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Chapter 28: 1955 MEHERABAD SAHAVAS 

 

THE GUJARATI SAHAVAS 

Preparations in Meherabad for the first of four sahavas programs were in the final stages. On Thursday, 27 October 

1955, Baba had been driven to Meherazad from Satara, and from the following day, he began visiting Meherabad 

daily. Tents for sleeping and for the meetings were erected. A separate dining pandal, with tables and chairs, was 

pitched for serving tea, breakfast, lunch and dinner. Cooking arrangements were the responsibility of Chhagan and 

Shahastrabudhe (of Mahabaleshwar), aided by Nana Kher, Bal Natu, Dr. Kanakadandi (of Eluru), Rangole, Dhiraj 

Parmar (Rama Kalchuri’s brother), Minoo Kharas, Adi Dubash and Kohiyar Satarawala. Workers from Arangaon 

Village were hired as additional help. 

Pendu was very particular about the arrangements, especially the food for the gathering. Free transportation from the 

Ahmednagar railway station to Meherabad was also provided. Vishnu and Bal Natu were to keep accounts; Bhau 

was to look after the lovers' accommodations, food and the general tidiness of the area; Aloba was in charge of 

seeing that hot water for baths was ready early each morning; Nilu and Don had duties as the camp's doctors; Kishan 

Singh and Feram Workingboxwala were told to write down Baba's utterances at the meetings; and Adi, while 

looking after his office in Ahmednagar, with Waman Padale's help, also helped oversee sahavas arrangements, as 

did Ramjoo. Eruch was constantly with Baba to interpret Baba's signs and gestures. All of the other mandali, besides 

Baba's brother Jalbhai, Sadashiv Patil, Nariman and Meherjee, were occupied in one way or another day and night, 

and of course Baba was overseeing every detail.  



 

 

Age saw that Meher-abad lived up to its name and was “flourishing” in all its glory. “The rays of the Beloved's wine 

penetrated every heart, turning Meherabad into a divine tavern.” Yet, despite the provision for all conveniences and 

outward rest — and a heightened sense of anticipation at the good fortune to enjoy the company of their Beloved — 

an inner restlessness and uneasiness prevailed among those who attended the programs, which only pilgrims on the 

Path can experience. 

On Tuesday, 1 November 1955, Francis Brabazon from Australia and Don Stevens from America arrived in 

Bombay. Irene Conybeare had also been invited and all three were brought to Meherazad by Meherjee on the 

evening of the 2nd. Francis had met Baba three years before in America, and this was his third trip to India. (He had 

been with Baba during the Andhra darshan program and had also attended the 1954 men's meeting.) To participate 

in the sahavas activities, he had come to India for 40 days. For Don Stevens, this was his first trip to India. Don, a 

Sufi, had also met Baba in America in 1952. He had missed the meeting in September 1954 due to illness, so he had 

come to India to attend the sahavas for about ten days. Both men were accommodated in a small room (in what later 

became the library) on Meherabad Hill, and Savak Kotwal looked after their food, which Sarosh would send from 

his bungalow in Ahmednagar. Adi Jr. and his wife Franey would eat with them and assist in any way they could. 

Francis, however, wished to stay in lower Meherabad with the other men, so after Don Stevens left, Francis moved 

down the hill. Irene was accommodated at Meherazad for one night. 

Baba came to see the two Westerners on the hill on the 3rd along with Irene. Adi Sr. arrived with Dr. Deshmukh, 

who was introduced to Irene. A copy of God Speaks was given to Irene to present to Dr. S. Radhakrishnan, the Vice-

President of India, taking a promise from him to read the entire book. Irene was then driven back to Bombay, from 

which she left for Delhi to spend the winter with friends. 

 

For those attending the sahavas, Baba dictated instructions to be read carefully, and which were posted on bulletin 

boards in the lower Meherabad hall. They were as follows: 

Directions Given By Meher Baba, November 1955 

Particularly for the participants of the sahavas weeks, and in general for all connected with Baba. I want you to 

read carefully and absorb these directions, as well as the other items arranged alongside, namely: 

1. The framed gist of the Circular No. 25 of 1 May 1955. 

2. The two charts on God and Love [done by Rano]. 

3. The list of donations for the sahavas weeks [made by various Indian devotees]. 

No one, and that also includes those who have come for the sahavas, should under any circumstances — either 

directly or indirectly — ask me for favors, rewards, money, jobs, health or other material things, not even for 

spiritual gain. The best is not to ask for anything. If anything at all is to be asked for, then first one should 

ponder whether one has the required degree of determination and courage to ask for the love of Baba. If one 

has that much determination and courage, one should be ready to surrender so completely as literally to give up 

and let go of everything — body, mind and heart. And, the self should be able to remain alive and dead 

simultaneously. 

To all of you who believe and feel that I am the Avatar, I say that there is no need at all to ask me for anything, 

because I must know best when and what to do for one and all, and what to give to one and all. 

Your faith and belief demand then that you should feel happy to be resigned equally to whatever comes from 

me or whatever is taken away by me. As and when I bless anyone with peace and plenty, money and children, 

name and fame, et cetera, he and others should not feel elated at this. Their concern should be only to keep 

their minds and hearts focused on what they believe me to be, the one Reality. 

If I am free to give as I wish, I must also remain free to take away as and when I deem it best, in any way and at 

any time. That also means that as and when I take anything away from anyone, he should not raise a cry, 

because his concern must likewise remain focused on my Reality and not on the thing I take away. 

From the Beginning of all Beginnings I have been saying, I say it now, and to the End of Ends I will say it, that 

he who loves God becomes God. 

It is a fact that I have come among you. One of these days, the whole world will come to realize how I have 

come, where I have come from and the purpose of my coming. I repeat once again that I have come neither to 



 

 

establish panths [groups] and jaats [classes] nor to establish mandirs [temples], masjids [mosques], churches 

and ashrams in the world. I have come to receive the beauty and give the blessings of love. All else but God is 

illusion — whether rites, rituals or ceremonies in the name of religion, worldly possessions, family, money or 

one's own physical body. All else but God is illusion. 

In response to my call to one and all to leave all and come to me, some have come. A few have responded for 

the sake of spiritual enlightenment, others to gain peace and escape from worldly strife and entanglements, 

while a few have come through their love for me to find me as I am. Those who have come to me have 

naturally become dependent upon me, but in spite of that, I, as Baba, remain free and independent. 

I have been seeing to their requirements with the money which has been coming and going in the spirit of love. 

I accept with love what is offered to me with love, and I also disburse it out of love. I neither obtain money 

through miracles nor am I connected with any moneymaking business. There are those who have offered what 

they can spare, and there are those who have dedicated their all to me and to my cause of love, unmindful of 

money for the sake of money. 

According to the conditions laid down by Baba to his lovers and devotees in Life Circular No. 25, Baba continued: 

Under the existing conditions of no promises from me, no bindings upon me and no undertakings by me, my 

dependents must also be made to feel quite free of their material dependence upon me. Thus, they will be able 

to maintain a pure relationship of love for the sake of love. 

I now wish to be outwardly what I always am inwardly: living solely in love, for love and with love. In that 

spirit, the whole world could live with me irrespective of whether or not there happened to be any provision for 

food and shelter for the "todays" as well as for the "tomorrows." As it is, I am free and no bindings touch me, 

but I should also be free of the need to bother about arrangements for others. I now want love to reign supreme 

outwardly, as it always does inwardly in me. 

How can one explain love? There are as many ways of explaining love and obedience as there are men. There 

can thus be no end to the understanding of them except through obedience based on love, and through love 

itself. All great saints, teachers and Masters say the same thing in one way or another when the emphasis is laid 

on love for the sake of love, or failing that, on obedience in the cause of love. 

For spontaneous surrender, the heart must, so to speak, be worn on one's sleeve. One must be ever ready to 

place one's neck under the ever-sharp knife of command of the Beloved, and the head should figuratively be 

detached in order that it might be completely surrendered at the Master's feet. Obedience should be so complete 

that one's concern with it makes one as much awake to possibilities as it makes one deaf to impossibilities — 

as envisaged by the poet [Hafiz]: 

I was tied to a raft and thrown into the ocean; 

Then I was warned to be careful not to let my robe get wet.1 

Yet, all this does not and cannot explain the required degree of continued readiness for love and obedience to 

love. In fact, one of the three reasons for this sahavas is to help you grasp what love and obedience really mean. 

You must have such a clear picture in your minds of this sahavas as to forget completely such things as 

declarations, messages and discourses by me. This is not an occasion for the fulfillment or the making and 

breaking of past and future promises. You have got to remove from your minds any picture of me upon a dais 

and you sitting before me — as has been the experience of most of you present here. 

I want you to be with me, near me and before me in an entirely different atmosphere, so that you can freely 

breathe the air of my personal presence. We must be together as intimately as if we were living under the same 

roof for no purpose other than that of living with each other and for each other. 

Do not look forward to any functions, meetings, timetables, programs, agendas or any cut-and-dried plans. You 

have simply to be near me all the time that I remain with you, playing, sitting, walking, joking, discussing 

serious things or listening to stories. I want you to live with me the day-to-day life I normally lead. 

You are not expected to read, study, meditate or pray, but to feel at home with me as naturally and unreservedly 

as you would do at home in the midst of your own family and friends. I want you to be your natural selves, 

putting aside all the superficial niceties one usually assumes in social life. Being in my company, watching me 

and being watched by me, you will automatically learn and unlearn a lot, which no amount of teaching can 

convey. In short, there are three reasons for this sahavas program: 

 
1 Darmiyane qahre darya, takhta bandam karda-ee; 

Baad mi gu-ee kay, daaman ter makun hoshyar baash. 



 

 

First: To give you my closest company in order to bring out the oneness between us. 

Second: To help you understand love and obedience, and to make you imbibe these twin aspects of the nectar of 

the infinite existence behind all life. 

Third: To show you how to do my work of spreading love. 

However much I may explain, you cannot have a true idea of the enormous strain on my physical body in these 

last twelve months. To say the least, I am utterly exhausted physically, yet I intend to exert myself further for 

the whole sahavas month in order to impress thoroughly upon you certain points. There are points which I have 

got to drive in deeper and deeper, not only for you all, who are able to be near me physically, but for all others, 

also, who love me and obey me, as well as for other reasons which are not apparent here and now. These points 

you will have to grasp through the three reasons of the sahavas, as given above. 

Therefore, during the seven days, above everything else, forget your worries, comforts, discomforts, home and 

business affairs. In short, forget about everything concerning your daily life except your present life here with 

me. As I have stated, I have offered this sahavas at the cost of additional physical exertion for me, because of 

all who love me and obey me, including those who are physically absent. 

The only explanations you should expect from me during the sahavas will be on [four points]: 

Love; 

Obedience; 

Work of spreading my love; 

Freedom from the apparent binding of those dependent on me. 

I want you all to take particular note that I would feel happy if each one of you not only possessed but read and 

digested God Speaks from the first to the last page, as the last book of its kind by me. I will, likewise, be happy 

if those among you who can possibly do so will see that this work is translated and made available in as many 

languages as possible for those who cannot read and understand English. 

 

The Gujarati-speaking group, consisting of 97 lovers from Bombay, Poona, Surat, Navsari, Bajwa, Delhi, Dehra 

Dun and Karachi, arrived in Meherabad on the 3rd, and Baba began his sahavas with them the following day. 

On the first day of the sahavas, Friday, 4 November 1955, Eruch drove Baba and Kaka Baria from Meherazad to 

Meherabad. On the way, they picked up Meherjee Mama Satha at Akbar Press. While they were traveling, a buffalo 

suddenly turned in front of them and Eruch hit the brakes. The car swerved and was narrowly saved from plunging 

into a ditch by the side of the road. 

Baba asked, "Who took my name?" 

Eruch said, "I was speaking with you so, for me, there was no question of taking your name." 

Kaka said his attention was focused on looking after Baba's personal belongings, and Meherjee Mama replied that 

since he was traveling in the same car as Baba, there was no need for him to repeat his name. 

Baba reminded them, "Remember to always take my name when anything untoward is about to happen." 

Baba arrived in Meherabad at 8:20 A.M. and he was received with loud acclamations. Baba took his seat in the 

meeting pandal and inquired about the visitors' health, food and rest. He also asked if all had read the posted 

instructions and looked at Rano's chart God Is Reality And All Else Is Illusion.2 (Baba had the Directions re-fixed 

after not being satisfied with the original placement.) He then remarked, "I had no sleep at all last night." 

After embracing most of those gathered, Baba began by explaining the meaning of sahavas: 

The meaning of sahavas is physical proximity, to meet one another, mingling together like members of the same 

family. But my staying with you and your staying with me do not mean the same thing. For ages past, Baba is 

with everyone; but here, you all have to be with Baba and forget everything else. Thoughts may come and 

thoughts may go. We cannot control or check them. How to control them? By losing yourselves, trying to be 

 

2 Refer to God Speaks, pp. 164–166. 



 

 

engrossed in Baba's “sahavas” [company], so that they may come and go automatically without your being 

conscious of them. 

Do this much for six days. For at least six days, forget all your prestige, knowledge and spirituality. Try to 

observe the minutest details and analyze what takes place here. I want your hearts to be clean and open for me 

to step in. One most important point is to forget your difficulties — family, financial, health, et cetera — and 

only concentrate on Baba's love. Do not expect miracles. Do not think that by coming here you will solve all 

your difficulties, and your troubles will be over. I have nothing to do with such things. I have no key for such 

problems. Do not hope for blessings to become healthy and wealthy. If you think you have come for the 

betterment of your health, you will on the contrary lose it. I have come [descended from the Highest State] to 

bestow my love on you all. The rest is all illusion. Do not expect anything except my love. 

There is a vast amount of literature on love, but to attain love is not easy. Very, very few find it. If you were 

really loving me you would not be here, because in that case your true love would have made you realize my 

Real State. Listen to what I say and don’t think like a philosopher! There is no curtain between you and me. 

The only curtain is you, yourself. 

What is meant by "you, yourself”? When you feel hungry, you say, "I am hungry," when unwell you say, "I am 

sick," and so on. This I is the curtain or veil. Once this curtain disappears, you realize the unity of life — you 

realize that you yourself are That. It is due to this curtain of ego that we are involved in so many difficulties. 

How to remove this curtain? Millions of births do not remove it. You all feel that I am THAT, but you are not 

conscious of my Real State. The reason is, you do not love me in the way you should. 

For these six days, I want all of you to be in my constant company, on the same basis of intimacy as the 

mandali, and to observe my day-to-day activities. No one truly loves Baba, not even from among the mandali, 

although the mandali have been with me for years together. They are prepared on a mere sign from me to lay 

down their very lives at my feet; but they have not the sort of love I want. They are with me, though without 

love. Had they that love there would have been nothing for them to obey, because they would become One. But 

for obedience to be greater than love, it must be 100 percent. 

Explaining a couplet of Hafiz, where the Master says obedience is just obedience, there is no questioning, Baba 

added: 

You should be slaves of the Master, obeying even without thinking. If I order anyone to kill his child, he should 

obey me without having even a single thought about the deed. 

I have explained so much; now, will your conscience accept obedience to me? Are your hearts ready to obey? 

Worldly people come, garland and worship me, and seek my blessings. I have not come for that. I mean this for 

all — the mandali, as well as you all who are near me today. To bow down to me, to perform my arti, to 

worship me is not what I have come for. These acts are all good with saints. With me it is different, it will not 

do. I expect more. 

Why have you been called here? I have come to receive your love and I wish you to obey me literally, so that 

you may have the conscious experience of me. If that be not your purpose, then you have come on a sort of 

picnic! I want to say everything today, so that we may be free hereafter. It is Baba's living experience that there 

is only One Reality, and all else is illusion. What is all this that we see and experience? Our staying here, my 

giving you explanations, even my being the Avatar is all a dream. Every day, you are dreaming; every day, you 

wake up and experience the same dream over and over again. 

You are all sleeping, and in your sleep you dream of me. I tell you that you are dreaming, and you reply, "Baba, 

you are here, we see you; how could it be a dream?" But whatever you are experiencing here is all a dream. 

When you wake up in Reality, you will experience that all this was a dream. 

A child is born and as he grows, his consciousness also increases. From childhood to youth, middle age and old 

age, but not a thought occurs to him as to from where and for what he has taken birth. Births after births pass in 

this way. He only thinks of worldly things, never about the Real thing. Rarely does someone become really 

awake. This dream is far too long. Hafiz says thousands of lovers out of love for God are rolling in the dust, but 

hardly one realizes Him. It requires cycles upon cycles for a man to get enlightened. Books say that even after 

eons, [only] one finds God. But this is the time when those who obey me will realize me. 

It is important to obey me cheerfully. If that is not possible, at least obey. If I tell Raosaheb to kill his son, and if 

he does not do it cheerfully but does it anyway, still he would find me. Search your own hearts and see whether 

you are prepared for such obedience. If your conscience is not prepared for it, then what should you do? 

Everything is the play of the mind. If I wish, I could make the harmonium start playing itself. People would 

take me for God and would be ready to surrender themselves to me. But this would not be dedication to me, but 



 

 

to the playing of the harmonium. If a dead child is made alive, people are ready to obey — but this obedience 

would be to resurrecting the child. 

Ravikant Rawal of Surat described how he had once witnessed a lover succeed in invoking rain by taking Meher 

Baba's name at a particular place during a drought. In response, Baba commented: 

We need not doubt what he says, he has seen it with his own eyes; but the fact remains, I did not know about it 

and I did nothing in that connection. 

Nozar [Dadachanji] loved me. His family loves me; they did not grieve when he died but obeyed my will. 

You all somehow feel that I am someone really great, but you have no conscious experience. There will not be 

greatness in your obedience after knowing me. But it is really great to obey me when not knowing my True 

Self. Mind will revolt against such obedience. 

Kaikobad Dastur has some experiences and derives anand [bliss]. He says he knows who I am. If I tell him to 

cut his family to pieces, he will do it cheerfully because he knows Baba is something. But obedience without 

consciously knowing me will make you greater than me. Whatever I say, I say in all sincerity. It is impossible 

to obey me literally. Were I in your place, it would be difficult for me to obey. So, what should I say about 

obeying me without knowing my Real State! 

If obedience is impossible, then there is another way — purifying the heart. There are three ways: the first is 

obedience; the second is purifying the heart; and the third is selfless service [seva]. 

To cleanse our hearts is very difficult. How to do that? It is not in renunciating the world and leading a secluded 

life. While leading a worldly life, you can cleanse your hearts. Suppose you become angry, you have bad 

thoughts. What to do? The thing to do is to let the thoughts come and go. Do not check them. To become angry 

sometimes is in a way good. You get excited, and if you do not express your excitement, you get an 

opportunity to consider why you got angry. You get lustful thoughts. They will come. Let them come. But do 

not express them through actions. There is no credit if thoughts do not come. They will come. But you should 

not check them. Through the evolution of consciousness through the lower stages [of animals], the human mind 

is subject to anger, lust and greed because of the impressions. It is due to these impressions that we get these 

thoughts. You can check them temporarily, but they are sure to express themselves. And these impressions 

express or spend themselves through thoughts. But if you commit actions, you create bindings. Yet this binding 

is in the Nothing [illusion]. Everything is zero. 

Suddenly you become angry, and if you do not express the anger, what will happen? Your mind gets angry but 

your heart should not know about it. For that there is a way, and that is of no expression — not to express 

thoughts. As soon as you get angry, immediately remember Baba, and your heart will not be affected by your 

anger. Do the same with lustful thoughts. Remember Baba wholeheartedly. This is the greatest thing. It is not 

child's play to remember me when you are excited. Suppose you forget to remember me. Then there is the third 

way — seva [selfless service]. If you cannot obey Baba, cleanse your hearts; if you get angry, remember Baba. 

Hearts are not purified by following the external practices of religion. This is the essence of the three principles 

of Zoroaster.3 Baba himself enunciated these principles during Zoroaster's Avatarhood. These precepts are 

good thoughts, good words and good deeds. While doing the kusti [sacred thread], it should be done sincerely. 

A single impure thought means we are not worshiping God but offering worship to the thought. 

I remember an incident of my childhood. My mother was insisting on my going to the fire-temple once, while I 

wanted to play marbles and fly kites. On her insistence I went to the fire-temple, and taking the Avesta 

[Zoroastrian holy book] I just skipped over its pages contenting myself that I had prayed. But if you want to 

pray to God, do it sincerely. I did my duty to placate my mother, but it was devoid of pleasure. Better not to 

perform ceremonies and offer prayers, but if you want to do these, do them sincerely. 

If even selfless service is hard to do, there is yet another way, and that is to remember me always. If you cannot 

even do this, then at least remember to remember me before breathing your last. But for that you will have to 

start remembering me from today because, if not, at the last moment you will not be able to. 

Now this is enough for today. I will explain the remaining two points in the Directions [on the notice board] 

tomorrow. Then for three or four days we will be free to live a free life. 

Baba asked Kohiyar to repeat the prayer Banam-e-Yezdan (In the Name of God Almighty) which Kohiyar did in a 

melodious voice. Baba also had its English translation explained. At about 10:30 A.M. the Navsari bhajan mandali 

sang devotional songs until the gathering adjourned for lunch at eleven o'clock. 

 
3 Most of those who attended the Gujarati sahavas were Zoroastrians. 



 

 

After lunch, at 12:30 P.M. Baba called to the hall in lower Meherabad all those who were not resting. Baba was 

taking long, swift strides back and forth inside from north to east. Before more bhajan singing began, Ravikant 

Rawal stood and narrated a hilarious tale. Ravikant was a portly person, whose demeanor and visage elicited 

laughter even before he began speaking. His long-winded stories in Gujarati (with a mishmash of other 

languages thrown in) elicited side-splitting laughter from Baba and the group. (Baba would cover his mouth 

with his hand so he wouldn’t make a sound.)  

“For God’s sake, sit down now,” Baba instructed. “Otherwise I will break my silence!”  

“Just two minutes more,” Ravikant pleaded. 

“No, no. Tomorrow, you can continue.” 

Ravikant’s story centered on four clever thieves, and Baba quipped, "The five greatest thieves [Perfect Masters] who 

live in the world steal people's hearts and also periodically steal me from my Highest State." 

About an hour later, Baba gave darshan to hundreds of Arangaon villagers. Most were family members of the 

workers hired for the sahavas month. Men, women and children came from the village to the meeting tent, singing 

and dancing in a long procession. They were told not to touch Baba's feet but just to file past touching only his seat 

on the raised platform. Baba quickly took his own darshan first, by touching his feet with his right hand and then 

touching his hand to his forehead. Before the villagers could start taking darshan, Godavri Mai of Sakori arrived. 

Baba had her seated beside him on a chair. The program began, and Baba accepted the many garlands and coconuts 

the villagers had brought in offering and handed prasad to each one. Godavri Mai then left and Baba walked back to 

the hall. 

When all had joined him there, he stated: 

From each group I want one man who will fast for 21 days from the 15th of February, remain only on water and 

continuously repeat my name. It is nothing great to remain on water for 21 days; many have fasted like this for 

longer periods. But to remain at one place and continuously repeat my name loud enough so that only the one 

saying it can hear it is really very difficult. 

Even for Baba it is difficult! 

Baba asked those courageous enough to do this fast to stand up. A few stood and Baba selected five: Hoshang 

Bharucha, Minoo Kharas, Burjor Mehta, Eruch Karadia and Minoo Khambatta. Baba instructed them: 

For 21 days stay at one place, eat and drink nothing except water, take Baba's name half-audibly and never 

sleep.4 I will give further instructions later on. God is deaf. If you repeat my name mentally, I will not hear it as 

I am also deaf! Come what may, whether you fall ill or there are other difficulties, follow faithfully and stick to 

what I have told you. 

Baba smilingly asked the assembly, "Will you allow me to leave early for Meherazad at 5:00 P.M.?" 

All cried loudly in one voice, "NO!" 

"All right," said Baba, "I will respect your wish ... I will not go at five but at 4:30!" 

Shouts of protest erupted and at last it was settled that Baba would leave at 5:30 P.M. Actually, Baba was scheduled 

to leave at six o'clock, so with his usual shrewdness he managed to shorten his stay by half an hour, and at the same 

time keep everyone pleased. 

Baba then touched on the publication of God Speaks in America. With hand gestures, speaking in Gujarati, he 

observed: 

God Speaks will soon be available. It is a unique book. I have explained many things there; still I will briefly 

explain in a way so that you may all understand it. 

From eternity we are all one. We do not know it; we are not conscious of it. But in eternity we are a limitless 

ocean. We are all drops of this ocean. 

What happens daily? From our waking state, we go to sleep. Before entering sound sleep, we pass through the 

dream state. Before awakening, we pass through the same thing — from deep sleep to dream state and from 

dream to waking state. When you sleep soundly, you forget everything; nothing exists for you. That is the 

 
4 Subsequently, Baba rescinded the order of not sleeping, and reduced the amount of time from 21 days to 

seven days. 



 

 

Original State. We pass through this state daily and wake up — after passing through the dream state — in yet 

another dream state, this gross world. 

What to do now? Something should be done about this daily entering our Original State and waking in this 

dream state. In our original [sound sleep] state there is Unity, but we become conscious of duality when waking 

up. This original [sound sleep] state is of no use. We must wake up consciously in the Original State, and then 

alone will we experience that we are One. 

That is the state of Eternal Bliss. Before this bliss, what was there? Only this Eternal Bliss. It is all bliss and 

bliss. To be conscious of our Original State, the state of Oneness, consciously is dnyan — Knowledge: it is 

Power, it is Bliss. This state comes after manonash — annihilation of the mind. To gain this experience, one 

must become the very dust under the Master's feet. 

I alone exist. How to become dust under my feet? There is only one panacea — by obeying me implicitly. To 

do what I say. One should become the very dust! Even I have not that courage. But there are a real few in the 

world lost in the ecstasy of divine love. 

If you cannot obey me, then have my constant remembrance. If that is not possible, then at least before you 

breathe your last, utter my name. In his last moments, Nozar took my name. My brother Jamshed did the same 

— Jal Kerawalla, Meheru Damania [Eruch’s sister] and others. It is only heroes who surrender to me in their 

physical form. The Arangaon villagers came seeking my blessings for their worldly desires and departed. I 

have not come for that. I have come for a few elect, although I have to see to the whole world, too. I have come 

so that you can experience me in your physical bodies. 

I derived divine bliss from Babajan. After that, for nine months I passed through unspeakable spiritual agony 

[to gain normal consciousness]; it was simply unbearable. To get relief I used to knock my head against walls 

so furiously that they began to crack! In fact, there is no suffering as such. When the Five bring me down, they 

draw the veil over me. Babajan removed that veil. I remained in that state for nine months and then gained 

gross consciousness. At the moment, I am experiencing both infinite bliss and infinite suffering 

simultaneously, and once I drop the body, there is only bliss and bliss because nothing exists except bliss. 

From ages past I have been coming, so how old I must be! Think of yourselves. You too are coming from ages 

past, and you are the same in spite of that. In reality, no one comes or goes; no one is born or dies. To 

experience that, we must free ourselves from bondage. After playing lingocha [seven tiles] earlier in the day, I 

remembered all this. 

Baba then departed for Meherazad. 

 

The next day, Saturday, 5 November 1955, Baba returned to Meherabad at about 7:30 A.M. On his arrival each day 

he would first meet with Pendu, Padri and Vishnu in his cabin (opposite the hall). Although these three and the other 

mandali in charge of arrangements (Chhagan, Bhau, and others) could not be near Baba during the meetings because 

of their duties, they were given Wine of a different sort — a vintage full of pain! While the out-of-town lovers were 

enjoying only the delights of the Wineshop, not a day passed when Baba did not take these mandali members to 

task. And when they emerged from the cabin at the conclusion of these early morning sessions with Baba, they had 

to wear a smile on their lips to convey to others how pleased they were with their share. 

At about 8:15 A.M. Baba entered the Meherabad Hall. He greeted everyone present, stating, "Those whom I did not 

embrace yesterday should now come forward to be embraced." Among those who lined up were Dr. Deshmukh and 

Bal Natu, who hoped for a second embrace. Baba embraced the former after pointing out to him that he had already 

been embraced the previous morning and refused to embrace the latter for the second time, remarking, "That way I 

will have to embrace one and all once again." Afterwards, when Baba asked Deshmukh about his fountain pen, 

everybody came to know that Baba had quietly filched it from Deshmukh's pocket while embracing him! 

To Homi Desai of Lahore, Baba remarked, "You have come to Meherabad after a long time." 

Baba explained to those attending the sahavas: 

Those having a cold should sit at a distance so that I might not catch it. Some of you might ask how, being the 

Avatar, I could catch cold. You might as well ask why I should get hungry or need rest! 

I remember an incident which occurred in England years ago. With me at the time were Chanji, Ghani, Adi, 

Kaka Baria and Rustom. The Westerners had deep love for me and wanted to take my photo. I had no idea they 

would make me stand outside in the bitter cold! But they wanted to take the picture in my natural dress and I 

could not refuse. They did not imagine I would catch cold. They were under the impression that the Avatar was 

immune from illness. In the days of Manzil-e-Meem, even in wintertime I would move about only in a sadra. 



 

 

Meherabad too was quite cold in those days. The Westerners made me stand in the open. I cannot describe how 

cold I was feeling. And to take different poses, I was made to move from one place to another. 

This morning I had a fight with Pendu in my room before I came to the hall. Pendu has been bearing the brunt 

of planning, executing, and maintaining the various arrangements necessary for the sahavas program. 

Originally, it was decided to invite only 150 participants every week at the total estimated cost of Rs.20,000, 

and to spend Rs.10,000 on the four programs for the poor during the whole month of sahavas. 

I had agreed with Pendu not to let any changes be made in the original plan. But letters and telegrams soon 

began pouring in, and the number of participants began to swell as the appeals were irresistible. My lovers in 

Andhra have proved themselves real workers in my cause. My name has become a household word in many 

parts there. The same is the case with those who love and work for me in Hamirpur District in U.P. [Uttar 

Pradesh], where men, women and children go about singing songs of praise for me in the course of their daily 

life, whether they are working in the fields, at home, on their job, or while going to school. 

The Maharashtrian group also has reached more than 250. Many lovers were left out, so we had to accept them. 

I am telling you this because of our being in sahavas, on an intimate footing as members of one family. When 

the number reached 200, Pendu protested. From Rs.10,000, Pendu came down to Rs.5,000 for the poor 

programs. Now the issue of permits is stopped. I explained to Pendu that those attending the sahavas are 

coming from long distances and are workers and lovers. Now in one case the number may reach 300. With the 

increase in numbers, among other things, Pendu must also get the dormitory pandal extended and to obtain 

more cots, blankets, pillows, et cetera, in advance. The figure for the poor has come down to Rs.1,000. 

See how help comes automatically. Nozar has come to me, but he left Rs.1,000 to me. This brings the total to 

2,000. Last year I had been to Andhra on a darshan tour. The reception committee had collected funds for that 

purpose. After deducting expenses of Baba's tour, the reception committee saved Rs.1,200. They offered it 

toward the sahavas. I did not want any strings attached to the offer. So the South Indian devotees' reception 

committee's contribution of 1,000 brings the total for the poor to 3,000. Now we must please Pendu and try to 

knock out an additional 1,000 from him. That would make Rs.4,000 in all. 

Baba had Pendu called, and said that he wanted at least Rs.1,000 from each group for the poor account. Baba joked, 

"If the funds are insufficient for the last Maharashtrian group, they will have to live on chutney-bhakar [meaning, 

cheap food] for the week. I will discourse on some spiritual matters, and they will be so pleased they will gladly 

agree to be satisfied with only chutney and bhakar. I know the trick." 

Everyone laughed and Pendu accepted this. Baba allowed him to extend the sleeping accommodations on condition 

that Baba’s sahavas work in the hall was not disturbed. 

Addressing the group Baba stated: 

Tomorrow we have the poor program from nine to ten o'clock in the morning. Yesterday we dealt with two 

points — love and obedience. Today we will take up "binding." I am always free. But as soon as I come down, 

I get myself bound. Think how great must be your luck. Those who thirst for God, I do not appear before, 

whereas you have my sahavas! So take the fullest advantage of this opportunity. 

I am the Highest of the High and the lowest of the low. The intermediary state is of talking, joking, playing. 

What you see is only my physical body. I am also with those in the first plane, in the second plane, up to the 

seventh plane. In the same way, I am everywhere, with and in everything and everybody. Everything and 

everybody is equidistant from me. Gradually people come in my contact, they get intimately connected with 

me and dedicate everything. They become entirely dependent on me. This process is repeated in every Avataric 

period. What I have been telling you will have to be repeated before each of the other three groups. I will keep 

back nothing. 

As I said, this process goes on age after age. Those who are dear to me depend upon me. For my work I have to 

give them orders. Dependence increases day by day. In my every incarnation it is the same case. Formerly in 

Meherabad we had several institutions. I spend money when I have it on such establishments and dissolve them 

when there is no money. Nothing is permanent with me. Elsewhere in the world it is different. The heart of my 

every lover is my ashram. Gifts of love I accept with love and disburse with love. But from now on I want to 

free myself from all these self-imposed bindings. The time is drawing near. Do not take anything as promises. I 

am free from promises, and I have a habit of promising one day and forgetting the next. 

From the 15th of February 1956, I want to be far away from all these bindings. I have important work to do. I 

have to make provisions for those who depend upon me for one full year. I have a plan for it. I am thinking of 

enjoying such complete freedom from these self-imposed bindings that I do not even want any correspondence, 

nor to see the faces of those who all the time stay near me. I am thinking of such things. I am also thinking of 

an exclusive program for women. There are letters and telegrams to this effect from many women. This 

epidemic of darshan is now spreading far and wide. It is not practical to call women and children here. I am 



 

 

thinking of a two-day program at each place exclusively for women. There are also rumors about my traveling 

to America. A flying visit of a few days only. Nothing certain or anything definite yet. From next February 15 I 

am going to keep myself aloof from the mandali. I have two months — December and January — in hand to 

arrange for my dependents. I want to visit different places in India; I might even travel to the West. 

Now about the fourth point, spreading Baba's message of love. The workers in Andhra have practically covered 

almost all the villages there. In Hamirpur District of Uttar Pradesh it is also the case. All men, women and 

children know Baba and love Baba. There were one or two villages opposed to this work, but some chamatkar 

[miracle] made them rally round Baba's cause. On the Nagpur side Deshmukh, Nana Kher, Pophali — and on 

the Delhi and Dehra Dun side, Kishan Singh — are looking after this work. Practically in all parts of India, my 

lovers are doing their best to spread Baba's message of love. 

But these Parsis! I feel that when I was Jesus, the Parsis were Jews. The Jews were the cause of my crucifixion. 

Now I am a Zoroastrian and these Parsis remind me of those old days. No doubt there is a big group among 

them who do love me, and that love compensates for the other group's indifference. 

Wherever I go in India, people in the thousands flock around me. This is not the sort of love I want. What I 

want to say is, how will you spread my love, convey my love to people, make them love me, make them 

understand who I am — how will you do all this? For that, first of all, you all should be my lovers. When you 

go and tell others about me, and when you say "Baba says this," you have to explain everything. To speak the 

truth, not to slander others, not to envy others, not to have hatred, not to make others suffer — all this you will 

have to tell them. You will say Baba says this. But you will be able to say these things only if your own 

conscience is clean. Only then do you effect some change in the mentality of people and turn their love toward 

Baba. 

If you are not pure in heart, it is better not to show your face to them and utter a single word. Keep mum. I am 

unaffected whether the world worships me or vilifies me. My state of the Highest of the High will not change. 

With your own example show all that you yourselves are my lovers. Even a single lover can do a lot of work 

for me if he is a real lover — a sincere worker. He can change the whole world. If all of you could be that, you 

would change the entire face of the universe. I know there are many who talk about me sincerely, try to explain 

to others about me — but they themselves bring their tales of woe before me. This is hypocrisy! In this sahavas 

we are on intimate terms, and so I am telling you all this. I must say what I feel like saying. This finishes with 

the fourth point. 

Baba continued: 

Another point: After I discarded my alphabet board, you all know how I convey my thoughts. [Eruch explained 

that the mandali try to grasp Baba's gestures and repeat what he means.] God Speaks was dictated on the board. 

It is a good book. There was a review from an American philosopher. Another review has come to hand from 

one Dr. Schroeder [a Protestant theologian]. Don Stevens and others in America are connected with publishing 

and printing this work. To impress the American public with the value of the book, Don and others want to take 

a film of me dictating on the board for television so that millions may see me. They want to show how Baba 

has dictated it. So many films have been taken previously, but this one will be a 24mm film for television. This 

television scene for the book's review will be helpful. It will be good publicity. Don asked me to use my 

alphabet board for a while. As you know, I have thrown it away as of 7 October 1954. But for this book, I have 

promised that I will use it. My nature is to promise today and break it tomorrow. This is from ages past. There 

will be no dictation of the sort. I will put my finger on one letter of the alphabet board. 

Don Stevens interjected, "The American public is so shrewd, Baba, that that will have very little effect." 

Thereupon, Baba agreed to use the alphabet board the next day for a few minutes, solely for the purpose of taking 

the film. He said, "I will spell out only this sentence: 'I have given up the use of the alphabet board for the past 

twelve months, and I will not use it again.' This much I will dictate." He also permitted a film to be taken of the poor 

program. 

Baba appreciated the work Sorabji Siganporia and Burjor Mehta were doing in Bombay and asked them to continue 

it in all sincerity. Sorabji had opened a center, and when he told Baba of the difficulties he faced, Baba advised him, 

"My detractors may oppose and harass you, but you should carry on. Always remember this, that I am God. Be like 

the football. Wherever it is kicked it goes, and the kicks make it finally reach the goal. Similarly, whatever 

difficulties are put in your way and whatever amount of opposition you have to face, bear it silently. They will one 

day bring you to the Goal." 

To the gathering Baba stated: 

Another point — I have not discussed it in God Speaks — is about binding. You are all bound. How? By your I, 

your ego. It is the same thing everywhere. Some want God with all comforts. From "I want food" to "I want 



 

 

God," it is the same story. Always that I is there. Where has this I come from? This is not explained in any 

book, so listen carefully. When hungry you say, "I want food." After your hunger is satisfied, there is no longer 

any "I want food." But again you feel hungry, and again that "I want food" is there. I will explain. 

In the beginning there was only the Beyond, Beyond state of God. God had no consciousness of Self. But like 

the slightest ripple on the smooth surface of the ocean, God the Unconscious had a lahar [whim] of "I want to 

know myself" — or "Who am I?" The most original want was: "I want to know myself." With that, the binding 

started, and spread among all the innumerable drops of the ocean. Creation began, and every drop remembered 

only "I want." In the end, after yugas and yugas, the original want came back — "I want to know myself." 

After Realization, those who come down to ordinary normal consciousness have to suffer some sort of 

opposition from people. But for the Avatar — God Incarnate — there is always the headache of a very severe 

opposition. It is there during all Avataric yugas — Ram, Krishna, Zoroaster, Buddha, Jesus, Muhammad, all 

had to face this opposition. The same picture is before my eyes today. 

Tomorrow, one hour, from nine to ten, will be spent in the poor program. Then the taking of the film for 

television. But the day after tomorrow I will meet each of you for two minutes. Don't ask me then for anything. 

I will speak with you for two minutes. When I ask you about anything, only then reply. 

To the five people who are to remain at one place for seven days on water without sleep and repeating my 

name, I will give instructions. 

On the 8th, I will take you to Pimpalgaon to show you certain spots there. You have to spend two rupees each 

for bus fare. If any of you cannot afford this two rupees, catch hold of Meherjee Sahukar [moneylender].5 After 

returning from Pimpalgaon, there will be qawaali music from four to seven o'clock. A very good qawaal will 

be specially coming from Poona. Sai Baba also used to like qawaali singing very much. Babajan also would 

appreciate it. Maharaj had no taste for this sort of thing, not that he did not like singing. Who he was, no one 

has the remotest idea. 

On the 9th morning, get up and pack up, and take me with you. If you can’t take me whole, at least take me in 

part. Do not forget me. I know the minutest thing. Tomorrow, for one hour, take God's name sincerely, so 

sincerely that it reaches me. God is deaf. Only the sincerity of His lovers compels Him to listen. 

It was about 10:25 A.M. Baba called Kohiyar to offer the Banam-e-Yezdan prayer. Baba stood and joined his palms, 

as did the entire gathering. In a voice full of feeling, Kohiyar recited the prayer and it seemed to Age that, because of 

Baba's nazar, every word pierced the heart of each one present. 

Taking his seat afterwards, Baba commented: 

From ages past I have been telling people to leave all and come to me. That alone is the way to liberation. At 

three o'clock in the afternoon, I will say something for about fifteen minutes. We always live in the present. 

From childhood to old age, we live in the present. We are not always mindful of the past. We forget the past 

because there is no past. It is not there at all. It is always the eternal present. 

Even the great ones fail to grasp infinity. At Hyderabad there is a well-known saint.6 His following runs into 

thousands, but even he has not found It [Infinity]. According to Hafiz: “Jene patto lago teno patto koin-e nahi 

lago. [None can find him who has found It.]” 

Adi and Ramjoo then narrated some incidents that had taken place in the Poona Jhopdi days in 1922 and at Manzil-

e-Meem. Everyone went for lunch and Baba went to his cabin. 

An Arangaon boy named Babu Kamble was cooking Baba's food. Baba would have his daily breakfast at 

Meherabad when he arrived from Meherazad. It consisted of tea and a few slices of bread and cream. Accordingly, 

every night, Babu would skim the cream off the milk and keep it aside for Baba; but, in the morning, it would be 

gone. Someone would invariably take it from the pinjra (screened cupboard). Babu was castigated for this by Pendu 

and Baba, but was at a loss to explain how the cream would disappear. 

 

5 Baba was making a joke about Meherjee Karkaria. 

6 Baba was probably referring to Sayyed Moeinuddin (also called Majzoob Mian), the sixth-plane spiritual 

chargeman of Hyderabad since the early 1940s.  



 

 

One night he hid in the kitchen. After some time, Darabshah J. Oomrigar of Bhavnagar stealthily entered and ate the 

cream. Babu informed Baba. 

Calling Darabshah to his cabin, Baba asked, "Do you secretly take cream from the pantry and eat it?" 

"Yes, Baba," he admitted. 

"Why do you do it?" 

Darab, who had the innocent heart of a child, said, "You have told us to feel absolutely at home here and stay as one 

family. Well, at home, I always take food when I am hungry. If I don't do the same here, it would be a breach of 

your orders!" 

Baba highly enjoyed his logic and embraced him. "You are the only one who has had my real sahavas!" 

After lunch, Baba briskly paced the verandah back and forth. He looked solemnly at a few close lovers and asked 

them, "What are you thinking?" 

They said, "We were thinking you must be doing some important Universal work." 

With a smile, Baba replied, "I am not doing any important work but just digesting my food!" 

Entering the hall Baba sent for Pendu, Padri, Sidhu and Bhau. "Do you want to kill me?" he began. "The carpet 

[spread in the hall for the men attending the sahavas to sit on] is so full of dust that whenever I walk clouds of dust 

rise and enter my nostrils. Who brushes the carpet?" 

Sidhu said he did. 

"Did your father ever clean a carpet?" Baba scolded. "Is this called dusting? It should be taken outside and shaken 

daily!" 

"The carpet is very heavy, Baba," Sidhu said. "Twenty men would be required to shake it!" 

Baba turned to Bhau, asking, "Did your father ever clean a carpet?" 

"No," Bhau replied. 

"But you must! If the slightest dust is found in the carpet tomorrow, I won't forgive you!" 

(In truth, there was no dust in the carpet, but Baba wanted it shaken. So every night, collecting about 20 to 25 men, 

Bhau began having the heavy carpet shaken outside.) 

Baba then noticed two birds in the hall, and again Bhau and Sidhu were reprimanded: "Why did you allow the birds 

in the hall?" 

Bhau defended himself, "I am occupied with other work and am seldom near the hall. How could I have prevented 

them from flying inside? 

"You should have kept someone near the door!" Baba said. "Why didn't you think of that?" 

Baba gathered the sahavas group in the hall and described Bhau's negligence in detail, asking whether he should be 

forgiven. Everyone said yes, and Baba pardoned Bhau. 

At 3:00 P.M., Baba said a few words on dnyan — divine knowledge: 

Dnyan is of two kinds, imperceptible (paroksh) and perceptible (aparoksh), Ilmul Yakin and Huq-ul-Yakin 

(Becoming). We will skip over the intermediate stages. It is also referred to as intellectual knowledge and 

spiritual knowledge. Volumes have been written on knowledge. However much I would like to explain it, it is 

impossible. Knowledge, or wisdom, is to be experienced. Still, I will take you nearest to understanding the 

subject as never done before. 

Knowledge through mind is not Huq-ul-Yakin, the conviction of Becoming. There is an infinite difference 

between intellectual knowledge and the knowledge gained by Becoming. Even knowledge through the mind 

state only a few achieve. I am in all. This knowledge that I am in all, in everything, am everything, and that I 

am the only one — only a very few realize through the mind. 

Volumes abound in Hindu philosophy about Knowledge. In God Speaks I have explained it very clearly. After 

you read the book, you will come to the understanding that there is nothing besides I. This is not Knowledge, 

this is understanding. From the beginning to the end, there is nothing but God. After reading about it, you will 

come to the conclusion that you are God. But this is not even mental knowledge: it is only mental or 

intellectual understanding. What is mental knowledge and what is mental understanding? We come to the 

understanding that we all are one. When you finish reading God Speaks, you will say what Baba has said is 

true. Mental understanding is that which makes you understand that God is everywhere and nothing exists but 

God. But, within a few minutes, this understanding is disturbed by a sense of suffering, or by some insult and 

so on. 



 

 

What is mental knowledge? Suppose a man has read many books, even God Speaks, and he comes to the 

understanding that I am all in all. He takes it for granted that Baba is one with God. But even when he suffers 

some insult or humiliation or suffering, he says it is all God's will, and has no thought of revenge or hatred or 

anything of the sort. This is mental knowledge. And even this mental state very few gain. 

After this, there are two other stages, and then the last conviction of Becoming, "I am God," et cetera. Eruch has 

not to think that he is Eruch. In the same way, with this Knowledge, the person concerned has never to think 

that he is God. This conviction through Becoming very, very few attain. 

Why I started on the explanation of dnyan was from that incident in England of standing before the camera in 

the severe cold. We should not pretend to be what we are not. God knows everything, and everything means 

infinitely everything. Everything includes everything God knows. All this has been described in God Speaks. I 

know of only one sin, and that is of posing to be what we are not. There is a solution even for avoiding such a 

situation. Remember one thing, that only God exists and God knows everything. He is everything, present 

everywhere and knows everything. By remembering this always, you will not try to pretend to be what you are 

not. 

There is another sin. Keki [Nalavala] will say God is everything and everywhere. Then God must be in him, 

too. God Himself is the one who poses! That is true. But, in the words of Hafiz, in such a situation "Keep 

silent. Don't utter God's name." There is nothing like sin. God is everywhere acting infinite parts. But Hafiz 

says in a situation such as Keki's, be quiet and say I have committed the sin. It is my fault. 

Then there is the second stage of dnyan after mental knowledge. This second stage of knowledge makes you 

know that God has done everything; still, Truth makes you say, "Yes, I have committed the fault." Very few 

come to this stage. 

When one becomes That, it is everything. With it, he comes back and declares, "I know Myself!" and he says, "I 

am God." There is no posing in the Sadguru state. "I and my Father are one ... Come unto me ... Follow me, 

leave everything" — is not pretense. He is That! We all are one. God is one infinite ocean. We should pay 

respect to that unity of God. 

Even to cut ourselves to pieces to become God will not carry us far. Beloved God is so infinitely beautiful, so 

glorious, that to sacrifice our body for Him is nothing. Whatever I say, I say with authority. God is so precious 

that to Him the cutting of the body to pieces is no offering! 

Whatever I say, whatever I am, whenever and wherever I will be, is because of the Five Sadgurus. Every time, 

it is the same thing. I have to be what I am, and this is due to the Five Sadgurus. Babajan — whom I refer to as 

the Emperor — Upasni Maharaj, Sai Baba, they hold the key to the whole universe. Sai Baba in his physical 

body was always found to be smoking his chillum. He also used to cough and spit. He used to demand money 

from those who went to him. People used to go to him with their difficulties. And now, you find a film on Sai 

Baba's life, his image even on matchboxes. When I heard songs here today, I was reminded of the Five 

Sadgurus bringing me to your level. It is because of them that I appear to you and declare that I am everything. 

Of my own accord, I would never come. Sai Baba was found the whole day with his chillum. His eyes were 

lustrous, and he had a wonderful personality. Like Sai Baba, after I drop this body, people will understand me. 

And in my presence you are dozing! 

Everyone present laughed, and Baba concluded: 

No spiritual topic from tomorrow. Parsis, listen! Zoroaster was the Avatar. The essence of his three principles is 

to be found in the teachings of all religions. What I say also comes within these three Zoroastrian principles. 

Remember his name. Don't bring him into disrepute. Learn to love God. Think of me always! 

Most of the lovers of the Gujarati group had been in Meher Baba's contact for several years, and Baba was quite 

jovial in their company. Dr. Hoshang Bharucha, though, had come to Meherabad for the first time during this 

sahavas. He had met Baba in Bombay in 1952, but since then he had not seen Baba because of his close connection 

with those at Sakori. During the sahavas, Baba paid much attention to him. Baba would make him sit beside him and 

would occasionally pat his back. 

One day after lunch, Hoshang and a friend, Eruch Karadia (also a follower of Godavri Mai), were standing near 

Baba's cabin. Baba called them inside and asked Hoshang, "What is the aim of your life?" 

"I want to realize God," he replied. 

Baba observed, "Very, very few reach that Goal, but he who holds fast to my daaman reaches it." Then he 

concluded, "Godavri Mai has not attained Self-Realization. She is not God-realized." 

Hoshang considered Godavri Mai to be his guru, and hearing this directly from Baba, he became confused. His 

mental agitation and inner turmoil took a long while to subside; but thereafter, Hoshang became completely Baba's. 



 

 

After the sahavas, Eruch Karadia went to Sakori and told Godavri Mai what Baba had said. She replied, "This was 

said only to test your faith in me." But Karadia, likewise, became fully devoted to Baba. 

 

Baba had asked for volunteers to fast for seven days, and five men were selected from each group. On 5 November, 

Baba dictated the following instructions for them: 

1. You must start from twelve midnight of 14 February 1956 and stop at twelve midnight of the 21st of 

February. (Timings must be according to the Local Standard Time.) 

2. You must repeat audibly the name of Avatar Meher Baba in the form of "BABA" by uttering "BA" with each 

breath in and again "BA" with each breath out — without a break throughout the waking state during day and 

night for the seven days. It must not be stopped even when you happen to have some sort of spiritual 

experience in the form of seeing circles of lights, colors, et cetera, or smelling sweet smells or hearing fine 

music, and so forth. It does not matter at all when the repetition of Baba's name stops automatically when you 

go off to sleep by day or night, but it must be forthwith commenced as soon as you wake up. 

3. A room should be very carefully selected for doing this “duty” of seven days. Under no circumstances must 

you leave the room once you have entered it and started the duty. As for example, even if you happen to see a 

snake or any such creature or big, ghastly looking figures, forms, et cetera, you must not leave the room. 

Answering calls of nature, taking a bath if you should so desire, attending to the barest physical needs, walking 

or any movement inside the room is permitted at any time of day or night. 

4. Whenever you feel like going to sleep, either by day or night, you are permitted to do so. But on no account 

must you fully stretch your body parallel to the ground when you are asleep or even when you are fully awake, 

so that your head touches the ground or the thing on which you are sitting or resting. 

5. You must not read anything or write anything during the entire period. You can make the barest minimum of 

gestures to persons attending on you for conveying your thoughts regarding your requirements. 

6. You can freely take water throughout the entire period. Even if you do not feel thirsty, you must take sips of 

water occasionally and thus keep the throat always moist. You must take a minimum of one cup and can take a 

maximum of two cups of tea at a time once in 24 hours. The tea must be prepared in the proportion of one cup 

of milk and one cup of tea and then taken. Those who do not desire to take tea must take only one cup of milk 

instead. 

7. Every day at 12:00 noon, you must take one teaspoonful of Maclean's Stomach Powder in a glassful of 

water.7 

8. For the first two days after completing the duty, that is, on the 22nd and 23rd of February, you must take only 

fruit juice, as and when you like. Sugar may be added, if and as required. 

9. On the third day after completing the duty, that is, on the 24th, before starting to take solid food, you must 

feed well one poor man after first bowing down to him. Both while bowing down and feeding the poor man, 

you must feel as if you are bowing down to and feeding Baba. You can then start taking solid food in the form 

of soft rice, dal, buttermilk, et cetera. You must eat only such solid food that day. From the next day onwards, 

you can commence taking food as usual. 

Note: You must not, on any account, question or bother Baba in any manner nor correspond with him on the 

subject before the commencement of the duty. Even if you happen to fall ill before the commencing date and 

time, you must start and finish the duty according to the schedule. Secondly, you must do the duty 

wholeheartedly without any doubt or fear whatsoever and with 100 percent love for Baba. 

Cowas Vesuna of Navsari also wanted to fast, and Baba asked him, "Would you feel bad if I do not permit you to?" 

Cowas answered, "I will not feel sorry because I want to carry out your wish — which is my life's fast and only 

penance. There is no question of my will." 

Baba was highly pleased but did not agree to his request. Later, when Cowas returned home, he realized it would 

have been impossible for him to have fasted, since his wife was vehemently against it. Cowas had been in Baba's 

contact since the darshan in Surat in 1947, but his wife did not believe in Baba. However, when she came in his 

contact three years later (at the Meherabad Sahavas in 1958), she was completely transformed. 

Baba played a game of seven tiles with some of the men in the sahavas group. Afterward, Haribhai Patel sang a few 

songs. Baba then asked Hoshang to sing. He did not know how but managed as best he could. Baba selected others 

 
7 Maclean’s Stomach Powder was a popular indigestion remedy. 



 

 

who did not have a voice, such as Meherjee, Keki Nalavala, Darabshah, and others, and their "singing" was 

thoroughly enjoyed. 

Baba left for Meherazad in the evening. 

 

On Sunday, 6 November 1955, Baba arrived at Meherabad at 7:00 A.M. After a discussion with the mandali, he 

entered the hall at 7:50, where the sahavas group had already gathered. Eruch was reading Baba's hand signs and 

gestures while being on his feet the whole day. Generally, Baba would wear his pink coat and long sadra, his hair 

combed back into a pigtail tucked within his coat. 

Age recorded, “Baba looked quite beautiful, incomparable really, and from every pore of his body flowed the Wine 

of love. His eyes dazzled and penetrated every heart. The soft rays emitted by his glance created deep wounds which 

would never heal.” 

Baba asked, "How do I look?" 

Several men said he looked radiant. Baba commented, "I did not sleep at all last night, yet you say I look splendid 

and blissful!" 

Baba asked about those who had not slept well. A few stood up, among them Adi Dubash and Minoo Kharas of 

Karachi. Baba joked, "I don't believe you. Last night, I was out on a survey of worldwide conditions when I found 

both of you snoring loudly!" 

Winking at Kohiyar, who had slept near them, Baba asked, "Tell the truth. Were these two sleeping last night or 

not?" 

Kohiyar said, "Baba, they were snoring so dreadfully loud that I couldn’t sleep! I have never come across such loud 

snorers!" All roared with laughter. 

Since it was Sunday, Kaka Chinchorkar had come from Ahmednagar with Adi Sr. Baba commented to Chinchorkar, 

"You had no time to come for the last three days when I gave spiritual discourses and explanations; but today, when 

the topic is money, you appear! All right, now listen carefully." 

As I told you yesterday, money comes and goes. With the exception of two or three, the Parsi devotees in India 

are all karka [hard up, broke] like me. Nariman and Meherjee are helpful to me, and once, Sarosh also was no 

less helpful. Adi has dedicated his all. Most of the Parsis having connection with me are large-hearted and rich 

in their love for me, but poor of purse. The three other groups that will be coming will be told the same things I 

am telling you. But this particular subject, about which I am about to tell you something, I had no intention of 

discussing with you. Eruch said that according to my explanation of sahavas — we being intimate with one 

another — it was desirable that nothing be kept back from any group. So I agreed to lay this matter before this 

Gujarati group, too. 

As you know, I have decided to remain aloof from the mandali and from all for one year, from 15 February 

1956. The mandali are dependent on me for their necessities, and so I will have to provide for them. I have two 

months left now to do this. During these two months, those of you who could afford to send something 

disinterestedly, without any scruples, and without feeling any burden on your minds, I will accept it for this 

particular purpose. To send means what? To offer freely, to offer sincerely, conveniently. Love is without 

scruples, doubts, interest; do not send anything with a heavy mind. If you can afford and want to send in the 

spirit I have outlined, then send it to Kaka Baria, c/o Adi K. Irani by the end of January 1956. If you can send 

more, send it; if less, less. Even five rupees will do. You will be sharing equally my work in aloofness, 

irrespective of the amount you contribute. But do not think of sending less if you can send more, under the 

impression that all contributors will be sharing my work equally, and so why should you send more! 

In 1923, I first set foot in Meherabad. Thirty-two years ago, I had nothing with me. At that time, Nusserwan 

Satha and Kaka Chinchorkar used to give me money, themselves obtaining it from others. I spent all for the 

Prem Ashram, schools, dharamshala, et cetera, which I established then. Here, I am declaring my greatness. I 

have spent nothing for myself. I have no value for money. I might have spent about a crore [ten million] of 

rupees until now. In spite of that, today I have nothing. If you cannot give, do not worry about it. But do not 

mix up love and money. Love for me must be there in your hearts. Do not cease loving me. And do not think 

you will become me if you give me crores! Only through love alone can you become God. 

Another point. I have been telling you that I am That [God]. But because I am among you, I have to be 

practical. Every minute detail I have to look after. Those who contributed 30,000 for the sahavas were selected 

by me. A list of contributions received and expenses incurred will be sent to all the persons present here — not 

only to the contributors, as was planned previously. 



 

 

Now the poor program will begin. Remain with me, and repeat sincerely God's name as instructed yesterday as 

long as the program lasts. Let thoughts come, but go on repeating God's name. Before three o'clock this 

afternoon, gather on Meherabad Hill. I will show you the spot where my last remains will be deposited. 

Baba remarked on his sleeplessness for the past many years, "The night watchmen who are with me know about it. 

They massage my feet and know how I am awake all the while." 

Sending for his night watchman, Bhau, Baba introduced him, "He is an M.A. with a B.S. in agriculture and loves me 

so much that occasionally even in deep sleep he shouts out my name!" 

 

At 9:00 A.M. Baba proceeded with all to the dhuni, where the poor program was to be held. Pendu had designed a 

special table that Bapu carpenter had built during the night. It had steps for the poor to climb up, and below a built-

in drain for the water to flow out. Almost 200 poor had collected. Baba took his seat in a chair near the table, and 

one by one, the poor mounted the steps. Pendu handed Baba water for each in a large tin cup and Padri gave Baba 

the soap. Baba would wash each person's feet and wipe them dry with a towel handed to him by Eruch. After laying 

his head on their feet, Baba gave each four rupees as his love-gift. 

In spite of his often-repeated instructions to the men, not to allow a break in the continuous rhythm of repeating 

God's name during the entire course of the poor program, Baba, at one point, suddenly interrupted the proceedings 

and signaled for the repetitions to be stopped. Pointing to the poor man standing before him, Baba introduced him. 

He was Satya Mang, the former dacoit and robber whose story Baba had often told. Although Satya Mang had fallen 

on hard times and was poverty stricken, he remained honest to his promise to Baba and never committed another 

robbery. He was a living example of the miraculous change Baba brought about in individuals. Baba informed 

everyone present about him, and they saw with their own eyes how a hardhearted criminal who had terrorized the 

countryside had been reformed through Baba's love. 

After the poor program, Baba walked to his cabin, where he discussed matters with Nusserwan Satha. Soon he came 

out and used his alphabet board for the television film. Several different angles were shot by the cameraman hired 

for the occasion, before Baba held up his hand signaling it was enough. Baba handed Don Stevens the alphabet 

board for him to take back to America and joked, "The next time Don says something will take ten minutes, I'll 

know he means thirty!" The 16mm black and white film was subsequently viewed by the public on the California 

television program "Cavalcade of Books," on which God Speaks was reviewed.8 

Baba sent the sahavas group for lunch and went back to his cabin. After his meal he visited the kitchen, where 

Chhagan and Shahastrabudhe were occupied with food arrangements. Baba himself stayed ten minutes and served 

those of Arangaon who were working in the kitchen. First-class arrangements were provided for the sahavas group’s 

bath, food and tea. The work, including the cleaning of the large cooking vessels and the serving of meals to so 

many, proceeded with the precise regularity and speed of a well-oiled machine. 

Baba entered the hall from the kitchen, where the group was already present. Someone complained that some were 

playing cards at night in the pandal. Baba remarked, "What has playing cards to do with one's love and longing for 

God? I don't see any reason for your objection to people playing games. Shams-e-Tabriz and his disciple Rumi were 

very fond of playing chess. Once, Rumi lost the game and cried out in frustration, 'I have lost again!' 'No,' said 

Shams, 'you have won!' and instantly Rumi realized God." 

Mildred Kyle had died several months before in America, and her ashes had been sent to India by Elizabeth. At 2:30 

P.M., that day Baba was driven up the hill in the blue Chevrolet. Don Stevens was called to witness Baba lowering 

her ashes into a grave near his Tomb, before the sahavas group arrived.9 

By 2:45 P.M., the entire group had assembled on the hill. Baba sat for about fifteen minutes in a section of the 

women's quarters with the gathering around him and reminisced. He recalled the days of the Prem Ashram when 

Chhota Baba was overcome by God. In an emotional outburst of divine love, the youth had lost consciousness for 

four days. Baba said that had it not been for the enema administered on the fourth day according to his orders, the 

boy would have died. When Chhota Baba regained his normal consciousness, he was weeping and wailing, asking 

why Baba had dragged him down from that blissful state in which he saw nothing but Baba. 

 
8 Don Stevens also took some 8mm color shots during his stay. 

9 Later a tombstone was erected which read: “Mildred Kyle Has Come to Baba." 



 

 

Baba further observed, "Union with God is very difficult to attain. He who enters the seventh plane and remains 

merged in divine bliss for three days oblivious to all other planes, if he does not regain consciousness on the fourth 

day, he drops the body. But he who regains consciousness on the fourth day is a real majzoob. Even in the case of 

ordinary human beings, the link with this world does not break with death. For example, after the brake is applied to 

a running train, it does not come to a halt at once. It takes some minutes. 

"Once, Kaikobad was about to become unconscious. His body was wet with perspiration. He also had experiences in 

Dehra Dun and Mahabaleshwar." 

Baba continued, "Try to see me as I really am. Formerly, I was very lean and thin, but my body was supple, and I 

was quite energetic. I used to get up at four in the morning and even in the severest cold was dressed only in a sadra 

and pajamas. There were different institutions in Meherabad then, and I was generally found in a jalali [fiery] mood. 

With or without excuse, I used to hit anyone. Once, Buasaheb, who was quite hefty and strong, was slapped and 

knocked down. Adi Sr., Sarosh and others were all treated in the same way [by me].” 

Meanwhile, Bhaiya Panday was snapping his camera every few minutes, whereupon Baba lamented, "This Panday 

will not let me be at ease. In Andhra, too, there was one young boy [P. Narayana Swamy] who followed me from 

place to place and took over a thousand photos of me." 

Baba and the group then walked toward the Tomb. Baba pointed out the east room where he had sat in seclusion in 

the Water Tank Building. From there, they proceeded toward his Tin Cabin. Baba had been in seclusion there, too, 

and told of how the dog Chum used to keep watch, not allowing even the mandali to approach. A cow used to come 

nearby to graze, but she, too, was barked away. Baba said he used to feed Chum from his own food. 

Then the gathering was led in groups of ten into the Tomb, where Baba stood with Eruch all the while. Eruch, in a 

few words, explained how Baba had secluded himself here for about six months in 1927, and how Lahu, who used 

to bring Baba's coffee twice in 24 hours, drank half of the quantity himself while on his way to the crypt. 

After this, the group was taken to the bamboo cage-room where, in 1940–41, Baba was in the strictest seclusion 

possible, not even allowing his shadow to be seen by any of the mandali. Without seeing Baba, Vishnu alone was 

allowed to read the alphabet board from a small window in the bamboo screen. 

Baba descended the hill at about 4:15 P.M. In the hall, Ravikant Rawal continued his tale about the four thieves, and 

Adi K. Arjani, 41, of Karachi also narrated one. Baba expounded upon the dedication, obedience and love of 

Elizabeth, Norina, Kitty and others from the West. He then remarked to Darabshah Oomrigar, "Twist my ears 

[punishment usually meted out to a naughty child]!" Oomrigar was heavyset and stood up with difficulty. 

"Did you have more cream last night?" Baba asked with a twinkle. 

Oomrigar smiled and caught Baba's ears. Baba was pleased and stated, "Obedience is not easy. You all come to me 

with folded hands and then leave. This is your love. But obedience is quite different. It is not so easy. If I tell you 

now to walk on the road completely naked, it would be difficult for you to do." 

Baba departed for Meherazad at 4:45 P.M. After Baba's departure each day, the conversation would always center on 

him. It was a wonderful time, and although the men mandali worked day and night, by Baba's grace, they never felt 

tired. 

That night the Gujarati group amused themselves in various ways. A large crowd encircled Jalbhai and Dr. Abdur 

Rehman to hear their humorous stories. This went on while Bachoobhai and Haribhai Patel kept their music flowing. 

Hoshang Dadachanji, Dara Dadachanji (Arnavaz's brother) and Jal Dastoor were engrossed in a game of cards. 

Minoo Kharas, Adi Dubash and Dadi Mehta had a good time teasing Darabshah. 

K. M. Madon of Poona had been in Baba's contact for more than ten years. He was an amusing short-statured Parsi 

who always sported a solar topee. Madon had once confessed to Baba that he was afraid of his wife, and Baba 

enjoyed teasing him about it. At the sahavas, Madon was treating some men (no matter what their ailment!) by 

massaging their limbs with a concocted ointment he christened Aascharya Malam (Wonder Balm) — earning him 

the sobriquet of Balmwala. 

Dr. Deshmukh was in Meherabad for the entire month of the sahavas. He would go to bed at 8:00 P.M. and wake 

certain men early in the morning for bhajans. Others would retire late, and once, Dhake angrily asked Deshmukh, 

"Has Baba ordered us to do bhajans at 3:00 A.M.!? If it is not Baba's wish, then you have no right to disturb others." 

The Gujarati group consisted of almost 100 individuals, each with his own tale to tell. But what can Age write about 

each? Suffice to say that all were confirmed “drunkards” — incapable of abstention. 

 



 

 

On Monday, 7 November 1955, Baba arrived in Meherabad at about 8:00 A.M. Eruch and Kaka accompanied him 

from Meherazad, as did Kumar and Kishan Singh, who had come from Dehra Dun for the program and were staying 

at Meherazad. According to Baba's instructions, Adi Jr., Francis and Don Stevens left early that day in Nariman's car 

with his driver for a two-day stay at the Ellora Caves. 

Baba had a discussion in his cabin with Pendu, Padri and Vishnu for some time, and then came to the hall to see the 

sahavas group. He said, "Those who did not sleep last night should stand up." Minoo Kharas and Adi Dubash 

promptly stood up again. Baba wryly inquired, "Don't you two ever sleep at night?" 

Dadi Mehta remarked, "Both sleep quite well, Baba!" 

Everyone laughed, and Baba asked Adi Dubash, "Has Minoo's proximity affected you? Despite no sleep, your health 

seems to be quite good, so there is nothing to worry about. If you do feel unwell, however, consult Nilu." 

Ravikant Rawal stood up, and Baba remarked, "You must have remained awake all night, looking forward to an 

opportunity to finish your almost-endless story [of the four clever thieves]!" 

Rawal said, "No, Baba, I could not sleep because I felt you were present near me all the time." 

On Baba's asking, those who were indisposed stood up. Baba told them, "Those who are used to homeopathy should 

take medicine from Padri; those used to taking allopathic treatment should see Nilu. Look after your health well so 

that you can derive the fullest possible benefit from this sahavas." 

The atmosphere was full of merriment when the topic of Madon's "Wonder Balm" came up. Krishnaji declared, "My 

cold disappeared completely with his ointment." 

Baba joked, "Remarkable! It increases the cold of those who only have a slight one, and reduces that of those who 

have it severely!" 

Above the laughter, Madon declared, unaffected, "It is the only medicine for all diseases!" 

Ravikant interjected, "There was a little pain in my knees, but when I used Madon's balm it began aching like hell!" 

"That's why it is named wonderful," Baba teased. 

More laughter erupted as others added their comments. Some favored the ointment, and some did not. 

Baba joked, "It is a wonderful medicine with a wonderful name. The result is wonderful for every disease! It would 

make a man depart this life in 25 hours when he would have lived for 25 years!" 

Baba then explained: 

I am very fond of having fun, but when I become serious I remain serious. With me, it is so from eternity. On 

gaining Realization, I gave up everything in eternity except my sense of humor. I have discoursed on this 

before. This is called the Avatar's leela [game or play]. In that discourse, I have also spoken about other matters 

such as Christ's crucifixion. I am being crucified every second; but my merry, cheerful nature helps me bear the 

untold suffering. 

While joking with me outwardly, have reverence for me in your heart. If you have no inner reverence, it is 

better you remain miles away from me. I am like fire! Fire dispels the cold and cooks your food. But if you try 

to play with it, it will burn you to ashes. If inwardly you feel that I am the Avatar and the Highest of the High, 

then your outward behavior will not affect that understanding. But if you have no inner understanding of the 

sort, then it is no use your expressing your love and reverence for me outwardly. 

Baba then met with the five men chosen to fast. Two-minute individual interviews followed. Baba talked with 

everyone in batches of five. Madon was first and showed Baba his small box of ointment. He told Baba, "Eruch's 

uncle's throat was terribly sore; he was unable to speak. Famous doctors advised him to have an operation. But, 

taking your name, he used the Aascharya Malam and was cured!" 

Baba advised, "Don't you forget to take my name!" 

Baba related to him a story about Baidul. Many years ago in Iran, Baidul began treating the sick with boiled garlic 

oil. Taking Baba's name, he used the same medicine on every type of malady — colds, cough, pneumonia, typhoid, 

malaria, earaches, diseases of the eye, and so forth — and the sick got well. Not only that, but amazingly his remedy 

proved infallible in treating donkeys, horses and cattle too. 

Baba told Madon, "This is not my miracle, but the result of Baidul's faith in me." 

Baba spoke with all the sahavas group and then left for lunch. 

 

After tea, when everyone was present in the hall at lower Meherabad, before the music started, Baba stated: 



 

 

I am pleased with all those who have come in this group. The atmosphere here now is quite different; it will 

change with the arrival of subsequent groups. With the Andhra group, the program during the day will mainly 

consist of bhajans, kirtans and arti. But the Parsis are quite different from the standpoints of temperament, 

habits and so on. Although Parsis are very good at heart, and their nature admirable in many respects, their 

ways of devotion, worship and reverence toward saints and Perfect Masters are quite distinct from and at 

variance with the Hindus’. People from the South, though clever, learned and even brilliant, surpass the Parsis 

in love and in doing Baba's work with a zeal and enthusiasm and sincerity that can only be matched by those 

from Hamirpur. In Andhra, there are Baba lovers from a [government] minister on down to a coolie and they 

all do Baba work honestly, going from village to village carrying my message of love. The Maharashtrians, 

too, are not lagging behind in this respect. 

But the Parsis take no pride in my being a Zoroastrian. It is true that a prophet is never recognized and revered 

in his own time and by his own people. This has been true since ages past. It happens in every Avataric period. 

I wish Parsis would try to think of me and know me. Their jovial nature, and "who-knows-what-may-happen-

tomorrow" attitude, I like. But, if from among them, even a few out of love for me and my cause, boldly come 

out and do my work, it would really be splendid. Let them work and enjoy, and do their duty by their family; 

but, at the same time, their good luck should help them to have a thought about me once in a while. 

Messages, discourses, worship, devotional music will not make anyone reach the Goal. They have no value in 

themselves. What is wanted is jigar [heart, courage]. As Hafiz says: "He who does not lose his life [in love for 

God] will not find it." 

What is the meaning of laying down one's life? Soldiers by the millions lose their life in battle; others by 

committing suicide. But this is not what is meant. Here the meaning is that one has to carry out the wish of the 

Master and die at every step! I have explained about obedience and love to and for me. If followed implicitly, 

that would really make you lose yourselves in me. 

Baba had Gustadji narrate a story illustrating how mischievous Parsi boys could be. Gustadji began with his silent 

hand gestures, "Two Parsi boys were arguing in front of God above ..." 

Interrupting, Baba gestured, "There is no 'above' and 'below.' Everything is here in the Divine Ocean itself. God 

alone exists everywhere. The sun, moon, stars, planets, solar systems, innumerable universes — all are mere bubbles 

in this Ocean." 

Gustadji continued, describing how the boys outwitted the Devil himself.10 Baba then stated: 

If Parsi lads are so daring as to fight and outsmart the very Devil — how great it would be for you, if you would 

love me, obey me, and not leave me on any account! 

Think of me continuously, and you will see me and find me everywhere. Although born in the Parsi 

community, to me all religions are one. I wish that no one would breathe his last without at least having a 

glimpse of me. Do read God Speaks. I would like every one of you to possess a copy. If you cannot buy it, 

borrow it and read it. If you cannot read, get the book explained to you by someone. In that book, I have 

disclosed some spiritual truths never before revealed. It deals with the seven planes, this world, God and 

myself. Try to have translations of it in as many Indian languages as possible. It's version in several European 

 
10 The gist of Gustadji’s tale was as follows: Parsi boys have a notorious reputation of being terribly 

mischievous, so much so that it was said that even the Devil would be scared to accost them. The rumor of 

this dubious reputation somehow spread and eventually reached the ears of the Devil himself. Sensing a 

challenge, the Devil decided to verify the situation. 

One fine day, some of these boys gathered and decided to have a game of cricket. They went to an open 

ground to play. The Devil sensed this as an opportunity to confront them and frighten them. Assuming the 

form of an ass, he slinked onto the corner of the ground and started to graze on the grass, waiting for an 

opportunity to scare the wits out of the boys. 

For some time nothing happened. The boys continued playing their rough and tumble type of cricket. One 

of the boys, while fielding in the deep outfield, happened to notice the donkey grazing. He abandoned the 

game, rushed to the animal and jumped on its back. Seeing him, the rest of the gang followed suit and there 

was a mad rush and scramble to get on the donkey's back. Since there was no room left for the hindmost, 

the last boy ran back to the middle of the ground and returned with one of the stumps. 

Pushing it into the rectum of the donkey, the boy jumped on to the protruding stump and they all began to 

goad the animal to run. Sensing fatal danger to his life, the Devil panicked. Instead of trying to frighten the 

boys, he thought it best to beat a hasty retreat. Shrugging off all those terrible fellows from his back, he 

simply vanished. Such was the reputation of Parsi boys! 



 

 

tongues has been arranged by the Westerners. After reading the book you will feel as if you have seen me. It 

will give great comfort to your mind. Really, I should not have said this. To see me is totally different [from 

reading any book]. 

Baba concluded by stating: 

If you can’t remember me constantly, at least take my name before retiring for the night and getting up in the 

morning. If even this is not possible, then before giving up your body, don’t forget to remember me. I say this 

on my divine authority. 

After these remarks, Bachoobhai sang songs until Baba left for Meherazad at 4:45 P.M. 

 

In accordance with Baba's instructions, the sahavas group was brought to Meherazad at 8:15 A.M. on their final day 

of their stay, Tuesday, 8 November 1955. Baba was waiting to receive his lovers, smiling broadly. Echoes of 

"Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" reverberated throughout the surroundings — surroundings infused with his suffering as 

well as his bliss. 

Baba immediately led the group up Seclusion Hill, picking up pebbles and tossing them on either side as he climbed. 

He would also keep looking back to make sure the elderly ones were keeping pace. Whenever Baba saw any older 

men lagging behind, he would stop where he was. Pappa Jessawala remained next to Baba throughout, but once, 

Sailor Mama was seen far behind. 

Baba halted and related to the group, "Sailor was my childhood companion but he did not believe in me. He had no 

idea of my state. He was an athlete, whereas I was lean and thin. Once, when I went to his house, in a friendly way, 

he began showing me his strength. To stop him, I pushed him a little, and he fell back ten yards! From then, he had 

faith in me and began staying at Meherabad, where he lived for many years until the New Life. 

"Now look at this athlete! An old man like Pappa keeps pace with me, whereas he [Sailor] remains behind!" 

Dhake was forging ahead from another direction. Baba called him, instructing him to stay together. The older men 

were advised to climb slowly, and Baba paid particular attention to Darabshah Oomrigar. On top of the hill, Baba 

described his two seclusions there, when two cabins had been erected for the purpose (in 1947). 

After a little while, the group descended, and Baba sat in mandali hall, where he allowed the group to garland him. 

Moving outside to the compound, everyone sat down facing Baba, but the Parsis especially were a bit noisy. Baba 

had occasion to reiterate that the atmosphere among the Gujarati group was very different from the other groups that 

would be arriving: "This joviality and chitchatting are quite in contrast to the next group, namely the Telugus. You 

laugh and crack jokes. These people's hearts melt at seeing me, and their silent shedding of tears will make us shed 

tears, too! I like both types of atmosphere. 

"Those of the Ganga-Jamunawalas [from Uttar Pradesh, the Hindi group] will be different still." 

Minoo Kharas was teasing Darabshah Oomrigar. Baba called the latter and made him sit beside him. He chided 

Minoo and praised Oomrigar for climbing the hill even though he was so heavy. 

Someone asked if the women of their area could send contributions toward the provision for Baba's dependents. 

Baba replied, "Anyone and everyone can send whatever they can — from five rupees to five lakhs of rupees! The 

only thing I insist upon is that there be no raising of funds from house to house — coercing others and then sending 

me the money. If they themselves can afford it, only then should they send it. It is a question of individual 

willingness." 

Baba again spoke about the times spent in seclusion on the hill, and about his suffering there as he did his work. 

"Whenever I undergo suffering for the world, and when the ‘load’ is too heavy, it affects my body. I look as if I had 

passed through some illness." 

A qawaali program had been arranged for the afternoon at Meherabad, and Baba admonished the gathering to listen 

to it quietly and with interest. "After you return to Meherabad and have had lunch, everyone should rest until one 

o'clock so that you may be in a fit condition to appreciate the singing. The qawaals have been called from a long 

distance, and there is deep meaning in what they sing, so all of you should be alert and not doze." 

Baba then explained, "On this gross plane, we only see, feel and taste gross things. There are three spheres [planes] 

of consciousness — gross, subtle and mental. As the pilgrim advances on the Path, he passes through many 

wonderful experiences, and with the growing of his consciousness, he sees things that quite daze him. But all this 

and everything else is illusion. He is so dazed that he actually gets stuck on the Path. He can neither go forward nor 

retrogress." 



 

 

Baba cited the instance of a seeker stuck on an inner plane who was so dazed by the experience that he lost 

consciousness and kept hanging from the branch of a tree for four years. 

Then Baba remarked, "There is only one way to escape this illusion, and that is, I repeat, to take my name, have my 

remembrance and love me. This will get you God!" 

Baba showed the group the Blue Bus and gave them a tour of the women mandali's side and Mehera's garden at 

Meherazad, pointing out his bedroom on the upper floor of the house. When someone remarked how beautiful the 

surroundings and house were, Baba commented: "I can equally appreciate all sorts of surroundings. I do not mind 

sleeping out in the open under a tree, as well as occupying a nice room in a spacious bungalow. Now you find 

everything tiptop here, but in the old days in Meherabad, I led a very rough and harsh existence. I would travel 

thousands of miles on foot, by bus or train and rest on the station platforms. 

"Once, during a tour in Gujarat, a thief, to save himself from being arrested by the police, laid down next to me and 

pretended to be asleep by covering himself with my sheet." 

The sahavas group then returned to Meherabad. Baba arrived there at 2:00 P.M. after stopping at Khushru Quarters. 

After consulting with Pendu about the group's departure the following day, he came to the hall at 2:30. Some of the 

group sought Baba's permission to pay their respects at the tombs and shrines of other Sadgurus and saints, 

whereupon Baba remarked, "Personally, I have no objection. But if you hold fast to my daaman and obey me, you 

will realize the Truth. You are free to follow your religion if you want, but it will lead you nowhere. Spirituality is 

an entirely different thing, and unless you become like the dust under the Master's feet, there is no hope for 

salvation." 

Arrangements had been made to hold the qawaali program in the west room of the Meher Retreat building, where it 

could be heard better than in lower Meherabad. Everyone walked up the hill shortly before three o'clock to attend 

the program. 

Aloba used to go into an emotional frenzy upon hearing qawaali singing, so to be on the safe side, Baba told 

Baidul's son-in-law, Pesi, to look after him. But when the music started, quite the opposite happened. Pesi himself 

lost control, and Aloba and others had to hold on to him. Later, when Baba asked why Aloba had not gone into a 

paroxysm of weeping, as was his custom upon listening to a qawaal, Aloba explained that at the time he was not 

looking at Baba, and that was why he was saved from his own emotions. 

Another man who was profoundly affected by the singing, and the continuous thought of impending separation from 

Baba, was Keki Nalavala. He was so moved that Baba embraced and kissed him even though it had been announced 

before the qawaali songs began that no further embraces or touch would be awarded before the men left. Baba, 

likewise, kissed four others. 

The singing continued until evening and was the last item on the program for the Gujarati group. Amidst shouts of 

joy, Baba bid them farewell and left for Meherazad. 

 

The next morning, the work of cleaning and sweeping the entire area was taken in hand. Each man had been 

provided with a bedsheet, mattress and cot, and after all had departed, the sheets were washed and dried. The 

arrangements which were made for that month were the best ever. With the help of the workers and outside 

devotees, matters went smoothly. 

Baba did not come to Meherabad on the 9th. That day Adi Jr., Francis Brabazon and Don Stevens returned to 

Ahmednagar from their trip to the Ellora Caves, and the next morning were driven with Nariman, Meherjee and 

Vishnu to Meherazad. Baba discussed matters with them and then gave them a tour of the property. Eruch took them 

up Seclusion Hill. Don presented Baba with a deep turquoise blue jacket, which Baba tried on and he in turn gave 

gifts to both men. 

That afternoon, Baba was driven to Meherabad. At Upper Meherabad, he called Don Stevens and asked how he had 

enjoyed the meetings. Don recollected: 

The whole stay, of course, was something so incredible, so beautiful, so very deeply moving, that I had great 

difficulty in expressing any sort of sentiment. This was always typical of me, and I think typical of a great 

many people in Baba's presence: one found oneself tongue-tied. All one could do was to feel utter frustration in 

not being able to carry on one's own side of the conversation with Baba, and also a deep overwhelming sense of 

warmth, which, in any case, could not have been put into words even if one had been in better form. 

Baba had had a small chair placed beside his chair, on which were kept a small stack of papers. After Baba listened 

to Don's reactions to the sahavas, Baba beckoned for the papers. Eruch handed them to him, and Baba put them on 



 

 

his knees and began rifling through them. Eruch explained, "Baba has here a collection of various statements he has 

given out at various public gatherings. Some are longer than others. All have been carefully collected and have 

never been published before. Baba wants to know if you would like to take this collection, edit it as you have done 

with God Speaks, build it up, handle it in any fashion that you feel fit — and perhaps make it into a small book 

which you can publish after God Speaks appears?" 

Don, touched that Baba would show such confidence in him, immediately said, "Yes, I would like to do this. I 

would be very, very happy." 

Baba commented, "In fact, you might possibly want to combine it in some fashion — I leave it entirely in your 

hands — with a description of what you have experienced in this sahavas." 

Don nodded, and Baba continued, "If this appeals to you, I will make available to you the transcripts of the 

meetings, and you can weave your own descriptions of the events around them." 

Don said, "I think it is a wonderful idea, Baba." 

"You can write to Ramjoo or Bal Natu about any questions you might have," Baba concluded. 

In this manner, the book Listen, Humanity came into being. 

 

At lower Meherabad, Baba asked Aloba, "What food did you have today?" 

"Today we had a very good lunch," Aloba replied. "Rice, curry, papad, ghee and pickle!" 

Aloba's innocent description was enough ammunition for Baba. Calling Pendu, Padri, Vishnu, Sidhu and Bhau, 

Baba fumed, "Have you pigs any shame? You enjoy at others' expense and eat ghee! You should remember that the 

expenses for the sahavas have been donated by others. Don't eat anything other than the usual rice and dal at noon 

and vegetable and chapati at night." 

As Baba was walking behind the main bungalow, Mohammed Mast suddenly emerged from the Rahuri Cabin, 

where he had been kept for part of the sahavas, and grabbed Baba's hand in a vise-like grip. He would not let go, and 

led "Dada" into his room. Kumar and Vishnu were standing outside and witnessed a spectacular occurrence. 

Mohammed was grasping Baba's left wrist with his right hand with an expression of absolute joy on his face. Both 

were facing the door of the cabin as Baba explained to Mohammed that he was in a hurry and had to leave. After a 

few moments, Mohammed began swinging Baba's arm back and forth, and then said, "Acha, jao, jao [Okay, go].” 

Kumar and Vishnu both saw the hair on the back of Baba's head gradually rise and form into a tuft or crown with a 

halo over and around it. The cluster of hair grew brilliant and turned into rays. Kumar thought perhaps he was 

imagining it, but later Vishnu asked him, "Did you see anything when Baba and Mohammed were together?" Kumar 

said he had and described it. Vishnu confirmed that he, too, had seen the same thing and gave a huge sigh. "At last," 

he said, "after 30 years of being with him, Baba has finally given me darshan — and that, too, perhaps by the grace 

of Mohammed!" 

After leaving Mohammed Mast, Baba discussed matters with the mandali concerning arrangements for the next 

group, due to arrive the following day. Later that evening, Baba returned to Meherazad. 

Baba visited Meherabad again on the 11th, stopping as usual on the way at Khushru Quarters. At Meherabad, Adi 

Sr., Ramjoo, Vishnu, Pendu, Padri, Eruch, Kaka, Nariman and Meherjee were called to the Interview Cabin. Baba 

had Don Stevens read out drafts of royalty agreements for God Speaks, and they discussed other matters before Baba 

returned to Meherazad a little before noon. 

 

One hundred and eighty-one men from Andhra Pradesh arrived in Ahmednagar on Friday afternoon, 11 November 

1955. The railway station echoed with their shouts of Baba's Jai as the sahavas workers loaded their baggage into the 

waiting buses which carried them slowly to Meherabad. Baba's acclamations resounded the entire way. Age 

observed, “The sweet atmosphere of love, which prevailed during the month of sahavas, was truly indescribable.” 

For the most part, the Gujarati group had not expressed any feelings of worship, remaining very natural, free and 

relaxed in Baba's presence. The Wine did not express itself outwardly but remained secreted within. Yet, with other 

groups it was clearly manifest. It was evident from their tears and sentiments, words and acts — easily observable in 

almost everyone from Andhra. 

All arrangements for the Telugu group were seen to by the mandali and Pendu, who had provided food according to 

the taste and habit of each respective group. Pendu had even sent for a cook from Andhra who had arrived 

beforehand with Dr. Kanakadandi. And so, from the 11th, the game of Wine resumed. Its rules were different for 



 

 

each, but its main attribute of dispelling all differences and leading all factions toward Unity remained the same. 

There are no caste or religious differences in this game — and the Telugu group, too, felt this in their intoxication 

while at Meherabad. 

Baba arrived in Meherabad at 7:40 A.M., on Saturday, 12 November 1955. The sahavas group was standing on the 

roadside a few hundred yards ahead, and no sooner was Baba's car seen coming, than thunderous shouts of his praise 

rent the air. Almost everyone carried costly garlands, and on Baba's entering the hall, the usual garlanding and 

embracing began, in the midst of which Baba would interject some humorous remarks. 

"Embrace me gently," he gestured to one man, "else you will fracture my ribs!" 

To a stout, roly-poly gentleman, he teased, "Why do you look so weak?" 

Dr. Dhanapathy was at the time about 70 years old, and Baba joked with him, "You look so much younger than 

when we last met. What’s your secret?" 

Thus, much merriment prevailed. Baba's humor was like an elixir and it kept his lovers' hearts always receptive to 

him. 

Pandoba came with Adi Sr. He recited a poem in English praising Baba's divinity and invoking his mercy, and then 

bowed down. Baba reminded him about his instructions not to bow to him or touch his feet. Baba introduced 

Pandoba to the audience as one of his old lovers of the Prem Ashram days. 

Kuppuswami appeared in a saffron-colored kafni, and Baba inquired, "Since when have you begun wearing a 

kafni?" 

He replied, "It is only for this occasion." 

Baba replied, emphasizing, "We should cleanse our hearts with this color — not merely wear it outwardly." 

Dhanapathy introduced some newcomers, and Baba asked, "Has your voice changed?" 

Someone shouted back, "He is wearing new dentures!" 

Introducing two or three new people from Malabar who had not brought garlands, Krishnaji criticized them, "These 

people are not religiously-minded and do not realize the importance of garlanding one such as yourself." 

Baba said, "I am not religious myself, as in the whole universe I alone exist!" 

Some of those who had not brought garlands were feeling rather remorseful. Smiling, Baba remarked, "There are 

piles of garlands here. Whoever has not brought a garland should choose one from among them, and garland me." 

They were happy and garlanded Baba accordingly. 

Baba inquired as to who had not slept the previous night, and advised all to go immediately to either Nilu or Padri 

on the first signs of a cold appearing. 

"Since you are to remain here for a few days," he said, "you should take proper care of your health and think of me 

only. You have five days to stay with me. Let us all feel at home. Forget everything — family, home, job, 

[appointed] position — and be with me as much as possible. Forget all difficulties and worries completely. And 

don't think about your home when you are here." 

Baba inquired if all had read the Directions, and all replied affirmatively. "While the Gujarati group was here, they 

felt at home. There were no spiritual discourses. What Baba explained to them will be explained to you and also to 

the groups to come. Ramjoo is working on the notes. 

"We have bodies, and they are subject to all sorts of ailments. Those who have realized the Self and do not come 

down to normal consciousness are immune from such bodily disturbances. Baba is suffering from a cold. Because I 

have come down to gross consciousness, I am subject to bodily suffering. Don't feel shy about your sickness, but 

bring it to the notice of the doctors concerned. When I, myself, suffer from a cold, what about you?" 

Baba asked Manikyala Rao, "Why do you look so weak?" 

Manikyala replied, "I didn't sleep last night." 

"When I asked those who were indisposed to stand, why didn't you stand up?" 

"I did not want to complain about something so small, like an old fogey!" 

"With the body comes suffering. It is natural. Even the Avatar suffers. At first the Westerners could not understand 

how the Avatar could be affected by suffering. [Baba had the incident in England repeated when he was made to 

stand in the severe cold in thin clothes, and how the Westerners thought he, being the incarnation of God, could not 

catch any illness.] Gradually, I explained to them about my Avatarhood [being truly human], and now their 

understanding has deepened." 



 

 

Baba recalled the accident in 1952: "After my automobile accident in America, my leg was put in plaster. No one for 

a moment ever wondered why, being the Avatar, I could not avoid the collision. Or whether I did not know about it 

in advance. On the contrary, they remained steadfast in their love. 

"Don Stevens saw me in America at that time. He, too, had no thought as to why the Avatar should get injured. 

Krishna died with an arrow in his body. Is it a fact? Yes, it is." 

Baba asked Don, "Did you ever think about why my leg was in plaster?" 

Don said, "I didn't think about your leg, but I often wondered if you were who you said you were!" 

Baba proceeded to explain: 

I say on my divine authority that I am the only one pervading everything — the only one in creation. Don’t treat 

these as mere words from a learned man or a philosopher. You are wasting your time in shouting Jai so often. 

Five days ago, when Godavri Mai came from Sakori, I said the same thing. I am the Ancient One, the Only 

One, and she should always repeat my name, think of me, remember me. I tell the same thing not only to you 

all, but also to saints and advanced souls on the Path. 

A saint of Bombay named Kammu Baba, who deeply loves and reveres me, has written a letter requesting me to 

free him of all burden and take him near me. I replied to his message, by saying he should repeat my name 

constantly and should not forget to take it when he drops his body. When I say I am the Only One, I mean it. 

Christ also said the same thing when he said, "I and my Father are One!" 

What is this "I?" 

The difference between the I of the Ancient One and of you all is that the first I is free of all bindings, whereas 

your I is bound. What else can I say? I am THAT and I have to declare it. All else is illusion. After 100 years or 

so, you all will drop your bodies, but still you will be there. Don't think about your body, think only about me, 

and just before you drop the body take my name. What you see of me physically is not what I am. You have 

yet to see my Real Self. When you see it, you will be free from all bindings. One in a million can have a 

glimpse of me, and one out of the millions realizes me. Hafiz says that only one out of lakhs who have turned 

their bodies into dust out of love for God realizes God." 

But Baba has three solutions to free you forever from your bindings. It is impossible, first of all, to become the 

very dust under my feet in this body. The second solution is to be in the world with family, home, business, et 

cetera, but take Baba's name fourteen times daily: not more, not less than fourteen times. Then you will come 

to me. Even fourteen times is difficult. 

If you cannot do this, then do this much. When about to breathe your last, repeat my name, and come to me. 

This too is hard to do unless you start repeating it or loving me from now on, every second of your life. If you 

do not do it, you will not be able to remember me in your last moments. 

Even if this is not possible, there is a last recourse which might help you. It is to do selfless service for others, 

as I am everywhere, in all and in everything. Service for the sake of service is selfless service. If you do this, 

under all circumstances and regardless of what happens, it will bring you to me. 

Baba cited the examples of the saint Gadge Maharaj, and his followers Kaikadi Maharaj and Namanand, who 

recently had taken up Baba’s cause and were doing their best to carry his message of love far and wide:11 

These men are moving from place to place to better the lot of humanity; they have built dharamshalas, schools, 

hospitals. They undergo all sorts of hardships out of love for God. They love Baba. Gadge Maharaj took me to 

Pandharpur where thousands of pilgrims took my darshan, though Gadge Maharaj himself is worshiped as a 

saint throughout Maharashtra. 

Then there is the example of an ordinary man like Vinoba Bhave going about barefooted against all odds, out of 

his love for man. There are many such persons in India who are doing selfless service. Some of you too are 

doing the same thing, though you may not know it. Selfless service is service without the least tinge of ego. 

The slightest egoistic thought would undo everything. Only one out of many can succeed in doing this type of 

service for humanity — even for saints it is impossible! 

 
11 Kaikadi Maharaj and Namanand were close followers of the saint Gadge Maharaj, and they in turn had 

followers of their own. 



 

 

In the West, too, there are men rendering such service. One is a doctor in charge of a leper asylum. He is always 

with the lepers and so engrossed in his work that he has no time to think about himself. He does not know who 

Meher Baba is.12 

Such persons can do selfless service, but even they cannot come near me. Why? It is because the mind is there. 

The most subtle thought creates binding, and this prevents them from knowing Baba. Despite this, as soon as 

such persons drop their bodies they come to me because their thought is not for themselves but for advancing 

and improving on their work. And so they come to me. 

Baba then said, "After five minutes, go out for half an hour to ease yourselves. From tomorrow, no such 

explanations or talks. We will be together, playing, joking. Remember one thing: God is all-merciful. He is eternally 

in bliss. He cannot forgive one thing, and that is posing. Being a scoundrel, if one pretends to be a saint, God will 

not forgive it." 

 

After the break, Baba continued: 

You will find God Speaks a unique book. Never before have such things been disclosed by me. You will 

understand through your mind the why and wherefore of your being. After reading it, do not pretend that you 

are God. Unless and until you have had experience, it is nothing. 

If you love me, say it; if you don’t, say this too openly. If you feel Baba to be the Avatar and God, say so; if you 

can’t, then tell the world that I am not the Avatar. I will be happy. Both are mine. Don’t be a hypocrite! 

Baba then summed up the program for the next day: what he had explained to the Gujarati group would be read out 

to them from Ramjoo’s notes, and the same thing would be repeated to the two remaining groups. 

I am not satisfied with the work of conveying my message of love to the outside world. This work should be 

done according to my wish. This I emphasized to the Gujarati group, and I will also mention it to the other 

groups. Also, I do not like the disagreement among the workers themselves and want to settle this question 

once and for all. 

A few men had spoken to Baba about his being seen in Andhra by some persons, and other miraculous happenings. 

Baba stated: 

To date I have never done a single miracle. What greater miracle to expect than the creation, as we see it, that 

has come out of me! Seeing me personally in the physical form, and the dead coming to life, are all news to 

me. 

Baba gave an example of a real miracle: 

Within the past two months, two things have happened. On the one hand, we got a report from U.P. of a dead 

child coming to life again. Baba Ramdas, of the Digambar sect [naked ascetics], was told about me by his guru 

and came to see me at Satara [in July]. He was permitted to see me through a screened window. Ramdas was 

then to go to Nasik for the Sinhasta [Kumbha] Mela. But from the reports subsequently received from [Keshav] 

Nigam, he never went there because, when he saw me through the screened window, he saw Baba in three 

forms — Ram, Krishna and Shankar [Shiva]. He may have seen me like that, but it was no miracle by me, and 

it has nothing to do with spirituality. 

Ramdas then wanted to spread my love. He first fasted for 40 days. He then went to a village in U.P., where it 

was a sheer impossibility to introduce God, Keshav writes. Suffering makes one remember God, but according 

to me, one can remember God when one is happy. Ramdas prevailed upon the headman of the village to allow 

him to do kirtan. Very few villagers were present. While the kirtan was being performed, a small girl died. The 

child's relatives started bewailing their lot. Ramdas had to stop the kirtan. He asked the audience to hear about 

Meher Baba's love, life and so on. 

But he was very afraid because it was his first kirtan in the village with Baba's name introduced. So he asked 

the father of the dead girl to bring her to him, and putting her in his lap he started the kirtan. Inwardly he must 

have thought about me and asked my help because the child came back to life after some time. As soon as the 

news spread, people started coming from surrounding villages. 

 

12 Baba was referring to Albert Schweitzer (1875–1965), the German doctor, Christian missionary and 

religious philosopher, who won the Nobel Peace Prize in 1952. 



 

 

When I came to know about it, I said it was news to me. I had nothing to do with it. [This caused the assembly 

to laugh.] Most probably, Ramdas' love for me might have done it. The villagers' wonder and respect was not 

for me but for the "miracle." The namaskar [salutation] was not to Baba but to the chamatkar [miracle]. In this 

Path one must become the very dust. I can do only one miracle, and that is to make you like myself. 

Now compare this “miracle” with my other miracle. Some of you must have seen Naoroji Dadachanji of 

Bombay. He and his family have been very great lovers for a long time. His wife died with my name on her 

lips and came to me. Then Naoroji's son [Tehemtan] died with my name on his lips. It made no difference in 

Naoroji's love for me. There are really very few who remember me in their last moments. Naoroji came to 

Pimpalgaon after the incident; I embraced him and he felt comforted. On the 13th of October last month, 

another son of his [Nozar], a young, handsome flying officer who was the mainstay of his family, and who 

used to pay part of his salary for my cause, died in a plane crash. Before his death, he had been to Satara to see 

me, and I had told him then to take my name before flying. When I was in Poona in October for two days of 

rest, Naoroji sent a telegram, expressing how he regretted disturbing me and informing me of Nozar's demise. I 

was there with Nozar when he breathed his last with my name. In U.P., a child of parents who have not seen 

me, and who have no love for me, died and came to life again. Here two youths, one from a family of 

longstanding deep lovers, die prematurely in my remembrance! 

In fact, I say by my authority, there is nothing like death or birth. I know it. We are all in eternity and we will be 

there always. None dies and none takes birth. Nozar was a gem. No one in his family showed the slightest 

emotion or grief. They remained calm. I would prefer this "miracle" to the one in Hamirpur village. If you 

associate Baba with any miracle, then associate me with this type of miracle. It is out of my love that I break up 

family happiness to draw my lovers to me. Venkateswara Rao, in spite of difficulties, is present here. 

Nozar was truly a gem. As I said, he was financially helping his father and sister, and spending part of his 

earnings for my work. Now just imagine what a great thing it is not to feel for the loss of such a gem! This is 

love! 

It is quite true that there is nothing like birth or death. Still, when your wife dies, you weep and lament and 

strike your head. Perhaps Kutumba Sastri would not do it! 

Don’t connect me with any miracles. Also never think that I will perform any miracles of the type of bringing 

the dead to life. But it will be Baba's real miracle if I deprive you of everything and still you go on loving me. 

Katta Subba Rao, hearing this, you should not worry. It is my way of explaining the truth. During the darshan 

program in Eluru, you kept us so comfortable and supplied our every want; I am satisfied with you and won't 

deprive you of anything! You should not worry, else you won't be able to sleep! 

My elder brother Jamshed loved me dearly. All know it. He died taking my name. When I got the telegram 

about his death, I was playing cricket with the schoolboys of the Prem Ashram. I asked everyone to stay happy 

because Jamshed had come to me. I even distributed sweets. This happened in 1926. 

Today is a lucky day for the Telugu group. On the 12th of every month a dhuni is lit, and today at six o'clock 

we will be present there. The human mind is full of infinite thoughts. This mind is finite, but its thoughts are 

infinite. So burn your desires and thoughts in the dhuni today. At least let one thought of either lust, greed or 

anger be burnt in it. 

Nilu has been with me for so many years. He says he does not want God-realization or anything of the sort. He 

only wishes to be with Baba always. He is fond firstly of basundi, secondly of shira and thirdly of pithla [two 

sweets and a chickpea dish]. Let Nilu today burn one out of these three desires. 

 

After lunch, the sahavas group again gathered in the hall at lower Meherabad at 1:30 P.M., and Baba continued. 

Eruch interpreted Baba's hand gestures in English, which Kutumba Sastri would simultaneously translate into 

Telugu. 

You have five days here. Try to grasp as much as possible of what I convey. You might not get another chance 

like this. This body is meant to be dropped one day and perhaps you will not see me again. After I drop my 

body, there may be hundreds and thousands of people coming here, others giving them lectures on Baba, but 

that will be nothing compared to your presence here with me. It is the opportunity of your lifetime to have my 

darshan in my physical form, because I am personally explaining all this to you. So take advantage of it by 

listening carefully. Whatever you hear from me now, later people will read in books. Whatever I tell you is 

quite true. 

Referring to Kaikobad, Baba said: 



 

 

He has been with me for the last several years; he has a family and has dedicated everything to me. He is from 

the Parsi priest class. His family is staying on Meherabad Hill. He says nothing now belongs to him, everything 

is Baba's. I have accepted his dedication. He is always with me wherever I go. For twelve years he has been 

with me. Since that time, until today, he is daily taking my name 100,000 times in 24 hours. My name has 

become his very breath. 

In 1946, on Meherabad Hill, he had a glimpse of my divinity. Throughout all the journeys and stays at different 

places, he continued the nam japa. Once on 31 August 1953, he was on the point of falling down and dropping 

his body. His experiences continue even now. "I can see Baba whenever I want to see him," he says. I am so 

infinite that even I cannot fathom my own divinity! 

You have come here for my sahavas, so I must tell you all that I want to tell you. Every day I bow down to 

Kaikobad because he sees Baba as Baba ought to be seen. He takes my darshan as much as it can be taken. 

Therefore, I put my head on his feet. When I bow down to the mandali, to the poor, to the sadhus, the lepers, 

and so forth, this bowing down is no show; neither is it an expression of humility. I do it out of my love for 

humanity. 

I must tell you everything of my ways. Try to grasp what I say. Whenever I go out on mast and other tours for 

my own work and for congregations like this, I ask Kaikobad to put his hand on my head and bless me. 

Recently in Satara, Kaikobad wept. He told me: "I understand your divinity. Why do you ask me to put my 

hand on your head? I realize what you are. I see you as God Personified and have experiences of it. How [bad] 

I feel about this!" I told him to obey me implicitly. This is the only thing required. If you are asked to kick me, 

you should do it sincerely. This is my order. 

Kaikobad has to go on and on, to continue on the Path. He sees glimpses of me, and though it is no delusion, it 

is not Union either, which is much higher. I do not know anything about what Kaikobad experiences. Suppose 

Kaikobad is now sleeping in a dark room. Suddenly, whenever he wishes, he says, the whole room is full of 

light. It is not my miracle. I myself cannot do it. I know one thing: I am everywhere and in everything. But I 

cannot do this. Kaikobad sees me in that light. Even the brilliance of the sun is as nothing compared to the light 

in the room. Kaikobad says it is my grace that he sees all that. But I say it is his faith and love which produce it. 

We shall see about God-realization. 

Thirumala Rao's legs had become stiff from sitting on the stone floor. Observing his movements of discomfort, Baba 

remarked, "If some of you feel like stretching your legs, don't feel shy about doing it because you are in front of me. 

We are all in sahavas. If you behave quite freely here, I will be pleased. I wish you to be in my company without any 

reserve, so be free and not cramped." Thirumala Rao stretched out his legs and so did others, amidst a relaxing 

atmosphere and laughter. 

Baba next recounted his meeting with Mahatma Gandhi on board the steamship SS Rajputana, when Baba was on 

his way to England in 1931: 

When I was on my way to the West for the first time, Gandhi was on the same boat. For three days, he came to 

my cabin regularly and stayed upwards of two hours at a time. I was using the alphabet board then. Mahadev 

Desai used to accompany him but would remain outside the cabin. Gandhi's heart was incomparable; it was 

pure gold. When he came I would make him sit beside me. He would go on asking questions and I would 

answer them. Why am I telling you all this? Because it has a connection with this stretching of your feet and 

feeling free in front of me. 

One day Gandhi told me in Gujarati, "Baba, you must speak now so that the whole world may listen to you." He 

had read some of my literature and also about my silence and Godhood in an issue of Meher Message. I 

replied, "I will speak soon," but still the promise is not kept. Why? Because eternally it has been my habit to 

give promises and break them, because I am eternally free from all bindings. I told this to Gandhi, too. He 

laughed. Mahadev Desai knocked on the door and said it was time to go. But Gandhi told him to wait a while, 

because we were still discussing things. 

Gandhi promised that when India became independent, he would join and be with me. These were his words. 

Look at this old man's heart! He had no equal! When everything was over, and he was about to leave, he asked, 

"Baba, why don't you wear a khadi cap and clothes?" I laughed much at his remark, and after embracing me, he 

left. 

On the fourth day, [Gandhi’s close associate] Shaukat Ali came. He was also on the same boat. He told Chanji 

he wanted to pay his respects to me. I permitted him to be shown into the cabin. After kissing my hand, he sat 

down on a chair near me. But, because he was hefty, the chair broke, and Rustom, Chanji and myself had to 

help him to his feet. Whenever there is anything comical, I enjoy it most. I like amusing stories more than 

serious talks. Everyone should have a cheerful face, loving and bright, although inwardly one may be suffering. 



 

 

Baba was to go to the pandal to give darshan to the Arangaon villagers who had gathered for the dhuni. He 

remarked, "There will be no end if I continue in this strain. It would be good for you to go out to ease yourselves 

before the dhuni is lit. We should all be free and open-hearted." Then he continued: 

I don’t want to hide anything from you, so I am going to tell you what Pendu told me. He said one of you had 

approached him and asked if he could put some money at my feet. Now I will speak to all about it and make 

everything clear. 

Whatever I am is due to the Five Sadgurus. Not only in this incarnation, but in every age when they bring me 

down. This is all made clear in God Speaks. After reading the book through, you will understand to some 

extent who you are. But that will not make you see me as I am. For that, you must have intense love for me. I 

dictated the book myself on the board. Don Stevens has brought a few copies here. The book is on sale in 

America. People who have read a few chapters feel interested in me. They think it is unique for such a big 

volume to be dictated on an alphabet board. They wanted to see on television how I used the board. 

Baba narrated how the film was taken during the Gujarati group's stay the previous week. 

Expounding on the characteristics of Sai Baba, Upasni Maharaj, Hazrat Babajan, Narayan Maharaj and Tajuddin 

Baba, Baba remarked: 

Sai Baba was Perfection himself. When anyone visited him, he straightaway asked for all their money and 

emptied their pockets. He used to smoke the chillum, cough and spit. Gustadji once went to see him, and he 

emptied Gustadji's pocket. You have no idea at all how great Sai Baba was. He had fixed the pay of those 

around him. There was one Barra Baba. Sai Baba was paying him Rs.100 daily out of the sum he was emptying 

from visitors' pockets. Hindus and Muslims both used to revere him, and bhajans and qawaali went on around 

him. Half of the people who came to him for darshan had love for him; the other half wondered how he could 

be a saint when he took money from people! Now you find Sai Ashram, Sai Mandir [temple], Sai matches, Sai 

films, Sai this and Sai that. In every place, you find a Sai Mandir. And all this from those same men who 

doubted him when he was alive! 

[Upasni] Maharaj used to stay in Shirdi in the Khandoba Temple. For three years, he remained only on water. 

Only he knew who Sai Baba was. He was so great that if his grace fell on the dust, the dust would be 

transformed into God! So great was Maharaj. But he was the opposite of Sai Baba. He would not accept money 

and would chase away people who offered it. Gradually, he used to accept what people gave out of love, and 

you now see [at Sakori] a Upasnisthan and Upasni Nagar. 

The third was Babajan — the Emperor of the universe. She used to sit under a neem tree and never slept. Most 

of the mandali have seen her. Although she was quite aged and all wrinkled, her face was energetic and bright. 

She was indifferent to sun, rain or cold. She would not accept money — had no interest. She had no needs, no 

wants. The Pathan and Baluchi soldiers used to respect her greatly. When she got up after rest with a stick in 

her hand, all those strong, hardy men would run away. It was she who opened my way and made me know my 

most Original State in a fraction of a second. 

Sai Baba demanded money, Maharaj was indifferent and Babajan would never accept it even if one gave it to 

her. 

Narayan Maharaj was short-statured, about Gustadji's height, but leaner. He was always bejeweled and dressed 

in fine silk clothes. He would never demand money directly, but impressed and spoke to those around him in 

such a way that it was virtually an indirect way of asking for money. 

Tajuddin Baba was completely indifferent to all circumstances and situations — to everything. Now people are 

flocking to his shrine in the thousands. You should realize that I am made up of all five attributes of the Five 

Masters. They have brought me down. 

Now, what about me? It is important for you to know about it. It will be helpful to you in your work. If people 

are to know about Baba, they should know everything. Don Stevens also has been told about it. Those loving 

me will love me; those who turn against me will not affect me. I will be as I am. 

The resident mandali have been staying with me for more than 30 years. They know that I have nothing to do 

with money. Since the time I kept silence, I have not touched money, except when giving it to the poor and 

masts. I never keep money with me. I have nothing. I only have love. Those lovers who send money to me, I 

accept it with love and distribute it with love for my work. I have no need of money. I have never asked for 

money. But people have been sending it for the past so many years. It is coming in. Vishnu will tell you that 

about a crore of rupees has been passed out in my name. When there is no money, the mandali have to live on 

chutney-bhakar. When money is there, there will be food, ashrams, hospitals, asylums. 



 

 

Some of the mandali ask why Baba is not establishing some sort of ashram at one place instead of building 

them and pulling them down so often — because I am beyond all these things. I have no permanent ashram. 

Every individual heart of my lovers is my ashram. When we have money, we have something for my work. So 

many years have passed in this way. All these years, how money has flowed through my hands! There is no 

miracle with me like yogis who take out a couple of lakhs from under their seat! 

Sometimes when needed, I ask money from Meherjee or Nariman. Sometimes, I ask in a roundabout way, like 

Narayan Maharaj did. Sometimes, it comes automatically without my asking for it. Someone, at times, places a 

lump sum at my feet. Sometimes, I refuse to accept it, in spite of earnest requests from the givers themselves. 

Not a single property is in my name today — not even Meherabad and Pimpalgaon. I have kept only my final 

resting place in my name. 

Once [in 1927], there was a big establishment here full of boys, families, mandali, dharamshalas, a dispensary. 

All used to work. Everything was then dismantled and shifted to Toka. I was fasting there. At that time, three 

wonderful things happened. Poor people from Ahmednagar would come to Toka to receive rations of 

foodstuffs from the stores, and the mandali used to supply them. Many times, I have undertaken fasts. One of 

the mandali [Pleader] was locked up in a room for three years, taking only milk. He was not to stir out of the 

room, read, write or speak with anyone. I myself used to remain for two to three months on only water. At 

Toka, I fasted for 51 days. After it was over, I started taking orange juice for days, and the boys of the ashram 

were happy that it was over. They wanted to carry me in a palanquin dressed as Krishna. My intestines were 

delicate, and I was thin. In spite of that, I had to keep a cheerful face. Why? Because of my being the Avatar! 

But for two months, the pain in my stomach troubled me much [from being carried in the palanquin]. 

One Jain came to see me in Toka. He told me he wanted to realize God. I asked if he would do what I told him. 

He replied he was willing to lay his head at my feet. I asked, would he pay Rs.10,000 for the upkeep of those 

with me, especially the boys. He brought forth excuses. I told him, "You say you are prepared to lay down your 

life at my feet, but you cannot pay Rs.10,000!" 

Once, a yogi came there. He told me he wanted God. I asked him to stay under a tree, not to take food or water 

and wait for further instructions. He stayed for seven days and on the eighth the mandali saw him running 

away. 

Changing the topic, Baba said: 

There is disagreement among workers in Andhra and in general at all centers. I know all about it. I will decide 

the question once and for all. On the 14th [of November], there will be a poor program in the afternoon; on the 

15th, a visit to Pimpalgaon. If I am not suffering from a cold, I will give individual interviews of two minutes; 

if not individual interviews, then collective ones. 

Godavri of Sakori reminds me of Yashoda when I was Krishna. I have asked Adi [Sr.] to see if Godavri will be 

coming, as she did last week. After the sahavas, I have a mind to pass two days at Sakori. Godavri has assured 

me that I would be welcome. 

Returning to the subject of money, Baba stated: 

Whenever money comes, I make the best use of it. How do I use it? There are people who, having surrendered 

their all, depend entirely upon me. There are families. All of them have depended upon me for the last many 

years, leaving aside what I spend for masts, sadhus, the poor, et cetera. The necessities of the mandali are to be 

met. When there is sufficient money, I use it for the masts, the poor and so on. All these years, how money 

came and how it went, no records were kept. Still, I have not accepted the responsibility for anyone. I am quite 

alone. When money comes, I am not bound to give it to anyone. Every month, from Rs.8,000 to 10,000 are 

spent for everyone, including the dependents. 

In America, Elizabeth Patterson has dedicated her all in cash and kind. She loves me deeply, and I love her. 

Five hundred acres of land [in Myrtle Beach] she transferred to my name. This land contains several bungalows 

and other structures. But before starting out on the New Life, I gave all this away to different groups. I also 

made certain arrangements for those who become lovers of God and tread the spiritual path. 

Baba spoke about the New Life and its hardships, and then continued: 

After my recent seclusion in Satara, Vishnu asked me, "What about next month's expenses?" I told him I had in 

mind to call a congregation of my lovers and workers. I thought of this sahavas program soon after the 

seclusion. But Vishnu asked me, when there was no provision for next month, how was it possible to provide 

for the congregation? 

I then informed all the mandali, and 20 selected donors were individually approached for at least Rs.1,500. 

Then the list was enlarged, as many showed willingness to contribute their mite. Of the Rs.30,000 collected so 



 

 

far, it was arranged with Pendu that I would give him 20,000 for the comfort, food, accommodation, et cetera, 

for the congregation members, and keep 10,000 for the four poor programs. Before this figure was reached, 

there was actually a shortage of Rs.5,000 that Dr. Kanakadandi and Kutumba Sastri, on their own, made up. 

They offered further help. I took full advantage of their offer, and they sent a further 10,000 to cover the next 

month's expenses in Satara. Whatever I asked them to send, they sent it, and I am happy at their expression of 

love and obedience to me. 

At this moment, my pockets are empty again, and Sai Baba has entered my body. Now Sai Baba is speaking! 

I have told you of my plan for one year. Don't take it as a promise. I have not broken a single promise. "Going 

away" means going away. I may come back. Miracles may happen. I may break my silence. The picture is 

before me. I have to settle [make provisions] for one year for all those who have depended on me for years. 

They should be provided for. I want to go with a free mind. I have to see to fourteen months' arrangement 

(December 1955 and January 1956 included), and from February 1956 onwards. Don Stevens will also tell my 

lovers in the West about this. They will also send [money] to me. 

Those present here, if they can afford to give, can give with love. Those who cannot, there shall be no curtain 

between their love and me. Lovers from the West will send. The Gujarati group will send. The Telugu group, 

too, can give freely. Kaka Baria is to receive all the remittances towards the fourteen months' arrangement. If 

one has nothing to spare, give one rupee, at least. It will represent your share in my work. One rupee with love 

means more than thousands of rupees without it. 

Joking, Baba gestured, "But those who can give lakhs may do so!" 

Eruch shouted, "Who could give Rs.100,000?" 

A. C. S. Chari of Madras asked, "Why not?" 

"Don't give Kaka Baria anything now," Baba continued. "Go to your places; you can send from there. Kaka will 

collect and keep a list of the donors. Do not go begging from house to house. You can tell this to others, but do not 

force them. Openly describe everything you have heard here. 

"Pendu will make a statement of receipts and expenses for the sahavas programs, and whatever balance is left should 

be remitted to Dr. Kanakadandi and Kutumba Sastri. Copies of the accounts statement are to be sent to all those 

present here." 

Adi Sr. said, "Harjiwan Lal is sure to send his contribution." 

Baba replied, "It and other remaining amounts have not been received. When they have been, they should be sent to 

Dr. Kanakadandi and Sastri." 

Baba abruptly left the hall. After about five minutes, he returned and explained to the gathering that he had gone to 

his room, since he was about to be seized by a coughing spell. 

Baba then broached the subject of the seven-day fast, and 20 men stood up. Baba remarked, "I am happy to know 

that in this group there are more than five who are ready to fast. But out of these 20, I will select only five, and the 

rest should not feel bad about it. I am pleased with you all. I ask Kutumba Sastri to think twice before offering to 

fast. It is easy to fast for seven days on water confined to a room the entire time. Adi Sr. once fasted on water for 21 

days." 

Baba chose Koduri Krishna Rao, Y. Ranga Rao, Dr. Kanakadandi, Kutumba Sastri and T. Meher Prasad, saying he 

would give them further instructions later. He informed those who were not selected: 

Don't worry. Through your willingness to fast, you have fasted! When you stood up you were sincere in your 

resolve, so do not feel sad. 

I know everything. I am infinitely intelligent and so am beyond intellect; I am in eternal bliss, though every 

moment of my life I am being crucified. This is absolutely true. At the same time I am one in you all. There is 

absolutely no difference. Once you experience it, the awareness remains and is always there. Neither am I 

great, nor are you small. We are all One. 

I have not the slightest objection to your meeting saints, being in their company and paying them your respects. 

They are all in me. If you think that a particular being is a great saint worthy of respect, why should you not 

revere him? 

Although you are divided into groups, to me you all are one. But if you want to know God, the only solution is 

to catch hold of my daaman. If you care for God, if you have a sincere longing for Union, then hold on to my 

garment firmly. But if you have other wants to satisfy, if you want health, riches, children — then don’t come 

to me. There are many saints who can satisfy your desires. 



 

 

I am the Shah Saudagar [in Iran, a merchant prince]. 

Baba asked Aloba to read a certain verse from Hafiz, which Baba explained as follows: 

There are three types of dealers: 1) merchant kings who monopolize a business; 2) wholesalers; and 3) retailers. 

If you need a small thing like a needle, you go to a retailer, not to a wholesaler and certainly not to a merchant 

king. So to come to me for physical and material desires is of no use because I do not deal in such insignificant 

things like granting boons. 

 

It was five o'clock, and Baba and the Telugu group walked to the tent opposite the hall where the Arangaon villagers 

— men, women and children — had gathered to take Baba's darshan. Being the dhuni day, there was a large crowd. 

They sang bhajans and kirtans and worshiped Baba by garlanding him and offering coconuts and incense. Baba 

played on the drum for a while and became one with them, making the villagers feel as if he himself were from 

Arangaon. 

At 5:40 P.M. Baba sat by the dhuni. The mandali and each of the congregation lined up and, in turn, were given a 

small piece of sandalwood by Eruch, which they threw into the fire after an embrace or pat from Baba.13 Baba had 

explained to them in the morning that the sandalwood should represent a particular desire they wished to consecrate 

and burn to ashes. 

Eruch brought the car, and Baba's Jai was shouted as he left for Meherazad at 6:00 P.M. Before leaving, Baba bid 

goodbye to Don Stevens, who was to leave early the next morning for his return journey to America, after seeing 

sights in India, such as the Tiger Valley Cave in Panchgani and Mu'inuddin Chishti's tomb in Ajmer, according to 

Baba's instructions. Francis Brabazon was to stay the entire month. Thus ended the first day with the Telugu group. 

 

Baba returned to Meherabad at 7:30 A.M. on Sunday, 13 November 1955 and, after discussing matters with the 

mandali in his cabin for half an hour, he came to the hall where the Telugu group was present. As he entered, some 

from the gathering garlanded him. Baba remarked, "I know you are garlanding me with love. But the first day, when 

almost all of you did it, that was quite enough. I only have two coats and I like this pink one I have been wearing. 

Now this daily garlanding has spoiled it, and I will have to give it for washing after wearing it for only one day." 

Upon his inquiring who had not slept last night, a few stood up. And on his asking the reason, it was found most had 

a cough and cold. Nilu was kept especially busy in the temporary dispensary during this group's stay. For the sick, 

he would prescribe special easily-digestible food, which they would be given, but they would also demand and eat 

the food prepared for the sahavas, thinking it to be Baba's prasad! 

One gentleman said he could not sleep, explaining to Baba, "You told us to take your name fourteen times and 

before retiring I said it, but I was not satisfied and wanted to keep on saying it, so I could not sleep! What should I 

do in such a situation?" 

Baba laughed, replying, "Don't take it less than fourteen times. You can take it more if you like." 

Adi Dubash also said he had no sleep in spite of, as Baba pointed out, his looking so hale and hearty. "Don't worry if 

you do not get sleep," Baba advised. "I don't sleep for fifteen days at a stretch. Some of the resident mandali pass 

sleepless nights with correspondence work, accounts, et cetera. The mandali are all gems. There is no one to match 

Eruch. When I say such things, Eruch does not like it; to me this is a drawback in him. 

"When we are out traveling on mast and other trips, we tour continually for 15 to 20 days with no regular and proper 

food or rest. So when you feel like sleeping, sleep. Don’t try to remain awake; do not allow thoughts to disturb you. 

Try to sleep. If not, don't worry and take my name!" 

Baba concluded, "I want to clear up some points regarding my work. I do not like the way it is being carried out at 

present." As asked by Baba, Eruch narrated every point that had been stated to the Gujarati group. 

After this, Baba stated he had received letters and telegrams from his women lovers in Delhi, Dehra Dun and central 

and South India all inquiring, "Why this partiality? You send only for the men and not the women. Why can't 

separate arrangements for women be provided?" In response, Baba commented: 

To me there is nothing like men or women. I am beyond everything. But when you differentiate between male 

and female, why shouldn't women also be given an opportunity for darshan? The trouble is that the women 

 
13 This turned out to be the last time that Meher Baba lit the dhuni at Meherabad. 



 

 

would come with their children, and naturally the husbands would also follow. Hence, a gathering like that is 

out of the question. Pendu would have to build a hut for every family! 

You are here now while your wives look after the children and other matters. If they bring the children here, 

they will naturally have to be attentive to them and hence have sahavas only of their children — with whom I 

will play! Apart from this, there is the difficulty of traveling. You can put up with hardships, discomforts in 

accommodation and food, but with women it is different. 

I have no objection at all to giving sahavas to women. I have thought about it — just a thought, no promise! 

After the sahavas, if I have time in December, I may visit different places for only a day to give darshan to 

women. Don Stevens has also been told the same about the women in the West. I will be away from the 

mandali from the 15th of February. It all depends on my engagements. I might not even go to the West. In 

India, I may visit Andhra, Hamirpur, M.P. [Madhya Pradesh], Bombay, only for a day to give darshan 

exclusively to women. If this is fixed, I will intimate you. 

During the one year I will be away from all, I have to do great work for the universe and for this sahavas. 

Although darshan to women and other works can never compare with that work, the love of my devotees is not 

insignificant. Love is great in itself. I have to attend to many things before leaving for one year. In spite of that, 

respecting the wishes of my lovers, I would like to spend two days in Andhra — one day each to be devoted to 

two centers to be chosen by you. If you can manage this conveniently, do it; otherwise, don't worry. 

A man from Kakinada requested, "Baba, when you come to Andhra please use my car." 

Baba replied: 

If I come, I will surely use it. I am using two cars now, one from Meherjee and another from Nariman. I have no 

car myself. If someone places his car at my disposal, I use it. 

I love the South very much. I have connection there, which you cannot understand. I am with you all 

everywhere. If practical, choose two centers — for 24 hours each for darshan. Only women, no males. I may 

apportion some time for darshan to children during these 24 hours at each place. But no mass darshan this time 

— only for female lovers. They too can spread Baba's love. I want selected women lovers to do my work. But 

do not compromise on what I suggest. Do not purposely call children there. That would be a bother. Also don't 

worry about my comfort, sleep, rest, food, et cetera, for these two days. 

Baba then asked Dr. Dhanapathy Rao to feel his pulse. He did and said it was normal. 

Eruch said, "You must have noted certain changes in Baba's expression. You may at times find it very bright and 

happy, and at other times haggard and exhausted. This is in relation to certain moods, which Baba occasionally 

changes rapidly in the course of short periods." 

"I am very happy with you all," Baba continued. 

This whole creation is the result of imagination, the outcome of the mind. It is the mind which binds you and it 

is the mind which is also the means of your freedom. You are eternally free. You are not bound at all. It is due 

to the mind that you find yourself entangled in illusion. This you can understand, but you cannot experience it. 

You must stop your mind and root it out. As soon as you see me as I really am, everything will disappear. Then 

you will find yourself to be your own eternal Self. 

What is grace? Suppose one becomes 100 percent prepared and then realizes himself as God; that is not grace. 

If the worst sinner were before me and I got the whim, I could make him realize God in a flash. This is grace. 

Once my grace descends upon anyone, that very instant he becomes me. But grace is very, very difficult. I am 

always ready to give, but no one is ready to receive it. The sun is now diffusing its light everywhere. But here, 

we are under this roof, and its light, therefore, cannot illumine us. You yourself have raised the roof. Demolish 

it and you will find you, yourself, are the light and the sun. The flow of my grace is continuous, but this "roof" 

of the ego prevents you from receiving it. 

All that I tell you and all that you hear now about spirituality, love and work can be found written in books. But 

all these have no value in themselves where Reality is concerned. God Speaks is perfect in itself, but even it 

can never be compared with Truth. It is explained in God Speaks how all this [creation] happened. Scriptures 

say the same thing. 

If my grace descends on you, you will become me. But for the grace to descend, the opportune moment must 

come. What is grace after all? It is not a bargain. Suppose you are here and I want to make you like me; that is 

grace. 

Don't worry about bad thoughts. Worry that you may not forget me. If you think of me as much as possible, 

nothing will touch you. 



 

 

 

After this, at 9:15 A.M., there was an interval for rest. After the congregation reassembled, Ramjoo's written 

explanations on what Baba had said before the Gujarati group were read, and Baba elucidated a few points further. 

After lunch, when the group had gathered at 1:25 P.M., M. Raja Muhammad rose to recite a prayer-poem composed 

by Mallikarjuna Rao. Baba joked, "Read it in such a way that your heart may not start beating rapidly. There are 

some whose hearts palpitate in my presence. In Eruch's case, if I send him to rest and he is awakened in between, his 

heart starts beating wildly." 

Raja Muhammad, in a clear low voice, read the prayer. Baba then explained: 

You, yourself, are the veil. How will you remove it? As said before, take my name sincerely fourteen times, not 

less. Go on repeating, "Baba, Baba, Baba!" One day the veil will be torn asunder. I will do it. You cannot have 

the gift of my love — in spite of all meditation, repetition of God's name and worship — until I give it to you. 

When I give it, the veil will be removed in a fraction of a second. I know who is capable of obtaining this gift 

of love from me. When a person receives it, his lips are sealed in such a way that not even an "aah" escapes. 

When someone is emotionally moved, he weeps and repeats God's name and exhibits his feelings, people take 

him to be a lover of God. But with my authority I tell you he is no lover of God. 

You cannot know me as long as you do not receive the gift of my love. But if you accept me as the Avatar, you 

can carry out my orders. And this obedience is far superior to love. 

I may be good or bad, but if you take me to be the Avatar, just obey me. If you have the slightest doubt about 

my Avatarhood, then your homage to me, garlanding and reverence will not only be a symbol of sheer 

hypocrisy, but will land you in a deep pit! This is not the first time I give you this warning; I have been giving 

it over the ages. What is the meaning of "Leave all and follow me?" It is to obey me! 

Before I adopted silence, a man came to me at Meherabad. He began crying, "Baba, keep me here. I have come 

with that intent. I will obey you 100 percent." 

He had a wife and children. I asked if he would cut his child's throat if I ordered him. He accepted it. I then 

asked him to wander around the town naked. 

He replied, "How can I do that?" 

I told him, "I am only giving you an idea about obedience — how difficult it is. I will never order you either to 

slit the throat of your child or walk about naked." 

I want this sort of obedience from you. If you have love for me, don't take my name less than fourteen times, 

and say it with wholehearted love. 

Tomorrow, there will be a poor program from 9:00 to 10:00 A.M., and individual interviews from 10:00 to 11:00 

A.M., and again in the afternoon from 1:00 to 4:00 P.M. On the 15th, also, there will be interviews during the 

hours specified — in all eight hours. From 4:00 to 5:30 P.M., there will be a Burra Katha program [ballads in 

Telugu]. 

Now I want to finish off this jumble about my work. I will state the same thing to all the groups. 

At this point, Thirumala Rao read a passage in English on Real Work, translating it at the same time in Telugu: 

Work undertaken with honest intent and with love is Baba's work, and he who does this for the love of God is 

always His. 

But the greatest work one can do for Baba is to live the life of love, humility, sincerity and selfless service in 

which there is not the least trace of hypocrisy. Baba's love is for all; and, for each of Baba's lovers to efficiently 

help others to know this, his own life must be a shining example so that his love may become the instrument to 

spread Baba's love and the truth of Reality. Such a life and such a love are vital; they carry the weight of 

highest responsibility, for behind every thought, word and deed is the all-pervading force of Truth. 

Baba continued: 

Those who do my work must themselves practice what they preach. Take the case of Bapiraju. He is good at 

heart and eager to be of service to me. He goes from place to place, preaching about my greatness. "Leave the 

world, it is all illusion, think only of Baba!" and so on and so forth. The large crowds listen to him and shout 

"Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" At that moment, suppose a telegram comes that in a bus accident, his whole family 

has perished. As soon as he gets the telegram, Bapiraju, who just a moment before was advising the crowd to 

leave the world, et cetera, himself gets fumbled up. Those who see him like that, what do they think? When 



 

 

you yourself lack the force behind your words, what is the use of showing your face to the crowds? It is better 

not to say anything if you cannot practice what you preach. 

If Bapiraju remains unaffected by the news, people will be impressed and think that what he said about all this 

being illusion is really illusion to him, and thus they will begin loving Baba. Suppose he were even to show 

happiness at the news, telling people that his illusion is now lessened, then people would believe that he was 

doing Baba's work with a sincere heart and complete honesty. 

Take another example: Bapiraju says, "Meher Baba is the Avatar of the Age. Love him, he is the only one 

worthy of love. Don't get angry, swallow anger,” et cetera. At that very moment, someone slaps him, and 

Bapiraju instantly forgets all about love and retaliates. What would people think? You will get thoughts of 

anger, but do not express them. If you don't get them, you will be like an inanimate object. Your mind may be 

angry, but your heart should not know about it. If Bapiraju cannot do it, then he should not preach to others. 

It is easy to sway ignorant crowds, but would you help Baba any if you make efforts to collect thousands? If it 

is my wish, you could gather millions. 

Suppose I tell Bapiraju to sit under a tree, and Ranga Rao goes and tells people a saint is sitting under the tree. 

Thousands would come for Bapiraju's darshan and garland him. But will Baba's work be done by collecting 

people in this way? Personally, I do not want large crowds. I want real, sincere souls. 

Baba related the example of Fakir Bua: 

There was a man named Fakir Bua from Poona, who was in the Mad Ashram here. Once one Mohammedan 

from Poona came to see him. He stayed here for a day or two. When the Mad Ashram was demolished, all the 

mad were sent back to their respective places, and Fakir Bua to Poona. See how false rumors involve ignorant 

people! Fakir Bua was stark mad. India is full of a spiritual atmosphere. When Fakir Bua returned to Poona, the 

Muslim spread the rumor that Fakir Bua was with me for a few months and that he was my chargeman, 

because the Muslim found him making peculiar signs with his fingers. This Fakir Bua, today, has a hoard of 

admirers and is considered a saint, whereas in truth, he is quite mad! 

Baba then cited the instance of Vibhuti, who came to him in 1925, before Baba began observing silence. 

Vibhuti stayed here, did nam-japa [repetition of God's name], fasted, as were my orders. After a while, he, on 

his own, went back to Nasik from where he had come. He started telling people there he was the chargeman of 

Meher Baba and he had a big following. People used to pay much respect to him. 

This news came to me. I told Adi Sr. to inform him that it was neither good for him, nor in his best interest. He 

did not listen or obey. It so happened that he got himself involved with a woman, and when she became 

pregnant by him, he gave up the show and came back. By then, he had become a leper. When he came back, I 

forgave him, embraced him and made him stay here. I then asked him to travel all over India on foot, begging 

for his food all the while. He did it. By the time he returned, he was cured. Vibhuti is still doing my work. 

In India, if people find a man moving about with a beard and wearing a kafni, they worship him. So to bring 

about an assembly of people is easy, but there is no advantage. A few sincere ones can effectively do my work 

among people. Their love will make me appear great in people's eyes. 

Baba concluded, "Let your own life be my message of love for others. Thereby, you will be expressing my greatness 

among people." 

Baba asked all, except the members of the Andhra Samiti, to leave the hall. This committee had been formed to do 

Baba work in Andhra but, as usual, there were personal differences among some of them. Baba addressed them as 

follows: 

On this occasion, I want you all to forget everything of the past. Open up your hearts fully today. Do not hide 

anything, and do not be afraid of anyone. Think of my greatness. Baba descends on an equal level. I have 

explained about my work in Rajahmundry, abrogated K.D.R.M. [the four stalwarts of Andhra: Kutumba Sastri, 

Dhanapathy, Ranga Rao, Mallikarjuna Rao] and advised against establishing centers. Every heart is a Baba 

center. Thereafter, you must have decided to open a central office for Baba work. It is natural for 

misunderstandings to have cropped up. At the time, I was in seclusion. Someone came to know of the 

misunderstandings, and when I came out of seclusion, I was told about it. Now, first I wish you all to forget 

your past differences. Do what I say. 

I want you first to create love among yourselves. Apart from others, could you love one another? If you cannot 

love one another, you cannot create love for me among others. This is impossible. Suppose a long train has two 

engines and has to proceed to some distant place from here. The train will not reach its destination if the 

engines do not pull in unison. If one engine pulls in one direction and the other in the opposite direction, the 

train will not move. 



 

 

So I urge you to first establish a love-relationship between yourselves — then talk with others. If not, don't talk 

at all. Tell me now if you will love one another? If not, leave the Samiti. This is hard, practically impossible. 

You all love Baba, but your minds differ. How to bring about a meeting of the minds? For example, 

Dhanapathy thinks he has great influence in Andhra. He loves Baba, travels from place to place, obeys me. 

Mallikarjuna may say that this old man has no sense! "I mingle with big, influential people. I know how Baba's 

work should be done." Then Dhanapathy would say that this is not true. Manikyala Rao will say both are 

wrong! He is young and knows that, compared with these two old fogeys [Dhanapathy and Mallikarjuna], he is 

more capable of doing better work. Dhanapathy Rao will ask who will be responsible for money matters? 

Ranga Rao? No! 

Take it that Dhanapathy asks Baba that Ranga Rao should not be put in charge of money matters, as his family 

goes hungry. There is likely to be confusion by putting him in charge. Thus your mind is apt to deceive you. 

Let go of your position. Love one another, and talk lovingly with each other; otherwise, I will do my own 

work. If you work on this basis, I will be pleased; but first try to create love among yourselves. If there are no 

differences, there is no work, but try to remove these differences with a clean heart. Suppose Dhanapathy tells 

you something, and outwardly you agree with it; but then you think that you had no opportunity to say what 

you really wanted to say. I would never approve of this kind of compromise. 

Now, tell me if you are ready to work within these conditions. That is, first you have to create love among 

yourselves. Suppose Baba is going out for a year and [in his absence] you have to carry on the work in a loving 

atmosphere. Thereafter, I will see about it. But, for one year, without any dispute or strife, you have to work 

lovingly. Could you do it? 

Kutumba Sastri said, "We will try, Baba." 

Pay attention! This is the time. After this, there will be no chance left. What do you all mean by Baba work? 

That someone should be sent out tom-tomming that Baba is the Avatar? Or is there some other way you want 

to propagate my cause? Let your life be a living example to others that you love Baba. Then, it will be 

impressive to others. Tell others about my life and discourses, but never exaggerate! Let miracles have no 

connection with me. You say Baba is the Avatar; but if anyone disbelieves you, do not get sulky or angry. Try 

to explain calmly and with love. You can do all this if you have the proper desire and enthusiasm. Then I will 

wash your feet! Do this with your love. 

Ranga Rao said, "We will do it more honestly and with added effort especially in your absence." 

"I will be away for one year. I have told this to the Gujarati group and also to Don Stevens. In my absence, keep 

your hearts clean and try to love one another. When I come back, I will see to everything." 

"We need Thirumala Rao's help," Ranga Rao said. 

An influential man in a high government post, Thirumala Rao replied, "I am not in a position to extend a helping 

hand to the central organization. My devotion for Baba tells me that you are all my friends, but I have no time to 

work in the Center. My heart is always at Baba's feet. Whatever I can do, I will — but not as a member of the 

committee. However, if a meeting is called I will attend it." 

Baba advised, "Don't bind Thirumala Rao. Let him be free. He will come when he wishes. In case there are 

differences, you can seek his advice, and if he has time, he will help you. But don't commit him to participate in 

your meetings. In short, he does not want to involve himself in the Center's work." 

Thirumala Rao said, "I will assist you, but I should know what is what and who is who. I will come and work like an 

ordinary man. If you inform me beforehand, I will attend the meeting and give whatever support I can."14  

Winding up the discussion, Baba advised, "You must love and trust one another. Do not distrust others. This is a 

small thing for you. Now, tell me whether you are willing to love and trust one another." 

Ranga Rao declared, "I have given up!" 

Dhanapathy said, "I will help in creating love among us, and then, each of us will spread your message of love." 

Baba asked everyone individually, and all said they would carry out his wishes. 

Changing the topic, Baba told this story: 

 
14 Baba mentioned Thirumala Rao to the women mandali, remarking that he was “a wonderful man.” 



 

 

When I was in Dehra Dun, a swami who was an M.A. came to see me.15 He was a professor in a Delhi college. 

He touched my heart. When he saw me, he said he would do what I told him. Then he met with Baba lovers 

and told them that I had made him my chargeman! In my name, he collected Rs.500 from one lover and 

Rs.2,000 from another. These two men had not yet had my darshan. One of them even wrote to Adi, requesting 

darshan and explained to him what had happened to show his love for me! 

The main thing is to gain love and give love. Everything gets merged in love. As the members of one family are 

close to each other in love, you, too, come close to one another like one family. Love one another and then tell 

others to love one another. Even if the whole world goes against you, do not become distressed. The world 

does not know what you do. Don't be exasperated with it. Never become dismayed. It appears there are only a 

few [lovers] here, but if you follow me properly you will change the whole world. 

I will be going out for a year. Do not correspond with me or Eruch. No one from Andhra should correspond 

directly with Adi, but should do so through the Andhra Center. 

If anyone slaps you, take his hand lovingly and tell him, "Love Baba!" But no one loves Baba like this, not even 

me! 

Baba stopped and, as desired by the members of the committee, their photographs were taken with him by Bhaiya 

Panday and P. Narayana Swamy. 

 

After tea, at 3:10 P.M., the group gathered before Baba in the hall. On Baba's asking, Kutumba Sastri recapitulated 

what had transpired during the meeting. Katta Subba Rao looked dissatisfied, and Baba remarked: "I think Katta 

Subba Rao is boiling within! This is understandable because when I was in Eluru, he served me well, spent for all 

my comforts, food and accommodation and for the mandali also. How is it that you have kept him off the 

committee?" 

Dhanapathy explained, "We wanted only workers, not lovers. We selected only those who could spare their time and 

money for the work; otherwise, we would not be able to function. We do not care for others!" 

Baba asked, "Dhanapathy, tell me clearly what you mean by 'we do not care for others'? I know you have not said 

this from the bottom of your heart or with any bad intent. Because you have new dentures, you stutter!" 

Dhanapathy said, "No Baba, I didn’t say it to injure anyone's feelings." 

Baba asked Katta Subba Rao to stand up and express his heart openly in the presence of all. He angrily burst out, "I 

may not be a worker, but I am a Baba lover! I have devotion for Baba, and in my garden, I have built a temple where 

he sat. There, every Sunday people come to worship him, and I think I could have contributed something by being a 

member of the committee. I didn't even know when it was formed! They never asked me to join. I feel left out. I am 

dissatisfied with the way the Samiti group is operating and feel there is a lack of cooperation among Baba lovers." 

Baba asked Ranga Rao, "What do you have to say to this?" Ranga Rao refuted the charges, adding that there was 

something he wished to speak about with Baba afterwards in private. A heated exchange of words between the 

members of the committee and Subba Rao ensued, whereupon Baba intervened: "I have been telling everyone that 

the heart of every lover of mine is my shrine and that he himself is the priest of the temple. What Katta says is true. 

He says he loves me but does not understand spirituality. He wants that he, his family and others should worship me. 

That is the way to love me. Others from Eluru and those connected with me are indifferent to his love for me. I will 

tell you one thing. It will solve all your difficulties. It applies to all — those from different places and to the 

committee members, too. 

"Regarding the committee formed in Andhra for my work: first and foremost, let there be love for one another 

among the members. Only then should they speak to others about love, and at different places where there are 

Baba's lovers. 

"First, establish love among and within yourselves and then talk about love to others. One real lover outside the 

Andhra Samiti can do much more effective work than one who is on the committee. Love for me does my work, 

whether one is a member of the Samiti or not. Every individual lover can do this work. There should be nothing like 

one member being greater than another. Let Baba be in your hearts. 

 

15 This refers to Swami Paramananda of Uttar Pradesh, who could not obey "three simple orders" Baba 

gave him. 



 

 

"From 15 February 1956, I will be going away somewhere in seclusion for a year. Every individual worker should 

love me and spread my love. Do this for one year at least. After that, I will see. But no correspondence, nothing of 

the sort. You can write to Adi." 

Dhanapathy suggested, "Any correspondence should be done through the Andhra Meher Mandal office." 

Baba corrected him, "Don't try to bind my lovers and their love for me with discipline. Everyone should have scope 

for the expression of his love. 

"Suppose you are madly in love with a woman. You write her a letter full of sweet nothings, giving full vent to your 

love and passion for her. Would you like it if your letter were shown to the elders in your family before it reaches 

her hands?" 

Everyone had a good laugh, and Mallikarjuna explained, "What Dr. Dhanapathy means is that except for household 

affairs or personal matters, any correspondence regarding Baba work or connected with the Samiti should go 

through our office. At least, a copy should be sent to the committee." 

Baba stated, "If you want to write to Adi, you can write him directly. But if the work concerns the Andhra Mandal 

affairs, send a copy to their office. If you write me a love letter, there is no need to send them a copy! But if I don't 

already know of your love, what is the use in writing? Am I right?" 

Kutumba Sastri said, "Baba, I have washed my hands of whatever Dhanapathy has said." 

Baba responded, "I understand him well. What he has said is about work and not about lovers." 

Katta Subba Rao complained, "There are many workers, but when the Samiti was formed, why weren't all of them 

invited? Why were only a few from Eluru and Tadepalligudem invited?" 

Dhanapathy was about to say something when Baba interjected, "A slight slip of your tongue has upset Katta for the 

past hour! If you utter something again unconsciously, it will create more misunderstanding!" 

Mallikarjuna said, "When forming the Samiti, I thought of inviting those persons who could spare time for Baba 

work and were educated so they could explain things to others. Katta does not know English and, more importantly, 

has no time. I invited people from all over Andhra. I know Katta Subba Rao is a devout Baba lover and does Baba 

work in Eluru, but it was not possible to invite every person from Eluru, and at the same time from other places. So 

a few from each place were invited." 

Baba said, "It is all right, if what you say is true. In that case, Katta should bless you!" 

Mallikarjuna had spoken in English, which Katta Subba Rao did not understand. He told Baba this, so Baba made 

Mallikarjuna repeat it in Telugu. T. V. S. Prasad told Baba, "I was there when the Samiti was formed. Everything 

was thrashed out in detail. I was a witness." 

Kutumba Sastri said, "Both of the Subba Raos wish me to say something." [There were two men named Subba Rao.] 

One of the gathering interjected, "You have already narrated everything in detail, and they want you to tell it to 

them." 

Sastri was about to proceed when Baba observed: "I have told the members of the Samiti today that the past should 

be forgotten. In the future, they should work in an atmosphere of harmony and love. If you have love among 

yourselves, you will spread my work. Now you are raking up the past which means you are disobeying my first 

order. I know Katta Subba Rao's love. He loves me very much. He wants to do something for me and my lovers. I 

give him the freedom to do what he likes, and also to the committee to do what they like." 

Addressing Katta, Baba stated: "If you are not in the committee, then show all that you are able to do my work even 

though remaining outside the committee. Why find fault with the committee? Why don't you do what you want? The 

committee was formed to enable you, through its members, to spread Baba's love. It has its work to do. But every 

individual lover is, himself, a worker too. 

"If you do that work, then you can do more than the committee. It all depends on the depth of love with which you 

do your work. Don't ever think that members of the committee are greater than individual workers. If individual 

workers are not satisfied with the committee and their bona fides, why should they worry? 

"For me, the thing that counts is love and heart, not worldly position. If there is a balance of the head and heart, it 

would be ideal, and if there is a combination of head, heart and money — then that would really be something!" 

This concluded the discussion. 

Bhajan singing began, and Baba played on a drum. A lover from Kakinada began dancing, and the whole 

atmosphere was surcharged with love. All quarrels were forgotten; all disputes resolved. Everyone felt at peace, as 



 

 

Bhaskara Raju sang, "Namo Meher Baba, Avatar, Namo Dev Deva!" Baba beat out the rhythm on the drum, and his 

sweet smile pierced every heart. 

After the music was over, Baba stated, "Tomorrow, during the poor work, all should keep repeating God's name. I 

will be occupied with washing the feet and bowing down to the poor." He added, "I alone am worthy of worship!" 

Baba then left the hall and went to his cabin, where he discussed the next day's program with Pendu and Padri. 

When he came out, instead of taking his seat in the car for the drive to Meherazad, he began walking toward 

Ahmednagar. All followed, and he sat down under a tree. Baba’s expression turned serious and, oblivious to the 

surroundings; he became merged in his work. His fingers moved briskly and their dance was something wonderful 

to see. The Avatar's inner working had a profound influence throughout the entire universe, but our gross eyes could 

only be content with watching its outward arabesque. 

After a while, rising slowly, Baba went to the car and sat quietly inside. Eruch then drove off, and considering 

Baba's mood no one shouted his Jai. Nevertheless, the Wine had its effect upon every heart. 

 

Baba reached Meherabad at 7:30 A.M., on Monday, 14 November 1955 (Diwali that year), and entered the hall 

fifteen minutes later. The morning session began with a few devotional songs by the Telugu bhaktas (lovers). 

Age recounted: “The Wine burst forth, as the rays of Baba’s smile and gestures illumined the very depths of all. 

Every heart tasted a few drops and sang with joy.” 

Thirumala Rao asked Baba's permission to say a few words before the group. Baba granted him to speak: "Today is 

[Prime Minister] Pandit Nehru's birthday. He is a great political leader of India, and there are no words to express 

the unceasing service he is rendering to humanity in general and our nation in particular. He is totally honest and 

doing his utmost for India's progress. 

"I pray to Baba, on this his birthday, that he may bless him with his guidance and inner help in his efforts to preserve 

peace in the world." 

In reply, Baba said: "I am happy that today is the birthday of dear Panditji. He is an all-India man. He has a very 

good heart, is intelligent and full of energy. Whatever he does, he does in all sincerity. I heard everything that you 

said, that with my grace India will prosper spiritually and materially. The leaders are gems. Our good wishes to 

Nehru on his birthday. I am happy that you remembered him. We have only a few gems in India. Gandhiji was 

incomparable; so is Panditji. 

"I know all this, and also, that there is no man like me in the whole universe — that, too, I know! They are in my 

heart. Just imagine, Panditji is 66 today and still has so much energy for work because his whole mind is absorbed in 

the good of the nation. We should be proud of him. All energy flows through me, from me. This is a fact." 

Dhanapathy said, "Thirumala Rao has suggested that Baba send a telegram of his blessings and good wishes to 

Panditji." 

Baba disapproved of the idea: "There is nothing to send. The value of what has been said here today by me will be 

nullified if we send a telegram. Whatever I have said, I have said from the heart." 

Addressing Dhanapathy, Baba continued, "Because of a slip of your tongue, what you said yesterday created 

complications for more than an hour. When I say all this about Nehru, it will reach him. Sending him a telegram 

would reduce the value of my words." 

After this, from 8:30 to 9:30 A.M., the poor program was held, similar to the Gujarati group's stay. Each of the 250 

poor men and women received Baba's love-gift of four rupees and, according to Baba's instructions, the sahavas 

group chanted "Om Parabrahma Paramatma!" throughout — while Paramatma Incarnate was engaged in washing 

and then laying his head on the feet of the poor. 

After the poor work, according to Baba's wish, Kaikobad stood before him and, in a melodious voice, repeated these 

seven names of God twice: "Ya Ahuramazda, Yezdan, Ezad, Allah, Paramatma, God Almighty, Parvardigar!" Each 

time Kaikobad spoke a name, Baba placed his head on his feet. 

Baba was then quiet for a while, his fingers dancing. Before entering the hall at 9:55 A.M., he himself washed the 

table on which the poor had stood. Baba asked about those who had not slept the previous night, and then stated: 

Today, when I give interviews, the group of five who are to fast and do my japa, confining themselves to one 

room for seven days, should come first. I will see each of the five individually. Then others may follow, in 

what order I leave to K.D.R.M. 



 

 

On 17 November, I will not come. You are free to leave on the 17th. I want to attend to some pending 

correspondence and rest a little before the next group comes. When you go, take Baba with you. I am in you 

all, there is no doubt about it; still it is up to you to take me with you. 

What have you decided about the women's program in the South? [Two centers, Kovvur and Vijayawada had 

been chosen for the purpose.] If I go to the South, I will go to other places, too. I will decide if there is time 

enough for me to do so. I will let you know. 

At eleven o’clock, interviews stop for lunch. At one o'clock, they will be resumed. Meanwhile, you may rest if 

you want to. Decide among yourselves which group to send first for interviews — Tadepalligudem, Kovvur, or 

Eluru — whichever you want. When you come to me for this purpose, your hearts should be as clean as 

possible so that you may receive my love. We all have the same features — eyes, ears, mouth, nose, et cetera. 

All these are for specific purposes, and they perform their specific duties. We cannot say one is greater than the 

other. In the same way, choose among yourselves which group should come first for the interviews. There is 

none great or small. 

The group went for their lunch, and at 1:00 P.M., Baba began seeing different batches of lovers. Bhaskara Raju 

introduced new lovers to Baba. One man, Pandit Rajeyya, a Yadava (rural peasant caste), had come, believing Baba 

to be the same as Lord Krishna. Baba assured him, "It is so. You have come because of the link with me since ages 

past. I will give you darshan as Krishna in the last moments of your life, but never think it is God-realization." 

Another was Mandrajula Venkataratnam, a washerman by caste. To him, Baba said, "Both of us are the same in a 

sense — but while you wash the dirt of a few, I wash the whole world from sin!" 

Baba asked Bhaskara Raju, "What can you do for me?" 

"I live and die for Baba's cause," he declared. 

"I will turn you into nothing!" Baba responded. 

The interviews lasted until 4:00 P.M., and then Bhaskara and his brother Ramabhadra Raju enacted their Burra 

Katha. The song-and-dance-narrative depicted Baba's life, and the voice of the lead actor, Parepalli Satyam, was 

deep and resonant, which pleased Baba.16 

While the performers were narrating the incident of Hazrat Babajan's kiss, Baba signaled to them to stop and 

explained, "When you were portraying the incident of Babajan, I again experienced the same as if it occurred at that 

moment. You reminded me of the early days of my life as Merwan. Now, at this moment, the five Perfect Masters of 

the age being rested [residing] in me are witnessing your Burra Katha. Carry on with your story." 

The inception of this play is interesting. One night Baba appeared in Ramabhadra Raju's dream and said: "There is 

still something more for you to do for me." Ramabhadra could not grasp what it was, but later when visiting 

Masulipatnam, M. S. R. Sastri suggested that he prepare a Burra Katha on Baba's life and teachings. Taking this to 

be what Baba had hinted in his dream, Ramabhadra set about composing the play and also training a company. 

After the play, Baba reminisced about his early days: his meetings with Babajan, Upasni Maharaj and Sai Baba, the 

agonies he had passed through, and what each of these Perfect Masters had said about him. After recounting it, he 

added, "If you want to exaggerate this, exaggerate it; if you want to say less, say less. But Sai Baba and Maharaj are 

present here today! They are witnesses to what I have told you!" 

Baba embraced the actors and remarked, "Today is Diwali and also Nehru's birthday. I am filled with love to be 

among my lovers and to have watched this play about my childhood. To keep me happy, love me more and more. I 

am in every one of you!" 

Baba urged the actors, "As you have done here, perform this play at different places, whereby through your love, 

people may learn about me." 

Baba came out of the hall at about 5:30 P.M. His car was waiting by the verandah. Smiling, Baba raised his hands 

toward it and then sat inside and proceeded to Meherazad. Age marked how every particle of Meherabad echoed the 

ringing shouts of his Jai that followed, and joy pervaded. 

 

On Tuesday, 15 November 1955, Baba returned to Meherabad at 7:45 and entered the hall at 8:10. "After half an 

hour," he said, "we will all go up the hill to pay respects to my final resting place, and a few other spots. We will 

 
16 Burra Katha is a traditional South Indian folk entertainment whose story is conveyed using music, songs 

and dance.  



 

 

also have different group photographs taken [such as Kakinada, Kottapeta, Kovvur, et cetera]. When we come down 

again, I will see those whom I did not meet yesterday." 

Sending for Pendu, Padri, Vishnu, Nilu, Bhau, Ramjoo and Aloba, Baba introduced them, remarking, "You all know 

Pendu. He supervises all the sahavas arrangements and activities in Meherabad. Padri is the engineer who looks after 

the supply of electricity and water.17 Aloba, Bhau and others help Pendu. Adi Sr. does correspondence and other 

duties. Jalbhai humors me. Nilu attends to the sick and does it sincerely, but the number of patients in this group 

keeps increasing. Today, he told me that Manikyala Rao is very sick with a weak heart, and that he felt dizzy 

yesterday. Nilu told him to rest, but he got up at 4:00 A.M." 

Addressing Manikyala, Baba asked, "Do you want to die at such a young age, or remain in this body to do more 

Baba work? If you want to ruin your body, it will drop soon. Pendu will order the medicine prescribed for you, and 

Nilu will give you an injection today and tomorrow. Don't be disappointed, and do as I say. Follow Nilu's 

instructions, take proper care of your health and you will be all right." 

Baba then asked, "Do you eat eggs?" 

Dhanapathy answered on Manikyala’s behalf, "He is a strict vegetarian." 

"You must take a raw-egg mixture every morning. When I advise it, there is no harm in taking it; but don’t start 

eating mutton!" Baba teased him. "Mix the egg in milk with honey or sugar and swallow it. First, take my name and 

then drink it." 

Because Ala Sathiraju and Bhaskara Raju were also unwell, Baba sent them up the hill in his car with Manikyala 

Rao. Baba himself walked up with the Telugu group, reaching the top at 9:00 A.M. Almost an hour was spent in 

having photographs taken. After this was over, Baba led the way into his Tomb, which the men entered in batches. 

Eruch explained what Baba had said to the Gujarati group. As it was almost 10:45 A.M., there was no time to show 

them the other spots on Meherabad Hill, but under the tin shed Baba remarked, "How lucky you are that you have 

Baba physically in your midst. A few years after I drop my body, thousands will come here to pay homage at my 

samadhi." 

All came down, and after lunch, from 1:00 to 3:30 P.M., Baba was engaged in giving individual and collective 

interviews. At 3:30, everyone gathered in the hall where bhajans were sung. In between songs, Baba would make 

some amusing remarks and chat with the group. 

At one point, he interrupted someone and remarked: "I just remembered something I did not give in God Speaks. 

Our breathing is natural and automatic. While we inhale and exhale, we have not to concentrate on it. Even in sound 

sleep it continues its rhythm. It is part of us. No sooner it stops, the body drops. 

"Similarly, God is very closely associated with our being. We do not know of His existence. When we exert and try 

to find Him through love, we come to know that God is so very, very near us and within us. Even those closely 

associated with me for years do not know me in the real sense — meaning, knowing through Becoming." 

Devotional songs in Telugu continued for about half an hour. Adi brought some visitors from Ahmednagar, who sat 

near Baba for a few minutes. (Vinoo Kher and his wife had also come from Nagpur for Baba's darshan.) Baba then 

went back to his cabin, where he continued the interviews until 5:45 P.M., after which he departed for Meherazad. 

 

The Telugu group went to Meherazad on Wednesday, 16 November 1955, at 7:30 A.M. Like the previous Gujarati 

group, they were taken up Seclusion Hill and shown around the compound and property. 

They returned to Meherabad at 11:00 A.M., and Baba followed at 12:15 P.M. He went first to his cabin, where he saw 

a few men from the gathering. At 1:45 P.M., he came to the hall, where there was a bhajan for fifteen minutes until 

tea was served. 

Kutumba Sastri requested that Baba introduce his mandali members, and although Baba himself did not like the 

idea, he asked the mandali, turn by turn, to stand up when their name was called, and introduced them as follows: 

Gustadji has been with me for many years. In the beginning, he was with Sai Baba. For three years, he was 

without proper sleep or food and had been reduced to a skeleton. Then he was with Upasni Maharaj, where also 

he underwent great privations. 

 

17 Generators had been rented to supply electricity during the sahavas programs. 



 

 

Kaikobad: you all know him. I've told you about him. 

Don: for sixteen years he has been with me. He is a doctor holding his degree from an English medical college. 

When the war broke out, he served in the army as a major. Out of his salary, he used to send money to me 

every month. After the war, he rejoined me. He has stuck to me throughout. For an Englishman to stay here and 

adjust himself to our conditions is difficult, but he has done it. 

Suddenly, Baba stopped and gestured, "Why this introduction of individual mandali members? Are you all not my 

mandali? What is this new thing? Have you not come from long distances to be with me? Are you not my lovers and 

workers? Each one of you can as well be introduced. 

"For the last four years," he continued "these sandals are on my feet. They go wherever I go — to the bathroom, to 

the toilet, while traveling — they are with me day and night. Am I to dilate on the merits of my sandals? Still, listen: 

Kaka Baria: you all know about him. He has given you his address [for the contributions] according to my 

wish. 

Padri: is with me practically from his childhood. He is all around. What more to say about him? From head to 

foot, his body is prepared to obey Baba. 

Pendu, Vishnu and Jalbhai: you all know about them. 

Shatrughna Kumar: he is from Dehra Dun village. A number one dacoit [bandit]! He has been to jail for many 

years for political reasons. He is of an excitable nature. Even beats people in the streets — although not here! 

Does not believe in God, and although not an atheist, he is an agnostic. He does not care for the rich or poor. 

He says he will never obey anyone in the world; but he does not know how it is that he obeys me! He is 

prepared to lay his head at my feet. He will cut his wife to pieces if I order him. 

Kumar was called and asked whether he would die for Baba. Kumar, after a few moments, said yes. 

Baba continued: 

Adi Sr.: you all know about him. Nothing more to be said about him. He has been with me for the last 30 years. 

Dhake: since 1924, he is with me. His love remains the same. Deep down in his heart, he knows who Baba is 

and boldly tells people. From head to foot he loves me. 

Savak Kotwal: since 1940, he and his family have dedicated themselves to me. They all love me. Savak obeys 

me literally. For some time, he serves as my night watchman. 

Nariman: loves Baba dearly. He and his wife's [Arnavaz] love are incomparable. I am unable to describe their 

love for me. It is so great. For the last several years, they have been loving Baba. Love like theirs is impossible. 

Meherjee: is another gem. He has been with me since his youth. He has passed years in Baba's love, obedience 

and dedication. Words fail to describe how he loves me. 

Introducing Sidhu, Baba folded his hands to him. "Sidhuji: you will find him illiterate. Although uneducated, it is 

not possible to describe his service to me for the last many years. He is still here. It would take years to describe 

him. 

Chhagan: you all know him. 

Aloba is in my contact since his childhood. His love is intense. His body, mind, heart, everything is for Baba. 

Bhau: is M.A. and B.Sc. Even in his dreams, he shouts my name, although he, himself, does not know about it. 

So great is his love for me." 

Baba then asked, "Who has broached this subject? You see these mandali members here, but some gems have been 

left out. What about a man like Sarosh?" 

The Andhra lovers concerned sought Baba's forgiveness, if they had erred in mentioning this topic. 

Baba said: "I forgive all; in fact, there is nothing to forgive. There are gems outside, too. In America, there are lovers 

of mine who have dedicated their all to me. There are gems among you, too. Dr. Dhanapathy Rao does my work, 

going from one place to another undergoing hardships in traveling, et cetera. The same with Kutumba Sastri and 

Ranga Rao. 

"Those who do my work are my mandali. If we were to list their names, it would fill a volume. There is Ramjoo, 

Kishan Singh, Nana Kher and Feram [Workingboxwala]. 



 

 

"Remember, those who love me are mine. The whole world is mine. Everything is mine. You all are mine. This 

should be written in your heart. All are mine, but I am not theirs. I am the one for those who love me. For those who 

love me, I am theirs whether they be near or far away." 

That day was the final day of the Telugu sahavas, and before leaving for Meherazad, Baba urged them: "I want you 

all to be happy. I will be going to Pimpalgaon now, you to your destinations. Don't worry and don’t feel nervous. I 

know all. Go cheerfully and remain happy." Several men had tears in their eyes. Baba departed at 4:30 P.M.18 

Age recorded, “The Wine of love brought tears, as their hearts felt a sharp pang at his departure. Their hearts were to 

become more restless and their tears acclaimed his glory.” 

The next morning, Age watched as busloads of Andhra pilgrims made their way toward the railway station. 

Although they tried their best to look happy, their hearts were full of pain, which was a medium for Baba's 

remembrance. Age heard the shouts of Baba’s Jai, but this time it was the tears of Wine which were speaking. 

“Wine brings ecstasy and also tears,” Age observed. “The Andhra lovers are leaving after drinking their fill, taking 

with them an invaluable treasure — the pain of separation from their Beloved.” 

 

From the next day, intense preparations began for the arrival of the Hindi speaking group. Sweeping and cleaning of 

the hall was done, the carpet was dusted, the sheets washed and the pandals sprayed with D.D.T. pesticide. Chhagan 

was absorbed in planning for meals typical of northern India. After each group's departure, it was a backbreaking job 

to clean up things for the next group, and the work went on day and night. 

To make certain all was going according to schedule, Baba arrived in Meherabad at about 8:45 A.M., on Friday, 18 

November 1955. As usual, the car horn was blown from a distance, signaling the mandali and those present of his 

impending arrival. Yet, due to their preoccupation in their work, when Baba came to the hall, eleven of the mandali 

were not present. Baba was highly annoyed. He called each of the missing persons and asked why they were not 

present when he arrived. Then the scolding began: "Have you no shame not showing your faces at least for a minute 

when I come to Meherabad? Those who have done it purposely will suffer from leprosy!" 

Baba instructed Meherjee, "Order injections for leprosy from Bombay. They will surely be afflicted!" 

Singling out Pendu, Padri, Vishnu, Bhau and Aloba, Baba took them to task severely: "I am the Highest of the High 

and have come down to your level for your own and humanity's good. Although you are moving about in the 

presence of God himself, still you are lacking in the elementary rules of discipline and respect. What do you take me 

for? People from thousands of miles away come for my darshan, and in spite of being with me, you are so irreverent 

and rude! Next time, I will not forgive such behavior. As penance, those who are at fault should eat food only once 

today like I, myself, Eruch and Kaka always do." 

Addressing Eruch, Baba remarked, "When the Hindi group arrives the day after tomorrow, remind me to tell them 

about the lack of obedience on the part of the mandali." 

Padri argued, "Baba, you instructed us on 28 October, before the sahavas started, not to leave our work and come to 

you unless we were especially called by you. Therefore, since we were busy with our jobs, we didn't come. What 

you are saying now is a change from those instructions." 

Baba asked Eruch, "Is this true?" 

He replied, "Perhaps you had given such an instruction." 

Upon further inquiry, it was eventually ascertained that such instructions had been given. Baba mused, "Although 

Master of everything, I myself forgot this instruction." For this lapse on his part, Baba ordered Gustadji, on behalf of 

all the mandali, to twist his (right) ear, which he did. 

Baba called Dr. Kanakadandi and complimented him, "I have heard that your love for me is great. I feel very happy 

to know that." 

Kanakadandi replied, "Baba, my love for you impels me to ask you to forgive all of us for our mistake." 

Baba rescinded the order of fasting to the eleven mandali and stated, "I forgive all and have punished myself by 

having Gustadji pinch my ear; but I will surely punish those who continue to disobey me. Now I tell you that when I 

come, leave everything and come running to me. If you don't, I will not forgive you." 

 
18 Minoo Kharas and Adi Dubash also left that day to return to their homes in Karachi. 



 

 

After lunch, when all the mandali gathered in the hall at noon, Baba remarked, "It has recently reached my ears that 

when the Gujarati group returned to Bombay with their healthy, glowing faces and renewed love for me, they gave 

the impression that they had just returned from a vacation in Kashmir — so cheerful and relaxed were they. Besides 

my explanations, they had a lively time here in my company and that is why they gave that impression." 

The matter of dusting the carpet came up again. Baba had a particular complaint that whenever he walked up and 

down in the hall, the fine dust entered his sensitive sinuses. He asked Pendu, "Are the carpets being dusted daily? 

Who looks after it?" For almost an hour, Baba was in a petulant mood about the dust. 

Since Sidhu and Bhau were responsible for the hall being swept and dusted, Baba rebuked them soundly and 

demanded that they show him how the carpet was dusted. Sidhu, with the help of several of the laborers, gave a 

demonstration of how it was done. Baba was not satisfied, which made Pendu flare up. Then he had the carpet taken 

out again and thoroughly shaken as he watched through a closed window. 

Francis Brabazon was watching this and could not figure out why all the fuss. Baba explained, "Why have I devoted 

almost an hour to this dust? Were I really to have minded so small and trivial an affair, there would be no difference 

between myself and an ordinary human being. It is for my work that I stick to such small matters and go deep into 

them. All this outer discussion relating to dusting the carpet is only apparent and, in fact, has to do with my inner 

work." 

Baba directed the mandali to leave and attend to their duties and, unbeknownst to them, from a distance he watched 

them for a long while. He saw Bhau carrying a bucket of water to the tent. He beckoned him and asked, "What are 

you doing?" 

"Cleaning and fixing up the pandal," Bhau said. 

"Have I given you the duty of supervising the work or working as a laborer yourself?" Baba demanded. "If you go 

on working side by side with them, neither will they respect you nor do as you say, and the work will suffer. How 

did you attain an M.A. in administration? You know nothing about control and authority!" 

While taking tea before leaving for Meherazad, Baba asked for bananas, and although there were a dozen ripe 

bananas on hand, Sidhu brought him some unripe fruit by mistake. The misunderstanding was corrected, but it 

prompted Baba to remark: "Sixty years after my body drops, people in the thousands will come here and will collect 

even the very dust of this Meherabad because I have trod on it. They will pay me homage and reverence. I should 

ask you all to take a dust bath instead of a water bath! But it has not entered your head yet that God himself is 

moving among you and you are in his living presence!" 

Baba returned to Meherazad at 1:45 P.M. 

 

On the afternoon of the 19th, the majority of the 164 members comprising the Hindi group arrived in Ahmednagar. 

Their cheers and shouts of "Meher Baba ki jai!" were so loud that residents surrounding the train station came to see 

what was going on. This group mainly consisted of lovers from Hamirpur District, Kanpur, Aligarh, Delhi, Dehra 

Dun and other places in central and northern India. The Hindi “birds” were immediately taken to the Garden of 

Meherabad. The garden was home to many different species of birds, each singing in a different language. But 

though their songs were different, the Wine which flowed through all was the same. The Wine has no connection 

with either language, religion, sect or country. And so it is that in the Garden of Meherabad, all birds can find shelter 

and there build nests. 

On Sunday, 20 November 1955, Baba arrived in Meherabad at about 7:15 A.M., and at his cabin he held a discussion 

with the mandali. Twenty minutes later, he entered the hall, where he was vociferously hailed, and garlanding began 

by his lovers. The college principal Niranjan Singh of Delhi had not brought a garland, so Baba took one off his 

neck and handed it to him so that he could garland him. 

When Hellan stepped forward without any garland or flowers in his hands, Baba greeted him, saying, "Are you 

happy? You are just the same as when I saw you last." But before Hellan could go back to his place, Baba recalled 

him and asked, "Did you garland me?" When he replied in the negative, Baba, likewise, gave him a garland and 

insisted on being garlanded. Others who had not brought flowers were also given a garland from the pile beside 

Baba, and instructed by him to garland him. 

Unlike the Andhra group, who were quite vocal in their expressions of love, and overly enthusiastic in their embrace 

to Baba, the Hindi group garlanded him in an orderly fashion. Baba remarked, "I am happy with your love. I was 

afraid you would crush me while embracing me like the Telugu group. And while the Gujarati group was garlanding 

me, one garland hurt my eye slightly. But you garlanded me very heedfully and made me happy." 



 

 

Hiralal of Nauranga had been standing ready to touch Baba's feet, but hearing these words, discarded the idea and 

stood aside. A few quietly shed tears. 

Baba embraced each man and cracked jokes in between embraces. He teased Pukar, "Oh, you haven't shaved! ... 

How many puris did you eat last night?" 

Pukar answered in kind, "Because I had a cold, Baba, I could hardly eat fifteen!" 

Baba laughed, "Only fifteen? But you didn't tell me you had a cold! Now that you have embraced me, I will catch it, 

too!" 

To Raisaheb Ramashankar, Baba remarked, "You are as roly-poly as ever!" 

Dr. Daulat Singh was weeping copiously, and Baba kept the doctor's head on his lap. 

Baba asked Gauri Shankar Vaidya (a doctor) to feel his pulse. "It is normal, Baba," he said. 

"But I become indisposed in five minutes," Baba replied, “and become all right within the next five minutes. In five 

minutes I am old, and in five minutes turn young. You may mark how my countenance can undergo a change from 

bright and happy to old and haggard within a few minutes, and vice versa. What sort of disposition do I have?" 

Baba then stated, "Now don't garland me daily; it is quite enough on this first day." 

To Gustadji's brother, Homi Hansotia, he remarked, "The body that is being garlanded is of the Five Sadgurus. They 

have departed but left this body for all to garland!" 

After 40 minutes, all the garlands under which Baba was buried were removed. From head to foot Baba was covered 

with flowers, like a much-worshiped statue. 

Then, inquiring of all if they had read the Directions on the bulletin board, Baba stated: 

Just remain here like one family; be in my proximity and derive benefit from my company [sahavas]. Be 

absolutely free and comfortable and think that you are in your own homes. Forget all your troubles and 

household atmosphere and be mindful only of your presence here. If you go on thinking of your wife and 

children, then you will be in the sahavas of your family and not of Baba. If you fold your hands before me 

mechanically but go on thinking of your ailing wife at home, you will be folding your hands to her and not to 

me. Eat, drink, sleep, remain happy and cheerful, and taste as much of my love as you can. 

When I tell you to eat heartily and have a bumper lunch, Pukar thinks that to obey Baba and to please him, he 

must eat as much as his stomach can contain! He has a very big tummy, so just imagine how much he must be 

eating! 

Baba asked those who had not read his instructions to stand. Three men stood up, one of whom Baba was familiar 

with. He asked him, "Aren't you related to Bhau?" 

The man replied, "He is my brother-in-law." He was Rama's brother, Dhiraj Parmar, and he had been at Meherabad 

for a month helping with the sahavas arrangements. 

Baba asked the next man, "What is Bhau to you?" 

He answered, "He is my uncle. I am Virendra Kalchuri." 

Turning to the third man, Baba joked, "Is Bhau your relative too?" 

The man replied with a straight face, "A close relation. I am Tej Singh Rathor." He also was Bhau's brother-in-law. 

Baba could barely suppress his laughter and cheerfully commented, "Look at these three close relatives of Bhau who 

have not read the instructions! Bhau has been assigned the duty of asking lovers to read the Directions as soon as 

they come, and he forgot to tell his own relatives." 

The three men said in one voice, "He did tell us and we read every line except for the chart. We could not follow it." 

Baba replied, "Who understands it? You three sit down." 

Baba next asked those indisposed to stand. A few stood up and Baba observed: 

For the Andhra lovers the climate here was not congenial, and being unaccustomed to it, many fell ill. But in 

spite of this, they were cheerful and derived the fullest advantage from the sahavas. They took medicine from 

Nilu. Those who prefer allopathic medicine should go to Nilu, and those who prefer homeopathy should 

approach Padri. Those who are ill in my love, I am their doctor! 

Baba continued: 

When the Gujarati group was here, I had explained the four points written on the board — about love, 

obedience, spreading of my love and the apparent bindings of those dependent upon me. The Telugu group was 



 

 

also told about it, but differently. I will repeat the same thing to you also. Age after age I say the same thing in 

different ways. Those who are illiterate, but who pay attention and listen carefully to what I say, will also 

understand it. 

Last evening, all of a sudden I dictated something new to Eruch. Try to listen attentively. Those who feel 

drowsy and feel like dozing should go out and sit on the benches there. Those who are alert and want to be near 

me should remain here and listen attentively. 

Baba asked those who could not sleep the previous night to stand, and several rose. Some could not sleep due to 

colds and cough. Hiralal could not sleep because of eczema. Baba advised him to take treatment from Padri and to 

keep himself at a distance from Baba and the other men, since the disease was contagious. 

Baba asked Nilu to give medicine to certain other men, and remarked, "I thought there may be at least one who 

could not sleep in thought of me, but I find that there is no one with that complaint! Some could not sleep because of 

a cold and some due to being unwell. But there was not one of you who had no sleep from thinking about me! What 

luck I have!" 

Explaining about love Baba stated: 

However much I may explain to you about love, it will not be fully understood. You cannot understand it 

through reading or hearing about it. Yet, I will tell you. Every time you say "Baba, give us your love," I say 

love me more and more. I will try to clear up what love is. 

According to Hafiz, there is as much difference between the earth and sky as between love and intelligence. 

Love cannot be understood through the intellect. Love is obtained through uprooting the intellect, and to do so 

you have to wear your heart on your sleeve. One may be very intelligent, another be absolutely nil. Both can 

love God if they wear their hearts on their sleeves. This explanation was not given to the Gujarati and Telugu 

groups. 

Suppose Niranjan Singh is very intellectual and Adarsh [Khare] is not. But if both have their hearts on their 

sleeves, they can love God. Let one be literate and another illiterate — both can love God equally. 

Remember one thing: However much I may explain to you about spirituality, love and God, you will never be 

able to experience what I say. Intellectually you will grasp it. If you read God Speaks from cover to cover, you 

will understand it intellectually. But after all that, to love God is quite different, and what love is, I will explain. 

God Speaks has nothing to do with love, but it gives a clear picture about what God is and how one can love 

God. 

A well-known American author and scholar, W. Y. Evans-Wentz, was sent an advance copy of God Speaks and 

asked to write a review.19 Wentz wrote an article, “The Uniqueness and Paramount Value of God Speaks,” in which 

he stated: 

No other Teacher in our own time or in any known past time has so minutely analyzed consciousness as Meher 

Baba has in God Speaks … Meher Baba’s enlightening treatise adds much to the sum total of learning and 

contributes incalculably to the enrichment of mankind for, as the sages of Asia teach, the most intrinsically 

valuable of all riches, and greater than all mundane wealth, is Right Knowledge. 

Nowhere is Meher Baba’s wisdom more succinctly set forth than in his Conclusion, on page 176: “To 

understand the infinite, eternal Reality is NOT the Goal of individualized beings in the Illusion of Creation, 

because the Reality can never be understood; it is to be realized by conscious experience.” 

Baba mentioned the reviews of God Speaks to the group and continued: 

If after reading God Speaks Niranjan Singh feels happy, I will not be happy. I will not feel happy unless and 

until Niranjan begins loving me. Listen carefully. If you don't understand, never mind. Maybe after hearing me, 

a few may begin loving me as I wish. It is not a joke to be on the spiritual path. Only that one who washes his 

hands of his mind, body and life, and turns into dust, can progress on the path. Volumes are written about this 

spiritual path. So I will tell you something about turning into dust. Afterwards I will speak about love. 

Listen! There are three things which are most unimportant: to offer me garlands, to worship me, to perform my 

puja-arti. These are not the signs of love for God. 

 
19 W. Y. Evans-Wentz (1878–1965) compiled and edited the Tibetan Book of the Dead and edited other 

works, such as the life of the Tibetan Perfect Master Milarepa. Evans-Wentz had also met Ramana 

Maharshi in India in 1935. 



 

 

There are three things which are of paramount importance on the spiritual path. There is no compromise. These 

are love, obedience and surrender. Love is great in itself, but greater than love is obedience, and greater than 

obedience is complete surrender. Love seeks the will of the Beloved. Obedience carries out the will of the 

Beloved. One who surrenders completely is resigned to the will of the Beloved. One who loves exists as the 

lover of the Beloved. Why? Because he simply loves the Beloved. One who obeys exists as the slave of the 

Beloved. One who surrenders his mind, body and soul has no existence — only the Beloved exists in him. 

Love is a gift from God to man. A Perfect Master never gives the gift of love. Obedience is the gift from Master 

to man. Surrender is the gift of man to the Master. 

After this discourse there was a 20-minute interval. Baba asked all to go to the latrines to ease themselves; 

meanwhile, he began pacing back and forth on the verandah. Ramhirdaya Tiwari and P. M. Bhatt of Nagpur came 

and stood nearby. Baba embraced both. Tiwari began weeping. He told Baba his grandson had died. Formerly, 

Tiwari had worked under Jal Kerawalla, and Baba replied, "Even Jal Kerawalla is dead." 

P. M. Bhatt interposed, saying, "Baba, Tiwari has been given a promotion. He is no longer a superintendent but has 

become a director." 

Tiwari smiled, and Baba remarked, "See, Tiwari wept for one thing and is happy at another." Baba assured him, 

"Don't worry, I will see you again." 

The Hindi group reassembled in the hall, and Baba instructed Niranjan Singh to always sit beside him, commenting, 

"You will start dozing if you sit near the wall." 

Baba remarked to the group, "I am afraid of cold and coughs, because they spread infection." He asked Kaikobad to 

bless him so that he would not catch a cold. Kaikobad blessed him and Baba remarked, "Every time, Kaikobad gives 

me the same reply: ‘You will not catch a cold.’ " 

Baba then dictated at length: 

While we are on the subject of colds, before I go any further I will explain in a few words what I told the 

Gujarati and Telugu groups. It is but natural for the human body on this gross plane to fall ill. But when one 

loses oneself in the love of the Beloved, then the body is immune from illness. The fire of love burning within 

is such that it neutralizes any bodily disorder. The love of the masts for God has no comparison. Very, very few 

possess such love and their bodies remain unaffected. 

There is one mast named Dhondi Bua in Islampur. His body, though exposed to all climatic changes, is 

nevertheless healthy, and he is hefty and strong. Although he lies in the open in the cold, heat and rain, he is 

impervious to his surroundings and never bothers about food, either. Occasionally he visits a particular house 

and eats there. The fire of divine love is burning within him! The mind has no link with the body. He is 

saturated with love from head to foot. 

What I have said so far is about lovers of God. For those who realize God and do not regain normal [gross] 

consciousness and yet return to their bodies, for them their bodies have no existence at all and no illness 

touches them. These are real majzoobs. But those who come down to normal consciousness after God-

realization and live among humanity, their bodies are susceptible to all sorts of sickness and diseases like 

ordinary human beings. 

Now, what is the difference between you and me? I know that this body is nothing but a coat, just like the coat I 

wear. This is not mere conviction or intellectual knowledge; it is my continuous experience that this body is 

just a coat. This experience you have not. My continuous, eternal experience is that all of you are me, and you 

all are in me. I am in you and in everything indivisibly. I say this on my divine authority. 

Now we will turn to Kaikobad. At times I tell him to keep his hand on my head. Kaikobad loves me, 

experiences me, sees me when he wishes to see me, utters my name for 24 hours a day and, when he wants, 

creates light in darkness in which he sees my image. In spite of this experience, Realization is an absolutely 

different thing and far, far away. Kaikobad has surrendered everything to me. When I tell him to keep his hand 

on my head, he hesitates, cries at times and says, "Baba, I know who you are. Why do you ask me to do this? 

You are all in all. How could I bless you?" I order him to be obedient, because obedience is greater than love. 

Compared to all spiritual experiences, obedience is much greater. 

Every one of you, every one of the mandali and all beings are God. Why? I understand it. I am responsible for 

the whole creation. If I am not there, then there is nothing — neither you all, nor the entire creation. All this is 

there due to my existence. 

Take Niranjan Singh for example. If he is not there, where will the existence of the world be for him? All this is 

within you and with you. Niranjan sees this creation — this whole cosmos — because it is within him. When 

Niranjan Singh is sound asleep, he is unconscious of his body or surrounding. Where do all these go? For 



 

 

Niranjan Singh they don’t exist. But no sooner he is awake, this creation is before him again because 

everything is within him. This applies to you all. 

Every day when you are in deep sleep, you enter into the most original [Beyond, Beyond] state of God, where 

nothing exists. When you gradually awaken, you first pass through the dream state, and when you are fully 

awake, you create the universe and all things therein, and are conscious of this whole show once again. In deep 

sleep you absorb everything and upon awakening create it, as everything is within you. Daily when Niranjan 

Singh awakens, he sees this world, and when he sleeps, the world disappears. It is absolutely necessary that 

Niranjan Singh becomes fully awake in deep sleep, and then there will be an end to all things. This is the 

conscious state of God. 

Daily, every individual passes into the Beyond, Beyond state [Parabrahma-Paramatma], but there is no 

consciousness. It is only the deep sleep state. When God in the Beyond, Beyond state awakens from his deep 

sleep state, he sees this world and experiences duality. Every person is in search of Union and enters the state 

during deep sleep, but he fails to be conscious of it, and no sooner is he awake from sound sleep, he sees 

duality before him. So you have to be consciously aware of the Union which is there in the original sound sleep 

state, and only then will this duality vanish. Just imagine how impossible it is to be wide awake in deep sleep! 

It sounds ridiculous but it is true, and it is possible to attain that state. But it is said that one reaches that state 

only after cycles and cycles. 

Baba asked Aloba to repeat a verse from Hafiz, which related the difficulties in becoming a lover of God. After 

Aloba recited it, Baba commented: 

According to Hafiz, to become a lover is no joke. Once you become that, you are mere dust, and out of one lakh 

[100,000] of such lovers, only one is able to free himself from this entanglement of illusion after cycles. Why 

only one? Why is it so difficult? God is all-pervading. He is everywhere, in everything, in everyone. Why is it 

so impossible? You yourself are to blame for that. There are infinite number of thoughts in the mind. You 

imagine anything due to the mind. I myself don’t know how it generates so many thoughts! It is functioning 

without your knowledge. It rests with me to stop the mind. Take the example of your breathing. We never pay 

any attention to it because it is natural to breathe. Whether asleep or awake, breathing continues, as it is natural 

to life. Likewise the function of thoughts is natural. 

God is nearer to you than your own breath. But you do not know it. You are breathing now. It is ordinary and 

steady. But when you run fast or climb a hill or do some hard work, the breathing becomes heavy. Then we 

know that we are breathing hard and become aware of it. Suppose someone attempts to strangle you; then you 

realize what breath is. Then you know that breath is life itself. 

Love has two stages: the first is emotional, sentimental, renunciatory. The second stage is the stage when the 

lover goes mad without the Beloved and is unable to bear the pangs of separation. Then for him, God is his 

very breath. He cannot exist without Him. Unless and until Union is achieved, the lover feels as if he is 

suffocating. Take the case of a man in love with a very beautiful woman. He always dreams about her, and is 

like a fish out of water. We have read such stories. This is only ordinary human love. But when God's gift of 

love to man is there, we cannot even imagine the infinity of restlessness the one who is gifted with this love 

undergoes. Yet, he shows no signs that he is suffering the tortures of hell due to this love. 

You will say that it is disappointing that only a very few get such a gift from God. I have the power to give the 

gift of love and obedience to anyone and everyone. I will tell you tomorrow in five minutes how to receive this 

gift. I am quite ready to give it to every individual in existence. I have called you all here for this particular 

reason. Who dares to receive this gift from me, I will see. Tomorrow, in five minutes, you will know if you are 

worthy of receiving it. It is easy to bestow and receive the gift, but at the same time it is nearly impossible. 

Tomorrow, I will explain it in five minutes. Only that much is of importance. But before Reality, all this 

explanation, discoursing and so forth, fades into insignificance. After all, this is all a dream. You “experience” 

all this, but in fact you are dreaming. 

For instance, suppose that Niranjan Singh is asleep. He sees a dream. In that dream he sees this Hindi group 

sitting before me and myself discoursing. Baba tells Niranjan Singh, "Wake up, this is all a dream!" But in the 

dream, Niranjan Singh counter-questions Baba, "How can this be a dream when I see you and all those 

gathered here with my own eyes?" But after some hours he wakes up, and then he comes to know that it was all 

truly a dream. In that dream Baba had told him that it was a dream, and now he finds it really was a dream! 

That dream of Niranjan Singh was a dream into a dream. This is a dream, but you don’t realize it! You are not 

awake. All of what you experience here is a dream. No sooner you wake up you will find that it was a dream, 

and this dream includes Baba also. 

As a boy, I was fond of reading Hafiz. Now I experience eternally what Hafiz said. Now I am that Beloved. Age 

after age, I come among you. I am in everything. Whether or not the world accepts it, I am the only Reality. 



 

 

Changing the topic, Baba remarked about the ego or I. 

Now about this I. What is the difference between your I and my "I"? One may intelligently understand that he is 

God, but that understanding will not give one the conviction that one is God. And without having that 

conviction, if one says he is God, then it would be posing — the one sin never forgiven by God. 

In this connection Hafiz has said: 

"I felt that I reached the depth of the Ocean through emotion, 

But it was only the foam that I grasped." 

I alone am the Truth. I am the Ancient One. I am in every one of you. Eruch is Eruch. He is Eruch and therefore 

calls himself Eruch. In the same way, I too cannot prevent myself from saying I am the Ancient One because it 

is I myself. Were Eruch to read God Speaks, he would come to know he is God, but this understanding will not 

give him the experience of being God. 

Tomorrow, I will tell you about love and surrender. You should not ask for the welfare, health or money for 

your family. Don’t think that this is a good opportunity for you to ask for my blessings. Don’t expect such 

things. If you have come with that idea, whatever little you do have will also disappear. Saints, walis and 

mahatmas are there to fulfill your wants. Go to them to satisfy your desires. But if you want the real thing [to 

become God], then I hold the key. 

Baba then explained about the three types of traders — the merchant prince, the wholesaler and the retailer — as he 

had previously done to the Telugu group. 

Before the Hindi group went for lunch, Eruch read out what Baba had dictated at Meherazad the previous evening 

about The Head and the Hair on the Head: 

God is Infinite Reality, whereas the cosmos is infinite illusion. But both are not infinite in the same sense. God 

is One Infinite and illusion is infinite in numbers. God is Infinite Unity and illusion is infinite duality. Always 

God is. All along illusion is not. Illusion or no illusion, God remains beginningless and endless, while illusion 

has a beginning in illusion and it also ends in illusion. 

The infinite illusion includes an infinite number of suns, stars, moons, planets and worlds. The whole of the 

creation goes on evolving ad infinitum in illusion. 

Take for instance the head of a man with innumerable hairs growing over the same skull. When all hairs are 

shaved off, the growth of hair does not cease; the hairs reappear and cover the head all over again. Even when 

the head becomes bald, it is only the hairs which disappear; the head remains a head. 

Compared to the one head, the hairs, although innumerable, have next to no value. They may appear and 

disappear without any difference to the value of the head as such. The value attached to the hair is mostly 

decorative, as a means of attraction and as a lure of self-satisfaction. 

Similarly, the individual mind that generates infinite thoughts may be compared with the individual head that 

has a growth of innumerable hairs. The individual mind is capable of containing, emanating and absorbing an 

infinite number of thoughts. In fact, all energy and all matter are but the outcome of the mind itself. 

To understand the all-importance of God, Who is the only Reality, let us now compare Him with the mind, and 

let the hair over the head be compared with the creation. The illustration would at once suggest that compared 

with the hair on the head, the mind alone is infinitely valuable. Similarly, I say that God is infinitely valuable 

when compared with the whole of creation, which has no value other than that of hair — the hair that lures and 

the hair that creates illusory self-satisfaction.20 

When Eruch finished, Baba jokingly remarked, "I remembered these points last evening when I happened to notice 

Kumar's head, which is tending to become bald." 

Before everyone went for lunch, Baba stated, "If anyone wants to see my Real Self, it is through love alone that it 

can be done. That love I am able to give, and he who wants to receive it must be competent to accept it. It requires 

daring!" 

After lunch, at 12:50 P.M., Baba sent Dhake to the pandal to awaken those who were taking an afternoon nap with 

instructions that once awake they should be told to sleep again for five more minutes and then come to the hall. 

 
20 During the entire month of sahavas, this was the only prepared discourse that was read out. 



 

 

The group reassembled in the hall at one o'clock, and Vishnu Sharma of Dhagwan sang bhajans as Baba played the 

drum. Baba praised Sharma's singing, and handing him back the drum, he instructed, "Keep it carefully as I have 

played on it." 

Srivastava of Allahabad was wearing his coat and Baba asked him why he had not divested himself of it. "Why are 

you sitting at the sahavas like someone paying a flying visit?" he asked. 

Srivastava replied, "It would be impudent to do so in your presence as I am sitting in the darbar [court] of the 

Emperor of Emperors! I have kept my coat on out of respect for you." 

Baba smiled and remarked: 

It is true, but very few think of it! Even the [spiritually] great ones have not seen me. I am so infinite that I 

myself find it difficult to fathom my own infinity, though I experience that I am the only one in all, 

everywhere. I am one and I am in you, too. In reality, there is no difference. What you are, I am; what I am, 

you are. But while sitting on this chair, I am eternally free, and I am also bound in you all. Therefore, I say I 

am eternally free and eternally bound — eternally in bliss, eternally in agony. We are talking lightly on a 

serious subject. 

Touching upon hypocrisy, Baba said: 

There should not be even a trace of hypocrisy. Posing is the only sin that God can never forgive. However vile 

or low a scoundrel may be, if he mixes with others as a scoundrel and admits it openly, he can be forgiven. If 

he acts and behaves as he really is, there is no posing. 

There are seven such hypocrites in the world, three or four of whom the mandali know. They said that Baba had 

blessed them and they were my successors. Each of them had a large following. They are now no longer 

posing. Rich, influential people used to go to them to pay their respects. They garlanded them, took them for 

rides in their car and generally revered them. I put a stop to it and forgave them. Now they no longer pretend.21 

The purpose in my telling you this is that if you love me there is no reason why you should hide your love from 

others. But if you do not love me, then do not pretend and say to others that you love me. If you feel I am the 

Avatar, say so to others boldly, but if you do not then don’t pose. 

How do you know that I am the Ancient One? You will say, "Baba, you say so and we believe you." I say on 

my authority that I am the Avatar, but how do you know that I am that? You all just shouted Avatar Meher 

Baba ki jai! There is no doubt about it that I am that. But how do you know? 

No one could answer satisfactorily, but many said their faith in Baba revealed to them that he was the Avatar. In 

response, Baba stated: 

Even if your faith is wrong, I wish you to say what you feel about me. Remain steadfast in your faith. Hold on 

fast to your sincere and honest convictions. Whatever you feel in your heart, openly declare it. Do not pose. 

That is the most important point. In God Speaks I have explained every point. 

If Srivastava feels that I am not the Avatar and he takes it that I am a lover of God, it is all right. Let it be so; 

that is sufficient. But then remain fixed in your belief. 

I am on the level of God, too. Aspirants of different planes take me to be belonging to their particular plane. 

Another feels that Baba is a Sadguru, not an Avatar. I am that, too. If some say I am a fraud, I am that, too. 

Whatever you may imagine, know that I am that. 

Don’t give a twist to your feelings because of posing, as hypocrisy can never be forgiven by God. I have 

become you and you cannot help it, but I can help you become me. Those who lose their all in me find their all 

in me ever after. 

 

21 Although Baba did not mention the hypocritical persons by name, one of them may have been Manek 

Mehta, who posed as a spiritual leader and had a following in Bombay. Baba tolerated his antics for several 

years. Mehta claimed to be a mediator between Baba and his lovers in Bombay, but when Mehta did not 

join Baba during the New Life, as he had been instructed, Baba broke his association with him. Manek 

Mehta gradually lost his following and became desolate. After some years, he sought Baba's forgiveness at 

a darshan in Bombay during the 1950s. Because he had sincerely repented, Baba forgave him. 



 

 

It is only I who am everything. If Srivastava takes Baba as Avatar, it is Baba who takes Baba as the Avatar. The 

same with fraud. In India one thing is common. No sooner people see a sadhu dressed in ocher-colored 

garments, they flock around him. If one starts worshiping him, there will be hundreds following suit. 

At this point, Baba repeated the story about Fakir Bua and how naïve people began revering him in Poona, even 

though he was mentally ill. 

The spiritual path is totally different. It is extremely hard. With every step we take on the path, we should be 

most cautious. Every step further magnifies the ego. "I have now advanced so much, people will throng around 

me, they will bring offerings, they will worship me!" Such thoughts feed and magnify the ego of the aspirant. 

The ego is pleased and things begin happening, resulting in his fall. He does not understand what is the matter. 

Occasionally he attempts to collect crowds around him and blesses them. He well knows that he is unrealized, 

so what enjoyment is there in gathering crowds about him when he knows that he is not That! What pleasure 

can he derive knowing all the while that he is only human, without any spiritual powers? 

In the absence of eternal bliss, how can a seeker be led to pretend? Every individual sitting here says: "I am 

sitting here, I am rich, I am happy, I am unhappy." Eruch says he is Eruch. Niranjan Singh says he is Niranjan 

Singh. Eruch says he is healthy. Niranjan also says so. The root is I. 

This I is magnified at every step, and the manifestation of the magnification is such that he wants more and 

more. This I is magnifying continually. Those who have progressed on the spiritual path, their ego too has 

magnified. The I becomes all the more elevated and asserts itself all the more strongly. "I want to bless people, 

I want to bestow a child," and so forth. And thus the I goes on. 

But where has this I come from? When Eruch was born, he had no sense and did not know anything. But no 

sooner he took birth, the I in him began crying for his mother's milk: "I want milk." This I from Eruch's very 

birth asserts itself directly or indirectly, and with the passing of days, this I grows. Once it begins, it gets 

strengthened day by day. But being entangled in this I, Eruch never asks himself from where he has come, why 

he has come and where he has to go! 

Where is the root of this "I?" Originally, in the Beyond Beyond, there was nothing. You will find this explained 

in God Speaks. All of a sudden there was a whim (lahar) of "I want to know who I am." That original I is the 

root of this false I or ego, and since that time, until it merges in its original state of "I-Am-God," it will go on 

and on. Everything has been explained from beginning to end in God Speaks. 

Eternity has no beginning and no end. But this I came into being due to the whim in God's Beyond, Beyond 

state, and it remains active as long as it does not attain its original state consciously. Thus, as long as a person 

is not God-realized, to feign divinity before people is first-class hypocrisy. 

Up until now we have spoken about pretense; now we shall come to miracles. This is of the utmost importance 

for those who love me and want to know my ways. I receive letters from the East and West, and other parts of 

the world that I have performed this miracle and that miracle. But I have declared before, and told the Gujarati 

and Telugu groups also, that since the time I have come among you, I have not performed a single miracle. 

And when I break my silence, it will be my first and last miracle. Ages and ages back, one great miracle I 

performed, and that is this miracle of the whole creation that has come out of me. I will perform one more 

miracle when I speak. 

People write to me about miracles. If they do happen, they are due to their faith in and love for me. Keshav 

Nigam had written me about the resuscitation of a girl when Ramdas was performing kirtan. It is possible the 

child was revivified on account of the faith and love of Ramdas for me; but it is not my miracle. 

Baba then asked Keshav and Ramdas to describe the entire incident to the sahavas group, which they did. Baba 

advised Ramdas: 

Ramdas, listen to me. It is not my miracle that the child came to life again. It is possible your love for me might 

have brought her back alive. But it is not important. It is nothing great! But it will be great indeed were you to 

die in my love! Remember it well. From now on, be careful. Do not let your I get the better of you. Throngs 

may surround you, and if you once get enmeshed, your fall is certain. If you do that, you will be finished.22 

Baba turned to Niranjan Singh and joked, "I had asked you to rest for an hour, and here you are yawning! I love you 

dearly and wish to tease you." 

 
22 During the Meherabad Sahavas in 1955, Baba renamed Ramdas Meherdas (Servant of Meher), and 

henceforward he would be referred to by this name. 



 

 

In contrast to the resurrection of the dead child, Baba again described Nozar Dadachanji's airplane crash, and 

reemphasized, "Those who die with my name on their lips in their last moments will come to me." 

Baba again mentioned the love of Nozar’s father Naoroji and his entire family in Bombay: 

Naoroji's wife died, his youngest son [Tehemtan] died, and recently Nozar died in a plane accident — each one 

with my name on their lips. The whole family was [financially] dependent on Nozar. Now, see their love! They 

did not take Nozar's death to heart, as they know whatever happens, happens according to Baba's will. None 

felt much at his death, and such love touches me. If you talk about miracles, this is a miracle! 

About Nozar, there were two things before me. When the news first came that his plane had gone down, the 

family had hopes I would not let Nozar die, as his body was not found. On the other hand, before me was the 

fact that the entire family had love for me. They sent me a telegram, and I cabled back that if Nozar's dead 

body was recovered within five days, it should be sent to Meherabad. I wanted to test the love of Naoroji, his 

sons Dara and Homa, and his daughters Arnavaz, Roda and Nargis. The plane was discovered after a week in a 

lake and Nozar's body removed. When this tragedy took place I was in Poona for a change. But the chamatkar 

[miracle] here is the love of the bereaved ones, and their silent submission to my will. The real miracle on the 

part of the family was their regret to disturb me during my change and rest. 

Baba then mentioned the incident of seeing the blind boy during the Hamirpur tour and having the urge to give him 

sight. At the end, Baba remarked, "I tell you, I am the Avatar, and see how I talk! I should not have said all this. I 

must toba karo [repent]!" And Baba slapped his own cheeks lightly in repentance. 

Regarding a sahavas program solely for women, Baba continued: 

I have spoken about this to the Gujarati and Telugu groups and also want to discuss it with you so that you may 

arrive at an immediate decision. My lovers in America sent me a pressing message through Don Stevens, 

saying that I should come and see them there, even if it was only for a few days. I replied I had no time. For 

me, there is no man or woman. Where there is love, I go. If I wish, I can gather a huge multitude in five 

minutes; but there is no greatness in being surrounded by crowds. 

Arrange as best you can for the women's sahavas, but remember that my pockets are empty, and I will be 

bringing with me five to seven of the mandali whose traveling and accommodation expenses you will have to 

defray. But under no circumstances will men be allowed to participate in this sahavas. It will be only for 

women and children. If I do travel, I will go to all places where I am invited. 

Niranjan Singh asked, "Would you come to my college in Delhi? All the students love you." 

Baba smiled and said, "Only for ten minutes." 

Touching on work done in his name, Baba stated: 

Every time, I have been telling you to love me more and more, and to tell others about my love. Today, I want 

to stress the point that before speaking to others about my love, search within your own hearts and determine if 

you are worthy to love me or not. 

Take Babu Ramprasad, for instance. Suppose he tells people about Meher Baba's love and says: "Baba is the 

Avatar, everything depends on his will and in all circumstances we should remain unaffected. Baba alone is 

real, and all else is illusion. Without his will, not the leaf of a tree moves, and it is our duty in life to love him." 

All of a sudden, he gets a telegram in which the news of a theft of Rs.10,000 from his home is conveyed. If 

Babu Ramprasad begins crying and shrieking, and shows all the signs of extreme distress, what will the effect 

be on his audience? Would they feel Baba's love within them? Would they not think that whatever Babu 

Ramprasad had said was all bunkum! He himself is entrapped in illusion and tells people that all is illusion! 

But if the news leaves Babu unmoved, then people would feel that yes, he has real love for Baba in him! 

If anyone among you remains uninfluenced and calm while facing any adverse circumstance and goes on 

speaking about my love without caring about such disturbing news, then thousands would begin loving Baba. 

Make your very life itself the message of my love to others. One sincere lover can produce thousands of lovers! 

After the tea interval, Baba noticed that many of the group had purchased photographs of himself from Bhaiya 

Panday, and remarked, "Besides my pictures, you should take me away with you in your hearts when you leave here 

and return home." 

Baba spoke about the mandali and the families dependent upon him, as he had done with two previous groups. He 

explained that whatever gift they could conveniently spare for the year's expenses of the mandali and others, they 

might give as a way of sharing in his Universal work; but they were not to worry if they could not spare any money. 

They could give even one rupee, but they should not make any house-to-house collection. "I want to lighten my 

burden," he stated, "and you all should not burden me with contributions collected in a way contrary to my wishes." 



 

 

Baba ended by saying, "Money has no value for me. Money either creates a veil or tears it off!" 

Baba then spoke about the five Perfect Masters and their individual characteristics, and narrated this incident from 

the early Meherabad days: 

In those days, Gustadji was in charge of the storeroom and used to distribute rations to the poor. Many poor 

persons from Ahmednagar and surrounding villages came, and they were all given grain. 

An old man from Ahmednagar would come regularly and tell me: "Baba, I wish to lay everything of mine at 

your feet." 

I replied, "So far, I have not come across a single individual with your type of dedication! It is wonderful!" 

I asked him how many children he had. "Seven, and a wife!" he said. 

I asked, "What will you dedicate to me? Have you any money?" 

He answered, "I have no money, but I am dedicating my whole family at your feet. Please take care of us." 

I laughed much at his reply. I had no idea of such dedication! He showed me a new type of dedication. 

Referring to promises, Baba remarked: "From ages past, I have been giving and breaking promises; but I tell you 

truthfully that up to now not a single promise has been broken!" 

Baba remarked jokingly, "Was Deo Kain is whispering in my ear that it is enough for today, and so I should leave 

for Meherazad at 5:00 P.M." 

Everyone laughed, and Baba called a recess for ten minutes. When the group had reentered the hall, bhajans were 

sung for some time, after which Baba said: 

Tomorrow, I will speak to you for five minutes and tell you about the gift of love. I am going to test who has 

understood love. I will see who is bold enough to deserve this gift. It matters not if what I am going to tell you 

to do, you are unable to do. If you feel you are not worthy of receiving it, do not worry. If you are not 

courageous enough, then how can I be so when I am in every one of you! Still, there is one remedy. At the time 

of death, if you remember me, you will come to me. 

Gaya Prasad Khare said, "If we are conscious at the time, we can take your name." 

Baba explained: 

To have the consciousness of remembrance at that time, you should begin by remembering me from now on! I 

am taking my own name continuously. Similarly, you, too, should take my name constantly every moment. If 

you cannot do it while living, at least remember to take it at your dying moment! For you, this is the only 

remedy to free yourselves from all your bindings. 

Does Vishnu [of Dhagwan, Hamirpur] know how many children he had during his last birth? You have 

forgotten. How many times you have been born and how many times you had families! You have forgotten all 

this, but their bindings are still with you, and you are creating more bindings by forming new families! Only 

my name can free you from all this bondage. 

It is mere talk to say that one is born and one is dead. All this is a passing show. It is just like the cinema film. 

For the time being, whatever is before our eyes, we see; as soon as it is not there, we forget. There is nothing 

like birth, death, form, father, mother, son, daughter. But you do not know anything of this story. You are in 

bondage. Only repetition of my name will suffice to free the whole world from its entanglements. 

Sixty years after I drop my body, you will find what wonderful changes take place in the world and how many 

people will take my name. There will be thousands who will sacrifice their very life in my name. But how 

fortunate you are that I am in your midst, that you are sitting before me and I am telling you to take my name 

when about to pass away! There will be no one to tell them to take my name after 60 years. 

When milk is being heated, it overflows the vessel when boiling. But when you begin boiling in my love, you 

should boil within and not overflow like milk for outward show. Love is not a thing to be told or expressed to 

anyone. It is a secret to be kept. 

Changing the topic, Baba related the disagreement among his Andhra workers, and how he had brought about a 

settlement. Then, at Baba's request, Vishnu of Dhagwan sang a few more devotional songs. During the singing, the 

rays from Baba's glance touched every man's heart, bringing tears to their eyes as they experienced his love. “It was 

as if the Divine Beloved was merging all in his Ocean of Love!” said Age. 



 

 

After Baba left the hall, instead of sitting in the car, he walked some distance along the road and quietly sat down 

under a tree. His fingers began dancing, and he was absorbed in taking upon himself the burden of the sahavas 

group. After a while, at 5:20 P.M., Baba stood up and took his seat in the car and drove to Meherazad. The group 

stood nearby staring, and then returned immersed in talks of Wine. 

 

The next day, Monday, 21 November 1955, Baba arrived at Meherabad at 7:30 A.M. After going to his cabin, he 

went to see Niranjan Singh who had suffered from diarrhea during the night. Baba advised him to take glucose sugar 

in water and fruit juice, and a cup of milk in the evening. He assured him, "You will be well soon." 

Baba went back to his room and discussed various matters with the mandali. Entering the hall at 8:20 A.M., Baba 

asked those who had not slept to stand. When Sripat Sahai stood up, Baba asked him, "Why didn't you sleep?" He 

replied that he had eaten too much the previous night. Baba humorously turned to question Pukar, "Has your shadow 

fallen on him?" 

Matra Dutta Shastri also could not sleep. He recited a Sanskrit shloka praising the advent of the Avatar Krishna, and 

then in a paroxysm of weeping sought Baba's forgiveness for his sins. Baba called him and held him in a loving 

embrace. 

As Baba was consoling him, someone remarked about Matra Shastri, "He was feeling something within which made 

him restless, and so he couldn't sleep." 

Baba thereupon explained to Shastri: 

Don't be afraid, Shastriji. There is no need to say anything. If I am the Avatar, then I know everything. The only 

thing I have come for and can give is forgiveness. It is the most supreme thing for those who are forgiven. 

Christ often said, "I forgive you, I forgive you." Some considered this as his prasad, but people in general could 

not understand him. 

If I am the Avatar, everything will be forgiven. If I am not the Avatar, what use would it be to ask my 

forgiveness? In fact, there is nothing to be forgiven. There is nothing like good and bad. Due to your bindings, 

you take it that way. In this bondage, there is good and there is bad; but eventually everything is zero. Maya is 

there for you, not for me. 

Were I to tell Niranjan Singh that I have forgiven something, what does it mean? It means that I have freed him 

from the bondage of the thing. Whatever is forgiven is the binding of maya. It is not a great thing for me to 

forgive. But whom to forgive and what to forgive when nothing exists! 

When I tell you I forgive you, what happens? Then your bindings in duality become loose, and it does not take 

time to forgive. Suppose there is a stack of hay. A single lighted match can set it aflame in no time at all. What 

is this pile? Mere scraps of straw [sanskaras]! So for me, whatever your accumulated dirt and refuse of sins, it 

takes me no time to burn them. Divine forgiveness burns them away in no time. 

So, I forgive you, Shastriji. Don't worry about thoughts. Always take my name. Let any thought come; don't 

worry, but continue repeating my name. 

I have explained this to the mandali two or three times before; I tell it to you today. It is a good example. When 

mosquitoes bite you, you come down with malaria. As a preventative, you use a mosquito net. Despite it, the 

mosquitoes buzz outside and are ready to bite you. But the mosquito net saves you from being bitten, and 

consequently, you do not suffer from malaria. Now, mosquitoes are your thoughts, and the mosquito net, either 

old or new, good or bad, is my name, contact and company. When you are within the mosquito net [Baba's 

name] even hoards of mosquitoes buzzing outside [your thoughts, good or bad] will not touch you and you will 

be saved from malaria [bindings]. So always think of Baba's name, and whatever thoughts you might have, 

don't worry about them. 

Shastri had had a passing doubt about Meher Baba's Avatarhood, which disturbed his mind. Without telling Baba 

about it, he had prayed for his forgiveness, and Baba resolved everything without asking for any explanation. This 

incident made Shastri's faith in Baba firm. 

After this, Baba was quiet, just smiling for a while. Then he said: 

Now I will tell you in five minutes about the gift of love which I want to give you. I again remembered it at 

2:00 A.M. this morning. Don’t immediately stand up moved by emotion, but first ask your conscience if you can 

live the life I wish you to live. If honestly you think you can do it, then lead such a life. But let not your ego 

make you say it. If you are unable to live such a life, then do not worry. It is quite easy, but because it is so 

easy, it is so difficult! If you do it, it is a very good thing; else this gift of love will only be with me to give you 

at the opportune moment. 



 

 

Now, listen carefully. Whatever I am about to tell you, consider properly and don’t take it in a hurry. If 

possible, do it; otherwise, don't do it: but don’t pose and say: "I will do it ... I am capable of doing it." 

From the 15th of next February, I am going out for one year. Every day [at midnight] for one year from 15 

February, take my name [audibly] 14 times one day and 28 times the next day — again 14 times on the third 

day and 28 times on the fourth day, and so on — 14 and 28, 14 and 28 times — not a single time more, not a 

single time less. And during the whole 24 hours, never take my name at all [audibly]!23 This is what is called 

love's offering. In the course of ordinary conversation, when you have to speak to someone about me, you can 

take my name, but you should not utter "Baba" during an illness, accident or any such happening good or bad. 

Exactly at twelve midnight, not one second here or there, remember! 

During the 24 hours, you will have to be very cautious not to take my name. The more you will remember, the 

more the danger of your slipping. If someone strikes you forcibly, and if the name slips out unconsciously it 

would mean that you have failed in your attempt. So be very, very careful. Whatever I had to say I have said. 

Now it is for you yourself to manage it as best you can. 

Adarsh Khare asked, "We call our father 'Baba,' and if we are not to use that word, what should we say?" 

"In such a case, you can call him Baba, as you mean him and not me. But at that time, you should have no thought 

of me." 

Baba asked Niranjan Singh, "Do you think anyone in the world will be able to do this?" 

"Possibly," he replied. 

Baba laughed, and one of the men asked, "If one doesn’t have a watch to see the time, what should one do?" 

"In such a case, you may as well ask what one should do if one falls ill, or if one has to go to the toilet at twelve 

midnight! It is difficult. When I say you must not remember me during the 24 hours of the day, it is extremely 

difficult. Definitely you will remember me!" Baba replied. 

Srivastava said, "But you should not scatter thorns!" — meaning, create difficulties. 

"Why should I scatter thorns?" Baba asked. "The only thing is that you must be alert during the remaining 24 hours 

[after the midnight repetition]." 

Srivastava commented, "You will make us fail, Baba!" 

Niranjan Singh added, "Last time, when my friend Harichander Singh came for your darshan, you told him to take 

your name for five minutes every midnight. Afterwards, he told me that to take Baba's name for five minutes at 

some specific time was hard, but to do it for the whole day was easy for him." 

Baba replied, "How difficult it is to remain alert for 24 hours! You have only to take my name 14 times one night 

and 28 times the next; and on top of that, to be cautious not to remember me for the rest of the time. If anyone is 

able to obey this, he will get the gift of love!" 

This statement surprised the sahavas group, and Baba explained: 

In the spiritual path, outward renunciation is not necessary. Be in the world and do your duty by those near and 

dear to you. But there should be no attachment. To lessen it, my name should always be taken now and then. If 

this is not possible, at least take it before going to bed and getting up in the morning. Bewail not calamity, but 

try to put up with it calmly, surrendering to my wish. 

There is no use renouncing the world, your wife, your children and property. Renunciation of the mind is what 

is required. Don't starve your stomach, starve your mind! You take your mind with you in [external] 

renunciation, and constantly have thoughts of your family, wealth, and so forth. 

I will take three or four of the mandali with me from the 15th of February, leaving the rest behind. I will leave 

all thoughts behind too — of the mandali, of you and others. 

Baba asked Daulat Singh to read a favorite verse from the Granth Saheb (Sikh's holy book). He sang a few lines 

about "the Highest of the High, the Lord," and Baba beamed, "It affords me great pleasure to hear this." 

Then, as with the former two language groups, Baba touched on the subject of a seven-day fast, and asked those 

prepared to do it to stand up. Several men volunteered. Looking at Pukar, Baba said, "You are too fat, so you are 

chosen!" 

To Hakumat Rai Kapil, Baba remarked, "You are also quite strong! All right, you too are selected." 

 
23 It was permitted to take Baba’s name internally as often as one could. 



 

 

Selecting Virinder Singh of Dehra Dun, Baba said, "See how I have caught certain Sikhs! How pleased I am with 

you! Guru Nanak is dear to me. The same Nanak is in the world today!"24 

Meherdas (Ramdas) and Kunj Behari were also chosen, and thus five from the Hindi group were selected to fast for 

seven days on water starting 15 February 1956. Baba assured the others who were not chosen not to worry, because 

by their very willingness they had already fasted. 

Addressing those men who were to fast, Baba stated: 

I will give you further instructions tomorrow. Don’t think after fasting that you have advanced spiritually on the 

Path! Once, in Andhra, I made a person fast for 40 days. Thereafter, he had some inner experience and started 

allowing people to garland and worship him. He would tell them about his experience, and that drew them to 

him. 

My instructions regarding fasting or about anything else are, although seemingly easy, difficult to practice. In 

America, this craze of fasting has started and they boast of breaking records! 

Fasting does not increase love. No connection exists between them. All austerities, repetition of God's name, 

penances, et cetera, are quite apart from this fast I am telling you to do. So, as long as I don’t ask you to fast, 

why should you? If you want to fast on your own, fast in such a way that your stomach remains full while your 

mind starves! This is the best fast. 

Referring to the topic of his gift of love, Baba repeated: 

Love is such that it needs no asking for anything. 

When you sit at midnight, on the first night say "Baba, Baba" 14 times, and on the second night 28 times. Thus, 

alternately, do so for one year. Don’t bind yourselves with any thought if it comes, but submit to only one 

binding which is the binding of 14 times and 28 times, no more no less. Although difficult, it is possible. If 

Bhau wants to do it, however, he will fail, because even during deep sleep he unconsciously calls out my name! 

This is his habit. 

For you [those prepared to take Baba's name], it is difficult, because you have to be careful for the rest of the 24 

hours, so that, except for the fixed number of times at midnight, Baba's name does not escape your lips. This 

means that at every moment you will have me in your thoughts. 

It is not necessary for me to tell you that you will do it. If you say I should, then it would seem you cannot do it, 

or are doubtful of your merit to love me. 

Love is a thing about which nothing can be said, uttered or expressed; it is only to be experienced! Don't think 

that you cannot love. If you forget to sit one midnight to take my name, you should not stop but continue it 

from the next night. 

If you cannot do this, then at least remember me sincerely before going to bed each night and upon rising each 

morning, and leave all your good and bad to me. While doing this, have this understanding that everything 

belongs to Baba and so it is being dedicated to him. I have made it quite clear in God Speaks about the mind 

and its activity, and after reading it, you will know what I mean. 

Where there is “nothing," who is good and who is bad? There exists only God, the omniscient and omnipresent. 

He is in you also. He is infinitely merciful. He knows all. He knows all your thoughts. He knows what you will 

think after 50 years; and since He is all-powerful, why does He not put a stop to your thoughts? Where is the 

question of using His power to stop your thoughts? If you think deeply you will understand that I am the only 

doer of good and bad! 

Still, instead of inviting this complication, do one thing: Do as I tell you, leaving aside everything else! Look 

after your family and carry out your daily obligations; but don’t become attached to them, and think of me as 

many times as possible. Thereby you won’t get [enmeshed] deeper into maya. 

Remember what I tell you. Do not distinguish between good and bad; don’t think that you are good and others 

bad. If people vilify you, slander you, don't worry; remember me. Be happy in the happiness of others, and 

sympathize with those in difficulty or sorrow. Then alone will you please me. 

If you become angry, try firmly not to express it. If you believe that you are good and another is bad, then try to 

make him like yourself. But lovingly! If you are well-to-do, feed the poor and help them. When your child or 

dear one is ill or in any difficulty and you feel for him, feel in the same way for the child or dear one of another 

 
24 Guru Nanak was a Perfect Master. By stating “the same Nanak is in the world today,” Baba is equating 

his own stature to that of Nanak, for the benefit of his Sikh followers. 



 

 

as you feel for your own. Let others also enjoy the effects of happiness and riches as you yourself enjoy them. 

How fine it would be were you to heighten your feeling for others and act accordingly. I am one with all in that 

unity. 

Referring to the subject of his devotees going to saints, mahatmas and other holy men, Baba explained: 

I have no objection to your paying homage to such really great ones; but don’t go to them purposely. I am 

everywhere, in everything and everybody. So where is the harm in going to such big souls? You should respect 

those superior to you, and you can see mahatmas if you wish. But don't go to them with the thought that it is 

necessary for you to go to them. 

Dr. Deshmukh is my very learned lover. Seeing me going to masts and bowing down to them, he began doing 

the same. It went to such an extent that he would shoulder a mast, take him to his house and serve him. This 

gave rise to discord between him and his wife. She began wondering what I had told him that caused him to be 

acting in this way! When I came to know of it, I called both to me and told Deshmukh that just as one visits a 

movie house for recreation, or to pass the time, or one goes to see a play, in the same way he could go to masts 

and saints. Even if you go to any saints or mahatmas or masts with spiritual intent, it will not affect me; but if 

you want God-realization, then you must hold fast to my daaman! There is no other way. 

One man posed this question: "I am a frequent visitor to Motiwala Baba, and if he asks me to stay with him when 

you call me to Meherabad, what should I do?" 

If you stay with him, you will create complications. This is the reason why I do not allow my mandali to go to 

anyone in my absence. Occasionally, a mast may ask the mandali to do something to which he cannot agree. 

For example, I have asked the mandali members to observe a fast, and if one of them goes to a saint, and the 

saint in a mood of pure fancy tells him to take food [dine] with him — then what should he do? By having a 

meal with him, my order is broken; and by not accepting his offer, the saint is insulted. In such a circumstance, 

you should respect the saint's wish without breaking my order. So, if Motiwala Baba sends for you at midnight 

— when you are taking my name — tell him that according to your Master's wish, you have to go elsewhere. 

You should all remember this, that I am the Lord of the universe! 

On Baba's prompting, Eruch narrated an incident about a wali (Muslim saint) in Nasik. Baba had asked the mandali 

in Nasik to fast for a day. The wali approached one of them with prasad and insisted on his eating it, which he did. 

This upset Baba, and he instructed the mandali that whenever the wali offered them prasad, they should accept it but 

not eat it. 

Baba concluded, "So, if you are under my orders, you should be very, very careful in approaching others, however 

great they may be spiritually." 

 

Baba permitted a break at 9:30 A.M., and visited the tents of his lovers to inspect the arrangements. He inquired 

about their food and reassured Keshav Nigam that if he had any complaint in regard to their meals, he should bring 

it to Pendu's attention. "But that does not mean you should request him to prepare food according to individual tastes 

and likings," teased Baba, "as that would drive him mad!" 

To Was Deo Kain's father-in-law, Baba commented, "I am very happy that you came here." 

The group reassembled in the hall at 10:10, and Ghani’s brother, Abdur Rehman, sang two ghazals, which Baba 

liked very much. Matra Dutta Shastri was again overcome with emotion, and standing up, began clapping and 

singing. At first no one clapped with him, but when Baba joined in, all others followed suit. The hall echoed with the 

sound, and Age was moved by the rhythm of Wine. Shastri started dancing, and Kunj Behari joined him. After some 

time, Baba stopped the singing and commented, "If you know how to love me, your very existence will change. 

Your life will end in Freedom; but it is not easy!" 

At Baba’s request, a few men told jokes, and at eleven everyone went for lunch. Baba also walked to the dining 

pandal. While entering the kitchen, Baba found one of the stone steps loose and took the workers to task, warning, 

"Don't you see this? If someone falls and breaks a leg, it will be calamitous to my sahavas. It is better to lose some 

money than for someone to slip and lose a limb!" Immediately, the faulty stone was repaired. 

After lunch, Baba met in the hall with Keshav and the workers from Hamirpur. As he had previously explained to 

the Telugu group, in a similar manner Baba explained how to do his work in his name. Keshav translated into Hindi 

Eruch's English interpretations of Baba's hand signs and gestures. 

After tea, all gathered in the hall at 3:00 P.M., where Vishnu of Dhagwan sang bhajans at Baba's request. Addressing 

Pukar, Baba said, "Do you have a [singing] voice?" 

Pukar rejoined, "I can speak, so I must have a voice!" 



 

 

Everyone laughed, and Baba asked, "What sort of voice do you have?" 

Pukar said, "That is for others to judge." 

Baba asked him to sing a song, and he attempted it in a soft, off-key tone. Baba commented, "What a small voice for 

such a large body! Your voice only you can hear!" 

Smiling, Baba added, "I enjoy teasing you, Pukar!" 

Vishnu of Dhagwan began another song, but before he could finish, Mohan Lal Sharma of Delhi joined in and began 

to sing in an emotional tone. When he finished, Baba asked Kishan Singh to sing, and he very loudly began: "From 

Shiva's phallus has emerged Merwan! Jai Meher Baba, Jai Merwan!" His voice was so loud it carried over 200 

yards, and the entire assembly shook with laughter. Baba, too, was smiling.25 

Baba called upon Was Deo Kain to sing, but on the excuse that he had a sore throat, he escaped. Baba reminisced, 

"In Manzil-e-Meem, there was a Parsi lad who was an exceptionally good singer. The only trouble was he would 

become nervous when told to sing and would begin coughing and stammering. But once he started, he would go on 

singing without stopping." 

Baba asked Hiralal, "How is your eczema? Have you taken Padri's medicine?" 

Hiralal answered, "I took it, but instead of feeling better, I feel worse. I feel uneasy." 

"What sort of restlessness do you have?" 

Hiralal replied, "I am not sure, but I will not be able to return to Hamirpur." 

Baba teased, "The very thought of your remaining here makes me restless! I will have to see that your itch 

disappears and also this new malady. On your recovery, you will have to leave for home." 

"Cured or not cured," said Hiralal, "I want only Baba, and I will stay here so that I can see you daily." 

"In that case," Baba joked, "your eczema won't leave you but will spread ‘inside’! You will have physical and 

mental eczema!" 

"Let it be outward or inward, I won't return home!" 

Baba gestured to Padri, "For God's sake, give him some medicine so that he will get well soon and leave!" 

Hiralal said, "I need no medicine to go home." 

Everyone laughed, including Baba, who assured him, "Don't worry, I have the proper medicine for your disease." 

At 3:50 P.M., Baba asked the Hindi group to accompany him to Arangaon, where he had been invited by the 

villagers. Niranjan Singh and other indisposed or elderly lovers were driven in Adi's car, while Baba and the group 

walked the distance. There Baba first stepped into the old shrine of Buaji Bua, the Hindu Perfect Master who had 

had himself buried alive 400 years ago. His shrine is known as Dakhta (Little) Pandharpur. Women were standing 

with garlands and an arti tray, and performed Baba’s arti. From all directions, women ran to touch Baba's feet, and 

although it was forbidden, they would not listen and literally fell at his feet. Baba sat down near Buaji Bua's samadhi 

where, turn by turn, the women garlanded him. Addressing the sahavas group, Baba observed, "Although the people 

of Arangaon are poor, their love for me is great. I will visit today some of my lovers' families." 

A large crowd collected, and Baba was led in a grand procession to the houses of some from the village. Dust stirred 

everywhere as the villagers danced and played lezim (finger-bells and cymbals). In every house, Baba's arti was 

sung and he was garlanded; even in tiny huts he would sit smiling. He embraced the children and reminded their 

elders about the old days, when they were students in the Hazrat Babajan School. 

After visiting the houses of his Arangaon lovers, Baba came to the Family Quarters where Walu, Sidhu’s wife 

Radha, Bhagu, Jangle, Mukta and their children performed his arti. Because of the sahavas congregation in 

Meherabad, the masts Mohammed and Ali Shah were being kept there. When Baba met with the two masts, 

Mohammed caught Baba by the hand and said, "Dada, take me to Satara." 

Pendu informed Baba that Mohammed was not eating. 

Mohammed said, "I am taking food, Dada; Pendu is telling a lie!" Baba laughed at the mast’s remark. 

Baba returned to Meherabad with the sahavas group at about 5:30 P.M. He inquired about Niranjan Singh's health 

and advised him to continue Padri's treatment. Baba then went to his cabin, where he discussed matters with 

 
25 Although Baba would laugh heartily at times, he was always silent. His laughter did not make the least 

sound.  



 

 

Nariman, who had just returned from Bombay. Nariman informed Baba that all the Bombay lovers were highly 

gratified with their week of sahavas. They had absorbed his love and the effect of its Wine had not yet lessened.26 

At 6:00 P.M., Eruch brought the car near the cabin, and Baba left for Meherazad amid shouts of his Jai! 

 

The next morning, Tuesday, 22 November 1955, Baba arrived at Meherabad at 7:40 A.M., and after conversing with 

Pendu, Padri and Vishnu in his cabin for an hour, he came into the hall. As usual, he asked those who had not slept 

the night before to stand. Some rose and gave various reasons of indisposition for their sleeplessness. Baba advised 

them, "If you cannot sleep, do not worry. Two or three hours of sleep is sufficient. Try to sleep, and don't chase it 

away by unnecessary thoughts. But if in spite of your efforts you cannot sleep, don't worry." 

Because Was Deo Kain was nursing Niranjan Singh, he had not slept. Baba embraced him. 

Raisaheb Ramashankar said, "I dreamt last night that my head was chopped off, and I was still alive!" 

Baba commented wryly, "If in the awake state you become headless and yet live, it will be a superb thing!" 

Vishnu of Dhagwan said, "I too dreamt last night. I was singing bhajans when I saw Baba and those accompanying 

him falling down. I was frightened, but immediately afterwards, I saw Baba sitting in the hall on his chair." 

Baba remarked, "It was good that you saw others falling along with me. When I rise up, I will rise with all. When I 

break my silence, all will rise. This is true." 

Another man said, "Last night, because of the Arangaon scene before my eyes, I could not sleep. In it, I saw you 

showering your love on all." 

One man explained that he did not sleep, and the entire time kept looking at Baba's picture. Baba said, "If you get 

sleep, sleep; otherwise, continue looking at my photograph. When I cannot sleep, I see the pictures of my children in 

the world, and also my own picture everywhere." 

He added, "In America, Nilu did not sleep for three months, because the whole night he was keeping watch by me; 

and, although he was permitted to, he could not sleep during the day, either. Nevertheless, he was hale and hearty; 

his health was good. You all have been sleeping from ages past, and now I have come to awaken you!" 

The poor program was to be held that day, and Adarsh Khare said, "In the time of Ram, a boatman washed Ram's 

feet and did his puja [worship ceremony]. Perhaps in this Avataric period, Baba is seeking that boatman from among 

the poor so that he may serve him!" 

Baba responded: 

What you surmise is correct, but my explanation of why I am doing this is also true. I serve the masts because 

they represent various parts of my body. Some are the left hand, some the right; some are my nose, some my 

ear; and each and every part is useful and important for my work. From the beginning, I have been telling you 

that I am the Highest of the High and lowest of the low! I am the Ocean of Love, and I bestow love on you and 

accept love from you. I am with you, too. Lover and Beloved are all one. In the end [after God-realization], you 

will find that by loving me, you were only loving yourself. 

To the Gujarati group, and in God Speaks, I have explained the difference between the Avatar and the Sadgurus. 

I said then that when the Avatar descends, God becomes man. The Sadguru is a man who has become God. 

The world says the Avatar is born, as I become you all. In truth, the Sadgurus bring me down. On the gross 

plane, I am viewed differently according to the level of consciousness of the creatures concerned. I am one 

with the ants in the form of ants, and with men in the form of men. When I come on this plane, I become 

everything. 

Today, I will be the poorest among the poor while washing their feet, and if you take Baba's name, everything 

will be nullified. So you must take God's name according to your religion. There is no harm if you utter Ram or 

Krishna, as I am them. When my work with the poor is over, I will become what I am. I affirm, I am the 

Highest of the High. Truth always remains Truth. We cannot disguise Truth or change it. When we speak of the 

Truth, we do not compromise. To approach Truth, you should approach it through Truth itself: no hide-and-

seek here. 

 
26 Arnavaz was permitted to stay at Meherazad for a few days at the end of November 1955. 

 



 

 

One day you will know what I say is quite true, and from that Experience, you will understand that nothing has 

happened so far, nothing is happening and nothing will ever happen! In Eternity, time does not exist. What was 

there 600 years before? What was before that, and before that? God was and you were, and God is and you are! 

You cannot grasp this with your mind and its infinite thoughts. How far can you imagine? Imagination is 

limitless, and where there is no end, there is eternity. There is nothing like time. God has always existed. He is. 

Eternity goes on being eternity, and it has no past, present or future. What happened in the past is in the present 

as nothing happened! There is nothing except the present moment, which is from the beginningless beginning. 

It is difficult to grasp this, because it is beyond the realm of intellect. 

The poor program started at 8:45 A.M. and lasted for one hour. Two hundred and fifty poor men and women were 

brought, and as usual, Baba washed their feet and paid each four rupees. During the program, those in the sahavas 

group who were Hindu uttered "Parabrahma Paramatma!" and the Muslims "Allah hu Akbar!" This time, too, Baba 

himself washed the table on which the poor people had stood, as if cleansing it of something. While he was washing 

it, a boy was standing nearby. Making him stand on the table, Baba washed his feet also. He then thoroughly rinsed 

the table with water and instructed Pendu to burn the towels with which he had wiped the feet of the poor. This time, 

several among them were blind, and one was a leper. 

When Baba was on his way to his cabin after the program, he embraced Srivastava and joked, "When I feel cold, I 

embrace someone." 

Baba entered the hall ten minutes later. Abdur Rehman sang a few ghazals, after which everyone went for lunch. 

In the afternoon personal and group interviews were held. Baba urged Was Deo Kain: “Live your life in such a way 

that this love and truth and honesty shine out from you like a crystal, so that people will know about me even 

without your uttering a word.” 

Rama Kalchuri's brother, Dhiraj, was called. Baba asked him about Rama and Bhau's children, advising him, "Bhau 

is always with me, so carefully look after Rama, Sheela and Mehernath, and see that they are not put to any trouble. 

You may now depart for home with this group." Dhiraj had been called to Meherabad for a month as one of the 

workers, but he returned home, according to Baba's order. A week later, when a family emergency suddenly arose, 

he understood why he had been sent back early. 

After the interviews were over, Baba was driven back to Meherazad at 5:00 P.M. 

 

The next morning, Wednesday, 23 November 1955, Baba arrived at Meherabad at 7:30 A.M. He met with the 

mandali for half an hour in his cabin, and then went to the hall. As usual, he asked those who could not sleep the 

night before to stand up and state the reason. Pritam Singh said, "Baba, you did not permit me to sleep! When Baba 

is awake the whole night, how could I sleep?" This pleased Baba, and he embraced Pritam Singh. 

Bal Kisan Bakhshi's son, Lal, said, "I was remembering the pleasant times we had when you were in Dehra Dun, and 

so I could not sleep." He was weeping as he spoke, and Baba embraced him also. 

One man said he lost sleep because they had been asked to leave Meherabad on the 24th instead of the 25th. "With 

the greatest difficulty, I managed to come and get leave [from his job] to stay with Baba until the 25th. The thought 

of leaving a day early has robbed me of sleep." 

Baba assured him, "You may stay here until the 25th, but I will not come here that day. I have to attend to other 

things in between the departure of this group and the arrival of another. Now that you have already passed a 

sleepless night over your intention, it is equal to your staying with me on the 25th." 

Nanak Chand said, "In truth, I slept well but I stood up hoping to have Baba's embrace!" Everyone laughed, and 

Baba embraced him. 

Adarsh Khare declared that because he was thinking of Baba, he could not sleep. Baba asked his father Gaya Prasad, 

“Did you sleep?” 

Gaya replied, "I slept very well. I could sleep because of Adarsh's restlessness!" 

During the personal interviews the day before, Adarsh Khare had expressed his ardent wish to stay with Baba, and 

Baba had inquired who would look after his wife and children. Adarsh's father was very pleased with his son's desire 

and took full responsibility for his son's family. Baba replied that he would decide about it the following day, and so 

the whole night Adarsh was wondering whether or not Baba would accept him. 

Baba disclosed the details of his interview with Adarsh, and declared to the gathering, "There is only one in a 

thousand like Gaya Prasad! He dedicates his own son to me out of his love for me, and I am very happy with him." 



 

 

Baba permitted Adarsh to stay with him for a year, starting from 15 February, but readers will see how this promised 

period of “one year” was shortened to only one month. 

Baba instructed the assembly not to correspond with him during his one-year absence. About the repetition of his 

name at midnight, he stated: 

All of you must be attentive. Even the gods and angels, who love me greatly, cannot fathom my intent in asking 

you to take my name 14 and 28 times alternately every midnight from the 15th of February for exactly one 

year. It is easy to take my name 100,000 times a day, but to take it only 14 and 28 times according to my 

instructions is very, very difficult — because, for the rest of the time, it is essential one be careful not to utter 

my name at all [audibly]. The reason this has been given to you is so that during all 24 hours of the day my 

remembrance may be there, but the fixed outlet audibly only once in 24 hours at the fixed time. 

A man interrupted, "It can be done only by your grace." 

Baba said: 

You don't know anything about grace! I am as hard as steel, and the flow of my grace depends on the depth of 

love of the one who seeks it. One must draw the grace out of me! If, sitting under this roof, you ask the sun to 

pour its rays here and warm you, how is it possible? The first thing required is to remove the roof! 

Remember one thing. Inwardly, in your heart, you can take my name as many times as you can in 24 hours; but 

audibly say "Baba, Baba" only at the fixed time and for the fixed number of times as instructed. Another thing 

is to not forget Life Circular No. 25 [“The Die Is Cast”]; read through it with my remembrance. You will say 

that I went to Andhra to give my sahavas to women, and I did not come to Delhi. But remember, I am not 

bound in any way. If I say it is dark now, you should agree without the least hesitation! 

Surrender is so difficult. I, myself, would not be able to do it! To descend as the Avatar is easy, but to surrender 

mind, body and soul is impossible! Hafiz says: "Whatever the Master says, accept it with all your heart without 

thinking." If I tell you I will visit your house tomorrow but don't, and again promise and don't come — and 

continue doing like this — you should not think about it. There should not be the slightest doubt in your mind. 

But who can trust this human mind? 

Hafiz says: “Because you cannot grasp them yourself, do not tell lies about truths you hear from a Master." 

When a Sadguru says something, you cannot understand what he means. So, if you do not follow him, you 

should not come to the conclusion that he is telling a lie. If you say the Perfect Master is lying, then it is you 

yourself who are lying, because you cannot grasp what he says. 

From here, you should all go directly to your respective homes. Do not break your journey for pilgrimage along 

the way. To come to me is, in itself, difficult; and therefore, when you go, go straight home. If you do not do it, 

it would mean your coming to me here is half-hearted. It would mean you had not come here exclusively for 

me. 

Baba cited the instance of Dr. Daulat Singh, who was once a very well-known and influential man. But, although he 

fell on hard times, his love for Baba did not diminish. He had full faith in Baba's will and was content in all 

circumstances. 

At 8:45 A.M., Baba escorted the Hindi group up Meherabad Hill, and they were shown the same spots as the other 

groups before them. Different group photographs with Baba were also taken. On his return at 10:00 A.M., Baba 

granted personal interviews, which lasted until 5:00 P.M. While departing, Sripat Sahai read out a poem to Baba, and 

thereafter, amidst shouts of his Jai, Baba departed for Meherazad. 

 

On the morning of 24 November 1955, the sahavas group and most of the mandali went to Meherazad, where Baba 

inquired about the group's health. Those unwell were advised to consult either Nilu or Padri, and Baba had Baidul 

give them medicine in his presence. 

Baba spoke about Gadge Maharaj, the revered saint of Maharashtra. Gadge Maharaj had then come to Ahmednagar 

and was staying at Akbar Press. Adi Sr. had gone to see him that morning, and after meeting him, arrived at 

Meherazad. Adi told Baba that Gadge Maharaj had invited Baba to Nasik. He had said, " I am like a tiny sparrow, 

and Baba is like a magnificent sun. I wish Baba would come to Nasik to give darshan. I am an ignoramus, and Baba 

is all-knowledge!" 

Baba instructed Adi, "Go tell Gadge Maharaj that I cannot go to Nasik, because I have to spend one year in 

seclusion. But Maharaj can come and see me even during my seclusion." (In fact, Gadge Maharaj “met” Baba by 

coming to him eternally, for shortly afterwards the saint passed away.) 



 

 

The Hindi sahavas group was taken around the Meherazad property, and led up Seclusion Hill. Baba also pointed 

out seven mango saplings, the seeds of which had been given to him by a mast in Madras. 

Referring to masts, Baba said, "Those who lose their bodily consciousness in divine love are called masts. I love 

them very much. My love for them is like that of a mother for her children. A mother cares for her children, lovingly 

cleans their stool and always remembers them. In the same way, I, too, am like a mother to the masts and have full 

concern and thought for them." 

The sahavas group then returned to Meherabad. Baba arrived there around 11:00 A.M. and had his lunch there. A 

qawaal and his group from Aurangabad had been called, and the singing began at 2:30 P.M. and lasted for three and 

a half hours. Baba was in a light and cheerful mood, and would intermittently explain the meaning of certain lines 

from the ghazals. 

Age recorded, “The atmosphere was surcharged with intoxication, and each man, forgetting everything else, gazed 

at the Beloved. Light from his eyes penetrated their hearts and obliterated their darkness. All felt overjoyed and 

drenched themselves in the shower of bliss.” 

This time, Aloba could not control his emotions; he leapt up and began dancing. A few mandali led him from the 

hall to another room, where Bhau remained to look after him. 

At 6:30 P.M., the qawaali program was over, and the singers left. Baba's coat was soiled by the many garlands 

around his neck. Eruch removed the garlands, and Baba took off the coat. Eruch brought another coat, and as Baba 

was putting it on, he became merged within himself. He was oblivious to his surroundings for some time. His body 

did not move except for his fingers, which danced to a tune only he could hear. The atmosphere was still. Everyone 

present became serious, and a deep peacefulness descended. It seemed as if Baba was assigning a place to every 

individual heart in his own Infinite Heart, binding each one to him inextricably. 

Suddenly he stood up and walked to the door. From there, he walked back seven paces to his chair, and again 

walked seven steps forward toward the door. Coming out of the hall, he surveyed the gathering, and his glance made 

the gift of his love in them weep. That day was the last day of sahavas for the Hindi group, and the Beloved's glance 

ripped at their hearts. Without a word, Baba sat in the car, and was hailed as the Ancient, Divine Beloved by a 

torrent of tears. Baba departed for Meherazad, and the earth of Meherabad was dampened by the lovers' pain. The 

pang of separation began throbbing in every heart as his car sped off into the distance. 

Pendu, Bhau, Vishnu, Kohiyar, Nana Kher, Bal Natu and others had arranged for the sahavas group's bus departure 

to the train station; but after the joy of Baba's company for the past five days, the sadness at his departure turned into 

a flood of tears released from every eye. Those stricken with grief were made with difficulty to take their seats in the 

buses. Taking Baba inwardly with them, they left Meherabad in tears. But their tears of separation had the joy of his 

company mixed with them, and they departed with this treasure of combined joy and sorrow. 

Several men were to leave the following morning, and on reaching Meherazad, Baba sent Eruch back to Meherabad 

with a message for them. To those still in Meherabad, Eruch read out this written message from God in human form: 

Take my love with you joyfully, with a happy mind and cheer in your hearts. I am always with you, but during 

the return journey and at home you should feel my presence. May you live a life of love, and live and die for 

me in that love. 

Hurrying to the railway station, Eruch handed the typed message to those about to depart. 

 

By the next day, the entire Hindi group had departed, and preparations were underway for the incoming Marathi 

group. The number of this fourth and final group had increased to more than 200 men. Baba came to Meherabad on 

25 November, and discussed with Pendu and other mandali about increasing arrangements for the sahavasees' 

accommodations. In front of Baba's cabin, an additional pandal was raised, in which Baba instructed Pendu to make 

room for some of the extra guests. 

On the 26th, he brought the women mandali to see the sahavas arrangements. They returned to Meherazad, and Baba 

attended a qawaali performance in the afternoon from 2:00 to 5:00 at lower Meherabad by the Khuldabad qawaals. 

The singers had good voices and Baba highly enjoyed their performance. 

By the afternoon of the 27th, almost all of the 213 Marathi contingent members had arrived. The garden was again 

full of birds, and their sweet singing commenced. Buses ferrying the lovers to Meherabad ran continually to and 

from the station until 2:00 A.M., and the mandali kept awake to see that everyone was accommodated properly in the 

tents. Because this was the last group and the largest so far, several men who did not speak Marathi were also 

permitted to attend. 



 

 

Baba came to Meherabad from Meherazad at 7:15 A.M., on Monday, 28 November 1955 and walked straight to his 

cabin, where he discussed arrangements with the mandali. Meanwhile, the sahavas group collected on the verandah 

holding garlands. As soon as Baba came out of his cabin, the air resounded with thunderous cries of “Avatar Meher 

Baba Ki Jai!” Baba entered the hall. The congregation began garlanding him; but unlike the Hindi and Telugu 

groups, the Marathi sahavas group was not orderly, as more than one at a time would rush forward to garland him. 

To touch Baba's feet was strictly forbidden, but practically no one could resist. Baba would crack jokes with each as 

they approached. Dr. Deshmukh was a bit clumsy when garlanding him, so Baba remarked, "He is a professor of 

philosophy, yet he does not know how to garland properly." Baba gestured to Deshmukh to garland him again, this 

time correctly, which he did. 

Dr. G. S. N. Moorty from Kharagpur was coming to Meherabad for the first time and only came after Deshmukh 

sent him a telegram urging him to come at any cost. Moorty had not purchased a garland and was feeling bad about 

this. Baba told him, “Don’t worry. Become my living garland. I will help you to become my real, living garland.” 

Gadekar had brought a very large garland, and Baba asked facetiously, "Have you no pity for me? You want to 

weigh my neck down with such a big burden!" Baba asked its cost, and when he replied only ten rupees, everyone 

had a hearty laugh. 

Soon after the garlanding had begun, Baba stretched out his legs, had them covered by a white sheet, and then 

pointing to it stated to the rest of those approaching him, "Place your garlands here as you would on the tomb of 

someone very dear to you." 

Mauni Bua stepped in front of Baba to garland him. Baba had previously kept him on silence and then, in Satara, 

ordered him to break it in his presence. But Mauni Bua had again begun observing silence. Baba asked him to speak 

the words Parabrahma Paramatma which he did. Baba again ordered him to start speaking from that day on. 

Baba lovingly embraced one man who had come to see him after quite a long while. This prompted Burjor A. Gai of 

Delhi to step forward for an embrace, and thereupon Baba admonished him, "You should not have done that as you 

see I am not embracing others." 

When Abdul Majid Khan approached Baba and placed a large basket of flowers before him, Baba inquired, "Why 

do you look so wan and pulled down? How is it you have become so thin? Perhaps it is because of your love for 

me!" Abdul Khan replied he had been ill. 

Heaps of garlands were piled on Baba's lap by the time every man had finished and, calling Waman Subnis, Baba 

remarked, "You are an athlete, so remove these garlands!" Waman did as told and piled them on the verandah.27 

Baba then began: 

You have five days here. Be free and at home in my sahavas here. If you want to weep, weep inwardly; 

outwardly put on a smiling countenance. Don’t waste time tomorrow with garlanding me. Let us not waste 

money, and let me not be burdened with garlands. I have only two pink-colored coats, and this one has already 

been spoiled by your garlands. They won't last long. Don’t shout "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" every time, 

either. What is the use in doing that? Shout within your heart; it must be heard only by you, not by others. 

Today and tomorrow, I will give you some explanations regarding the four subjects in the Directions. I have 

explained the same things to the Gujarati, Telugu and Hindi groups. We will spend the first two days in 

explanations. We will not hurry, but proceed slowly. 

Be very attentive. Whether a point sounds small or big, be equally attentive. Try to grasp what I say. If you 

cannot grasp it, then at least listen carefully. Listening to me will not be in vain. You will be able to grasp what 

I say today, after years, or even after some births! I may crack jokes. I may be serious, but be attentive. 

Baba asked Yeshwant Rao of Sakori, "Are you listening?" 

“Yes, I am listening, Baba,” he said. 

Introducing him, Baba remarked, "Yeshwant Rao is my old companion." Baba continued: 

For the five days you are here with me in my sahavas, you should forget completely all your worries. Let the 

atmosphere you have been living in be left behind and remain where it is. Physically and mentally, be here. 

 

27 Waman Subnis was an old devotee who had stayed with Baba at Meherabad, Toka and elsewhere. 



 

 

Follow me wherever I go. If you cannot do that, then although physically present here, mentally you will 

always be in your old atmosphere. 

Dhake was translating in Marathi what Eruch was conveying in English from Baba's gestures. Baba inquired if any 

other language translation was necessary besides English and Marathi, but no one said he felt the need for it. 

I will come straight to what I have to say, without beating about the bush and speaking in a roundabout way. It 

is very difficult for one to understand the spiritual path, and still more difficult to be on the Path. If you merely 

want to hear and understand about this Path, there are volumes written about it. You can also go to saints and 

sadhus and listen to their explanations. But the Path is beyond intelligence, beyond mental understanding, 

beyond mind itself. 

God Speaks narrates this from the beginning to the end. Anyone who reads it from the first word to the last will 

understand it mentally, but that does not mean that thereby he has become God or has caught hold of God. 

Reading, hearing [explanations], praying, jap-tap, sadhana do not make one enter the Path. By these means, 

instead of freeing ourselves, we get more and more bound. I tell you this on my own authority. You may fast 

indefinitely, you may hang upside down, you may knock your brains out on stones, yet they will never lead you 

to the Path. 

I will explain. Suppose one stops eating. This in itself creates bindings because the mind is still functioning and 

impressions are created. Doing anything — sleeping or keeping awake, movement, running, breathing — 

everything creates impressions. This complication of sanskaras is always there, and it is impossible for you to 

free yourselves from it! But I will tell you how you can get free. 

There are three remedies for these self-created bindings. For every individual here, the whole world exists 

because of the I. Because I am, the whole world is. Because Dhake is there, the whole world is there [for him]. 

Because of us the world exists. When we enter deep sleep, we are not at all conscious of ourselves, of this 

world or anything else. Now, I am here. It is because of my existence that all of you are here. Had Dhake not 

existed, these things would not have existed for him. 

How to get ourselves out of these entanglements of impressions? It is through the impression that I exist and 

because of my existence that this whole cosmos exists. Eternally we are all one God. Every day, when we enter 

into the sound sleep state, the sound sleep state is the most original God state, and for any individual in that 

state there exists nothing except himself — of which he is unconscious. When we wake up, through the mind 

we again become conscious of this duality, because the sanskaras wake us up. Again we retire into our original 

state and again we find ourselves in this cage [of maya]. Although daily we enter into our most original state, 

we know not of it, and again become aware of this duality. 

Now what is required is that we must be conscious in our most original state of sound sleep with wide open 

eyes all the time, and then we will experience only Oneness and know that we are God. But it is so totally 

impossible. Why? Because we have I [ego] with us. 

God is infinitely more vital to our existence than our own breath, which is our very life. Your breath is your life. 

Breath is so vitally associated with our being that as soon as we stop breathing, we are dead. Look at the fun of 

it. All of you breathe. But you never give a thought to your breathing. Even in the most original state of sound 

sleep, you are breathing but you do not know it. It is so very vitally associated with our life, we have not even 

the need to remember it. 

Baba joked, "If we do not finish this off soon, some of you will start yawning and go into the most original state!" 

Explaining further, Baba continued: 

We are only aware of our breathing when we exert ourselves. Then we come to know just how vital our breath 

is for life. Compared to your breathing, God is infinitely nearer to you! When we are unconscious of our 

breathing, how can we be conscious of God, Who is so very near us? When one is about to drown, he becomes 

aware of his breath. Therefore, to experience God, one must drown in the Ocean of Divinity! We say a lot of 

things and try to understand them; but to be conscious of our Real Existence, we must drown in the Ocean of 

Divine Love! 

Many years ago, a well-dressed man came to me — when I appeared as in the second photograph on the wall — 

and told me that for 40 years he was in search of God, and did everything as the saints directed him, but still 

could not find God. I told him if he obeyed me he would get God-realization. He replied, "What is there to 

obedience? I am ready to cut off my head and lay it at your feet!" 

I was glad to hear this. I told him there was no need to cut off his head, but he should roam about the streets of 

Ahmednagar naked. He said, "This is too difficult since I am a resident of Nagar and many know me there. I 

hold a good position there. How is it possible to do as you say?" 



 

 

So just think how easy it is to cut off the head, and how difficult it is to obey me! I will tell you later about love, 

obedience and surrender. 

I want to open your eyes about miracles. It is so difficult to understand the meaning of the spiritual path, and to 

know those who are really on the Path is even more difficult. In India, it is a common habit that if people see a 

man dressed in an ocher-colored kafni with a flowing beard and long hair, they hasten to revere him and others 

follow suit in worshiping him, even rich and intelligent persons. 

There are seven planes of consciousness. When you pass into the first plane, you lose consciousness of your 

body. You see wonderful sights, hear sweet music and smell sweet smells. You simply go mad! Thus, as one 

progresses on the Path from one plane to the next, one loses one's consciousness in the same way a man throws 

aside his covering of a sheet or blanket before getting out of bed. One who is on the Path becomes completely 

mad! People think such a one is actually mad. Suppose from a doctor's point of view Rangole is totally mad, 

and Sarosh, although he appears mad, is actually on the Path. Sarosh has no body consciousness; he neither 

eats nor sleeps. Outwardly, both Sarosh and Rangole appear mad. So how can Vinoo tell the difference? 

Baba repeated the story of the deranged Fakir Bua: 

In the beginning, here in Meherabad, there was a school, hospital, Mad Ashram, et cetera. In the Mad Ashram, 

one named Fakir Bua was more mad than anyone else. Tyebali of Poona was working here. After the Mad 

Ashram was disbanded, Fakir Bua was sent back to Poona. He had the habit of moving his fingers, similar to 

me. Tyebali spread the rumor that Fakir Bua was my chargeman! Hearing about it, people in Poona began 

approaching him and taking his darshan. 

P. N. Limkar stood up and affirmed, "I have seen people taking Fakir Bua's darshan. He is now dead." 

Baba continued: 

Fakir Bua was oblivious to his surroundings and completely mad. He was neither on the spiritual path, nor was 

he pretending to be mad. He had not the slightest idea why people were coming to him and paying him respect. 

But now, I warn you against posing, because to be a hypocrite, to pretend to be what you are not, is a very low 

type of sin. 

There are many who are hypocrites. They create an atmosphere around them which outwardly resembles that of 

a Spiritual Master. So naturally they gather crowds before them. Paramatma is all-merciful, forgives all, but not 

hypocrites! You may be good or bad, but outwardly show what you are inwardly. I always tell those who love 

me that if they feel I am the Avatar and Ancient One, they should say so openly. But if there is the slightest 

doubt in your mind about it, then say you don’t feel Baba is the Avatar. If you think I am a fraud, say so. I am 

the Ancient One, and whatever you say does not affect me in the least. If the whole world were to bow down at 

my feet or oppose me, it is one and the same to me. I remain unaffected by praise or abuse. 

Abdul Majid, if you don’t feel Baba to be the Avatar, don’t tell people that he is. If you speak about me at your 

own place and say: "Baba is the Avatar, the only Reality and everything else is illusion," and at the same time, 

if you were to get a telegram about the death of your wife and start beating your breast, sobbing and crying — 

what will your audience think? They will find that you behave differently from what you exhort, and what you 

call illusion you now weep about! You preach what you yourself do not practice. You have the right to tell 

people about me only when you yourself practice what I tell you! 

Abdul Majid Khan declared, "I have full faith in your Avatarhood, Baba, and on the strength of that faith I inform 

people about you." 

Baba replied, "I know it. You have full faith in me, and I love you. You are my gem." 

 

After a fifteen-minute recess, everyone reassembled at 9:35 A.M. in the hall, and Baba continued his dictation: 

When I say I am the Ancient One, I am in you all, in everything, and I alone am — this I of mine is different 

from Eruch's I which says "I am Eruch." The question naturally arises, what is the difference between the I of 

the Ancient One and the I of all others? What more can I say, because I am the Ancient One! And what more 

can Eruch say besides, "I am a man, I am Eruch." In the same way, besides declaring that I am the Ancient 

One, there is nothing else to say. It is quite natural for me to say so, as I am THAT! My I is the Truth, infinite 

and indivisible! Your I is false, limited and full of duality. 

After reading God Speaks, you will understand that you are God, but this understanding will not give you the 

authority to say that you are God. In the book, a clear picture of this is given. Never before have such truths 

been revealed. And when Vinoo reads it, he will know that he is God, but he will not have the authority to 

declare that he is God. For that, he must have the experience as I have, just as he knows himself to be a man. 



 

 

Rishis and munis long for my company. All of you are very lucky. I am the Ancient One. I alone am 

everywhere. I am in you all, and there is no one besides me. 

Referring to miracles, Baba repeated what he had explained to the previous three groups: 

Now we shall speak of miracles. Letters from lovers of different places are received: "We saw Baba here 

physically ... By Baba's grace my dead child became alive ... By Baba's nazar our business has prospered," and 

so on, and so forth. 

To them, I say: I have nothing to do with miracles. The path of spirituality or love has nothing to do with 

miracles. Over the ages, I have not performed any miracles. Such phenomena may happen through the 

devotee's love and faith, but that does not mean that Baba is responsible for them. I am the Ancient One. Age 

after age, I come among you. My first great miracle was this whole creation, and the second will be when I 

break my silence. In between, all the [so-called] miracles that may be attributed to me are not mine. 

Baba dwelled on the fulfillment of worldly desires by saints and sadhus, and his explanation was similar to that 

given to the other groups. He also said: 

If anyone approaches a Shah Saudagar [merchant prince] to purchase a needle, it would be ridiculous, because 

he is a great merchant dealing in vast quantities of wares. Even a wholesaler would not sell a single needle. For 

that, you have to go to a retailer. 

What I want from you is your love, and I have always been saying it. But I must first give you the gift of my 

love; otherwise, how can you love me! To love me is no joke. Volumes have been written on the spiritual path 

and its first step. In the end, it is mentioned that for one to realize God, cycles and cycles of time are required to 

achieve Union. In this world, there are Mard-e-Khuda — real lovers of God. They have actually become the 

very dust of the feet of the Beloved. But from one lakh of such persons, only one, after cycles, realizes God. 

Love cannot be created by doing arti, performing puja, garlanding or other traditional forms of worship. Hafiz 

says: 

"Love cannot be produced through rites, rituals and ceremonies. 

Nothing of the sort creates love. It should be gained as a love-gift." 

What is the gift of love? It means my pleasure to give you just a glimpse of my Reality. No sooner do you 

experience it than you are set on fire with love. Suppose Vinoo has never seen a woman, although he has read 

all about women, love, et cetera. He has learned everything, but has not seen. If by chance he comes face to 

face with a beautiful woman, what is his condition? He craves and desires to embrace the beauty, and as long 

as his desire remains unfulfilled, it will go on increasing. 

Baba spoke to the Marathi group about Kaikobad's heightened experiences and remarked: 

It is but natural for Kaikobad to love me because he has had certain experiences, and unless I give the gift of my 

glimpse, you cannot have that love for me, although I am telling you so often to love me. All this I have been 

repeatedly saying age after age. Unless I give you that gift, you will not be able to love me. 

There is one thing greater than love, and that is obedience. But greater than love and obedience is surrender, 

completely surrendering everything — body, mind, soul — at the feet of the Master. There are volumes written 

on this subject, but no one has surrendered to me as I want. You surrender everything, but you have no control 

over your mind, which you cannot surrender. No sooner do you surrender it than this whole play vanishes! 

The difference between love, obedience and surrender is that love seeks the will of the Beloved, obedience 

performs the will of the Beloved, and surrender resigns to the will of the Beloved. Love is a gift of God to man, 

obedience is the gift of the Sadguru to man and surrender is the gift of man to the Sadguru. 

Now we are talking about such high things. I am explaining all these high things to you, but it is all superficial. 

Why? Because what I say, I myself hear through your ears. I am eternally free in me; I am eternally bound in 

you. There is only I, nothing like "you." It is only me everywhere. In you, I am bound. You are sitting before 

me, you see me with your eyes, you see the landscape outside, the crops, the range of hills. I say you all are 

dreaming. But you do not believe it! 

Suppose Sarosh goes to sleep at night and dreams about all the things that I am telling you about. But, despite 

my telling him in his dream that it is a dream, he cannot believe it and takes it to be real! No sooner is he awake 

than he knows automatically that it was, in actuality, all a dream. Similarly, you are all dreaming now — a 

long, worldly dream. Over the ages, you have been dreaming this dream and, in it, you have had numberless 

births, families and deaths. But you take this dream to be real! When you awaken from this dream, that is, 



 

 

when you realize God, you will spontaneously know that you were dreaming all the while and whatever I am 

telling you now is true. 

Altogether, there have been 93 points discussed thus far. We will skip over some points. I want you to enjoy my 

company. Let's finish off this headache today and be free from tomorrow. In spite of innumerable points, in the 

end everything is zero. I am the only Reality, and only if you love me will you find me. This state is beyond the 

realm of the mind, beyond intellect. I am trying to explain this Truth to you in different ways, but it is of no 

use. Unless you love me, you will never find me. How to love me? We will deal with that point. Let me see 

who dares to love me. I have explained the same things to the Gujarati, Telugu and Hindi groups, and I will 

now see who from this group comes forward to receive this gift from me. 

Baba cited the example of the sun, whose rays fall everywhere, but he who is closeted inside a room does not benefit 

from its rays. Similarly, those who shelter themselves under a mental umbrella never enjoy the shower of grace from 

Baba, which is always present. 

Then he said: 

After lunch, I will explain about the five Sadgurus; but because you have come here for my sahavas, we will 

also talk among ourselves. How Babajan made me realize my Real State, how I felt upon attaining it, how 

Upasni Maharaj brought me down to normal consciousness — these are matters about which you will be 

pleased to hear. 

I am happy to see Yeshwant Rao, [Shantaram] Tipnis and [Nusserwan] Bharucha here from Sakori. Godavri 

Mai is in Sakori. No one in the world has the heart she has! No one is equal to her purity of heart. Still, God-

realization is quite another matter. I am talking about the quality of her heart. When the Gujarati group was 

here, Godavri came to Meherabad. I told her that when I was Krishna, she was Yashoda [Krishna's adopted 

mother]. I also told her that after the sahavas I would visit Sakori and stay there for a few days, but that she 

herself should cook food for me, so that I may enjoy my rest. When she heard me say this, she was so happy 

about it. But now when I wanted to go there, she has gone to Surat for her program. 

Godavri sent a letter through Yeshwant Rao saying she would be happy if I would come to Sakori for at least 

seven days in the month of January. She expressed her regrets at being unable to be of service to me as 

arranged, but said that as she was Baba's mother, Baba the child should listen to and please her! I was happy to 

receive her letter, but have no time to spare in January, because I have promised my sahavas to women at 

different places. But her letter set me thinking: should I give sahavas to women, or myself stay in Yashoda's 

sahavas? 

Baba asked Vishnu to read Godavri's letter in Marathi, and when he had done so, Baba continued: 

Why did I say that in [purity of] heart Godavri Mai has no equal in the whole world? The first point is that there 

is not the slightest trace of ego in her. No one but I could know that, and it is not a joke not to have ego. From 

head to foot, she is full of love. And this, too, is no joke! 

Maharaj was perfect. He knew about his past association with Godavri. It is not the present that counts. It is past 

connection. What I say is true, that when I was Krishna, she was Yashoda. Now I am in a fix whether to go to 

Sakori or give sahavas to women lovers at various places in India. They are eager for it because I am planning 

to remain in seclusion for a year when I will see no one. 

Addressing Yeshwant Rao, Baba remarked, "Write to Tataji [Godavri's nickname] that on her return from Surat, I 

will come and stay at Sakori for two days. I will set the dates. I will feel happy in eating food cooked by her." 

Dr. Deshmukh was anxious to take Baba to Nagpur to give sahavas to women there. He was aware of what had been 

discussed with other groups, as he had been in Meherabad for a month. 

Baba informed Deshmukh and the congregation: 

I am in the habit of giving promises age after age, but I forget them. Still, until now, I have not broken a single 

promise! And so Deshmukh, do not bind me with any date and time for sahavas to the women in Nagpur. From 

the time he came here, Deshmukh has been driving the mandali mad about it! He has been telling me so often 

about his wish to take me to Nagpur, not only to give sahavas to women, but he wants me to meet the vice-

chancellor of Nagpur University and all the professors! I have ordered him not to mention the Nagpur program 

again. After this sahavas, I have a lot of matters to attend to. If time permits, I will go to Nagpur only to give 

sahavas to the women there. 

 

There was an interval for lunch at eleven o’clock. Although Baba had previously asked the group to rest afterward 

until 1:00 P.M., he had the gathering reassembled at 12:30 to hear bhajans from Madhusudan, Pratap and the Poona 



 

 

bhajan mandali. Before the bhajans started, Suloo Meshram of Jabalpur sought Baba's permission to sing a song 

before him. On being allowed, he started in a sort of dolorous voice which was neither singing nor speaking. 

After a few minutes, Baba stopped him, remarking jokingly, "Although I am not in the habit of sleeping at all during 

the night or at any other time, your rendering will surely make me drowsy, and the infection will spread to all those 

gathered in the hall with the result that those who are already yawning will begin to doze, and those not yawning 

will start. You have written a very good song. You love me; but when you sing, I feel drowsy! Don't think I sleep, 

but your voice makes me sleepy! If I once sleep, the whole universe will sleep!" 

Rustom Kaka sang a rendering of “Govardhan Girdhari,” a favorite of Baba's, and after one more song from him, 

the bhajans began. 

At 1:00 P.M., Baba went to his cabin to meet Jagannath Maharaj of Poona, who had come to see him with two other 

persons.28 When he returned to the hall five minutes later, Baba stated: 

Now, all keep your eyes wide open and don’t doze! Even if you feel drowsy, let your ears at least be open. 

What I am about to say is important, and there will be no such opportunity in the future. After I drop my body, 

lakhs [hundreds of thousands] will come here just to gather, just to kiss the dust of this place. But now, when I 

am physically among you, you should make the best use of this opportunity and try to listen to what I say. Age 

after age, I repeat the same things. No sooner do I drop my body than people come forward to lay down their 

lives for me. When I give up this body, lakhs [of people] come; when I am physically among you, very few 

love me. In every age, it happens. 

When I go out for mass darshan, as I did two years ago, thousands come for my darshan. But of what use is it to 

me? I do not want large crowds of people. If I am great, greatness does not lie in collecting crowds! What I 

want is even a little of your love! That would please me. 

What I want you to know is that whatever I am is due to the five Perfect Ones — Sai Baba, Upasni Maharaj, 

Babajan, Tajuddin Baba and Narayan Maharaj. In Experience, although all five were One, they differed from 

one another in their ways and habits, behavior and style of dress. 

Now I will relate something which has just come to my mind. When I went to England for the first time many 

years ago, Gandhiji was on the same boat with me. He was a good soul, and there was none like him. No one's 

heart was as beautiful as his. The mayor of Karachi, Jamshed Mehta, wired Gandhi that he should meet me. 

One day Gandhi knocked on my cabin. With him was his secretary, Mahadev Desai. With me were Rustom 

and Chanji. The door was opened, and Gandhi walked in. He said, "Baba, because I received a telegram from 

Jamshed Mehta, I have come. I would not have come on my own. I will see you for five minutes and then go 

away." I asked him to sit down. I was using the alphabet board then, and during his first visit, he stayed with 

me for three hours. 

Gandhi asked questions about his difficulties, and I explained. He felt very happy. Every half hour, Mahadev, 

who was just outside the cabin, would remind him, "Bapu, it is time to leave." And every time, Gandhi would 

reply, "Just wait a while." I impressed him. 

After this first visit, he left, and I embraced him before he departed. The second day, he was again at the cabin 

door. Again, he stayed long. He came for three days regularly. On the second day, I explained many things to 

him, dictating from the board. He interrupted at one point, saying, "Baba, it is time for you to speak, so that the 

world may hear your Word." He added, "I feel within that you are someone great. I did not feel the same way 

about Upasni Maharaj." 

When I asked why, Gandhi said, "When I went to him, he had only a sackcloth wrapped around his waist. 

Seeing me, he parted it, revealing himself, and said, referring to me, 'However great or renowned in the world 

he may be, what have I to do with him?' " 

Continuing about Mahatma Gandhi, Baba revealed: 

I told Gandhi if he really felt I was someone great, then on the strength of the greatness that he attributed to me, 

then he should believe me when I said Maharaj was a Perfect Master. In India, there is no other such heart like 

Gandhiji's. From head to foot, he was for India. But he said: "Baba, I cannot understand how Upasni Maharaj 

can be a Sadguru; I can never feel satisfied with what you say about him." 

I said: "If you find something great in me, I am satisfied. But you should believe the one whom you consider 

great, whether you are satisfied or not." He did not answer, and then, after a while, he inquired why I did not 

 
28 Jagannath Maharaj had a following in Poona, who considered him to be a saint, but he was not an 

advanced soul. 



 

 

break my silence and why use the alphabet board. "Break your silence and tell the world what you have to say," 

he urged. 

On the third day, he said, "Baba, I want to sleep one night with you." He told Rustom to pick me up and take 

me to his cabin so that I may pass the night with him there. Look at his heart! Before leaving, he told me: 

"Baba, you say you are the Ancient One and assert your greatness; you may be. But I want to know why you 

don’t wear a khadi cap and dress?" I just smiled, embraced him and explained in a few words. 

Later on, Chanji became so intimate with Gandhi that he used to pay him frequent visits. During one such visit, 

Gandhi told Chanji that he was imitating Baba and using an alphabet board every seventh day [during his day 

of silence]. 

During the same trip, Shaukat Ali passed my cabin, and after Gandhi left, he came in. He told Rustom he 

wanted to kiss my hand. He kissed it and tried to sit on a small chair which, due to his weight, broke and he fell 

on the floor. It was a strange sight, and afterwards, we had a good laugh about it. Myself, Rustom and Chanji 

were all trying to help him to his feet. 

Now again, about the manner and habits of the five Perfect Masters. I have told you that in Divine Experience 

they were all One, but their ways varied. My ways and habits are a mixture of those of the Five. I will tell you 

how. Take for example Sai Baba. When he left his body, Gustadji was with him at the time. He was staying in 

his ashram at Shirdi. Very few used to go to him then, and there were no such crowds as we find in Shirdi 

today. He was sucking a chillum [pipe] and passing it on to whomsoever happened to be by his side. Whenever 

anyone approached him, he would ask for money, and would hand it over to one fat man residing there named 

Barra Baba. When Buty Saheb, a wealthy devotee from Nagpur, went to Sai Baba, Sai would ask him for 

Rs.1,000, which Buty Saheb would immediately pay. No talk ever took place about spirituality. Sai Baba's arti 

would be performed five times in the course of the day. One day he would sleep in the mosque, the second day 

in the tomb and the third day in the chowky [small hut]. 

Upasni Maharaj had different ways. Sai Baba was in the habit of smoking a chillum and asking for money, 

while Upasni Maharaj would sit in a small temple. For three years, he did not taste a morsel of food. There 

were scorpions below his seat, and the room was full of dust. When he returned to normal consciousness, 

people began going to him. Those who offered him money, he would drive away. But, thereafter, if someone 

gave him money without his asking, he would accept it. I am aware of his habits because I was there with him. 

From that money, temples and structures were built, and Upasni Nagar came into being. Maharaj was in the 

habit of sitting on a heap of rubbish, and before that he stayed with the [toilet] sweeper community. 

After Upasni Nagar came into existence, the Hindus began coming there, and the atmosphere turned Hindu with 

separate kitchens [for different castes], et cetera. But there was unity within, which I felt in Maharaj. Day and 

night, I was with him, for days and months together. At the time, there were a few Hindus who begrudged my 

close connection with Maharaj. Durgabai was there. She loved Maharaj and me also. Once Maharaj gathered 

around himself all his mandali when I was there. He told them, "I have given over my ‘treasure’ and the key to 

it to Merwan. You have been following me all these years. Now love Merwan and follow him. My [treasure] 

chest is now empty." 

I want you all to pay close attention to this, so that you will be able to grasp the ways and practices of the 

Perfect Masters. All these five Masters are here now. They are here and not dead. How could they die? They 

are hearing whatever I am telling you now, as I speak through all five of them. They are present here. 

One night I was with Maharaj in a room where there was a small chimney. Suddenly, Maharaj declared, 

"Merwan, you are the Avatar!" 

Afterward, the atmosphere in Sakori changed totally. The Hindus created caste differences. Durgabai began 

staying elsewhere. Maharaj occasionally began speaking against me. Complications arose, and the Hindu 

atmosphere became predominant and influential. Before dropping his body, Maharaj met me, and we two were 

together. But that is a different episode.29 

Now listen about Babajan. I will explain about her in a few words. She was the Emperor. She was sitting under 

a neem tree. I had the original Experience of my being the Ancient One when she kissed me on the forehead. 

Sai Baba would ask for money. Upasni Maharaj would accept it when it was offered by one's own free will. 

Babajan never asked for it. If anyone gave it to her, she would chase him away! People of every religion 

believed in her — Hindus, Muslims, Christians and Zoroastrians. 

 

29 Baba was referring to his meeting with Upasni Maharaj at Dahigaon on 17 October 1941. 



 

 

Now about Narayan Maharaj. He was of short stature. He would wear costly gems and dress in silk. Although 

not directly asking for money, he would signify it in an indirect way which people would understand and give 

to him. A Hindu atmosphere prevailed near him. Sai Baba had no regular ashram. Babajan's ashram was her 

seat beneath the neem tree, and Narayan Maharaj had a Hindu populace with him at Kedgaon. 

Now about Tajuddin Baba. You have no idea who he was. I know who he is. He was taj [the crown]! He was 

not inclined to ask for money and would not care if anyone gave it to him. He would spend it on those who 

were with him. Hindus, Muslims, Parsis and Christians worshiped him, and even today, an all-religion 

atmosphere prevails there. 

I am here on account of the Five Sadgurus. The attributes of all five, which I am describing, are in me. They 

depend on three things — money, the ashram and the communal feeling around them. I am dealing with all 

three together. 

Baba suddenly asked the entire group present to stand and then sit down again. He explained, "I asked you to do this 

for two reasons. Firstly, by way of paying your respects to the Five Masters, and secondly, as an opportunity 

required by some of you to stand up and stretch your legs!" 

Baba then spoke about himself: 

In the beginning, I stayed in a small hut on the outskirts of Poona. From there, I started for Bombay on foot 

with 40 of my Hindu, Muslim and Parsi believers. I had no money. I told Rustom if he loaned me some, he 

would be benefited. Whenever I asked for money, I had to explain things and would then take from him. 

In Bombay, we resided in Dadar at Manzil-e-Meem. Some of the mandali were with me there — Sadashiv, 

Buasaheb, Masaji, Rustom, Adi, Pendu, Sarosh, Gustadji, Vishnu and so forth. I had asked Masaji to prepare 

good food cooked in ghee, so that the mandali would remain pleased and healthy. All had my instructions that 

they should eat everything served, whatever might happen. My mood was constantly changing. I would beat up 

everyone in fits of temper, and while in a good mood, I would embrace them. One day I told the mandali to 

press against my back. All 40 men applied their full strength to the task, but they could not make me budge an 

inch. 

Dr. Ghani was there and would keep me merry. One day he said: "Baba, we don't want ghee. We will be 

satisfied with chutney and bread, as your constant change of mood is a danger signal to us!" 

With time, all the money was spent. Munshi Rahim loved me much. He would visit Manzil-e-Meem. Once, he 

came and said he dreamt of me and that I had instructed him about something which he had forgotten. I replied 

that, although he had forgotten, I would tell him. I said I was in need of money. He brought it and it was spent 

in no time. 

So we left Manzil-e-Meem and came to Arangaon [Meherabad]. In those days, there was nothing here, and we 

stayed under a tree. Then, on request, by indirect hints and through gifts, money began coming in. After some 

time, a colony came into being with the establishment of the Hazrat Babajan School, the Prem Ashram and 

hospital, et cetera. I would grind flour, bathe the lepers, wash the Harijan children's clothing and clean their 

toilets. No distinctions of caste or creed prevailed, and all were equal to me. 

Then money stopped coming in, and all the activities had to come to a stop. Then again it started coming, and 

we shifted to Toka. There, too, a school and the Prem Ashram were started, but no sooner was the money 

finished than everything was closed down. Then I remained like Babajan. 

After some years, I visited the West. My lovers there helped me in my work. The Westerners love me much. 

They have acquired 500 acres of land in my name [in Myrtle Beach], erected separate living quarters for me 

and raised fine structures, everything in my name, though. Thus, with money flowing in, some buildings came 

into being in Meherabad, Meherazad, Belgaum and other places in my name. But all this depends on my mood, 

as I possess the attributes of the five Perfect Ones. 

One day [in 1949], I convened a meeting here of my rich followers and informed them that nothing should be 

kept in my name. Meherabad was put in Meherjee's name, and Meherazad in Nariman's. A charter was drawn 

up for the property in America, which was kept in the names of Lovers of God. I gave some amounts to those 

dependent on me, and I set out on the New Life. You must have heard about my New Life when I was begging 

for alms. 

From the beginning, this maya is hanging around my neck with you all, and for that particular reason I have to 

come again and again among you. So I went out in the New Life, but I had to come back again because of you 

all. Then the dependents, the mandali, all came near me and started staying with me. When money was there, I 

used to disburse it. 

After hearing this, let me see who calls me the Avatar, the Highest of the High! Highest or Lowest, I am both. 



 

 

Baba called Vishnu and questioned him about the sum required every month. Vishnu said Rs.10,000 per month were 

required for expenses. 

Baba continued: 

From the time I have been observing silence, I have not touched money. I touch it only when giving to the 

masts or the poor, and only after bowing down to them. Vishnu is the treasurer; money goes to him and passes 

out of his hands. Before I entered into seclusion in Satara, Vishnu came to me one day and said, "Baba, you are 

about to retire into seclusion, and I have no money with me. What about the expenses for the upcoming 

month?" 

I told him, "Don't worry. Money comes and goes. Let me complete my seclusion; we shall see then." 

I remained in seclusion for three months, and when it was over Vishnu came to me again for the same purpose. 

I said to him, "Forget it. I have a plan. I am going into strict seclusion for a year. But before that I will give my 

sahavas to my lovers in four groups, each group consisting of 50 persons." 

Sending for Pendu, I inquired about the approximate expenses of the sahavas. He said Rs.30,000. I told him, 

"We have no money. It is needed to meet expenses of the next month, and you want Rs.30,000!" 

Pendu answered, "You wish to keep all in comfort with good food. How is it possible without money?" 

So to procure the amount, I selected 20 persons and a letter was sent to each to send Rs.1,500 each. Some 

remitted the amount immediately, some could not give and some gave whatever they could afford. 

Then ten of the persons were sent another letter, but in between, a strange thing happened. Dr. Kanakadandi 

Suryanarayana of Andhra sent a telegram showing his willingness to make up the total needed. The shortfall 

was of Rs.15,000 and he was wired to send it. In the meantime, Rs.25,000 was collected and there was a deficit 

of only Rs.5,000. Then Dr. Kanakadandi was again wired that the shortage was only Rs.5,000, but he should 

send 10,000 more without any conditions, and he sent Rs.15,000. I therefore instructed Vishnu to keep the 

amount aside for use of the dependents. 

I wish to impress upon you the valuelessness of this world. It is all zero — beauty, riches, position. 

So I told Pendu that from his Rs.30,000, he should give 10,000 for distribution to the poor. But, as the number 

of men attending the sahavas increased, he could give me only Rs.2,000. For poor work, during every group's 

stay, I wanted Rs.4,000. Then a lover from Bombay sent Rs.1,000. Why he sent it is another story. The 

reception committee of Andhra contributed Rs.1,000, and thus for the poor program Rs.4,000 was collected. 

Three times the poor program has been held. The day after tomorrow will be the last one. 

Then Vishnu again approached me saying, "Baba, you are going into seclusion from the 15th of February 1956, 

and what is to happen about the expenses of the dependents? From January, Rs.10,000 per month for fourteen 

months, Rs.140,000 will be required." I told him not to worry and everything will be all right. 

From America, Don Stevens came during the sahavas of the Gujarati group. I informed him about my 

forthcoming seclusion and dependents and asked him to tell this to my lovers there on his return, and they 

should contribute as much as they could spare. Now he has gone to America. When the Gujarati group came to 

know of this, they said they would send their mite. The Telugu group are intelligent, worthy and loving. In 

Andhra most are blessed with my love. The children there go to school with my name on their lips, and women 

take my name while doing their daily chores. 

Three or four millionaires from Andhra assured me that they would help my cause. When I heard this, I asked 

Kaka to have some slips with his address typed up and hand them to all the devotees so that they may send 

their remittances to him. I asked them to send as much as they could send. Money will come; it is already 

coming. 

When I am away from you, starting from 15 February, I will see who is courageous — not from the viewpoint 

of money, but from the viewpoint of gaining my love! Money has come until now, and will come. Money 

comes and money goes, but I will always remain the fakir I am! 

While translating this in Marathi, instead of the word fakir Dhake used the word sadhu. Baba immediately stopped 

him and commented, "If there are two words I do not like, they are sadhu [a renunciant] and budhu [one who is 

headless, a fool]. 

"I alone am worthy of being loved. I say this on my divine authority. If you cannot love me, do not worry. At least 

before you drop your body remember me and take my name, and you will come to me." 



 

 

Baba instructed Pendu to pay to Dr. Kanakadandi the Rs.2,500 brought by Harjiwan Lal, and also whatever balance 

remained of the money in hand after the sahavas was over. He also asked him to mail a statement of the account of 

receipts and expenditures to all those participating in the sahavas. 

Commenting on the change in the weather, Baba remarked: "When the Gujarati group was here it was quite cold. It 

was even colder during the Telugu group's stay; they were all coughing but, nevertheless, were happy in my 

company. It was mild during the stay of the Hindi group, and now you all are perspiring. The weather has suddenly 

changed. Why? I know the reason. Your love for me is so intense, the fire of love within is making you perspire!" 

 

The sahavas group dispersed and went for tea at 3:00 P.M. Afterwards, Baba sat on the front verandah to distribute 

prasad. Nana Kher's uncle, Raja "Mancher Shah” Kher, had brought a parcel of oranges from Nagpur. Baba made 

the group stand before him and threw one orange to each. While looking to the left, Baba would throw the oranges 

to the right and occasionally in front of him, so every man was alert to catch them. If a fruit fell down, Baba would 

have it given back and again throw it. There was much laughter and amusement during the distribution, and all 

coveted the prasad. 

The mast-saint from Indore, Vishandas Maharaj, failed to catch his share and the orange fell to the ground. Baba had 

it returned and again threw it to him. This time he caught it, much to Baba's pleasure. 

It was Mancher Shah himself, however, who got the best “prasad." When Baba tossed him an orange, it struck him 

in his eye which began to tear and turned red. But Mancher Shah was quite happy and Baba loved him dearly. 

At about 3:45 P.M. Baba entered the hall where all had gathered. Pendu asked Baba's permission to show in three 

men who had ridden from Poona on bicycles (75 miles away). Baba allowed them darshan. 

Abdul Majid Khan placed a large garland of wet roses around Baba's neck and Baba humorously remarked, "I will 

catch a cold from this garland." This reminded Baba of the incident in England when he was made to stand outside 

in the cold in his sadra for the sake of being photographed. 

After narrating the incident, Baba coughed and smiled while looking at Abdul Khan. He gave him a rose petal to eat 

and then said: 

I am on every level. I am level with even the dust under my feet. Everyone experiences me as being on his own 

level. You see me here with your physical eyes because I am physically present here. In the same way, those on 

the Path on different planes take me as belonging to their own particular plane. When man attains God-

realization, he loses his body consciousness completely. He is not conscious of any of his three bodies — 

gross, subtle or mental. In that condition, nothing affects him, neither heat nor cold nor rain nor illness. But no 

sooner he comes down to normal consciousness, his body is subject to all changes, to cold, cough and other 

illnesses. Up to now, during the month of sahavas, I have not had a cold or cough, and that is why I told you 

this morning not to garland me. Once Sai Baba suffered from measles for 40 days. 

Baba explained about God Speaks, then further stated: 

Listen carefully. When there was absolutely nothing, God in the Beyond, Beyond state, there was not even I, 

not even "God Is One." That state was just like the sound sleep state. It cannot be described even as "nothing." 

It was the "God IS" state of God. All of a sudden, God had a whim [lahar]. Where did this whim come from? 

We will not go into this now. It is already explained in God Speaks. I will touch on only one thing. 

The appearance of the whim was like a breeze. From it, firstly there was movement in the Infinite Ocean; 

secondly, waves were created; thirdly, the bubbles. Simultaneously with this whiff of wind [the whim] three 

things happened: 

First: Consciousness 

Second: "Who Am I?" 

Third: The existence of Nothingness. 

All these three were latent and manifested with the onset of the whim. God became conscious of "Who Am I?" 

but with the illusory consciousness of the Nothing, He became conscious of the Nothing in gas, stone, mineral, 

metal, vegetable, worms, reptiles, fish, fowl, animal, man and woman. When He consciously realized Himself, 

He found that all this was nothing. Nothingness reappeared but with the consciousness of the "I-Am-God" 

state. This is a continuous process and it will go on eternally. 

To make it clearer, take this hall to be a huge, limitless ocean; it is boundless. We are all drops of the ocean, 

part of the ocean itself. Now what is meant by Eruch [his body] is a bubble of the ocean, and we are all other 

bubbles. But the drop does not see itself as the ocean but as a drop. It is unaware of the ocean. 



 

 

Baba then had his discourse “The Head and the Hair” read out by Eruch, which Dhake translated into Marathi. 

Baba continued: 

Tomorrow I will tell you something about love — how to love me, obey me and surrender to me. 

I want five persons from among you who can fast for seven days on water from the 15th of February. I have 

selected five from each of the previous three groups. Tomorrow, I will select five from your group. All should 

not volunteer. It is easy to remain on water for seven days. Some of the mandali have done so for 40 days. In 

the West, there is a craze of breaking fast records. 

The real difficulty is my order. Those undertaking the fast are forbidden to sleep for seven days and have to 

utter my name continuously. This is no joke. So don’t stand up impulsively, only out of emotion. 

Eruch gave a précis of the proposed sahavas for women. Baba then conveyed: 

There is the danger of every woman devotee, if called here, of bringing at least three children, and every 

husband accompanying her. Then there is the erection of cottages for each family, and in the end, Baba himself 

being burdened with the care of the children in case I separate the husband and wife. The only practical way for 

me is to go to different selected places for the purpose. 

Baba concluded: 

I want every lover of mine to repeat my name with every breath. The repetition should be continuous and such 

that even in sound sleep it should continue like your breathing. Then there is some possibility of experiencing a 

glimpse of me. Never worry about thoughts while repeating my name. Don’t check them because when you 

repeat my name, the thoughts will not create binding for you — good or bad. 

Baba repeated the metaphor of being inside a mosquito net and the mosquitoes buzzing outside. 

In the same way, let thoughts "buzz" in the mind and be within Baba's "net" of nam-japa. Repeat my name so 

continuously that if and when you lose consciousness of your body, the repetition will be there because I then 

become you. You lose yourself completely in me. If you cannot do that, just a moment before dying take my 

name. Even then you will come to me. But how will you remember at the last moment unless you start 

remembering from now on! 

Rustom Kaka and Madhusudan sang a few songs, and Baba then stood up to depart for Meherazad. He walked to the 

dhuni and from there to the tree under which he had sat during the stay of the previous groups. Kumar immediately 

took off his sweater and spread it on the ground, but Baba stayed seated in the dust. He was perfectly still except for 

his fingers which moved restlessly. 

Soon after he sat in the car, amid cries of "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" he departed for Meherazad a few minutes past 

five o'clock. After he left each day, V. A. Kamat of Bombay and others would keep the gathering entertained with 

humorous tales. 

 

Baba returned to Meherabad at 7:25 A.M. on Tuesday, 29 November 1955. He entered the hall at 8:10, after 

discussing matters about the group's arrangements with Pendu, Padri, Vishnu and Bhau. Upon his entrance, Baba 

remarked to Abdul Majid Khan, "Since you garlanded me yesterday I have been sneezing and coughing!" 

Addressing all, he observed: 

The Gujarati and Telugu and Hindi groups' daily routine was that every morning I would ask how they had 

slept, and if not why they hadn’t. Then I would inquire about their health in general, and so forth. Yesterday, 

we missed that routine. When I asked those who did not sleep overnight to stand up, they would give the 

reasons, their experiences, visions, cough, cold and snoring of their neighbors. The Hindi group was very good. 

If they saw one man get up, others would start getting up and narrate their experiences. I used to listen to them, 

embrace and console them. In this group, one man stood up and when asked the reason for not sleeping, he said 

that he wanted my embrace and so he stood up! So don't be afraid. Stand up if any of you could not sleep. 

Four men from the Marathi group stood. Then Baba himself stood up, declaring that he too could not sleep last 

night! He questioned the four for their reasons and Dr. Ranade said, "I was thinking of you the whole night." Baba 

embraced him. 

M. W. Joglekar of Ahmednagar said, "Previously I was an atheist, but subsequently I began worshiping a devi 

[goddess], whose statue is in a certain temple. I tried to remember you last night, but all the while thoughts of the 

devi would intrude in my mind." 



 

 

Baba replied, "Continue remembering her. I am that, too. By remembering your devi, you will be remembering me." 

Dr. Moorty said, "I dreamt that Baba told me to wander about naked, but I could not do it. Then he asked me to leap 

into a well, and I leapt. This broke the dream and I found myself lying in bed." 

Baba cracked, "Don't jump into a well, jump into my Ocean of Love!" 

Baba called Mancher Shah and asked how his eye was, but before he could reply, he was interrupted by a wisecrack 

from Limkar. Baba scolded him, "There is a time and place for all things, and you should not lose sight of the 

atmosphere, my mood and the circumstances prevailing. When you go to the toilet, do you eat at the same time? Or 

while eating your supper do you pass a stool? When I am serious, all of you should be serious. When there is humor, 

be humorous. Everything at the proper time." 

Finding Waman Subnis standing against the wall, Baba asked, "Why are you standing? Didn't you sleep last night?" 

On his answering that he had slept well, Baba revealed to the gathering some information about him: "Subnis has 

been in my contact since the days of the Prem Ashram. He was an athlete, quite strong then, and one of the night 

watchmen near the boys. He would attend to their needs, going to sleep after they retired and getting up before they 

had awakened. I myself used to keep my eye on him to see if he slept. He was watching the children and I was 

watching him. I used to go around the dormitory of the boys, adjusting their blankets if I found a boy uncovered. I 

was like a mother to them." 

Baba embraced those men who had not slept and then explained about fasting: 

Those who have come here for sahavas need not fast. Pendu goes mad while arranging a special diet or fruit 

juice for those fasting. When I am the Ancient One, what is the use of fasting in my presence? When you go 

home, follow your routine. What is required is not a fast of the body, but of the mind. Starve your mind, not 

your stomach. 

If you cannot love me, there is another alternative. Try to serve others selflessly. If you have not a grain of love, 

do not worry. Do selfless service. I am in all and serving others is serving me. Selfless service is quite a 

common term these days. What is its meaning? Suppose Waman Subnis has children. He earns for them and 

looks after them, their welfare, health and education. He has a good amount of money. There are other children 

also, out in the street, poor, starving, naked. If Subnis considers them as his own and bestows the same care as 

he does upon his own children, then he would be said to be doing selfless service. The meaning of selflessness 

is that there should be no selfish motive. Neither should there be any thought of name, fame or a desire for 

spiritual progress. 

As long as your self is present, selfless service is impossible. There should not be a trace of the self. But this is 

impossible. It is impossible to check such thoughts. Never mind. Try your best to render what service you can 

without trying to think of your own self, which will be service to me. 

After finishing lunch, at 1:00 P.M. there will be interviews for groups and individuals from among the groups. 

When you come to my room for interviews, listen to what I say, and don’t start telling me of your difficulties. 

When I ask you, then alone answer. Your spiritual difficulties you can tell me, but in brief. There are so many 

groups and individuals I have to see. The interviews will continue tomorrow, and those left out today will have 

the chance of seeing me then. 

Baba rebuked Madhav Rao Misal, who was standing in the doorway, "Have you come here for my sahavas or the 

sahavas of others? Or are you thinking of paan and cigarettes? You are an old-time lover and have love for me so 

come inside and sit down." 

One man of the sahavas group asked, "Baba, what do you mean by fasting the mind? I don't try to think, yet 

thoughts come!" 

Baba answered: 

If such small points start cropping up, there will be no end to explanations. What is fasting of the mind? It is to 

have no thoughts. This in itself is impossible, but remember me as often as you can and then your mind will not 

be in a fumble as to what to think of. You leave your mind to me by having my constant remembrance or 

taking my name, and there will be no food [thoughts] worth the name for the mind to feed on. Thoughts of me 

will supersede all other thoughts in your mind. 

There is no necessity to starve the stomach. You can do it for your health, but not for spiritual reasons. We are 

in the habit of eating food at regular intervals. With a few exceptions, when we feel hungry our stomach craves 

for food, although we may be engrossed in some other work. But when the mind is occupied in some work, the 

stomach feels satisfied. It is our nature to look at the clock when it is time for food. If we purposely fast, our 



 

 

eyes would constantly be on the clock to see if it is time to break the fast. By such fasting, the bindings become 

strong. 

When I ask you to fast, it is something different. I will see who is ready to fast for seven days on water. You are 

not to sleep or lie down, but remain seated on the floor, repeating my name continually. Those prepared to do 

this may now stand up. 

Twenty-two men stood up, and Baba warned them of the hardships involved: "If you have thought over what I have 

said, you will realize it is not easy. Compared to repeating my name continuously for seven days and nights, 

remaining in a room only on water and keeping silence is nothing." 

Baba selected the following five individuals: R. M. Chakrapani of Sholapur, Moti Jagan Patel of Saoner, Motidev 

Kirpal Rahate also of Saoner, Vishnu D. Chavan of Poona and Narhari V. Mulay Master of Ahmednagar. He 

motioned to the others to sit down, and added, "I am pleased that you have stood up. That, in itself, is a great thing. 

Those whom I did not select should not question why they were not chosen. I am pleased with their courage." 

Baba told the five selected to come to his cabin first at 1:00 P.M., when he would instruct them in detail about the 

fast. For individual interviews, Baba asked Pophali and Madhusudan to divide the gathering into two separate 

groups. Vishnu had already compiled a list, as he had overseen each group's arrival by train. Baba was pleased at his 

prompt efficiency. Pophali Pleader had brought 110 persons from Saoner, the largest group present from one town. 

Baba then explained: 

It is not one and the same thing when sometimes I worship others and sometimes I let others worship me. At 

times, when I am worshiped, I myself worship simultaneously and then both amount to the same thing. 

Baba did not like the translated words prarthana (prayer) and aradhana (supplication) and chose the word bhakti 

(devotion) as the equivalent of worship. 

The people of Arangaon are very poor, but they have great love for me. When I first came here in the 

beginning, most of them were small children and youngsters. Now they have grown up and have children. I 

have told Pendu to select 250 people from the village for every poor program. Tomorrow will be the fourth 

poor program. The day after the third program, I visited Arangaon where they worshiped me. This time, they 

wanted to carry me in the palanquin or on their shoulders from Meherabad to Arangaon. But I told them I had 

decided to visit Arangaon on foot and that it would be my second visit. 

Tomorrow morning, all of you should wait near the pandal when I do the poor work. At that time, repeat 

"Parabrahma Paramatma" as long as the work lasts. It may take an hour or a little more. Do not say "Baba" but 

say "Parabrahma Paramatma." After the program is over, you can take my name, and it is best then to repeat 

my name always and under all circumstances. While doing the poor work, I become the poorest of the poor, so 

do not repeat "Baba" because I am then the poorest of the lot and it is no use repeating my name! 

After a fifteen-minute break, the entire Marathi group reassembled in the hall at 9:30 A.M. Someone asked Baba 

about the small cut on his right hand, and he replied, "During my last visit to Arangaon, someone's fingernail 

accidentally pierced my skin." 

Sending for Ambika Charan Shukla of Raipur, Baba had his name called out, and before Shukla entered the hall, 

Baba began speaking about him. Eruch had trouble deciphering Baba's gestures, but finally was able to convey what 

Baba wanted: "I always experience that I am omnipresent everywhere. Yesterday, I saw Ambika Charan sitting in 

the right-hand corner of the hall. In the afternoon I found him outside the hall. This morning he was sitting in the 

left-hand corner of the hall, and now he is at the back! This makes me wonder whether Shukla is also everywhere!" 

Shukla and the others laughed. Then L. K. Karandikar of Barsi sang a sweet rendering of one of Tukaram's bhajans. 

Digambar Gadekar stood up to take a snapshot of Baba, and Baba remarked, "You are very clever!" 

After the music, Baba addressed the gathering: 

From 15 February 1956, I am going away for one year. Why, where and for what, I alone know. I will be absent 

from my lovers, the mandali and the dependents for a year. However, I may take four or five of the mandali 

with me. I am not going out to give darshan or sahavas. I am disconnecting myself and will remain aloof from 

those near me. Therefore, no one should correspond with me or with Eruch. Those who have to say anything 

may write to Adi. 

We will now talk about the gift of love. The gift of love is very rare, and one is rarely capable of receiving it. If 

you obey me in whatever I tell you to do for one year from the 15th of February 1956, you will be worthy of 

receiving this gift of love. It is so simple, although at the same time so difficult to do as I say. There might be 



 

 

one man who might be able to do it. I have told the same thing to the previous three groups. When you hear me 

talk about it now, you will think that it is very, very easy; but to carry it out for one year is impossible. 

From 15 February, exactly at twelve midnight, repeat my name [audibly] one night 14 times and the next night 

28 and so on alternately for one year. But mind that you do not miss even a single night of repetition, come 

what may — even if you are on your deathbed. If you do that, then it will be easy for you to receive my gift of 

love. At that very moment, if you feel like going to the latrine, you should not stop repeating my name. 

Suppose a scorpion stings you at 11:00 P.M., and at 12:00 midnight you have to repeat my name — you must 

repeat it. For the whole day, you should not utter audibly my name. Inwardly do what you like, but it should 

not escape your lips. For 365 days every hour and minute, you will have to be alert, remembering my 

instructions so that you may not blurt [my name] out! 

Now let me see who is ready and daring enough to receive my gift of love. It is absolutely impossible, still let 

me see who dares to do it. I am eagerly looking forward to bestowing this gift! 

Continue telling people about Baba's love. Go on loving me. Look at Dr. Deshmukh. Not a day passes when he 

does not remind me about sahavas for women. So it is but natural for me to repeat that the sahavas program is 

only for my women devotees and their children — not outsiders. 

A letter from Andhra was received yesterday. My lovers held a meeting in Tadepalligudem and decided on my 

sahavas with women. They will send Adi the details later. I have to go away for a year from the middle of 

February. Now only a month and a half is left during which I have to arrange matters for the dependents, reply 

to correspondence from the East and West and visit Sakori for two days. Where is the time to proceed to 

Andhra, Hamirpur, or Calcutta? 

Be that as it may, let Deshmukh fix the program and I shall then see. The first point is that I have not promised 

anyone about this sahavas, and if I at all decide, I myself will fix the dates. Deshmukh is persistent that I give 

him a date for Nagpur and stay there for three days. 

Deshmukh interjected, "Women have the right to Baba's darshan also, and it would be selfish of us to deny them his 

sahavas." 

Baba retorted, "Deshmukh is eager that his family have my sahavas! I will do it this way. I will embrace Deshmukh 

six times, and on his return he should transfer five of the embraces to his wife and four children. The sixth embrace 

will be for Deshmukh. But do not expect me to embrace all of you six times! If I finally decide to go for the 

women's sahavas, I will go to Nagpur for a day — but no darshan to others, no publicizing in the newspapers. 

"Deshmukh do you hear what I say?" 

Referring to Deshmukh's insistence a few days before on Baba's attending a philosophical conference to be held in 

Nagpur at the end of December, Baba reminded him: "I am not for philosophers and celebrities! I understand your 

point that through your conference there would be other contacts, but I am for my lovers." 

Deshmukh said, "I accept your conditions, Baba." 

"Saoner is included in Nagpur," Baba replied, "but not other places." 

Suloo Meshram asked, "Didn't you promise to come to Jabalpur?" 

Baba said, "If I go to Nagpur, on the way I will stop there for a day." 

Referring to his instructions to the three former sahavas groups, Baba stated: 

There is another important thing I told the other groups. On leaving here, you should all go directly to your own 

places carrying me with you. If you have to go to some other place for business, et cetera, you can go later on. 

If you do not do this, it would be only 50 percent sahavas and 50 percent business and other affairs. You should 

take Baba with you and go straight home without breaking the journey anywhere along the way. 

While translating this in Marathi, Dhake on his own added, "Besides anywhere else, you should not go either to 

Pandharpur, Shirdi or Sakori." Baba became somewhat vexed at this unnecessary observation, and due to Dhake's 

slip of the tongue, Baba amended his ruling and permitted those wishing to visit any of the above three places to 

visit them. 

If you want to go there, you may go; but do not go purposely. I do not want you to go anywhere, because your 

coming here is itself more than a pilgrimage. But since Dhake has created this misunderstanding, those who 

wish to go to Shirdi, Sakori or Pandharpur may go. 

One mistaken word here or there [in the translation] makes a world of difference in what I say and creates any 

amount of misunderstanding! 



 

 

Baba asked Dhake to translate what he had said, but because of his mistake, tears were flowing from his eyes and he 

could not say a word. Baba then asked Bal Natu's friend, V. J. Kher, to deliver the Marathi version. 

Baba repeated his wish for them to go straight home, and added, "All places are mine. I forgive you and also forgive 

Dhake for his mistake. A business trip is not desirable while on pilgrimage. You should make a second journey to 

Shirdi, Sakori or Pandharpur if you at all wish, after reaching your homes and out of love." 

Calling Dhake to him, Baba embraced him. 

Despite these clear and definite instructions, some stood up and delineated their difficulties in going home directly, 

whereupon Baba stated: 

There may be individual problems, but the solution is in your hands. Whatever I wanted to say, I have said. 

Katta Subba Rao of Andhra had come here with the Telugu group, and while here he received four telegrams 

and one urgent phone call, demanding that he go to Bombay on business. He asked me what to do. I replied if 

he wanted to follow me, he should go to his home first and then go to Bombay, and he obeyed. I am not here to 

ease your problems and difficulties. They are immaterial. 

Baba did, however, permit one man to deviate from his route to pick up his family on his way home. 

Now only one thing remains: how to do Baba work? Those in the three previous groups have been doing my 

work of spreading my love and message for many years. I explained to them the meaning of Real Work. I had 

first explained it in great detail in Rajahmundry, and a booklet has also been printed. Although they were all 

working to spread my love, there were differences among them which I had to clear up again. 

I alone am doing my own work; how can anyone else do it? I told them that unless the workers themselves 

purified their hearts and created love among themselves, it would not be possible to spread my message of love 

among others. It would be sheer hypocrisy to tell others about my love when they could not have love among 

themselves. Let your own love for me be my message of love to others. 

One poor villager, who resided near Saoner, stood up and asked, "Baba, I would like to repeat your name at 

midnight, but I have no watch, and in fact, there is not a single clock in the whole village. How will I know when it 

is midnight?" 

Baba asked Pophali, "Is this true?" 

Pophali said, "Baba, yes, his village is in the middle of a forest, and no one has a watch or clock there." 

Baba assured the man he would give him a watch, and told him to remind him about it the next day. Thereafter, at 

10:40 A.M., the Poona bhajan mandali and Rustom Kaka sang songs, which Baba appreciated. While Rustom Kaka 

was singing, the tabla player did not accompany him properly. Baba began tapping his feet to assist the drum player 

in keeping the proper beat. 

 

At eleven o’clock, Baba left the hall for his cabin and the sahavas group went for lunch. At 12:30 P.M., before 

beginning the afternoon interviews, Baba had the entire group summoned to the hall, where he explained for five 

minutes about the three types of seekers. Some of the group had had their lunch, some were about to eat, and some 

were eating when Baba called. 

Making them sit in two rows, with himself in the middle, Baba stated: "I have called you to explain about the three 

types of seekers. I will detain you for only five minutes. Those who have had their lunch and who have been called 

for interviews should go and rest after this and be ready to come to my cabin when called. Those interrupted in their 

meals should resume eating, and those still to eat may do so." 

Baba then explained: 

There are three types of seekers. The first type says that God is within him and he has to see God within. "I 

must see Him at any cost and so I'll continue my efforts." In his efforts, he must face innumerable hardships 

and difficulties. But this type of seeker has not that amount of courage and daring which the second type 

displays. It takes him ages and ages to reach his goal, and the way is full of suffering and obstacles. 

The second type says God is within him. He has no need of a Master. At any cost, he must seek and search for 

Him. He has the daring to take a headlong plunge and get himself drowned. 

The third type believes that God is within him and he also has the daring. What is daring? The daring is that he 

is prepared to blindfoldedly obey the Master. He has so much daring that he has no thought for himself. 

Walking between the two groups seated in the hall on opposite sides, Baba continued: 



 

 

Take this as a very narrow canal in which there is surging, boiling water flowing. The seeker has to cross from 

one side to another. The first type has no courage. He walks the whole long, long distance of his bank and 

keeps on moving. After ages, when he reaches the opposite bank he finds that from his side to the side he has 

reached, there is practically no distance to cover, except the surging, boiling water of the narrow canal. 

This is literally true. 

The second type is not the type to take pains to go all the long distance done by the first. He takes a headlong 

plunge into the troubled waters and completely dissolves himself. 

The third type has great courage. He also knows how to swim. The Master from the opposite bank stretches out 

his hand, asking him to take it so that he can drag him to his side. Because of the courage and confidence he 

has in the Master, he blindfoldedly accepts the Master's help and crosses over. 

After this explanation, those who had not had their lunch went to eat, and at 1:00 P.M., personal and group interviews 

in the hall began, lasting until 5:15 P.M. Leaving the hall, Baba walked briskly along the road toward Ahmednagar 

with the sahavas group following. He sat down under a tree alongside the road. Gadekar sang the arti, and Baba 

asked Abdul Majid Khan to help him up. He grabbed Baba's arm and tried to lift him, but was himself pulled down 

toward Baba and was barely saved from falling. Baba proceeded toward the car. Gustadji was standing next to it, 

and before taking his seat, Baba looked at him three times. As the car departed for Meherazad, the sahavas group 

hailed him. 

 

On Wednesday, 30 November 1955, Baba arrived from Meherazad at about 7:30 A.M. One of the gardeners had 

splendidly decorated Baba's couch in the pandal with flowers to look like a small boat, and hung an umbrella of 

flowers overhead. The son-in-law of Madhav Rao Misal had also fashioned a crown for Baba. 

After conferring with the mandali for a while in his cabin, Baba stepped out. Immediately, Madhav Rao's son-in-law 

garlanded him and placed the crown on his head. Baba looked wonderful and resembled paintings of Lord Krishna. 

Dr. Deshmukh ran to bring his camera and took pictures from different angles. 

Entering the hall, Baba jauntily tilted the crown at a rakish angle and asked, "How do I look?" All were overjoyed at 

seeing him in a crown of flowers, and there was a burst of laughter and applause. Deshmukh went on snapping 

pictures, and Baba remarked, "In Andhra, Deshmukh took almost 50 photographs of me. In the end, he discovered 

his camera was not loaded!" 

Baba inquired, "Who could not sleep last night?" 

Mauni Bua confessed he had not slept because of Baba's instruction to withdraw his vow of silence. 

Baba assured him, "As long as you do what I tell you to do, it is just the same whether you remain silent or not. You 

should therefore not worry in the least and follow my instructions for you." 

Suloo Meshram stood up and said, "Last evening, I felt more or less unaware of my surroundings, and for about two 

hours, kept myself closeted in the bathroom. I felt that some breeze from God was passing over me; I felt I was 

beyond birth and death. I completely forgot about my family and my dying child, too — the child I left behind in 

answering Baba's invitation to come to Meherabad. I don't know whether the child is alive or dead. I still hear some 

sort of music and smell sweet smells. Yesterday, I was seeing light before my eyes, and that is why I could not 

sleep." 

Baba motioned for Suloo to be seated and commented: "Suloo is telling the truth. He has been in my contact since 

April 1938, when he was a lad of fourteen. Since then, his love for me has increased. He has composed songs about 

me that are published in a book." 

Baba, however, then admonished him, "Whatever your experience may be, there is no need to tell others about it! 

Listen very carefully. When you narrate these instances, the ego gets tickled, and you don't know it. 'I saw this sight, 

it was so wonderful, I felt so happy ...' All these magnify the ego! 

"If there is love, and if you let it slip out of your lips, you waste it! If you express it in words, you ruin it! Suppose 

you really love me — then you should keep that love locked within you. If you let it out, it tantamounts to an insult! 

If I ask you of my own accord, you may explain, but do not talk of it on your own. 

"We have to go a long, long way. We have to reach the Summit. In their efforts to reach the Goal, even rishis and 

munis are apt to fall through expressions of ego. I like you, Suloo. You are simple and have a pure, innocent heart. 

Love me more and more, but don’t leave your family. And don't get upset when your initial state of tranquility is 

disturbed or changed." 



 

 

Another man said, "In my dream, I saw Baba in a violent mood. He caught hold of me and pushed me against 

Gadekar's stomach, and Gadekar likewise threw me back at Baba. I immediately woke up and could not go back to 

sleep because of this dream." 

Baba joked, "One thing pleases me. I am happy that even in the dream I threw you on Gadekar's tummy!" 

Baba embraced three or four other men who dreamed of him the previous night and stated: "The dreams that you 

dream, your seeing me in a dream, and my giving you instructions in them and so forth, all this is due to your own 

impressions, formed through your love, faith, and being with me in this surrounding. Therefore, do not think that 

because Baba is great, he is showing himself in your dreams! I have come to awaken you from this long, often-

repeated dream of illusion, not to create more dreams for you! 

"Another thing: those who have accepted Dada Maharaj, Dhuniwala Baba and others as their Master, I have no 

objection.30 You may even repeat their names. Why should I object when I myself am in all? Yesterday, during 

personal interviews, three or four persons raised this question whether they should stop taking their guru's name and 

take Baba's name. I say it is no use doing so. If you take God's name or anyone else's, I am there. It is not only 

bodily that Baba is Baba! 

“But if you really want God, if you are in search of God, the only solution is to hold fast to my daaman. There is no 

other way!" 

The poor program was about to start, and Baba concluded, "The moment I start washing and bowing at the feet of 

the poor, take God's name and continue taking it until the poor work is finished." 

Baba walked to the pandal, where 250 poor men and women had collected. At 8:30 A.M., the program started and he 

washed the feet of each, turn by turn, dried them and after placing his head on their feet, gave each his love-gift of 

four rupees. The atmosphere was charged with the silent chanting of "Parabrahma Paramatma, Ahuramazda, Allah 

hu Akbar, Yezdan," while God in human form, becoming the poorest, laid his head on their feet. 

Calling Nilu, Baba instructed him to repeat "Parabrahma Paramatma" in a melodious voice, and the entire gathering 

joined him. Similarly, Abdul Majid Khan was called to sing "Allah hu Akbar," and Homi Hansotia to sing 

"Ahuramazda." 

Standing among the poor was Satya Mang, and Baba once again interrupted the ceremony when his turn came and 

narrated his history as a reformed criminal. Standing before Baba, Satya Mang began weeping, and his tears testified 

to his love for Baba and his faith in him. 

At 9:30 A.M., after finishing the work with the poor, Baba proceeded to the dhuni, where villagers from neighboring 

places had gathered for his darshan. Baba remained among them for five minutes, and then, after touching five large 

platters of prasad, he returned to the hall. Pendu and Padri distributed the prasad, and the villagers dispersed amidst 

shouts of Baba's Jai! 

In the hall, Rustom Kaka and Dattu Mehendarge sang two ghazals that Baba and the audience appreciated. Rustom 

Kaka then began playing a shehnai (a clarinet-like instrument) through his nostrils, and his five-minute performance 

was highly entertaining. Abdul Majid Khan sang a song in Urdu with all appropriate gestures and grimaces, in the 

manner of Abdur Rehman, and his imitation (even though he was nervous) put Baba in a cheerful mood. 

As promised the previous day, Baba presented the poor villager from near Saoner with an alarm clock, telling 

Pophali to explain again to him that he should do the nam-japa (repeating of Baba's name) for one year beginning 15 

February 1956, exactly at twelve midnight every day, for 365 days, exactly 14 and 28 times alternately. 

Following this, the sahavas group went for lunch, after which they reassembled in the hall. Madhusudan and Rustom 

Kaka performed a music program until 3:45 P.M., and thereafter, Baba went to the pandal, where he sat on his 

decorated couch for five minutes. He also put on the crown of flowers again, and walked into the hall wearing it for 

a few minutes. Deshmukh ran for his camera but while returning, slipped and fell. 

At about four o'clock, Baba started on foot for Arangaon accompanied by the entire sahavas group. There the 

villagers heartily received him. Baba first went to the samadhi of Buaji Bua. There the temple priest delivered a 

short speech thanking Baba for his mercy in gracing their humble homes. The priest recalled Baba's early work with 

the villagers during the 1920s, how he had showered his love on the village. He praised his munificence and 

blessings by his taking up residence in their close proximity. After a short time, Baba was buried under dozens of 

 
30 Dada Maharaj was a great saint in Rishikesh; Dhuniwala Baba (also called Dada Dhuniwala) of Saikhed 

was also a saint.  



 

 

garlands and soon began perspiring. Eruch was continually taking the garlands off Baba's neck and wiping his face 

and brow. Deshmukh's son, Prabodh, began fanning Baba with a book, but Baba stopped him, indicating that he was 

afraid of catching a cold. 

Gadekar sang Baba's Marathi arti (composed by Deshmukh), and Baba then visited almost every house in the 

village. Men and women fell over one another trying to pick up the dust from his feet to apply to their foreheads, 

and amidst the mêlée, women dragged their tiny tots and children and forcibly placed them on his feet. Age 

observed, “In the morning Baba was the worshiper and now he is the one being worshiped!” In every house, 

Gadekar repeated Baba's arti. 

Pointing out the villagers' poverty to Ambika Charan Shukla, Baba remarked, "Materially they are very poor, but in 

my love they are really rich!" The villagers had cleaned their huts, and some had even decorated them. Baba spent 

more than two hours going from house to house, trudging through the narrow, dusty lanes. But Baba did not mind 

the dust because of their love, and he chatted and laughed with all as if he himself were one of them. 

Baba then walked to the Family Quarters, where the women of the resident families performed his arti, and he met 

the masts Ali Shah and Mohammed before returning to Meherabad. 

Before departing, to prevent a throat infection, Baba instructed each man of the sahavas group to wash his own face 

and feet and gargle before drinking water, which each should do only after fifteen or twenty minutes. He also 

instructed them to gargle with hot salt water the following morning before washing. It was past 6:30 P.M. when Baba 

took his seat in the car and left for Meherazad amid continuous acclamations. 

That afternoon, Dr. Moorty told Baba that he had urgent work in Poona and requested permission to leave. Baba 

asked, "Can't you remain until the sahavas is over?" 

Although it was untrue, Moorty replied, "No, I have to see my father’s friend who is seriously ill." 

Baba permitted him to leave, but told him, “Go, but never return here again.” 

When Moorty reached Poona late that night after many delays, he found to his astonishment that his father’s friend’s 

residence was locked and no one was around. He did not know anyone else in Poona. He had told Baba a lie and as a 

result had to spend the night on the railway station platform. The next day, he went to Bombay where he had a 

friend, but this friend was in a coma. He decided to return to his home in Kharagpur and bought a train ticket to go 

there. But at the station, his ticket and wallet were pick-pocketed, and he was left with only Rs.15. Despondent, he 

purchased a ticket to Ahmednagar and returned to Meherabad. When Baba saw him he said, “I told you never to 

come here again. Why did you do so? Go at once, you are a liar." 

Baba's mood suddenly changed. He embraced and kissed Moorty, reiterating, "Never doubt for a moment that I am 

God. I forgive you. I know everything." 

 Moorty learned a hard lesson about lying to Baba, but the incident established his deep faith in Baba and his head 

bowed at Baba's feet. 

 

 

On Thursday, 1 December 1955, Baba arrived in Meherabad at 7:30 in the morning. As usual, Baba first met with 

the mandali in his cabin, where he related a humorous incident that had recently happened at Meherazad. A Goanese 

Christian cook from Ahmednagar had been hired to prepare food for the men mandali. Baba would call him daily 

and inquire about his health, family and so forth. Kaka Baria, who was very strict, was the manager at Meherazad, 

and the cook was terrified of him. One day Baba called the cook and asked, "Are you happy?" 

"Very happy," he replied. "It is sheer joy to live with you, and day by day I understand you more. The first day I saw 

you, I took you to be a saint; the next day, I took you as my Master; now, I consider you to be God. But, because my 

buddhi [head] is in Kaka's hand, I must first bow to him and then to you!" 

The cook said all this with such animated gesturing and acting that Baba laughed heartily, as did the Meherazad 

mandali — Eruch, Kaka, Baidul, Krishna, Gustadji and Kumar. From that day on, Baba would call the cook and 

bring up some topic in his presence to elicit his response and enjoy his flamboyance. 

One day Baba called him and said, "Your heart is very good, but what about your character?" 

In reply, the cook took out his handkerchief and explained, "This is mine. Why? Because I have paid for it. 

Likewise, when I sleep with a woman, I pay for it. Where is the sin? You are God, you tell me. I pay for it, so where 

is the sin?" 

At this, Baba laughed and laughed. 



 

 

Baba then left his cabin for the hall. In the hall, the Poona bhajan group had just started singing the song Awake! O 

Wake Up! The Avatar Has Come! when Baba remarked, "This reminds me that I have not yet inquired how you 

slept last night." 

S. N. Kulkarni of Nasik, an old devotee and Upasni Maharaj's brother's son, stood up and said, "In my dream last 

night, I asked Baba certain questions, but he would not reply to a single one. I was very disappointed, but when I 

woke up I felt light and happy." Beckoning him, Baba embraced him, and Kulkarni wept silently on his shoulder. 

Vinoba Bhave was a well-known social leader. Bhave's cousin, A. V. Bhave (a teacher), stood up and said, "I am not 

sure whether I was asleep or awake ..." 

Baba with a wry smile interrupted him, "Then you are now nearing the Beyond, Beyond state of being wide awake 

in sound sleep!" All laughed, and Baba embraced him, also. 

At Baba's request, Madhusudan resumed the song. Baba joked, "All are awakened!" 

At 8:05 A.M., Baba left the hall and went outside. A great throng was waiting for him. Vibhuti had brought many 

men and women in bullock carts from Kup Bhalwani, a village 30 miles away, to take Baba's darshan. Baba 

instructed him to have them wash, take food and rest until he returned from the hill. 

Followed by the sahavas group, Baba began ascending the hill, flinging pebbles to either side as he went. Shrimant 

G. G. Buty of Nagpur (Buty Saheb's son) was walking barefooted, because he had lost his shoes. Baba noticed this 

and asked about it. Seeing Baba's concern for the boy, Kumar took off his shoes and gave them to Buty, which 

pleased Baba. 

For a few moments, Baba was merged in himself, his hands moving rapidly in different directions. On reaching the 

hill, unlike on previous occasions, Baba took the group straight to his Tomb and, as instructed, Dhake said a few 

words in Marathi explaining the significance of Baba's final resting place. Turn by turn, every man took darshan of 

the samadhi as Baba watched. After all had taken darshan and come out, Baba himself came out and locked the door 

of the Tomb. 

Bhaiya Panday, the photographer from Ahmednagar, had been called, and he took over 20 shots of Baba with 

different small groups. Baba then led the group to the Meher Retreat building. There under the tin shed, the Marathi 

sahavas group sat on a carpet, and Baba sat in a chair and narrated to them about the Prem Ashram, his seclusion in 

the Tomb and other activities of Meherabad in the early days. In conclusion, Baba observed, "It is your great fortune 

that I myself brought you to my last resting place. After 60 years, this place will be a world center of pilgrimage." 

Thereafter, at 9:30 A.M., accompanied by the group, Baba walked back to lower Meherabad, where he met the 

women villagers of Kup Bhalwani near the dhuni. Among them was a leper whom Baba had told to sit near the 

dhuni. Going to him, Baba placed his hand on his head. Baba then sat in the pandal, and the male villagers of Kup 

Bhalwani began taking his darshan and singing bhajans for him. 

It was past eleven o’clock, and upon Baba's request everyone went for lunch. At 12:30 P.M., after their meal, Baba 

began giving personal interviews to those who had not had one yet. This lasted until 2:15, when the bell was rung 

summoning the group to the hall. A song was sung and Baba asked them to accompany him to the dhuni, where he 

was to distribute prasad to the Kup Bhalwani villagers, and also to the sahavas group and mandali. Baba advised 

them to be very careful not to miss taking prasad from his hands and losing such a valuable opportunity. This was 

said because some in the morning had been so absorbed in seeing the Meherabad Hill compound, they had lingered 

behind and missed going inside the Tomb. 

At 2:40 P.M., standing under a tree near the well, some distance from the dhuni, Baba began the distribution.31 

Yeshwant Rao handed him the prasad which he first gave to the women villagers, then to the men of the village, and 

finally to the sahavas group and mandali. While distributing prasad, Baba was in a serious mood and urged the 

sahavas men to eat it then and there, and not to take it home with them. Each man was given two laddoos. To 

Gustadji, Baba gave three, and touched his head. By 3:10 P.M., he had finished and instructed the group to have tea 

and then come inside the hall. 

After the distribution, when Baba was on his way back to the hall, he saw several poor persons sitting underneath a 

tree by the roadside. Carrying the basket of leftover sweets to them, Baba gave each three laddoos. Some of the poor 

were blind, others were disabled and weak. 

 
31 The location where prasad was distributed was near Padri's workshop, in which he kept his tools and 

equipment for the maintenance of Meherabad property. 



 

 

At 3:25 P.M., the sahavas group gathered in the hall. Baba was in an exceptionally good mood. As they came in, he 

was pacing very quickly back and forth in the hall from one side to the other, sometimes stopping by a window on 

the south side for a moment before resuming his pacing. Then he sat down, but he seemed in a pensive mood, 

oblivious of his surroundings. “His fingers danced,” Age observed, “and their dance produced a silent song which 

touched the hearts of all present. The atmosphere turned serious, and the Wine became muted.” 

By 3:45, the hall was full, and bhajan singing began. Rustom Kaka had brought a singer from Ahmednagar, and 

although Baba seemed pleased with the music, he was in a strange mood. He explained a few of the lines from the 

song, but his “mind” seemed more in the Ocean than on its surface. Suddenly, at 4:30 P.M., he asked, "Would you 

permit me to leave for Meherazad now?" In one voice they shouted, "NO!" This made Baba smile and he appeared 

to become more interested. 

Nusserwan Bharucha of Sakori was sitting with his feet drawn up, and Baba looked at him and said, "Don't feel 

reserved. Stretch out your legs if you aren't comfortable. You should be at ease and sit comfortably. I am 

everywhere, and you should not feel shy!" While speaking this, Eruch inadvertently used the word old in reference 

to Bharucha (saying, "Old people should be at ease ...") and thereupon, Baba remarked, "He is not old; he is young!" 

He asked Bharucha, "Are you old?" and Bharucha replied, "No, Baba!" The gathering burst out laughing, as 

Bharucha was quite advanced in age. Baba twisted Eruch's ear for the mistake amidst further laughter. 

At 5:00 P.M., Baba said: "All should come to Meherazad tomorrow morning by eight o'clock so that I can take you 

up the hill where I have secluded myself several times, especially during the Manonash period. The ascent is a bit 

steep, but I myself will go slowly to enable the weak and old to walk with me — and I will help Bharucha! The 

youngsters among you should not compete and show their dexterity by trying to climb up quickly, as there are loose 

pebbles strewn all over and they may slip. But if any of you wishes to race me up the hill, I am ready! I will outstrip 

anyone!" 

Everyone laughed. Leaving the hall, Baba walked about a tenth of a mile along the road and sat down on the ground 

under a tree. The congregation surrounded him, and Gadekar sang arti, with the entire multitude participating. 

Folding his hands, Baba saluted the group and then left for Meherazad. 

 

The Marathi sahavas group went to Meherazad on the morning of Friday, 2 December 1955, and Baba took them up 

Seclusion Hill, as promised, and showed them other significant places as he had done to the previous groups. The 

group returned to Meherabad at about 11:00 A.M., and Baba arrived an hour later, at noon. The sahavas group was 

eating lunch when he arrived, and Baba went to the dining pandal. He mingled with them and gestured for them to 

have their fill. After exchanging some humorous remarks, he proceeded to the kitchen. There he praised 

Shahastrabudhe and his staff who had been responsible for providing food for 200 people daily for a month. 

At one point, Baba picked up a pan and placed it on top of Deshmukh's head, remarking, "One day the Chinese will 

walk into India. This pan will protect you from the bombs!" (Those who heard this took Baba's remark lightly, but 

when the Chinese did invade India in 1962, they realized that Baba may have in some way been working to protect 

India seven years before the event.) 

December 2 was the final day of sahavas, and Baba bid the kitchen workers farewell, embraced each one and had his 

photograph taken with them. Chhagan also had labored hard. He would go to sleep at 8:00 P.M. and be up by 

midnight to begin preparing the congregation's breakfast, which would be ready by 5:00 A.M. He would remain 

occupied cooking the entire day, and thus he hardly rested for more than four hours a day for a month. 

At 12:30 P.M., the Marathi group assembled in the hall, and Baba inquired of Gadekar, "How much did you eat?" 

"Very little," Gadekar replied. 

Baba said, "But I saw you take eight puris, one plate of dal and rice, two bowls of shrikhand and a plate of bhujias!" 

Everyone had a good laugh, and Limkar interposed, "Gadekar ate sixteen puris, Baba. I counted them!" 

Thus, for some time fun and good humor filled the atmosphere. Bhajans were then sung, and after more than an hour 

of music, several men were seen dozing. So at 1:50 P.M., Baba instructed the group, "Go and rest for fifteen minutes. 

Afterwards, come back again and sit in the same places where you are sitting now." 

The group dispersed, and Baba conversed with the mandali on the west verandah. Exactly fifteen minutes later, he 

entered the hall, as did most of the sahavas group; but it was difficult for them to locate their original positions. 

Deshmukh did not remember where he had been sitting. The confusion provided a fine source of amusement, and 

Baba enjoyed it very much. 



 

 

But soon his mood changed, because B. L. Sherlekar of Nagpur, without Baba's permission, had told his wife to 

bring the mast Kuttawala, and they had arrived that morning. Baba did not at all appreciate this disturbance during 

his sahavas activity. The mast was taken to Arangaon, where he collected all the village dogs around him. Then, to 

fulfill his wish, food and milk were sent from Meherabad for the dogs, and after feeding them, the mast, on his own, 

came to Meherabad. Kuttawala said he wished to proceed to Ahmednagar to feed the stray dogs and cows there, and 

this put Baba in an even worse temper. 

At 2:30 P.M., there was an interval for tea, and in his cabin, Baba discussed what to do about Kuttawala and 

Sherlekar. It was arranged to send them all to Ahmednagar, and Sherlekar was given Rs.30 for their expenses. 

Thereafter, Baba reentered the hall and listened to a ghazal written by the deceased Khak Saheb and sung by 

Madhusudan and his bhajan group. He then addressed the sahavas group: "The mast Kuttawala Baba has practically 

no consciousness, and his movements are automatic. He has a large following in Nagpur." 

Referring to the masts Ali Shah and Mohammed, Baba observed: 

There are not many in the world like them. But there are still greater souls on the Path. These two masts are 

immersed in my love, and are like gems on my fingers. On the spiritual path, gradually one loses his gross 

consciousness. Even one on the first plane is so enchanted that he has no awareness of the gross existence. It is 

the same on all subsequent planes. With progress on the Path, when one reaches the seventh plane, he has lost 

his gross, subtle and mental consciousness, and thus, by stages, realizes himself. Even after Realization, if the 

body is not dropped, then one behaves like a bal-unmant-pishash or what is called a majzoob. It is no joke to 

attain this state. In the first plane, one loses his body consciousness and behaves like a madman. 

For the worldly man, it is difficult to distinguish between a worldly mad and a spiritually mad mast, and it is 

still more difficult to understand whether the spiritually mad belongs to the first plane or the second plane, or 

the third, fourth, fifth, sixth or seventh. One in a million regains normal consciousness [gross, subtle and 

mental], and he is then a Sadguru. Simultaneously, he is on an equal level with you all. He remains as you are 

and he is also superconscious at all levels. 

Baba rarely allowed the men to perform his arti, but at 4:15 P.M., Madhusudan was permitted to sing the Hindi arti, 

Divya Sanatana, he had composed a few years before. Taking the sahavas group with him, Baba went to see the 

masts Ali Shah and Mohammed in the Family Quarters near Arangaon. 

Sitting down on the dusty ground under a tree, Baba asked Gadekar to lead them in the Marathi arti. Gadekar did so, 

and Baba next told him to sing the Gujarati arti. Gadekar could not sing it properly because he, like the majority of 

those who had followed Baba out of the hall, had gone barefooted. The fields and barren tracts of land were strewn 

with thorns and sharp “spear grass” which had pierced their feet, and Gadekar had trouble standing. Baba had not 

allowed them to remove the thorns but had asked for one arti after another — and seemed to enjoy their faltering and 

fumbling during the second arti the most. Baba immediately left the place and, crossing a field, sat down beneath 

another tree. The sahavas group picked up more thorns while walking, but even these were love's remembrance for 

them as they were soon to depart from Meherabad and the thorns were a means of remembering their Lord. 

With much difficulty, Gadekar sang the Gujarati arti, and Baba urged the sahavas group: "Take me with you and 

keep me with you always!" Many shed tears, and with a final roving glance at each, Baba took his seat in the car, 

which sped toward Meherazad at 4:45 P.M. 

Deeply moved, the gathering stood for some time gazing at the vanishing car. The mandali had to remind them to 

begin preparing for their departure. The buses were ready to carry them to the station and were being loaded with 

their luggage. They were to have supper before leaving, but saddened by their impending separation from the Divine 

Beloved, they could not eat and left for their destinations without food. Most of the Marathi sahavas group left that 

day, and the rest the following morning. 

Baba remarked to the mandali, "I will not have such a sahavas gathering again. Their sorrow at parting is too 

difficult for me to witness." 

Meanwhile, the mast Kuttawala was brought back to Meherabad from Ahmednagar, and was provided with milk and 

food for his new "pets." 

 

Baba was not supposed to come to Meherabad on Saturday, 3 December 1955, but he came purposely at 8:00 A.M. to 

see Kuttawala. The mast was waiting for him, and as soon as he saw Baba in his room, he threw himself full length 

on the floor at his feet. Lifting him, Baba made him sit by his side on the couch and embraced him. The old mast 

wept. Baba instructed Sherlekar to accompany the mast back to Nagpur on the noon train. 



 

 

Baba remarked about Kuttawala, "This mast is thirsting for Union with God, and because of his intense restlessness 

I came to see him." 

At about 10:15 A.M., Baba entered the hall. Some of the sahavas group were still there. Baba asked Gadekar, "Why 

didn't you leave yesterday?" 

Gadekar replied, "I am going today." (Actually, he had gone to the train station early in the morning, but when he 

heard Baba had come to Meherabad he came back.) 

"While doing my arti yesterday," Baba further asked, "were you thinking of the arti or the thorns in your feet?" 

"Of the arti." 

Joining his hands, Baba offered his namaskar to Gadekar. Taking advantage of Baba's mood, Gadekar broached 

another subject: "I am now 51 years old, and there are four years left before I retire with my pension. I would like to 

resign at once and stay with you." 

Baba replied, "Up to the 15th of February 1957, just obey me; thereafter, I will call you to stay with me for all time." 

Baba’s words came true, as readers shall see — but not in the way that Gadekar could have imagined. 

After lunch, everyone was called in the hall. A few of the sahavas group were to leave on the afternoon trains. Baba 

listened to a few humorous incidents and then reminisced about the days in Manzil-e-Meem when he used to beat 

the mandali severely, and how afraid they were of him. "Those were happy days!" Baba gestured. 

Before leaving the hall at 12:30 for tea, Baba remarked, "I used to take fifteen minutes to drink two spoonfuls of tea! 

Formerly, I used to live on tea and tobacco [in paan], but nowadays I have stopped taking them." 

He concluded, "Those who are leaving in the afternoon should come to my cabin for a farewell embrace, but 

afterwards they should not speak a single word to me." 

At 1:30 P.M., Baba called the mandali. Also present were Nana Kher, Nariman, Meherjee, Kishan Singh, Kohiyar, 

Rangole, Bal Natu and Pankhraj. These men had especially come to Meherabad for the month to give a helping hand 

in the sahavas arrangements. Baba embraced each one and gave a special embrace to Feram who, besides 

transcribing and typing the sahavas diary, was also helping Adi Sr. with his office work at Meherabad. Baba 

expressed his pleasure with the volunteers' work and embraced each one. They were to leave for their homes the 

next day. The Arangaon workers were sent for, and Baba praised and embraced them, also. 

Francis Brabazon had been staying at Meherabad since the 1st of November, and had imbibed much Wine. After the 

Andhra tour, he had written a description of his experience titled Journey With God. Now Baba sent him back to 

Australia with instructions to write an account of the sahavas, which became Stay With God. Brabazon left 

Meherabad on 7 December and stayed in Bombay for a week before returning home. 

 

After the Marathi sahavas group departed, Baba began coming from Meherazad to Meherabad daily, and would 

instruct the mandali to wind up everything there soon. The 11th was fixed for their return to Satara, and the work of 

dismantling the pandals, tidying up the area, cleansing the utensils, and returning the rented cots, mattresses and 

blankets went at full speed. Bhau and others supervised this work, while Vishnu and Ramjoo did the accounts, and 

Pendu and Padri oversaw everything. 

On Monday, 5 December 1955, telegrams (dictated by Baba on the 2nd) were sent to the organizers of the sahavas 

programs for women, stating: 

Paying visits to about 20 places for women sahavas most uncertain because arrangements necessary during my 

absence of one year are still pending and required [financial] provision not assured yet. If arrangements and 

provisions can be made before December end, sahavas programs can become possible during January. If 

programs are canceled, don't worry but work intensively to spread my message of Love and Truth. Whether 

programs are canceled or not, I want all who had my sahavas to remember everything which was conveyed to 

them through my love. Inform all concerned. 

For his Gujarati, Telugu, Hindi and Marathi lovers, the Meherabad Sahavas had been a joyful, wonderful week spent 

in Baba's company. But for Baba, to give his darshan for hours, to conduct hundreds of private interviews and to 

give his company for so many days was an exhausting task — because with the shower of his love, he was taking 

upon himself the good and bad sanskaras of those who came in his contact. The sahavas afforded pleasure to his 

lovers, but at a cost of great suffering to himself. Unbeknownst to those attending the four sahavas programs, 

throughout every night, Baba would be restless. To those who observed him, it seemed that every tissue in his body 

was infused with suffering. Yet no one except those in his close proximity could have the slightest idea of this, 

because when Baba would come to Meherabad, he would appear radiant and happy. 



 

 

Age commented, “It was a crucifixion for Baba to give his sahavas to people, and that, too, for a solid month. The 

Meherabad Sahavas program of 1955 was truly a historic occasion and a momentous example of the Avatar's 

infinite mercy and love. How fortunate were those who attended!” 

Meherjee had aptly written to someone in the West: "Never before has Baba given so much to so many for so long." 

During the four sahavas programs, as mentioned, Feram and Kishan Singh were writing down Baba's words, and 

Ramjoo later compiled these notes into a booklet titled The Company of God. Don Stevens, too, made use of this 

material in the book Listen, Humanity. In summing up the month-long program, Ramjoo wrote: 

God alone can keep company with God, but during the period of sahavas, which Baba gave so freely and fully, 

Baba left no stone unturned in order to help everyone invited make the most of the opportunity and get the 

largest possible share out of it. In the midst of each of the four different groups, Baba sat, worked, played, 

worshiped, heard, prayed, walked, "talked" and at rare moments allowed himself to be worshiped all so 

spontaneously and naturally ... And yet every week was different and distinct from the other. 

Every little thing and big arrangement about the sahavas weeks received Baba's personal attention. He not 

merely issued instructions about the minutest bit to the collective arrangements but often personally checked 

them, and where necessary got them carried out in letter and spirit under his own supervision. 

While freely mixing, moving and sitting with those living the life of his sahavas, what Baba said through his 

inimitable and animated gestures was all in the shape of small talk and general conversation. He never dwelt on 

any one particular subject for more than some minutes at a time. He would start explaining about love, and then 

suddenly switch over to the subject of cold and coughing. In between, he would remember some interesting 

point about his own life, return to the point of love and before it was finished, ask somebody to narrate some 

story. Within a few minutes after giving a grave warning to all present to pay serious attention to what he was 

going to tell them, he would make all burst out in a roar of laughter. It was child's play for Baba to make the 

least sentimental man in a group begin to struggle with tears in his eyes and start stuttering incoherently. 

With all that, Baba repeated the same topics and subjects before every group, every week, without ever missing 

a single important point; but he always did so in a different way, in different words, in different contexts. 

Words such as "love," "obedience" and "surrender" were explained by Baba to the point of making them cease 

to be words. He made them sound like live things: things as having been lived, as could be and should be lived. 

He would explain things and, in the same breath, add that they were inexplicable. 

Another noteworthy feature of the sahavas lay in the fact that eventually, in effect, it proved to be Baba's 

sahavas for all his life and as such, enough to last for the lifetime of each of the participants. Although each 

group had only five days to live their life in Baba's company, Baba managed to give them every idea of his life 

from childhood to his present Mastery in Servitude and right up to the time he would breathe his last ... Baba 

made everyone as familiar with himself as those who had been living with him all their lives. 

By a few or by the many, among the rich and poor, old and young, strong and healthy, weak and ailing, literate 

and illiterate, educators and intellectuals, businessmen, government [civil] servants, lawyers, doctors, artisans, 

artists, poets, writers, sanyasis [renunciants], tapasvis [ascetics], Hindus, Muslims, Parsis, Sikhs and Christians 

who attended the weekly congregations, the participants on the whole represented mankind in miniature. 

The sahavas in spirit was a wonderful sangam [coming together] of naked Divinity with stark humanity. It was 

a hujum [crowd] and a mela [fair] of the Infinite mingling with finitude. "Weaknesses" had their moments of 

being drowned in the "Strength" which produced the one miracle of God, the whole of creation. All sins and 

virtues were, for the time being, shamed into nothingness ... There were moments when one could almost feel 

that, as the Infinite Ocean of existence, God did link every life into one indivisible whole. 

 

 

Chapter 29: BRIEF DARSHANS & SECLUSIONS 

 

On 9 December 1955, Baba visited Khushru Quarters, Meherabad, Akbar Press and, in the late afternoon, the 

Ahmednagar Central Railway offices. At the railway offices, Baba gave darshan for 20 minutes to a gathering of 

300 men and women railway employees and their children. 

On Sunday, 11 December 1955, Baba left for Satara in Meherjee’s car with Mehera, Meheru and Goher. Eruch 

drove Nariman’s car with Mani, Naja and Rano, while Aloba, Baidul, Bhau, Don, Gustadji, Kishan Singh, Krishnaji, 

Kumar, Nilu, Pendu, Savak and Vishnu followed from Meherabad. Krishna Nair left to return to his home in 

Malabar (Kerala), as per Baba’s orders. Kaka was again left alone at Meherazad. On the way, Baba stopped at 



 

 

Bindra House in Poona. From there, Baba went to Bapusaheb Shinde’s shoe store, Samarth Leather Works, in the 

heart of the city at 489 Budhwar Peth, where a darshan function had been arranged. This small store was the first 

Poona “Baba Center,” as it was here that every Monday, when the store was closed, weekly Baba meetings were 

held. Although the darshan was meant to be an intimate affair, almost 300 lovers gathered there to meet Baba. The 

roads became jammed and the crowd was too large for everyone to have a chance to greet him. Baba promised to 

return to Poona in January and give darshan on a much larger scale. 

Habibullah Baig came to the shoe store with a garland, which he put around Baba’s neck. He thought to himself: 

“How gracious Baba is to Shinde. He was a pauper and is now quite rich!” Looking straight at him, Baba smiled but 

said nothing. From that moment, Habibullah was determined to go into business, and over the years he became quite 

prosperous as a merchant of Kashmiri wares. 

Baba’s arti was performed and he distributed prasad to some. Baba then met with Shinde and his family privately. 

Later that same day Baba left for Satara, where he and the women resumed their stay in Grafton bungalow and the 

men mandali at Rosewood.32 

During the sahavas period an abundance of correspondence had collected, and upon their arrival in Satara, every 

letter was read to Baba, and he dictated replies. Bhau's duty of looking after Krishnaji continued; but soon after 

reaching Satara, Krishnaji fell ill and Nilu was told to help attend to him. Meanwhile, Krishnaji received a letter 

from Malabar, and when he had recovered, Baba sent him back to his home. Baba instructed him to bring a letter 

from his parents that they had no objection to his staying with Baba. Krishnaji went to Malabar and several days 

later returned, but without the letter. Baba immediately made him go all the way back and to return only with his 

parents' written permission. Krishnaji came back to Satara again without the letter, but this time Baba allowed him 

to stay. 

During this period, a man named Tatya Saheb Jadhavrao Bhuinjkar, from the village of Bhuinj, came to Satara for 

Baba's darshan. Jadhavrao beseeched Baba to come to his village to give darshan to the villagers there. Baba agreed 

and designated the 18th of December for his visit. 

Bhuinj (also called Bhuing), a small village fifteen miles from Satara, was the home of King Shivaji's mother Jijabai 

in the early 1700s. Tatya Saheb was a direct descendent of this illustrious Maratha family and was called Sardar (a 

respected, esteemed person). He resided in the ancestral mansion and was quite well known. Baba informed him he 

would not spend more than an hour in Bhuinj, and Tatya Saheb arranged matters accordingly. 

Meanwhile, Baba called an inspector of police named K. S. Savant and his wife, Hemlata, to Satara, and they arrived 

on the morning of Sunday, 18 December 1955. They were old Baba lovers, experiencing a certain difficulty which 

Baba wished to clear up. At home, Hemlata would sit in her prayer room absorbed in Baba's remembrance. She 

would neither cook nor care for her children, who would go hungry until Savant returned from work in the evening. 

He had to cook their food, feed and look after them. Savant had written about this to Baba, and so Baba sent for 

them. 

Baba advised Hemlata, “I am very happy with your love. I know how you remember me day and night, and remain 

focused on me. Your mind never wanders and this is good. I am God and so I am in everyone. But while I am happy 

in you, I am unhappy in Savant and the children. When I feel hungry in these children and do not get food, then I 

become unhappy with you. If, in these children, I do not get clean clothes to wear, I feel unhappy. When in Savant, 

after a hard day's work, I return home and find the children miserable, I am unhappy with you. 

“So in you, you keep me happy, but in Savant and the children, you keep me most unhappy! If you keep me happy 

in all, I will be so pleased with your love that I will even change your fortune!” 

Baba's simple admonition affected Hemlata so much that she was totally transformed. On their way from Poona, she 

had not uttered a single word to Savant or the children, and was in a withdrawn mood. But after listening to Baba, 

she smiled and embraced Savant, and the couple left happily. Baba had shown her the true way to worship him. 

Sitting in meditation is not enough; one must fulfill one's practical responsibilities. 

 

News of Meher Baba's darshan in Bhuinj spread and lovers from Poona, Bhor, Wai and Satara also gathered there. 

With a few of the mandali, Baba arrived in Bhuinj on the afternoon of Sunday, 18 December 1955. The villagers 

received him outside the village and wanted to take him into the village in a procession in the car. Baba, however, 

got out of the car and walked the distance along with the jubilant villagers, who led the way singing bhajans and 

beating on drums. When Baba reached the grand old mansion, Tatya Saheb was waiting on the steps and welcomed 

 
32 The third rented bungalow, Jal Villa, was kept locked and unoccupied. 



 

 

him. The family performed puja before Baba, and later Baba was led through the large house and sat comfortably in 

a decorated room. Tatya Saheb was so overjoyed to have Baba in his house, he could only stand and watch him 

silently. Baba, too, felt at home and expressed this with childlike delight. 

Suddenly, Tatya Saheb remembered to introduce his friends and relatives, and snapping out of his reveries he began 

bustling back and forth bringing each person before Baba. One of those present was a relative named Chohan, who 

was an old lover. It was through him that Bhuinjkar had come to know about Baba. Baba distributed prasad to the 

family, and it seemed all had been in his contact for years! Baba walked around the entire house, and the family 

served tea and refreshments to Baba and the mandali. 

In the large open area outside the bungalow, the villagers had collected and Baba came out on the verandah, where a 

seat had been provided for him. When he sat down, four schoolgirls sang a song of welcome, which the school's 

headmaster had specially composed for the occasion, describing Baba's divinity and his message of love. In an 

emotional voice filled with devotion, Tatya Saheb delivered a speech, at the end of which he summed up: 

The history of the world records the downfall of empires and their dynasties; whereas spiritual history, if one 

cares to delve into it, is replete with the hierarchy of saints and Sadgurus, eternal in its aspect and immortalized 

by its followers who gain and gather strength in number and adoration with the march of time! 

Baba was profusely garlanded by some of the prominent villagers and vociferously hailed. Bhuinjkar's relatives 

from the nearby villages of Bhor and Wai earnestly requested that Baba grace their homes also, but Baba declined 

due to lack of time. 

As the verandah was on a raised level, Baba stepped down among the villagers and darshan began. In an orderly 

fashion, men, women and children approached him and garlanded and bowed down to him with love and reverence. 

Baba would occasionally smile, pat some, put his hand on the heads of others, and this physical contact contributed 

to the awakening of their hearts and was a medium for keeping his memory always fresh in their minds. 

Almost 1,000 people had assembled and Baba completed the darshan in an hour. After saying goodbye to Bhuinjkar 

and his family, Baba departed for Satara amid acclamations; the schoolchildren followed his car for some distance 

shouting his Jai! 

 

Baba was to enter seclusion on 15 February 1956, and many issues had to be decided so that he would not be 

disturbed during that time. These arrangements related primarily to providing for the mandali's lodging and food, 

and assigning them individual duties. In addition, many letters were received about the seclusion and giving sahavas 

to women devotees. Every female lover of Meher Baba wanted him to visit her place, which was out of the question 

considering the short amount of time Baba had allotted for this. Still, the correspondence continued back and forth. 

Eventually the sahavas was canceled. The organizers were informed of this on 24 December 1955, through this 

message from Baba (dictated by him on the 21st): 

In continuation of my telegram of 5 December, beforehand arrangements for one full year are essential for my 

one year's retirement. Necessary arrangements and provisions are still not effected. Time is too short both for 

that and for my visiting the numerous places, so I have definitely canceled programs of sahavas for women at 

all places. Whatever I decide is best for one and all; therefore, no one should feel disheartened. 

I remain deeply touched by the sacrifices and services of my women devotees; therefore, their enthusiasm for 

my sahavas should in no way be lessened. During my [up]coming phase of retirement, all my lovers must keep 

aglow the spark of my love and work enthusiastically for their Beloved, so that others feel the force of my 

message of Love and Truth. 

All must remember my instructions about correspondence after 14 February 1956. 

Baba was also making plans to visit America in 1956. On 20 December, he cabled Elizabeth Patterson in Myrtle 

Beach: "I definitely intend to come to the West middle of next year. Inform everyone in America." 

On the 30th, Baba sent another telegram to Elizabeth as follows: 

Baba wants you to know and to let everyone know as usual that he will be coming to the West next summer. No 

women will accompany him this time. He will bring three men, and it will be a special but short visit. On his 

way over, Baba intends to stop in England for two days. (He will not visit Europe.) He will stop four days in 

New York, four days in Myrtle Beach and seven days in California, spending roughly three days in northern 

California [at Ivy Duce’s] and three days in southern California [at Ruth White’s]. This is the gist of the plan. 

Details later. 



 

 

Don Stevens was informed that Baba wished him to be with him during the entire American trip. Don proposed the 

idea of having Baba meet with university students in religious study classes. Baba replied (thorough Mani): "I do not 

mind who or how many people come to see me, but I am coming mainly to give my sahavas to my near and dear 

ones whose love draws me once more to the land of America." 

On 26 December, Baba asked for the copies of God Speaks that had been received, and distributed some of them to 

the mandali — the signed copies to Mehera, Mani and Eruch, an unsigned copy to Rano, and one copy to be shared 

among the other men and women mandali. Baba, however, asked them not to read it before 8 January. Five thousand 

copies of the book had been printed for the first edition. 

On the 26th, Nilu left for Bombay for a one-month visit. Jalbhai, Beheram and Adi Jr. saw Baba on the morning of 

the 30th, and Majety Ramamohan Rao, Chinta Sarvarao and Dr. Kanakadandi saw Baba on 1 January. 

 

On Tuesday, 3 January 1956, Baba, accompanied by Eruch, Kumar and Ramjoo, left Satara for Meherazad. Waman 

Padale, the young man who was working in Adi’s office in Ahmednagar, had been sent from Ahmednagar with 

Adi’s Chevrolet. He and Baba sat in the front and the other three at the back. Waman had been ordered by Baba not 

to smoke, but while attending Ahmednagar College, one of his friends had pressured him to try it. During the drive, 

knowing Waman had broken his order, Baba brought up the subject and scolded him (through Ramjoo’s booming 

voice) for almost six miles. Tears streamed down Waman’s cheeks as he was driving. 

Baba then asked Ramjoo for a cigarette. Ramjoo handed Baba one of his Charminars (an Indian brand). Baba lit it 

himself and kept it in his mouth, taking a few puffs and then handing it to Waman. “Finish it,” he gestured. Waman 

said he would be unable to do so, so Baba told him to take a few puffs and then throw it out the window, which he 

did. 

They stopped at Bindra House, but Waman was still feeling remorseful for having broken Baba's order. He was 

sitting outside, when Kumar came with a plateful of food Baba had touched and sent for him. Waman never smoked 

again, although Baba later told him that if he felt like it, he could smoke two cigarettes a day. 

This was not the first time that Waman had been badly scolded by Baba. Once before, in 1947 or 1948, when Adi 

Sr. was away accompanying Baba on a mast trip, Waman was asked by Gulmai to drive her to Sakori for a few days 

to visit Godavri Mai. Waman had Baba's order not to bow down to any guru, or even at any samadhi. But when they 

arrived at Sakori, Gulmai called him to meet Godavri, and Gulmai bowed to her, so Waman felt obligated to bow 

also. And he bowed at Upasni Maharaj’s Samadhi, as well. Later, at Meherazad, Baba called him alone to Kaka 

Baria’s room and had Ramjoo shout at him for quite some time over his mistake, before Baba forgave him. Baba 

made him rub his nose very hard on the ground before him as punishment. 

Chhagan had been called to do nightwatch and was picked up at Sarosh Motor Works, where Baba spoke with Adi 

Sr. for a few minutes. They then drove to Meherazad. The next morning, 4 January 1956, Thirumala Rao arrived 

with Meherjee, and Adi Sr. brought them to Meherazad to see Baba. Thirumala Rao had come for the sahavas with 

the Telugu group and afterwards was appointed the Lt. Governor of Vindhya Pradesh (a state in Central India). 

Before assuming his duties, he wanted to have Baba's darshan. He had written to Baba in Satara, but because Baba 

was to proceed to Meherazad for his work, he called him there. 

Baba advised Thirumala Rao, "Continue carrying out my instructions, love me and be scrupulously honest. Do not 

let [Prime Minister] Nehru and [President] Babu Rajendra Prasad down. Translate God Speaks into Telugu with all 

your heart." Baba touched a copy of the book and presented it to him for the work. Thirumala Rao was overcome by 

Baba's blessing. Baba embraced him and he left. 

Before returning to Satara on the evening of the 4th (in the Chevrolet with Waman driving), Baba instructed Kaka in 

detail about the management of Meherazad in his absence. Passing through Ahmednagar, he stopped briefly to see 

Adi. 

A strange event occurred in Satara the following day. Baba was on his way from Grafton to Rosewood with Bhau 

and Aloba, when he saw a fifteen-year-old boy collecting cowdung on the road. Calling him, Baba asked, "What are 

you doing?" 

The lad began weeping. "My family is poor," he said. 

Baba instructed him, "Go home and come to Rosewood after washing." The boy left and Baba went to the mandali's 

quarters at Rosewood. 

The boy, whose name was Ismail, came to Rosewood and Baba asked him, "Don't you go to school?" He replied he 

had quit school. 



 

 

"If you are sent to a school, will you go?" Baba asked. "We will meet the expenses." 

The boy answered, "I don't want to go to school." 

Baba asked Pendu to pay the boy one rupee, and taking it, he walked home. After he had left, Baba remarked to the 

mandali, "The lad seems to be clever. It would be better if he goes to school." 

Shortly thereafter, Ismail returned. After inquiry, he said, "I have come back to return your rupee. My mother says 

not to accept anything without working for it." 

"There is not much work here," Baba replied, "but if you agree to study, it can be arranged." 

"I told you I don't want to go to school! But if someone were to tutor me here, I will come for lessons." 

Baba turned to the mandali and gestured, "Bhau, you teach him and acquire his blessings! At least learn how to do 

some good for others!" 

Ismail chimed in, "If he teaches me, I promise to study." 

So Baba gave the duty of schoolmaster to Bhau. Bhau was soon to learn how Ismail, besides being his pupil, also 

would become his boss! 

 

Poona lovers, including Shinde, Gadekar, Madhusudan, Kamble, Laxman Thade and Sadashiv Patil, had been given 

permission to arrange a mass darshan in Poona on 14 January. They came to Satara at the beginning of January to 

discuss the arrangements with Baba. 

Baba left Satara for Poona on the 13th with Eruch, Bhau, Kumar and Aloba, and stayed in Ganeshkhind Gardens at 

Dadi Kerawala's residence. (Pendu had been sent a day in advance.) Arrangement for darshan had been made in 

front of a bungalow in Ganeshkhind itself (Bungalow No. 5, Shivajinagar, near the Poona Meteorological 

Observatory) belonging to a Sindhi, Javarmal Ahuja. In its spacious compound, a huge pandal was erected opposite 

the house, and that night Pendu had a dais constructed so that Baba could be easily seen by all in the crowd. The 

Poona lovers had worked day and night in making the arrangements, and they had stayed up until dawn decorating 

both the dais and pandal. 

From early morning on Saturday, 14 January 1956, a large crowd of several thousand gathered and waited for the 

darshan to begin. Many lovers from far distances such as Nagpur, Andhra, Hamirpur, Dehra Dun and Bombay had 

also come. Baba reached the place at 8:00 A.M., amid wild cheers of his Jai. Separate rows of men and women 

formed, and Baba immediately began distributing the prasad. The program was originally scheduled to last only that 

morning, but it continued until six o'clock in the evening, as the long line of those wishing darshan did not end until 

then. Baba did allow a 30-minute interval, during which time he met privately in a separate room with those lovers 

who were from out of town. The entire day, Baba had only a glass of soda water or a soft-drink. 

Bhajan and qawaali music went on throughout the day, and a renowned classical singer from Poona named Master 

Krishna, and also his daughter, entertained the Divine Beloved. Master Krishna had been in Baba's contact for 

nearly 30 years, since the time he had first sung in front of Baba at Meherabad during Baba's birthday program in 

1929. Four years after this, he performed in Nasik at Baba's brother Beheram's wedding, and again in Nasik during 

the massive birthday celebration of 1937. After nearly 20 years, he was again given the opportunity of performing 

before the Lord, and Baba was very pleased with him. 

Ramjoo's son, Dadu, who had become a professional photographer, came from Nasik to take pictures. Many 

officials had also come, including the chief of police and mayor of Poona. 

January 14 was an auspicious day for the Hindus — Sankrant — and the Poona lovers were joyous. Baba gave 

neither a message nor a discourse during the program, but went on giving prasad of til-gul (a sesame seed sweet) 

with both hands, and that was his real gift.33 He would pat some, touch the cheeks of a few, or sometimes put his 

hand on someone's head. His smile pervaded the atmosphere, and the rays of his glance sparked a sweet fire of 

longing in the hearts of all the participants. 

At 6:00 P.M. Baba stopped, climbed down from the dais and went and sat in the car. His close lovers surrounded it, 

tears streaming unabashedly down their cheeks. Baba expressed his satisfaction with their love and labor, and the car 

slowly made its way through the milling crowds. "Jai Avatar Meher Baba!" resounded from all directions, and the 

 

33 Makar Sankrant is a day when sweets are distributed among friends. 



 

 

stream of people coming to Ganeshkhind continued even after he had left. Baba had touched the remainder of the 

prasad, which the Poona lovers distributed until 9:00 P.M. Nearly 20,000 people had Baba's prasad that day. This was 

the first mass darshan Baba had ever given in Poona, the city where he had been born, played and studied, and 

where he gained Knowledge at Babajan's hands. 

After visiting the Jessawala family, Dhun Satha and her sister Alu at Bindra House, Baba left for Satara that same 

evening. “Baba looked very tired, when he returned,” Mani wrote to the Westerners, “but the next morning, he 

worked as usual.” 

 

The Poona darshan program was only the first in a series of brief darshan functions which Baba was to give at the 

beginning of 1956, prior to going into seclusion. After returning to Satara, Mauni Bua came and beseeched Baba to 

give darshan in the village of Kumtha, fifteen miles away, where Mauni Bua had been actively spreading Baba's 

love. None of the 2,000 villagers had met Baba or had his darshan before, and they were eager for it. Baba 

acquiesced and fixed the date. 

At noon, on Tuesday, 24 January 1956, Baba, along with a few of the mandali, was driven from Satara to Kumtha in 

a station wagon, and they reached its outskirts half an hour later. The rural village was located on the banks of the 

Teel Ganga River, three miles from the Koregaon railway station via a dirt road. The villagers were waiting to 

receive him. They had decorated a bullock cart to resemble a chariot, and harnessed a dozen pairs of sturdy bullocks 

to pull it! Mauni Bua requested Baba to sit in it and, alighting from the car, Baba climbed aboard. Led by a bhajan 

and dancing ensemble, with some blowing on conch shell horns in homage, the villagers took their Lord in a 

procession to the place where he was to give darshan. While passing through the village's only main road, the 

villagers showered flowers on Baba from their house steps while shouting his Jai. People stopped the “chariot” now 

and again to garland him. “The scene was reminiscent of the era of Krishna,” Eruch later related. 

Baba reached the darshan site, where a small tent with an improvised dais had been erected under a banyan tree. 

Baba got down from the bullock cart and was led to the dais by Mauni Bua and some prominent villagers. The entire 

assembly burst forth, repeating his Jai for several moments, and joining both his hands Baba offered his namaskar. 

The villagers then garlanded him and sang his arti. As the darshan was about to begin, Baba stated, "Do not waste 

your time in garlanding me and singing my arti. These things are not important. The important thing is to receive the 

prasad from my hands." 

The villagers were also instructed not to touch Baba's feet but, despite the warning, some could not resist their hearts 

and custom, and tried to touch them. Because of this Baba left the dais and walked to the hall of the village 

panchayat (council), where he sat down. Baba and the mandali were served tea and refreshments. Sipping a little, 

Baba handed the rest of his cup to Mauni Bua. 

Hundreds of men, women and children from surrounding villages had also arrived, totaling almost 5,000. Some 

approached Baba, requesting him to continue giving darshan. He replied, "I am ready if no one touches my feet." On 

their agreeing, Baba returned to the pandal. This time no one tried to touch his feet. The different rows of men and 

women went to him one by one, and accepted the prasad with full faith and devotion. Baba was in a splendid mood, 

and remarked, "Looking at these surroundings, I am reminded of a similar occasion when Sai Baba was taken in 

procession to the villages adjoining Kopargaon." 

Baba had originally agreed to give darshan for only two hours, but he went on distributing prasad with both hands 

until 3:30 P.M. The multitude, however, continued to increase; so, touching the remainder of the prasad, Baba left 

the dais. He was taken to a temple on the banks of the river, where the tomb of the saint Shri Dharnath had been 

erected. An old sadhu was looking after the shrine. The sadhu stretched himself on the ground and offered his 

obeisance to Baba, and then garlanded him. Baba embraced him and the man entreated Baba to grace the shrine by 

stepping inside. Baba did and liked the temple very much.  

In the course of the darshan, several people had placed money on the dais, along with coconuts, flowers and fruit. 

Baba instructed Mauni Bua, "Keep this amount to meet the expenses of the program." Mauni Bua hesitated since the 

villagers had willingly contributed toward the costs. But Baba reminded him about obedience to the Master in every 

respect; thereupon, after collecting the money, Mauni Bua handed it over to the reception committee. 

Meherjee's car had been sent for, and he had arrived in Kumtha that afternoon. Baba wanted to be driven in the car 

to Meherazad the following day, on his way to Sakori, and he was happy to see Meherjee. Baba returned to Satara at 

about 5:00 P.M. 

The next day, people from neighboring villages came to request that Baba similarly bless their villages with his 

presence. Due to lack of time, Baba could not comply. He was soon to enter seclusion, and had also made plans to 



 

 

visit other places before doing so. Baba, however, agreed to give them darshan at the Rosewood bungalow in Satara 

after the 2nd of February. 

 

During the first week of the sahavas at Meherabad in November 1955, Godavri Mai had come and expressed her 

wish that, after the sahavas, Baba would come to Sakori for a few days of rest. Baba had accepted her invitation and 

remarked to her, "If I come to Sakori, I will take food prepared by your hands. As Yashoda [Krishna's adopted 

mother] was to Krishna, so you are to me. You are my Yashoda." 

At first it was decided that Baba should rest in Sakori for a week, but as there was no time before he was to enter 

seclusion, only two days were fixed and Godavri was informed accordingly. But several days later, Baba sent Adi 

Sr. to Sakori with this message: "As promised, Baba will come to Sakori, but he will stay for only two hours." 

Godavri was disappointed and replied that Baba should at least stay there for a day. Eventually, Baba agreed to visit 

from 8:00 A.M. to 6:00 P.M., and the date of 26 January was decided for the visit. Baba sent a further message to 

Godavri: "I will not give darshan in Sakori and will eat only the food prepared by you." 

Accordingly, on the 25th, accompanied by Eruch, Pendu, Bhau, Nilu, Gustadji, Kumar and Kishan Singh, Baba left 

Satara for Ahmednagar. Near Khushru Quarters, he met with Adi and instructed him, "Go to Sakori tomorrow 

morning and tell Godavri Mai that I will come at 9:00 A.M., and immediately return after lunch. There should be no 

program arranged, either of darshan or reception." 

Baba left to spend the night at Meherazad, and early the next morning Adi proceeded to Sakori and delivered Baba's 

message to Godavri. She responded, "Baba considers me as his Yashoda, and it is the wish of Yashoda that he 

remain here until evening." 

Coming to know of Baba's visit to Sakori, lovers from Ahmednagar, Poona, Bombay and other places had gathered 

there. Leaving Meherazad at about 7:30 A.M. on Thursday, 26 January 1956, Baba reached Rahata village (one mile 

from Sakori) an hour later. In Rahata, Adi delivered Godavri's message, and Baba was happy to hear it. 

When Baba reached Sakori, the residents of the ashram and his lovers received him a few hundred yards away. 

Wagh, the manager of the ashram, garlanded him even before he could get out of the car. Baba was taken in a 

procession with music and singing. In the vanguard was a beautifully decorated white horse (symbolic of Kalki, the 

Avataric incarnation in the Kali Yuga). When Baba came to the temple, the high priest, Vasant Deshmukh 

(Chhagan's brother), performed puja. Baba's car slowly advanced toward Yeshwant Rao's newly-constructed 

residence. Baba stepped out of the car, and Godavri garlanded him and laid her head on his feet. The rest of the 

kanyas (nuns) followed suit. 

While Baba was seated on a sofa at Yeshwant Rao's home, his arti was sung, and he inquired about Godavri's health. 

Afterward he informed her, "I will stay here until 4:00 P.M." 

Leaving Yeshwant Rao's residence, Baba went to Upasni Maharaj's hut and sat inside for a while. From there he 

walked to Maharaj's samadhi, where a gaadi decorated with flowers had been prepared for Baba in one corner, 

opposite Maharaj's own gaadi. One of the kanyas sang the song specially composed by Baba (in the 1920s) for 

Maharaj, which was sung during Maharaj's lifetime. Later she sang another song exalting Baba. In a happy mood, 

Baba smiled broadly. 

He asked where Godavri had gone and was told she was preparing his food in the kitchen. He asked Wagh whether 

there was electricity in the hut, and Wagh replied, "There is no electricity now, but on occasions it is temporarily 

provided by a generator." 

Purandhare interjected, "Since Baba is asking about it, electricity will certainly be connected." 

Baba remarked, "Electricity will add to the splendor of this place." 

One of the kanyas named Jiji was an old lover of Maharaj's and a resident of Sakori. She could not be present, 

because she was ill in Hyderabad. Instead, she had sent her brother with the request that Baba sit in her room and 

that his arti be performed there. Her brother was introduced to Baba, and was so pleased to meet Baba he remarked, 

"We are blessed today. It is the grace of Upasni Maharaj that we find Meher Baba in our midst." 

Baba then went to the kitchen, where Godavri was busy cooking with the help of other kanyas. Age marveled at the 

sight as Baba himself lent a helping hand in rolling the puris. At one point, he remarked, "I am not quite as adept [in 

cooking] as Mai." 

Observing the women in the kitchen, he also advised, "You should install electricity here soon." Smiling, he joked 

with Godavri, "I am feeling hungry now. I no longer need any bhajan [song], but bhojan [food]!" Then, becoming 

serious, he stated: 



 

 

I am shouldering a great burden, and tomorrow I have to go to Sangamner for giving mass darshan, then to 

Navsari and Bajwa [in Gujarat]. The whole universe is in the throes of suffering, but how happy we are today! 

After a very, very long time, today I will relish the food prepared so lovingly by my dear Yashoda. I always 

enjoy eternal bliss. There is nothing else for me to enjoy; but side by side, simultaneously, I suffer infinitely 

through the sufferings of each one because I am everything and everyone. 

How I would like to stay here, play marbles and take food cooked by my Yashoda — instead of granting 

darshan at various places and sitting through my worship and arti ceremonies! I am eternally free, but for my 

own reasons I willingly get myself bound. All this is because of my infinite love for all! 

When everyone's attention was focused on Baba, he turned, lovingly patted Godavri and told her, "The heat of the 

fire is too much. You are perspiring profusely. Now don't go out in the open air at once, as you will catch cold." 

Baba came out of the kitchen and Nusserwan Bharucha, an old lover of Maharaj who had attended the Meherabad 

Sahavas, met and embraced him. Tears ran down his cheeks, so overcome was he with emotion. 

Holding Wagh's hand in his, Baba briskly led him to Maharaj's hut and remarked, "You are very energetic!" Wagh 

laughed at his remark and then escorted Baba to his seat. 

By this time Godavri, who had completed the cooking, came and, as requested by him, sat near Baba. Baba 

instructed the mandali to take darshan of Upasni Maharaj's samadhi, which they did. Noshir Siganporia stepped 

forward to garland Baba, and Baba directed him also to bow down at Maharaj's tomb. Bhajans were sung and, 

through hand gestures, Baba directed the tabalchi (tabla player) how to keep in rhythm. He would often remind 

Godavri to look after her health. On this cool day the room was cold, and she had not put on any warm clothing. Age 

marveled, “How wonderful it was to see ‘mother’ and ‘son’ sitting side by side conversing sweetly!” 

Stopping the singing, Baba said: 

Try to listen carefully to what I tell you now. Eruch understands my gestures very well. He has written God 

Speaks according to my dictation on the alphabet board. In the past, he was very strong and robust, but now he 

has grown weak. He does not sleep well, eats very little, does not go out for walks and does not have a good 

appetite. However, he works very hard for me. 

My sister Mani also works very hard. She deals with all the correspondence from the West and remains busy in 

typing all day long. I have no soft corner in my heart for them both, rather for anyone. It is a fact that my heart 

is the Mahasagar [Ocean] of Love. And it is because of that love that I crush the body, mind and heart of my 

devotees into powder. Unless one turns into dust, resurrection to immortality is impossible. 

My physical body, which you all see, is not what you should see, think and feel I am. I am in all and am 

everything. I am the Real One. I am the One in Eternal Bliss. 

I love Godavri very much — immensely. This is all due to her past connections. She has many connections with 

me. 

Pointing to Maharaj's photograph, Baba remarked, "That Old Man has brought me down. The highest type of 

worldly happiness, which you sometimes feel or experience, is nothing but the seventh shadow of that Eternal 

Bliss." 

Turning to Madhav Rao Misal, Baba requested, "Sing a good song, as everyone is now feeling drowsy." People 

laughed, and Madhav Rao launched into a song. 

Baba picked a rose petal from his garland and gave it to Jiji's brother, gesturing for him to eat it. Jiji's brother told 

Baba, "Jiji is doing great spiritual work in Hyderabad. Even during her illness, she is feeding a number of poor every 

day, and loves Maharaj so much that she is always doing something in the area, out of her love for him." 

Baba replied, "See to it that Jiji's work in Hyderabad continues and is not interrupted." 

Baba began giving prasad to the residents of the Sakori ashram and the kanyas, and then informed Godavri, "During 

the Poona darshan I distributed prasad to more than 15,000 people, and now I feel very tired." After distributing it to 

the people present, Baba took a little of the prasad and put it in Godavri's mouth. 

Baba was then taken to a room where one of the kanyas was ill and had been bedridden for a number of days. He 

gave her prasad, took her hand in his and tenderly passed his hand over her face. He then went to Jiji's room, where 

a kanya performed his arti on Jiji's behalf. Baba commented to her brother, "Jiji loves me much. Convey my love to 

her." 

From there Baba proceeded to Nusserwan Bharucha's quarters. Bharucha was suffering from rheumatism and had 

been eagerly awaiting Baba's arrival. As soon as Baba entered his room, Bharucha embraced him and burst into 

tears. He took Baba to his prayer room, where he showed Baba a copy of God Speaks. He told Baba, "Although I 



 

 

read the book, I forget what I have read." Touching the book, Baba advised, "Read it again and again. You will be 

able to read it through now that I have touched it." 

Sitting on his bed, Baba remarked to him, "It is rare that I sit on anyone's bed. How lucky you are that I have sat on 

yours. You should not worry about anything." 

Bharucha replied, "Baba, I have surrendered my body to Upasni Maharaj, and so for me there is nothing to worry 

about." 

Baba was pleased, and from there walked back to Yeshwant Rao's new home. Godavri sent word that the food was 

ready, so Baba went to her room, where she served him. Lovingly, she would coax Baba, "Please take some 

vegetables … Won't you try this? … Have a little more rice and dal." Baba ate with zest, and praised every dish. 

God had become a child and was enjoying his mother's attentions! Godavri kept serving him, but her “child” could 

not eat everything served and, like a child, expressed his inability to partake of more. There were leftovers on his 

plate, which Baba told Godavri to distribute among the kanyas as his prasad. 

Baba then addressed all those present in the room: "Among all the women in the world, Godavri's heart is [one of] 

the purest and I love her very much — much, much more than she could ever love me!" 

Coming out of the room, Baba went and sat under a tree. Meanwhile, a woman devotee of Swami Sivananda, named 

Satchitananda Mata of Ceylon, arrived at Sakori. In the name of Swami Sivananda, she was conducting the Divine 

Life Society in the area, and had come to Sakori seeking a personal interview with Baba. Accompanied by Eruch, 

Baba took Mata to a secluded spot and gave her a private interview for a few minutes. 

Afterward, Baba came back and sat under the tree again. He asked for a rubber ball. One was immediately brought, 

and he told the kanyas and others to try to catch it. In a playful mood, he began throwing it here and there for some 

time, which provided much delight to the kanyas and devotees. Baba then sent them away for their lunch and he 

went to Yeshwant Rao's, where several people were waiting for his darshan. When Baba sat down, Rustom Kaka 

started singing and those present took darshan. 

In a short while there was a pile of garlands, and after the darshan Baba went to Maharaj's hut and sat under a pandal 

for a meeting. Godavri came and took her seat near Baba. Baba asked, "Did you have your food and did you give the 

prasad to the kanyas?" 

She replied smiling, "Yes, Baba." The rays of the Avatar's divine love pervaded Sakori that day, and those present 

experienced a close intimacy in his love. 

Baba then commented: 

During the Meherabad Sahavas program I have given many discourses and explained many things to the 

devotees who had gathered around me. One of the subjects on which I laid great emphasis was "posing." What 

does posing mean? It means to make a show outwardly of what you are really not inwardly. God forgives 

everything, but I tell you the truth that the one thing He does not forgive is hypocrisy. 

Two months before the sahavas, news reached me that in the course of a kirtan organized by one of my 

devotees at a place in U.P., a child, in whose house the kirtan was in progress, died and was again restored to 

life by the devotee. 

This information did not please me. On the contrary, I began thinking that it would have been better had my 

devotee, who was performing the kirtan, died instead! 

Baba continued: 

There are persons on the spiritual path who have riddhi-siddhi [occult powers of the fourth plane] at their 

command. They can even raise the dead. But thereby they themselves fall into the trap of illusion. Do not 

expect any display of powers from me! You see the sun and its light and think that it is something great and 

powerful. But in reality the sun, its power and brilliance are but shadows of the Reality. And the fun is that the 

shadow is the seventh shadow of the power, brilliance, light and beauty at the command of and wielded by a 

Sadguru — which he uses for the betterment of humanity. 

A man on the sixth plane of consciousness is also helpless [to realize God] and can never advance further 

without the help of a Sadguru. I was in Eternal Bliss, but Maharaj tied everything — this whole universe — 

around my neck. I am eternally free, and yet I get myself bound. 

Singing began again. Taking a pillow, Baba began playing on it like a tabla. Suddenly, Baba was merged within 

himself, his fingers flicking rapidly up and down. He closed his eyes and gave a few brisk jerks to his right leg, as if 

kicking something away. The mood lasted for two minutes. 



 

 

Coming out of the hut, Baba began playing marbles on the ground. Godavri, all the kanyas and most of the residents 

of the ashram were present. Godavri had been very keen to see Baba play marbles and had sent word to him not to 

begin until she arrived. 

Baba continued shooting marbles for several minutes, then remarked, "I play so well because from the beginning of 

time, I have been playing with the universe! 

"In ancient times, rishis and munis played this game and it has deep significance. To win the game, the player has to 

hit the marble in play fourteen times before he is declared the winner. This striking fourteen times signifies the 

seven ‘descents’ and seven ‘ascents’ of the divine sport of consciousness before final Realization is achieved." 

Baba next visited Godavri's room, where he was swung in Maharaj's swing. Someone brought a white rabbit inside, 

and keeping it on his lap Baba petted it for a while before handing it back to Godavri. Eruch commented that Baba 

loved Sheba the mare and that she was now in Satara. Whenever he offered Sheba carrots, she gave him a kiss. 

Baba urged the kanyas, "All of you continue to love Godavri." 

Just then the clock struck the hour and one kanya responded, "The clock has confirmed Baba's wish!" Those present 

laughed, delighting in Baba's holy company. 

Baba asked them, "Who among you can sing well?" One girl came forward, and a harmonium and tabla were sent 

for. 

Meanwhile, Baba advised Godavri, "Take proper care of your health. Don't travel during the summer heat. Even 

your staying here in summer is not good for your health. You should go to some hill station in May. Mussoorie is 

beautiful in May. It is a very pleasant place." 

After the girl sang, Baba remarked, "After six months, I have to go to America for a fortnight and to England for 

two days. In the West, a film star [Linda Christian] read God Speaks, and she has developed great regard and love 

for me.34 From 15 February, I will be going into retirement for a year, and my visit to America and England will be 

during the retirement period. When I return, I will continue my seclusion until 15 February 1957.” 

Baba added, "I seem happy to you all today. I played marbles, played ball and cut jokes with you, but in reality none 

of you understands me and the work I have to do. I am the very same Krishna, Ram and a number of others whom 

you have read and heard about." 

Baba asked Kumar to repeat the story of Krishna and his blessings. Kumar narrated the incident: "It is said that 

when Uttara’s son Parikshit was born, he was stillborn. Krishna said, 'I have performed no miracles, but if I have 

never spoken a lie, if I have never broken promises given, if I have never done anything harmful to others — only 

then let the child breathe with life!' " 

Baba commented, "The child did become alive to the surprise of all, but the prayer offered by Krishna was a source 

of great amusement. Krishna had knowingly emphasized all his apparent drawbacks, playing upon the minds of his 

kith and kin and his devotees in order to open their eyes to the fact that all that he appeared to say was in fact only 

appearances. And whatever he actually said, he fulfilled every word of it. 

"Krishna was telling lies in the general opinion of all, and I am Krishna. I am a past master in the art of telling lies, 

of giving promises and not fulfilling them. But remember, I am beyond all that too, and therefore I fulfill every 

promise given." 

Baba explained, "Originally I gave you a promise to stay at Sakori for seven days. Then I sent word that I would 

stay for two days. I have now fulfilled the original promise by staying here for seven hours! In eternity, seven days 

or seven hours are just the same." Everyone present, including Baba himself and Godavri, had a hearty laugh. 

Baba concluded with this advice: "Keep your hearts clean and love me. Don't let any other thoughts intervene. When 

the heart is clean, I abide in it. As soon as the heart is cleansed of filth [sanskaras], I am found there, as I am there 

already." 

Baba asked the kanya to sing one more bhajan. She began and again he looked pensive for some time. Breaking the 

mood, he took a dholak (drum) and tapped on it to the rhythm of the song. Godavri and others began rocking the 

swing in which he was sitting. They sang the same song in chorus which they used to sing to Upasni Maharaj when 

he was seated there. 

 
34 Linda Christian was an acquaintance (and later the wife of) Edmund Purdom, Charles Purdom’s son, also 

an actor.  



 

 

Coming out of the room, Baba proceeded to a place where there was a well. The kanyas were amused and surprised, 

thinking he had perhaps missed the way. But Baba had gone to the well to see if it contained sufficient water. 

Calling him back to her room, Godavri offered Baba tea. Taking only two sips he returned it to her, gesturing, "I 

have had food, played marbles and drunk tea; I have been rocked in the swing and I gave darshan and prasad. I 

heard singing and spent almost the whole day near my Yashoda. And now I must leave." 

Hurriedly, he walked to the temple where his arti was sung, and then to the place where Maharaj used to reside. 

Baba stood there and asked Gadekar to sing the arti. After it, he instructed the mandali to bow down to Maharaj's 

sandals which were kept there, and they did so with the greatest reverence. Baba observed, "This is the room where 

Maharaj with folded hands revealed to me that I was the Avatar." 

Almost running, Baba went to where the car was parked and got in. People acclaimed him with shouts of "Avatar 

Meher Baba ki jai!" Baba, with a beaming face, waved goodbye to Godavri Mai as the car drove off at 4:00 P.M. to 

Meherazad, which was reached two hours later. Baba was happy with his Sakori visit and rested for the night in 

Meherazad. 

The residents at the Sakori ashram continued to gaze into the distance after Baba's car had departed. “The Stealer of 

hearts had left after capturing theirs!” Age declared. 

 

Sangamner, then a town of 18,000 people, is situated about 55 miles from Meherazad. Waman Subnis, R. M. 

Waghmare and others had come to Baba in Satara requesting darshan. Accepting their prayer, Baba fixed a day. 

Subnis erected a pandal to accommodate only about 4,000 to 5,000, having no idea the turnout in Sangamner would 

be so tumultuous. 

Leaving Meherazad early in the morning of Friday, 27 January 1956 with several of the mandali, Baba reached 

Sangamner at 8:00 A.M. The lovers received him warmly and conducted him to a special room adjoining the pandal. 

Important citizens of the town garlanded him and took his darshan. Coming out of the room, Baba took his seat on 

the dais. There were not many in the small tent yet, and the handful of people greeted him with shouts of his Jai. 

Leaving his chair, Baba sat on the edge of the dais and began giving prasad. Men and women formed into separate 
lines and approached him. After some time 10,000 people poured in, and the place was jam-packed and overflowing. 

Nothing but a sea of heads could be seen. It was a sight never before witnessed in Sangamner. Suddenly, 

overpowered with emotion, the crowd began stampeding toward Baba. Kishan Singh described the scene as follows: 

At the beginning there were only a couple of hundred gathered in the pandal. Men and women went to Baba to 

receive prasad in an orderly manner. But a little later, to the surprise of the Sangamner devotees, thousands of 

men, women and children rushed to the pandal for darshan and prasad in an unending stream. The frail bamboo 

cordon installed to facilitate the queue gave way to the pressure of the ever-increasing crowd that became 

uncontrollable. Repeated announcements from the microphone to [be] orderly had no effect. Each one was 

trying to approach Baba to receive the prasad earlier than the other, despite the fact that Baba was handing out 

the sacred prasad at a terrific speed. In the mêlée men, women and children were crushed. Something 

overpowering seemed to have touched the hearts of the thousands to have become irresistibly emotional. 

Baba kept handing out the prasad with both hands, but the crowd kept pressing forward. At this sudden onslaught, 

Waman Subnis cried emotionally, "See Baba's miracle! Look at the miracle of Baba! This is nothing but a miracle! 

Otherwise, it could never have happened! How could so many have come?" 

A poor woman, though young and strong, fainted after receiving prasad, and Baba held her for a while. Subnis took 

her to a room, where she recovered. Baba allowed her to sit near him on the stage. Ten minutes later, he again gave 

her prasad, instructing her to eat it then and there. Overcome with emotion, she was led out of the crowd with much 

difficulty. 

The number of people coming for darshan continued to increase, and all efforts by the management and police to 

keep them under control failed. As Kishan Singh related: "The rising enthusiasm of the masses and their eagerness 

to see Baba made all orderly arrangements impossible." Baba was handing out prasad as quickly as he could, but the 

crowd was frantic. It was feared that the people in line would push the people ahead, making them fall upon Baba. 

Trying to make the crowd stand in line proved totally unsuccessful, and there was the threat of women and children 

being trampled. Baba was therefore taken to a side room, from which he gave darshan and prasad. The mandali and 

police formed people into a queue. Women were first and went inside one by one. After receiving prasad, they were 

ushered out a back door. Then the men were given their chance. 



 

 

Baba had originally allowed only two hours for the Sangamner darshan, but there was no lessening of the sea of 

humanity even after four hours of continuous distribution. People from neighboring villages had also come, so Baba 

touched the remaining prasad to be distributed. Escaping out the back door, he took his seat in the car. 

The head of a nearby orphanage for boys entreated Baba to visit it, and at noon Baba went there. Preparations for his 

coming had already been made, and Baba gave prasad to the 85 children, and met the man in charge and his family. 

Baba was about to depart when it was found that hundreds of people had gathered outside the orphanage. So Baba 

began giving prasad to them also, which made those assembled in the main tent run toward the institution. But Baba 

left after half an hour and started back to Meherazad. Subnis, Waghmare and others had been instructed to meet him 

on the road outside of town, and they were waiting for him. Baba embraced them and expressed his satisfaction with 

the program. Subnis said, "Baba, we have seen your miracle in Sangamner today. Never in its history have there 

been such crowds! Today the whole population of Sangamner has gone mad for you!" Baba just smiled and the car 

sped toward Meherazad. 

 

On Saturday morning, 28 January 1956, Baba left Meherazad for Bombay with several of the mandali, including 

Adi Sr. They arrived in Bombay that day and stayed with Nariman and Arnavaz at Ashiana. The next day Baba 

proceeded to the Bombay Central train station, where he boarded a train for Navsari with ten of the men (Eruch, 

Pendu, Bhau, Nilu, Gustadji, Kumar, Kishan Singh, Adi Sr., Meherjee and Nariman). Many Bombay lovers were 

present. Some were to accompany him in a separate compartment and the others took his darshan on the station 

platform. 

It had been eighteen long years since Baba had been to Navsari; he had not returned there after Sohrabji Desai's 

demise in December 1937. Minoo and Bapai Desai had built a new house, naming it Meher Cottage. They wished 

Baba to sanctify it by setting foot inside, and as the family was in his close contact, Baba accepted the invitation. 

Coming to know of his visit to Navsari, some of Baba's "adversaries" from Bombay, (organized by an army major 

named Sohrab Bamji) had already come to town, held a meeting and decided to organize a boycott of Meher Baba's 

visit. Hoshang Bharucha's mother was also sympathetic to them and forbade Hoshang from inviting Baba to their 

home. Such activities led the organizers of the darshan to surmise that Baba's visit would be totally boycotted by the 

local populace. Lovers such as Hoshang, Cowas Vesuna, Nagindas V. Lapsiwala, Thakorlal G. Gandhi, Bachoobhai 

Soni, Ader Desai, and the rest of the Desai family were afraid that Baba's reception by the town would be less than 

cordial. 

While the storm of opposition was blowing in Navsari, Baba and the mandali left Bombay in a specially reserved 

third class compartment amidst shouts of his praise. A Parsi stranger entered the compartment and insisted on sitting 

by Baba's side as far as Dadar station. Baba permitted him and the man said, "I have been intensely thirsting for your 

darshan for the past three years, and today I have the opportunity! I am so happy to have the chance to pass a little 

time in your company. I am deeply interested in saints and one of them, Sadhu Vaswani, has great reverence for 

you. He speaks highly of you and has deep regard for your divinity." 

"They are all my lovers," Baba replied. 

"Mirchandani too is a good saint," the man continued, "and I pray to you to bring him in your contact!" 

"Because I am in everyone, I am in Mirchandani, too. I am everything."35 

The man's name was E. N. Vadegar, and he expressed a desire to read some of Baba's books. He was given a copy 

of God Speaks. While paying for it, he said, "The money which I have now was to be donated to the agyari [fire-

temple]." 

Adi quipped, "It is now going to a greater agyari!" 

Remarking about the book, Vadegar said, "Baba has spoken through God Speaks! Baba is God Himself, and I have 

therefore seen God! Now I shall read what God says!" He added, "Parsis are most irrational in their expressions 

about Baba, but I am fortunate. It is all due to my mother's blessings. I am always in search of Truth. I have been 

doing so until this day. I am so pleased that I have met Baba and had the opportunity of his darshan." 

 
35 Sadhu “Dada” Vaswani was a sincere social worker, who established schools and hospitals for the 

underprivileged in Poona. Although he was not a “saint,” Vaswani later had personal contact with Meher 

Baba. Mangharam Mirchandani, however, was neither a social worker nor a spiritually advanced 

individual. He was duping innocent aspirants and later Baba sent him messages to stop.  



 

 

The train stopped at Dadar and, bowing at Baba's feet, Vadegar got down. Baba gave him an orange as prasad. Many 

lovers were present on the station platform and some were to go to Navsari. Baba handed prasad to those who had 

come for darshan. At every station where the train halted, crowds lined up to hail Baba and rushed toward his coach 

when they saw that he was handing out prasad. 

At one o'clock in the afternoon, Baba and the mandali arrived in Navsari, and even before the train came to a halt, 

Baba's lovers acclaimed him enthusiastically. The instant he left the compartment he was surrounded by men, 

women and children. He was profusely garlanded as the group of volunteers led him through the throng. There were 

hundreds gathered at the station to receive Baba, despite the air of opposition that dampened the atmosphere. Baba 

was driven to Meher Cottage, where he was cordially received by the Desai family. News was brought that the entire 

town was eager for his darshan and had already collected in the pandal and were awaiting his arrival. The opposition 

had in fact created more longing and interest among people, and even every child in Navsari knew of his coming. 

Baba remarked to Hoshang Bharucha, "I will not visit anyone's house during my stay, as there is no time to spare." 

Hoshang had not informed Baba about his mother's feelings and was highly impressed by Baba's telling him this, 

which saved him the embarrassment of revealing his mother's stern attitude. Baba sat down for a hurried lunch of 

rice and dal, and gave a little to Bharucha and Vesuna before sending them away to make sure everything was in 

order for the darshan. 

Hoshang stopped on the way to inform his mother that Meher Baba would not be visiting their home, but when he 

arrived he found her marvelously transformed. She too was now anxious for Baba's darshan, and after Hoshang told 

her about Baba's arrival, she left for Meher Cottage and was there with Baba until 9:00 P.M. 

Khorshed Dastur, the wife of the local chief Zoroastrian priest, also came to Meher Cottage, which was surprising 

because it was against their orthodox tradition for a priest's wife to go for anyone’s darshan. Some of the Parsi youth 

had even been urged to chant slogans against Meher Baba in an attempt to disrupt the darshan — and then people 

saw the wife of their chief priest conversing with Baba! The woman reverently washed Baba’s feet, garlanded him 

and ended by having Baba lay his feet in a silver tray full of kumkum (auspicious red powder) which she then passed 

to those in the crowd for each to apply a bit of the thus-blessed powder to his or her forehead. 

Navsari, like Bombay, is considered a Parsi stronghold and, as related, protests against Baba were planned. When 

told of this, Baba remarked casually, "I have come here for my dear ones of Meher Cottage. They wanted me here. I 

have also come with the purpose of seeing my Navsari lovers who were longing for my darshan. Half my purpose is 

served by my staying in Meher Nivas [Abode], and the rest will be served by my presence at the place of darshan 

from 2:30 to 5:00 P.M." 

Baba arrived at the site at 2:15 P.M. A huge pandal had been erected and richly decorated. Cries of Baba's Jai 

resounded throughout, and on Baba's ascending the dais he was welcomed with the sweet strains of "Yuga Avatar, 

Yuga Avatar [Avatar of the Age]!”sung by Bachoobhai's bhajan party. Thousands joined in, and the strong fragrance 

of Wine wafted throughout the gathering. 

Each member of the reception committee garlanded Baba profusely, after which, leaving his chair, Baba sat on the 

edge of the dais to give prasad. Bachoobhai started singing melodiously, and it seemed for a time as if the Sun had 

pierced the darkness of their ephemeral existence. People began going to Baba, row by row, in turn. His face bore an 

incredible glow. His smile pervaded the atmosphere and all present gazed at him in adoration. The pandal was 

tremendous, but even from a distance the gathering could see Baba's countenance. Baba on this day allowed the rays 

of his splendor to shine forth in full glory, and even the mandali stared at him. 

Almost 20,000 were present, and more kept coming as a continuous stream of people flowed toward the pandal from 

the main roads. Baba was handing out the prasad at his usual rapid speed when five or six mischievous Parsi boys 

approached him. Baba simply smiled at them and gave them prasad. They saluted him with two fingers to their 

forehead which Baba acknowledged happily. The boys had been secretly planning to set fire to the pandal. But when 

they were about to do so, Baba sent Lapsiwala (a huge fellow) behind the pandal to see what was going on, and they 

scurried away. Lapsiwala informed the mandali and others about it, and all were alert to see that the boys did not 

return. 

The crowd swelled to almost 50,000, but unlike in Sangamner, there was no undue rush or confusion. At 4:45, 

Pendu informed Baba, "The crowds are continuing to increase and the roads are thronged with people. They are 

moving restlessly outside, and those inside will be suffocated. It is better you stop the distribution and give some 

message over the loudspeaker." 

Baba replied, "Nobody has any idea what I am giving through this prasad! This is the only thing through which I 

give what I want to during such programs." 



 

 

Baba began giving prasad still faster reaching a speed of 70 persons per minute (one of the mandali actually timed 

it!). Inspired, Bachoobhai's voice began singing with a profound depth, as if he were being drowned in the Ocean! 

Despite such a multitude, the people of Navsari showed wonderful discipline and restraint, and there was not the 

slightest disturbance. Leaving the platform at 5:00 P.M., Baba took his seat in the car, which began moving slowly 

through the sea of humanity. In this instance, too, while seeing Baba departing, people remained peaceful and 

respectful as they loudly cheered him. They were satisfied at having seen the Messiah physically and witnessing his 

magnificence. 

Thousands, however, had not seen Baba because they were walking along the road toward the pandal, and when 

they came to know that Baba had gone to Meher Cottage, they followed him. The roads were full of people, yet they 

did not scuffle and push one another but were calm and orderly. Seeing them, Baba stood on the terrace of the upper 

floor of Meher Cottage, so that they could have his darshan from a distance. Baba's face was illumined, and even 

those a quarter of a mile away could see it. The Sun was rising, and people marveled at the once-in-a-lifetime sight. 

After a while, Baba came down, but when a crowd gathered in front of Meher Cottage again, Baba had to go up 

once more and give them darshan. Thus people kept coming and going, and the road opposite the house was always 

full. 

On the one hand, thousands were eager for Baba's darshan, and on the other, a handful of opponents were bent on 

causing trouble. Thwarted in their attempts to disrupt the darshan, the six Parsi boys had climbed up on the wall of 

the opposite house and were shouting "Meher Baba murdabad [Death to Meher Baba]!" and "Meher Baba chale-jao 

[Meher Baba, go away]!" 

Baba enjoyed the contradictory scene; but Hoshang Bharucha, in his anger, wanted to thrash them. Stopping him, 

Baba explained, "Sit near me and don't mind their antics. Some people remember God and repeat his name with 

love, while others do so with hate. But, they are both repeating God's name, and so they are forgiven.” 

Baba added, “They know not what they do; they are absolutely innocent. They are to be pitied and loved." 

Baba exhorted everyone inside the cottage to stay calm, not get excited, and neither should they scold the boys. He 

explained, "Be absolutely unmindful of the anti-slogans. It is I myself who is shouting these slogans through the 

boys. It is I who does everything — because there is nothing besides me!" 

He further warned, "No one should express resentment toward the slogans, nor should anyone disturb [confront] the 

boys in any way. All of you should remain peaceful and cheerfully face the situation. As I am in all, I am in them, 

too! As I enjoy the cheers from my devotees, so also I enjoy simultaneously the amusing slogans from others. Those 

who cheer me and those who jeer at me are both equally ignorant. The ignorance of one is a pleasure, whereas the 

ignorance of another is amusing. No one is at fault; none knows me as I am." 

He concluded, "Remember that they, too, are repeating my name when they shout the slogans. It suffices when one 

remembers me, whether it be through devotion or derision. They are innocent. Let them shout. I am enjoying it very 

much." 

The Parsi boys continued shouting until finally they grew tired. Not a trace of resentment was noticed from Baba's 

devotees after his enlightening explanation. Everyone was calm, unopposing and cheerful. 

While the boys dispersed, the crowd still eagerly awaited another chance of having Baba's darshan. The slogans, as 

it were, had stirred devotion in those hearts which were truly genuine, and evoked greater love for Baba. They 

yearned patiently for one final glimpse of Baba before going. Touched by their love, Baba agreed to give them 

darshan while sitting in his suite. The public was conducted to the room in a queue. They were asked not to stop 

near Baba but look at him for a few moments and move out in quick succession. Thus hundreds more had Baba's 

darshan "by sight." 

Since there were so many coming for his darshan, and since Baba would call them into the house and permit them to 

see him every half hour, the Desai family, Minoo, his wife Bapai, their daughter Meher, and Bapai’s sister Homai 

requested that Baba leave Meher Cottage after his meal, saying they would arrange somewhere else for Baba to 

sleep so that he would be able to rest properly. At 8:00 P.M., when the family and the mandali had finished their 

dinner, Baba took a stick in his hand and approached the family members, gesturing to them, "Get out immediately, 

or else I will beat you and throw you out!" 

Baba began swinging the stick menacingly, and made the whole Desai family leave. However, they were quite 

pleased because the person for whom Meher Cottage was built — namely Baba himself — had established his 

proprietary right. This is an example of what love the Desai family had for Baba, even though they had to spend a 

sleepless night in a broken-down shack with no blankets to ward off the cold. 



 

 

Baba then asked that the gates be opened. People rushed into the compound, and Baba repeatedly went near a 

window to afford them the chance of seeing him from a distance, telling them to disperse and go home. 

It was getting late, yet people still continued to pour in. Baba had no time left to pay a visit to the Meher Center, 

where the members and many others were expectantly waiting for him. One of the chief organizers sent a message 

to them from Meher Cottage, saying that since Baba had postponed his visit, it would be best if they all came to 

Meher Cottage for darshan. So the members of the Center and others came and sang bhajans to Baba for some time. 

Baba then asked them to leave, as it was eleven o’clock. They reminded Baba not to forget to visit the Center in the 

morning, but Baba did not promise while he gave each a parting embrace. 

The Parsi boys who were chanting the vehement slogans had left their position on the wall hours before; however, it 

was not surprising to see some of them later approaching Baba in the queue when he allowed darshan in Meher 

Cottage. A few fanatic Parsis of the city claimed that Baba's graciousness to allow darshan to the latecomers inside 

the house was attributed to Baba and his devotees becoming frightened and taking shelter in their bungalow! They 

tried to circulate this news, but were warned by many individuals to stop spreading such false information. 

 

Soon after 11:00 P.M. Baba retired for the night. To keep watch by his side, he had organized the mandali into four 

pairs in one and a half hour shifts: Kishan Singh and Kumar, Nilu and Nariman, Bhau and Adi Sr., and Pendu and 

Meherjee. The first pair did their duty but they could not follow Baba's gestures and would often disturb Pendu to 

interpret them. Nariman and Nilu took over, and their hour passed smoothly. Then it was Bhau and Adi's turn, and 

Nariman and Nilu went to sleep just outside Baba's room. Soon Nilu began snoring. Baba asked Bhau who was 

making the noise. Bhau said Nilu, and Baba told him to wake him, which Bhau did. 

Nilu indignantly stammered, "What's the matter?" 

Bhau said, "You were snoring so loudly, Baba told me to wake you up." 

"I am awake, I was not sleeping! Someone else must have been snoring. Why have you come to me?" Bhau went 

back to Baba and reported what Nilu had said, and Baba laughed. 

Then Nariman started snoring and by Baba's instruction, Bhau awakened him also. Nariman protested, "What? I am 

keeping awake the whole night. How could I be snoring? Have you gone insane?" 

Thus Nariman and Nilu went back to sleep and kept snoring, and each time Bhau kept waking them up. Each time, 

both would claim, "No, we are not asleep. Why are you bothering us?" 

Baba found the situation hilarious, but Bhau was embarrassed and at last told Adi, "Both of them are furious with 

me. Now you go wake them up." And Adi was confronted with the same answers. 

Baba rose early on the morning of Monday, 30 January 1956. At 4:00 A.M. he went in a tonga to the Meher Center. 

The members had left Meher Cottage the previous evening with the hope that Baba might still visit the Center. So 

they had gone there, decorated the hall, and spent the whole night awaiting his arrival. With a stick in his hand Baba 

gently prodded them awake, and their joy knew no bounds. There was a huge portrait of Baba there and Baba went 

up to it, touched the feet in the picture and then touched his forehead. He sat down in  specially decorated chair, 

above which a basket of roses had been placed. The lovers pulled a string and a shower of rose petals rained down 

on Baba. After arti was performed, Baba returned to Meher Cottage. 

The Desai family, who had been ejected that night, returned to Meher Cottage at 5:00 A.M. Baba did not ask how 

they had slept, knowing that they had not. Soon several women of Navsari arrived and for some time sang bhajans. 

Baba was then ready to depart. He embraced the family members, and Bapai told Baba through her tears, "May you 

come back to Navsari soon." 

Baba replied, "This is my last visit." His remark shocked them and added to their grief of separation, and the Desai 

family bid him farewell while sobbing.36 

Baba arrived at the train station, where his lovers had collected in vast numbers to see him off. He began briskly 

pacing the platform, picking up pebbles and tossing them along the railway tracks. Fascinated, people quietly 

watched him. When the train entered the station, Baba and the mandali boarded a third class compartment, which 

had been reserved for them by C. B. Vyas of Bombay. Many from Bombay and Navsari sat in another coach, as they 

were accompanying Baba to attend the program in Bajwa that day. Continuous cries of "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" 

 
36 Baba’s visit to Navsari in 1956 did prove to be his last.  



 

 

rent the air like firecrackers. At 8:00 A.M. the train started moving. Standing in the gangway, Baba waved his 

blessing, and his lovers waved back and gazed at the departing train until it disappeared. 

On the way, some of Baba's lovers in the other compartment beseeched him to allow them the chance of enjoying 

his company, and so he called them into his coach. The small carriage became so full that Baba was squashed in his 

seat with no room to stretch his feet or sit comfortably, and the mandali had to travel standing up. But Baba seemed 

happy amidst his ardent devotees. Bachoobhai regaled everyone with sweet songs (many composed by a lover from 

Bajwa, named Haribhai Patel), and Ravikant Rawal of Surat told humorous stories. 

At every wayside station, crowds acclaimed Baba and came into his compartment for darshan. At the Surat station, 

there was a great rush for darshan. A stifling crowd had gathered, and Baba gave his contact to many. There was the 

likelihood of the train being delayed, so the guard humbly approached Baba and asked, "Should I give the signal for 

the train to leave?" Baba smiled and gestured yes. 

The train departed, and Bachoobhai and his group continued to entertain Baba with bhajans. Ravikant Rawal made 

everyone laugh with a wild tale. While he was narrating another one, Baba interrupted him, remarking, "I will hear 

the rest of it when I come back after 700 years!" 

Rawal wittily replied, "What the hell else was I going to come for again in another birth after having taken hold of 

your hand in this one?" 

Ravikant Rawal was an old lover of Baba and had come in his contact in a curious manner. He was not a particularly 

handsome man, but fell in love with and wanted to marry a beautiful girl. Her parents were opposed to the match, 

and Rawal met with no success in his efforts to persuade them otherwise. Then he came to Baba, beseeching him 

that somehow he should bring about the marriage, and if Baba did, he would be his slave for life. 

Baba had a hearty laugh and asked, "Is there bargaining even in my love?" 

Rawal said, "I don't know anything about that. I am at your feet, and you will have to fulfill my wish." 

"Then do one thing," Baba instructed. "For a year, stop all talk of marriage, and if the girl's father sends you a 

message, refuse to marry her! After one year, I will see to it." 

Rawal obeyed, and the parents of the girl came to know that Rawal was no longer interested in their daughter. The 

father remarked with a laugh, "Who would give his daughter to such an ugly man anyway?" Meanwhile, he tried his 

utmost to arrange his daughter's marriage, but without success. 

At last, he sent word to Rawal and the latter replied smugly, "I will never marry her! Don't talk to me about it." Her 

parents began flattering him, but Rawal was adamant in his refusal. Thus a year passed. He informed Baba of all the 

events, and Baba permitted him to marry her. Rawal told the girl's parents, "I have no desire to marry, but since you 

are insistent, I agree." So, in the end, Rawal married the beautiful girl whom he fell in love with, and from then on 

was always at Baba's feet and began coming to Baba on every possible occasion. 

In the train, Baba distributed sweets and prasad at frequent intervals, and gave a short discourse on the dangers of 

hypocrisy and posing to be a guru. He stressed the dangers involved, both for the persons posing and those led astray 

by them, and added: 

Only the Sadgurus and the Avatar have the right to allow others to bow down to them. They are the Ocean of 

love and mercy, and free from all bindings. Even if one on the spiritual path allows others to bow down to him, 

he takes upon himself the burden of others, and unknowingly creates many more bindings for himself, who is 

already bound by his own sanskaras. 

For example, if you continue to excrete and urinate in a puddle, the puddle will stink unbearably; but if you do 

so in an ocean, it would not in the least be affected. It has the capacity to absorb anything and everything, good 

or bad, and nothing pure or dirty can affect it in any way. 

Baba concluded, "You all are very lucky to travel with me this day. Nobody knows who I am and what Baba is. It is 

indeed fortunate for you who are with me." 

 

At about 2:00 P.M. the train arrived in Bajwa (a small village five miles from Baroda), and Haribhai Patel and 

hundreds of others shouted, "Bolo [Say] Meher Prabhu ki jai!” Baba stepped out of the compartment, Haribhai 

immediately garlanded him, and the lovers continued to garland him until Baba reached the car, a Chevrolet 

convertible decorated with flowers. The entire scene reminded the mandali of the tumultuous reception Baba had 

received in Hamirpur. A long procession began with crowds preceding the car, shouting Baba's Jai, and Haribhai 

Patel and party singing bhajans. The procession arrived at the house of Dahyabhai Ishwardas Patel, a prosperous 

tobacco merchant, where all were to stay. Haribhai Patel introduced one and all to Baba, and members of the 



 

 

reception committee garlanded him again. Baba had gone there at the invitation of Haribhai, a longtime lover who 

was instrumental in spreading Baba's love in Bajwa.  

Everyone was served refreshments, and Baba went to the darshan site nearby. A beautiful pandal had been raised 

and the stage was splendidly decorated. A crowd of 5,000 had gathered. Baba stepped onto the dais and was 

garlanded by Haribhai, who, with his family, performed Baba's arti. Baba began distributing the prasad to men and 

women, waiting in two separate rows on either side. Music was played, and Haribhai was so overjoyed that he was 

dancing as he sang. It was a monumentally significant day for him, and Age declared, "The One about whom 

Haribhai had been speaking is now among them!" 

Baba continued the distribution until evening, after which his arti was again performed, and he was photographed 

with his close Bajwa lovers. Baba then visited Haribhai’s residence and the homes of his other lovers. 

On the pretext that he wanted to take a walk, Baba set out in the darkness with the mandali and a few of the local 

residents. Passing through small, zigzagging lanes, he arrived in a poor locality inhabited by tobacco workers, who 

were astonished and overjoyed to find the Lord among them. Baba went and sat in a few huts for a while, and the 

laborers quickly gathered for his darshan and fell prostrate at his feet. 

Bajwa is an important tobacco market, and Dahyabhai Patel owned a tobacco factory there. These laborers were 

employed in his factory. Because they were working, they had not been able to attend the darshan program, which 

they much desired to do. So, out of his compassion, Baba himself visited and showered his love on them. 

While walking around their neighborhood, Baba suddenly went and sat on a raised platform outside the hut of a poor 

old man, who was sitting there alone. Baba sat beside him. The man immediately rushed into his house and brought 

a tattered gunny sack for Baba to sit on. Baba remained next to him for a few minutes, but did not say anything. The 

poor man was simply dumbfounded at Baba's surprise visit, and when Baba stood up to leave, the man bowed at his 

feet in reverence. 

Next, Baba visited the home of another poor couple, but the wife was standing inside all alone. Her husband had not 

yet returned from work, and she was wondering what to do. When Baba entered her hut, she was so taken aback she 

remained standing like a statue. Before she could do anything to properly receive him, Baba smiled at her and 

quickly left. 

After walking through the marketplace, Baba reached Dahyabhai's home, and there everyone enjoyed a sumptuous 

feast. However, Baba took only his usual rice and dal. After the meal, his lovers surrounded him in his room, and 

Haribhai sang more of his Gujarati compositions. Baba applauded Haribhai's love and expressed his satisfaction at 

the success of his visit. 

It was past 8:30 P.M., and Baba indicated that it was time to leave. Embracing his lovers, Baba left for Baroda by 

car. Buses were provided for the mandali and others, and a few lovers from Bajwa accompanied them. 

 

In Baroda, Baba visited the Sai Baba Center, and also the home of one of his lovers, named Contractor, upon his 

personal request. From there, he left for the train station. But when they arrived, Baba suddenly expressed his wish 

to drive into the city, and went and sat in the car again. Hoshang Bharucha was with him, and Baba mentioned to the 

driver which way to go. After fifteen minutes of driving here and there, Baba said his work was done and they 

returned to the station. Hoshang could make neither head nor tail of Baba's strange request and was thinking about 

it. Baba smiled and explained, "I wanted to contact a mast, and I contacted him while driving past him in the car." 

Their train pulled in at 11:00 P.M., and after bidding goodbye to his lovers, Baba took his seat in a third-class coach. 

The whole night was spent in bhajan singing and listening to amusing tales. Baba touched the heart of every lover 

and cracked jokes with them to keep the drowsy ones awake. Bachoobhai's singing was a constant source of 

pleasure to Baba, and at every station Hoshang Bharucha loudly shouted Baba's Jai. He eventually got a sore throat, 

and Baba forbade him to shout and made him sit beside him. Hoshang placed a soft pillow of his behind Baba's 

back. Arti was sung in the train a few times. Sometimes the atmosphere was gay and lively, and at times, serious. 

The Navsari, Bombay and Poona lovers had Baba's close company throughout the journey and were indeed 

fortunate. 

At one point, Baba remarked to Hoshang, "If you not only desire but pine for union with me for twelve years 

without a moment's rest, you will attain God-realization!" 

When the train halted at Surat, the Navsari lovers got down to return to Navsari by a local train. Hoshang recalled: 

“When we got off the train and were standing on the station, we were all in tears. All of us were crying, because 



 

 

Baba was leaving us. We felt Baba was going out of our hearts. We had been so engrossed in Baba for two full days 

that the world had ceased to exist for us. Only Baba existed for us at that time.”  

Just as the train whistled, Baba suddenly remembered the pillow and pulled it from behind his back. “What about 

your pillow?” he asked Hoshang. “May I keep it?”  

Hoshang replied, “Yes, of course, Baba. It is yours.” Baba held the pillow to his chest, a sign to Hoshang of how 

much Baba loved him.  

Now only the Bombay and Poona lovers were left in the train, and Baba chatted with them about different things. He 

asked Sorabji Siganporia about the Bombay Center's activities, and before the train stopped at Bombay, his arti was 

sung once again. Baba embraced every man and woman and told them, "I will meet you again on 6 February, just 

before I go into seclusion for one year, starting from the 15th." 

They reached Bombay at 6:00 A.M., and Baba and the mandali went to Ashiana. They had tea and breakfast, and the 

same day (31 January) Baba and the mandali were driven in Meherjee's car to Satara. 

The journey to Gujarat was to be the last time in his life Meher Baba ever traveled anywhere by train. 

From Wednesday, 1 February 1956, villagers from neighboring places began coming to Satara for Baba's darshan, 

and Baba saw them for an hour each day as promised. Some residents of Satara also had the opportunity of his 

darshan at this time, and one man from among them, V. Swarankar Rangole, became very close in his contact. 

After the Navsari and Bajwa journey, Baba sent Kumar back to Dehra Dun and instructed him not to return to Satara 

for a year. 

Adi Sr. brought Meherjee, Vishnu and Irene Conybeare to Satara on the 4th. They stayed for two days. Irene was 

accommodated at Grafton. In a meeting on the 4th with Adi Sr., Eruch, Mani and Ramjoo, Baba reconfirmed that all 

Baba's copyrights of his writings were vested in Adi Sr., except for God Speaks, which Baba had given gratis to 

Sufism Reoriented in America. Baba also indicated that Adi Sr., Nilu, Eruch and Meherjee would accompany him to 

the West in the first part of July. 

 

A woman from Victoria, Australia named Ena Lemmon had been religiously inclined since childhood. After 

investigating different philosophies and psychology, she turned to Eastern thought and became initiated in Sufism. 

She first heard of Meher Baba in 1947, through the Sufi leader Baron von Frankenberg. When a friend put a copy of 

Baba's Discourses into her hands, she opened the book and saw Baba's picture (standing with hands folded in front 

of him), emanating a sense of humor. Ena narrated: 

As soon as I saw the photograph, I said, "I am going to India!" The Discourses made a tremendous impact on 

me. I was hooked on them, and my heart would thump when I read them. 

Baron von Frankenberg gave me a copy of Avatar [Jean Adriel's book] to read, which I did, and it brought tears 

to my eyes. Von Frankenberg noted my reaction to Baba and said to think the matter over and, if I felt so 

inclined, to write to Baba, asking him for his guidance, and to take me under his wings. 

Ena did just that, and in November 1947, received a reply from Adi, which read in part: 

Baba was very happy to read your letter. He said he knows you very well. He is always there in your heart. You 

should remember him as often as you can. He is guiding you internally. You should not worry about anything. 

More correspondence followed, but by September 1948, Ena was feeling less and less inclined to participate in the 

Sufi meditations, and asked Baba what to do. He answered her through Ghani: 

Hazrat Baba is definitely against encouraging routinism [in practices], and your disgust with the same is 

understandable. For the present, you need not indulge in any of the Sufi exercises and prayers unless they 

appeal to you. The only meditation that you are permitted to indulge in is to meditate on Meher Baba, and leave 

the result to him. Baba knows full well how your mind and very being is possessed and surcharged with his 

holy presence. You are likely to be of great service to him in the near future. 

As a result, Ena Lemmon soon abandoned Sufism and went to help Francis Brabazon in Sydney. Ena continued her 

story: 

It was after one of Francis' trips to Baba that he returned to Australia, and in giving a talk in Melbourne, 

mentioned that Baba's sister Mani saved stamps. Since my father was a politician with a substantial stamp 

allowance, I had access to a number of stamps which I sent to Mani. This began a pen friendship that I think, 

also kept Baba informed of my activities. Once, when I was writing Mani, I casually mentioned that a friend of 



 

 

mine, Clarice Adams, who was interested in Baba, and myself were saving our money, in hopes that one day 

we could travel to India and, perchance, have the sight of, or a glance from, Baba. 

To my amazement, a reply came from Mani, asking when Clarice would be arriving, and saying if Clarice was 

in India on such-and-such a date, she could see Baba in Bombay. This appeared to be a misunderstanding, as in 

the letter I had written, I had only mentioned that we were saving in hopes of coming, and neither of us had the 

money for a trip then. Also, I had written the letter — but as far as me getting to meet Baba, Mani had not 

mentioned anything. I was shattered, and so I cabled Mani, asking that if I came to India, could I see Baba 

along with Clarice? 

On 6 January 1956, Mani cabled Ena from Satara: "Baba will see you one day before 15th February in Bombay. 

Letter follows." 

With great haste, Ena began preparing to go. Her father had just died, and she had to borrow the money for her 

passage. She left Melbourne by ship for Bombay, leaving Clarice Adams behind. Clarice was still unsure whether 

she would be able to make it. She ended up flying to India, and met Ena in Bombay a few days in advance of the 

date given for darshan. 

 

Meanwhile, on Monday morning, 6 February 1956, Baba left Satara for Bombay in Meherjee's car with the driver, 

Eruch and Meherjee.37 Adi took Irene Conybeare, Bhau, Vishnu, Aloba and Ismail in his car. Kishan Singh also 

went. On the way, Baba stopped in Poona for a while at Gadekar's home, where an Air Force officer named 

Manohar M. Sakhare and his wife Mona met Baba for the first time. They had been told about him by Irene 

Conybeare, who had previously been staying with the Gadekars according to Baba's instructions. After this first 

meeting, the Sakhares became very close to Baba. 

Baba had agreed to see them but stipulated, "I shall give them darshan at Gadekar's residence, but no one should be 

present in the room except Gadekar, Conybeare and the Sakhares. Gadekar's family members were not allowed 

darshan, although they were in the house at the time. That morning, Gadekar's wife Gunatai had prepared a full meal 

for Baba and covered it and laid it on the table. As soon as she saw Baba's car approaching, according to his 

instructions, the family hid in the interior of the house. Baba met the Sakhares, and before leaving, he peeped 

through the curtain on the doors of the drawing room to see if there were some "miscreants" who had been secretly 

watching him. Of course, no one was there. Baba was told that a meal had been kept ready for him, but he did not 

eat, and strode briskly to the car. Gadekar ran after him with a fresh baked cake they had specially kept for him. But 

that too Baba did not accept. 

Gunatai was highly disappointed that the meal, which she had prepared with so much love, was left untouched by 

the Beloved. She wrote to Baba and gave vent to her sorrow. Baba had this message written to her: "When all of 

you, the Sakhares and Conybeare ate the food, it was as good as my having eaten it!" 

Baba arrived in Bombay, where he briefly visited D. M. Shinde's residence in the Sion locality. His arti was 

performed, and he proceeded to Ashiana. Katie Irani had been staying with Arnavaz and Nariman since the 

beginning of the New Life, and Khorshed and her mother Soonamasi were also in Bombay, living in Tafti Mansion. 

They were physically away from Baba according to his wish, yet he would call them on such occasions. 

On reaching the Dadachanjis’ apartment, it was reported that Bhavani Prasad Nigam, Pukar and his mother, and 

Laxmichand Paliwal and his nephew had come from Hamirpur and were staying at a hotel. Baba asked Nariman to 

phone them to come over, and Baba and the mandali hurriedly had tea and refreshments. 

In the meantime, Meherjee arrived with Ena Lemmon, 50, and Clarice Adams, 43. Baba embraced both women, and 

they sat down next to Irene Conybeare. In the course of the conversation, Baba asked how they had come in his 

contact. Clarice said, "A friend of mine lent me a book of yours to read, and I became so furious at your assertion of 

being God, I began reading it over again to prove you were wrong! But the more I read the more interested in you I 

became. I read the book several times, until finally I wished for your darshan and wrote to you." 

Ena said, "I read the Discourses and The Avatar, and the moment my eyes fell on your picture, I had a great longing 

to see you and decided to come to India." Both were so taken with Baba, tears flowed down their cheeks. They could 

hardly answer Baba's inquiries, their hearts were so full, and they sat speechless, simply gazing at him. 

Ena Lemmon later recalled: 

 
37 Meherjee was soon to move from Bombay to Poona, where he started a new business. Whenever Baba wanted to 

use his car, Meherjee would send it.  



 

 

I was nervous and shy about meeting the God-Man and kind of sheltered myself behind my friend as we 

approached Baba ... I found our Beloved absorbing and fascinating right from the beginning. At one point, 

Baba asked us if we wanted to go out, as it was warm, but we had both traveled so far to be with Baba that both 

of us said no. Later, Baba sent us out but said we could see him again in the morning. 

I was also greatly impressed by Baba's close people and decided that if that was the way people attached to 

Baba turned out, it suited me fine as I would like to be like them. 

Clarice’s eldest son Noel had sent his prized stamp collection as a gift for Baba. Later it was returned by post as a 

gift from Baba to Noel — more stamps had been added and Baba's signature! Colin, her second son, had sent a 

sweets dispenser, and her daughter Cynthia a handicraft. 

Dr. Deshmukh, from Nagpur, also arrived. Baba humorously asked him, "Won't you leave me alone?" 

Deshmukh said, "If I leave you alone, I'll be nowhere!" 

Soon after, Pukar and the others from Hamirpur came, and Baba rebuked Pukar: "You had come to Poona on the 

14th of last month for the darshan program and again you are here! I have assigned a year's work for you to do 

during my retirement. You have to fast for seven days from the 15th [of February] and thereafter, wander from place 

to place for a year spreading my name and love. Before starting the journey, you have to make arrangements for 

your family. Knowing all this, why are you here again, wasting time and money?” 

Pukar kept quiet, and Baba asked, "When are you going to provide for your family?" 

Pukar said, "I will do so soon, But I don't yet understand how I am to begin the work, and so I have come to you for 

guidance." 

Baba smiled and replied, "Don't worry. Begin the work and you will know what you have to do. But do it 

wholeheartedly and sincerely. Go from place to place, and if necessary you can visit your home also. But don't sit 

idle there! As soon as you take care of your family affairs, start immediately for my work and thus go on doing it for 

a year." 

Pukar’s mother had come with the intention of complaining to Baba about Pukar, but Baba told her, “You are very 

fortunate to have a son like him. I have given you five children, can you not give me one of them?”  

The mother said, “Yes, Parmeshwari [Pukar] can stay with you, but he should also look after us.” 

Baba teased, “You want him to play the tabla with one hand and the dholak with the other!” meaning to have it both 

ways. “Now your ‘child’ is passing out of your hand!" 

Then his mother responded, "Let him go! Beyond your nazar, where can he go?" 

When Pukar started this work for Baba, he would walk 30 to 40 miles every day, spreading Baba's name from 

village to village. When he reached a village, he would roam about from one street to another, announcing that the 

Ancient One has taken human form as Avatar Meher Baba. "He is the same Ram, Krishna, Christ, Muhammad and 

Zoroaster come again," Pukar would shout. "He is Love Incarnate! Those who want to hear more about him should 

come and see me." He would spend the night in the village and there arrange a Baba gathering with kirtans and 

bhajan singing, whereupon he would tell the poor villagers about Baba. If he found that the people were receptive, 

he would stay a day or two more in that village. The next day, he would be off to another village or town, where he 

could do such work of spreading Baba's name. 

Arnavaz's sister, Roda Mistry, had come to Ashiana with her husband, Jim, and their son, Meherwan. When Baba 

saw the boy, he remarked, "He is not a child but my old, old companion." Baba told Arnavaz again that he would 

give her a son, too. She and Nariman were completely resigned to Baba's wish, and although Baba had repeatedly 

assured her that she would bear a child, the couple remained childless, thus freeing them to devote themselves 

totally to Baba's service. 

It was about 3:00 P.M. and time for darshan. Only a few Bombay lovers had been informed, but somehow a large 

crowd had collected on the staircase, not only of Bombay lovers but also lovers from Andhra, Hamirpur, Nagpur, 

Poona, Navsari and a few other places. All were particularly anxious for Baba's darshan, as he was to go into 

seclusion for a year from the following week; hence, this was their last chance to see him before then. 

At 3:00 P.M., the doors to the first-floor apartment were opened, and people were admitted one by one. Persons from 

all communities were present — Parsis, Iranis, Muslims, Hindus, Christians and others. “No distinction of caste or 

creed exists among those who take hold of Baba's daaman,” Age explains. “With Baba, being God in human form, 

there is no question of any religion or caste. The universe belongs to him; he alone is omnipresent. How could any 

distinction be maintained among those longing to imbibe the nectar of his love? All differences of religion, sect and 

race merge in him.” 



 

 

Baba gave darshan continuously. This time, he did not give prasad, but he would occasionally pat some, joke with 

others, or inquire about their health. All of his Bombay lovers were embedded deep in his love and dear to him. 

Baba stopped the darshan after two hours. Almost 700 men, women and children had come. Clarice and Ena had 

been sitting by Baba and were drowned in his love. At 5:00 P.M., Baba stated, "All Bombay lovers should leave. 

Those from out of town may stay on." 

Accordingly, the Bombay lovers left, and Baba addressed the Andhra and Hamirpur lovers: "Without fail, I want 

you all to return to your homes today!" 

He spoke for a few minutes more, and then it was the turn of the Poona lovers. Madhusudan first sang songs, and 

Baba urged the Poona group, "I am retiring into seclusion for one year from 15 February. During this time, I tell you 

all not to spare any pains for the work entrusted to you." 

Addressing Madhusudan, he continued, "You have composed bhajans, an arti and songs in my praise, and there are 

hundreds of lovers at distant places who hear and sing your compositions. These have helped them to love me more 

and more. So remain as active as ever, and do my work in Poona with love, enthusiasm, zeal and devotion, knowing 

that Poona is my birthplace." 

Baba embraced everyone and instructed them to go back to their homes immediately. Gadekar began weeping, and 

Baba lovingly said goodbye to him. Baba embraced Ena and Clarice and said he would send for them the next 

morning. 

Coming out of the room, Clarice told the mandali, "I have never seen anything so eloquent as Baba's gestures. I have 

never been as touched by the ballet, the theater, music or painting as I was by seeing him. I have never, until today, 

met any person to whom I could say I will unquestionably do anything you say." 

Ena Lemmon summed up her meeting with Baba: "It was the greatest experience of my life. I am completely 

satisfied, highly delighted." 

The editor of the Illustrated Weekly of India, an Irishman named C. R. Mandy, arrived. Irene Conybeare introduced 

him to Baba. Mandy was very happy to meet Baba and said that he had some color pictures of the Poona darshan 

(taken by Dadu), and that if he could have an article about the program he would publish it along with the 

photographs. Deshmukh volunteered to send a brief article the next day.38 

At 7:00 P.M., Baba and the mandali had their meals, and Arnavaz and Katie left to spend the night at Arnavaz’s 

family’s home in Dadar. 

Earlier in the day, Deshmukh had requested, "Grant me divine knowledge, Baba!" 

Baba replied, "I will!" 

While they were eating dinner, Baba served Deshmukh and Arnavaz’s father Naoroji a piece of fish, although both 

were strict vegetarians. Taking it as Baba's prasad, however, they did full justice to it. Afterwards, Baba prohibited 

them from touching non-vegetarian food in the future, and said to Deshmukh, "To obey me is the greatest 

knowledge, and I am pleased with you."39 

The next morning, Tuesday, 7 February 1956, Baba called the two Australian women to Ashiana, where he told 

them: 

Be happy in any conditions and don't worry about anything. If the whole world rocks, don't rock with it! And 

particularly don't worry about thoughts. If you want to alter anything, start with actions. Why? Because 

thoughts belong to the mental world, and you have no control over them unless you are established on the 

mental plane. But you can control your actions. 

[To Clarice] For example, you are married and you may love another man. That is all right; don't worry about it 

at all, but don't act out your love except with your husband. 

A second point is most important. Do not pose. For example, when you return, and someone asks you about 

Baba, if you think I am the Avatar, say it; if you don’t, say so. And if you vary — thinking perhaps he could be 

but I’m not sure, one day I think so, one day I don’t — then say that. It is no better to think one thing than 

another. The importance lies in knowing and expressing exactly what you yourself think. And apply this 

principle to everything. Just don’t pose. 

 
38 The account was published in the 11 March 1956 issue. 
39 Naoroji and Chanji’s father had also been a vegetarian, and Baba had likewise ordered him to have a 

piece of fish, shortly before he passed away.  



 

 

On the way to India, Clarice had been pondering the inevitable question Baba asked his lovers, "Will you obey me?" 

She thought: "Would I jump out of the plane window if Baba told me? Would I run around naked?" She was 

carrying a book of Hafiz's couplets and opened the book to this quotation: 

Knowing Love's Ocean is a shoreless sea, 

             what help is there? 

Abandon life and founder! 

Then she read another couplet of Hafiz: 

When you give your heart to Love, you make the moment lucky. 

No need of auguries to perform good deeds. 

She thought: "Yes, I will obey Baba." 

Now, at Ashiana, came the question: "Will you obey me?" Baba asked. 

"Yes," said Clarice. 

"Will you go back to Melbourne and kill your three children?" 

Clarice began weeping. She didn't have a handkerchief, so she began wiping her eyes on her sleeve. After a moment, 

she felt "a lovely, comforting warmth from Baba, as if I was being rocked like a baby." 

Baba said, "I wouldn't ask you to do that. I had to show you that you can’t obey me." 

Baba then said, "There is no value in trying to follow Baba unless it is what you want to do, and are willing to obey 

him. It does not matter at all if you do not want to — far better to live an ordinary life, forget about following Baba, 

and see God in others and in everyday life. But if it is your real desire to love Baba and serve him, how would you 

do it? It is very difficult to do, and difficult to explain. I cannot ask, how will I love my wife? I do or I do not. Can 

you hear that noise [a loud banging outside]?" 

They said yes. "Well, if you loved me, you would not hear it while you are with me!" Baba concluded. 

Other people were called in, and Baba asked them to explain how to love Baba. One said, "By perfect devotion." 

Baba said, "That’s fine, but you cannot do that." 

"By thinking of Baba continually," another suggested. 

Baba smiled broadly and made the gesture of perfection [closed circle with his thumb and forefinger], but he leaned 

forward a little and looking almost gleeful asked, "But do you?” 

Others tried to explain, but Baba said, "Divine love is the real love, but you cannot do that, so thinking of me 

continually is the next best. That too you can’t do. If you naturally say my name just while you are working or quiet 

— as often as you can spontaneously — that is good. But perhaps you can’t do that either, so do this: Repeat Baba's 

name aloud every day for not less than half an hour, and not more than one hour. Now, there is no love in that — no 

value at all in repetition — but in this case, it will bring love, it will establish the link [with me], because I am telling 

you to do it. 

"But if you don't even want to do that, don’t do it. It doesn't matter. Do what you want to do but try to remember that 

I am in everyone, in every man, woman and child. Be happy, live naturally, but serve me in others as much as you 

can." 

Ena began weeping when Baba turned to her and said, "You looked after your father well; you thought of him more 

than you thought of yourself. I am your father now. Go back and do my work." 

"Do you have any further instructions for me?" she asked. 

"If you would help Francis with the work, that would be wonderful." 

To both ladies, he said, "Go back to Australia and give my love to my lovers. I am with you and I will be coming 

with you." 

At one point, Baba had asked Clarice, "Could you afford to come?" 

She said, "Yes, I am working," and then told him of the "Fly Now — Pay Later" scheme she had taken advantage of. 

"But why did you come?" Baba demanded. "I am in Australia, and in every man, woman and child." 

"I just wanted to," she said. 



 

 

"I wanted you to come," Baba informed her, "and you are here to take my love to all. Do you know what I mean by 

all?" 

Divisions had cropped up within the Melbourne group, and when Baba said this, Clarice knew at once Baba couldn’t 

care less about such quarrels and separate parties. The only important thing was love. Baba emphasized this when he 

said again, "Carry my love to all." (By the time Clarice returned to Australia, both groups had come to her home, 

and a reconciliation had occurred.) 

Baba embraced Clarice and Ena and urged them to be happy. Meherjee drove them back to their hotel. Later, Baba 

questioned him about what they had said in the car, as if he wanted to know if they liked him and were impressed 

and satisfied with their visit. He told Meherjee, "I wanted them to be here and that is why they came. I love both 

very much." 

When Clarice returned to Australia and embraced members of the group on Baba’s behalf, many felt his inner touch. 

Some, such as Oswald Hall, said he felt for the first time who Baba really was. 

Baba and the mandali had lunch and departed for Satara the same day. They stopped briefly at Dadar to see Naoroji 

Dadachanji and his family. In Poona, before proceeding to Satara, Baba halted at Bindra House for a while to see the 

Jessawala and Kerawala families. 

Meanwhile, Clarice Adams returned to Australia by plane, but Ena Lemmon had to stay in Bombay for about two 

weeks because she had come by ship and wished to return by air. It was while she was in Bombay that Meherjee 

mentioned that Baba would be returning to India from America via the Pacific route. "That is coming in the 

direction of Australia," she mused. 

Meherjee said, "Why don't you invite Baba? Call him! Call him!" he urged, and Ena left Bombay madly enthusiastic 

about the idea. She could hardly wait to convey the news to the other lovers in Australia. 

After returning from Bombay, Kishan Singh was sent back to Dehra Dun. All the darshan programs were completed; 

but in Satara Baba continued allowing darshan to villagers from neighboring places for an hour each day up to the 

10th of February, and then stopped it. 

Ruano Bogislav died of a heart attack in New York City at 1:00 A.M. on 8 February 1956, at the age of 80. Ruano 

had first met Baba in Paris in 1933, and she lived in the Nasik ashram in India for several months. She once told 

Baba, "When I see you, Baba, I feel as if wings are sprouting on my back! I feel as if I could soar like an eagle!" 

And Ruano would go through the motions of flapping her "wings." 

Baba was amused and used to refer to her as "my eagle." When she died, Fred Winterfeldt sent this telegram to 

Baba: "Your eagle has flown to you." 

Baba cabled back: "My eagle has not died, but ever flies in my Kingdom."40 

When news of Ruano's death was received at Satara, Baba remarked, "Three more are coming to me sometime 

soon." 

When Mani queried, "From the East or West?" Baba said, "Both." 

A few weeks later, on 25 February, Margaret Scott, another longtime lover from New York and supporter of Baba’s 

cause, fell to her death from the window of her apartment.41 

 

In Satara, preparations for Baba's seclusion were made, and Baba assigned different duties to the mandali. Venkoba 

Rao was called to Satara and told he would have to stay for one year. He readily agreed. Savak Kotwal, Baidul and 

Venkoba Rao were the night watchmen; Vishnu did the marketing; Eruch and Bhau saw to Baba's personal chores. 

In addition, Bhau had to teach Ismail his lessons, go to the post office to bring and post the mail and telegrams, and 

also be on nightwatch when the occasion arose. Venkoba Rao was sent back to his home after only a month, and 

after his departure Savak would be on nightwatch until 2:00 A.M., and then, turn by turn, Pendu, Nilu and Baidul. 

 
40 According to Baba’s wishes, Rano wrote to Ruano’s daughter Biji to send if possible some of her ashes 

to India, or if not then some intimate belonging that Ruano wore constantly, to be buried in a grave on 

Meherabad Hill.  

41 Margaret Scott had met Baba for the first time while traveling on a ship from Hawaii to China in January 

1935, and again in Myrtle Beach in 1952. 



 

 

Adi Sr. was called again on 13 February and given certain instructions about the financial accounts and the trip to 

the West. Baba’s birthday that year had been celebrated two days before, on the 11th of February. Baba told Adi to 

inform all that, henceforth, his birthday should be celebrated every year on the 25th of February and not according to 

the Zoroastrian calendar, so as not to confuse his followers in the future. 

Before retiring into seclusion, people throughout the world were informed through a Life Circular (dated 1 February 

1956) that they should not write or try to see Meher Baba for one year, and that from midnight of 14 February until 

midnight of the 15th they should fast for 24 hours, taking only two cups of tea or coffee, one time during that period. 

Drinking water was allowed as much and as often as needed; but, other than that, nothing else was permitted. 

On Tuesday, 14 February 1956, Baba's luggage was brought from Grafton to Jal Villa, and Baba moved to Jal Villa 

in the evening to begin his seclusion. Kaikobad and Nilu resided in the bungalow with Baba, while the other mandali 

remained at Rosewood. At midnight, Baba had them recite prayers and he started fasting, as did both Kaikobad and 

Nilu. But the two men fasted for only 24 hours, whereas Baba continued his fast for five days. 

During the Meherabad Sahavas in 1955, five men from every language group had been selected and were to fast for 

seven days from the 15th of February. The fast was subsequently curtailed to five days, and hence Baba fasted with 

them for the same period of time. The fact was that these 20 individuals were being given the opportunity of sharing 

in Baba's work. 

On the 15th and 16th of February, Baba took only two cups of tea or coffee every 24 hours. On the 17th, he fasted 

on only two cups of syrup (sherbet) water, and on the 18th on only tap water, which he complained smelled of 

chlorine after boiling.  

During this seclusion, Baba was working with Kaikobad in Jal Villa for hours on end. Kaikobad would continually 

repeat the seven names of God, and every time he said them, Baba would bow to him seven times. Even Kaikobad 

had not the faintest notion of what work Baba was doing. No one can grasp the significance of his Universal work. 

On Sunday, 19 February 1956, Baba left Jal Villa and again began staying at Grafton with the women mandali. 

There he continued to remain in seclusion and did not see anyone or go out of the house. He broke his fast the next 

day, and again, from the 22nd, moved back to Jal Villa for his seclusion work. He worked with Kaikobad for two 

days in seclusion and then again returned to Grafton, where his 62nd birthday was celebrated privately with the 

women mandali, on Saturday, 25 February. 

When Baba was staying in Grafton, Mehera and Meheru would see to his personal work, but when he was in other 

bungalows, Eruch and Bhau would do this duty. After his two days of work in Jal Villa, Baba indicated that his 

work in seclusion there was finished. He instructed the mandali to stop renting it, and another bungalow was rented 

for his seclusion work, called Gite's, or the Judge’s Bungalow, opposite Mutha's Bungalow.42 

 

Bhau, besides attending to Baba, was still looking after the “needs” of Krishnaji, who treated him like a common 

servant. Krishnaji occupied a room in Jal Villa, and when Baba ordered the bungalow vacated, Krishnaji ordered 

Bhau to carry his luggage to Rosewood. Bhau rolled up Krishnaji's bedding, put it on his head and carried 

Krishnaji's trunk in his hands. Walking to Rosewood, Krishnaji led the way, swinging a walking stick, and Bhau 

followed him like a coolie. 

Nilu saw them and asked Bhau whose luggage it was. Bhau replied that it was Krishnaji's. Nilu became furious and 

asked, "Are you his servant?" 

"Baba has ordered me to do this work," Bhau replied. 

Nilu was extremely upset and went straight to Grafton, where he complained before Baba. Bhau was sent for, and 

Baba asked him, "Why did you carry Krishnaji's luggage on your head?" 

Bhau was startled by the question and said, "It was your order, Baba!" 

"Yes, it was my order but you have no sense! As long as a flower is fresh, its fragrance lingers and it is to be 

cherished — but when it dries up, it is thrown away! I gave Krishnaji the chance to remain like a fresh flower, but he 

could not. Now he is dried up, so throw him out! I will again give him another chance, and if he benefits by my love, 

he will be fortunate." 

 
42 Mutha’s Bungalow was the house in Satara that Baba and the women had occupied in 1950 during the New Life.  

 



 

 

Much relieved, Bhau returned to Rosewood, and within minutes Krishnaji began browbeating him as to why he had 

not yet unrolled his bedding. "Look after it yourself!" Bhau retorted. "I have no time to attend to you." 

Krishnaji reported this to Baba, who explained, "Where is the time for Bhau? He works from morning until night. 

Have pity on him." Krishnaji kept quiet. 

Two days later, Baba ordered Krishnaji to get a haircut and shave, and he had to do it. 

In Satara, Baba had asked Bhau to grow a (Fu Manchu) Chinese-style mustache, which he had done. Several times, 

when he went to the post office, people would look at him and laugh. Once someone asked. "Why are you growing 

this type of mustache? It looks uncouth." 

Bhau replied, "I am going to China and I am trying to follow their ways and customs so that I may be accepted as 

one of them." 

"But you don't look Chinese!" the man argued. "What are you going to do about that?" 

Bhau said, "Well, if my features aren't Chinese, at least my mustache is!" 

Regarding the boy Ismail, Baba had said that the boy was clever and he wanted him to study as if he were in school. 

During this period in Satara, there was a discussion about Ismail practically daily. Baba had ordered Bhau to tutor 

him, and one day calling Bhau to Grafton, Baba observed, "Ismail is a very good boy, teach him with all your heart. 

He has studied up to the fourth standard; but see that he passes the matriculation exam within a year!" 

This meant accelerating from a fourth grader to a high school graduate within a year! Naturally, this seemed an 

impossible task to Bhau, but Baba added, "Don't worry about it. I will help inwardly. Just try your best." 

Going to the market, Bhau bought books for Ismail and started teaching him. Two days later, Baba told Bhau, 

"Ismail has no clothes; go to the bazaar and purchase expensive outfits for him, so that he remains pleased and pays 

attention to his studies. I am helping you so that within one year you will make him pass his matriculation." 

So Bhau bought fine clothes for Ismail, and a few days after this, Baba commented, "Ismail's parents are very poor 

and he does not eat good food at home. When he doesn't have proper nourishment, how do you expect him to apply 

his intellect? If you want him to pass the matriculation exam in a year, then first provide good food for him." 

"How am I to arrange food for him?" Bhau asked. 

"How much help I am giving you!" Baba said. "I am telling you to do all this, so that you may enable him to pass 

the exam in a year. Just approach his parents and pay them every month whatever they spend on cooking food for 

him. Don't worry about money, I will provide everything needed." 

Visiting Ismail's parents, Bhau made arrangements with them to provide good meals, milk, fruits and sweets for the 

boy, and Baba was pleased. But he further ordered, "Just do one thing more. Go to Ismail's house every morning and 

bring him to Rosewood for studying, and accompany him back home when he is through. If he falls into bad 

company, cold water will be thrown on his studies! And if that happens, you won't be able to make him pass. 

Remember that." 

Daily, Bhau began fetching Ismail and escorting him back to his house in the evenings. Again, after several days 

passed, Baba reprimanded, "You are not taking proper care of Ismail. It is so hot, and you are bringing him 

unprotected in this heat! If his health suffers, his studies will be ruined, and you won't be able to help him pass his 

exam in one year — and that would be disobeying me! Bring him to Rosewood shielded by an umbrella, so that he 

won't be affected by the sun. What help I am giving you! Do you ever think about it?" 

Therefore, Bhau had to begin holding an umbrella over Ismail's head, while the neighbors were wondering why so 

much honor and respect was being showered on a poor boy who used to collect cowdung! At first, Ismail was 

studying well, but the more he was pampered, the more careless he became toward his studies — and the more he 

began arrogantly troubling Bhau. 

Several days later, Baba instructed Bhau, "Bring Ismail to Grafton every day. He needs some refreshments to 

maintain his health and he will also be more attentive to his studies!" So Bhau would take the boy to Grafton, with 

the umbrella over his head, and Baba would make him sit on the sofa in front of him, while Bhau remained standing. 

Such was the teacher's condition: the pupil was sitting comfortably on the sofa, and the teacher had to stand before 

him. Goher would bring a tray full of eatables and a glass of sherbet, and Bhau would offer them to Ismail. And 

when the boy finished, Bhau had to wash his plate and glass. 

This heaping of indulgences on Ismail made a dent in Bhau's forbearance. The room in which Bhau was tutoring 

him contained a bed, and Ismail would lie down on it. When Bhau would tell him to read, he would say, "Just wait a 

minute. I am tired, let me rest. I will read afterwards." At times, relaxing against some pillows, he would stretch out 



 

 

his legs, and when Bhau would ask him to be attentive to his studies, he would reply, "You read, I will listen. It is 

your duty to teach me; continue lecturing for two hours." 

The result of all this was that Ismail would not learn anything. Even after hours of persuasion, he would say, "What 

is there in your teaching? If Baba's nazar is there, I will learn everything in a second!" Baba would go on praising 

Ismail and castigating Bhau. This happened almost daily. But Ismail did do one good thing for Bhau. Once he told 

Baba, "I don't like Bhau's mustache. He accompanies me from my home every day, and people laugh at him!" So 

Baba immediately ordered Bhau to shave off his Chinese mustache, and that was just fine with Bhau. 

Dealing with Ismail was a long lesson in tolerance for Bhau. Had he not been so mischievous, how else would Bhau 

have the chance to control his temper and learn to keep quiet? Baba had arranged matters with this end in mind, and 

Ismail played his part to perfection. Occasionally, he would taunt Bhau with such words: "You'd better learn how to 

teach better! You don't know how to do it. How far have you yourself studied?" 

Or, at times, he would say, "Your pulse is in my hands! If I mention one word of complaint to Baba, you will find 

yourself in an awful plight!" 

Thus, during the stay at Satara, Bhau found himself saddled with this “worthy” pupil. 

 

On Tuesday, 6 March 1956, Baba shifted to the Judge's Bungalow for his seclusion work. Although Judge’s 

Bungalow was also an old structure, it was in a less dilapidated condition than Jal Villa, bigger and cooler, and in a 

much quieter locality. As instructed, Sidhu brought the fifth-plane mast Ali Shah from Meherabad to Satara the 

following day by train. Kumar's mother Mataji arrived with the sixth-plane mast Nilkanthwala from Hardwar on the 

8th. Both masts were kept in Judge's Bungalow. Kaikobad was also staying there. For twelve days, from 9th to 20th 

of March, Baba fasted on two cups of milkless tea taken twice a day and worked with the two masts and Kaikobad 

for nearly seven hours daily. During the same period, the men and women mandali were asked to fast for 24 hours in 

turns (whereas Baba was on a continuous fast). 

Ali Shah would refer to Baba as the "Big Boss." He could not tolerate being separated from him, and even at nights, 

would get out of bed and walk about, asking for his beloved Boss. Once at Meherabad, Padri saw him waving his 

arms at Baba's picture, crying out: "But you have so much — oh so much! Why then don't you give me more?" 

Nilkanthwala would sometimes appear very active, and at other times completely immobile. For example, he would 

lie in his bed without moving, his eyes closed. When Baba would suggest something, such as taking a bath, 

Nilkanthwala would leap out of bed and stride to the bathroom, where Baba would bathe him. When it was finished, 

back he would go to his bed and in an instant become immobile. At suggestions for food, he would rush to the 

kitchen. The mast would usually cook his own food, except for those days when he refused to ingest anything. 

Daily, Eruch and Bhau had to leave Rosewood for Judge's Bungalow early, at 5:00 A.M. to attend to Baba's personal 

work. Therefore, Baba ordered Krishnaji to bring tea from Rosewood each day at 6:30 A.M. for Eruch, Bhau, 

Kaikobad, Sidhu, Ali Shah and Nilkanthwala. He did as ordered, but brought tea for everyone except Bhau, for 

whom he felt disdain. Baba was very particular about this. When the tea arrived, Bhau was tidying up Baba's room, 

and Baba asked him to go have tea. So Bhau went to Krishnaji, who said, "I have not brought tea for you!" 

Bhau quietly returned to his work in Baba's room, but Baba asked, "Have you had your tea?" 

"Krishnaji did not bring it for me," he replied. 

Baba asked Krishnaji the reason, and he promised to bring it from the following day. But Baba persisted, "Why 

didn't you bring it today?" 

"I forgot!" Of course, this was a lie. 

Baba warned him not to be disobedient. From the next day, Krishnaji started bringing tea for Bhau, but he found the 

duty intolerable. Until this point, Bhau had been like his servant; now the tables were turned. It was humiliating! At 

first, he was respected; now he was given common work. His beard and long hair had also disappeared, and he took 

it all badly. No one with an inflated ego could stay with Baba. Only those who surrendered to and lost themselves in 

him could endure. For Krishnaji, it was impossible, because he was adept at posing as a saint. He wanted to be 

treated as a guru. 

One day he told Baba, "I want to leave for a few days." 



 

 

Baba at once gestured, "Yes, go! Go now!" Krishnaji was made to leave within the hour, and thereafter, Baba never 

kept him with the mandali again. He came twice or thrice to visit, but Baba would not allow him to stay with him or 

the mandali.43 

Baba continued to work in seclusion with the two masts, Ali Shah and Nilkanthwala, in Judge's Bungalow until 19 

March 1956, and that evening he returned to Grafton. Both masts were sent back to their abodes the next day, Ali 

Shah to Meherabad and Nilkanthwala to Hardwar. 

Three days later, on the 23rd, a strange incident occurred outside Judge’s Bungalow. All of a sudden, and from no 

apparent natural cause, a very large tree in the compound burst into flames and fell burning to the ground. Baba 

commented, "It is significant and has to do with my work." 

For three consecutive evenings after his seclusion, Baba quoted to the women these lines from Jigar: 

Understand well, this love is not easy. 

It is an ocean of fire, in which you must drown! 

 

On Thursday, 29 March 1956, at 8:00 A.M., Baba, accompanied by Eruch, Pendu and Nilu, set out in Meherjee's car 

to bow down at 56 shrines and to 56 poor people. From Satara, they went first to Meherazad, arriving at 12 P.M. Adi 

Sr. brought their lunch from Akbar Press and was given certain instructions about the financial accounts and about 

publicizing God Speaks. Chhagan was called from Bhingar to do nightwatch. 

Baba rested at Meherazad for the night, and left with the four mandali for Aurangabad at 6:00 A.M., on the 30th. At 

11:00 A.M., they arrived in Khuldabad, where Baba did his work with 56 poor, washing their feet and paying each 

ten rupees as his love-gift. Then he paid his obeisance to the dargahs (tombs) there, bowing 56 times at each shrine. 

He also visited different shrines in Aurangabad at 5:00 P.M., and contacted a few masts. By searching day and night, 

Baba found different tombs and shrines in different localities, thereby completing the desired number of 56. It was 

summer and very hot, but Baba finished the work much sooner than expected. Driving continuously, they returned 

to Satara on the night of 2 April. 

Baba appeared his usual self the next morning and spent the 4th relaxing with the mandali. That day, Mani wrote to 

Adi Sr.: 

Baba returned late last night. It was terribly hot there [Khuldabad], and he hurriedly finished the mast work and 

returned as soon as possible, driving nonstop for 42 hours on the way here. He and the men hadn’t slept or 

rested for two consecutive nights. No wonder they were exhausted. He looks rested this morning, but still feels 

tired. 

Jalbhai and Beheram met Baba on the 9th of April and then returned to Poona. 

 One day, after his return to Satara, Baba informed Bhau, "Two important letters from America are expected, but 

they have not yet come. Perhaps the postman has wrongly delivered them to someone else. Go and ask the 

postmaster." 

Bhau said, "We won't be able to find them that way. Only registered letters can be traced." 

"Nevertheless, go and inquire. The letters are urgent and very important." 

The post office was two and a half miles from Grafton. Bhau rode on a bicycle there and approached the postmaster. 

The postmaster asked whether the letters were registered. Bhau shook his head no. The postmaster questioned, 

"Then how can you be sure when they were mailed from America?" 

"The letters should have come a week ago," Bhau said, "but we haven't received them. The sender has never delayed 

in replying, and so it seems, they are lost." 

"I am sorry, but we cannot do anything for you." 

 

43 After this period in Satara, Krishnaji set himself up as a swami in Delhi, and became known as the 

“liberator of prostitutes.” He imitated Baba by using an alphabet board to communicate with people. In his 

deluded state, Krishnaji claimed to be spiritually advanced. Baba's followers were warned to stay away 

from him. Years later he settled in California for some time, where he gathered a group of followers around 

him. 



 

 

Bhau came back and told Baba. With obvious displeasure Baba said, "Go back and tell him that the letters were of 

the utmost importance, and he should at least attempt to trace them!" 

Bhau went again to the postmaster, who became very upset. He shouted, "What is this nonsense you are talking 

about? I am a very busy man. If the letters are so important, send a telegram and inquire whether they were 

dispatched. We are not responsible for delivery of ordinary mail. Please leave!" 

Bhau went back, and after listening to him, Baba replied, "Go and tell the postmaster that the communications were 

definitely mailed from America, but we have not received them, and they are very, very important." 

Bhau hesitated, because the postmaster was an important official, and he felt foolish to keep pestering him like this 

when what the man had told him was reasonable. Baba gestured angrily, "Is he such a big man? Well, I am telling 

you to go and request him to look for those letters." Bhau then understood that, whether the man was important or 

not, Baba's orders were paramount. 

Bhau left, and seeing him again in his office, the postmaster was naturally vexed. He told him to leave at once. "I 

have no time to talk with you," he said irritably. Bhau stood there quietly, but the man ignored him and went on 

working. Five minutes later, he raised his head and, looking at Bhau, asked, "Why in God's name are you still here?" 

In a beseeching tone, Bhau pleaded, "Sir, the letters are most important, and that is why I keep coming back to you." 

"But what am I to do?" 

"If you could just check and see if these letters were delivered. It would be most kind of you. At least do this much." 

"Are you in your right senses? What work are you doing?" 

"I am handling correspondence to different places." 

Looking at Bhau from head to foot, the postmaster remarked skeptically, "You seem to be educated — but you are a 

very strange young man!" Since Bhau's answers were vague and obscure, the postmaster thought him to be rather 

odd or possibly cracked! 

After a while, however, he added, "All right; give me the addresses of the senders. As soon as the letters are 

received, I will send them to you with a special messenger." Bhau gave him both addresses and came back to report 

to Baba. 

Baba replied ominously, "If the letters do not arrive tomorrow, I will hold you responsible!" 

But the next day, Baba did not ask about the letters, and something new was introduced. Bhau was going to the post 

office daily at 3:00 P.M., as the only clearance from Satara was at four o'clock. But that day, Baba sent for him at 

9:00 A.M. and told him to go immediately and post a letter. Bhau went, mailed it, and on his return, Baba gave him 

another letter, saying, "This is also very important and needs to be dispatched at once. Go mail it immediately!" 

Bhau reasoned, "What is the use in posting it now? It will not go out any sooner, as there's only one clearance at 

4:00 P.M.!" 

"Are you telling me something new?" Baba asked, peeved. “Don't I know that? Do as I tell you.” 

From that day on, Baba began sending Bhau to the post office to mail one letter after another, and only much later 

did Bhau realize that it was Baba's method of destroying the gymnastics of his intellect. 

 

Baba utilized another medium to teach Bhau the same lesson. During his seclusion, Baba was drinking plain Duke's 

soda water instead of water, and Bhau had to bring the aerated bottles from the market. He would go on foot, and a 

laborer was hired to carry the crate. Satara received a consignment of these carbonated drinks once a month from 

Rogers & Company of Bombay, and as soon as they were received, all were purchased by the restaurants and hotels 

in the area. Bhau would buy the required number for one month at a time from a wholesaler. The required number of 

soda bottles was not available, even at a higher price, from any single retail outlet. 

During one particular month, however, no soda was received in Satara, and Baba royally took Bhau to task. "Why 

didn't you buy more bottles last month?" he complained. "You have no thought for me, no consideration for me! 

And when your attitude is like this, what is the use of your remaining with me?" With the utmost difficulty, Bhau 

would buy one bottle here and one there from different shops, cafes and restaurants; but Baba was still not satisfied, 

as it took time to buy the bottles from so many places, and Baba wanted him back from the bazaar at an earlier time. 

Several days later, the shipment of soda water was received from Bombay, and Bhau bought six crates, enough to 

last for a month and a half. The wholesaler released them unwillingly, as he had his daily quota to fulfill to the 

retailers as well, and knew this would be the only truckload of soda from Bombay for a month. Nevertheless, Bhau 

managed to persuade him. 



 

 

All went smoothly, and Bhau was feeling very pleased with himself when ten days later calamity struck. Baba called 

him and complained, "The soda from these crates is stale and smells bad. Return one of the crates and bring another 

one!" 

"To return it will be easy, as there is always a shortage of soda," said Bhau, "but it will be extremely difficult to get 

another crate." 

"There is nothing great in returning it; but it will be truly great if you can get it replaced!" 

So Bhau went to return the crate, but everywhere he went he was asked suspiciously, "Why do you want a 

replacement? What is wrong with this one?" 

"Nothing is wrong with it. Check and see for yourself." 

"They seem to be all right. But why do you want to exchange this crate for another one? What is the reason?" 

What reason could Bhau give? He met with the same reaction everywhere, and at last he hit upon a stratagem. He 

approached a restaurateur and said, "Please give me 24 bottles of cold soda water, and keep these 24 bottles instead. 

I will pay you one rupee for the exchange." The owner willingly complied, and Bhau returned to Grafton with the 

new bottles. 

At Baba's inquiry, Bhau informed him of events, and Baba did not comment. 

The next day, Baba said, "What quality of soda have you brought this time? This second crate stinks worse than the 

first! Return it and bring fresh stock. But don't go back to the same hotel where you went yesterday; he might give 

back the same bottles you gave him!" 

"Baba, the whole consignment was received in one lot last month. From where am I to bring a fresh supply?" 

"You want me to drink this awful stuff?" 

So again Bhau lugged the crate from one cafe and restaurant to another. Unfortunately, cold soda was available only 

at that one place; his previous trick would no longer work, and he could not exchange them. Finally, he bought two 

bottles from each supplier, and sold the crate to a different restaurateur. Baba did not like this deal and observed, 

"Did I tell you to exchange one crate for another, or to do as you liked!" 

"Baba, what am I to do? My brain does not help me! To exchange soda water for soda water is impossible! All are 

ridiculing me and think me mad!" 

"You are mad, and I am glad to know people recognize you to be so!" 

It went on like this for some weeks, but once Bhau became resigned to his fate and obeyed Baba's specific 

instructions, the tedious tasks became easier. After Bhau accepted that this was Baba's wish and pleasure, Baba 

stopped complaining about the soda and instead complimented Bhau on how delicious it was. In fact, there was 

nothing wrong with the soda bottles. They did not smell — but to smash Bhau's hardcore intellect, Baba resorted to 

such lengths. 

 

For 24 hours, from 7:00 P.M. on Thursday, 12 April 1956 until 7:00 P.M. on the 13th, Baba remained on a total fast, 

without even water. Two days later, on the 15th, he followed the same regime. 

Meanwhile, Baba instructed Aloba to find an isolated spot near Satara where cricket could be played. Aloba selected 

a place near a riverbank, and Baba went there with the mandali on 19 April at 8:00 A.M. It was coincidentally Lord 

Ram's birthday that day. They played cricket for some time and also cards, and after spending about two hours there, 

they came back. 

That evening, Baba moved to Judge’s Bungalow to continue his work in seclusion. The bungalow had been rented 

since February, and Kaikobad and Nilu were living there. Baidul brought a mast from Hyderabad who resembled 

more of a salik, but Baba was not pleased with the work with the mast and sent him away after two days. Another 

mast, Malang Maharaj, from Satara district was brought, with whom Baba worked until the 27th. 

Baba began fasting again from the 19th. Until the 23rd, his diet consisted of a cup of tea without milk in the 

morning, a banana and a mango with a little cream and tea for lunch, and absolutely nothing else for the remainder 

of the day. On 24 April, he fasted, not even taking water (it was a particularly hot day, too); and on the 25th he 

drank only soda-water sherbet. The next day, he had only a cup of tea three times. 

For the next fourteen days, from Friday, 27 April 1956, Baba remained on only rice and dal taken once in 24 hours, 

and was preoccupied with Kaikobad in his seclusion work. Savak kept nightwatch the whole night, and Eruch and 

Bhau were with Baba in the mornings. At noon, both were relieved, when Bhau would give lessons to Ismail and 

also bicycle to the post office for the mail. In the afternoon Pendu would be with Baba in Judge’s Bungalow, 



 

 

remaining with him until evening. Ramjoo, who was living in Satara, had been instructed to remain near Baba from 

10:00 a.m. until 5:00 p.m. daily. 

Don and Gustadji were without duty; but, this was hard work for them. For a talented man like Don to spend idle 

hours without work was most trying. At times, he would be so out of sorts he would go to the extent of throwing 

things out of his room; and, when his anger subsided, he would pick everything up and take it back inside. Just to 

pass the time, Don purchased a motorcycle which he would completely dismantle, clean and put back together — 

part by part. Baba had forbidden him from smoking beedies, so Don would aimlessly wander about, keeping an unlit 

cheroot in his mouth. Once, while on his way to Poona, he had an unlit beedi in his mouth, and a passenger sitting 

next to him, who thought he had run out of matches, grandly offered him a light. Smiling, Don politely thanked him 

and told him that he did not need it. 

Gustadji had a different preoccupation. All day long, he would gather sticks and twigs from the Rosewood 

compound, and fill one room with them. Once a week, he would warm his bathwater by burning these pieces of 

wood. All the other mandali were taking cold baths. On his bath day, Gustadji would begin lighting the pile of twigs 

from morning, and the water would go on boiling until noon. Then he would carry the hot water to the bathroom, 

where he would remain for several hours — until 5:00 P.M.! He was very particular in his habits; he would soap 

every part of his body thoroughly, then carefully scrub it slowly, over and over again. 

One day Baba was playing the card game La Risque with the mandali when halfway through the game he threw 

down his cards on the table. "I want you to go outside and meditate," he gestured. The mandali were surprised at his 

sudden instructions, because they would never meditate. Pointing outside, Baba motioned, "Go there and select your 

seats. When I clap, shut your eyes and settle down comfortably. When I clap again, start meditating." 

He added, "But on what subject, what theme, will you meditate? Meditate on God. And what is God? How will you 

bring God before your mind's eye? Clear your mind of all thoughts. Bring before your mind's eye the brightness, the 

brilliance, the effulgence. That is God. Think on it. Just be there. But God is infinite. There is no limit to Him. He is 

the mighty Ocean of Effulgence. So, where will you be meditating from? You will be in it. Picture that effulgence 

all around you, and just be in it. 

"When you hear the second clap, begin to mediate on the effulgence of Existence that is God infinite and eternal. As 

soon as you hear a third clap, stop and come to me." 

So the mandali went out into the compound. They sat down on the ground, each one at a distance from the other. 

Baba clapped, and they shut their eyes. They settled down, and soon afterwards, a second clap was given. They 

dutifully began to meditate as instructed. But hardly had a few minutes passed — just when they had started to enjoy 

it! — when Baba clapped, and they reentered the bungalow. The card game was resumed with no further mention of 

meditation. 

 

Baba continued his seclusion work in Judge’s Bungalow until Monday, 30 April 1956, and that afternoon, in 

Nariman’s car, he departed for mast contacts, accompanied by Eruch, Pendu, Baidul, Nilu and Chhagan (who had 

been sent for from Ahmednagar). Traveling day and night, Baba contacted masts in Pandharpur, Sholapur, 

Gulbarga, Aland, Hubli, Dharwar, Belgaum, Kolhapur, Sangli and Islampur. The journey lasted for four days, but 

there is no record of the contacts made. 

Dadi Kerawala had been posted to a remote village of Ajra, between Belgaum and Kolhapur. During this mast trip, 

Baba stopped and had lunch there. Dadi’s mother Banumasi and his cousin Roshan Satha were staying with him. 

Baba returned to Satara on the afternoon of 3 May, and looked very tired after a long stretch of driving. He went 

directly to Judge’s Bungalow, where he stayed in seclusion for an entire week. 

Baba moved back to Grafton on Wednesday, 9 May 1956 and, after remaining there for three days, he again moved 

back to Judge’s Bungalow for another week. During May, Baba would alternate between these two bungalows, 

staying in Grafton for three days and then for a week in Judge’s Bungalow. 

From the evening of the 9th, Baba fasted for 24 hours without even water. Mehera joined him in the fast. The rest of 

the men and women mandali were also instructed to fast but they were permitted to drink water. 

 

A Sikh spiritual leader named Kirpal Singh had met Baba in New Delhi in November 1952. On occasion, Baba 

would remark that Kirpal Singh was a genuine saint and very dear to him. Of all the saints and yogis in India, Baba 

would say that there were seven who were very dear to him and he always mentioned Kirpal Singh's name as one of 

them.  



 

 

The saint had visited America in June 1955, and Ivy Duce had met him.44 Kirpal Singh wrote to his followers in 

India, “The head of Meher Baba’s movement came to me for an interview today and I had a long talk with her — 

she has invited me to a meeting of Meher Baba’s followers, so I have promised to do so.” 

Some months after Kirpal Singh returned to India, Burjor Gai of Delhi was sent a copy of God Speaks to give to 

him, and at this meeting the saint expressed his desire to have Baba's darshan again, since he would be going to 

Poona which was not far from Satara. Baba gave his permission. Soon after, Kirpal Singh arrived in Kalyan (near 

Bombay). On 14 May, Eruch was sent to fix the time for his meeting, along with this message: “Meher Baba has 

instructed me to tell you, 'You are my dear child.' ” The humble saint was very happy to hear this, and listened 

attentively as Eruch narrated events from Baba’s life. 

On Friday, 18 May 1956, Kirpal Singh came to Satara with one woman and two male followers and met Baba in 

Judge’s Bungalow at about 9:30 A.M. Baba was standing on the verandah and lovingly embraced the saint. Catching 

hold of his hand, Baba took him to his room, signaling the others to wait outside, except for Eruch who was 

interpreting Baba's gestures. Baba sat on his usual seat and beckoned Kirpal Singh to be seated. With folded hands, 

Kirpal Singh said, "I am so very happy and fortunate to see you." 

Baba replied, "I am the Lord of the Universe; I am in everyone and am everything. I know everything and yet, 

simultaneously, I know nothing ..." 

"That is the mark of real greatness," Kirpal Singh interrupted. 

"It is all of you who are great; I am but a slave of my lovers. I feel truly happy when I get opportunities to wash their 

feet. My delight is to embrace them. I am the Ocean of Love." 

Baba stood up and patted Kirpal Singh, who also rose immediately. Baba asked him to sit down, but he remained 

standing reverently until Baba was himself seated and resumed the conversation. "I am very pleased with the work 

you are doing," Baba began. "It is I who, through you and others, do my own work." 

Kirpal Singh said, "'Baba, I have met your followers in India and in other countries, too. But when I asked, 'What 

experience have you had?' they told me that they have not had any experiences. Please, Baba, why don't you give 

them some experience? It would be helpful for them. How can people be expected to take interest in spirituality 

unless they have had some experience?” 

Baba replied, "Although it is good to have inner experiences, it is very dangerous to attach importance to them. If 

the aspirants are not pre-warned, then even petty experiences prove treacherous and hinder steady progress." 

A day before, Baba had stated, "He who knows everything, displaces nothing. To each one, I appear to be what he 

thinks I am." Baba instructed Rano to write these lines out in large print, and told Bhau to hang it near Baba's chair. 

Baba pointed to it and explained to Kirpal Singh the true significance of the spiritual path. “Read that board. What is 

written there? 'One who knows everything, displaces nothing.' It means that one who knows everything does not 

perform any miracles in the form of show.” 

Baba then cited two examples among his own followers who had had experiences. He told Kirpal Singh, "They now 

have their own followers and groups, and are initiating newcomers. Although they still love me, they have their own 

independent way of life." 

Baba emphasized, "Such irresponsible practices based on petty experiences are harmful both to the initiator and the 

initiated." 

Kirpal Singh interposed, "But if the experiences are utilized for the progress of the aspirants?" 

"What I am pointing out is not meant for you, but I do want you to realize how petty experiences can trap aspirants 

and lead them astray." 

Baba signaled for a copy of Sobs & Throbs, Ramjoo's book describing the Prem Ashram boys' experiences. The 

moment Baba stood up, Kirpal Singh also rose and stood near Baba. Baba embraced him once again and asked him 

to sit down. He remained standing, however, as a mark of respect. Baba opened the book and showed Kirpal Singh 

the photographs of the boys who had had inner experiences. 

Kirpal Singh innocently remarked, "At that tender age, it is not difficult for boys to have such experiences." 

Baba expressed surprise, "Tender age?" Smiling he said, "Age, whether tender or ripe, has nothing to do with 

experience gathered by the Self, which knows no limitations of age." 

 
44 Jean Adriel had also met Kirpal Singh and become his disciple. 



 

 

Baba then drew Kirpal Singh toward him and, taking his hand, led him to Kaikobad's room, telling him, "You are 

now going to hear something from an old man about inner experiences." Baba sat on Kaikobad's bed and asked 

Kirpal Singh to sit nearby. 

"Kaikobad," Baba explained to Kirpal Singh, "is my old lover and has had many inner experiences. Sometimes he 

tells me about them, but I do not understand. Perhaps you will understand what Kaikobad has to say." 

Baba permitted Kaikobad to relate all that he had experienced, requesting Kirpal Singh to hear him patiently, since 

Kaikobad would speak in a mixture of Hindi and Gujarati, because he did not know Hindi well. 

Leaving Kaikobad and Kirpal Singh alone, Baba left the room and joined the three devotees who had accompanied 

Kirpal Singh to have Baba's darshan. Being in seclusion, Baba would not permit them to bow down to him, but he 

patted each in turn and sat down on the steps of Judge’s Bungalow, while each was introduced to him. 

Meanwhile, Kirpal Singh told Kaikobad, “I am very happy to see you. I have heard that you have had many 

experiences. Would you please tell me what experiences you have had?” 

“Experiences?” Kaikobad said. “How can I explain to you about the experiences? I will tell you in a nutshell. Do 

you see the sun?” 

“Yes, I see it,” said Kirpal Singh. 

“How bright is it?” 

“It is so bright that it gives light to the whole world.” 

“The light of the sun is very bright to you,” said Kaikobad. “But I see also the light in my heart. It is so bright that 

the light of hundreds of suns are nothing before this light which I see within. I lose my consciousness, and I fall 

down.”45  

The saint was highly impressed. He said, “It is because of the grace of Baba that you are having these experiences. 

Such experiences could only be had with Baba's blessing! I have had no such experiences!" 

Kirpal Singh then left and rejoined Baba. He was invited by Baba to sit in a chair but preferred sitting near Baba on 

the steps. About what he had heard from Kaikobad, he commented to Baba, “It is because of your grace that he has 

this experience.” 

“My grace?” Baba said. “When my grace falls upon anyone, it results in complete ruination [of the false self]!” 

The party had brought a movie camera and desired to have some footage of Baba and Kirpal Singh together, which 

Baba allowed. Baba then ordered Kirpal Singh's disciples to "hold fast to the daaman of Kirpal Singh and follow his 

instructions with love and devotion." 

Once again, Baba embraced the saint, who reciprocated with deep affection. One person in the group asked Baba to 

pay a visit to Delhi sometime soon. Baba, nodding his head, accepted. A person from Poona then invited Baba to 

pay a visit there and hear Kirpal Singh's discourses. Baba replied, "I continually hear everything at all times from 

where I am." 

Again embracing Kirpal Singh with great love, Baba led him back to his room. Picking up a slip of paper from one 

of the tables, Baba handed it to Kirpal Singh. On the paper was written in a bold hand "15 Feb. 1957" (the date of 

the end of Baba’s one-year seclusion). 

Baba asked, "Would you like to spend the night of that day with me?" 

"Willingly," Kirpal Singh replied, "if I am not out of India." 

Baba indicated, "That is your lookout." 

Joining both hands in respect, Kirpal Singh replied, "Baba, I leave it in your hands." 

Baba said, "Should you be in India then, I will send Eruch to bring you to spend that night with me." 

Kirpal Singh agreed and put the slip of paper in his pocket.46 Embracing him once more, Baba led him by the hand 

outside. Before taking Baba's leave, Kirpal Singh requested that he be allowed to go directly to Poona without 

 
45 Kaikobad was nearsighted and could not read after sunset unless he had a strong light to read by. But he 

once related this experience to the mandali: “One night, in pitch darkness, I picked up a book and found 

that I could read it very clearly by the light radiating from myself, without the help of any ordinary light.” 
46 As it turned out, Kirpal Singh did not return to spend the night near Baba and this was the last time that 

they met. 



 

 

stopping at the dak bungalow where Eruch had met them that morning. This made Baba happy, and permission was 

given, it being in accord with his usual custom. 

As Kirpal Singh and his three followers were nearing their car, suddenly one of them remembered that they had 

forgotten to present a basket of mangoes to Baba. Laughing, Kirpal Singh remarked, "We have forgotten everything 

because we are here in a different world!" Baba accepted the fruit with love and Kirpal Singh received another 

embrace. The party was about to be seated when they remembered that they had also forgotten a box of sweets for 

Baba. All laughed joyfully, saying that it gave them another chance of seeing Baba. 

Finally, the car was driving off when Eruch remembered that Kirpal Singh had forgotten the copies of Sobs & 

Throbs and The Wayfarers that Baba had presented to him. He managed to stop the car on the roadside just in time 

and handed the two books to Kirpal Singh. 

 

Another visitor later that same day was a young man from Manchester, England, named Keith N. Secker, 24. For 

quite a long while, Keith had been searching for something he could not find in all the books he had read on 

philosophy. Then a friend advised him to read the Discourses, which deeply stirred him. Therein, he said, he "found 

the answer." After reading God To Man and Man To God, he was so anxious to see Meher Baba that he gave up his 

job and came to India with very little money. He did not know any of Baba's lovers in England, but made his way to 

Poona and then to Meherabad. There he saw Padri, who directed him to Adi Sr. in Ahmednagar, who told him Baba 

was in Satara in seclusion. 

Adi notified Baba of Keith's sincerity, and Baba replied to bring the young man to Satara, which he did, arriving on 

18 May. Baba met and embraced Keith. After talking with him for a while, Baba instructed him to return to England 

immediately, contact his lovers in London and await his coming in July. As Keith was leaving, he told Eruch, “I 

have reached my goal.” 

After Eruch wrote out an account of Kirpal Singh's visit and read it to Baba, Baba added to it: 

Kabir says: 

Pilgrimage to holy places bears one fruit; 

Company and guidance of saints bear four fruits. 

O Kabir! The grace of a Perfect Master 

    bears infinite number of fruits. 

 

Vedas say: 

Out of thousands of men, one becomes a saint; 

Out of thousands of saints, one becomes God-realized; 

Out of many such God-realized ones, 

     one becomes a Perfect Master. 

 

I say: 

During the Avataric period, 

    the five Perfect Masters make GOD incarnate as MAN. 

 

During Baba's seclusion, the men and women mandali in Satara were directed to fast every Friday, but they were 

allowed morning tea and supper. Baba fasted for 24 hours  without even water on Thursday, 24 May 1956 and again 

on the 29th. It was noted that May 24 was celebrated as Lord Buddha's birthday that year (and it was also the fourth 

anniversary of Baba's accident in America). 

Meanwhile, Eruch was sent to Ahmednagar, Poona, Bombay and Mahabaleshwar for work regarding obtaining his 

passport, among other things, and returned to Satara on the 25th. Two days later, he was sent back to 

Mahabaleshwar to see Godavri Mai and also Irene Conybeare, both of whom were there. Godavri had mentioned 

wishing to join Baba on his upcoming tour of the West, and Baba had sent Eruch to ask her if she was serious. If she 



 

 

was, Baba would order the mandali to make all the necessary arrangements for this. When Eruch met her, she said 

that it was too late this time. She would definitely like to accompany Baba, she said, but not this time, as things 

would have to be arranged too hurriedly. Adi was sent with the message that Baba would see her on his return from 

America. 

On Friday, 1 June 1956, Baba worked with Kaikobad in the morning, took his usual brisk walk on the verandah and 

then listened as the newspaper was read by Rano or one of the mandali. 

Irene Conybeare arrived back in Satara on the 4th, and stayed at Mrs. Cooper's bungalow. She had come before but 

left after two days. This time, she came for a longer stay, and Baba would see her occasionally. Rano was told to 

visit her every day to give her company, and Irene would also be called to Grafton sometimes to see Mehera and 

Mani. 

One hundred and five poor children were brought to Judge’s Bungalow on 9 June. Baba washed and wiped their feet 

and gave them laddoos. After each boy and girl was fed a good lunch, Baba gave material for either a shirt or dress 

to each. Only after this program was concluded did Baba take his meal in the evening. 

Baba left Satara for Meherazad at 8:00 A.M. in Nariman’s car (Eruch driving) on Sunday, 10 June 1956 with the 

women — Mehera, Mani, Goher and Meheru. Adi Sr. took Rano, Naja and Gustadji. Within a few days, Jalbhai and 

Meherwan Jessawala visited from Poona. There were daily discussions about Baba's forthcoming trip to the West, 

and Baba dictated a few messages for it. Before proceeding to Meherazad, Baba had instructed Bhau to prepare 

seven messages for him to use in the West. Bhau wrote the messages, and they were given to Rano to edit, but they 

were never used. 

Adi had informed Baba that a West African woman named Beatrice Vigo had come for his darshan. Beatrice was in 

India for a few years to study Vedanta and had come before, in April, when Baba was in seclusion at Satara.47 Baba 

was still in seclusion and not meeting anyone, but he permitted her to see him for a few minutes at Meherazad on the 

morning of 12 June 1956. Beatrice had visited several ashrams in Rishikesh and elsewhere, and Baba emphasized to 

her, "Only through love can God be realized." 

Prior to becoming interested in spirituality, Beatrice had studied in London where she became active in the African 

colonies’ struggle for independence and in women’s issues. She invited Baba to visit Africa.48 

Baba also had a local God-mad seeker named Barakoti (Twelve Coats) brought to Meherazad one day. He was so 

named because no matter what kind of weather it was, the mast-like man would always wear twelve (bara) tattered 

coats. Baba changed one of the layers with a nice new coat. Baba told the mandali that he was not actually a mast, 

but had a "whiff of the Path." 

During this period, Habibullah Baig of Poona was determined to go into business for himself. He came to 

Meherazad and told Baba of his desire. "Do you offer namaz daily?" Baba asked him. 

"Now I offer the original namaz!" he replied, meaning remembering Baba. 

Pleased by his answer, Baba asked, "From where will you get the money to go into business?" 

Habibullah explained, "Goods can be got on credit." Baba permitted him to go ahead with his venture and gave him 

a sum of money as prasad also. Habibullah opened a small shop of Kashmir wares in Poona and began doing well. 

On Thursday, 14 June 1956, Baba instructed Adi Sr. to issue a circular to all concerned, stating that, although at first 

he had said he would permit his devotees to be present at the airport when he left Bombay for the West, Baba now 

decided that because he was still in seclusion, he did not wish anyone present when he left. 

Nariman and Meherjee arrived on the 17th, and early the next morning Baba left Meherazad for Bombay in 

Nariman’s car, Eruch driving, with Nariman, Meherjee and Adi to apply for visas for their trip to the United States. 

Nilu joined them in Poona. They obtained the visas at the American Consulate, and after lunch at Ashiana and a 

quick drive to Juhu beach, returned to Ahmednagar, arriving there at 9 P.M. that night. 

 
47 When Beatrice Vigo had come to Ahmednagar in April 1956, Adi had taken her to Sakori where she was 

introduced to Godavri Mai.  
48 Beatrice Vigo was a student in London in the late 1920s. She joined the West African Student Union 

(WASU) and became the wife of the vice president of the WASU branch in Zaria, Nigeria, Arthur Vigo. 

She acted as WASU’s representative in the United States for some years during the early 1930s, before 

traveling through the British West Indies and London on her way back to Nigeria. Concurrently with her 

work fighting racial discrimination and colonialism, she worked for improving the status of women in West 

Africa.  



 

 

Baba and the women visited Meherabad on the 21st, and saw all the residents there, such as Padri, Mansari, and 

Kaikobad's daughters. Baba then took all to a special showing of a Hindi film at Asha Talkies, Jhanak Jhanak Payal 

Baaje. 

Eruch had asked his brother Meherwan to select certain passages from old discourses of Baba's to be read out on 

Baba's forthcoming trip to America, if required. Mani edited the messages, which had originally been compiled, 

edited and typed by Deshmukh, and then Meherwan re-typed them. Deshmukh was called to Meherazad to do the 

final editing and provide titles to each message. On 26 June, Deshmukh came to Ahmednagar with his family; but 

since families were not permitted to stay at Meherazad, his wife and children stayed in Ahmednagar at Dhake’s 

while Deshmukh was at Meherazad. Meherwan typed the new titles above each edited message. Several times, Baba 

rehearsed giving one of these messages, which was to be filmed for television in New York City.49 

During this period, Chhagan was also called to do nightwatch from six in the evening. After treating patients at his 

home in Bhingar, where he ran an ayurvedic clinic, Chhagan would bicycle every day to Meherazad and return in 

the morning. 

Baba visited Khushru Quarters on 28 June, where he met Gulmai and Deshmukh’s family. 

During his seclusion in Meherazad, Baba dictated this message on 2 July 1956. Three days later, it was sent to all 

concerned in the form of a Life Circular: 

As declared in the past, I am free from all promises and am not bound by time and space. Though all 

happenings are in the realm of illusion, a great so-called tragedy is facing me and my lovers. My long expected 

humiliation is near at hand. This may happen tomorrow or any day of this year, or it may happen next year. 

The love, courage and faith of my lovers will be put to severe test, not by me but by Divine Law. Those who 

hold fast to me at the zenith of this crisis will transcend illusion and abide in Reality. 

I want my lovers to rest assured that my humiliation and “tragedy,” though necessary, are but passing phases 

which are bound to have a glorious end — as it is destined. 

My love to all. 

Baba did not elaborate about the meaning of his "tragedy," but Age soon came to know to what he was hinting at. 

 

The work on the messages went on until Baba returned to Satara on Saturday, 7 July 1956, a day ahead of schedule. 

He, Eruch, Gustadji and the women traveled in Nariman and Adi Sr.’s cars. On the way, they stopped briefly at 

Babajan’s tomb in Poona, where Baba instructed Mehera to offer a garland and a few coins. 

According to his instructions for Silence Day, his Indian followers observed silence from midnight of 9 July to 

midnight of 10 July, and also fasted partially on two cups of tea (taken at any time) and one evening meal. 

In Satara, Baba maintained his strict seclusion amidst the mandali's activities in preparation for his forthcoming trip 

to the West. Baba saw no one except the mandali and allowed no one from the outside to come to see him. 

Each evening for several days, when Bhau would return from the post office with the mail, Baba would send for a 

banana from Goher and give it to him to eat. Bhau felt self-conscious about being the only one given this prasad and 

one day protested, "Baba, you give me a banana every day, why not give it to the others also? From tomorrow, don't 

give it to me unless you give it to all." 

Baba replied, "How unfortunate you are! Do you take this to be only a banana? You have consideration for the 

mandali but none for me! What an insult! You bloody fool, remember were I to make you eat to your heart's content 

and starve the others — you should have no thought about it. It is not your concern. 

"Have you come to me to keep my pleasure, or to see that others are pleased? I may decide to make one man ascend 

to the throne and another to roll in the dust. If both are my slaves they should accept my will and be happy in it. 

"I am not giving you a banana; I am giving you my prasad, and you refuse it! When you care so much for others and 

have so little regard for my prasad, what is the use in your staying with me? You have no idea with what intention I 

was giving you this prasad. Now you have lost it!" 

And Bhau realized his mistake. 

 
49 The compilation of these messages was later published by Sufism Reoriented as Life At Its Best. 

 



 

 

On Saturday, 14 July 1956, Baba again arranged a program for poor children living in Satara, and this time 200 

children were brought to Judge’s Bungalow. Baba gave sweets and clothing to each child — but another 50 arrived. 

Baba remarked, "I cannot break their hearts; I must give prasad to them also." 

There were sufficient sweets but no clothing for 50 more children. Vishnu was immediately sent to the market to 

purchase more, and Baba gave new clothes to every child. 

The following morning, Baba washed the feet of 35 very poor old local men who were not beggars, bowed down to 

them, fed them with a good meal and presented each with a piece of cloth and five rupees. 

While Baba was away, the mandali in Satara were instructed to pray to God (each according to his respective 

religion) for five minutes every night at nine o’clock to keep Baba physically fit and well throughout the trip, and to 

make his trip successful.  

 

 

Chapter 30: 1956 TRIP TO THE WEST 

 

Concentrated preparations had begun for Baba's one-month trip to the West. A great deal of correspondence 

continued to take place regarding plane reservations, days of stay at different places, and other preparations. Mani's 

typewriter was never silent. For the past several months, telegrams and letters had poured in from England, America, 

Switzerland and Australia, and after receiving instructions from Baba about each, Mani worked tirelessly to reply. 

The Western lovers had been informed that Baba intended coming in July, provided the expenses of the trip could be 

met by his lovers in the West. They were notified: "Baba knows how difficult this is right now after the most loving 

and generous gifts made quite recently by you all [for the year in seclusion]. He knows with what great love and 

sacrifice they have sent him these gifts, and he sends his love to each." 

Nicknamed Energy, Marion Florsheim of Jackson Heights, New York, was appointed by Baba to make all the 

necessary arrangements for the trip. The “Meher Baba Hospitality Committee” was formed, with Marion as 

chairman, Fred Winterfeldt as vice-chairman, and seven other members from Baba’s following in New York, to 

raise the estimated $12,000 in expenses for Baba and four men mandali to come. Committees were also set up by 

Elizabeth Patterson in Myrtle Beach, Ruth White in Los Angeles, Agnes Baron in Ojai and Lud Dimpfl in San 

Francisco. Ivy Duce and Don Stevens formed a publicity committee. In Europe, Will Backett was making 

arrangements in London; while in Switzerland, Hedi Mertens and Irene Billo prepared for Baba's stopover in Zurich. 

In Australia, Francis Brabazon, Bill Le Page and Ena Lemmon were setting up accommodations, appointments and 

meetings in Sydney and Melbourne. 

Beryl Williams wrote to Mani that she and the other Westerners “would have our wings ready to fly with Baba 

around the country,” when he came. Mani read the letter to Baba and responded, “Beloved also agrees to the wings 

and doesn’t mind any of you doves flying around with him during the trip. So stretch out your wings, girls.” 

The mandali were concerned about Baba's health, and in regards to his diet, Mani wrote Ivy Duce on 9 March 1956: 

The New York group have been asking for diet tips regarding Baba. I've told them that Baba does not take hot 

spicy foods or curries these days (as we do), and therefore there is no need to cook special Indian food. He 

likes Chinese cooking and French style of cooking. He and the men will take fish, but no meat. Baba likes soft 

fish (fillet is good with no bones) and soft cooked rice. He likes yogurt, and doesn't care for too many 

vegetables (particularly peas and beans). Apart from that, I told them not to worry — Baba's tastes are simple, 

(he does not like hard crisp things) and the American food, like its people, is so "broad-minded" ... Baba is not 

only a small eater, he is one of the quickest we've known. 

On another occasion regarding Baba's diet, on 4 June 1956, Mani wrote Ivy: 

In response to loving queries regarding Baba's diet, I was sending Kitty some dal, et cetera, by ship, but when 

talking about the itinerary this subject came up, and Baba definitely does not wish me to send it. He has dal and 

rice all the time here, and wants a complete change of diet when he is there in the West, and will eat Western 

food. Baba does not want anyone to worry about the diet, and does not wish Kitty (and others concerned in 

New York and elsewhere) to spend their time cooking for Baba, as he wishes you all to be with Baba as much 

as possible. Please pass this on to Energy — I shall also be repeating it in my next letter to the New York group 

... 

Prime Minister Jawaharlal Nehru of India had accepted an invitation from President Dwight Eisenhower to visit 

America from the 6th of July until the 10th. Because Baba did not wish his visit to coincide with Nehru's, instead of 



 

 

leaving India during the first week of July as originally planned, he decided to leave in mid-July. (Later, due to 

Eisenhower's ill health, Nehru's visit was postponed until December.) 

 

Accompanied by Eruch and Nilu, on 16 July 1956 Baba left Satara for Bombay, where he stayed for the day at 

Ashiana. Adi Sr. and Meherjee joined him there. Baba was still in seclusion and although there were hundreds of 

requests from all over India for permission to be present at the Bombay airport to give him a send-off, Baba did not 

allow it. He was breaking his seclusion for only one month, he indicated, to give his sahavas to his Western lovers. 

That same night at midnight, Baba, with Eruch, Nilu, Adi Sr. and Meherjee, flew from Santa Cruz airport on Air 

India Flight 103 (economy class). On the way to London, the plane stopped for about an hour each at Damascus and 

Beirut. By the afternoon they arrived at Kloten Airport in Zurich, where Baba met about 35 Europeans. Close lovers 

such as Hedi Mertens, Irene Billo, Helen Dahm, Max and Gisela Haefliger and their three daughters watched from 

the balcony of the airport as Baba and the mandali disembarked from the plane and walked to the conference room 

that Irene had reserved. He embraced Hedi, Irene and Max and then the others one by one. Hedi had been frantic 

that her daughter Annakatharina would miss seeing Baba as she could not come before 4:15 P.M., but Baba's plane 

“happened” to be an hour late due to a storm and so she too received his embrace. 

Hedi's son Toby garlanded Baba, and Baba sat down to chat with his lovers. He spoke about Eruch's strength and 

childlike mildness, and then said: "All this is imagination and exists only in imagination. What you see physically is 

not Baba; it is only my body — a mere piece of clothing! Baba is infinite, and you cannot see him with these eyes." 

Max was asked to narrate how, at Meherabad in 1954, Baba had told him to feel his biceps, indicating, "I am strong, 

feel it." Now Baba added, "I am very strong, the strongest of all! But at the same time I am weak and delicate like a 

child." 

Among those gathered was Dr. Arwind Vasavada, a friend of Nariman's, who had met Baba previously in 1942. 

Vasavada was in Zurich to study with the psychoanalyst Dr. Carl Jung. Also present, to meet Baba for the first time, 

were Dr. Medard Boss and Dr. Shoebel. Boss, 53, was a well-known Swiss professor of psychotherapy at the 

University of Zurich. He later wrote a book about two trips he made to India (A Psychiatrist Discovers India) and 

his conversations with various gurus, rishis and saints. Irene Billo sent Dr. Boss a copy of God Speaks, but Boss 

returned it unread. 

Before bidding the European group farewell, Baba stated, "I have come out of total seclusion, interrupting it for this 

trip, but I will continue my seclusion on my return until the 15th of February next year." 

It was time to depart and Baba embraced each person again. As Gisela Haefliger recalled: "Baba poured his love 

over us all. The time passed so quickly, and all else vanished leaving only the strong impression of his embrace so 

intensely full of love." 

Irene, Hedi and Max accompanied Baba and the mandali to London. In the plane, Baba assigned seats to each of 

them. After the plane had taken off and reached a certain altitude, Baba spread his hands on the window and peered 

out for some time, his face changing into a concentrated expression, as if he wished to overlook the whole country. 

Soon after, Baba made them change seats: Hedi took Irene's seat, Irene moved and sat behind Baba, and Max took 

Hedi's seat in front of Baba near Nilu. "Max and Nilu are old friends," Baba remarked. 

At one point, Baba spoke with Max about Saint Francis of Assisi, stating that Francis was a Perfect Master. 

That evening, as the plane approached Paris, Baba asked Max, "Should I put on socks?" Thinking Paris would be 

cooler than Zurich, Max said yes. Baba followed his advice, but it proved wrong, as the temperature was warmer. 

Two years prior, a French friend of Philippe Dupuis, named C. E. Dubrunfaut, had contacted Max about Baba, 

detailing to Max the many occult experiences he had had over the years. Max showed Baba a letter from Dubrunfaut 

stating his desire to meet Baba, saying he would be waiting at the airport if Baba agreed to see him. Baba did agree 

and saw him briefly when the plane landed in Paris. They sat at a table at an airport café. Baba asked Dubrunfaut if 

he had read God Speaks and urged him to do so. "You have some far and very old connections with me," Baba told 

him. Max was instructed to read God Speaks four times. 

Pointing to a glass of orange juice that Dubrunfaut had ordered, Baba commented that Spiritual Masters of old 

would show their love for their disciples by having a drink with them. Baba then compared the intoxication gained 

from wine to that which is acquired through divine love: "In drunkenness a man forgets himself, but in the 

intoxication of divine love, a person loses himself in divine love and forgets everything — including himself." 

He left Dubrunfaut with these words: "May you begin loving Baba, who is ancient!" 

 



 

 

Flying from Paris, they had dinner on the plane and landed in London at 8:15 P.M. on Tuesday, 17 July 1956. Will 

and Mary Backett, Charles Purdom, Delia DeLeon, Minta Toledano and her new husband, Glynn Barton, were 

present to receive him. In four cars, Baba and the mandali were driven to the Rubens Hotel, where Baba had stayed 

before in 1952. Although Baba's car left the airport first, it was the last to reach the hotel, where others were waiting 

to greet him. 

Upon arrival, Baba was noticeably tired. He had not slept for three days en route. He stood at the back of a crowded 

elevator to go up to his room. Will Backett wrote that he appeared "a rather tired, pathetic figure, amidst the other 

hotel guests; an eloquent tribute to that humility with which Perfection is garbed." 

A comfortable suite had been reserved for Baba and another for the mandali, and also a large hall on the ground 

floor for darshan and interviews. (Will, Mary, Delia and Keith Secker stayed at the hotel with Baba.) Although 

exhausted, Baba sent a message that he would see those who had been waiting at the hotel for him in his room. The 

group who had met him at the airport were also invited, and he spoke with them briefly, stating he would give 

personal interviews the next morning. 

The group at the hotel included Fred Marks, Tom and Dorothy Hopkinson, Charles Purdom's son Edmund, Delia's 

brother Jack DeLeon, and Anita and Roger Vieillard came. Baba also saw his brother Adi Jr. and his wife, Franey, 

and son, Dara, who had moved to London recently. (Adi Jr. had become partners with Fred Marks in an antique 

business.) 

On 18 July, starting at 9:30 A.M., Baba granted fourteen individual interviews. Hedi was the first one called. Baba 

spoke to Anita and Roger about Philippe Dupuis. Philippe had first met Baba in Myrtle Beach in 1952 and was one 

of the Western men who participated in the “Three Incredible Weeks” program at Meherabad in 1954. Baba asked 

Roger to phone Dupuis, saying if possible he should come and see Baba for five minutes and then return. Will 

Backett brought Joffre to see Baba. Keith Secker, the young man from Manchester who had met Baba in Satara, was 

the next to be given an interview. 

Arnavaz’s brother Homa Dadachanji was also in London. He had been greatly saddened by his brother Nozar's death 

in a plane crash. Baba comforted him, "Until his last breath Nozar remembered me and he is with me now. So you 

should be happy. All are in me, don't worry. He has come to me." 

After seeing Irene Billo privately, Baba explained to J. M. Puinell about the three types of knowledge and 

conviction: intellectual, through sight, and by Becoming. 

An actor with two small children, Edmund Purdom, 31, had recently gotten a divorce. Baba told him, "Don't 

disregard attachments, but do not become a slave to them, either — by thinking of me sometimes." 

Edmund replied, "Of course, I have been brought up by my father in an atmosphere of your love and teachings."50 

A French couple, Robert Antoni, 47, and his wife Yvonne, 52, had come from Paris to meet Baba with Andrée 

Aron. Yvonne had first heard of Baba in Paris in 1940, during a German air raid. She had been visiting a friend 

when the attack came, and both hurried down into the basement shelter. When the alert was over, the elevators were 

not functioning, so they had to walk back up to the sixth floor. In doing so, they helped an elderly lady reach her 

apartment on the fourth floor, and when they arrived at her front door the woman folded her hands saying, "Thank 

you, Baba." 

"Who is Baba?" Yvonne asked. 

At once the woman gave her a small piece of paper on which was printed: "Shri Meher Baba, write to Meherabad, 

India or to Princess Matchabelli, New York." 

During World War Two they were not allowed to write to foreign countries, but in 1945 when the war ended, 

Yvonne immediately wrote to Baba and received a reply through Adi Sr. in which Baba conveyed: "I know you and 

have been protecting you." 

When Yvonne finally met Baba, she recalled: "We proceeded toward a small lounge where Baba was waiting for us, 

seated on a sofa. When I caught sight of him, I had the impression I was seeing a radiant Being; there was a bright 

white light in the room." 

Robert Antoni was feeling disheartened in his job, working with juvenile delinquents. Baba told him: "You should 

not be brought down by them, but on the contrary you should uplift them and look for God in their hearts. As long as 

the heart speaks, language does not matter. God is in all. He is everywhere. He needs no words or language. He does 

 
50 Ironically, some years later, Edmund Purdom was hired as the host/narrator of a documentary about 

Biblical prophecies, Seven Signs of Christ's Return. 



 

 

not listen to the prayers from our mouths but from our hearts. Remain happy always, even in adverse circumstances. 

If there were no turmoil, you could not test your ability to remain calm. One must try to remain happy always. One 

must try to make others happy." 

Andrée recalled, “Robert was as moved as I was. We were both crying, even with all the joy.” After their interview, 

the Antonis flew back to Paris the same evening. 

With families, Baba's approach was individual and yet comprehensive, and when he embraced both a husband and 

wife together, the couple often felt that they had entered a new era in their marriage. 

Tom Hopkinson, a journalist, had first met Baba in 1952. This time when he embraced Baba, he recalled: "I 

remember giving him a hug and feeling this strange feeling that you always felt when you embraced him, of mingled 

lightness and solidity as though it were very real and yet intangible." 

Hopkinson was asked if there was anything he wished to say. He said, "Baba, I am happy to see you but I cannot 

accept you as God. My mind is not equal to the task of recognizing you as God, but I thank you for what you have 

done for me." 

Baba said, "What does it matter? Every night when you go to bed, just for one minute think of me. But do not think 

of me as you see me now; think of me as I really am. Whatever you do leave everything to me — good or bad. God 

knows everything, so have that conviction and don't worry. It is I who put the words into your heart. Every day 

when you go to bed just think: 'I must see Baba in everyone everywhere — Baba as Baba,' and one day you will." 

Otilia de Tejeira of Panama had met Baba in Myrtle Beach in 1952. She came to London and related to Baba, "You 

have helped me a great deal." 

"It is your love that has done it," Baba replied. 

Both of Harjiwan Lal's sons, Inder and Sugandh, were university students in London. They came to the hotel, where 

Baba stressed: "Remain aloof from temptation and maintain a life of sanctity, remembering me as often as you can." 

Fred Marks told Baba that his love for him had increased, and Baba embraced him, delighted by the news. 

Another whose love had increased was Mollie Eve. She came with her whole family. She recalled, as she knelt in 

front of Baba: "I must have closed my eyes. I don't know why but I did. I felt Baba's hands just around my face — 

he had beautiful, beautiful hands. It was just so soft — like being touched by feathers. It is something I shall never 

forget. I often think of it. I can still feel those hands." 

To one man who sought Baba's guidance about certain financial difficulties, Baba told him to repeat his name aloud 

seven times every day at a given time. Baba's advice, however, evoked some resistance, because the man said it 

would impinge on his domestic routine. But Baba stressed the necessity and simplicity of his spiritual remedy, and 

the man agreed to try to follow it. Thus his "one-minute" meeting with Baba stretched to seven minutes. 

Max Haefliger was the last to see Baba that morning. He told Baba about his work as a stockbroker and discussed 

his career. Max narrated several dreams to Baba, who instructed him, “Don’t pay attention to your dreams or give 

them undue importance, unless you see Baba in them. If you see me in your dream and I give you a clear order, then 

follow it — but only if it is very, very clear.” 

The Swiss group (Max, Hedi and Irene) were not always on the best of terms. Max was an intellectual type of person 

and Irene just the opposite. But somehow since reaching London and being with Baba, peace and good feelings had 

been restored. 

There were differences among the English group also. Baba met with them for an hour in the afternoon just before 

his first public reception. To do his work in England, they had established the Universal Spiritual League with Baba 

as their president. At the meeting each person aired his or her grievances, and Baba said he would meet with them 

again the following day to give his decision. 

 

On the afternoon of 18 July 1956, more than 120 people came for darshan in the large hall of the hotel. Will, Mary 

and Charles sat next to Baba, and Dorothy, Tom and Delia ushered in each one individually to meet Baba for one 

minute. To introduce newcomers, Fred Marks stood by the door with a royal blue sash across his chest like a 

steward. Baba distributed prasad of sweets and his photographs. Among those who came were Darius Hodivala, 

Phyllis (who had met Baba years before at East Challacombe), Ann Powell, Dina Patel (Minoo Kharas' sister) and 



 

 

her son Hoshang, Margaret Craske's sister, Will Backett's sister, Joyce Bird and her family, Charles Purdom's wife 

Antonia, Milicent Deakes and Norman Franklin.51 

Will described the reception as follows: 

The reception … revealed Baba's same individual understanding of every guest. To one, a deeply significant 

glance; to another, a loving touch on the cheek, or perhaps the arm would be gently stroked. Some, whom Baba 

had greeted at their first meeting with a handshake, received a warm embrace. Some who expected advice 

received none, and yet others, who had been hoping for at least ten minutes in which to explain their 

longstanding difficulties, heard his familiar "I know all and I will help you." Most striking, too, were the 

groups of friends or the family in which the children and parents all came together to Baba for the first time, 

and his look, passing from son to father, conveyed his love in which both father and son and indeed all 

humanity find themselves afresh. 

A young woman with her boyfriend happened to be strolling past the hotel. When they saw the queue waiting to take 

Baba's darshan inside, they joined it. When their turn came to face him, Baba greeted them. Without consciously 

knowing why, the girl looked at the radiant Being before her and suddenly knelt at his feet and wept. The young 

man knelt down, too, no doubt wondering what was happening to them. Baba patted them both and made them sit on 

the floor beside him throughout the rest of the afternoon. 

Two young homosexuals, one a well-known painter and the other a dancer, were also in the queue. Both were good 

friends of Delia who had persuaded them to come. As they approached Baba they began to have misgivings, 

wondering if Baba was going to censure them. They considered leaving but decided to stay. As they apprehensively 

came before him, Baba looked at them, threw up his hands and gestured, “Chums!” They were so relieved, they 

nearly leapt forward and hugged Baba! 

Bill Pitts, 43, had first heard of Baba from Mrs. Gillingham, a psychic healer and medium. But before he came she 

warned him, "Bill, be very careful. Do not catch Meher Baba's eyes completely because he might blind you!" 

Consequently, when Bill’s turn came to meet Baba, he closed his eyes and looked down! Only after a few moments 

did curiosity get the better of him. He carefully opened his eyes and quickly stole a glance at Baba. Baba told Will, 

"Look after him and take him under your care." 

Madam Ida Polli also attended the reception. Her first contact with Baba was mystical. She was managing an 

antique shop in central London in 1931, in the district called Seven Dials. One morning in her shop, she had a 

vision. She saw what she took to be the face of Christ. He had tears in his eyes. Flabbergasted, she raised her hands 

to her face, and in so doing, the vision disappeared. The next moment, she glanced through the shop window, and 

passing along on the far side of the street she noticed the person of her vision with Eastern disciples on either side of 

him. It was Baba and the mandali out for a stroll. 

During the Rubens Hotel darshan, three well-dressed “high society” people came out of the reception, and one of 

them exclaimed, "You'll never get to the bottom of him! You'll never get to the bottom of him!" 

One of the guests was unaccountably depressed when he arrived, but the feeling suddenly and completely vanished 

when Baba strode by. Another person noticed Baba's vitality seemed to wane as so many passed in succession to 

receive his touch. After meeting each person, however, there was entertainment and music, and Baba's glowing 

appearance returned. 

After one woman sang a song, Baba dictated: 

One who hears the music of God in his heart — such wonderful music, for it is the Original Music — loses his 

bodily consciousness and sees God everywhere. 

God is within everyone. He is in all of us, infinite, all-powerful. The helplessness that you now feel here is 

because you are now in the body, and it is all illusion, although God is so omnipotent. Why is that? It is 

illusion. It is the veil between you and God. 

The veil of what? That veil is the veil of ignorance. Once you come to know that the body is not real and this 

body is not you, then that veil of ignorance is lifted. When you are indeed asleep, the body is there, although 

you are not. The body breathes, and yet you are not aware of its breathing when you are asleep; then you may 

dream you eat; or in the dream you go to the movies. It is not the body that dreams; it must be YOU. 

 
51 Darius was the son of Nariman and Soona Hodivala, Parsi followers who had met Baba in Bangalore in 

1939 and now lived in Aden. Darius was studying in England and later became a dentist. 



 

 

Suppose this body has its legs cut off; you are in no way less conscious, nor do you feel that there is any 

curtailment in your own existence. You are still you and your consciousness is not curtailed. Mind understands, 

yet the veil of illusion is not lifted because of the veil of ignorance which you still have. 

Once you see God within you, you get the conviction. There is no more doubt. Then there is the experience of 

infinite bliss. 

I give my blessings to you all. 

Baba then said, "Now try to completely silence your mind for one minute." A minute of silence followed and Baba 

continued, giving a simple but effective method of daily remembrance: 

If those who love me will just for one minute, as now, be silent in their minds just before they go to bed, and 

think of me and picture me in the silence of their minds, and do that regularly, then this veil of ignorance that 

you have will disappear, and this bliss that I speak of, and which all long for, you will experience. 

When I am in seclusion I do not give discourses and messages at all, but I have given the above because of my 

love for you. Because of my love for you, picture me now, and picture me every day for that one minute in 

silence. Do it every day; do not break the sequence of this daily connection and then you will achieve this bliss. 

 

The same evening at 8:00 P.M., another reception for the public was held at the Rubens Hotel, and almost 175 people 

attended. Among the crowd included Kathleen Pritchard, Douglas and Mollie Eve, Stephanie Haggard, the Lawtons, 

Mr. and Mrs. Imai (the Japanese photographer who had taken Baba's portraits in 1931), and several friends of Irene 

Conybeare. Each person was allowed half a minute to meet Baba and receive prasad. Tom Hopkinson brought each 

person to Baba. Will and Delia were seated on either side of him. Baba looked resplendent seated on a purple satin-

covered settee with velvet cushions, with purple hangings in the background and a huge canopy of flowers arranged 

by Dorothy Hopkinson on either side. Baba looked absolutely regal and glowing the whole evening. Refreshments 

of tea, cakes and sandwiches were served and again entertainment was performed. Afterwards, Baba had Eruch 

explain: 

You all will have received from Baba what in India is called prasad, and that is not just a conventional gift. In 

India, where people gather in tens of thousands at a time to receive gifts from him — something to eat like a 

sweet — they accept it as something great. When they go away, they realize that they have something of his 

Self, given as something from his own heart. Because this present of prasad is really a seed of love planted in 

your heart, you should take the sweet with that idea in your mind when meeting Baba. 

Baba, here or anywhere, knows, and that is the idea you should hold while facing him at this moment. Whatever 

state you have, joys or worries, Baba knows — because his knowledge is the knowledge of the heart, not just 

mental appreciation of mere words. It is your heart that Baba understands and knows, as you approach him, 

when his heart meets yours. And that is the significance of meeting with him. 

When you come before him, you have many things which you would like to say to him; but, in fact, it is not 

necessary to tell him. He knows. If he did not know it, coming before him would not matter. It is impossible to 

be deceived when it is the knowledge of the heart. 

The prayer that God hears is the prayer of the heart, that raising of the heart, that suffering of the heart — that is 

what God pays attention to. And so it does not matter, and certainly it is foolish to rely upon the usual religious 

practices and ritual. What matters is your heart, the prayer that arises from your heart. That is the prayer that 

Baba hears, that God hears. 

Baba says Jesus Christ said this exactly when he said: "When you pray, close the door; pray in secret." 

Therefore, pray from the heart even if you are with 1,000 people. People know it all by heart but they do not 

grasp it, or God would hear. 

Pray from the heart by giving “yourselves.” Just saying the words or being still, unless you are giving 

yourselves, is useless. It is the prayer of your heart, the giving of your heart, that counts. Those prayers are 

answered. Jesus meant, you do not pray, you do not ask, because you do not really ask with all your being. 

If one desires to live eternally, one must die for Baba. If you know what that means, why then you understand. 

It is the profoundest thing. Dying does not mean physical death; it means dying inwardly. 

Charles Purdom read out Baba's message titled “How Does One Work For Baba,” the message given in Andhra in 

1954. Several people had arrived late, and since Baba was about to retire to his room, it was announced that he 

would see them there so that no one would be overlooked. One couple who came before Baba then was Minta and 

her husband, Glynn Barton, who was deeply worried about something. Baba assured Barton, "With my authority I 



 

 

tell you that your desperate situation will clear up if you keep firm, and dedicate all your thoughts and worries to 

me." 

 

The next morning, 19 July 1956, at about 9:00 A.M., Baba met with the members of the Universal Spiritual League 

to iron out their differences (principally between Will Backett and Delia DeLeon). Baba eventually appointed three 

chairpersons — namely, Will, Delia and Charles Purdom — to rotate after six months each. If during those periods 

any dispute arose between the three of them and they could not come to a decision, the chairman at that time was to 

decide the issue, and everyone was to accept it, as if it had come from Baba himself. 

Baba asked Dorothy Hopkinson to be the secretary and treasurer of the League, and she accepted the position. "This 

is your last chance," Baba gestured, and he made each member of the group join hands and promise to try and 

cooperate. He also personally arranged a transfer of funds to put the group back on solid financial ground. Each was 

given a copy of Baba's message, "What Baba Means By Real Work." They were asked to go out for half an hour and 

then return. As Will Backett recalled: "Baba's intense animation, eloquent gestures and commanding glances, when 

dictating his words by signs, solved all our problems." 

One of those who had come to meet Baba for the first time at the public receptions was Lieutenant Colonel Francis 

Pakenham Goldney, 59, an Englishman who lived with his Scandinavian wife, Olla, on the Faeroe Islands near 

Denmark. In 1955, Irene Conybeare, after seeing a photograph of Goldney in a philosophical journal titled Voice, 

had sent him a copy of her book Civilization or Chaos?. (Later Irene told him, "All the contributors looked very 

ugly and you looked the best!") 

After reading Irene’s book, Goldney met her in London and learned a great deal more about Baba. He had always 

believed in the Second Advent of Christ and was curious to meet Baba. Goldney was notified by Will Backett that 

Baba was to come to London, and happily looked forward to meeting him. When the time came, Goldney felt 

blissful in Baba's presence. "All I wanted to do was to be alone and enjoy that heavenly bliss," he remembered. 

Baba remarked to Goldney, "You have much work to do for me." 

Goldney had a private interview with Baba on the 19th, during which Baba asked him, "Are you willing to come to 

India by ship and work for me for a year?" Goldney said he was, and Baba told him to come in December, which he 

and his wife did. 

Afterwards, Baba saw Charles Davy, a reporter for the Observer newspaper. Davy had met Baba the first day. After 

greeting him, the following exchange took place: 

Baba said, "Ask any one question." 

Davy asked, "How can one get to know the Truth?" 

Baba replied, "This question has two answers, one would fill volumes and the other is only a few words. In a 

few words: by giving up falsehood. Now tell me what is falsehood?" 

"That which does not endure — illusion." 

"Right, now the volumes begin. Disregard all that does not endure, and you will realize the Truth." 

"But is there any part of the self that endures?" 

"Yes, you [pointing to Davy], your Self, endures. This body does not endure. It is illusion. The body should be 

discarded. Similarly your mind and energy working through you as desires, both of which are also illusion and 

should be discarded. All of these which are false are to be discarded to realize the Real Self that is you." 

Davy inquired, "Baba, you are God and know everything, and yet you ask so often if I love you ... Of course, I 

love you very much." 

Baba replied, "It is my delight to hear from my lovers that they love me. There is no doubt that I know 

everything, yet I ask. I feel delighted when my lovers say, 'Baba, I love you very much!' As for example, in 

everyday life one comes across a loving couple. Each loves the other very much and each knows it, and yet the 

husband or the wife would very often ask, 'Dearest, do you love me?' Invariably, the obvious answer would be, 

'I love you very much.' It is my pleasure to ask and my delight to hear from my lovers their oft-repeated 

answer, 'Baba, I love you very much.' " 

Baba called the Swiss and French faction — Max, Irene Billo, Hedi, Anita and Roger Vieillard — to his room and 

discussed matters with them for some time. The Rubens Hotel is opposite the eastern side of Buckingham Palace 

gardens. At one point during the morning, the royal guards’ fife and drum corps was passing in the street outside, on 



 

 

its way to a garden party at the palace. Delia ran to get Baba, who, smiling, had a peek from Max's window. While 

observing and snapping his fingers to the music, Baba reminded Fred Marks of Lord Krishna. 

In the afternoon there was a tea party for the close lovers at Minta's house. Anita regaled Baba and made him laugh 

by telling funny stories. All the birds of the Garden were present and enjoyed Baba’s sahavas. Back at the hotel 

there were tears in his lovers' eyes as Baba bid them farewell and commented, "This is my last visit to London; you 

will have no such opportunity again. You do not know how fortunate you are. So live for me and work for me 

wholeheartedly." 

Baba embraced one and all, and at 6:30 P.M. he and the mandali left for the airport. Anita, Mary and Delia rode with 

Baba and Eruch in the car. Anita's sharp wit enlivened the journey, and Baba entered into the jokes with her with the 

same zest. Baba assured Mary, "You will be with me forever when you pass on." 

Delia told Baba of how sad she was that she was not going with him to America. Baba replied, "Had I known you 

could afford to pay for your fare, I would have suggested it." But, of course, Delia knew that if he had really meant 

for her to go, it would have somehow happened. 

At the airport the other lovers gathered around Baba in the lounge. Baba told Mrs. Gillingham, "You will be with me 

soon." (She died three months later.) 

Max brought a chair from a nearby restaurant for Baba to sit on. Baba motioned to Delia to try to find a seat too, and 

pointed to a small wastepaper can. Delia turned it upside down and sat on it. Baba asked where Charles Purdom was, 

but he hadn’t yet arrived. 

Two strangers stopped to gaze at Baba, and one asked, "Is that man a prophet?" 

Will replied, "His name is Meher Baba, and his work is to promote brotherhood and understanding the world over 

through mutual love and service." 

Some kept back their tears, the eyes of others were overflowing, and some wept within. Baba's two days with them 

had passed as if they were just two minutes! 

It was time to leave the waiting room, and Baba informed them not to wait at the airport once he had gone through 

customs. As his lovers' hearts were calling after him, Baba and the mandali (along with 46 other passengers) 

boarded Pan Am Flight 71 and left London at 9:30 P.M. seated in the tourist/economy section (known as the 

“Rainbow” class) for the nonstop flight to New York City. 

This was the tenth time Meher Baba had journeyed to England. Since 1931, the Ancient One had spent nearly 100 

days there. And, as he stated, this visit proved to be his last. 

 

A group of about 60 lovers from the New York area, California, Texas and South Carolina had gathered at Idlewild 

Airport on the early morning of Friday, 20 July 1956, to await the arrival of the Avatar and to welcome him once 

again to the shores of America after a gap of four years.52 At exactly 7:05 A.M., Baba's plane, a Douglas DC7B 

landed. Baba stepped down, waving to his lovers; he was wearing a pink coat and white sadra. Elizabeth and Ivy 

were allowed to enter customs and greet him. They were the two official representatives of the two spiritual 

organizations sponsoring his visit; Elizabeth represented the Universal Spiritual League of America, Ivy represented 

Sufism Reoriented. The other people had to wait outside the barrier for 45 minutes until Baba and his mandali were 

cleared through customs. They were thrilled to see Baba pacing back and forth, walking unencumbered. 

At last, Baba emerged and was overwhelmed by the effusiveness of their welcome. He embraced each one 

individually and was garlanded with red, white and blue flowers by Filis Frederick. To Carrie Ben Shammai of 

Israel, who was meeting Baba for the first time, he appeared "as an angel having descended from heaven." 

To Peter Saul, 20, one of Margaret Craske's dance students, also meeting Baba for the first time, "His radiance was 

just extraordinary. It made everything else go away. Everything became a blur, visually and aurally. I was standing 

next to Miss Craske. When she and Baba greeted each other, it was like a river overflowing its banks, splashing 

over. I was absolutely stunned." 

Seeing this unusual display of love and affection, a member of the Ukrainian delegation to the United Nations asked, 

"Who is he? Is he a spiritual leader? When he came out of customs, he came to each and every one of you. How 

 

52 Idlewild Airport was later renamed John F. Kennedy International. 



 

 

fascinating! Of all the people I have met, high priests and dignitaries all over the world, I have never seen anyone, 

such as he did, go forward to greet everyone, hug everyone individually. He didn’t overlook one of you." 

Baba proceeded to a waiting convertible with the four mandali. The top was raised and lowered several times to 

allow those with cameras to record Baba's first moments in America. Trucks, cars and taxis were held up behind 

Baba's car. A policeman came to investigate, and Andy Muir, usually mild-mannered, shouted at him, "Tell them to 

wait, don't you know who this is?" 

Taken aback, the policeman shouted to the next one, "Let them wait!" to the amusement of all. 

Baba was driven to the Hotel Delmonico at 59th Street and Park Avenue, followed by his lovers, and was 

immediately taken up to his room on the eighth floor. Marion Florsheim, however, had gone off with the keys to 

Baba's suite, and since she was the chairman of the reception committee, Baba did not enter until she returned. A 

few minutes later, he called his devotees upstairs for a quick interview. During this trip, unlike his previous visit in 

1952, Baba was not averse to publicity, and Ivy Duce and Bernard J. O. Carvalho, a director of public relations and 

former reporter who was helping Ivy publicize God Speaks, had arranged television and press interviews at every 

stop. Baba now immersed himself in discussing these interviews with them. He discussed the arrangements of his 

tour with Marion, who on behalf of the committee had collected funds for his airfare around the world from lovers in 

America. Baba also met privately with several old disciples. 

Baba and the mandali had spent a sleepless night on the plane from London, but when Ivy suggested that he rest, 

Baba quipped, "I haven’t rested since I left Satara, and I won’t rest until I drop my body." 

At one o'clock in the afternoon, Baba came down the elevator. Jeanne Shaw was waiting there, and Baba took her 

hands and allowed her to kiss his cheek. She was given some of Baba's clothes to wash. Baba went to the rooms on 

the mezzanine reserved for giving interviews, which had been beautifully decorated by Jeanne. On a divan 

(belonging to the hotel) procured by Energy’s husband, Harry “Mickey” A. Florsheim, a beautiful white spread 

(belonging to Annarosa Karrasch) was placed and then banked with flowers. For prasad, a bowl of seedless 

Thompson grapes had been placed by Baba's divan. 

Before the five-minute interviews began, Baba called in the workers and close ones. He stated: "I am very happy to 

meet you all today. I give my love to you all. I know that you all love me. It is because of my love for you that you 

love me. If you can love me more and more, then there will come a day when you will Realize me as I am. I am not 

this physical form. I am the Ocean — the Unlimited Ocean of Love. Try to love me more and more and you will 

know me." 

As they were leaving, Baba teased Margaret, "All have learned to love Baba except yourself!" 

"Except me?" she replied. "But Baba, you are my teacher. You have not taught me. You ought to teach me!" 

"I love you very much," Baba gestured. 

The interviews then began. Everyone waited outside, and Ella Winterfeldt checked off each one's name in her 

interview book as they went inside to meet Baba privately. Ivy, John Bass, Darwin Shaw and Filis Frederick 

introduced those who came. The first persons introduced were Raymond T. Bond, 63, a vice-president, and S. 

Phelps Platt, Jr. of Dodd, Mead & Company, the publisher of God Speaks. Both men were greatly impressed. 

Emphasizing the importance of God Speaks, Baba commented: "When I break my silence, that book will be 

priceless. It will be treasured by the whole world." 

Sylvia Gaines and Loretta Weller (an opera singer) were next. Others who met Baba included Charmian and her 

would-be fiancé, Jay Corrinet. Baba had approved of the marriage, although Ivy did not think they were well-suited. 

An old contact, Mercedes de Acosta, had first met Baba in Hollywood in 1934 and told him about her friend, Greta 

Garbo. She came to see Baba at the Delmonico and complained to him of her deteriorating health and eye paralysis. 

Baba asked her to repeat his name 7,000 times every day, to begin after seven o'clock that evening. 

Ben Hayman brought a student who asked, "When did you get to know the Truth?" 

"When I was nineteen years old," Baba replied. 

"What relationship does the achievement of powers have with realization of God?" The young man asked. 

"Attainment of God lifts you up to the Infinite while powers throw you down into a ditch!" Baba responded. 

One woman questioned Baba about physical healing. Baba's succinct reply: "I am the doctor of hearts and not of 

medicine. I am the doctor of doctors!" 

Pia de Buday, of the Monday Night group in New York, accompanied by her two children and brother Tim, brought 

Baba an armload of assorted gifts, including two large statuettes of angels. Baba called all the women in and then 



 

 

stated: "In India, when my devotees worship me, they sometimes forget that I am human. They burn incense and 

bring me gifts. The incense makes my eyes water. They crack coconuts at my feet, as if I were a statue. And Baba is 

uncomfortable! Baba is human! 

"Why do you bring me all these gifts? It is not necessary. Only love counts. Baba does not need these things; in 

giving them to Baba, you place a burden on him. Give them instead to someone who needs them." 

Pia answered, "I do it because I love you, Baba." 

"Isn't it enough to bring me your love? You are poor." 

"But Baba, I must express my love for you." 

"If you must express your love, then give in my name to the poor." He added, "I give not what people want, but what 

they need." 

Caroline (“Carrie”) Ben Shammai, 54, had been a spiritual seeker all her life. “Coincidentally” her husband had won 

the lottery, enabling her to travel from Israel to New York City to see her parents. In New York, Carrie met the 

Winterfeldts and learned of Baba and his imminent arrival. By way of explanation, Baba commented, “The ways of 

the Master are wonderful. If he sees a soul being ready to be contacted he has all the means at his disposal to bring 

this soul towards him.” 

Carrie’s sister suffered a mental illness, and she brought her with her when she came to the Delmonico. Baba patted 

the sister on her shoulder and told Carrie, "She will be all right.” Shortly thereafter, the sister was discharged from 

the hospital. 

When one man approached, Baba asked him, "Are you happy?" He said he was. Then, unexpectedly, Baba asked 

him, "Do you know that I am Christ?" Without hesitation, the man said yes, and Baba gave him prasad. This was an 

unconscious, spontaneous answer from the person, because he later admitted that, until that moment, he had his 

doubts whether Baba really was, in fact, the Christ. 

One of Margaret's dancers, Ella Massie, had married and was expecting. She and her husband, a young Episcopalian 

priest named Peter Marks, met Baba. Another dancer, Myrna Bailin, was shown in. She began to weep, and Baba 

gestured about her to Ella, "She cannot see me," meaning that she was somehow veiled from recognizing who he 

was and loving him. Myrna also confessed that she did not know why she was crying because she did not feel drawn 

to Baba. 

Another of Margaret’s dancers, Bunty Kelley, recalled: “I felt strongly that I had finally ‘come home.’ I knew for 

the first time that Baba knew everything I had done or thought or felt, and that nothing mattered except Baba’s love. 

Of course, I cried as I did almost constantly.” 

Peter Saul recollected: "Miss Craske came in with me, as I was still in a stupor. Baba was sitting on the chaise 

lounge in a cream coat. He was so beautiful. I could hardly look at him." 

Several African-Americans met Baba at this time, including Leonard Willoughby and his family. Beryl Williams, 

brought her younger sister, Bernice Ivory, 29, and Bernice's husband Harrison and their three children, Janice, 

Carlton and Carlene. Baba took the children on his lap and held them. Beryl had always been a seeker and would try 

to talk to her sister about metaphysics and different Eastern Masters. Bernice was never interested much, but after 

Beryl met Baba in 1952, Bernice perceived an unmistakable change in her sister. "I could feel this change in her," 

she said. "Beryl would talk incessantly about Baba." 

Beryl gave Bernice a photograph of Baba, and one night while meditating on the photo, Bernice saw a golden light 

come from it. It filled her home and touched her sleeping family. She was convinced of Baba's divinity and had 

many further experiences of Baba's presence. It was for this reason that Bernice was a bit “afraid” of meeting Baba 

in person. "I thought I was going to disintegrate!" she remembered. Then Baba peeked at her and her family from 

around the screen, and his eyes twinkled in recognition. "Oh, he knows me," Bernice cried. "Baba, you know me!" 

and she fell into his arms.53 

Filis Frederick later wrote of this afternoon in New York: 

One by one or in small groups, the people now came in to meet the Master. Each one was introduced to Baba 

with a few descriptive words which Baba always likes to hear. His radiant smile as each new soul entered the 

room, his warm embrace or extended hand, his compassionate interest in each and every individual's problems, 

which he knew without words or explanations, and his parting prasad of a grape to each one as they left, made 

an indelible impression on those fortunate to be in the same room. Above all, his silent, wordless 

 
53 Another of Beryl’s sisters, Benita Van Putten, also met Baba at the Delmonico reception.  



 

 

communication of love from heart to heart, proved again and again, if proof were needed, that here indeed was 

the living embodiment of Love Divine. The flash of recognition in the heart, the pulse of love, seemed almost 

visible as it jumped from Soul to soul, from the free Shivatma to the jivatma in bondage.54 Love indeed can be 

silent, and yet, transform the world to its image. 

Age was spellbound as it witnessed this scene. Wine was flowing from Baba’s glances and he poured a glass for 

each through his prasad. The room was fragrant with the heady smell of Wine. Some were satisfied simply to inhale 

the fragrance and had no longing to taste the Wine; yet it is the luck of births that brings one to the occasion, even to 

smell this heavenly scent! 

Jean Robert Foster of Schenectady, New York, had found out about Baba through Darwin Shaw. She recalled these 

days: 

No one could forget Baba, sitting on the chaise lounge, radiant in white and pink coat. Flowers in tall vases 

perfumed the air. Two large sprays of yellow roses had been brought in. There were attar-sweet red roses, pink 

and white ones with their buds and many other flowers. There were old-fashioned nosegays, and certain 

devotees and children brought long-stemmed single blooms and offered them to the Master. 

Baba's mandali were beside him. From the right, certain of the faithful came in from time to time. Darwin Shaw 

was there and brought me to Baba. To my eyes, there was light around him. I took out the fragment of quartz 

Darwin had brought me from India, which Baba had held in his hands and which I worshipfully carried, as 

always, in my handbag and asked that Baba should once again charge the little sparkling stone. Baba smiled 

and took the stone in both hands, pressing his fingers together over it, and then gave it back to me. I felt his 

blessing and the lift of consciousness to a point where my body could scarcely bear the tension. 

Out in the anteroom, people spoke about him with hushed voices. There were the old, the mature, the young, 

white, black and brown. There were small children. Those that had appointments were waiting for their 

interviews. Others who did not have appointments were eagerly picking up scraps of information about Baba. 

The members of the committee, at the table by the door, were continuously busy directing the line of visitors; 

others who had been with Baba many years moved in and out like ministers of grace, guiding and helping those 

that were finding him in the flesh for the first time. 

Men and women stood in the hall outside the audience room all day, waiting for a glimpse of Baba when he 

walked to the elevator to go to his private rooms on an upper floor. There was no sign of fatigue on their faces, 

only expressions of great joy and gratitude for even a glimpse of the Beloved. Even during his brief progress to 

the elevator, Baba seemed to be gathering the joys, the sorrows, the aspirations of each and every one and 

charging them with the benediction of his love. One woman, a stranger, said, "You have never loved until you 

found Baba." I agreed. All the loves of our human lives are but tiny blades of grass under the towering tree of 

his Divine Love. 

Filis Frederick: "As always, Baba's whole attention was focused on the individual before him, and it never flagged 

or wearied in spite of the hundreds who passed; the last were greeted as warmly as the first." 

 

Henry David Kashouty, 33, was a lawyer from Virginia who had been looking all his life "for the kind of answer 

that would be able to hold up no matter what happened in life." He had read widely, but in 1955, as he wrote to 

Swami Nikhilananda (a disciple of Ramakrishna of Calcutta) in New York, "I am growing tired of reading of the 

Reality I am now convinced exists. I want to meet someone who has experienced that Reality."55 

That year, his wife Kecha's childhood friend, Elizabeth Sacalis, who was also a seeker, came from New York to 

visit, and Henry told her of his inner longings. When Liz returned home, she sent him God Speaks as a Christmas 

present in December 1955. Henry unwrapped the package in his office and saw Baba's picture. "He looked so 

ancient, so timeless," Henry remembered. "There was something about that picture. It was instant recognition. He 

was someone who had that authority, who knew everything there was to know. Someone in whom I could place my 

confidence. My conviction was 100 percent." 

 

54 In Vedantic terms, Shivatma is the God-realized soul and the jivatma is the soul in evolution or 

involution.  

55 Nikhilananda had been told of Baba in 1934 by Norina when they were both passengers on a ship from 

New York to Paris. 



 

 

Kashouty had only read the inside flyleaf of the cover when he picked up the telephone, called Liz Sacalis in New 

York and told her, "Meher Baba is the One. Please find out how we can meet him." Liz had also been deeply 

impressed by the book. A few weeks later, Liz contacted Henry to say that she had been to the office of Dodd, 

Mead, and was told Baba had come in 1952 and was not expected again. There was an address in India on the back 

cover of the book (King's Road, Ahmednagar), so Henry sent a special delivery airmail letter to Baba in which he 

stated: "Dear Meher Baba, I have your book God Speaks. It has great meaning for me. I want to meet you and I do 

not think that is impossible." He received a reply that Baba would be in New York the following spring. Kashouty 

said: "That was the beginning — the beginning of this love affair." 

When Baba arrived in America, Henry and his wife Kecha, 24, drove north to New York from Virginia and went to 

the Hotel Delmonico to meet Baba on 20 July 1956. Kecha had some errands to do, so Henry got out and went 

inside. He and Liz Sacalis got to the floor where Baba was meeting people and gave their names to John Bass. Here 

is Henry's account of his first meeting with the one “who knew everything there was to know”: 

When I finally had the opportunity to go into the room where Baba was, I looked at him and my reaction, my 

feeling was of total knowing of this person. There was no barrier of any kind. There is always a barrier between 

a person and a friend, or a relative, or a mother or father — things you would not say, whatever. But here, there 

was absolutely no barrier between me and that person — which meant that those things that I would not tell a 

soul, I would not have hesitated to say to him. That is what I mean when I say I felt as if I had always known 

him — such an intimate closeness. 

He was the most familiar person, someone more than a friend. He is the Friend, that no matter what you are, he 

will never condemn you. He is the friend that understands you completely, that is why he never condemns you 

and consequently loves you totally. He is a friend who is never absent. He is a friend who waits forever, if 

necessary, for you to come home. 

For years, I looked for someone to whom I could say anything. But the only thing I could say to Baba when he 

embraced me was what I said in his ear: "I adore you." 

When Henry Kashouty was let out into the corridor where everyone went after having their interview with Baba, he 

was totally dissatisfied. He did not feel that he had said what he needed to say to Baba, although he did not really 

know what to say! Henry: 

Baba was God, and I wanted to look at God in human form — how he blinks, how he turns his head — 

everything! If I could not see the Godliness there, my blindness, if it looked enough, would see. There was not 

any question in my mind that his Reality would touch the deepest aspect in me if I looked long enough. 

Every time the door opened, Kashouty tried to peek inside for another glimpse of Baba. Finally, Eruch approached 

him and said, "Baba wants to know what you want." 

Henry said, "I must see him again," and he was allowed to see Baba once more. He later explained: "I found it very 

troubling that I could not strip away everything false about me, to find my own reality enough to address this great 

Reality." The best he could do was to say: "Baba, I must experience the Truth." 

Baba beamed and said, "You will experience the Truth. I am helping you. I will help you." 

The interview came to an end, and again Henry waited in the hotel corridor. When Kecha arrived and found that 

Henry had gone in to see Baba without waiting for her, she silently fumed. Henry, in turn, found it infuriating that 

she could not understand why anyone would wait for any reason to see someone who was God on earth! 

Baba sent for them, and they went in together. When he saw them he put his hands on both sides of his head and 

shook it, gesturing, "My God!" Although they had not uttered an angry word to each other, Baba dissolved their 

inner hostilities! Kecha went down and sat in front of him. Baba reached up, pulled off her earring and rolled it up in 

her hand. He began to feed her grapes. From that day on, the couple became his devoted lovers. Baba had written to 

Henry, "Your connection with me is of long duration. You are one of the fortunate ones." At last, Henry realized 

what Baba meant. 

When Liz Sacalis, 26, went in, she remembered: 

The room seemed dark except for light at the end where Baba was. I kept looking around for a spotlight. At the 

same time, very significant thoughts about my own life were going through my head, like just before you 

drown. As I got to Baba, I realized that the light was coming out of him, from inside. His cheek was like the 

texture of persimmon, very soft and silky. 

Liz had always learned everything from reading books. If she wanted to fix a car she would read a book; if she 

wanted to do anything — she would read up on the subject. The first thing Baba said to her was: “Have you read any 



 

 

of my books?” She answered that she had, and Baba continued: “Keep reading my books and you will know eternal 

bliss and joy.” He gave her a grape and out she went. 

Liz recalled: 

At that point I realized that I had been looking in my search for spiritual things as an escape from life. The 

Master is not going to just touch me and I am going to have God-realization and escape the whole thing. In that 

instant, just in that one-minute meeting with Baba, I knew that I had to live my life and go through it. And as I 

went around to the mezzanine floor, I looked back into the room and I could see Baba at the other end. I 

realized that even though I had to live my life, I had to follow him. 

Liz added, “Every time I ever met Baba, I always had the feeling that he has given me enough to assimilate and 

chew on for a whole lifetime. Even if I never saw him again, I felt satisfied. He was always completely satisfying for 

that moment. But then, after a year or two, when everything filters in, one began to long to see him again!” 

The following day, Liz returned with the Kashoutys, and she brought along her older sister Virginia (Ginny) Gloor, 

29, and Ginny’s nine-year-old daughter Dedee. Ginny had come into the city that day to see that an injured robin she 

had rescued be treated. As long as she was there, she reasoned, she might as well go meet Meher Baba. She had the 

bird in a cage when she came to the Delmonico. Adele Wolkin saw it and remarked, “Oh, Baba loves animals … 

Take it in!” Baba was delighted to see it. 

After Ginny came out (convinced that “Baba knew everything!”), Liz went in and sat on the divan next to him. He 

began patting her hand and smiling. Liz felt self-conscious as Baba wasn’t asking or telling her anything. She felt 

uncomfortable and kept looking up at Eruch, who was interpreting. After a few moments she stammered, “Er, I was 

here yesterday. [Baba smiled and patted her hand.] … My name is Elizabeth Sacalis.” Baba patted her hand some 

more and kept smiling. Suddenly, Liz leaned forward and kissed Baba on the cheek. “What am I doing kissing this 

complete stranger?” she chastised herself. “I’ve only just met this man!” But as she kissed him, she realized: “Baba 

was all the people I had loved all of my life.” 

Baba gave her a grape and sent her out. 

 

The interviews continued throughout the afternoon of 20 July 1956. At 4:00 P.M., Baba called Ella Winterfeldt in to 

ask how many were left. Ella had dreamt of Baba, and he told her, "Ella my dear, all the world is an illusion; it is a 

dream and only God is real." 

Baba called all those waiting in the other room — over 100 — and when they had assembled, he asked Ivy to repeat 

what he had just told Ella. She, however, did not have her tape recorder running, so she began from memory, but not 

too exactly apparently, for Baba interrupted her, gesturing, "You speak as if you were in a dream!" After the laughter 

that followed, Baba himself narrated: 

Baba told Ella that all this is nothing but a dream. Only God is real. And God is in everything, in you and in me. 

When Ella goes to sleep and sees the dream in her sleep, her body is on the bed. Yet she goes about, engrossed 

in the body; she enjoys a good dinner, eats well, feels happy. Then, sometimes she feels very sad, she suffers. 

Both pleasure and pain are there in the dream, yet the body is there on the bed. It does not go anywhere; it does 

not do anything; yet it enjoys. 

Baba comes there in the dream while she is enjoying or while she is suffering an illusion, and Baba tells her, 

"Ella, don't worry; this will all disappear. It is nothing but a dream." 

But she answers, "Baba, how is that? I suffer. How can I help it, Baba? I see you, I see others. Some are 

troubling me. Some are giving me pleasure. How can I believe it is nothing but a dream? How can it be so 

real?" 

But as soon as she wakes up in the morning, she realizes that she saw only a dream, that Baba had come in her 

dream and explained that it was nothing but a dream, that she should not suffer, she should not weep. But she 

did not listen to Baba, so she starts weeping as she works, remembering the dream at night. Then Baba tells 

her: "Ella, that was a dream when you slept. But now I say this is another dream; while you are living and 

working, while you are sitting here near me, all that you see here, this New York City, and my lovers here, and 

Baba himself sitting here, it is nothing but illusion; it is a dream." 

Then Ella says: "Baba, this is too much! I cannot believe that because I see them, I hear them. I see you here, 

sitting near me, explaining to me." Still, Baba insists, saying to Ella, it is nothing but a dream. Then after years, 

after Baba's grace descends, Ella suddenly wakes up from this vacant dream, and what does she find? She finds 

only God is real and infinite. When she experiences that bliss, that infinite bliss, unlimited, continuous, then 

she realizes what Baba said was true. 



 

 

Christ said the very same thing. Why do we need another prescription? Because humanity would never listen to 

him. He said the same thing: "I am the Reality. All follow me. Wake up from the dream!" None listened. The 

same thing is repeating again. That is why I tell you, love me more and more and make others love me. 

Through your own example, make others happy. God will listen to that. As soon as we make others happy, then 

God knows about it immediately, and is pleased. No amount of prayer or meditation or artis you can say will 

please God. He is deaf to that. But when you help others, or serve others at the cost of your own happiness, 

immediately God knows and hears — your actions, your activities — and is pleased. 

Baba then stated, "I will go to my room now and come down again tomorrow morning at 9:30." 

As Baba walked through the waiting room on his way upstairs, he paused to allow several last-minute visitors to be 

introduced to him. Once upstairs, he called ten or twelve of his close lovers to his room. He teased and chatted with 

them, asking if they loved him and in return, assuring them of his love for them. When he asked one young man if 

he loved Baba and received a positive reply, he turned to the wife and said, "Are you jealous? You must never be 

jealous of Baba's love. Baba's love is different." 

Baba then embraced each one and sent them home. That night, Baba called Eruch over to the window in his room, 

and pointing to the lights of the city, said, "Isn't it good?" 

Eruch replied noncommittally, "Well, it is just the same as in India — people and buildings." 

 

From 8:00 to 9:00 A.M. on Saturday, 21 July 1956, Baba held private conferences with several small groups in his 

hotel room. Bili Eaton told him, "Baba, I would like to love you more than I love myself." 

"Do that," he said, "And you will have everything!" 

Baba asked Ivy, regarding Charmian's upcoming marriage to Jay Corrinet, "Are you happy?" 

"No, I am not happy," and she burst into tears. 

Baba looked at her sternly. "You believe I am God, then why are you not happy? Don't you think I know best?" 

"My heart accepts, Baba, but my head is still churning around." 

Baba smiled and wiped Ivy's eyes with his handkerchief. Handing it to her, he said, "Always keep it. Don't lose it." 

"Baba, there are so many things I wish to do for you," Ivy declared, "but these broken feet won't let me!"56 

Baba said, "Can't you take this much? Look what they did to me when I was Jesus — put all those thorns on my 

head, which drew blood, made me carry the cross. They beat me, nailed me on the cross and pierced my side. I had 

to withstand so much! Can't you withstand this much pain?" 

Ivy later recalled: "If you could have seen how realistically Baba said all this, one would never ever doubt that he 

did suffer on the cross, and you would never feel like complaining again about anything." 

To a few, Baba revealed: 

After my seclusion ends in February 1957, I am planning to give mass darshan again, followed by a big 

meeting, provided I do not drop my body during the remaining months of seclusion. For the meeting, I will 

invite both Western men and women this time. After this meeting, everything will happen — my humiliation, 

glorification, the breaking of my silence and the dropping of my body. But don't worry. 

Again, I tell you on my divine authority: I am the Ancient One, I am the Lord of the universe. 

Baba looked intense. He stood up from his chair, stretched and paced the room like a caged lion, giving an 

impression of tremendous, yet perfectly controlled power. In one corner, Baba had allowed a young artist to sit and 

draw a pencil sketch of him as he talked. "Are you through?" Baba asked. The young man nodded and laid his work 

on the table. 

Jeanne Shaw was given more of Baba's clothes to wash and iron, and found the work a privilege. Darwin recalled 

carrying the bundled sadra and pink coat back to their hotel and how "waves of love" flowed out of the package. 

 

At 9:30 A.M. the interviews began downstairs; each person first checked in at Ella Winterfeldt's table by the door. As 

their names were called, the persons holding appointment slips stood in a line behind the screen at the entrance to 

the interview room where Baba was. Those peeping through the hinges of the screen had to be asked to leave, as the 

 
56 Ivy had broken both her feet in 1949–50 and had much pain and trouble walking for the rest of her life.  



 

 

line doubled and tripled with eager newcomers, many of whom had flown from distant parts of the country just to 

see Baba for these few minutes. 

Bili Eaton had hidden behind some nearby shrubbery near the divan and was peeping at Baba through the leaves. 

She could see him all the time and thought she was so well hidden that no one could see her. She related: 

Every time Baba greeted someone, he seemed to open the floodgates of his love. Every time somebody new 

came in, there would be this wave of love and I would get some of the residue. More and more people came in, 

and I was getting kind of "drunk." Finally, Baba caught me; all of a sudden, his eyes flashed, he pointed his 

fingers directly at me and gestured to Eruch. Eruch came to get me, but Baba did not seem angry. He let me 

stay with him for a little while and then dismissed me. 

I could see then why Baba did not let most of us, except the mandali, be with him for more than a certain length 

of time. He would be with a person as long as he thought he could take it and then Baba would push the person 

away. I don’t think that any of us could have stood Baba's presence for very long; it is like being too close to a 

power station. The mandali had to be trained by him to live with him as they did, because you can only take so 

much of this high tension. 

Among the crowd were several expectant mothers. One was Virginia Rudd, though she didn’t know it. Virginia was 

40 years old and had been having “stomach issues” for months, but the doctors could not determine the cause. (All 

the pregnancy tests were negative.) When she came to see Baba, he rubbed his tummy and told her it was a baby. He 

blessed the child within her and told her it was a special soul. 

Another “mother-to-be” was Anita Putalik, 28, from Michigan. Anita was worried about her pregnancy, but Baba 

assured her that everything would be fine. Anita, a devout Catholic, was a friend of Filis Frederick from her college 

days in New York. She told Baba that she was devoted to Jesus and Baba said, “That is good. Be devoted to Jesus as 

deeply as you can. But you have made one crucial mistake in your spiritual life. You have put God up in heaven, and 

until you find Him in everyone you meet, your beliefs will always be lopsided.” Baba’s words greatly impressed her 

and they became the theme of her life.  

After lunch, which was Baba's only meal of the day and which he took privately upstairs, he came down again for 

more interviews. Afterwards, he invited all his lovers into the room. They sat down around him as the blinds were 

drawn open and Lowell Shaw, Charmian, Don Stevens and an NBC-TV cameraman prepared to take films. Bright 

movie lights were switched on, and Baba gave the following short discourse: 

When you become one with God, the bliss that you experience is eternal, infinite. There is no break in that bliss, 

it is continual. And then you can make others happy. You get the authority to make others happy. 

The only thing that I have been repeating ever since the first time I came, is: Love God. Age after age, I have 

been saying nothing but Love God. 

Love: everyone now uses the word love; it has been made so very cheap. If one really loves, one would never 

utter that word. What does it mean to love God? It is a very, very great thing. The true lover of God never says 

anything. He forgets that he loves God. 

How will you love God? How should you love God? Not through meditations, not through so-called prayers 

and other things. There are two ways. One is to leave all and everything. That means to have nothing of your 

own, not even your body — to renounce absolutely everything. Everything means not only your surroundings 

but everything, including yourself. 

The second thing is something great. There you don’t have to renounce anything. You can lead a family life, be 

in the world, do your work or business, attend to your services, attend theaters, parties, everything. But always 

do one thing. Constantly think, constantly try, to make others happy, even at the cost of your own happiness. 

That is the second way of loving God. 

Baba took a peach from the bowl beside him and asked, "Who are good catchers?" 

Baba tossed several peaches in different directions and then teased John Bass (as he had done in 1952), "John tells 

me, 'Baba, just relax and have a cup of tea.' But there is no sign of tea at all." 

Suddenly, due to the intense movie lamps, a fuse blew and the lights failed; they were plunged into a greenish, mid-

afternoon twilight. While someone tried to locate a maintenance man, Baba said, "Close your eyes and make your 

mind blank for five minutes." They sat quietly meditating on the Lord of Love in their midst, and when they opened 

their eyes they saw that Baba was working on the invisible level. His eyes were turned upward and inward with a 

strange, faraway look. His left hand was above his head, his fingers moving rapidly. 

The lights came back on, and Baba talked with the group again, with Eruch interpreting: 



 

 

Baba is eternally happy, yet eternally suffering. Baba is free here as Baba, but in you as Baba he is bound. If 

you loved me truly, with all your heart, you could be as free as I. Then it would be unbroken, eternal bliss. 

My sister Mani loves me very much. She does not worry about anything. She simply obeys me. From morning 

until night she is working for Baba. She knows Baba is God and loves Baba as God. Mehera I love very much 

due to past connections. I love you, too. If you love me, you are with me. Through love, you can become one 

with me. 

My brother Jamshed loved me very much. He was mad with love for me. Once he was so full of love for me 

that he could not contain himself. The vein here [on his head] snapped and he dropped his body, but just before 

dying he shouted out loudly: BABA! He has come to me. He is now with me eternally. 

What I want to convey to you all is that my brothers and sister love me very much. Some of my school friends, 

with whom I had played marbles in the street and with whom I had disputed mildly and quarreled, also love me 

because I am God. They believe me when I say that — Dr. Ghani, Sailor Mama and others. It is not just a 

theory for them; they see something greater. They have that conviction; they believe that I am God. 

You also believe that I am God. You do love me, I know. But it was very difficult to love me, to respect me, to 

believe in me, to have the conviction that I am God — for one who had played marbles with me, for one who 

had quarreled with me, who had sat beside me at the same desk in school. Don, do you follow what I say? 

Don Stevens nodded yes. 

It was very difficult for them — for my old school friends and my own family, but they love me — they are 

ready to give their lives for me. My father Sheriarji — such a sweet soul — was a great lover of God. He 

roamed about from place to place on foot in search of Truth. Later on, he used to worship me. He had a 

photograph of me in his private room. He used to light a candle there and used to worship my photograph. 

Amazing, my own father used to worship me. 

I tell you all with authority, as I have been telling others at other places, I am the Ancient One. When I break 

my silence, the world will know who I am. 

Let us play now. 

Baba began to pick the grapes one by one from the bowl beside him and toss them into the crowd, looking in one 

direction and throwing them in another. After two messages were read out, again Baba's gaze turned inward, and his 

fingers danced to the tune only he could hear. Suddenly, he got up and left the room. After a few minutes, Baba 
returned and seated himself on the divan. A professional cameraman took some film of Baba gesturing, "I am God, 

the Ancient One; I am the Avatar." 

After Baba left the reception room, most of the people dispersed. A few lucky ones waited, and it turned out Baba 

called them upstairs to his room. He gave each a cookie from a box that had been given him. 

In the evening Baba and the mandali were taken to the Imperial Theater to see a new musical comedy by Frank 

Loesser named The Most Happy Fella. His lovers had also purchased tickets and were waiting in the lobby when 

Baba entered, wearing a dark-red wool jacket with his hair tucked inside his collar. Baba's seat was in the first row 

of the balcony, to the left. Elizabeth sat beside him, then Ivy and Margaret. Eruch, Nilu and Adi were on the other 

side, and Darwin and Jeanne Shaw, and Ben Hayman in the row behind. Everyone else sat in other seats nearby. A 

young usher unknowingly got darshan when he offered Baba a program. During the play, Baba was withdrawn and 

doing his inner work. It was cold in the theater and Darwin put his coat on Baba's shoulders. Baba looked very tired. 

He left with the mandali at intermission and returned to the hotel. 

 

Baba was again photographed and filmed, alone and in groups, in his room and the large hall early Sunday morning, 

22 July 1956. One press photographer, K. Iyyar, was from Andhra and wished to publicize Baba's visit in India, 

showing an Indian Master who had so many devotees in America. 

Baba came down at 10:30 A.M. He was filmed while three Spanish sisters, a young black youth and a tall Irishman 

approached him. Baba embraced each one and gave each a grape. Next, he was filmed tossing grapes to the crowd 

seated around him. 

Because it was late, the individual interviews were speeded up to half-a-minute each. Although Baba saw nearly 200 

people, he gave each his full attention. 

One person asked if it was possible to recall past incarnations under hypnosis. Baba replied, "In rare cases it is 

possible, but very dangerous." 



 

 

Loretta Weller had heard of Baba from the Rudds, and when the opportunity presented itself to meet Baba in New 

York City in 1952, she decided to go. She told a friend in New Jersey named Ann Forbes, but when Ann heard that 

Baba had had an accident, she declined to accompany Loretta, thinking that Meher Baba could not be a Spiritual 

Master if he couldn’t avoid having an automobile accident. 

Loretta met Baba and then called Ann and said, “Ann, I know Meher Baba is God! Baba is the Christ!” 

“How do you know that?” Ann asked, intrigued. 

“Because I felt excruciating pain in my hands and feet [like the Crucifixion], and I fell down on my knees before 

him!” 

Ann recalled, “When Loretta said that, it was like a wave coming over me. I had missed the opportunity of a 

lifetime!” 

Loretta gave Ann a book about Baba and Ann began reading everything available on Baba and attending meetings in 

the area. She also kept silence on Silence Day in 1953 and had an experience of seeing Baba in her room. 

Ann Forbes described her first meeting with Baba at the Delmonico Hotel on 22 July 1956: 

As I beheld Baba sitting there in a white coat and a white sadra, the thought came to me, “This august Being, he 

is the essence of purity!” And like Loretta, I fell on my knees before him, automatically, without thinking of 

the fine apology I had prepared of why I hadn’t come to see him in 1952. It was all forgotten. Someone had 

told me, “You will never know what you will do when you meet Baba; whatever you think you will do, you 

will react differently.” 

There I was. Baba gently pulled me up by my left hand, and embraced me so heartily. When he held me so 

tightly in his arms, I could feel his love and I asked myself, “Is it possible? Me in the arms of God?” Baba must 

have read my thoughts, because he immediately dropped his arms, put his hands on my shoulders and looked 

me straight in the eye. We gazed at each other for what felt like a long, long time. I tried not to blink for as long 

as I could, but when I did, Baba dropped his hands. 

[Later], when I came out on to the sidewalk, New York was the same, but I felt as tall as the buildings and as 

light as a feather. It was a beautiful feeling. I believe Baba had given me a little touch of divine love. It lasted 

about three days.57 

John Bass mentioned that Ann was interested in making God Speaks more widely available, even though she 

confessed she did not understand much of the book. Baba told her, “Read it five times and you will know it for all 

eternity.” 

 

After lunch, Baba called the approximately 100 people present inside for a group sahavas. Don Stevens read Baba's 

messages “The Real Gift” and “Eternal Now” (printed in Life At Its Best). Baba then called different small groups up 

to his room “by sevens.” He went upstairs, and while the others waited in the corridor outside his room, seven 

people at a time from the Monday Night group, the Schenectady group, various individuals of Sufism Reoriented, 

Margaret Craske's ballet dancers, and a group from Arizona went in to see him. 

Baba motioned for the five members of the Shaw family to sit on the carpet before him. He spoke with them a bit, 

and it seemed to Darwin that Baba was "opening up" and more of his love was flowing out — and he was opening 

their heart centers to receive it! Darwin recalled: "I was aware of being enveloped in Light. It was as if we were 

loving him as we had hoped to love him in our wildest moments of wishful thinking. We just sat there adoring him." 

Baba told them as he lovingly stroked their cheeks: 

I am very, very happy when I am with my lovers. I feel very happy. When do the people of the world feel 

happy? When they have an appetite and enjoy a good dinner. After they have enjoyed it, they feel a sort of 

satisfaction and happiness. It is a pleasure to eat when hungry. What is my appetite? My appetite is satisfied 

only when I meet my dear lovers; when I see your love, I am satisfied. That is my food. I am very happy with 

your love. 

During Baba's stay at the Hotel Delmonico, Darwin also brought his brother Darrell Shaw and his family for an 

interview with Baba. 

 
57 Years later, Ann Forbes recalled the mother of a roommate she had had when she first arrived in America 

from Germany in the early 1930s. The mother was a stewardess on the Bremen and told Ann about serving 

meals to a very special passenger in his cabin, who was “a silent Master from India.”  



 

 

To a few from the Monday Night group, Baba stated: 

All this world is nothing, an illusion. I am in everything. I tell you with my authority, I am in everything. Love 

me in that way and then, when you drop your bodies, you will be with me eternally. 

To some of the Sufi group, Baba dictated: 

I have said many times I am the Lord of Love and at the same time I am the slave of my lovers. This is not idle 

talk; this is a fact. I am the Lord of Love and the slave of my lovers. 

Eruch continued as Baba gestured: 

Baba says when he goes out to contact masts in India, the God of Love meets the God-intoxicated. About 70 

miles from Satara there is one mast called Dhondi Bua. Baba likes him very much. He is very healthy; he does 

not wear anything or want anything. Even if you want to give him something, he will not take it. Although he 

does not wear anything, he does not feel cold. In the winter, even while it is raining, he sits there in the same 

position as we find him in the summer. Baba has been there several times by day and night and found him 

always in the same position. Baba goes there and comforts him, kisses his feet and caresses him. He sits near 

him and the mast feels very delighted, very happy to be near Baba. He remains happy; he is like a child, but he 

knows that all this world is nothing but an illusion. He does not want anything. 

It is our wants that bind us. We want something and so we get bound. When we truly do not want anything, we 

are like emperors. We are everything; therefore, we do not want anything. 

A boy named Charles said, "I would like to learn how to love." 

Don Stevens volunteered to answer: "I would say to be with Baba or near Baba as much as possible. Or, if you 

cannot be with Baba, see Baba in people, love people. Because apparently it is only by loving people that one is 

loved by them in turn." 

Eruch continued: 

Someone in India asked Baba how to love him, and the reply Baba gave was: "I don't know how you should 

love me. It is for you to show me the way you should love me. I am the Ocean of Love; how am I to know how 

you should love me? It is for you to love me. I say love me. How to love me is your lookout — being the very 

Ocean of Love, how am I to know how to love me?" Do you follow what Baba means? 

Here is Baba's explanation: If you happen to meet a beautiful girl, and you fall in love with her at first sight, as 

you call it, you become restless. You begin to love her so much that you cannot sleep, you have no appetite, no 

interest in the world. You want only to possess her. Baba says that one should love him to such an extent that 

one forgets about food, sleep, rest. One becomes absolutely restless to be one with Baba, to possess Baba. That 

does not mean that we really should give up food or sleep. The restlessness should come naturally, 

spontaneously. How will it come? Think of Baba — think of him frequently. 

Christ said: "Leave all and follow me." What did he mean by that? He did not mean leave the body, food, sleep 

and all that. No. He meant leave all thoughts of possessions, all worldly thoughts, and think only of him. 

Baba says: "Think of me to such an extent that you see me, however far away I may be. You see my body here 

now. However far away my body may be, you will be able to see me physically also. In India some love me to 

such an extent that they see me physically present, although I am thousands of miles away from them." 

There is one of my mandali called Kaikobad ... 

"The one who sees suns and moons coming out of himself?" asked Don Stevens. 

"Yes," Baba replied. 

Now Kaikobad sees me in everything. His experience is such nowadays that he sees me in everything. I am here 

physically, but he sees me everywhere. He has been loving me for years together. He has his family, of course, 

but he has renounced them. They all stay at one place, while he stays with me and thinks of me all the time 

constantly — 24 hours a day. 

If you cannot love me, do not worry. I will be loving you. 

Then Baba gestured something which Eruch found difficult to grasp. He repeated the alphabet and Baba stopped 

him at 'G.' Finally Eruch caught it: "What Baba says is you have to love God so much until you are goofy with 

love!" 

Michael J. Loftus piped up, "Does that mean, Baba, you want us to be goofy Sufis?" Baba put his thumb and 

forefinger together with a twinkle in his eyes, and from then on called them his "Goofy Sufis." 



 

 

 

For weeks, Marion Florsheim and her committee had been planning a dinner for Baba at Longchamps restaurant in 

Manhattan House on Third Avenue and 66th St.58 For many people, this reception was the highlight of Baba's visit 

to New York in 1956. 

By 5:00 P.M. on Sunday, 22 July, 135 guests, mostly from the New York area, but some out-of-town lovers as well, 

assembled in the large Palm Room of Longchamps overlooking the garden at Manhattan House. At the head table, 

Baba's longstanding disciples Margaret Craske, Enid Corfe, Elizabeth Patterson, John Bass, and Darwin Shaw were 

seated with Baba and the four mandali (Adi Sr., Eruch, Nilu and Meherjee). Baba wore a pink jacket and white 

sadra. All rose to greet him when he entered at 5:00 P.M. 

Filis vividly recalled those moments: 

There was utter silence as all eyes focused on Baba, radiant as ever and manifestly happy to be with so many of 

his lovers. As the waiters quietly brought each one a glass of grape juice and placed the bread on the table, one 

could not help thinking of this new supper with the Beloved as living "holy communion" with him. We all 

stood and drank a silent toast to him. Baba just touched his lips to his glass. Fortunately, the tables were slanted 

in his direction so all could see him clearly. No one spoke much to his neighbor; Baba was the main repast. 

Feeling the pull of all our hearts it was not long before Baba, with his unfailing graciousness (as the Divine 

Guest who is always the Host), had risen and was walking among the tables, greeting his lovers and devotees 

here and there with a loving touch, a smile, or a tender look. For many, as he knew, this would be their last 

chance to see him before he left the city for the remainder of the tour. The whole room was hushed as every 

eye followed Baba's quickly-moving figure from table to table. Necks craned to see him better; faces tilted 

hopefully forward as he passed by. 

When Baba was seated again, Marion took the microphone and formally welcomed him and the mandali, and read a 

few of the telegrams received from other groups scattered all over the world. The Hollywood group cabled: "... We 

happily and gratefully join in spirit with you, with all those present in the one Oneness. We feel it very fortunate our 

having Baba visit these shores once more." 

Ivy, Elizabeth, Margaret, Darwin, Fred Winterfeldt and Don Stevens each said a few words of welcome. Baba 

responded: 

I feel very happy to be with you all today. It is your devotion that made me come to the West during the period 

of my seclusion. If anything ever touches my Universal Heart, it is love. I have crossed the limited earthly 

oceans to bring to you all the limitless and shoreless Ocean of Divine Love. Those who do not dare to love me 

seek safety on the shores. You who love me are swimming in this Divine Ocean. Love me more and more until 

you get drowned in me. Dive deep and you will gain the priceless pearl of Infinite Oneness. 

When Eruch stopped speaking, Age could feel the waves of love coming from the focal point in this Divine Ocean 

— Baba — and washing almost visibly over those present. They sat silent with the Silent One, each person absorbed 

in his or her own thoughts of him. 

Baba's message “Divine Bliss and Human Suffering” was read by Don Stevens. In it Baba explained about the 

difference in suffering between an ordinary man, Perfect Masters and the Avatar, and ended by stating: "[A]n 

ordinary man suffers for himself, Masters suffer for humanity, and the Avatar suffers for one and all beings and 

things." 

As the waiters began to serve dinner, a well-known New York radio announcer and television personality, David 

Ross, feelingly read a number of spiritual poems, one each from the great Masters Kabir, Hafiz and Rumi, and one 

from Baba's close lovers such as Delia, Norina, Malcolm, Josephine Ross, Jean Foster, Ruano, Francis Brabazon and 

Mani. Baba sat almost motionless at times during the recitations. 

Ben Hayman, Mickey Florsheim and John Bass then presented to Baba a gift, a clock with its hands set on Indian 

time. Four other clocks for the mandali and one for Mani were set for London, Myrtle Beach, San Francisco and 

Australian time zones, the places Baba would be visiting on this tour. Baba was happy as he accepted the gifts and 

gave them to the mandali. 

Marion then asked for a moment of silence, after which a four-tier, white decorated birthday cake with many lighted 

candles was wheeled in. Two children, a seven-year-old boy named Larry Karrasch and a twelve-year-old girl 

named Bobbi Ferenz, garlanded Baba and did it again for the various television and movie cameras recording the 

 
58 Baba had visited Fred and Ella Winterfeldt’s apartment in the Manhattan House complex in 1952. 



 

 

event. Baba cut the cake as the room burst into Happy Birthday to Baba, since they had never had the opportunity of 

being with Baba on his birthday. 

Again, Baba walked around the room, stopping at different tables to greet those not yet contacted. Returning to his 

seat, Baba said that those he had missed should now come up to his table for an embrace or handshake. In this way, 

none of those present missed having the Master's personal blessing. Hired by Adele Wolkin, Leo Rosenthal, an 

official photographer of the United Nations, captured many of these moments in photographs. 

One woman described her experience at the dinner thus: "When Baba came into the dining room and was seated at 

the table with his mandali and devotees, one felt suddenly empty of human consciousness and filled with divine 

effulgence ... The atmosphere of the room was filled with his divine love. I believe that no one who was present can 

ever be quite the same again." 

Throughout the dinner Alva Coil Denison played some of her own compositions on the piano, including Baba's 

Repentance Prayer sung by John Oliver. David Ross then read selections from God Speaks, “Baba's Sermon” and 

the message “The Religion of Life.”59 Tom Marlow gave a dance performance. In a moment of lightness, the dancer 

did pantomimes of old Charlie Chaplin and Mary Pickford movies. 

The reception at Longchamps lasted over two hours. Baba had scarcely eaten; the food on his plate was untouched 

except for a broken roll. But as he was leaving, he commented, "I feel no need to eat as the love received from you 

all was my feast! Take home the little Baba flags you received on your cake and think of me." Baba then rose and 

was driven back to the Delmonico. 

 

At 9:00 A.M. on Monday, 23 July 1956, Baba called a few of his close lovers into his room and said, "I have been 

locked up for months in seclusion, and now you are keeping me locked up in this hotel! I would like to go out." 

Someone suggested a sightseeing tour of New York and Baba agreed, inviting all those present to go along. The trip 

was scheduled for later in the day. 

Soon after, interviews began again. That day was the most crowded day of all. Several had brought Baba gifts such 

as flowers, clothes they had made for him, candy and sweets. Two women brought small sculptures they had done of 

him. Another woman brought a baby chinchilla in a box. Baba blessed it and said it would incarnate as a human 

being in its next birth for having been touched by him. A boy brought a large oil portrait he had painted of Baba. 

Baba held it in his hands, blessed it and later took it to his room. Almonds were given as prasad. 

At 11:00 A.M., all were called into the interview room. Cameramen from NBC television were going to take a short 

film. Don Stevens read Baba's message "Deathless Living," and afterwards Baba stated: 

It is the birthright of every human being to be happy, but most feel miserable. It is due to the load of sanskaras 

or impressions gathered throughout evolution. In our evolution, through all the forms — stone, worm, bird, 

fish, animal — we gather impressions. Once human consciousness is gained, then there is full consciousness. 

After that, it is only a question of directing one's attention to the I in order to become free. 

Everyone can be happy, but some feel happy and some miserable. Those who constantly want something will 

never feel happy. Misery is bound to accompany wanting. Those who never want for themselves but for others, 

they can feel happy. Why? Because they want others to feel happy. 

God, Who is in everything and in everyone, is deaf to formal rituals, ceremonies, prayers in mosques, churches 

and temples. But he hears the voice of the heart. When you help others, God knows instantly and is pleased. No 

amount of prayer or meditation can do what helping others can do. 

The main thing that counts is love for me. How will you love me? By loving God as well as others. If you make 

others happy, God pays heed. Do you follow? I have been saying the same message throughout the ages that all 

are One. We are all One, and all of you love me. 

I am in everything, and everything is in me. In India I bow down to the lepers, the poor, the lame. Why do I 

bow down? Because I am one with everything! God is in everyone. Age after age, I have been bringing the 

same message, but mankind does not listen. Christ had to be crucified; otherwise, humanity would not have 

listened to him. 

Baba ended by gesturing, "I am the Ancient One." 

The newsreel was shown late that night on television in the New York area. 

 
59 “The Religion of Life” had been sent in 1948 to Mildred Kyle, who printed and distributed it. (See Bal 

Natu, Glimpses of the God-Man (Sheriar Press, 1984), Vol. IV, p. 87.) 



 

 

 

Baba left the interview room and went into a smaller room next door for a press conference with reporters from the 

New York newspapers. About a dozen or so had come to interview him. Ivy had already briefed them on Baba's life 

and background. Eruch, as usual, interpreted for Baba: 

"I am very happy to see you all. While I was giving the interviews a few minutes ago, this gentleman asked, 

'Baba, what is your title?' Do you remember?" 

The reporter said, "Yes, I do." 

"In India the Indians call me Avatar, which means God in human form, God descending in human form. But I 

say to everyone, you are all Avatars. Why? Because God is in all. I and you are One. That is what I say to all. 

In India when I go to different places to give darshan, that is when the people see me and bow down to me, 

then I bow down to them — to the aged, to the lepers, to the children — to make them understand that the only 

Reality is God. Every individual should be happy, but no one is. Why? It is due to ignorance. They do not 

understand that God resides in all, that God knows everything. If they would just resign to the will of God, they 

would be happy because they would know how to feel happy. One should not think of self; one should think of 

others and try to make others happy. Then there will not be any strife. All would be happy; everything would 

be harmonious. 

"Yesterday, I gave out this message: God who is all-power, all-wisdom, all-love, all-mercy and all-bliss resides 

in us all. There also reside in us all the opposite aspects of these infinite qualities like helplessness, ignorance, 

lust, cruelty and suffering. He who desires God develops compassion, selflessness and self-denying 

renunciation. He who runs after transitory shadow objects of desires cultivates selfishness, greed and hatred. 

The former brings peace on earth; the latter brings war and destruction. Give up low desires and unnecessary 

cravings, and you will experience heaven on earth." 

Another reporter asked, "We have here many excerpts of messages concerning your silence. Is there any one 

statement that is more significant than the other?" 

"There is one," Baba replied. "When I break my silence, the world will come to know that I am the One whom they 

were waiting for." 

"What inspired your silence?" 

"To make the world know me after breaking my silence." 

"Under what circumstances did you become silent? Did you have a vision of some kind or a message?" 

"My Knowledge. I do not have to think about this; I know it. When I first began silence, I knew that when I broke 

the silence the world would know me, and so I began." 

Eruch asked, "Do you follow what Baba says? It is important, Baba says." 

The reporter said, "Yes, thank you. It is known that many people who are not articulate over a number of years lose 

their power of speech. Are you confident that you will be able to speak when the time comes?" 

"One hundred percent," Baba gestured. 

Another reporter queried, "How can you be sure?" 

"Because I know," Baba answered. 

As the reporters began to talk among themselves, Bernard Carvalho interjected a comment on how Eruch recites the 

alphabet until Baba indicates by a sign the first letter of the word he wishes, if necessary spelling out the word until 

Eruch catches on. 

Baba continued: "When I began my silence, I also gave up writing. I gave up reading. Then I began to use an 

alphabet board. When people came near me, I used to explain on the alphabet board. I used to give messages to 

thousands at one time in this way. People came to me by the thousands and tens of thousands. They would sit in 

silence to hear my message that I would dictate on the board. Very recently, I have given up even the use of my 

alphabet board, and I try to express what I wish through my gestures." 

Eruch continued: "When I cannot grasp what Baba wants me to say, then he makes a sign, and I stop and repeat A, 

B, C, D, et cetera." 

Baba stated: "I am happy to see you all." 

The same reporter asked, "May I have another question? Do you recommend non-speech to others who wish to 

achieve what you are achieving?" 

Baba gestured, "No." 



 

 

The reporter continued: "You do not. Have you heard of an American evangelist by the name of Billy Graham? 

Have you met and spoken with him?" 

Again Baba gestured, "No." 

"Have you heard of his work?" 

"I know." 

"Can you tell us what you think of his work?" 

"Any work done in the name of God or Lord Jesus is a good work. But it must be done sincerely, honestly, without 

taking any pride in it, without wanting to profit through it." 

At this point, Baba seemed anxious to leave, and indicated people were waiting for him inside. The reporter asked 

one more question: "Will you break your silence of 31 years during your present trip to the United States?" 

Baba answered: "No, no. When I was in India, I decided to go into seclusion for one year. I had this news circulated 

to all my lovers. This trip is an interval of one month in my seclusion. When I return to India I will resume my 

seclusion. There are five more months until it is completed. After my seclusion, whenever I think fit, I shall break 

my silence." 

"But not in this country?" 

"No." 

"Are you India's present Mahatma Gandhi?" 

"I am not concerned with politics. Gandhi was a good soul. He loved me very much. Adi Irani will tell you the 

details about this. It is a question that has been asked repeatedly and he knows my answer. The fact is that Gandhi 

loved me very much. He met me three times. Mr. Irani will give you the whole account." 

Baba wished to end the conference at this point, and some of the reporters remonstrated. One asked, "Is there any 

truth in the reincarnation theory as mentioned in [The Search for] Bridey Murphy?"60 

Baba indicated, "You will find the answer to that question in my book God Speaks. It gives every detail about the 

evolution of consciousness, reincarnation, the involution of consciousness and then the final experience of Union 

with God." 

As a parting question a reporter asked, "How many followers does Baba have all over the world?" 

Eruch replied, "We have never counted Baba's followers, but in India, especially in the state of Andhra in the south, 

practically every household knows Baba and loves Baba, and even the children there sing songs in praise of Baba. It 

is impossible to give any definite number of followers." 

Baba gestured, "How can one say any definite number of followers? Can you tell me the number of hairs on my 

head?" 

Baba and the mandali then made their exit, and at 12:30 had their lunch. 

 

In the afternoon of 23 July, at about 2:45 P.M., Baba greeted newcomers or those who had already met him, one by 

one in the interview room. Many stood about after their interview unable to leave. Some had tears running down 

their cheeks. 

At 4:00 P.M. Baba went back upstairs. The elevator was delayed, and a number of children crowded around him to 

take advantage of the opportunity. Baba played with them, teased and patted their faces until the elevator came. 

At five o'clock, those going with Baba on the sightseeing tour gathered in the lobby. Baba came down with Eruch at 

his heels carrying a black umbrella and Baba's red wool Paisley scarf. Baba boarded the glass-topped bus and his 

lovers followed. Besides the driver, an official tour guide also accompanied them to point out different spots. 

It was sunny and hot. The first stop was the United Nations building. Baba's fingers began to work vigorously as 

they did throughout the whole trip. He also held a piece of tinfoil between his fingers during the ride. From the U.N. 

they drove up Third Avenue and over to Fifth, where the guide pointed out the fabulous homes of "Millionaires' 

Row.” When he pointed out the home of Serge Rubinstein, the murdered crooked financier, Baba turned his face 

away with a look of suffering. He ordered the driver to take them across Central Park and down the West Side 

 
60 The Search for Bridey Murphy was a bestselling book at the time, recounting the supposed “memory” 

under hypnosis of a woman’s past incarnation as Bridey Murphy, a 19th-century Irishwoman. 



 

 

Highway to see the great ocean liners at the piers (even though, as the driver pointed out, buses were not allowed on 

the West Side Highway). 

One young woman, noticing that the sun beat down through the glass roof on to Baba's head, whispered to her 

companion that the sun was annoying Baba. Baba, who could not have heard her, immediately signaled that it did 

not bother him. Nevertheless, Adi held Baba's scarf over his head for the rest of the trip. 

Filis Frederick recorded: 

Baba did not seem to look up or notice any of the buildings or sights, but seemed deeply absorbed, seemingly 

content to be with us, "his children," and to give us his wondrous smile now and again, and to urge us to eat the 

sweets which were passed around. 

Baba's fingers again tapped rapidly as the bus was stalled in Times Square traffic, from where they drove back to the 

Delmonico (driving east, down 42nd Street to Lexington Avenue). 

At 7:00 P.M. the same evening, Baba called a brief meeting of the Meher Baba Hospitality Committee in his room. 

Marion Florsheim read the financial report and asked Baba what he wished done with the small balance. 

Baba replied, "During my seclusion I do not accept or give money." 

Marion asked, "What about the welfare of the women mandali if you drop your body?" 

I may drop my body during the next five months of seclusion, but you should not worry about that. Worry about 

loving me. Everything that I have said in my [Final] Declaration will come to pass just as I have said. 

Dr. Deshmukh once was weeping over my coming humiliation. I asked him, "Why do you always think about 

my humiliation, and not about my glorification?" 

You must be happy. You have just had a bus ride with me. I am the center of the universes. [He emphasized the 

s in the word universes and made a dot and circle in his left palm with his forefinger.] While I was with you on 

the bus, I was working everywhere. 

You have no idea how I suffer. Everything in the universe comes to me. At the same time, I feel bliss. Christ 

suffered humanly on the cross, but his bliss was unbroken. 

After I step out of my seclusion on February 15, 1957, I may hold a large mass darshan in Bombay and then call 

a big meeting. I will call some of the Western women, as well as men … Everyone in this room. 

Baba asked several of them if they would go if he called them to India. Everyone answered positively. 

Baba further clarified, "Some of you, after you do your best, if you cannot make it, don't worry. Those of you who 

are accompanying me on the forthcoming trip to Myrtle Beach and San Francisco should not worry about anything, 

but be happy to have my sahavas. Don’t think of my dropping the body." 

To Marion, Baba concluded, "When we reach San Francisco, I will instruct you about the balance in the fund." 

After each person had received Baba's embrace, they departed. 

 

Forty-four of Baba's "doves" (as he called them) were to make the cross-country journey with him from New York 

to Myrtle Beach to California. As mentioned, this had come about after Beryl Williams, in one of her letters, wrote 

to Mani that they would "love to fly with the Avatar." The letter was read to Baba, and he gave his permission for 

those who could afford to go. Those going gathered at the Delmonico Hotel at 6:45 A.M., on Tuesday, 24 July 1956. 

There was a light drizzle. Fred Winterfeldt checked off everyone's name, and they were taken to Newark Airport in 

two buses. 

Carrie Ben Shammai, 54, had not been part of the group originally. Baba had instructed her to return to Israel and 

spread his message of Love and Truth there. But when Adele informed Baba how much Carrie longed to travel with 

them, Baba agreed and had Adele collect funds to cover her expenses. 

Also traveling with the group was a 46-year-old blind, half-deaf chiropractor from New York City, named Harold 

Lionel Kenmore, who had come into Baba's contact during this visit. As a boy, Harry was a top student and an 

athlete. He was something of a performer and had even had a few stand-in roles in the Our Gang comedies. But at 

sixteen, Harry lost his sight, and after a long and difficult soul-searching as to how he might occupy his life with 

these physical disabilities, he became a chiropractor. Kenmore was a seeker of Truth and studied the Bible deeply, 

which he listened to on tapes. 

During 1954, Adele Wolkin, one of Harry's patients, read him some of Baba's Discourses. Harry was so drawn to 

Baba's words that he tried to find out everything he could about the author, and subsequently met Enid Corfe and 



 

 

Margaret Craske, before meeting Baba personally at the Delmonico Hotel. Although blind, his heart received the 

brilliance of Baba's love, and he gradually came closer to Baba.61 

Reaching Newark Airport, Baba sat up on a shoeshine stand so that he was elevated from the group. Each one was 

permitted to come forward and have his darshan. "Love me more and more,” Eruch repeated as each bowed at 

Baba’s feet. But when it was Virginia Rudd’s turn, Baba stopped Eruch and told Virginia, “You have the love," and 

he told her to stand behind him. 

Several strangers approached him and asked to be introduced. Wearing a garland of lavender orchids from Mr. and 

Mrs. Knotts, who had made all the travel arrangements, Baba was the first to board their flight (National 361) and 

sat on the left side near the back. They took off at exactly 8:00 A.M. Almost as soon as the seat belt sign went off, 

Baba left his seat next to Eruch and greeted each and everyone individually with a loving pat or smile. He was in a 

gay, lighthearted mood. He began his favorite pastime of tossing them sweets, tiny white peppermints. The plane 

was completely filled by their group except for one woman passenger who, intrigued, inquired about Baba's identity, 

as did the stewardess. Don Stevens gave both ladies an introductory pamphlet about Baba. 

On the plane, Darwin had managed to sit fairly close to Baba. Once Baba called him over and had a conversation 

with him about the racial situation in America, between the Whites and Blacks. A few months after Baba’s arrival in 

America in 1956, the United States Supreme Court ruled that some of the segregation laws were unconstitutional. 

Legislation protecting the Negroes' right to vote was also passed and, in general, the struggle for African-American 

rights began gathering force. Baba seemed keenly interested in the subject. Darwin described to him how Blacks 

were showing a new sense of urgency in their battle for civil rights and social justice. The year before, they had 

begun boycotting public buses, because the bus lines were segregated. 

The plane stopped briefly at Richmond, Virginia, and landed in Wilmington, North Carolina, at approximately 10:35 

A.M., where the rest of the group had already arrived by another flight. Just before getting off the plane, Baba 

motioned to Darwin and said, "As soon as we land, take me to the men's room." Otto Troegel (of Florida) and 

several others met them when they landed. While leaving the plane Darwin was too far behind Baba, so he called 

down to Otto and asked him to lead Baba to the men's room, which he did. These were the days of segregated 

facilities in the South, and Otto went to the one with a sign which read WHITE GENTLEMEN. Baba went in but 

soon came out, saw the bathroom labeled COLORED MEN, and went in there to urinate. 

Baba, Elizabeth and two of the mandali left Wilmington in a station wagon driven by Elizabeth's sister’s son, Harry 

Hartshorne, a farmer from Wisconsin who had met Baba in 1952. When Harry was introduced to Baba again, Baba 

remarked, "I am a farmer, too. I till the universe." 

Margaret and Darwin rode in a car with the other two mandali. Ben Hayman and Harry Kenmore got a ride with a 

man who, on learning Baba was a Spiritual Master, offered to drive them to Myrtle Beach. Laura Delavigne and her 

husband, Lee, drove their car, and the rest of the group went by bus for the hour-and-a-half-long ride. 

Arriving in Myrtle Beach, Baba's car entered the Meher Center from the Briarcliffe Acres entrance. At the gate to 

greet him were Kitty, Frank Eaton, and from Florida had come others including Leland and Hilda De Long and their 

daughter Sylvia, and also Ruth Troegel. Baba raised his right hand in greeting. He beckoned Kitty into the car, and 

was driven to his house overlooking Long Lake, followed by the other car with the mandali. The other cars and bus, 

following behind, continued down the highway and entered at the main gate to the property. 

Baba stepped onto the porch of his house, glancing at the vista of lake and ocean beyond the tall trees. He then 

looked to his left at the new porch swing put out for him. He sat in it, and Darwin said, "Baba, this reminds me of 

when you were placed on the swing in Sakori in 1954." Baba walked into the main living room of the house, 

followed by all present. Kitty was meeting Baba after four years of separation. Now, in Baba's presence, the long 

years of absence seemed to vanish completely. She left to prepare his lunch at the Guest House, where Mehera and 

the Eastern women had stayed during the 1952 visit.  

Baba and the mandali drove to the Guest House soon afterwards.62 Baba took Eruch to the edge of the bluff to show 

him the wonderful view, as Eruch had not accompanied them in 1952. After his lunch in the Guest House, Baba 

went to see Norina Matchabelli, who had not been well and was resting in her little cabin nearby. Baba embraced 

her tenderly and spoke with her for some time before walking across the long, narrow wooden bridge over the 

lagoon to the cabins on the other side. 

 
61 Coincidentally, Enid Corfe used to read for the blind and later in life lost her own sight. 
62 During this visit to the Center, the mandali stayed with Baba at his house. 



 

 

The New York group had arrived. Some were having lunch and some waiting to catch a glimpse of him. Only about 

half the group was staying on the Center; the others had to be accommodated at various hotels and motels in town 

(such as the Lafayette Manor), because of lack of space. Elizabeth had painstakingly made accommodation for a 

maximum of 35 people to stay on the Center with Baba; but, as was always the case with Baba, more and more 

names were added to the list of those to stay, until there were 48 in all. Baba, however, had instructed that a buffet 

lunch was to be provided daily for all, even to those staying outside — so some days there were as many as 150 

guests. Muriel Houston supervised these arrangements, assisted by Elizabeth's cook, Bessie Graham, and her two 

daughters. 

Baba lovingly greeted those who had not flown down with him and told those not staying on the Center to be sure 

and return by 3:00 P.M. and come to the Barn. 

Shortly before three o'clock, Baba appeared striding across the lagoon bridge, with his light, quick steps. Nilu tried 

to keep the umbrella over his head to shield him from the sun, and had to practically run to keep up with him. About 

70 people followed Baba through the pine forest to the Barn, the large rectangular building where Baba had given 

darshan in 1952. Baba showed the Barn to Marion Florsheim and others who had not been to the Center before, and 

then he sat down in the same high-backed chair he used during his previous visit. Baba said, "All should return here 

to the Barn and keep silence with me on the evening of Saturday, 28 July 1956, at 7:00 P.M. Be sure to be present." 

Someone asked, "Should the local people who come for darshan also be asked?" 

Baba decided that those who had traveled with him should be present and also named a few others who lived nearby. 

Baba asked where Lud Dimpfl and his wife Bea from California were staying. Finding out that they were in a hotel, 

he invited them to stay on the Center. 

Baba then mentioned snakes. "Be careful and wear the right shoes — no open toes — for the woods on the Center 

have poisonous snakes. If you do see a snake, say 'Baba' and it will not harm you. But if you wear open-toed shoes, 

even if you say 'Baba' it will not go away." He added humorously, "If you do not pay heed, and a snake does bite 

you, I will have you dropped into the lake!" 

Baba asked Kitty to tell the story about her days in India, when the Eastern women had decided to tease her. Mani 

created a fake snake out of dough and paint, and when Kitty saw it, she dashed bravely out to kill it, kitchen knife in 

hand, to the merriment of all. 

After this, the group followed Baba outside. Baba sat down under a pine tree while Eruch held the umbrella over 

him. He called first one person and then another over to him, discussing problems or giving each one a little 

personal advice, while the rest stood a short distance away, feasting their eyes on his beloved presence. Charmian 

and others with cameras, such as Andrew Muir, took full advantage of Baba's repose. 

Baba was driven back to his house by Elizabeth in her cream-colored Plymouth station wagon. Later one of the 

mandali came and gave Filis and Adele some of Baba's clothes to wash. In each place Baba stayed on the tour, he 

gave this privilege to a few devotees, both men and women. In New York, Baba had allowed Jeanne Shaw this 

opportunity. "Do you know why I give you these?" he asked her. "Because you love me," she replied. He nodded. 

Filis related: 

As I washed the pink, silk handmade jacket and the white, batiste sadra and hung them out on the line under the 

trees, they seemed to radiate pure love and light. I had the feeling the clothes were really cleansing me! We 

stayed up late that night to have them dry and freshly ironed for Baba in the morning. 

 

Early in the morning, before seven o'clock, on Wednesday, 25 July 1956, Baba's car arrived at the Guest House, 

where he ate his breakfast of tea and toast. At about 7:30, he came into the (Original) kitchen where his lovers were 

having their breakfast. The mandali remained outside. Baba then came out and sat down on one of the log benches 

outside the Lagoon Cabin, where he called a few, such as Filis, Ruth White and Margaret, individually over to chat 

while the rest lingered not far away. In the early morning sunlight, a mist was rising over the lake, and Baba pointed 

out the lovely scenery and remarked, "Isn't this a beautiful place?" 

Those staying off the Center arrived at eight o'clock. Private interviews in the Lagoon Cabin were to begin at nine, 

but Baba was anxious to start. All morning, Baba gave interviews, reclining on the same blue divan he had used 

before. Many from the southern states, Florida, Georgia and North Carolina, met him for the first time that day. 

Among those from Miami, were Ralph and Stella Hernandez. Ralph, 37, had found out about Baba from Dana Field, 

who had moved to Florida soon after returning from India in 1954. Earlier that morning, Ralph had seen Baba 

briefly, as Baba crossed the bridge. Their eyes had met, and something had happened to Ralph deep inside. He 



 

 

became "choked up" and could not think for about ten minutes. During his interview in the Lagoon Cabin, Baba had 

casual talk with various ones. Ralph was anxious to relate his recent experience, but every time he started someone 

else spoke up. 

Finally, Baba stopped the person and looked over at Ralph. "Did you want to say something?" he questioned. 

Ralph said, "Yes, Baba. When I saw you by the boathouse you took my breath away." 

Baba responded, "I take away very little and I give the infinite Ocean of Love!" 

Agnes Baron had come from Ojai, California, and was called to discuss the situation at Meher Mount. John Cooke, 

the young Britisher who had helped her overcome certain financial problems in holding on to the property, was to 

have come but did not show up. Baba now informed Agnes that he did not want John Cooke associated with Meher 

Mount or any of his work. John had contracted polio, and it had affected his mind. 

Baba gave Agnes certain instructions and then asked, "Now, do you know what you have to do?" 

"No, Baba, I am more confused than ever," Agnes said, as she left the Lagoon Cabin. This was an excuse on her part 

so that Baba would call her back the next day to go over things again! Thus, she saw Baba privately several times 

during his stay. 

Baba stopped giving interviews at noon, and after lunch, resumed them at 2:30 P.M. for an hour. Two chiropractors, 

Dr. R. C. Bolen and Dr. Star, met Baba at this time. The three types of knowledge were explained, and Dr. Bolen 

declared, "Baba, you are the greatest light in the world!" 

At 3:30 in the afternoon, when he had finished the interviews, Baba invited everyone to come to his house. The 

whole group, now about 80 persons, walked behind him for half a mile through the woods to his house. The day was 

hot and humid, and Baba wore only light cotton pants and a sadra. When they arrived, Baba sat under the large oak 

trees at the edge of the cliff. Filis wrote: "As we sat in a semicircle facing the beloved Master, it seemed that history 

was repeating an age-old pattern, and the lake sparkling through the trees might have been the lake of Galilee." 

On top of his pink coat, which he had re-donned, Baba was wearing a symbolic garland made of seven sand-dollar 

sea shells, given to him by “Elinorkit.”63 The seven shells, tied together with a string of seven colored ribbons, were 

ornamented with various figures, meant to represent the seven main evolutionary stages from unconscious stone to 

conscious man.64 Baba pointed to the garland and said, "It represents the seven stages of man." Noticing one figure 

had broken off, he joked, "The animal kingdom is gone … the missing link!" Then he playfully took Ben Hayman's 

white golf cap and put it on his own head, again amusing all. 

With a happy look, Baba told them: 

I want you all to know that I have stayed in many, many places. In India, when I went on mast trips to different 

places, I stayed sometimes in palaces, sometimes in dharamshalas or special rest houses, sometimes in temples 

or huts, and sometimes under trees or on station platforms, where the sweepers or Untouchables would follow 

me. But here [gesturing toward his house], Elizabeth has built a very comfortable house for me. Everything 

here is her contribution to me. She has given the whole 500 acres as a gift to me. She has made everything 

possible just through her love for me. Tomorrow is Elizabeth's birthday. I am just in time to celebrate her 

birthday. Tomorrow I will have to embrace her seven times! None of you must give any gifts, however. 

Now the house is open. Go in and see everything, but do not run away with anything! Don't slip, the floor is 

very slippery. It is some kind of special carpet. 

They laughed, and Baba added, "Of all places in the world, I feel most comfortable in this house, even though the 

climate here is hot and humid, I like this place." 

Baba stood on the porch like a gracious host, as each of his lovers filed past him, one by one, into the house. One 

man tried to take off his shoes and enter barefoot, but Baba stopped him. When all stood in his bedroom, Baba sat on 

the edge of his bed and chatted with them for a little while. 

Once again outside, as they were about to depart, Baba said, "Go back to your rooms, go swimming, rest, eat, fight, 

live, and with all that fighting and living, remember to love me!" 

 

63 Elinorkit was the nickname for Elizabeth Patterson, Norina Matchabelli and Kitty Davy, who stayed 

together in Myrtle Beach. 

64 The garland had been fashioned by Betty Thibodeau, a teenage resident of Myrtle Beach. 



 

 

That evening, several more “spontaneous” guests joined them at the Center by Baba's invitation: Stella Ferenz (of 

New York City) and her daughter; the ballet dancers Bunty Kelley and Peter Saul; and Harold and Virginia Rudd. 

Later that night, there was a terrific electric storm. Bolts of lightning plunged into the lake, similar to the storms 

experienced during Baba's first visit to Myrtle Beach.65 

 

On the morning of Thursday, 26 July 1956, Baba walked to the Guest House and was greeted by five of the women 

staying in the nearby Lantern Cabin: Filis Frederick, Adele Wolkin, Bili Eaton, Beryl Williams and Sylvia Gaines. 

Baba appeared tired, and Ivy said, "Baba, you worked all night ..." 

Baba put his hands to his head in an anguished way and said, "Yes, I worked all night. You have no idea. I have the 

burden of the universe on my head. I am very unhappy this morning." 

On the way to the kitchen, Baba paused at the boathouse. Harold and Virginia Rudd had camped out in it, and Baba 

asked if they had slept well and if they had been afraid of the lightning. They answered they were fine and did not 

want to move to another location. Baba said Harold should remain there, but Virginia was to share a bed with Bea 

Dimpfl in the Cabin on the Hill. 

Eruch spread a kerchief on the ground by the lake, and Baba sat for about fifteen minutes doing his imperceptible 

Universal work. He then walked to the kitchen and sat with his lovers during their breakfast. 

Around 7:45 A.M., everyone was assembled around the sandy traffic circle. Baba sat on a pine rail fence overlooking 

the lake. Filis described the scene: 

Presently, he rose and faced west. He was working — his fingers pulsed with the rapid, characteristic gestures. 

His head was bowed, and his face was drawn and full of suffering. He did, indeed, look as if the suffering of 

the world were upon him. The others from town joined us in silence, and nothing was heard for a while, but the 

whir of the crickets and the lapping of the lake. 

Then Baba crossed to the opposite side of the traffic circle, and faced east. Again, he worked. Twice more he 

moved and stood working, so that he had stood at the four compass points. In the end, his face had cleared, his 

posture changed, and with one of those rapid alterations of his inner spiritual rhythm, he seemed happy and 

radiant again. 

Baba walked along the pathway to the Barn, beckoning his lovers to follow. After a few hundred feet, he motioned 

them to stop, and through Eruch, asked them to concentrate for one minute while looking into his eyes. According to 

Filis: "We all stood around him and obeyed, for what seemed not one minute, but an eternity, staring into those deep 

black eye pools." Baba then moved them into four different groups and hinted that he was working through them for 

the world. 

Perhaps Baba's work was related to or manifested in world events, because that same day the Suez Canal was seized 

and nationalized by the new ruler of Egypt, Colonel Gammal Abdel Nasser. This military seizure was in retaliation 

for the American and British withdrawal of their offer to help Egypt finance its Aswan High Dam across the Nile 

(done in hopes that Nasser's semi-dictatorial regime would collapse). Also that day the ocean liner Andrea Doria 

sank with 46 casualties. 

Baba then turned and greeted Mahdah Love and a friend named Linda, who had driven up from St. Petersburg, 

Florida. Mahdah had met Baba in Myrtle Beach in 1952, but had recently become a follower of the saint Kirpal 

Singh. Baba drew her off to one side, spoke to her for a few moments and then embraced her. She was given a 

personal interview later and told to return home. 

Baba walked back to the Lagoon Cabin where, at about 9:00 A.M., he resumed seeing people privately. Darwin's 

family were the first to meet him. Leatrice Shaw asked Baba if she should undergo an eye operation, and he replied 

he would discuss it with her and her parents later. For the moment, he assured them, "Don't worry about anything. 

Worry only about loving me more and more." 

Darwin's parents, Aaron and Helen Shaw, also met Baba, as did his niece, Dolores. 

Next were Laura and Lee Delavigne who had also met Baba in 1952. The Delavignes had retired and moved near 

the Center in the residential development called Briarcliffe Acres. Baba would call the Delavignes "his neighbors." 

He told Laura, “You have always been my neighbor,” and added, “We are all neighbors in God.” 

 
65 The heavy rainstorm in Myrtle Beach coincided with a famous maritime disaster the same night: the 

sinking of the Andrea Dorea off the coast of Massachusetts, in which 46 people died.  



 

 

Baba spoke with Ivy, Elizabeth and “Energy” (Marion) Florsheim. Marion asked about having two dormitories 

constructed on the Center. Baba said, "No one except Elizabeth can add to the Meher Center." The question of 

raising funds was discussed, and Baba stated, "I do not want money now. After the 15th of February, I will need 

money for a huge congregation of men and women. Don't ask for any contributions now." 

Elizabeth and Marion left, and Don Stevens was called. Differences between him and Ivy were laid before Baba, 

who decided: "All the returns [profit from Sufism Reoriented activities] are to be utilized to spread God Speaks in 

every nook and corner of the world. I am not worried about publicity."66 

At one point, discussing Bernard Carvalho's personality, Baba observed, "He loves me, but cannot finalize anything. 

He wants to work, but somehow he is under helpless conditions and is not able to do so." 

Dr. Lind and his wife, residents of Myrtle Beach, met Baba next. The doctor asked, "Could you tell me when I am 

going to die?" 

"You will live seven more years," Baba assured him. 

The doctor was unconvinced. "I disagree," he stated. 

Baba said, "Give me a promise that if you survive for seven more years, you will live only for God." Lind willingly 

promised. 

Dr. Bolen saw Baba again, and this time brought his wife, daughter and three sons. 

To Carrie Ben Shammai, Baba stated, "I have entered your heart forever, and you have entered my heart forever. I 

shall ever be with you wherever you might be and under all circumstances until eternity.” 

To the next woman who saw him privately, Baba urged, "Love me. You will see me within you. Read God Speaks, 

and don't worry about anything." 

"I was an orphan and never knew my parents," she said. 

"Consider yourself God's child and leave everything to Him." Baba asked if she was prepared to do so, and when 

she replied affirmatively he asked her to repeat his name fourteen times alone at midnight. 

A 14-year-old boy named Peter Thibodeau was working at the Center that summer, doing odd jobs and running 

errands. Peter’s father, Dr. J. Harold Thibodeau, 39, was Elizabeth’s chiropractor, and she invited the doctor to meet 

Baba. Dr. Thibodeau’s mother had recently passed away, and he asked Baba, "Will I see her again before I pass on?" 

Baba said he would. 

"Can I do anything to help my memory?" he asked. 

"Do you have faith in me?" Baba asked. 

Thibodeau said yes. "Then every day before rising from bed, repeat 'Lord Jesus Christ' fourteen times, and when you 

go to bed repeat his name seven times." 

To friends of the Thibodeaus, Dr. Lee Sessions and his wife, Vickie, of Charleston, South Carolina, and their son, 

Baba said, "There is nothing to say. Only love and bestow love!" 

Dana Field brought Mr. Miller and his wife Mary from Miami to see Baba. They, too, were told to read God Speaks. 

Eileen Coates, who lived in Briarcliffe Acres, met Baba next. She was closely connected with Elizabeth and the 

Center. 

A Mr. Fleming followed, to whom Baba said, "Whether one loves me or not, I give my blessings to all!" 

Harry Kenmore met with Baba that morning, and then Mike Loftus of the Sufi group. 

A Parsi doctor from Florida named Faredoon Birdi met Baba, and lastly two more Myrtle Beach neighbors, Mr. and 

Mrs. Kenneth Ellsworth. 

As mentioned, Virginia Rudd was pregnant, and when Baba saw her and her husband, Harold (an aspiring actor), in 

the Lagoon Cabin he rubbed his own belly as if to say he understood Virginia's condition completely. “This child is 

 

66 At a later meeting during the same visit, Baba instructed that the net profits from the sales of God Speaks 

were to be divided equally between the Meher Spiritual Center and Sufism Reoriented. 

 



 

 

of my own personal selection,” Baba informed them. “It is my boon to you. When it grows up it will be one of the 

best.” 

He instructed Virginia, “When it is being born, say my name seven times.” Baba held Virginia’s hands, looked into 

her eyes and told her to practice repeating his name in front of him, which she did. Pointing at Harold, Baba teased, 

"He didn't do this. I did!” 

A few days later, Baba told some of his lovers, "I searched all over before I selected this soul to come to them."67 

Virginia Rudd had issues with her feet and had found a pair of sandals that had helped her. She brought a pair for 

Baba which she thought might ease his leg pain. Baba told her to put one of the sandals on his right foot. She did, 

but Baba said it wasn’t what he wears and told her to preserve it as it had been on his feet. He added, “You are so 

blessed to have touched my foot.” 

On another occasion, when Harold and Virginia Rudd were in the Lagoon Cabin with a few others, Baba waited a 

while in silence until all were there and had gathered quietly. He then pointed to Harold and said, "I love Virginia 

very much. Are you not jealous?" Harold only smiled. 

Again, Baba asked the same question. Harold smiled and said, "The more you love her the happier I am; the more 

she loves you, the happier I am." 

Baba, however, persisted in this line of questioning. "Are you sure you aren't jealous?" With that, Harold rushed up 

past people and threw himself down on the floor in front of Baba with arms outstretched and eyes closed. He 

shouted, "Take my life. Take it now — this instant! Take it!" Three times he repeated this, each time raising himself 

to speak and then lying back down. 

Baba looked very solemn. The fourth time Harold raised himself to speak, he said simply: "Only, in exchange, fill 

Virginia's heart full of happiness." 

Baba said very seriously, "I know everything. I know that Harold is not play-acting. People think that Harold is 

acting, but Baba knows better." He called Virginia, made the couple embrace in his presence, and then soon after 

dismissed everyone. 

Baba's schedule that day was a bit hectic and crowded. This was because Baba had expressly stated to Elizabeth 

upon his arrival in New York that he did not wish his whole time in Myrtle Beach to be taken up with interviews, 

but wished to be in seclusion part of his visit, and also to have leisure time to be with the various groups. Thus, the 

interviews originally scheduled for Saturday and Sunday had been shifted to Wednesday and Thursday. Even so, 

some people missed their morning appointment. Baba then invited them to be present in the Barn that afternoon. 

 

Baba left the Lagoon Cabin and had his lunch in the Guest House. Afterwards he spoke with Ivy, Don Stevens and 

others, repeating what he had told Max Haefliger about Saint Francis: "Saint Francis of Assisi was the only one of 

the very few saints in the West to become a Perfect Master." 

Don asked, "Baba, you have explained in the Discourses, God Speaks and elsewhere that an individual cannot attain 

God-realization without the aid of a living Perfect Master. Since there was no Perfect Master in the West at that 

time, how did Saint Francis achieve Realization?" 

Baba turned to Ivy and asked, "Have you heard of the ancient Sufi prophet, Khwaja Khizr?" She replied that she had 

heard Rabia Martin speak of him. Baba explained: "Khwaja Khizr now and then takes on a physical body if there is 

some spiritual situation that absolutely demands it. The Realization of Francis was such a case, because he had no 

Perfect Master to give him Realization. So on the night we read about on Mount La Verna, [near] Assisi, during 

which Saint Francis also received the stigmata [wounds of the Crucified Christ], Khwaja Khizr, in his temporary 

human form, gave this beloved Western saint the touch of grace which made him a Perfect Soul — a Sadguru or 

Perfect Master."68 

After this explanation, Baba, Eruch, Adi, Meherjee and Nilu walked back to Baba's house to rest until 1:30 P.M. A 

group of younger lovers walked with them. When they arrived at the fenced entrance to the house, Baba dismissed 

them to go back. 

 
67 A baby boy was born two months later and Baba sent this cable to Harold: “I share the happiness and 

suffering of my lovers. Love to Virginia, you and baby.”  
68 In an earlier discourse, given in November 1927, Baba states that Saint Francis traveled to India and 

received God-realization from a Hindu Perfect Master.  



 

 

The group stopped in the little clearing in front of Baba's house and began talking, but Bili Eaton followed Baba. 

The mandali had gone ahead. Bili recalled the incident: 

I could not leave him. It was as though I were tied to him. I stopped at the gate because I did not dare go any 

farther. Baba turned around and looked at me and the love in his eyes was fantastic! All the while I looked, his 

eyes were glowing and he looked at me and smiled. It was as though I could feel the pull. I glanced over at the 

others, but they were standing there not noticing. The mandali, walking ahead, did not notice, either. It was as 

if Baba and I were alone in the world. 

Baba then gestured to me to go and walked on up the path to his house. I remained standing there, unable to 

move. Baba turned around again, his eyes glowing. He looked at me, and I could feel the pull. He smiled and 

made the same gesture. He turned around a third time, and this time I made the motion, "Why are you pulling 

me and sending me away at the same time?" He smiled a beautiful smile, and then I was released. He continued 

toward the house, but this time I was able to walk away. Not easily, but I was able to move. 

There is no use in trying to describe the feeling I had. It was ecstasy and bliss. I will never forget it! It was the 

most wonderful experience I’ve ever had. 

There is no other love in the world. I do not care how many lovers you have had, husbands or wives, children, 

brothers or sisters; put them all together and it does not compare. 

At 1:30 in the afternoon, Adi drove Baba back to the Guest House. It was raining, but Baba walked to the kitchen, 

where at 2:00 P.M. Elizabeth's birthday party began. Baba himself cut the cake and gave Elizabeth the promised 

seven hugs. After everyone had sung Happy Birthday and had their cake and ice cream, Elizabeth was given a 

birthday card, which Baba signed on one page and the others on another. 

Everyone then followed Baba on foot to the Barn. While following Baba, his lovers were like small children, always 

trying to get as close to him as possible. Once, when they were walking to the Barn, a woman was steadfastly 

following ten paces behind Baba. On the way, she got a twig stuck in her sandal, and she stopped to remove it. The 

instant she lifted her foot, Baba, too, stopped. He turned around and looked at her and smiled as if to say, "That is all 

right, darling, I will wait." She took the twig out, and put her foot down. Baba turned and continued the walk. 

Andy Muir was watching this mini-drama and remembered it as one of the most touching things that he had ever 

seen in his life. Baba was so considerate. He stopped even though he was walking in front with his back to the 

woman, so she wouldn't worry over the delay. 

When all had assembled, Baba presented Elizabeth with a large bouquet of yellow chrysanthemums and lavender 

gladioli, a gift from the entire group. Baba repeated his statement of the day before that of all the places in the world, 

he was most comfortable here at Meher Center. 

During her interview with Baba the day before, Marion Florsheim had made a suggestion to Baba about the Center, 

and Baba now asked her to repeat it before all. Marion rose and said: "Seeing how beautiful everything is here, and 

knowing how everyone felt within his or her heart in being able to share it, I asked if it pleased Elizabeth and fitted 

into the plan that from our love, a dormitory for men and one for women could be built." 

Eruch asked, "And what did Baba reply?" 

"Baba said that Elizabeth had created the entire place, and that he loved it beyond all other places in the world; that 

her hands had done it all, and that he wished it to remain that way." 

In response, Baba stated, "All that you find here is Elizabeth's labor of love. Through her love for me, she has done 

everything to make me feel comfortable at the Center here. If there is an addition from the outside, it will look ..." 

Eruch could not find the right English word to translate Baba's meaning; several voices from the audience suggested 

it was "anomalous" or "unsuitable." 

Marion continued: "Baba gave another message also. He said that when he leaves the West, he goes back to India 

into seclusion for five months, until February 15, 1957, and he will not accept any money at this time and will take 

no funds with him to India. Whatever balance might remain, if any, in the Meher Baba Hospitality Fund treasury 

that the New York group has gathered [which covered the around-the-world air fares and New York expenses of 

Baba and the four mandali], whatever may remain, if any, at the end of our trip, Baba will give us instructions about 

it in San Francisco. 

"When Baba returns to India, he will be in deep seclusion for five months and working very intensely and fasting; he 

may not remain in Satara." 



 

 

Baba said: "I might remain locked up in Satara or I might go to a different place; I might go to the top of a mountain 

or under it. But for five months, I am going to be in seclusion, working very intensively. Why? Because the time is 

at hand to break my silence." 

Marion was asked to continue: "After the five months' seclusion ends, Baba is thinking of having a very big meeting 

in India, calling Western men and women and saints from different parts of India. It will be on a very large scale. 

Baba said we should save our contributions for our fares to India and for helping others not so fortunate. Those who 

can afford to come should go to India, and those who can afford to should contribute. Those that are unable to come, 

Baba says, they will remain in Baba's heart at the time of the meeting. Those that do not have the fare, and are 

unable to contribute, should not worry." 

Baba gestured, "Have you followed what Baba said? Who has not heard properly? Don, will you please repeat." Don 

Stevens repeated the gist of this message, which was news to many present. 

Baba continued: "There are many good saints in India. There are some on the Path. Some are advanced souls. There 

is one, Gadge Maharaj, in the Deccan. He is a great one. 

"Don, have you heard of him, have you seen him?" Don said he had not. 

"Gadge Maharaj has a very large following. He is about 90 years of age and walks about all the time, telling others 

to love God. And Gadge Maharaj loves me intensely, very deeply. In India, when there was the sahavas meeting in 

1954, and the Western men were there, Gadge Maharaj came to my darshan. Who has seen him at that time?" Fred 

Winterfeldt, Darwin Shaw, John Bass, Dana Field, Joseph Harb and others put up their hands. Ben Hayman said he 

arrived in India too late. 

"Gadge Maharaj came to me, he bowed down to me. I made him sit near me. He was sitting for a long time near me. 

He is very well known in different parts of India, although he works in the Deccan. Wherever he goes, a huge crowd 

gathers around him to hear him speak. And he loves me; he knows my greatness." 

Adi related, "Once Gadge Maharaj told me: 'Tell Baba to bless me. He is the World Teacher and I am just an 

ordinary saint. He is the Big Sun and I am just a flame. Tell him to bless me!' " 

Baba continued: "In India, there are many saints, but seven of them are my beloved children. One is Gadge Maharaj 

... He is on the sixth plane. There are six others: Kirpal Singh, Kammu Baba, Nityananda of Bombay, [Swami 

Papa] Ramdas of Malabar. In the Himalayas, there is one Vishnu Dutt Digambar; [Swami] Shivananda [of 

Rishikesh]. They are my beloved children.  

“I am thinking of having a big meeting after the 15th of February. I want to invite these seven [saints]. This meeting 

will be a very great affair, and I do not want you to miss the opportunity. If I invite you, try to come. Elizabeth, you 

must not try, but must come. After that meeting, the breaking of my silence, my glorification, my manifestation, all 

will happen in quick succession, as I have declared. 

"All of you remember one thing. After the 15th of February, you may contribute if you wish; save now for the 

journey so that you can attend the meeting. From now on, try to save to attend the meeting if you are invited, so that 

you can afford the airfares and so forth. Do not think of giving to Baba now." 

Baba motioned for Eruch to explain: "When Baba goes into seclusion in India, he locks himself up in a room; the 

doors and windows are all locked and there is hardly a breath of air. If Baba permits someone to remain with him, 

the one who remains feels absolutely suffocated. But Baba sits all day like that, closed and locked in. Baba says the 

whole world is nearer to him when he is in seclusion." 

Don Stevens then stood up and, as asked by Baba, read three of his messages: “The Binding Past,” “The Law of 

Karma” and “Freedom from Opposites.” 

When he finished, Baba clapped his hands. Someone had fallen asleep, so Baba asked Don to read them again, and 

then explain what they meant. One message emphasized that the past cannot be changed and is like a frozen lake, 

but it continues to mold the present and the future of the limited I. Another emphasized that after physical death we 

experience the heaven and hell mental states. 

"Do you understand it?" Baba asked. 

When Don nodded yes, Baba gestured, "Good, because I don't!" 

As the laughter died down, Baba asked, "Where is heaven and where is hell? Don, you explain." 

Don replied, "As I understand it, these are illusory states, which exist only in the mind. They have no reality; they 

are part of illusion." 

Baba said: 



 

 

When I was young, about thirteen years of age, I met an Irani gentleman, a very stout, strong, healthy man, and 

two or three other friends of his. They called me and made me sit near them. I was just a child. One Irani was 

preparing the Indian bhang, a certain concoction [of hashish] that brings one intoxication. The three were 

enjoying their drink. One Irani was clever and had known my father, Sheriarji. So he called me over and made 

me sit near him. He had taken a lot to drink and was telling the others in a lively voice, "I am in heaven today." 

I enjoyed their talk. Then he got up, the others also, and they started walking. I knew there was a trickle of 

water there crossing the road ahead; and, as everyone in India knows, the reaction of bhang is such that a drop 

of water appears to be as big as an ocean. So that intoxicated fellow stopped, thinking that there was a big 

stream right across the road — he actually experienced that trickle of water as a big stream and he wanted to 

jump over it! He tried his best to cross it with a long jump, but he jumped so hard he broke his leg. Then he 

cried, "Now I am in hell!" 

So both these heaven and hell states are there, they are experienced, but they do not exist. They are part of 

maya. 

Don read “The Law of Karma” a second time, and Baba asked him again to give the gist of it. Don replied, "Baba, I 

understand from this that it is quite true that the entire universe is governed by laws. The material world may be less 

understandable in terms of being governed by laws, but the whole universe is governed by law, just like a good 

business." 

Baba said: 

Although the whole universe is illusion, yet it is governed by a law, a definite law; and that law deals with 

every detail. We cannot escape from the law of karma. But when we transcend illusion, the law does not bind 

us any longer. 

Krishna said the same thing to Arjuna, "Kill your relatives! Kill your friends!" in the battle of Kurukshetra. You 

must have heard about the famous battle. Arjuna refused, saying, "How can I kill my own kith and kin?" 

Krishna then declared, "I am above the Law. The whole creation is from me, and you will not be bound." 

If here and now I tell you there is an ant, and suddenly Don kills it, of course, a binding is then created — the 

impression of the act of killing. You cannot be free from that binding. You are bound because you killed one 

ant. Every action that you do binds you — every action, every little action, whether good or bad. The good 

action also binds you, but you are bound then, let us say, by a chain of gold. And, if the actions are bad, then 

you are bound, say, by a chain of steel. 

Christ said, "Leave all and follow me." What did that mean? 

Don replied, "I assume it means literally to leave everything and follow Christ within yourself." 

Baba continued: 

But the meaning behind it was not to leave all these things; not to renounce the world, it was to obey. Leave all 

thoughts, your selfish thoughts, and simply obey me. Then, you are liberated, you are free. But if you cannot, 

then more and more bindings are created, for every action creates a binding. 

You are very old, Don, ages old! And you are bound. And you will be bound and you will go on getting bound 

age after age. Age after age, the same bindings will be created, you'll try to free yourself and in so doing, get 

re-bound. But once you are liberated completely, then you will realize that there was no binding at all. It was 

just imagination — a dream; you were seeing and experiencing only a dream. 

All of you here are very old — ancient ones. All are God, God is within each one, and God is not bound by 

time: He is eternal. You are all eternal. Now you are bound. You feel you are bound and you continue to get 

bound; but there will be a time when every individual gets freed, gets liberated. Then that individual realizes 

that all his bindings were just in a dream — he was seeing a dream. 

Christ took upon himself the sufferings of others. Why? To liberate humanity. And the bindings are still there. 

Mankind is still bound. Yet, liberation does not require time. You are bound for ages, but when you get 

liberated, it is instantaneous — it comes in a flash! 

Just think of it. God is within all, in everyone, and He is infinite. God is all-powerful, God is all-bliss. And yet, 

though God is in each one, how helpless we feel! We weep, we feel pain, we feel sorrow, although God, Who 

is so infinitely powerful and blissful, is there! Why? It is because of our own bindings. But there is one way to 

get liberated from these bindings, and that is through love." 

Don Stevens read the third message “Freedom from Opposites” once more. And Baba added: 



 

 

You have heard this read out, and everyone listened. But it is not the experience — just hearing all these things. 

It can be understood mentally. Mind can appreciate it. Mind understands all this. But what is wanted is actual 

experience. As soon as you get the Experience, you know! You know that everything is illusion and that God is 

Reality. 

When I was studying in school, in college, I was not interested in reading about all these things, of course. I had 

nothing to do with spirituality. I never read philosophical or spiritual books. My father Sheriarji was thinking 

all the time of God and searching for Him. He was a seeker, a great seeker. He roamed on foot from place to 

place in Iran, then came to India. He was searching, but he couldn’t find what he was looking for. In India, he 

married. Why? Because of past connections, past impressions or sanskaras. 

When I was in college, I met Babajan. I was going to college on my cycle, and Babajan was sitting there under 

a tree. Around her, she had a group of some Pathans. They are a very stalwart people, very fierce-looking. And 

Babajan, the old lady, just called me, beckoned me, and I got down from the cycle. Then she kissed me on the 

forehead — and I knew, [I had] that Experience. At that very moment, everything disappeared, vanished 

completely. Why? Because I found myself INFINITE. There was no room for anything else besides me. That 

kiss made me Infinite, so that there was no room for anything else. Everything vanished but me! How can I 

explain that Experience to you? But when you get that Experience, you come to know. 

When I experienced that bliss, that infinite bliss which had no break, it was continual — it is continuing even 

now. Of course, it is eternal, it has no break. Then I went to Upasni Maharaj — I was drawn there, I do not 

know how. He brought me back to normal consciousness. 

You have no idea what that means — to come down to normal consciousness! Every little thing, every moment, 

was a crucifixion for me. To come down from that infinite bliss to normal consciousness of this material, 

illusory world is crucifixion. 

Even now, it is the same. You all find me cheerful, happy, but inwardly, within, I am in infinite agony. Why? 

Because I experience through all of you your own bondage. 

If you can love me, love God, your love will make you know me. If you can make others happy through your 

love, without seeking your own happiness, you can free yourself from this bondage. You can then find me as I 

really am. No sooner do you get the Experience, than you feel liberated and experience infinite bliss. 

Baba then walked briskly back to the main part of the Center. The children were all in the boathouse, waiting to go 

out on the lake in the black Venetian gondola. Baba entered the boathouse and caressed each child lovingly. Baba 

stood on the grass with everyone, watching as the gondolier, one of the black handymen at the Center, took the 

children in groups for a ride. 

Baba mounted the brick steps again and sat down on a white wood bench at the cliff's edge. He began tossing sweets 

to the crowd as prasad. The sweets ran out and Kitty ran for more. With a loving smile, Baba dropped a candy into 

Harry Kenmore's open palm. At 6:30 P.M., Baba retired to his house for the night. Before leaving, he said: "I'll walk 

with you, I'll talk with you, I'll play with you, but I want you to remember that I am the Highest of the High." 

 

On Friday morning, 27 July 1956, Baba had an early breakfast, because the television film crew was scheduled to 

arrive shortly. He also had a few private interviews, the first with Michael and Anne Kohanow of New York City. 

Baba asked Michael, "Do you accept me as your Master?" 

Michael replied, "My mind accepts you." 

Baba explained to him, "Love, deep down, is calm like the depth of the ocean. Shallow waters show disturbance on 

the surface." 

Sam Cohen, who it seems had not seen Baba since 1937 in Cannes, met with him that morning. Baba told Sam to 

begin repeating his name at midnight after Baba left Myrtle Beach. 

One of those who met Baba for the first time was a lawyer from Washington, D.C., named Edward "Ned" Foote, 47. 

Ned had come to know of Baba through his wife, Dorothea, also 47, who had learned about Baba in 1954 from Ivy. 

Ivy's husband Terry and Ned were having a business meeting then, and so the wives were talking until they finished. 

Dorothea had been looking for a Master since 1944 and was intrigued by what Ivy told her of Baba. She had driven 

down to Myrtle Beach from Washington with Peggy and Andy Muir and eleven other Sufis. Ned was concerned 

about her involvement, but when she phoned him from the Center he consented to come down and meet Baba for 

himself. On entering the Lagoon Cabin, Ned looked straight into Baba's eyes and instantly knew who he was. Baba 

put a nut into his mouth as prasad. 



 

 

Another married couple meeting Baba for the first time was Marvin and Jeannie Campen of Chicago. Marvin, 38, 

had joined Sufism Reoriented after becoming associated with Don Stevens in 1949. Jeannie, too, was interested in 

spirituality, although she never joined the Sufi order. Both were deeply drawn to Baba and became dedicated to his 

cause. 

During their two-day stay at the Center, they met Baba in the Lagoon Cabin with Ivy. Marvin recalled: “As we 

walked into Baba’s presence and knelt at his feet, a tremendous force literally struck me in the solar plexus. Then a 

warm glow flowed outward through all parts of my body. Afterwards came tears and a great feeling of peace and 

contentment that lingered long, even after we left Baba’s physical presence.” 

At their request, Kitty arranged a private interview for the Muirs. Peggy wanted very much to learn from Baba 

whether they should continue their work as Sufi preceptors. At the Lagoon Cabin, Baba's chair was positioned in the 

middle of the cabin. There was just room enough for them to kneel in front of him. Both were crying and almost 

incoherent, but Baba knew what they wanted to know. He asked them, "What does Ivy say [about their work]?" 

They replied, "We feel it is what she wants us to do." 

Baba put his right hand on Peggy's head and his left hand on Andy's head and said, "Do it together.” 

On his way to the kitchen, Baba asked if Adele, Bili, Beryl and Filis had written yet to Mehera and the other women 

mandali in India. Again, he stopped by the boathouse and asked Harold Rudd if he had slept well. 

 

On the schedule that day were the dedication ceremonies of the Center. The mayor of Myrtle Beach had been 

invited, and the NBC-TV cameramen were to come from New York and film the proceedings for the nationally 

televised "Dave Garroway Show." It was also the "open day" for the townspeople of Myrtle Beach to come for 

Baba's darshan, and the event had been publicized in the local papers. 

At 8:30 A.M., Baba came to the Barn. He stationed Margaret Craske and Agnes Baron at the front steps to write 

down the names of those coming for darshan. Margaret was instructed to tell each one: "I have a message for you 

from Baba. You are not to ask questions, and there will be no private interviews today. Just accept Baba's love and 

darshan." Jeanne Shaw was to add that they should eat the prasad Baba would give them. 

At first, only a few persons were present. Baba disappeared behind the Barn for a while, and then went back in and 

sat down on the high-backed chair. First, all those staying on the Center and in Myrtle Beach lined up outside to 

receive the prasad of a cherry and mints. 

Later, during a lull, Baba called in the four women, Adele, Bili, Beryl and Filis, and asked them to read their joint 

letter to Mehera. He admonished Adele and Beryl for their portions and asked them to rewrite them. He dictated the 

following to Adele for her section: 

"Baba is the Soul of souls, 

The Beloved of the Gods, 

The Life of his lovers, and 

He is the slave of his dear ones." 

But Adele, instead of making this part of her own composition as Baba wanted, quoted him. Again Baba had her 

rewrite it. Adele looked very downcast, but Baba said, "Don't you know why I am doing all this? So that you all 

have more chance to be near me!" The next time the four ladies were called, Sylvia De Long was called in with 

them. 

At eleven o’clock, Baba came out on the porch. Filis slipped a garland over his head, saying, "The mayor was 

supposed to put this on you, but he will not come because he is out of town." However, reporters from the Myrtle 

Beach Sun, the Myrtle Beach News and the Charleston News & Courier had arrived, and each interviewed and 

photographed him. 

Baba returned to the Barn, and a few more came in before all adjourned for lunch. One hundred and sixty-one 

persons had taken darshan that morning. 

After lunch, at 1:30 everyone gathered in the compound outside the Guest House as Baba sat in the shade of the 

rose-covered fence. He asked for Ben Hayman. Mike Loftus, who had been tape-recording Baba's conversations in 

the Barn and elsewhere on the Center, was crouched before Baba as usual with his tape recorder. He volunteered to 

look for Ben, but he was anxious about leaving his machine. He asked Dick Galor to watch it; then Baba joked to 

Dick, "What about me? If you are not watchful, I will pinch it. I am the Universal Thief! I steal the hearts of all!" 



 

 

When Ben appeared, Eruch said to him, "Baba wanted you three times this morning." 

Baba commented, "All those who love me have gone crazy! No doubt, the sun is affecting the brain! 

"Margaret [Craske] was there at the Barn requesting all the visitors not to waste time by asking me questions. So 

after she must have said this to about two or three hundred people, I just warned her, saying, 'Margaret, if you 

continue to say six sentences to them, you will have a sore throat — so try to keep lozenges just to soothe your 

throat.' Bili must have heard this and thought I had a sore throat, and she had better get me some lozenges. So she 

informed Kitty and Energy." 

Bili Eaton had run back to the kitchen and asked Kitty if there were any lozenges. Someone ran for a pack in their 

cabin, and Energy, on her trip to town, brought back six packets. At lunch, Kitty asked Baba how his throat was, and 

this was how the whole story came out. 

Baba continued, "That does not mean that I cannot have a sore throat. I do have sore throats. I do have colds. I am 

susceptible to all the ailments. Universal suffering I take on myself, but at this moment, I am not suffering. 

"This morning, Mrs. Duce and Don Stevens told me, 'Baba, try to be ready at 12:30 because the TV program is 

arranged, and you will be wanted at 12:30.' After leaving the Barn, I walked the distance to my house and after a 

hasty lunch there, I returned to be here at exactly 12:30. Now it is 1:30, and there is no sign of either Don Stevens or 

the television people or Ivy Duce!" 

Ivy stepped forward and said, "I'm here." 

Baba continued, "At 2:30, I will be in the Barn, because people will be there. Elizabeth tells me it is announced in 

the local newspaper that I will give an audience from 2:30 onwards. Then Kitty told me, 'Baba, please do not go 

there because the television program begins from here [the Guest House].' Now, I just ask you all whether I should 

stay here! I want your answer, Mrs. Duce, what should I do now?" 

Ben Hayman quipped, "You might as well leave it to her, it will be that way anyhow!" At which all dissolved into 

laughter. 

Ivy solemnly said, "Baba, what is your will in me to say?" 

Baba beckoned her to speak up, and she said, "Well, it is not yet 2:30. You can wait until that time." Thereupon, 

more discussion followed between Baba, Elizabeth and Ivy about what Baba would do when the TV people arrived. 

Finally, Ivy said, "Baba, why don't you do what you please until 2:30 and see what happens in the meantime?" 

To which Baba replied, "I will do what I want. I will never listen to anyone. It has been my habit — my ages-old 

habit — I do what I know is best for you all. I will never listen to any suggestions. Whatever is best for you all, I do, 

because I know. 

"You may disperse now, but do not go out for a swim. Who was on the beach just before lunch? Did anyone go out 

swimming?" 

Christine Wise spoke up, and said that she had gone swimming alone. Baba mentioned that it would be better if they 

always went to the beach in a group, not alone.69 

They were about to disperse when Baba explained about sending Mahdah Love back home. As mentioned, Mahdah 

had become a follower of Kirpal Singh. Baba asked Bili Eaton to read the notes of explanation he had dictated. In 

them, Baba explained that Mahdah had come all the way from Florida to see him. Baba embraced her and told her 

that he loved her and that she had a good heart. She said that Baba had helped her very much since she met him in 

1952. She was also very happy to know that Kirpal Singh, at the age of 62, had come all the way from Delhi to 

Satara in the extreme heat to take Baba's darshan, and she thought it significant. Baba replied to her, "I love Kirpal 

Singh very much. I am the Lord of the Universe and all saints are my children." 

And he added, "Just as Kirpal Singh went directly back to Delhi after seeing me, so you, too, should do the same and 

return to Florida," and she agreed. 

When Mahdah Love questioned Baba whether he would return to Myrtle Beach, he replied, "It all depends on my 

wishes. I might come here in the future and stay for a longer time." 

After the notes were read out and copies given to all present, Baba joked, "There is this trouble about an 'old' man of 

62! So, if Kirpal Singh is 62 and can be called an old man, then I should be called an old man also!" 

Someone quipped, "Baba is 62 years young!" to which he answered, "I am very ancient; I am the Ancient One." 

 
69 Christine Wise was an old friend of Agnes Baron. They had attended Antioch College together. She met 

Baba in 1952, and later assisted Harry Kenmore. 



 

 

He turned to Ben Hayman (who was 66) and said, "Ben, you and I are young!" 

The television crew had not yet arrived, so Baba was driven to the Barn. It looked like rain was imminent, and Baba 

called everyone inside. About 91 people had his darshan. Baba instructed Don and Fred, and later Charmian, to 

drive to the airport and wait for the TV people. He asked Ivy to alternately remain posted at the gateway to the 

Center for fifteen minutes and then for fifteen minutes at the Barn in Andy Muir's car. That morning, Baba had 

remarked to Ivy in regard to the TV filming, "I will either make it go smoothly, or put some friction into it." His 

words seemed to be coming true, as in fact, because of engine trouble, the crew's flight was canceled. After a long 

search, Bernard Carvalho finally found a small private plane and flew them, himself, through a storm to Myrtle 

Beach.70 

While they waited, Baba chatted lightheartedly with his lovers, who sat around him in a circle on chairs and on the 

floor. He remarked, "I want you all to listen very carefully to what I say. It appears so simple, yet it is so very 

important for my lovers. To love me is to lose yourself in me, and to find me as your own Self is to leave all your 

pleasures and pains to me. What does that mean?" 

A feminine voice answered, "Very simple — just leave everything to Baba!" 

"Everything!" Baba emphasized. "And remain happy! Leave your pleasures to me, leave your pains to me — and 

then you remain free! But it is a great thing, a difficult thing. Say you have three children and all three of them die at 

one stroke. Naturally, what can you say? You must not only say, but feel, 'I leave all this to Baba. It is his wish, it is 

his pleasure.' 

"Kabir said a wise thing. This morning when I was strolling here, I asked Eruch to write it down." Eruch, and then 

Adi, repeated the verse in Hindi. Eruch said, "Kabir was a Perfect Master. All over India, people revere him and 

love him. He said this to his own Master. I will give you the English translation; Baba translated it this morning: 

Nothing that I have belongs to me. 

All that I have belongs to you. 

What will I lose if I surrender to you 

What belongs to you! 

Baba emphasized, "That is what I want to tell my lovers: your pains and pleasures, leave all to me." 

It had been quite warm in the Barn, but the rain began and soon large hail stones were falling. Baba motioned that 

they should try to leave early. A few did leave at this point. During the storm, Baba left his chair, got up and walked 

about restlessly. He stepped out on the verandah and his fingers worked. Then he sat down again. Soon Kitty came 

in to say the TV camera crew was at the airport. Baba said, "The TV people have brought the rain with them!" 

About the "silence-meeting" the next day, Baba stated: 

When you are here, I want you to keep alert. Try to remain alert and fresh. Do not feel drowsy when you come 

tomorrow evening. Tomorrow is an important day. Avail yourself of the opportunity I want to give you all here 

in this Barn. 

I come down to your level to such an extent that I mix with you all. I appear to you to be gay, cheerful, playful. 

[But] you have no idea of my divinity, of my all-pervading state. I have the greatest sense of humor, the same 

as Krishna. That sense of humor should not mislead you or make you forget who I really am. Don’t mix me up 

as one of you! It is possible only for the saints and those on the higher path, the real saints of higher 

consciousness, to know me a little. If you had just a glimpse of me, you would lose your body consciousness 

completely. 

I am like a child, playful, free, and also like an old man. I am soft as butter and hard as steel simultaneously. 

Only those who love me sincerely with all their hearts can know me a little. Mind can never know me, mind 

can never touch me. I am beyond that, beyond mind. 

Here, we are all sitting, waiting patiently for the television people to come. For me, all this is immaterial. I do 

not like being bound by programs or such, but I do get myself bound because of your love. My lovers try to see 

that people in the world come to know of me. They learn the truth that I bring with me, and they try their best 

in one way or another. They have fixed this TV program. Therefore, I don't mind even getting myself bound, 

although I do not like to be bound. Of course, you all have to wait patiently with me. There is no chance of 

leaving. Even if you feel thirsty, simply keep quiet about it. 

 
70 Carvalho had been a pilot during World War II. 



 

 

I asked Don to be here in ten minutes. He said, "Yes, Baba, ten minutes." I think not less than 30 minutes have 

passed! Whenever I ask anyone here how long you will take to do this or that, you simply say, "Baba, just a 

minute, Baba. Wait a minute, and I will do that! Just five minutes, Baba, and I’ll be coming!" And I know I 

have simply to multiply by five! 

He continued: 

I had a center at Toka, 40 miles from Ahmednagar. There were many boys there in the center. There is a book 

about it [Sobs and Throbs]. A separate section was for the boys. The men mandali were also there, and the 

women mandali, each in a separate section. It was a very big colony, about 500 people altogether. And I used 

to stay in the big table. Some of you have seen the Table house at Meherabad. There is a small cabin 

underneath the table, and at that time, I used to live in it. For days together, I used to remain on fast, sometimes 

only on plain water, sometimes taking coffee. Of course, I was not in seclusion. At that time, I would allow 

people to come near me. They used to come just for my darshan, as we say in India, to see and to meet me, to 

receive my blessings and love. I used to be very active, although remaining there in the cabin under the table. 

Once it so happened that a man with a beard came there, dressed in a yellow robe, with beads and a long rosary 

in his hand. In India you find many like that — hermits. We call them mahatmas, sadhus: the sign is a long 

beard, a long robe, a rosary and a necklace of beads. He came to me and said, "Baba, I surrender to you." As he 

approached me, he prostrated himself and said, "All that I have, I surrender to you." 

I said, "All right, good," then he left. 

The next day, he came again with his wife and seven children and he said, "Baba, here is all that I have. I 

surrender them to you!" 

As the group smiled at the story, Baba ended: 

The poor fellow was starving. He could not earn anything to feed his family. In India, the sign for those who are 

on the spiritual path is that they surrender tun, mun and dhun — body, mind and life. He knew that when one 

approaches a spiritually perfect Master, it is customary simply to say, "I surrender all," that is body, mind and 

possessions. So I said, "All right, I am pleased," and the next day, he brings me all his possessions. 

Now, who are the six persons who have not received prasad? In India, people receive prasad with great 

reverence, knowing that it is a gift of God to man, a gift of love from God to man. Who can catch? 

Again, Baba distributed prasad. At last, the television crew arrived. They began filming Baba as he tossed prasad to 

his lovers. It was past 6:00 P.M. when they finished. All followed Baba on foot back to the main part of the Center — 

stepping quickly around the large puddles — Baba teasing and joking with them along the way. Fred Winterfeldt 

had been busy all day running errands and had therefore missed being with Baba. At around 6:30 P.M., he brought 

Baba's car back to the Guest House, and Baba ordered him to chauffeur him to his house. Fred was so happy that he 

lost the way and accidentally drove down a dead end. "Baba, the trees just grew in front of the car!" Fred said. Baba 

chuckled, as Fred turned around and took him home. 

The television men spent the night in Myrtle Beach, and early the next morning, Saturday, 28 July 1956, they filmed 

Baba in a spot overlooking the lake. Ivy was sitting beside Baba and they photographed her asking him, "Why 

should misery perpetually exist on earth in spite of God's infinite love and mercy?" 

Baba dictated: "The source of Eternal Bliss is the Self in all. The cause of perpetual misery is the selfishness of all. 

As long as satisfaction is derived through selfish pursuits, misery will always exist. 

"Only because of the infinite love and mercy of God can man learn to realize through the lessons of misery on earth 

that inherent in him is the source of infinite bliss and that all suffering is his labor of love to unveil his own infinite 

Self." 

After a few private interviews, a short business meeting in the Lagoon Cabin was called regarding the Hospitality 

Fund. Baba divided the balance in the fund equally among the Meher Center, Sufism Reoriented and the New York 

Monday Night group. Later, he told the Winterfeldts and Filis Frederick that he wished part of the Monday Night 

group's share to go to The Awakener magazine, which was in financial straits at the time, although no one had 

mentioned this to him. 

At 8:30 A.M., all went to the Barn for the dedication ceremonies. While the TV cameramen and others filmed him, 

Baba spread his hands in blessing and planted a small pine tree to the west of the Barn. Adi shoveled earth over it 

and Don Stevens read a message.71 Little Julie Katz placed a fresh garland around Baba's neck, as did some of the 

 
71 The tree did not survive. 



 

 

other children. Baba was photographed by Joseph Harb and Darwin Shaw as he rested under a tree. Peter Thibodeau 

also garlanded him. 

Kitty, Margaret and Elizabeth sat with Baba after his lunch in the Guest House, and at 2:30 P.M., everyone went to 

Brookgreen Gardens, a 300-acre sculpture garden and wildlife preserve 20 miles south of the Center. Baba and the 

mandali went with Kitty in a car driven by Fred, and the others went in two buses. When they arrived, the entire 

group followed behind Baba, who walked through the exquisite gardens at a rapid pace. He visited the main office 

and then walked around the sculpture hall with its reflecting pool. Then he came out onto the lawn where two 

sedate, black-clad ministers gazed at the odd procession. 

Filis laughed to herself: "Yes, here he is again, being followed by the same crowd of nobodies who love him!" 

Baba sat down under small a fruit tree in a secluded corner of the garden, and his lovers sat about him on the grass. 

An elderly woman named Ruth White, 86, had first heard of Baba through Malcolm Schloss in July 1945, after 

having been associated with the Bahai movement in America. She subsequently wrote to Baba and became very 

involved in his activities. Noting that she was not among them, Baba sent Kitty to find her. She had felt too tired to 

follow. 

Baba played games with his fingers and invited Peter Thibodeau to do the same. Peter tried to imitate Baba's 

dexterity, but not very successfully. Then he called one of Margaret’s dancers, who also tried. 

Baba gazed at his lovers scattered around him on the thick verdant lawn, then commented, "This reminds me of the 

past when Buddha sat under the tree. After Buddha had been fasting for so many weeks, an old woman helped him 

by giving him a [bowl of] rice pudding. Following his eating of that pudding, Buddha sat under the tree, where he 

attained the Goal. As Babajan was to me, so that old woman was to Buddha; for just as that old woman helped 

Buddha to attain superconsciousness, so did Babajan give superconsciousness to me." 

Someone asked the old woman's name. Eruch said he didn’t know, that it isn’t mentioned. Baba pretended to think 

for a moment and then joked, “It was so long ago that I can’t remember.”  

Becoming serious, Baba gave these instructions about the important meeting that evening: "I want you all to be in 

the Barn between 8:00 and 8:30 tonight. Wash your hands and face and take off your sandals or shoes before you 

enter the hall. Sit on the floor of the Barn, not on chairs. Listen to the instructions I will give and do accordingly." 

Eruch inserted, "In India, Baba gives us instructions to wash not only our hands and faces but also our feet before 

we sit on the floor for meetings." 

Baba continued, "I come down to your level where I appear to be gay and happy, mixing with you all and running 

about with you. At the same time, I am on a level with the members of every plane, although you only see my work 

here on this plane. With your gross eyes, you have only a limited view of me, working and dictating on this gross 

plane." 

Baba reached out his hands for Fred to help him up; but as he rose, Baba playfully fell with his full weight on Fred. 

He then stretched out a hand to John Bass as if to shake hands, but instead slapped him on the back. 

Taking movies of Baba on the Center was difficult, either because of the deep shadows, or bright sun, or someone's 

straw hat poking in front of the lens. But Andy Muir got what he could. When he learned that Baba was to go to 

Brookgreen Gardens, Andy felt this was his golden opportunity. He imagined Baba walking down the beautiful oak-

lined path, moss hanging down, his white sadra gently blowing in the breeze, and he thought, "These are going to be 

the greatest movies of Meher Baba ever taken — not only of all the movies which I have taken, but that anybody has 

ever taken." 

He arrived before Baba and was standing by the entranceway, his camera ready. As Baba approached, he raised the 

camera and began taking pictures. Baba walked directly up to him. He extended his hand very close, tilted his head 

to one side and smiled. Andy then followed Baba the entire afternoon, taking movies from every conceivable angle. 

When he got the films back, however, he saw Baba approach across the parking lot. He saw Baba extend his hand to 

him and tilt his head; and from that point on, he did not get a single solitary frame. There was nothing more of 

Brookgreen Gardens on all three 7” reels he had shot. The film was not under or overexposed — it was just blank. 

Andy was bitterly disappointed, but he realized that Baba was teaching him a lesson in not letting his ego get 

attached to the results. 



 

 

The group returned to the Center, and after supper, Baba called a few into the Lagoon Cabin, where he announced 

the engagement of Charmian Duce and Jay Corrinet. "I know the past, the present and the future," he said, "and what 

is best."72 

Besides the important "meditation meeting" that night in the Barn, Baba had also called a meeting at seven o'clock 

in the Lagoon Cabin to iron out some differences between the Monday Night group and the Sufis. Baba was there 

well ahead of time, and some who had been sticking close by him were lucky to have the chance to sit beside him 

quietly as dusk sifted through the tall pines outside. Filis Frederick vividly recalled: "Baba's face, in the half light, 

glowed with that ethereal, divine beauty that remains forever etched on one's heart. Every line, every shadow, every 

movement, seemed to proclaim and flame his divinity." 

Baba explained to them: "Even the rishis and munis, meditating for years in the Himalayas, longing for my darshan, 

do not have the chance you are having to be with me. And here you are all getting it! So do not think of anything 

else but Baba." 

Since those from town who had been called had not yet arrived, Baba decided there was not time, and postponed the 

meeting (regarding groups) to the next morning at nine o'clock. He said: "In India there are over 100 groups with 

different languages, customs, religions and living habits, but all join in love for me. Tomorrow I will explain how to 

work for me together." 

Baba then stated, "Be alert and put all your heart into the 'meditation-meeting' tonight, as I want to give you a 

special outpouring of love." 

Baba was anxious to begin the meeting as soon as possible and walked with his lovers in tow to the Barn, where 

each removed his shoes and washed his face and hands under the tap outside. Baba meanwhile walked back and 

forth around the Barn, appearing deep in thought. One person who was present later said: "Baba looked so beautiful, 

so far away, one was quite conscious of some tremendous spiritual force at work. There was an atmosphere of that 

peace that 'passeth all understanding.' " 

The meditation began at 7:30 P.M. The entire group was silent inside the Barn with the Silent One, meditating upon 

him. Several from town who arrived late were asked to remain on the porch. Baba had asked those who could not be 

present to shut themselves in their rooms and concentrate on him while sharing in the momentous occasion. 

After the meeting ended, Baba marched back through the pitch-dark woods, their path lit by flashlights. Once Baba 

stopped and stood close by a very tall pine tree, gripping it with his hands as the group waited quietly in the road. In 

the dim circle of light, Baba's face looked drawn and full of suffering, as if he had expended a terrific amount of 

energy. Then he strode on again with such a swift pace that everyone had to run almost to keep up with him. 

The memorable evening ended with a fireworks display set off by Lud Dimpfl and others from a boat out in the lake. 

At first Baba stood with the group on the grassy edge; then he slipped across the lagoon bridge and, after talking 

briefly with Kitty and Elizabeth outside the Guest House, he was driven back to his house. 

 

Early after breakfast on Sunday, 29 July 1956, Baba, dressed in a turquoise jacket, led his lovers down the dirt road 

to the beach. Baba first walked with the group to Alligator Lake. The group waited along the path while Baba had 

Renae Shaw lead him, the mandali, and Elizabeth to the lake and back. “Where are the alligators?” he gestured. 

Elizabeth told him they were usually there, but none made an appearance that day.  

Arriving at the beach, Baba sanctified the Atlantic Ocean by walking barefooted into the water and threw a stone far 

out into the waves. His fingers worked for a moment. Then he sat down on the shore and began to cover his feet 

with sand. He built a sand face and poked eyes and a mouth in it. Someone asked what it was. Baba quipped, "The 

first man!" and then broke it up. 

Baba said he had promised to bring Mehera seven shells, and so the group began scouring the beach for good ones. 

One by one, each brought theirs back to Baba, who accepted some and rejected others with a mock-serious frown, 

sometimes asking a bystander his opinion whether this one was any good or not. Many kept the shells handled by 

him as prasad. To Dana Field, Baba remarked, "The ocean has a shore, but I am the Shoreless Ocean." 

Baba himself at one point went looking for shells. Filis recalled: "We walked behind him on the sand, with the broad 

expanse of ocean glittering in the early morning sunlight, as happy and carefree as children beside a beloved father." 

 
72 Charmian and Jay’s marriage, as it turned out, proved to be difficult, ending finally in divorce.  

 



 

 

Toward the end, Fred Winterfeldt remarked to Baba, "The perfect shell is not to be found; it is like spiritual 

perfection — it can only be found when we drop this shell of a body." He then picked up a lovely double-shell and 

gave it to Baba. Baba solemnly broke it in half and gave one half to Ella and the other to Fred. 

Baba walked slowly with the group back to the Center at 8:00 A.M. The bus from town had just arrived, and those on 

it were crestfallen to learn they had missed the morning walk with the Master. After pacing for a few moments, 

Baba settled himself in a wicker chair under a pine tree, and everyone sat facing him for the meeting of groups that 

had been postponed from the night before. Hilda De Long had placed a gardenia on Baba's breakfast tray, and Baba 

now wore it on his blue jacket. Baba began by stating: 

Last evening, I told John Bass and others that in India there are 100 different groups. Each has a group head, 

and all work for the love of me. All love me. The group heads are responsible for the work the group does. In 

India, in the different groups, there are different castes, different religions, those of different economic status. 

There are Sikhs, Muslims, Hindus — but all love Baba. All want to work for me and spread my message of 

Love and Truth. Muslims work in their own localities to bring Muslims; Parsis and Christians do the same 

thing. Here I have been hearing for a long time about the two groups in the United States, but there has been 

some misunderstanding. What is the difficulty? 

John Bass, head of the Monday Night group in New York, stood and said, "At times, Baba, there is a tendency to 

unite or try to attract each other's members." 

Baba turned to Ivy, head of Sufism Reoriented, and asked, "Ivy, are you happy? How do you feel?" As she nodded 

he said, "Fine. Are you ready for a nice fight? How do you feel?" 

Laughter broke out and John Bass continued, "I always emphasize that those who met Baba in 1952 do not need any 

'ism' — just to read and study Baba's own teachings." 

Ivy replied, "Since Baba himself has designed and created a charter for Sufism Reoriented, it is silly to say no 'ism' 

is necessary. Baba wants his 'ism.’ ” 

Baba intervened and said: 

I want you all to bear in mind one thing. I now emphasize one point which I emphasized in India also when I 

called all together at the Andhra meeting [1954]. I said that for me, there is no need for centers for different 

places, nor different groups, with different heads or names. My center is the heart of every lover. Every lover 

with a heart that loves Baba is a center. The second point I would like to emphasize is that whoever wants to 

work spreading my message of Love and Truth absolutely needs a central office and groups of workers who 

can function from that central office. There is always a need for a group to have a center. You can have many 

such centers — Myrtle Beach is such a center — and it stretches for many miles! 

But there should be cooperation, harmony, and the group heads should not try to win over other members from 

one office to another. Why? What for? When all work for Baba. There should be harmony, cooperation. 

Ivy once said to me that if I ordered it, she would just dissolve the Sufi order and have nothing to do with it, but 

I said no. On the contrary, I gave her a charter to hold meetings, have an office, conduct affairs, which she 

does. I am the greatest Sufi of the past, present and future. I have ordered the Sufis to continue, and I have also 

instructed John Bass to hold his group meetings on Mondays, and told Dana Field that he can have his own 

group to bring together as many new lovers as possible. 

There should be no competition. Each one, especially the group heads, should be an example to others — be 

humble as dust. One must become like dust to work for God. The ego should not be tickled about position and 

office and say, "I am a group head!" Those who work under certain group heads should not leave them. Under 

certain circumstances, one may change one's group, because all are doing my work, but that does not mean 

every worker should have his hand "on both sides of the drum" as we say in India. It also does not mean that 

people of one group should not be on harmonious terms with the other group. In fact, there should always be 

loving cooperation for my work. 

Ivy loves me. She tells her Sufi group to love me. John Bass tells his group to love me. Everything comes to 

me. Everything is as if said to me. You should not gossip about each other; all should be friends. Ivy, you have 

written wonderful letters about John. 

John interjected, "Especially since the book God Speaks!" At that remark people laughed, because John had sold a 

tremendous number of books. 

Ivy remonstrated, "That is unkind. Makes me sound like cupboard love!" 

Baba said, "It is wrong to say that people should not come to Baba through 'isms.' You are welcome to choose your 

own path with your leader. But you should not go back and forth. All should join in any joint Baba project." 



 

 

Meherjee asked Baba, "What is wrong with attending a different meeting now and then?" 

Baba answered, "They can go, but it usually creates some misunderstanding. In your body, everything belongs to 

you — arms, hands, but however hard you try, you cannot strangle yourself with your own hands. You cannot do it. 

Don, you explain." 

Don Stevens rose and said, "Baba says, each of us has our own two hands, our own two arms. Have you ever felt 

your own hands would strangle you? They may try, but they cannot. They could only strangle another person." 

Baba continued: 

John Bass is my left hand, Ivy is my right hand and all of you are my throat! So how can these two hands 

throttle me? Is it possible? Suppose there is a red ant; it is possible the right hand might slap the left hand in 

killing it. 

What about Elizabeth? To what group does she belong? Yet she may be loving me even more than any group 

heads or those working in certain groups. There may be greater lovers of Baba than the group heads; that is not 

to be judged. Yet someone who does not belong to any group may be the greatest lover of all! 

What I want is love and to make others know about Truth — what I say about truth and love for humanity. So 

naturally, you have groups and offices. Everything should be done in harmony. Each group should cooperate 

with each other. If someone belongs to the Sufis today and wants to join John Bass' group, he can do so. But if 

he then tells John his group is hopeless, useless, and goes back to the Sufis and condemns John's group, the 

grace of my love is set aside. I don’t like backbiting or criticism, which creates misunderstanding and 

confusion. If you want to change groups, do it, but do not keep going back and forth. 

Sam Cohen asked, "Suppose one feels that meditating by oneself is service? I like to visit the Monday group, but not 

all the time." 

Baba responded, "I would like you all to belong to certain groups. Why? Because you can cooperate and tell others 

about me and share your thoughts. You learn much more than when you remain by yourself. When you listen, 

exchange thoughts, prayers, my presence is there. Where there are five collected together, there is Parameshwar; I 

am there. If you are talking of me, having love for me, then there I am. Is it all clear? 

Bili Eaton brought up a question on how Baba meetings should be conducted, to which Baba replied, "Why be 

bound by my instructions? Be free!" 

Kitty suggested the groups should meet jointly once in a while during the evening. Ivy said that they did on Baba's 

birthday, but others said that was not often enough. 

Baba continued: 

In India, at the meetings, all points will be cleared up for those who attend. I do not want to tell anything about 

this meeting. Nothing has ever happened like it before. Continue to work as you are doing until that meeting. 

Everything will be cleared up then. I want you all to continue as you have been doing on the lines I gave out 

this morning, until the next meeting, when everything will be made clear to you. Until then, continue to work. 

If John Bass comes to know of some good news, it is his duty to tell the others; the other group heads should 

know about it and vice versa. Then all can love me. I want to create the head and the heart in balance. 

Baba stopped for a while and then turned to Ben Hayman, "Ben, what's on your mind?" 

Dr. Hayman stood up and spoke: "Baba, even if I were a great orator, I doubt if I could find words to express our 

great privilege in being with you. Our hearts are open books. You know the tremendous work done by Elizabeth 

Patterson, Ivy Duce, and Marion Florsheim to make this visit as comfortable as possible in delightful surroundings. I 

have had the barest glimpse of the vast, detailed work behind the scenes. It seems the least we can do is to express 

our appreciation by a rising vote of thanks." 

Thereupon, the whole group rose and clapped their hands. Baba added: "Elizabeth, Kitty, Ivy, Marion, Norina — 

these are my five fingers." 

Angela Miller, a young girl from Florida, then played one of Baba's favorites on her flute, Gounod's Ave Maria, and 

others. Baba's eyes took on a dreamy, faraway look. 

Afterward, Baba signaled for Harry Kenmore to come over and, as he had promised, let the blind chiropractor feel 

his face. Baba took Harry's hands in his own and brought the heels of the palms down hard over his cheeks. Harry 

then freed his fingers so he could palpate the outlines of Baba's features. 



 

 

Baba then called for Harold Rudd to play his tape recording of a poem he had composed about the little Italian ice 

cream man who "looka like da Baba." All sat together in the screen verandah while Harold played his tape. Baba's 

eyes were on Harold almost all the while. He seemed to enjoy the recital and warmly embraced Harold at the end. 

Outside, Zaronhi Bahjejian (of New York) also recited a poem to him. Will Belote (of Virginia) then told Baba a 

tale about the little optimist and the little pessimist. Baba joined in the laughter. 

Those who were leaving the Center that day had a farewell embrace. Elizabeth drove Baba to the Guest House for 

his lunch. 

Baba did not see his lovers for the rest of the day. They were to leave the Center the next day, and he had told 

everyone to pack and get ready. About 4:00 P.M. Adi drove up to the kitchen and called Peter Thibodeau, saying 

Baba wanted him to come and play Ping-Pong with him at his house. On the day Baba had taken the group to his 

house, Peter had seen the table and asked Baba if he could play with him. Baba had replied he had no time, but now 

came his chance. 

Baba won every game. After playing, Baba and the boy sat on the front porch and talked about a variety of things. 

Peter asked when Baba would be returning to Myrtle Beach and Baba gestured, "Don't be sad; in two years." Baba 

gave Peter a box of candy before he left. 

As it turned out, Peter never saw Baba again. 

 

Preparations to leave the Center were made, and on Monday morning, 30 July 1956, Baba came to meet everyone in 

the group traveling with him. A few additions to the group — Enid Corfe, Anne Ginsberg and Christine Wise — 

were to travel with them to California. Baba instructed Harold Rudd to return home with his expectant wife. 

Although Carrie Ben Shammai was longing to go with Baba, he instructed her to return to Israel and do his work 

there. Carrie recalled: "Just having found my Master, in physical body too, after unending periods of seeking, how 

could I leave him so soon again?" 

Baba kissed her on the forehead and assured her, "It was sufficient for you to have come to New York and Myrtle 

Beach this time." 

Those not going to Washington, D.C. with Baba embraced him for the last time. Baba also paid a final visit to his 

dear Nurjehan — Norina. They gazed at each other silently before the Master enfolded his disciple in a last embrace. 

Baba took from his pocket a fine lawn handkerchief, folded it and pressed it to his heart. He tucked it into her pocket 

saying, "Keep this under your pillow every night. I am with you always." 

Baba left the Center around 10:00 A.M. The last face he saw was Norina's, standing at the screen door waving 

goodbye. It would be the last time she would ever see Baba. 

The car driving Baba and the mandali drove ahead to Wilmington, North Carolina, followed by those accompanying 

him in buses. At the airport, Baba sat on a wooden bench and had a small bowl of food provided by Kitty. Those 

leaving for New York came to bid him farewell; some were moved to tears at the impending separation. No one was 

to ask questions. Baba got up and walked among his lovers, joking with some and patting others. He embraced 

Carrie Ben Shammai again. Fred Winterfeldt put on a striped tam (Scottish woolen cap) plus Bili Eaton's feather hat 

to amuse Baba. Baba came and stood beside him and Ben Hayman and told those with cameras to take their picture. 

The group flew from Wilmington at 1:10 P.M., on National Flight 320. Baba was to stop for the day in Washington, 

D.C., en route to California. On board, Eruch brushed out Baba's hair and retied it in a pigtail. Afterwards, Baba told 

him to give the stray hairs from the brush to Ruth White, sitting across the aisle. 

Later Baba leaned back against a white pillow and closed his eyes. It was then that one could see the lines of 

suffering that reminded one of the Christ. Yet a few moments later, Baba was smiling and gesturing to his lovers, 

"Are you happy?" Several times during the two-and-a-half-hour flight, Baba placed a blanket over his head for a few 

moments and was absorbed in his inner work. The plane circled over the Potomac River and Mount Vernon and 

arrived 50 minutes early, at 3:45 P.M. The plane was to have stopped for mail in New Bern, North Carolina, and 

Richmond, Virginia, but both cities radioed the pilot not to stop — something unheard of. 

A crew of television cameramen and reporters were to have covered Meher Baba's arrival in the political capital of 

America, but Baba for his own reasons eluded them. Even the hired limousines had not yet arrived. Bernard 

Carvalho had even arranged for a police motorcycle escort, to avoid being caught up in traffic. When Baba had 

heard about all these arrangements in Myrtle Beach, he pointed out to Ivy, "I do not like these press conferences 

where reporters only look for sensationalism and often distort what is said — nor the publicity, nor TV, nor any part 

of it!" 



 

 

He finished, asking, "Do you think Jesus would have gone through Washington with a police escort?" 

While Baba, the mandali, Elizabeth, Ruth White and Margaret Craske were at Ivy Duce's house, the rest of the 

group was to go sightseeing — but not to go to a movie. A special bus had been chartered for them, and Baba later 

told Dana Field, "While you were riding around, I worked [through you]!" 

Baba was warmly greeted on the lawn of Ivy's home at 3201 Woodland Drive by Andy and Peggy Muir (who had 

left the Center a day in advance to see that everything was ready) and other Washington Sufis. Baba went into every 

room of the house, including the kitchen, where he greeted the servants who were preparing a fish dinner for them. 

Charmian showed him her wedding dress, which he blessed by his touch. Dorothea Foote had laid out her collection 

of sea shells, from which Baba chose a few to take back to India. 

Baba retired to a room to rest, and after dinner had private interviews with about eighteen of his lovers. Nearly 200 

people came to take his darshan, including the Education Attaché from the Indian Embassy. The Washington 

followers of Trilochan Singh Khanna, Kirpal Singh’s representative in America, saw Baba separately, and received 

a message from him. 

One person from the Indian Embassy who did not show up was an old contact of Baba's named Mohan Shahane. As 

a boy, Mohan had lived at Meherabad in the 1920s and had composed a Marathi arti for him. When Mohan Shahane 

left to further his education, Baba had turned to Padri and said, "He will not see me again for 700 years!" Although 

Shahane had been informed of Baba's arrival in the city, he did not come to see him. 

A renowned Washington photographer named Harold Chase Davis had been called by Ivy, and he took several 

portraits of Baba, a few of Baba in front of the fireplace, and one of Baba with the mandali.73 

Baba was also interviewed by reporters from the News, the Evening Star and the Washington Post. The reporter 

from the Star, Charles Puffenbarger, asked what was the reason for his visit. Baba smiled and gestured: "I have been 

repeatedly telling that God is the only reality. God is in everyone. Everyone should love God. Your love for God 

should be so much that you see Him in each and all." 

About his silence, Baba said: "God has been everlastingly working in silence, unobserved, unheard, except by those 

who experience His Infinite Silence. If my silence cannot speak, of what avail would be speeches made by the 

tongue?" 

To George Clifford, the reporter from the News, Baba stated: "Selfishness is the primary cause of wars. It must be 

replaced by selflessness to have world peace." 

 

At about 9:30 P.M., Baba and the mandali returned to the Washington airport, where he met the remainder of his 

group traveling with him. He looked tired after the strenuous day.74 They boarded American Flight 655 and left at 

10:20 P.M. for California, about 60 people in all. Baba sat in the tail section. The DC-6 plane touched down at 

Dallas, Texas, and several persons got off the plane for a half-hour break, including Baba. He paced the airstrip 

several times before reboarding. Although everyone else dozed, Baba had forbidden Eruch, Nilu, Meherjee and Adi 

to sleep during the entire flight. Eruch sat beside Baba and Darwin Shaw sat directly in back of them; Darwin too 

did not sleep. Adi had trouble keeping awake, and Baba teased him about it. The light above Baba's seat was kept 

burning all night. Baba later commented, "I was doing a lot of work [during the flight]." 

For Meherjee, Baba’s “work” involved many lessons in humiliation! For example, although it had been announced 

that the plane was to land in Dallas at 1:00 A.M., a few minutes later, Baba directed Meherjee to go ask the 

stewardess when they would be landing. After another ten minutes, Baba told him to go ask again. This happened 

several more times and Meherjee said, "Baba, she will wonder if we are mad or jungli [uncouth, ignorant]!" 

However, Baba had his own reasons and told him to ask, and the woman would always smile, give a courteous reply 

and not be annoyed at all. 

Once during another plane flight everyone was sleeping after dinner. The stewardesses were also tired and were 

dozing at the rear of the plane. Baba instructed Meherjee, "Go and ask our stewardess when I will get breakfast." 

 

73 Based in Washington, D.C. throughout his 40-year career, Harold Chase Davis photographed several 

Presidents of the United States, as well as other world leaders. 

74 That same day in Washington D.C., President Eisenhower signed a bill making “In God We Trust” the 

official motto of the United States.  



 

 

"But she is resting," Meherjee said. 

"Wake her up and ask her." Meherjee had to obey. Smiling, the young lady said that breakfast would be served in 

the morning. When he returned and told Baba, Baba gestured, "I am feeling hungry. Get me something to eat now." 

Meherjee had to go back and wake up the lady again, and she gave him some cereal and coffee. Baba hardly touched 

it, just crumbling a little of the food between his fingers. And Meherjee was further embarrassed to have to return 

the tray like that — practically untouched. 

At other times, in the middle of the night, Baba would tell the mandali to go to the stewardess and ask when she was 

going to wake them up and when they were going to arrive at their destination. "But, Baba, she is sleeping," they 

would say. "Call her!" they were ordered. 

"Miss, miss, our boss wants to know when we will get to Los Angeles," for example. Surprisingly, the mandali 

found that the stewardesses were never angry about it. Baba had his own reasons for doing this. By waking someone 

up, he was giving the blessing of his contact to that person. 

Baba and the group arrived at Los Angeles International Airport at 5:50 A.M., on Tuesday, 31 July 1956. It was 

drizzling and the skies were overcast. Baba was greeted by three women of the Los Angeles Hospitality Committee, 

none of whom had met him before: Hilda Fuchs, Gladys Carr and Marguerite Poley. They placed a lei of red and 

white carnations around his neck. Marguerite Poley had been waiting to meet Baba for nine long years. She had 

painted several paintings of Baba on a white horse, one of which she sent to Meherazad in 1948.75 When Baba 

embraced her, she later remarked: "I could not feel that he had a physical body. I felt that we were in the clouds 

together, and there was nothing else." 

Baba and the mandali were driven to the centrally located Hollywood Roosevelt Hotel, at 7000 Hollywood 

Boulevard, where they had reservations. Some of the group stayed at the hotel with Baba; the rest at the Wilcox and 

other hotels. Then, one by one, newspaper reporters from the Los Angeles Times and other papers interviewed and 

photographed Baba in his room. 

When a reporter from the L. A. Mirror-News asked what message he had for the world, Baba said: 

Philosophers, atheists and others may affirm or refute the existence of God, but as long as they do not deny their 

very existence, they continue to testify their belief in God; for I tell you with divine authority that God is 

Existence, eternal and infinite. He is everything. For man, there is only one aim in life, and that is to realize his 

unity with God. 

To another reporter, Baba repeated: 

I have only one message to give and I repeat it age after age. My message to one and all is: Love God. One 

must love God with all sincerity to such an extent that one loses one's self completely in love. And how does 

one love God? One can love God as He ought to be loved by trying one's utmost to make others feel happy 

even at the cost of one's own happiness. 

Baba looked tired when he came down at 10:00 A.M. to the room set aside for interviews. After talking privately 

with the key women who had arranged everything, interviews began, singly or in groups. Many, such as Joyce 

Romney (later Joyce R. Stermer), 35, and her 6-year-old son Romney Meyran, were meeting Baba for the first time. 

Baba handed prasad to each person. To the parents of a little three-year-old blind boy, Baba gave a piece of hard 

candy and said, "Give it to him one year from today." 

Darwin Shaw was stationed at the door, coordinating the flow of people going in for interviews. In the afternoon 

there was a lull and Baba and the mandali went back upstairs to their suite. Soon, more people came and Darwin 

thought since they had appointments he should inform Baba. He took the elevator up, and just as he was 

approaching Baba's room, Baba came out. Baba held up his hand and asked why Darwin had come. Darwin said, 

"More people have come, Baba — with appointments." 

Baba looked at Darwin and lamented, "Does that mean I have to go back downstairs?" 

Darwin could see that Baba looked tired and he replied, "I am afraid so." Baba just leaned forward and humorously 

feigning exhaustion put his head on Darwin's shoulder for a few seconds, and then went back down. 

Afterward, at 4:45 P.M., Baba visited Hilda Fuchs' home, at 1524 North Crescent Heights Boulevard, where about 30 

of her friends met him. Hilda had first heard of Baba in Vienna, in 1932, through Alice Trau-Fisher.76 She was 

forced to flee the country when Hitler rose to power, as her husband Viktor was Jewish. Alice suggested she meet 

 
75 One of Marguerite Poley’s paintings was hung in Baba's bedroom. 
76 Alice Trau-Fisher was living in San Francisco and came to Los Angeles during Baba’s visit in 1956. 



 

 

Norina in New York, which she did after much difficulty. Norina introduced her to other Baba lovers, and convinced 

her of Baba's greatness. She began arranging Norina's lectures, and in the 1940s, when Norina and Elizabeth were 

searching for a property for Baba, Hilda accompanied them on their tour of the West Coast. 

Besides the mandali, Baba was accompanied to Hilda's house by Elizabeth, Kitty, Margaret, Ivy, Charmian, Don 

Stevens, the Shaw family, Marion, Sparkie Lukes, Dana and John Bass. Filis, Adele and Jeanne Shaw assisted 

serving punch and cakes to the people as they came in. Don had arrived earlier to give an introductory talk about 

Baba. "I am very happy to see you all," Baba told them. Hilda introduced each guest to Baba as they stepped 

forward to shake his hand. Then Don read the messages “Have Hope” and “The Ignorance of the Separative Ego.” 

Baba asked Ivy, "What are you thinking?" 

She replied, "I was wondering what you were thinking!" 

Baba answered, "I was thinking that God within each of you is free, infinite; yet He feels Himself bound in each of 

you and therefore He suffers. I am infinitely happy, eternally blissful, yet I suffer every instant through you because 

I am in you all." 

Ivy questioned, "But why this suffering, Baba?" 

Baba replied, "I experience that I am eternally bound in you all. Darwin, for example, has hands, eyes, fingers. 

When his finger is sore, he feels it; although it is the finger which is sore, not Darwin. So I feel all your suffering 

because you all are in me. 

"Jesus Christ had himself crucified. Although he had infinite power, he took on suffering and made himself helpless 

for the sake of humanity. He felt infinite bliss, but also human suffering. He felt the suffering of all the world. I 

continually feel both infinite bliss and human suffering." 

Baba turned to Hilda and asked, "Where is that room?" (At Darwin's suggestion, she had offered a room where he 

could rest before dinner.) But without waiting for a reply, Baba went on explaining the nature of prasad: "In India, it 

is accepted with great reverence; they know it comes from God." Baba gave each one present a grape (including the 

mandali, who were given it first), stating, "Eat it." The people came slowly to Baba; few of them seemed reverent or 

appreciative of what they were being given. Some seemed even casual about it. 

After meeting with Ruth White and Hilda Fuchs privately, Baba rested in a bedroom for a few minutes. Baba and 

the group then left for the large restaurant near Hilda's, called The Garden of Allah, where there was to be a dinner 

that evening arranged by Hilda. All had assembled and were awaiting his arrival. Don Stevens welcomed Baba, and 

Ruth White read a poem. 

Although two of Margaret’s dancers, Peter Saul and Tex Hightower, had paid for their dinner in advance, when they 

arrived, they saw that all the seats were taken. When Baba saw them standing, he asked what was the matter. They 

explained. Baba then motioned to Eruch and Meherjee to get up. He had Peter and Tex sit down on either side of 

him. 

As Don Stevens was reading one of Baba's messages, Tex was glancing at Baba, thinking: "So this is God ..." Baba 

turned and looked at him as if to say, "Don’t try to understand me." 

When Don finished his reading, Baba said, "I am very happy to be here. I bless you all. I must leave shortly, but you 

must stay and eat your dinner. Eat well." 

Baba and the mandali left a few minutes later for the hotel. While departing, Baba instructed Hilda Fuchs to sit in his 

chair in his place. 

 

The next morning, Wednesday, 1 August 1956, Filis and Adele arrived early and spent a few precious moments 

alone with Baba. He looked rested for the first time. Baba asked if they had rested and said, "I am kept busy with 

appointments all day long; I do not have as much time to be with you as I would like." They said they felt the same 

way. Baba tossed each an enormous peach. 

A few moments later, he called for everyone, but many were missing, eating breakfast or sleeping at this early hour. 

Baba gestured to those present, crowded in the hallway outside his room, "I wanted to give you all a message, but 

you are not all here. Those who are absent may see me in 700 years!" 

There was a mad rush to round up everyone before Baba. When Beryl Williams appeared, Baba gestured, "I thought 

you were dead!" 



 

 

John Bass and Ben Hayman had been out for a stroll. Baba remarked to them, "I thought you had died — you 

[John], not Ben! Ben and I are young; but you’ll die first because you are older than Ben.” All laughed, because 

John was more than ten years younger than Ben. 

Baba stated to the group: "You have all spent so much money to come here, to be with me, but there is no time now 

with all the appointments. But tomorrow, at Ojai, I want to be with you all, eat with you, play with you, fight with 

you!" 

The morning was filled with interviews. The mezzanine was jammed with people. Hilda wished to hold meetings at 

her house but wanted someone to help her. Baba said he would ask Ruth White. Baba assured Hilda, "You will 

always be with me. You are in me." 

On this occasion, Filis introduced her mother to Baba. 

Another who saw Baba that morning was an Indian man named Choudhary, who was visiting America. He 

described his meeting as follows: 

When I saw Meher Baba's picture in the newspaper, I immediately called up for an appointment. It was 9:00 

A.M. when Baba appeared and although I was the last in line, Baba called me first. I prostrated myself, pressing 

his feet with my forehead and bathing them in tears. In a moment, he gave me everything that I aspired for in 

all my life, and I felt an instantaneous recognition on Baba's part. I know a number of great saints, but he is the 

greatest person I ever met. He has such a divine smile! Baba's love is reflected in his appearance, at first sight, 

and whoever comes face to face with him is taken aback, finding himself incapable of grasping the whole 

beauty which confronts him all of a sudden. Look at his face! The entire world is in it: it is full of affection, of 

humility, of virtue, of knowledge! My meeting him was like a river falling into the Ocean of Love, like a child 

learning to walk, running to the lap of its mother. Isn't it remarkable that I, coming from Agra and Benares, the 

great center of saints, should have come West and met Baba here? 

Later, Baba called everyone in, and Don Stevens read the message "God, Man and the God-Man." Baba added: 

In the God-Man, God as Father, Son and Man are one. God is infinite beyond all comprehension, Son is infinite 

mind, and Man is the human side. The God-Man experiences all the three states simultaneously; in him, Father, 

Son and Man are one. In his Christ-conscious state, he experiences all the three states at once. As Father, he is 

Infinite and beyond all conception; as Son, he is Infinite, but he comes down to our level; as Man, he 

experiences himself as human. Jesus Christ, the God-Man or the Avatar, took on the suffering of all humanity. 

After an hour break for lunch, the group returned to the hotel. More and more people came to meet Baba, including 

a sweet, elderly woman journalist named Manon Darlaine. 

Filis was sitting by the door when a pretty young woman came up and asked what was happening? Why were there 

so many people milling about? Filis replied, “The Messiah is inside.” She asked whether she too could meet Baba, 

and Filis took her to Adi, who led her inside. The girl later came out, eyes shining, and thanked Filis. A lucky 

passerby. 

About four o'clock, Baba called the group in again to hear the message "How Does One Work For Baba?" A large 

hall had been opened behind the interview room to accommodate the crowd, and Baba went there and paced rapidly 

back and forth. 

Again, he called his lovers to the smaller room to hear the message "God Knows Not, To God Knows Self." At the 

small private meeting that followed, Dr. W. Y. Evans-Wentz, 78 a noted scholar and author, met Baba.77 Evans-

Wentz had written a favorable review of God Speaks, and Baba asked him if he would write an introduction to the 

collection of messages from this tour titled Life At Its Best. Dr. Evans-Wentz agreed. 

A few minutes later, Baba slipped quietly upstairs to his room. Dana Field brought Baba some homemade 

coffeecake, and Baba put a piece of it into Dana's mouth. 

Dante Leo Cardella had come to see Baba at the hotel several times. Every Wednesday, a group of spiritual seekers 

met at Dante's apartment, and he was anxious that Baba address the group. At 7:00 P.M., Baba was driven to the 

apartment at 1401 North Detroit Street, Apartment #1, where about 50 people were waiting in hushed expectancy for 

him. Dante welcomed Baba: 

 

77 Evans-Wentz had also attended the recent reception for Baba at the Delmonico Hotel in New York.  



 

 

We are indeed fortunate to have Meher Baba, who is a very great Spiritual Teacher and Master, with us. He 

represents, and more importantly is, a divine incarnation. Those of you who have studied more deeply will 

know what that means. There is no way to measure Baba intellectually because Baba's greatness can only be 

measured, in the final analysis, with the heart. 

Cardella read excerpts from Baba's message “Love and God Love.” The group usually meditated together for a few 

minutes, and this week, because Baba was present, Cardella urged the group to focus on him. "To receive Baba's 

greatest blessing," he said, "is to give him loving devotion and attention, because these are the things which he can 

directly work with and help in your life ... The greatest miracle of all is the miracle of the awakened heart. And this, 

Baba can truly help us with." 

After a few minutes of silent meditation, Baba instructed the group to meditate on his name every Wednesday at 

midnight. Through Eruch, he told the group: 

We are pleased to meet you … Dante loves Baba. He told you all about Baba today. Baba loves him, but the 

important thing is one should see me in everyone. If you can, do that which Baba has given out now: his 

instructions to sit at midnight every Wednesday, every week, for fifteen minutes in complete darkness, 

beginning your meditation from twelve midnight, with open eyes and repeating "Ba-Ba" with every breath 

inhaled and exhaled, and not paying attention to any experiences that you get when you are meditating. If you 

see Baba, focus your attention on that and continue your repetitions. Then you will see Baba in everyone. Do 

not miss this, Baba says. 

I am in everyone, in everything. I am not only as you see me in flesh and blood. I am the Ocean. Those who 

dare to drown themselves in this Ocean can get the pearl out of the Ocean. 

The message “Have Hope” was read out by Don Stevens, and Baba continued: 

There are volumes describing God, telling something about Reality, Truth, love. Baba also has given us a book, 

God Speaks. Baba has also given us many, many messages, but they do not help because they do not give you 

the Experience which is beyond the domain of the mind. They give us an idea, a sort of an intellectual 

conviction, that we have to cross the mind, the domain of the mind, and experience seeing God in everything. 

When one sees God, he sees as clearly, much more clearly, than one sees gross things with our gross eyes. And 

then one experiences infinite bliss. You have no idea of the experience of that bliss! 

But there is one thing still further, another step, after seeing God and that is to become one with me. This is, of 

course, explained in the form of my messages, so that people may understand intellectually, have some idea of 

God, Truth, Reality. If one wants to see God everywhere and in everything, one must love me with all heart, 

with all devotion. 

Baba continued: 

We use the word love very loosely. Suppose a man sees a very beautiful woman and he falls in love with her. 

His love wants to possess that woman. He becomes restless; he has no appetite, he loses his sleep. He thinks of 

the woman all the time. But to love me is much more than this so-called love of the world, of a man loving a 

woman. It is much more than that. Infinitely more than that. 

Only one who can dare to love me, can love me as I ought to be loved. To love me really would mean one has 

to cut off his head, place it on his own palm and offer it to me. Cutting not in the sense of chopping it off. That 

is very easy. "Head" means all your thoughts and desires — everything. Bringing them to me means placing 

them at my feet. Then you begin to love me; then you begin to find me, to see me in everyone and everything. 

Baba concluded: "I am the Lord of Love. At the same time, I am the slave of my lovers." 

Two other messages were read aloud by Don Stevens, then Baba further commented: 

All this is nothing but a dream. When you are asleep and see a dream, you find yourself speaking, enjoying, 

sometimes you weep, sometimes you feel happy. There is pain and pleasure in the dream. But when you are 

awake, you realize the pain and sorrow that you felt in the dream were nothing but a dream. 

Even this is a dream — your sitting with me. The noise of the buses and cars on the street, this place, the whole 

city, all of this is nothing but a dream. 

Suppose tonight in a dream, you see Baba sitting beside you and explaining to you, "Do not get entangled in all 

of this. It is nothing but a dream; you are seeing a dream." You would question me, saying, "Baba, how could it 

be a dream? I am enjoying so many pleasures and sorrows. I see so many people around me. I see you. How 

could it be a dream?" The next day when you wake up, you realize that Baba appeared to you in a dream and 

said it was but a dream. 



 

 

Even now, at this moment, I tell you that you are dreaming. It is but a dream. But how does your mind react? It 

would say at once, "How could it be a dream? There are so many persons here in this room; Baba is sitting with 

us giving us explanations; Eruch is interpreting. Baba is with us, and how could everything be a dream?" Then 

I say: "When you realize Reality, when you are wide awake after Realization, then you will realize all that I 

said is true — that it was all nothing but a dream." 

… Try to make the best of this contact with me by loving me more and more. 

Dante Cardella's wife, Colleen, kept watching the clock, as Baba had said he would only stay 45 minutes. But Baba 

pointed to a nonexistent watch on his wrist and shook his head, "No," telling her not to be concerned. 

Baba remarked, "I am the Infinite Ocean; those who drown themselves in the Ocean will get the Pearl." 

Baba embraced Dante, and then, one by one, each person came to Baba, bearing a flower for him. To some, Baba 

handed rose petals to eat as prasad. Later, Baba commented, "Over half the group loves me." Baba went through the 

apartment, sanctifying it, before saying goodbye, and was driven back to the hotel. 

Dante Cardella had been encouraging his group to store caches of food and water up in the mountains to prepare for 

the coming "day of doom." On hearing this, Baba remarked to Fred Winterfeldt, "No one will be saved except by the 

grace of God!"78 

 

Reproduced below is a letter Don Stevens wrote at this time to Mani in India, which aptly summed up Baba's visit 

thus far: 

Hollywood Roosevelt Hotel 

August 1, 1956 

Dear Mani, 

Can you think of Mr. Beethoven progressing creatively through one of his symphonies: now lightly, delicately, 

rapidly; now sonorously and with slow dignity; sometimes loudly, sometimes softly; the violins carrying the 

melody, and then again, the horns; accelerating to a climax, decrescending to muted delicacy. I can think of no 

other way to begin to describe the kaleidoscopic, rapidly changing, infinitely exciting twelve days we have had 

with Baba so far. We have played with him, laughed with him, cried on his shoulder, shivered in our boots 

when he was severe, and laid our heads and hearts at his feet. 

New York was a solid three days of interviews, broken occasionally with some sightseeing and a great, 

elaborately formal dinner and group session where Baba told stories and philosophized and threw fruit at 

people least expecting to catch it. (Is this a subtle object lesson in the functioning of divine grace?) 

On a Tuesday, early in the morning we left New York for Myrtle Beach, and there the fun and frolic and pathos 

reached a climax. My roommates were a couple of Margaret Craske's ballet group: Peter Saul and Tex 

Hightower, of great energy, ingenuity and good cheer. So, to the constant background of their spontaneity, 

there was applied in great sweeping strokes, the flashing and yet subtle panorama of BABA. People there were 

young ones and old ones, all on our toes from early morning to late at night, and how in all we all keep 

vibrating at such high pitch without snapping a string is beyond me. The Master musician must know the exact 

strength of the instrument. 

There were beach parties and private interviews and group interviews, and people waiting in line for shower 

rooms, and messengers racing about looking for the most recent ones Baba wanted to see, and cars flying back 

and forth to town on all kinds of urgent business. In this busy frame, we had the dedication of the Center, Baba 

planted a tree outside the Barn, the television camera crew filming for the fall showing of the Dave Garroway 

program, Baba was garlanded, answered a question on the cause of misery in the world, and Eruch at his 

simple best gave forth Baba's answer. The last of the film consisted of a racing 52-second interview on God 

Speaks between Eruch, Mrs. Duce and myself. 

We all slept like the dead that night, as a long low thunderstorm uttered back and forth from horizon to horizon. 

The next day, we realized we had only one day more at Myrtle Beach, and an edge of sadness sifted through the 

fun and the busyness. People began to say goodbye to Baba and to leave. I was trapped inside Baba's cabin at 

 
78 Dante Cardella and his group later drifted away from Baba.  



 

 

one point and had to watch him say goodbye to people in the doorway for fifteen minutes. My knees were 

weak and my inners unstrung for an hour afterwards. I hope I need not do this soon again. 

Monday early, we left for Washington, a brief layover, more interviews, more press. Baba was not happy at a 

misquotation made by the press in New York, so the ground rules for handling the press were strengthened, and 

results began to turn out better. Bernard Carvalho brought his wife to greet Baba, and I have never seen 

anything more touching than the manner in which this woman melted into Baba, and the support he gave to 

her. One day, sometime, a long time from now, I want to write the story ... and their first cyclonic, peaceful, 

cataclysmic week with Baba. 

And here we are in Los Angeles, two days gone by, Baba up to his neck in interviews, kisses, hugs, people 

walking around in a daze. The press has been excellent here. Tomorrow, we go to Meher Mount, then San 

Francisco. 

We send our love ... etc., etc. — Don 

 

From four o'clock in the morning on Thursday, 2 August 1956, preparations were being made to drive 85 miles to 

Ojai, California, where Agnes Baron had established a lovely hilltop center for Baba called Meher Mount. Filis 

came to the hotel early and saw Baba. The following is her account: 

At four in the morning we finished ironing Baba's sadra and trousers and a few handkerchiefs. Luckily we got a 

lift to the hotel [there was a taxi strike in Los Angeles at this time]. Baba called for me at once and straightened 

out the knot of separation in my heart for having missed him the day before. I am sure every one on the trip had 

a similar experience of Baba's unfailing knowledge of our innermost moods and needs. At the end, he crossed 

his two forefingers in the characteristic gesture, meaning "I am the Christ." I hope someone paints Baba thus 

someday. 

Agnes drove Baba and the mandali ahead in her station wagon, and the rest of the group followed by bus. Baba was 

to have visited Meher Mount in June 1952, but because of the automobile accident at Prague, Oklahoma, his trip had 

been canceled. Along the way, Baba admired the rich agricultural land and asked innumerable questions about it, 

such as what was being grown, how was the land irrigated, are there orchards … "Baba was talking as if he were a 

real estate agent!" Agnes cracked. 

When they arrived on the mountain, a fog had settled in over the Ojai valley. Baba told Agnes, "I love Meher Mount 

very much and feel happy here." 

As Agnes drove in, she said, "Baba, here is the spirit of Meher Mount," and indicated her beautiful and intelligent, 

short-haired, golden, part-collie, part-greyhound dog named Kali, who eased up next to Baba's leg. 

When the bus arrived, Baba called all into the "Baba-room" of the guest house and said, "Next to Myrtle Beach, I 

love this place best." Baba asked several how they liked it. One said, "It has a spiritual atmosphere." Another said, 

"It compares to Meherabad Hill." A third commented on the lovely fragrance. Filis said, "It reminds me of the hills 

of Assisi." Jeanne Shaw agreed, "It has instant appeal." 

Baba nodded and added, "This land is very old, I have been here before.79 I would like to have spent the night here, 

but there is no time." 

As each person filed out of the room, Baba, in a playful mood, pushed out Ben Hayman and Margaret Craske. A 

short while later, Baba appeared on the vine-covered porch with Elizabeth's red scarf wound around his head like a 

turban. Baba was relaxed and happy, and began calling individuals for private darshan. He informed a few, "You are 

so lucky to be with me so closely, because in India those who are ready to give their lives for me have to file past me 

to see me, and the crowds are so immense they have time only for a glance or a touch from me before someone 

pushes them from behind." 

Baba called each person and remarked, "This is the last embrace for a long time." 

Outside under the trees, the group ate a delicious lunch prepared by Helen White, with homemade bread baked by 

Charles Reade. 

 

79 Baba did not explain in detail what past incarnation or advent he was at Ojai, California (nor about a 

similar statement about the Myrtle Beach center). Later, in reference to Ojai, Baba remarked, "I will come 

here again."  



 

 

Shortly thereafter, several new people arrived. After seeing them, Baba called his group of lovers inside. Baba was 

seated in a large chair in a jolly mood. He called Dana Field and cracked, "Dana loves me so much he has given up 

his diet for the trip!" (Dana was into health foods and had been living on dried fruits and nuts, which he used to 

carry in his pockets.) 

Dana stood up and said, "The delicious lunch I have just eaten was Baba's prasad." 

"What did you eat, dried fruits?" Baba queried. 

"Different things, Baba. I think the fruit was homegrown, and the bread specially baked for you." 

"What about your nuts that you always want to have?" 

"Wonderful!" Dana replied. 

"Fruits!" Baba exclaimed. "From childhood, I have never liked fruits, nor milk. Whenever I have to fast, I will fast 

on water, but not on milk. When I go on mast tours, sometimes for as long as three days, I do not get the food I like, 

so the mandali ask me to take some milk or fruits; but I would rather go hungry and just live on water." 

Eruch added, "Sometimes Baba fasts without water; he won't take anything, even water." 

Baba continued, "Dana has told me, 'Baba, you should eat grapes, it is good for your health.' And today, as soon as I 

entered this room, I found fruits here [gesturing toward the bowl of fruit by his chair]. So I ate a whole bunch of 

grapes. Among other things, plums were here. And now, listen ...!" Baba patted his tummy, and all heard the 

rumbling inside, and burst into laughter with him. 

Tapping the top of his head, he continued teasing, "I bear the whole universe on my head, but this is a sort of 

additional crucifixion, because the food does not agree with me!" 

Dana added to the hilarity, "One man's medicine is another man's poison." 

Then Baba said, "I want you all to close your eyes for five minutes. Do not think of anything, just think of Baba." 

Obediently, everyone in the group sat still and closed his or her eyes and did the meditation. After a minute, they 

heard Baba's stomach rumbling, and all burst out laughing. 

Dana said, "I’ll stop eating them myself!" 

Baba smiled and said, "This afternoon, you all have a chance to laugh and feel relaxed. Baba also has a chance to 

relax here for five minutes. You had no chance at New York; in Myrtle Beach, little chance; in Los Angeles, none. 

But here today, we feel relaxed, happy. I come down to your level so that we can laugh and be free together; but do 

not forget at the same time that I am the Highest of the High. 

“Dana?" Baba asked. 

"I won't recommend grapes anymore, Baba!" 

"Dana loves me very much; he is working very hard so that others can love me — but he lives on dried fruits! Fred, 

what about your prophecy that the fog would clear?" 

"I need your help, Baba," Fred replied. 

Gesturing toward the outdoors, Baba said, "Now, go out and see the view and try to love Baba through nature. This 

is all due to my love … This whole creation, this nature, all the beauty you see, all came out of me." 

They went outside, and the sky began to clear. From the 2,500 foot elevation of the property atop Sulphur Mountain, 

one could see for many, many miles the beautiful rolling hills below. Shortly afterwards, Baba called Ivy, Sparkie 

and a few others back inside. Baba was pacing up and down. He looked at them solemnly, snapped his fingers and 

said, "I have made my decision!" 

They stood dumbfounded, wondering what the momentous decision was. "When I come back in 700 years, there 

will be no more grapes on earth — and maybe that will help the liquor [alcohol abuse] problem too!" he joked. 

Dana had been taking notes during the tour for his "chronicle," and Baba called him and told him it ought to go in 

the chronicle that there will be no grapes after 700 years. "On second thought," he said, "let them guess why there 

aren't grapes!" 

When the laughter had subsided, Dana said, "What will they say Baba, that I said that there won't be any grapes 

because they gave the Avatar a tummy ache?" 

 

Agnes Baron then took Baba on a tour of the Meher Mount property. Everyone followed — panting to keep pace. 

One man was given the chance to hold Baba's umbrella, but Baba would change directions so swiftly, it was hard for 

him to keep up. As Baba passed the sulfur-water swimming pool with its leafy arbor, he pointed to the vines and 



 

 

gestured, "Grapes again!" Baba was very particular to be shown all the boundary lines and fence posts, asking where 

the north-south and east-west lines were. Agnes herself was not sure, and Baba looked playfully put out with her. 

On the top point of Meher Mount is a huge coast live oak tree which is called "Baba's tree." Baba sat under it on the 

bed of dry leaves. He signaled that no one else should sit down. His eyes shone, and he said he was happy. Then he 

rose swiftly and led the group back down the dusty trail. Kali, Agnes' dog, followed close behind Baba. 

Baba gathered everyone again and said: " 

Do not expect any discourse from me today. Yesterday, I told you all that you would play and feel relaxed 

[here]. One thing I want you all to know. You do not realize how very fortunate you are when I embrace you 

all. In India, when I go out to give my darshan, in southern India, Andhra State, traveling about from east to 

west, there are thousands who come for my darshan, and they all love me very much; a number of them are 

ready to lay down their lives for me at my signal. Yet they have no chance for my embrace or my close 

company because the rush is so great. When they approach me, the person behind is pushing them on, and the 

one behind him is pushing too; so, just for a second, they can have my contact and then it is finished. They do 

not have any chance of sitting near me or embracing me, although they love me very much. 

In Los Angeles, there was no time for you all to sit near me as you are doing today, for so many people came 

there and I was so busy. Therefore, I wanted particularly to have a [free] day here. 

You have seen my mood changing, as it did in London. 

Eruch interrupted: "Sometimes, all of a sudden Baba appears very lighthearted, very happy, and he makes us feel 

very happy at the same time. He mixes with the children, he plays with them, runs about like a child, and he appears 

to be very, very happy. Suddenly, there is a change in Baba's mood. He appears to us very tired and very sick, as if 

something has happened to him. Yet, there is nothing that we can see. He appears to us to be very loving sometimes 

— full of love, overflowing with love, and we feel as if we want to do nothing but love him. Again, there is a change 

in mood, and he appears to us to be very stern or fiery, and at such moments, we would like not to love him, but just 

to pay respect to him and wait for his orders and instructions." 

Baba remarked, "No one can understand my ways. I am beyond your understanding. Only Perfect Masters can know 

me and my ways. 

"Another point,” Baba continued. “As you all become more intimate with me, with opportunities to come closer to 

me, all that is good and all that is bad within you comes out in sparks, as it were. All the impressions of the past, the 

accumulation of past sanskaras of all illusory things, which include both good and bad, come out. My proximity, the 

intimacy with me, just changes that mass of sanskaras, and sometimes you find sparks of good and bad flying out." 

At one point, Baba startled them by declaring, "No more reading. I want you all to stop reading — it confuses the 

mind! Don't even read anything Baba has written!" 

The very next moment, he playfully turned to Margaret and asked, "How many times have you read God Speaks? 

Read it ten times, one right after another!" 

Baba finished by informing the group, "I would like to return by 6:00 P.M., and no one should disturb me after six 

o'clock. You are free to pack or do other things." 

After a few more private interviews, Baba and the mandali had tea. During one of the private interviews, Baba 

straightened out a romance, as he had done in Myrtle Beach. The fiancée of one of the group had fallen in love with 

her fiancé’s best friend. Baba called all three and explained to the young man that "the girl and his best friend love 

each other, but don't wish to hurt you, so I am asking you to release her," which the young man tearfully did. 

Just as the sun was setting over the scenic hills of Ojai, Baba patted Kali's head and got into the station wagon, 

saying the dog would incarnate as a human being for having met him. He asked Agnes to drive him back the longer 

coastal route and often mentioned on the way that he thoroughly enjoyed the sparkling blue Pacific Ocean. 

Baba had spoken of "sparks flying," and one incident occurred during the visit to Meher Mount. Agnes was about to 

leave her guests and go to Baba, when Ivy Duce asked for something. Agnes was in such a hurry to leave she did not 

fulfill Ivy's request, causing her to make some disparaging comment about Agnes. Fuming, Agnes came to Baba and 

said, "I don't love everybody — what am I going to do about it?" 

Baba looked at her, and Adi interpreted, "Agnes you love everybody you just don't like everyone!" 

In the car while returning to Los Angeles, Baba sat next to Agnes in the front seat. She said, "Baba, you know what 

Ivy Duce said about me ... I don't believe it, but if it is true what am I going to do about it?" 

Baba slapped her on the shoulder and chuckled, "I like you the way you are. I like your spirit!" 



 

 

Agnes was so happy to have Baba come to Meher Mount after all these years, she felt silly and joked, "What kind of 

spirit do you like — the hard [alcoholic] kind or just the mild?" 

Baba would call Agnes the "Beloved's Watchdog." Years later, she concluded that the reason she found herself 

surrounded by so many hypocrites was that Baba wanted her to “bark” — but not bite — and snap at their heels! 

The bus arrived back at the hotel before Agnes’ car, and Baba waved to his lovers before stepping into the elevator 

and retiring for the night. 

 

Baba departed Los Angeles for San Francisco at 9:00 A.M., on Friday, 3 August 1956, aboard United Airlines Flight 

465. The welcoming committee of Hilda Fuchs, Gladys Carr and Marguerite Poley were there to see him off, along 

with some of the others. Hilda had brought a tiny bouquet of red roses as a farewell offering for Baba. 

Once the Douglas DC-4 airplane was in the sky, Baba walked down the aisle greeting each of those accompanying 

him. Later, a few came over to his seat to discuss certain things with him, as others took his picture. When Filis 

sneezed loudly, Baba cracked, "You will bring down the whole plane!" 

Leatrice Shaw, who was not a seasoned traveler, wanted to sit by the window, but her sister Renae had already 

occupied that seat, and so she took an aisle seat. She thought she should be thinking of Baba but she felt completely 

"dry and empty." She couldn't think of him; no sweet thought came. At that moment, her mother asked her to get the 

camera from her father, who was sitting in front of Baba. Leatrice took this opportunity to look at Baba, and he was 

ready for her. "He gave me one look, and zip — my cup was running over! The cup was full, and I had no other 

thought but of Baba." 

The group arrived in San Francisco two hours later at 11:00 A.M., and Baba was met by an enthusiastic crowd and 

garlanded by the children within the group. It was quite cold, and Bili Eaton gave Baba her cloak, which he wore a 

few moments and then gave back to her. Baba was driven to a new motel, the Holiday Lodge at 1901 Van Ness 

Avenue. (Nearly every other hotel was booked, because the Republican National Convention was being held at this 

time.) Baba had been given a duplex suite far from the central court, but he did not like it, as it was too far from his 

lovers and there was not a connecting room for the mandali. Other hotels were suggested; homes were offered. Baba 

was testing the patience of those who had made the arrangements. 

He remarked to Ivy, "This is the way I work." 

Then he told Lud Dimpfl, "Everywhere else, the arrangements were perfect. My requirements are simple — just two 

connecting rooms. But it isn't only the rooms, I just don’t like this place. Therefore, I will leave San Francisco 

Sunday morning, two days early." 

Lud, a native of the area, was crushed. Baba had instructed him in Los Angeles that he wanted no publicity nor to 

meet newspaper reporters in San Francisco, thus allowing more time with his close ones before he left America. 

This had meant rearranging appointments and interviews at the last moment. Now again, there were changes! 

Suddenly, Baba turned to Carolyn Frey, who was in charge of arrangements in San Francisco, and remarked, "If 

those people [in the connecting rooms] leave by one o'clock tomorrow, and the food here is good, I will stay." 

Baba was given temporary quarters, and had his lunch, which he liked. He called a few of his lovers upstairs later. 

They found him seated on the divan, surrounded by a dozen children. He looked like an innocent child himself and 

smiled broadly. "Now that the children have monopolized me, the rest of you will have no chance!" 

He added, "I, too, am a child." 

Baba said he was happy; he liked the food and would stay. In a lighter mood, he played with the children for a 

while, met his San Francisco lovers who had not been on the trip, and gave the rest a quick embrace. Baba asked 

Enid Corfe what she was thinking, and she said, "I was thinking that if you take the i out of Enid, that is the end!" 

Baba enjoyed the remark. 

At 2:30 P.M., Baba was taken in Agnes Baron’s station wagon, driven by Lud, on a sightseeing tour of the city. 

Eruch, Nilu, Ivy and Lud's daughter Diane rode with him. The others went by bus. Joseph and Kari Harb also took 

their car. They visited Chinatown, Fisherman's Wharf and Telegraph Hill, where they disembarked at Coit Tower to 

view the harbor. Next, they went to the Presidio Gardens via Lombard Street (known as "the crookedest street in the 

world"). Suddenly, Baba turned to Lud and signaled that he must return to the hotel by four o’clock. 

It was then 3:45 P.M. and Baba told him to find the bus, and inform the others. Lud wondered how he would do both 

— find the bus and return to the hotel by four. The bus was nowhere in sight. But at last he found it and drove back 

to the hotel at breakneck speed, reaching it by four o’clock. 



 

 

When the group had returned, Baba again called them into his room. He looked grave. It turned out that in all the 

hurry to leave Coit Tower, Sparkie Lukes and little Tara Frey, who had been going up the tower, had been left 

behind. 

Fred Frey, an interior decorator by profession, had spent hours the day before in beautifying a conference room with 

plants. Someone had put them all in the refrigerator, thinking to preserve them, but it ruined them. So Fred had to go 

all the way back home and bring more. After returning, Baba asked him to lead the way to the room, and Fred could 

not find it. 

"Fred has now become one of my mad disciples!" Baba teased. In the room the group was seated before Baba, who 

lay on a chaise lounge, backed by a beautiful display of leaves and flowers. Baba continued, "When you go mad for 

me, really mad, not in the worldly sense, then you find me. Only those who go mad with love for me, find me." 

They were to go see an Ice Capades show in the evening, and Baba added, "All must stay to the end of the show, 

even if I leave early." 

That evening, they left for the Cow Palace, Baba bundled up against the fog with wool socks, a red wool jacket, 

white cotton trousers and a red paisley scarf. As they waited for the cars, he jokingly tried on Charmian's white fur 

toque (round hat). As soon as they arrived at the arena, Baba asked where Ruth White was. He had Kitty phone the 

hotel to locate her. 

Baba did decide to leave early and was driven back by Lud, who was not feeling well. Baba told him to take two 

Anacin tablets, go right to bed, and in the morning call the doctor. 

In his room, Baba lay down for the night. There was a television set in Baba's room, and Baba instructed Eruch, who 

was keeping nightwatch, that he could switch it on without the sound to pass the time. As Eruch was watching TV, 

at about 2:30 A.M., the telephone rang. It was Harry Kenmore in New York. No one had informed him that he could 

have accompanied Baba to California, and he asked if he could fly out immediately. Baba gestured to Eruch to tell 

Kenmore, "Don't come now. You will have many more opportunities to come to me." 

 

On Saturday, 4 August 1956 at 9:30 A.M., Baba came to the conference room for interviews, conducted behind a 

curtained-off portion of the room. Most of those meeting Baba were San Francisco Sufis, but many others came — 

including Dr. Bhagat Singh Thind, 63, a Sikh spiritual teacher and author, who had had a strong influence on some 

of Baba's lovers (such as Joseph Harb) before they had come into Baba's contact.80 Baba later met with all, and Don 

read the message "God's Divine Business." 

Another Indian, a learned Brahmin in his early 60s named Manmatha Nath Chatterjee, also met Baba that day. 

Chatterjee was a former professor of sociology at Antioch College in Ohio, and a dear friend of one of his former 

pupils, Agnes Baron.81 Agnes had been trying to convince "Chat" to meet Meher Baba for years, but he had scorned 

her attempts, saying, "You Westerners are so stupid! You run after all these big chaps, not knowing what the 

consequences will be. Until you are ready to have your life turned inside out — stay away from them!" 

By sheer coincidence Chatterjee had phoned Agnes that day at 11:00 A.M., inviting her out to lunch. Agnes was 

furious and threatened, "If you don't come to meet Meher Baba, I will never speak to you again!" So, reluctantly he 

came to the hotel. It was time for lunch, but Agnes pleaded with Adi to let Chatterjee go in. They were seated 

 
80 Bhagat S. Thind (1892–1967) had begun delivering lectures on Indian philosophy and metaphysics even 

before Yogananda came to America in 1925. His teaching included the philosophy of many religions, and 

in particular the Sikh Scriptures. During his lectures, discourses and classes to Christian audiences, he 

frequently quoted the Vedas, Guru Nanak, Kabir, and others. One biographer wrote: “He generously shared 

India's mystical, spiritual and philosophical treasures with his students but never converted or persuaded 

any of them to become Hindu or Sikh. He also made references to Ralph Waldo Emerson, Walt Whitman, 

and Henry David Thoreau to which his American audience could easily relate. He initiated thousands of 

disciples into his expanded view of reality — the Inner Life, and the discovery of the power of the Holy 

Name.” 

81 M. N. Chatterjee was trained as an engineer, did graduate work in Germany and received his doctorate 

from Edinburgh University. He was a close personal friend of Mahatma Gandhi and was sent to the United 

States by Gandhi as his personal representative. Chatterjee taught at Antioch from the late 1920's till the 

mid-1950's, where another of his closest pupils was Corretta Scott King.  



 

 

outside Baba's room on a bench. Adi informed Baba, who came out, and taking Chatterjee's hand between his palms, 

Baba escorted him into the room. Agnes was told to wait outside. 

Half an hour later, Chatterjee, who was always very straight, almost military in his bearing, came out almost 

doubled up. Agnes took him to her room. Chatterjee was nearly unconscious, muttering, "I had to come, I had to 

come!" He left after some time and later sent a copy of one of his books to Baba. Shortly afterwards, Agnes learned 

that he had become paralyzed on the left side and he died soon after. The doctors were unable to diagnose the cause 

for the paralysis, one of them opining that he had "a shock of some kind." 

Herman Alvarado, 34, heard of Baba in 1950 through his fellow Sufi, Joseph Harb. But Baba’s visit to San 

Francisco was Herman and his family’s first opportunity to meet Baba. In his private interview, Baba looked 

lovingly at him and said, "I will help you to find what you are craving for." At an interview the following day, Baba 

met with Herman and his wife, Helen. He put their heads together and told them, "God has married you both." 

After lunch on the 4th, Baba held a brief meeting with Filis Frederick about The Awakener magazine. He was 

pleased at her resolve to keep it completely devoted to him and to carry on despite being hard-pressed financially. 

He informed her, "After I drop this body, then everything will go — books, pamphlets, magazines. I will help you." 

The interviews continued, and Don Stevens read several other short messages. At 4:00 P.M., Baba and the mandali 

visited the Sufism Reoriented Center at 406 Sutter Street. Baba seated himself on the head chair, crossed his index 

fingers in a cross and gestured (which Adi translated), "I am the Christ — no doubt of it. And when I break my 

silence, all the world will come to know about it." 

Ivy began to sob. Baba called her and made her sit beside him. He put his hand on her head in a silent blessing of 

strength and guidance. "Now that I have blessed this place," he told her, "try to keep it." 

Reminiscing, Baba related an incident in 1926, when he emerged from a year's cramped fast and seclusion in his 

crypt on Meherabad Hill. He had asked the mandali to try and push him over. About 20 men put their hands together 

on his back, but they could not budge him. And Baba had been living on nothing but coffee for six months! 

Adi added that in the early days Baba used to rise very early in the morning and sing. "He had a rich, ‘juicy’ voice," 

he said, meaning it was full of feeling. 

Baba then drove back to the hotel and visited Lud in his room. Lud had been diagnosed with pneumonia. "Aren't 

you glad you got sick?" Baba asked. "For now Baba has come to see you on a personal visit. Do you realize how 

fortunate you are that you have fallen ill while I am here and that I have come to visit you?" Lud smiled helplessly. 

Baba gave instructions to his wife, Bea, and said he would be well in two days. 

Much to the doctor's surprise, Lud did fully recover in exactly two days. Baba later revealed, "I precipitated this 

illness to save Lud from a much worse catastrophe due in a few months." 

Baba had lovingly christened Lud's thirteen-year-old daughter Diane as "Three-B" — meaning, Baba's Beloved 

Baby. He told Three-B: "Next time I come, I will call you to India." 

 

Early in the morning on Sunday, 5 August 1956, Filis Frederick, Adele Wolkin, Bili Eaton and Beryl Williams were 

summoned to Baba's room. After talking with them a while, he called in Ivy and Don Stevens and informed them of 

his wish that they publish all the messages given out on the trip, within five months. They agreed, but as it turned 

out, it was more than a year, before Sufism Reoriented was able to publish Life At Its Best. 

Everyone else was called in and Baba spoke about his forthcoming plans: "Last night I thought over everything. I 

had to attend to much Universal work. I decided about the meeting I want to call after my seclusion. I have decided 

the meeting will start November 7 [1957] and continue [for some days]. I will send instructions to those whom I will 

invite from the West and to others in India. These will include instructions informing the Western group when they 

should arrive and how long they should stay — one month. I will send the instructions in March 1957 to all those 

invited, and I will expect their early replies and suggestions. I will expect an early reply for the board and lodging 

arrangements. The group coming from different parts of the globe will have to stay one month. Dana, repeat all this 

so loudly that those on Mars can hear you!" 

In a loud voice, Dana did his best to contact Mars! 

Elizabeth Patterson asked, "Can we reply now?" 

Baba continued to explain: "I will require six months for the arrangements. There will be so many from different 

parts of India — all the Indian groups — it will take time to make arrangements for them. Don, say all this so loudly 

that the fishes in the ocean can hear you! Start [from] the beginning. Baba cannot hear, it must be the fog!" 



 

 

Laughter shook the room. “There was an air of tremendous, barely suppressed excitement in his lovers,” Age 

observed. “The Beloved had at last called them to India!” 

Baba continued: "Each must pay his or her traveling expenses. Those who can afford to may contribute their 

amounts after February 15 for the meeting. Contributions will also be invited from the Indian groups. Arrangements 

for a month's stay will cost a good deal." 

Ben Hayman questioned, "Will the meeting be exclusively for men?" Cries of protest rose from the female 

contingent. 

Baba replied, "The Indian women are annoyed with me because it was not possible for them to have my sahavas [as 

promised]. This meeting will be for men and women. It will be unprecedented in the history of my activities. I will 

also invite saints, the seven favorites." 

"It will be 90 percent women and 10 percent men," Baba teased. 

Marion Florsheim asked, "About how much should we try to raise, Baba?" 

"Twenty million dollars!" he joked. "And you and Ivy will have to collect it!" 

 

The group dispersed at around 8:00 A.M. to have breakfast. That morning, Baba, the mandali and several others 

visited the homes of Ivy Duce (at 45 Old La Honda Road in Woodside), Don Stevens (323 Oakwood Place, Menlo 

Park) and Fred Frey (1326 Marlboro Road, Hillsborough). At Ivy's, Baba walked through the whole house, his 

fingers working continuously. 

En route to Menlo Park, Don Stevens explained that he had selected his house with Baba group meetings in mind, as 

it had a very large and lovely living room, which Don felt would be a perfect ambience. Later Don said sardonically: 

"But Baba taught me never to try to put ideas in the Avatar's mind." As soon as Baba had inspected the house from 

the outside, he shocked Don completely by wiping his hands in midair and telling him to sell the house as soon as 

possible! 

Everyone had lunch of rice spaghetti and shrimp at the Freys' home. Fred had hired a Filipino serving boy named 

Robert who, as it turned out, knew about Baba, as did his whole family. 

On one occasion, Robert told Fred that "many in the [Philippine] islands know that the Lord is on the earth." 

When Baba returned to the hotel, Margaret’s dancers had their long-promised chance to perform for him. Baba had 

asked them in Myrtle Beach, "Do you want to dance for me?" and told them to be ready in two days. Although the 

dancers had not come prepared, they went to the beach and choreographed something together. They had no music, 

so they had to hum and clap out the rhythm. But Baba did not ask for their performance. Only when they arrived in 

San Francisco did he tell them, "Tomorrow afternoon at 2:00 P.M. you will dance for me." 

Baba closed off the interview room for them. Only he, the mandali, Margaret and Bili Eaton were present. Marie 

Adair, Tex Hightower, Bunty Kelley and Peter Saul performed a Highland fling, and Tex and Bunty did a dance 

from the 1920s called the” black bottom.” Marie Adair's solo "Dance of the Sun Maid," from the Russian ballet 

"Land of the Midnight Sun," followed. Peter Saul brought some different shoes and danced solo for Baba. He was 

rewarded, as were the others, by Baba's warm embrace. 

Baba, happy and relaxed, commented, "I would just like to go on watching dancing like this!" He posed with 

Margaret and the group for Charmian. Later in his suite he gave the dancers a few minutes alone with him. He joked 

with them and played his old trick on Margaret of tapping her on the cheek when she was not expecting it. 

Many times Baba met with individuals or small groups of two or three. He urged one boy, "Love me more and 

more." 

To another he remarked, "I am an innocent child, and I will make you innocent, too." 

To a newcomer, Baba stated, "Know well that I am in everyone. I am not just this body. I am the Ocean. If you love 

me intensely, then you will find me everywhere." 

To one person who had no family ties, he said: "You don't know how lucky you are to be unattached." 

To three sisters who came before him, Baba advised: "Stay pure in heart." 

Almost sobbing, Bili Eaton informed Baba, "Someone said to me that you were not my Master!" 

"Masters, Masters!" Baba replied irritably. "Masters have nothing to do with it! I am your God!" 

One young fireman came with a gift of fruit and asked Baba, "How can I open my heart more, love more?" Baba 

told him to repeat his name 100 times at midnight. 



 

 

One woman who had been against Baba confessed tearfully the day after meeting him, "I can't think of anything but 

that beautiful man. I must confess I was a little prejudiced ... All I have done since I have seen him is to pray to God 

for forgiveness." 

To a young child Baba asked, "Do you love me?" 

The girl replied, "I love you if you love my mommy!" Baba's smile was precious. 

 

At 2:30 P.M., there was a meeting of the Meher Baba Hospitality Committee. Marion Florsheim read a report of the 

finances and final balance. Baba commented, "All trust you, and I trust you, so everything is all right." Ivy thanked 

Marion on behalf of all, then Elizabeth Patterson rose to express the group's gratitude to Baba for coming. 

Baba replied: "When I see your ocean of love and feeling for me, the limitless Ocean of Love is stirred by the love 

of his lovers. Your love creates waves in that Ocean. You do not know how many. 

"Everything these past days has gone according to my Divine Plan. With the love you have given me, I feel 

immensely happy." 

Three messages were then read: "The Inviolable Unity of Life" and "All is from Within" and one more. 

At 3:15 P.M., the whole group reconvened in Baba's room, and there was further discussion about the trip to India. 

Baba stated at length: 

I know most of you are practically penniless, like me. Although I am the Lord of the Universe, my pockets are 

always full of holes! There will be the difficulty of all your fares to and from India. A few of you might be able 

to contribute something for the meeting over and above the fares. I know that a dollar contribution from one 

who has nothing is equal to a million dollars from one who has much. I also have other plans to be carried out 

during the meeting. This meeting has spiritual significance and may shake the whole world. Remember not to 

send any contributions before the 15th of February, because I am in seclusion. Send your contributions to Adi, 

but only after the 15th. After the 15th, if I see the contributions are sufficient to cover the expenses of the 

whole meeting, then I will give my sanction for the meeting. If there are not sufficient funds, then Adi will 

return the amount to the contributors. The same holds true for the contributors in India. 

There is no question of my not calling the meeting. I want you all to participate in that meeting because it has 

great spiritual significance. I am going to call all of my lovers, workers, devotees and saints from India. It will 

not cost them much to attend the meeting. Their accommodations can be arranged easily. But for the 

Westerners, because their standard of living is higher, it will cost a good deal for a stay of one month. I want 

those who are invited to come. There will not be another opportunity like this for 700 years. After the meeting, 

no one can ever be sure of seeing me in the West again. 

Elizabeth had apparently made some offer involving the Center, but Baba said: 

I need money for the meeting, but the Center at Myrtle Beach must not be touched because, after I drop my 

body, it will become a place of pilgrimage, for it has Baba's heart in it. Elizabeth's service, her intense love and 

dedication to me are beyond words. Besides the Center, she has done so much for me; you have little idea. 

He continued: 

I don’t want you to borrow money for your fare or for contributions. You may, however, buy your ticket on the 

installment plan. Your contributions should be accompanied by a note saying, "This is an unconditional gift to 

Meher Baba," and sent directly to Adi Irani or through the group heads. 

Two thousand years ago when I was Christ, I said: "Sell all and follow me." Now I am calling this meeting to 

say to my lovers, "Sell all and give it to me, because I am the poorest of the poor." At this meeting, I am going 

to reveal myself to a certain extent, giving a glimpse of my divinity. I would feel very happy if you all could be 

there. 

No one should start canvassing for these contributions. Do not go out into the streets and start begging for 

contributions. Just ask from those who love me, who come with love. If one cannot contribute anything, don't 

worry the least bit. What counts most is love. If you love me, you have given me a little. If you have children, 

try to arrange for their care at home. No children should be brought to the meeting. It will last for a full month. 

Only those who can stay for a full month can come. Supposing for 25 days I am giving to you, playing with 

you, and then on the 26th day I give you all a glimpse of me. How could I postpone the gift? You should all try 

to come for a full month. Only those invited by me can come. Their board and expenses will be borne by the 

committee there. 



 

 

Baba enumerated those 50 persons who "must come," accentuating this by hitting his palm with his fist. “If I make 

this sign of ‘must come’ [punching his fist into his palm], it will be no good for that person if he doesn’t come. If he 

doesn’t come, it will mean trouble for that person.” 

Baba continued: "Elizabeth without question ... Mrs. [Ruth] White, even if she is about to drop her body ... If Harry 

[Mickey] Florsheim does not die, he must come … For Frank [Hendrick] it will be a real effort. Ben Hayman ..." 

Ben answered, "It wouldn’t be official if I weren’t there!" 

Baba concluded: 

Those who are in this room are already invited and will not receive any other invitation, only instructions. 

Group heads should make out a list of other lovers who will fill my conditions of obedience and love, and who 

can afford to come. 

It will never be a picnic for you all. This meeting is so great. After I return to India, in five months there will be 

a lot of suffering for me, hard work [to be done] for the world. Therefore I say, no one should send their 

contributions before February 15. No one even knows what is going to happen before February 15. 

Bea Dimpfl took the Shaw family to Muir Woods that afternoon. When they returned, Jeanne asked and was granted 

permission to give Baba a small eggcup made of redwood she had purchased at the gift shop. Enthusiastically she 

began telling Baba about Muir Woods and a tree which is the largest, oldest and tallest redwood there. In the end, 

she remarked, "The Ancient One should sit under the Ancient Tree we saw at Muir Woods." The next morning, 

Baba announced that the group would go there with him. 

Around 6:30 P.M., Baba called Filis, Adele, Beryl, Bili and Sylvia to read him their letters to Mehera and Mani for 

his approval. Baba remarked to them: "When I heard about the Australian program arranged for me, I felt tired. I 

have no relaxation. My only relaxation is making my lovers feel my love. You must not feel sad about my leaving. 

We will be together in India. Think about the meeting in India." 

That evening, Baba went to see a puppet show of Shakespeare's play "A Midsummer Night's Dream" in the Lilliput 

Theater, on Fillmore Street near Union Street, one of the smallest in the world. In the theater lobby, Baba was in a 

fun-loving mood trying on Elizabeth's hat. The tiny theater was completely filled with Baba's lovers. Baba sat at the 

back; the Dimpfls' daughter, Three-B, sat next to him. He left after 20 minutes (at the conclusion of the first act), but 

as he wished, his lovers stayed and watched the play. 

Late that night the Holiday Lodge was robbed. The next morning, Monday, 6 August 1956, the manager had a 

chance of Baba's darshan and informed him about it, saying he was sure Baba's presence had prevented more serious 

harm. 

After breakfast there was a brief meeting of the Universal Spiritual League of America in Baba's suite. Baba then 

went to the income tax office with the mandali and Ivy to receive an income-tax clearance certificate that they had 

received no income while in America. 

When he returned, the group was called downstairs to the conference room. Baba was in a serious mood. He said: 

Last night I could not rest for a single moment. I was working. As this is the last day, I was thinking of being 

with the group as much as possible, perhaps taking a drive with you all, as I am leaving tomorrow. But this 

morning something cropped up about money, finances, and so forth. I want to clear up the matter. The 

Hospitality Committee is a small affair. If there is confusion about the small affair of this trip, how will you 

manage the big affair — the meeting in India? 

When I come down to your level, because of the familiarity and intimacy that is created, you completely forget 

about my divinity, you forget that I know every little thing. When I sit with you all, when I inquire about your 

health and so on, you forget that you must inform me of every detail and at the same time you forget that I 

know everything. 

Suppose I say don't worry about your children! You must take my word, as it comes from God. Because I am 

that! What does the word of God mean? God must know everyone, do everything. Therefore, when He says, 

"Don't worry about your children," it means you do not have to worry. Suppose I turn my key and there is an 

earthquake tomorrow, and within five minutes all of you vanish. Then what about your worries about your 

family and children? Therefore I say, stick to my word, whatever instructions I may give you. That is all that is 

necessary. 

Baba called for a full explanation of the Hospitality Committee accounts from Marion Florsheim, then untangled 

another quarrel over a movie camera, calling on the persons involved (Ivy and Ben Hayman) to speak up. At one 

point, he said, "No one wants to pay attention to my wish or will! Let your wish and will be done." 



 

 

The rest of the people sat silent, each feeling his or her sanskaras too were under attack, even if indirectly. 

Baba continued: 

Keep your hearts clean with all Baba decides. Let there be no lingering misunderstanding. If you all have the 

love and faith that I am Christ, which I am, then you must obey me, you must love me. If you are not prepared 

to obey me, or if you have doubts and wish to carry out your own will, then you must leave me. If you love me, 

you must hold fast to me. I lectured the mandali for half an hour this morning for having breakfast. 

Eruch explained, "We should have our tea or coffee in the morning, then our lunch in the afternoon. But this 

morning we called for a second breakfast." 

I told them, "If you want to be of help, then you must not use money that was contributed in this way." The 

mandali are near to me, they know I am the Christ. They should not have called for breakfast. Most of the 

people of this world have only one square meal a day, and many in India do not have even that. 

If you want to stick to me, you must have a clean heart. There is no use in sometimes having faith and 

sometimes having doubt. It is best then to leave me; then you can lead your life in the world and be free. If you 

want to love me, you should not try to create confusion among yourselves. All of you love me, but you would 

be loving me best by loving each other. If one has to say something behind the other's back, how can you tell 

the world about my love? If you all cannot love me as I want you to love me, it is best not to speak to the world 

about me. 

Let's put an end to all hypocrisy! Let hypocrisy be completely wiped out from your hearts! I would love to see 

that. You should all have one heart, a clean heart, without prejudices. I will be leaving you all tomorrow. Today 

is the last day. Now we will make a confession. Who can say the Prayer of Repentance? Who has a copy? 

No one knew the prayer by heart. Someone rushed off for a copy in the office. After it was read, Baba said, “Let us 

ask pardon of God for our misunderstandings, for unnecessarily hurting the feelings of others, for our faults. May 

God give you all one percent of the infinite patience Baba has! Let us ask God's pardon. Now one by one, embrace 

me.” 

Slowly, they formed a line and each embraced Baba, who had risen and was standing by the table. This was to be 

each one's last embrace, as Baba was leaving the next day and he had said he would not permit any embrace 

thereafter. 

Kitty had slipped out before the meeting was over to prepare Baba's lunch, and therefore missed the prayer and 

embrace. Baba scolded her, "Have I asked you to cook and be preoccupied the entire time, or to be with me as much 

as possible?!" Then he forgave her and gave her the embrace she had missed. 

 

Baba had agreed to Jeanne Shaw's suggestion about a trip to Muir Woods that day. The meeting had delayed it, but 

soon everyone boarded buses and rode over the Golden Gate Bridge and up Mount Tamalpais. Baba was taken in a 

car and stopped first to visit the home of Joseph and Kari Harb (at 837 Faxon Avenue). He went through the whole 

house, distributed prasad and sat in Joseph's favorite chair. 

Baba arrived at Muir Woods and asked the Shaws to lead the way into the redwood forest with its gigantic trees (the 

oldest living, growing things in nature) and show him the Ancient Tree. The children flocked around him, hanging 

on to his arms like bright birds. Walking among the redwood trees, Ruth White recalled: "As our eyes soared 

upward to their incredible heights, we knew that the One beside us soared above us spiritually as these redwoods 

soared above every living thing on earth." 

Baba paused for a moment before the giant redwood tree over 1,800 years old, and sat down in a hollow of the huge 

trunk. He closed his eyes, and it seemed the living Buddha had returned and was seated under the sacred Bodhi tree. 

Darwin took a snapshot. Then Baba stood up, looked the tree over and seemed uninterested in seeing the rest of the 

park. He asked Kitty when lunch was scheduled, and on hearing they were late, signaled for all to return. 

At the motel, Baba met with individuals in the afternoon. He called the Shaws into his room to have tea with him. 

Eruch served it. In discussing the prospect of an operation on Leatrice's eyes to straighten her vision, Baba decided 

she should go ahead with it. 



 

 

He assured her, "Don't worry, everything will be all right. Your eyes will be fine. Don't have any anxiety." Baba 

tossed her a heavy plastic paperweight he had held a while, telling her to keep it with her while in the hospital, and 

he told her to have the operation that September or October between certain dates.82 

Later, when only Jeanne was present, Baba asked her again, "Do you realize what it means for me to allow you to 

launder my sadra?" 

Jeanne did not know what to say and replied simply, "No, Baba." Baba looked at Eruch as if puzzled, and Jeanne 

continued, "But I feel greatly privileged and happy to have this task as a favor to me." 

Baba looked pleased and gestured, "Good answer." 

Because of this duty, Jeanne once or twice missed a "good morning" with Baba; but Baba always made it up to her. 

Once he waited after all the others had left the room until she had arrived. Another time he waited in the car outside 

the motel before leaving in the morning with the mandali to go to someone's home. He called her, kissed her on the 

cheek and then sped off. 

At about 4:00 P.M., Baba came out of his room with a tin of sugar cookies (presented to him by Etta Mehdy, Rabia 

Martin's daughter). He gave each of the group one of the powdered, star-shaped cookies. With his sugar-dusted 

fingers, he painted a white mustache on Beryl William's face; playfully he touched Enid Corfe and Margaret Craske 

on the cheek, and hugged Lud Dimpfl's sister, Eleanor Smith. Baba wished the group to disperse half an hour early 

that day, at 5:30 P.M. instead of at 6:00, and he kept asking the time. 

 

Early in the morning on Tuesday, 7 August 1956, Baba called his close ones into his room for the last time. He 

stressed that they were not to embrace or garland him. Filis had brought a lei which she then put on his table. Later 

Baba put it on and then gave it to Three-B. 

Even though he was about to leave, Baba met a few newcomers including one woman from New York who had 

missed him there. Another woman who had come that day had been told she had to belong to a group to attend one 

of the meetings. Baba assured her, "Many of my followers belong to no group at all yet belong to my real group 

which includes all my lovers and all my groups. My real center is the heart of everyone who loves me." 

Recovered, Lud Dimpfl drove Baba and the mandali to the airport. Baba asked him to roll his window up, as he did 

not like the draft, but Lud, in his excitement to be driving Baba, kept absent-mindedly rolling it down! Baba had to 

ask him to roll it up. "Now whenever I am in that car and touch the window handle, I think of him," Lud later said. 

The entire group had followed Baba to the airport to see him off, but as he had earlier instructed, Baba prohibited 

any of them from embracing him. He frowned as one woman broke into loud weeping and begged for an embrace. 

Yet, to one here and there, he gave a loving pat on the cheek or chin, as if to say, "Be brave! Chin up!"  

A stranger stopped, struck by Baba's appearance and his lovers' evident absorption in him. "Who is that man?" he 

asked. 

Filis replied boldly, “He is the Messiah.” 

Instead of taking offence, the man commented, “He very well might be.” 

Bili Eaton had not wept, although she too was feeling sad, of course. She related : 

Everyone was in tears because Baba was leaving. I was very proud of myself, thinking, "I haven't cried and I'm 

not going to cry!" and I was doing very well. We were in a circle around Baba and everyone else was 

blubbering away. All of a sudden Baba put his hand on my shoulder and "blaa ..." the tears started rolling. 

When Baba wants to get to you, he gets to you; there is no way you can escape! 

Filis later described that final, heart-wrenching parting: 

Too soon it was time to go. Baba strode down the ramp as dozens of hands stretched out to him in farewell. He 

clasped one tightly, then another. One of the youngsters ran down the passage ahead of him and slipped an 

orchid garland over his head. He embraced her and returned the garland. Then it was really goodbye as we 

watched him walk up the stairs and into the huge transoceanic plane. There was his divine hand waving slowly 

 

82 As Baba had predicted, the operation was successful and Leatrice's eyes became completely normal.  



 

 

at us from the third window. Now there was no help for the tears that fell down my cheeks. The age-old 

separation has begun again. 

 

It was Ena Lemmon who, before leaving Bombay in February 1956 after her first meeting with Baba, had been 

encouraged by Meherjee to invite Baba to Australia. Ena was wildly enthusiastic about the idea, and when she 

returned to Australia on Baba's birthday, she spoke to Francis Brabazon and others about inviting him. While some 

felt it was not yet the right time, others were quite excited about the prospect of having the Ancient One "down 

under." Ena sent Baba a formal invitation, and a message came back that Baba had accepted the invitation and 

would visit Australia on his way back to India. 

Mani described Francis Brabazon’s reaction to formally inviting Baba to Australia in a letter to Ivy Duce on 4 June 

1956: 

Francis was rather upset over the idea of anyone from Australia "asking" Baba to visit there. He has deep 

understanding of Baba and his ways, and I just loved certain bits which I'll quote here: 

"Is not Baba God? Has not this same God said to us, told us himself, not to ask him for anything, and that he 

will give us, each one, in his own time what he thinks fit to give? Has not he told us to give to him, that he is 

the One to take — that he will take from us until we have nothing left but God?" 

About asking anything of Baba, Francis says: "... because he is not to be asked of, but is to be loved and served 

and given to, until one's whole life has become a living sacrifice to his dear Person ... I have further explained 

to everyone, not once but all the time, that I had observed that Baba in his great kindness often, if not usually, 

fell in with people's wishes, did what they wanted him to do, but this doing would not necessarily be the real 

doing. But when he himself did something or said something out of his own love or wish or want, then that 

doing or saying would be the real doing or saying." 

He ends with saying how much they want Baba to come: "... for apart from the benefit to ourselves, we believe 

that a country which a Perfect Master has not touched with his sacred feet is a dead country; that the coming to 

a country by such a Blessed One is a sowing of a seed in that country, which will eventually make it living and 

civilized in a real sense. We want Baba to come but we want that coming to be the real thing — for it to be 

from his own compassion arising in his own dearest heart, not from our asking ..." 

Mani concluded her letter: 

There is little I can add to this. I sent [Francis] a cable: "Baba extremely happy with accurate understanding. He 

now announces his decision of real coming to Australia for five days. Inform everybody." (This may not be 

word accurate as I am writing from memory, but it is nearly so.) 

 

As soon as Francis received this clarification, he stepped up the pace of his final building work at Beacon Hill, a 

suburb twelve miles on the north side of Sydney. Here, four years earlier, Francis had decided to erect a sandstone 

center especially for Baba’s use. Despite his “quarrel” with Ena Lemmon, Francis had been secretly hoping all along 

that Baba would one day visit Australia. At what he had originally envisaged as a base for his Sufi organization, 

Francis created designs for an elaborate “training center” for devotees of Meher Baba, which he submitted to the 

local Shire Council. The construction work had for years been the main occupation of the early Sydney followers, 

with Francis himself living in austere conditions on site in a tiny “cave cabin.” Other early Australian Baba lovers 

resided part of their time in packing cases or any other available structures close to the on-going construction, in 

order to help. Thus Francis’ attitude to Ena’s invitation was only stern because he wanted to be absolutely sure that 

Baba was coming of his own choice and not on account of his secret wish. 

Baba later named Francis’ center Meher House, and it remains one of the two main Baba centers in Australia. It 

occupied a large, elevated block of coastal scrubland, rich in pungent wildflowers.83 In those days, this was the 

 
83 Later, Francis sold off sections of the block to fund his own and others’ travels to India. Thus, as years 

went by, the house became surrounded by suburban sprawl. (Bill Le Page’s daughter Jenny explained: “The 

selling of two of the four original blocks of land was directed by Baba in the 1960s when Francis was 

living in India. It funded the finishing of the walls in Baba’s room. Nothing was done with Meher House 

that was not approved by Baba through Bill writing and asking Francis and Francis asking Baba. The 

balance of the money from selling the land was put aside to be used as Baba directed at a later date.”) 

 



 

 

bushy outskirts of Sydney, still full of snakes and other wildlife. The site commanded sweeping views over Sydney 

Harbor, being the only hill in northern Sydney.84 

Francis had constructed most of the building with his own hands, having to learn masonry skills in order to fashion 

and place the massive sandstone blocks. When it was completed, at first the Adams family occupied the house, and 

then, according to Baba's instructions, the Le Pages and Francis Brabazon lived there. 

 

At 11:00 A.M. on 7 August, Baba, accompanied by Eruch, Adi, Nilu and Meherjee, flew from San Francisco to 

Australia on Pan Am Flight 841. The group arrived at 5:15 P.M. in Honolulu, Hawaii, where they were to have a 

three-and-a half-hour layover. Instead of sitting in the airport terminal the entire time, the mandali asked if they 

could go out for a stroll. Baba said no; it was an international airport and they would sit and watch the crowd. So 

they sat. 

After several minutes, as if out of the blue, came a couple who stood before Baba. They bowed reverently and Baba 

patted them lovingly. They asked Baba if he would visit their house which was close by. Baba declined but assured 

them that he was touched by their love. After a short while the couple left. The mandali, thinking this was what 

Baba had been waiting for, asked again if they could now go out for a walk. Baba again said no. Adi had become 

quite restless sitting in the airport and led their petitions. 

After one hour, the couple returned — this time carrying brown paper bags full of food for Baba and each of the four 

men. "Here is a small snack for you; won't you please eat some of it?" they pleaded. Baba, Eruch, Nilu, Meherjee 

and Adi ate the food, and afterwards Baba agreed to take a walk on the beach. But the mandali couldn’t enjoy it. 

They were worried they would miss their plane, as the departure time quickly approached! 

The group left Honolulu at 8:45 P.M., continuing on Pan Am Flight 841. They touched down at Canton Island for an 

hour at 3:00 A.M. the next morning, and then crossed the International Date Line, so that it was 8:15 A.M. on 

Thursday, 9 August 1956, when the plane landed at Suva in the Fiji Islands to refuel. Baba and his companions got 

off the plane and had coffee and a muffin. The weather in Suva was clear and bracing. An hour and a half later, they 

left (about 9:45 A.M.). 

 

Baba flew into Australia through Mascot Airport in Sydney that same afternoon at 3:45 P.M. Australian customs and 

safety regulations forbade anyone except passengers and crew from being present on the tarmacs, so as Baba and the 

mandali disembarked, no one was there to meet them. Baba acted surprised and gestured to Eruch, “Where are 

they?” Then — despite the considerable distance — Baba spotted his Australian lovers peering from the windows of 

the nearby terminal building. He enthusiastically waved and smiled at them as he gracefully strode across the 

tarmac. 

Once inside the terminal, Baba was welcomed by Francis, Bill Le Page, the Bruford family and a few others. 

Although there were many from the general public amongst them observing, Baba individually greeted each of “his” 

group. One person said how impressed they were at how "Baba just knew who was in his group!" People were 

getting lost and separated in the large crowd and Robert Rouse recalled straining to try to glimpse Baba. Suddenly, 

he felt a soft caress on his cheek. It was Baba, who had somehow managed to reach through the bustling crowd to 

touch him, even though Baba had never seen or met him before. 

From the airport, Baba was driven by Bill in Baron von Frankenberg's black Triumph to Meher House.85 The rest of 

the Sydney group, a few from Melbourne and one each from Canberra, Newcastle and Armidale were waiting there 

to receive him. Baba embraced each and everyone, and then retired in the house to wash and have his supper. Not 

knowing what Baba might like to eat, and having tasted Lorna Rouse’s Indian curries, Francis asked Lorna to 

 
84 Beacon Hill is a historic site marked with a monument, as it was on this hill that a beacon was placed to 

guide the First Fleet into Sydney Harbor. Earlier, as the only high point in the area, it had been a place of 

spiritual importance to the aboriginal people, who left ceremonial engravings here and nearby.  

85 Baron von Frankenberg, a disciple of Inayat Khan, was head of the very first Sufi organization in 

Australia. His group flourished from 1927 to 1950 in Melbourne and Camden (a town west of Sydney). 

Many of the early Australian Baba lovers had first been members of this group. Although it had been Baron 

von Frankenberg who encouraged Francis to meet Meher Baba, the Baron died in 1950, without himself 

ever meeting him. The automobile in which Baba was driven had been willed to Francis. 



 

 

prepare a curry and have it ready when Baba arrived at Beacon Hill. Baba asked for supper not long after his arrival, 

and Lorna served the curry with rice, and mangoes that she had preserved in syrup the previous summer. Baba was 

very pleased with Lorna’s curry, and asked for more for his mandali. (He also asked her to send the recipe to the 

women mandali.)86 

Baba's room was 30 by 20 feet. It had four walls of sandstone hand-cut by Francis, with a large window opening out 

over bushland, with views around Sydney and its harbors. Francis erected a temporary panel of Masonite, covering 

most of the East wall and got Frances Lee, who lived just over the hill from Francis, to paint a mural on it depicting 

Baba as the Creator of the universe. Baba admired the mural, but told Frances Lee to change the figure of a deer to 

an ape. The three-quarter of an acre property had been purchased for Baba in 1949, with money given by Baron von 

Frankenberg and other Sufis. 

Before Baba arrived, Bill's family vacated the house for Baba's use. Most of the Australian group attending Baba’s 

stay were accommodated in a large shed and three tents next to Meher House. The remaining people stayed in two 

houses within half a mile from Meher House. 

During that first night of Baba’s visit, Baba sent word that the children should be adequately covered with blankets 

against the cold.  

The next morning, Friday, 10 August 1956, Baba called a “work meeting” with Eruch, Francis, Bill Le Page and 

Robert Rouse. He asked Francis for an account of the work he had been doing in his name, and discussed what he 

wanted regarding the spreading of his message of love and service. During a pause in the discussion, Baba suddenly 

asked, “Francis, where is my book?” — referring to the accounts Francis and Don Stevens were both supposed to 

write on the 1955 Indian Sahavas. Francis was about to defend his nonaction (he had of course been incredibly busy) 

but held back and answered, “I’m sorry, Baba. I will start immediately after you have left.’ Baba gazed off as if into 

the future and replied, “Good.” The nature of this exchange propelled Francis and the Rouses to reassess what was 

going to be a simple diary-like account of the 1955 Sahavas and produce instead the magnum opus Stay with God. 

Baba then stated the reasons for his visit to Australia: "First I have come to sow the seed of love in this country; 

secondly, to visit and stay in the house you have built for me with so much love; and thirdly, to gather those who 

love me just a little and have done a little work for me, deeper into my love." 

Baba was seated on his bed, rubbing his feet into the rug on the floor. During the session, he said, “Bill [Le Page] is 

Francis’ right hand. Robert [Rouse] is Francis’ left hand.”87 At the end of the meeting, Baba stated, “I know that you 

three will never leave me. I know that you will be with me until the end." 

Baba had Bill Le Page's three children, Ruthie, Jenny and Michael, called in along with others and played with 

them. 

Baba then called the entire group. Each person was introduced by name. Baba asked, "Who slept well? ... Who did 

not?" A few raised their hands. 

He asked, "Were you thinking of Baba? It is not better to be awake and be thinking of Baba. Sleep-time is for 

sleeping. You should sleep. But if you cannot, don't worry and think: I must go to sleep, I must have a sleeping pill. 

Just utilize the time and think of me." 

Baba then asked, "Who is willing to love me?" One person had not raised his hand and Baba asked the reason. 

"I feel inadequate to love you," the man answered. 

"Do you love me enough to throw your children into the ocean if I asked you to?" The man said he would do it for 

Baba if ordered. 

"Love means fulfilling the will of the Beloved at any cost." 

Turning to another man, he inquired, "Can there be any fear where there is love?" 

"One could be afraid of displeasing the Beloved," was the man's reply. 

"That is a different kind of fear altogether," Baba stated. 

He continued, "I am so happy to be here today with you and to be in the house which you have built for me. Make 

the most of this opportunity to be in my company." 

 
86 Indian food was fairly unknown in Australia at this time, and few Australians knew how to prepare it.  
87 Robert Rouse worked closely with Francis Brabazon on Francis’ various books, especially Stay with 

God, and was later the initial caretaker/manager of Avatar’s Abode. Bill Le Page played a major role in 

spreading Baba’s message in Australia and developing Avatar’s Abode. 



 

 

Caressing two of the children, Baba remarked, "One must remember to become either like a little child or an old 

man in love." 

Then he spoke of the large meeting he would convene at Meherabad the following year, and assured those present 

that he would invite some from Australia also. 

Baba then gave a short discourse on the two types of ego: 

There are two types of ego. One, the false ego, has innumerable wants and desires. It says, "I am a man — I 

want this; I am a woman — I want that; I am sick — I have a pain; I want to be happy — I am not happy; my 

wife does not love me; I am very rich; I am very poor." 

It is always I. But when it is annihilated, then a transformation takes place, and the false is replaced by the real 

I, and then the experience "I am free from desires and wanting" is gained. "I am infinite; I am one with God; I 

am Christ" — that is the Real Ego. 

Turning to one member of the Australian group, Baba addressed him: 

You assert, "I am God" because you have read and understood intellectually that there is nothing but God. But 

this assertion "I am God" falls [apart], because you and your mind are not united — are not One. This assertion 

is due to having thoughts. Thinking is there; that means duality is there. There is no direct experience here, but 

he experiences an idea of unity through his understanding of the Oneness of God; therefore, this is not the real 

experience and not the Real Ego. There cannot be any compromise; there is no room for any compromise. 

There is only one God, and one has to become one with God. You cannot be a man of the world and at the 

same time become one with God. 

If you have realized God within you, and we know that God is all-powerful, then you must also be all-powerful. 

Why then do you feel helpless? What is the cause of this helplessness? Take it slowly. Try to accept and digest; 

gradually, if you try, it will unfold. Take it slowly and it will gradually unfold that I am the Lord of the 

Universe. 

I remain the same Eternal One and am in all; therefore you all are God, and yet you feel so helpless. Why is 

this? Because there is a sort of veil that veils you from God. You yourself are the veil, and it is not possible for 

you to lift it — this veil which is yourself. Your eyes, which are quite small, can see a vast panorama and all 

the objects contained in it, but they cannot see themselves. To see themselves, a mirror is required. So, when 

the Mirror of my Grace descends, your own True Self is revealed in an instant. 

But how can you obtain my grace? It is very difficult. Only one in a million can have that. You must drown 

yourself completely in the Ocean of my love; then you will find my grace there. If you cannot bear to drown 

yourself, then there is compromise. If you want to find me as I really am, there cannot be any compromise. 

Drown yourself in this Ocean of love! 

What is this love? There are volumes of books on love, but they cannot give you love. Love wants to give itself. 

It does not want anything for itself. It wants only to give. Now you have a wife and you love her very much. 

You want to possess her for yourself. It is a great love you have for her. You do not want to be separated from 

her for a moment; you feel lost if she even talks with someone else. This sort of possessive love, although a 

form of it, is not real love because there is one thing — the craving for possession — which breeds jealousy 

and fear. You do not look to your wife's happiness but only toward your own selfishness. 

Now in the divine love of which we were speaking, there are two stages. In the first stage there is the longing 

for the Oneness — for union with the Beloved; and of course, in that is the craving: "I want to be one with 

God." But in the next step the lover does not want anything of his Beloved. He feels satisfied in pleasing the 

Beloved in all circumstances. And that is the only love which can be called Real Love. In the so-called love, 

abiding happiness is not to be found; there is only happiness and misery. Once you experience bliss, it is 

continuous. 

Baba then dictated this story about three seekers: 

Years ago in India when I used to give darshan, people would come from the city and neighboring places. I will 

tell you about three persons who came. The first man approached and said, "I do not want anything, Baba." I 

felt very happy. Then he said, "Baba, I am not feeling well. I just want my health. I do not want anything else." 

Gradually he informed me about his various difficulties — his big family and financial troubles. Then he said, 

"I do not want much, Baba; it is just a small thing. I want God." 

In the end, I said to him, "You want health, wealth for yourself and your family — all this, and then lastly, God. 

Nothing more!" 



 

 

The second man said, "I want to be with you always, Baba; I want to serve you, to be near you always. I have 

nothing to do with the world now, and I do not want anything. If you will just give me a meal and some 

clothes, I will remain and serve you." I told him to remain. A little while later he said, "I have one attachment; 

when I am free of this, I will come back and stay with you until I drop this body." The attachment was a debt 

he had incurred. He was to repay it and it was a great burden to him. 

The third man [Pleader] came to me and said, "Baba, I want God-realization." I asked him if he did not want 

other things as well. He replied, "Nothing but God-realization." I then asked him to lock himself in a room for 

three years and to take only milk, no other food and no reading or writing. And the man did this. He had the 

daring to do it. This man did not leave his room, and when he found a cobra in it one day, he waited until 

Sidhu, who brought him his milk, came and killed it. 

I want you all to know that love for me should not have any demands or wants. Wanting had its origin in the 

very first urge of God: "I want to know myself. I want to know who I am." 

The original want has expanded into so many different wants, illusory wants: "I want to know myself, I want 

this and that." It is continuous. Life after life, evolution of the illusory want goes on until one gets fed up and 

wants nothing. At that instant he gets the answer to his first question: "Who am I?" with "I am God." 

One should live a normal life and just love Baba, and not be attached to living. Then you will have a curtain of 

Baba's love protecting you from the world. Do not feel attached. How? By loving me and thinking of me. 

Baba concluded: "Christ's greatness was not in his power or miracles, but in his humility being crucified. His 

humility was his true greatness." 

Baba then sent the entire group out and had each one brought in singly to receive prasad. Baba had instructed that he 

was not to be asked any questions, but one young lady, a university student, became pushy and said, "I am going to 

ask questions. How can I know if he is God if I don't ask questions?" Then she went for her prasad. When she came 

out, Clarice Adams was by the door. The girl looked awestruck and said, "I don't know what happened. I just got to 

the door. I felt paralyzed and I got down on my knees." 

Baba gave Beryl Giddens the privilege of washing some of his clothes. 

After Baba had eaten his lunch, he sent half of it back to the women in the kitchen, who had cooked it for them, to 

eat as prasad, and they were overjoyed. 

 

After lunch Baba called the group into his room. He explained about worry: 

Don't worry! Worry accumulates and increases in strength, becomes a habit long after the original cause has 

ceased to be. [He asked one man his age.] When you were young, this and that happened; you cried, you felt 

sad and worry began. And after 50 years you still worry, although the time when worry began in you has gone. 

If another 50 years passes, you could at the end of that time be still worrying about something which was 

happening now. It is crazy. 

You worry now about some condition, yet you have experienced all conditions. You have been blind, sick, 

poor, old, young, beautiful, ugly. You worry about your children — you have had numberless children, and 

they have had numberless parents and children. You worry about your job — you have been in every sort of 

occupation. You worry about your wife — you have had so many wives. You have been everything and 

experienced all conditions, and yet you worry about the slightest thing that happens to you. 

Everything emanates from me, but that is not real. If you were dreaming and I appeared in your dream and told 

you that you were dreaming, it is not real — you would say: "Baba, I am enjoying these things; I know they are 

real." It is hard to understand. In your awake dream I tell you now, nothing is real, so don't worry. How to stop? 

Think of me, love me. 

Christ said with divine authority, "Your sins are forgiven," and I say with divine authority, "Love me, and your 

worries will vanish!" 

Reality is impossible to describe and it is difficult to attain. One in a million becomes a lover of God, and of a 

million lovers, only one gets Realization. It sounds impossible. Baba says, you have an opportunity because I 

am here with you and I say: "Love me." 

Afterward, Baba visited the attendees’ quarters at the adjoining shed and walked part of the “meditation path” 

Francis and his helpers had built specially for Baba behind Meher House. 

Francis Brabazon had written a play titled The Quest, a story of a search to find the Beloved, and at 3:45 P.M. the 

group performed it for Baba, with Francis in the role of the seeker. Baba praised their performance and said the play 



 

 

should be published and distributed in other countries. Baba was so pleased with the play that he told Francis he was 

going to give him a “reward.” To the many listeners’ astonishment, the reward was a fast of 28 days — the whole of 

February 1957 — on only milk, tea or coffee, during which Francis would not be permitted to read anything.88 

Baba then retired for the night. Two or three hours later, Baba had Francis Brabazon, Bill Le Page and Reg Paffle 

called to find out the cause of noise on the roof. A high wind had started. They got ladders and climbed up to 

investigate. They checked a frame carrying a banner of welcome as the possible cause, but found it secure. Baba 

then smiled and said, "This has given you three more opportunities to see me." 

That day the Daily Telegraph had carried a story about Baba's arrival with this headline: "Man of Tongues and of 

None." The article read: "Meher Baba has the gift of tongues — he has mastered six languages. But he speaks none 

of them." 

Baba had stated to the reporter, "I have come to awaken people to the one God, one humanity, one brotherhood. I 

have not come to teach a new religion but to revitalize the existing ones." 

 

The next morning at 8:00 A.M., Saturday, 11 August 1956, the group assembled before Baba. Baba asked about their 

health, how they had slept, and joked with them. Baba then played marbles with the children. Baba even showed 

Bernard Bruford, 13, a trick shot. He had Bernard place a marble on the tips of his fingers and hold it in the air. 

Baba stepped back about four feet and fired another marble in the air at it. Baba missed the first time but then struck 

the marble Bernard was holding twice in a row. Baba was standing by the doorway as the children were leaving, 

when he asked several of them, "Who am I?" Different answers were given. Bernard said, "The greatest man on 

earth!" This made Baba very happy and he lifted his hands up in jubilation. 

Afterward a general darshan program for the public was held from 9:00 to 11:30 A.M. Almost 150 people came. 

Baba stood on the sandstone slab at the doorway of Meher House to greet the crowd, paying special attention to the 

children, including some of the workmen’s children. Baba distributed prasad of dried fruits and nuts. May Lundquist 

cooked fish for Baba’s lunch that day. 

Baba also gave an interview to a journalist named Donald Ingram Smith. Their conversation was tape recorded with 

Eruch interpreting Baba's gestures. Smith's first question concerned intellectual conviction. Eruch began: 

Baba says it is not necessary to have intellectual conviction because it does not help at all. It is just a step. Baba 

says that after intellectual conviction there ought to be another step of having conviction through sight, which 

also is to be superseded by having actual experience of union with God. It is not necessary that we must be 

intellectually convinced. 

Now, for example, here is Francis Brabazon. Suppose that he is illiterate; he has not read anything and he does 

not want to read anything, but he knows one thing — he has heard somewhere, somehow, that there is a certain 

thing like God, and with that he is convinced that there is God. He says: "I must see God, I long to see Him." 

He is longing to see God and he loves Him very much; he is like a fish out of water. He loses his appetite. He 

has no sleep and his only thought is to see God. And he does see Him without having intellectual conviction 

because he has heart. In his heart he wants to see God. 

Now, here is another man — he has read much, he is a very intelligent person, he has heard much and he is 

continually reading. Through reading he gets intellectual conviction. He is convinced intellectually. Now, after 

hearing and reading all this, he says: "I am convinced that there is nothing but God." But that is only 

intellectual conviction. This man who is intellectually convinced has no love for God; he is simply convinced 

through his intellect, and there is the stalemate for him. He says: "Here I am, I have studied much, I have read 

much, heard much, and I am continuing to read books — Meher Baba's book God Speaks I have read. I am 

intellectually convinced that there is God, and God is the only Reality." Baba says over and above that he has 

to have the heart to love God. If intellectual conviction is there and love is also there, as well as the longing to 

see God and for union with God, it is that love and longing which helps him to attain his goal. 

So, we have Francis who, suppose, has not read anything and who has therefore no intellectual conviction, but 

who has love in his heart. And here, this other gentleman, who is intelligent and who is intellectually 

convinced, but who has no love and no heart. Then there is another man who is intellectually convinced and 

also has the heart. He attains the goal, he can see God, become God. The person without heart, only intellectual 

conviction, can never see God. The one who is intellectually convinced and also has the heart can see God and 

 
88 Francis did conduct this fast in 1957. He had himself boarded into the tiny stone cabin under Meher 

House – the room that had been his original home when building the structure. 



 

 

can make others also see God; whereas he who has only heart realizes God for himself and does not help others 

to see God. That is the difference. Now do you follow what Baba wants to say? 

The journalist asked, "Could you speak of love, sir? What do you mean, when you speak of love?" 

Baba, in turn, asked: 

Love? What is love? First of all, here is my beloved, and naturally I love him. I love the beloved. Now, what is 

that love, love for the beloved? It means I give everything for the beloved — give up everything, wanting 

nothing in return. I just want to give, I just want to give my beloved everything, make him happy, make him 

pleased. I want to give everything even at the cost of my own pleasure. That is called love. 

But this giving and this seeking the pleasure of the beloved takes one to such an extreme extent that the lover is 

prepared even to give up his whole life — sacrifice his whole life for the beloved. That is the sublimity of love: 

wanting nothing in return! Baba does not want anything in return. 

Now the worldly love, the love that a man has for a woman, that is also love. The lover wants to give happiness 

to the woman, or the woman wants to give happiness to the man, but there is some selfish motive of possession 

in it. That is possessive love. The love of the world — a man loving a woman or a woman loving a man — has 

some aspect of love, but it is possessive. It wants something, craves for something. 

Here, the love for the Beloved, divine love — there are degrees of course in this divine love also — wants 

Union. The aim of the lover is to have union with the Beloved, and when that love reaches its zenith then the 

lover does not want anything, not even union with the Beloved. There is no question of possessing anything or 

wanting anything, only giving. 

"What is your purpose, sir, or what is your work in the world?" asked Donald Smith. 

To give my love, to awaken mankind, to make them know that everything is a delusion and God is the only 

Reality. One who can love God can attain to that Reality. All are one, but no one knows that Oneness. God is 

within you. But there is a veil and you yourself are the veil between you and God. God is within me. I have 

taken this form to unveil all human beings so that they can realize that God is within their own selves. Only 

God resides in all, and I have come to lift that veil and awaken mankind to know that there is only one Reality, 

and all else is illusion. 

Donald Smith had become confused and stammered, "And the Reality is within and without similarly?" 

Baba says there is no within and no without. Reality pervades. There is nothing beyond Reality in actuality. 

There is no within and no without, no ups and downs. Reality is all over — all-pervading. But so-called 

illusion, as we say, comes also out of Reality. It is the shadow of Reality. 

As you walk, the shadow follows you, but you give no importance to the shadow. You cannot attach any 

importance to it because it is nothing but shadow. The shadow has come out of you; it is your own shadow that 

follows you. You do not follow the shadow. Exactly at midday, twelve o’clock noon, the shadow, so to say, 

disappears. Why? Because it was not there; therefore it has disappeared. It is only you who are the Reality and 

not the shadow; it has no existence at all. 

 

Later on 11 August, at 4:15 P.M. Baba and the mandali flew from Sydney to Melbourne, 660 miles south, 

accompanied by 20 of his lovers from Sydney and Melbourne (those who had previously flown to Sydney to see 

Baba). Robert Rouse was in charge of booking the flight to Melbourne. Through John Grant, who worked as a flight 

controller, he chose Australian National Airlines, which had recently acquired the latest passenger aircraft, the 

Douglas DC-6B. It was faster than other aircraft in Australia and had a mini-lounge at the back of the plane that 

seated six. With Baba’s permission Robert booked Baba, the four mandali and Francis in this section; the rest of the 

group sat with the other passengers. 

Arriving that evening at 6:30 at Essendon Airport in Melbourne, Baba, his mandali and the Sydney group were met 

by the Melbourne followers. Ena Lemmon was the first to meet Baba, as he came off the plane with Francis leading 

him. Baba took Ena by the arm and walked into the terminal, where he met some of the other lovers. Baba instructed 

them not to follow him outside or to the O'Briens' home. Baba was to stay at the home of Dr. Denis O'Brien and his 

wife Joan, at 26 Fairmont Avenue, in the centrally located suburb of Camberwell. Clarice Adams' husband Stan 

drove him there. 

The Adamses’ daughter, Cynthia, although only twelve years old, had an intense longing to see Baba at closer 

quarters. When Baba was leaving to be driven to Camberwell, she and her brother went out to play, and 

inadvertently turned a corner and came face to face with Baba's car. Baba was seated in the back and looked directly 



 

 

at them, waved and smiled. Thinking they had disobeyed Baba's orders not to follow him outside, they waved back 

and scampered inside. The car had been ready to drive off, but Baba told Stan to wait for a few minutes. He had 

answered the girl's silent prayer to be nearer to him. 

Stan Adams, 43, had never met Baba before, but, as he got into the car, Baba chuckled and asked, "Do you 

remember me?" 

"No," Stan said. 

"You will," Baba assured him, and off they drove. 

Along the way, Baba indicated that he wanted to be at the O'Briens at a certain time, and so told Stan to drive as fast 

as he could. Denis O'Brien, following in another car and observing the high speed, thought that seeing Baba had 

affected Stan's mind! 

While talking with him, Baba had addressed Stan as "Mr. Adams." Stan, who was not devoted to Baba at the time, 

said ruefully, "Don't say that! You'll have me thinking I am the Ancient One too!" Baba patted him on his back, 

enjoying the remark. Joan O'Brien and her sister, Doris O'Keefe, were waiting to welcome Baba. They had vacated 

the house completely for Baba and the mandali's use. 

At 5:00 p.m., following their arrival at the O’Brien’s house, Baba met with the Sydney group again. Baba stayed at 

the O’Briens’ residence throughout his two-day visit to Melbourne. 

The next morning, Sunday, 12 August 1956, the entire Melbourne group assembled around the L-shaped lounge at 

O'Briens' home, and each was introduced to Baba and received his embrace. August is one of the winter months in 

Melbourne, and some rooms of the house were chilly. Baba had everyone sit down in front of him. Many sat on the 

floor. 

He first said: "All of you should feel free and make yourselves comfortable; stretch out your legs and relax. Once, 

one of my meetings in India lasted for two hours, and there were a few who kept their legs under them and felt 

uncomfortable the whole time. So, I ask all of you to feel at ease, stretch your legs and sit comfortably." 

One person said, "But we are not supposed to stretch the soles of our feet toward you; we must respect you, Baba, 

you are God!" 

In reply, Baba stated: "God is everywhere. I am everywhere, even under the soles of your feet. Wherever you move 

your legs or feet, I am there. So, of course, there is nothing wrong in freely stretching your legs. Baba comes down 

to your level and becomes one with you." 

Eruch said: "In Sydney, Baba said many things to the group, and he thinks it best to repeat what was said there, as he 

does not want the people of Melbourne to miss anything. Baba says that after he was nearing the completion of his 

tour, he wanted to cancel the arrangements for Australia. He wanted to send a telegram canceling his visit here. 

Then he thought Ena [Lemmon] and Clarice [Adams] would feel upset, and others who had worked so hard also 

would not feel pleased. So he decided to come." 

Baba continued: 

There was a very great program in America, and the time was so limited. I had to give many messages, meet 

many individuals and groups, reporters and television people. It was all done with love for me. 

I was thinking of going back to India early so that I could resume my seclusion of one year. Even from my 

seclusion, I agreed to give just one month of my sahavas to the West. In India, information was sent that no one 

should come to the airport for a send-off, nor to receive me when I return. I will see no one in India when I 

return, and will resume my seclusion for five months. 

I feel very happy to be with this group of my lovers. I am not here to be with your friends or crowds, or to hold 

programs for others, but for those who are here only for Baba's love and nothing else. Make the best use of it. 

Try to draw Baba's love; remain in Baba's company. There may not be another opportunity for me to visit 

Australia, England and America, because my time is drawing very near. It is fast approaching. The time is 

nigh. 

Baba then had Eruch repeat his two discourses given in Sydney on the two types of ego and three different seekers. 

At one point, Baba called Ena and Joan O'Brien to sit on either side of him. Afterwards, Baba informed them about 

his plans to hold a large meeting in India for one month, starting 7 November 1957 and explained that he intended to 

call the groups from Australia, and other groups from Europe and America: 

I have already told 50 of my lovers in America to come. Twenty [will be coming] from Europe and some from 

Australia. I want my Melbourne lovers who come to India to be ready to follow my instructions implicitly. 

There will be no worry about food and lodging, but the fares are to be paid by each one who comes. 



 

 

People will have to wait for 700-odd years for another opportunity such as the one which will happen in 1957. 

Jesus Christ was the Ocean of Love, Father and Son simultaneously. No one can know him. No one realized 

what he said then. He was all-mighty, all-powerful, and yet he appeared so helpless. He got himself crucified in 

the end. Why? In order to teach humility to humanity. Today the Christian world goes to churches. They are 

mixed up with sermons and ceremonies, and forget what Jesus wanted to be done universally. 

Then Francis and Adi compiled a list of those from Sydney and Melbourne who accepted Baba's invitation to come 

to India. 

The meeting that morning finished at 10:00 A.M. after Baba completely resolved the previous differences among the 

group. Everyone gathered outside. Baba held private interviews until 11:30, when the group had lunch. Baba then 

asked his lovers to go home for the rest of the afternoon, and reassemble in the evening at Doris O'Keefe's home to 

hear Francis read some of Baba's messages. Baba was not to attend the meeting. 

Before Baba's arrival in Melbourne, six homes had been offered for his accommodation. Since only one was being 

used, Baba spent the afternoon visiting the other five, and so sanctified each place. This was an extremely generous 

gesture of Baba as the homes were spread out in different parts of Melbourne, and he had arrived only the night 

before from Sydney. But Baba seemed pleased to be doing this and was driven through the very heart of Melbourne 

City. At one of the homes Baba remarked, "When I pay house visits in India I have to contend with the singing of 

artis, being garlanded, my puja being done. Here, I can enjoy the novelty of a normal house visit." 

Ena Lemmon and the mandali accompanied Baba as they were driven to the homes of: Elsie M. Smart, 29 Barkly 

Street, Ringwood; Stan and Clarice Adams, 12 Jellicoe Street, Box Hill; John and Betty Burston, 40 William Street, 

Mount Waverley; John and Joan Bruford, 335 Wattletree Road, East Malvern; Oswald and Betty Hall, 9 Kerrie 

Crescent, Eltham. 

The Brufords’ residence in East Malvern had been a major venue for meetings of the Sufi Society and also for many 

of the first Baba meetings in Victoria. Baba took Ena's hand as they walked from the car up to the Brufords’ house. 

At that moment, Ena felt as if she were in heaven! 

It was not known beforehand that when Baba came to Melbourne he would be making house visits. As the Brufords 

left Melbourne in a hurry to meet Baba in Sydney, and were returning home just before Baba’s visit, they had very 

little time to get everything tidy. When Baba saw how neat everything appeared to be in the teenage boy’s 

(Bernard's) room, Baba asked with a twinkle, "Is it always like this?" 

"No!" was Bernard's firm but honest reply. In the living room, Baba tossed a ball back and forth to the family. 

The first room on the left as one entered the house was John Bruford's workroom. In it was all his electronic gear, 

woodwork, metalwork and art work — plus the broken vacuum cleaner and everything else that might get fixed one 

day. Wood shavings had accumulated on the floor; bits of molten solder were embedded in what was once a carpet. 

The room had rarely if ever been cleaned and its door was always shut. No one outside the family ever ventured 

inside. Baba pointed to the door and asked, "And this room?" John was embarrassed and commented wryly, "This is 

known as hell with your pants down!" Laughing, Baba went in anyway and was so happy — he was beaming! 

The Adamses’ home was another venue for early Baba meetings in Melbourne. Outside the porch of this house, 

Clarice Adams had drawn some Indian rangoli chalk designs (such markings are always present in Indian 

households on an auspicious day). Baba wanted to know who had sent the designs. Clarice said Katie Irani had 

given them to her when she was in Bombay. 

Gladys Hewitt from Armidale (New South Wales) had been living with the Adams family, but she decided that it 

was best if she stayed outside with the others, because she thought Baba's visit was meant only for the Adamses. 

Baba, however, took Gladys firmly by the arm and put her back with the Adams family. 

Clarice's three children, Noel, Cynthia and Colin, were lined up to be introduced to Baba with a friend named Peter, 

who was living with them at the time. When Cynthia was introduced, Baba asked her, "Do you love me?" 

She replied, "I don't know, but I think I do," and Baba embraced her. 

Baba sat in the living room and listened to musical performances by the family. Stan and the older boy, Noel, played 

a duet, Stan on the violin and Noel on the flute. Baba then asked Colin, age ten, to play his recorder. Colin said, "I 

can't!" and the boy held up his bandaged finger. "But I did it cutting oranges for you!" he said earnestly, and Baba 

nodded sympathetically. 

Baba visited various other rooms, including the kitchen. When he entered the boys' bedroom, he encountered a huge 

train set the boys had erected. Baba stood and watched the trains being run for some time. Everyone was watching, 

also, when suddenly Baba put his hand up and the trains stopped. He put it down again, and the trains restarted. 



 

 

From the doorway someone from Sydney remarked in a hushed tone, "A miracle!" The miracle was that Noel had 

his hands on the controls with his eyes firmly on Baba! Both were beaming at each other. And they performed the 

“miracle” again in perfect synchronization. 

Then Baba played marbles with the boys, in silent response to a letter Colin Adams had sent to Katie. In this, Colin 

had boasted: "I bet I could beat Baba in marbles!" Baba accepted the challenge. So they played Indian fashion and, 

of course, Baba won. Noel, who was an expert player, could not hit anything. In the end, Baba gave him a huge 

marble, which would normally have been an easy target — but that also Noel missed! 

At the home of John and Betty Burston in Mount Waverley, Baba visited each room, much as he had done 

elsewhere in Melbourne. Baba’s car became stuck in an earthen drain here. Eruch disembarked and effortlessly 

lifted the car out of the ditch, much to everyone’s astonishment. 

Baba similarly visited every room of the home of Elsie Smart in Ringwood. Stopping at the sunroom here, Baba 

made the sign for perfection. Elsie introduced Baba to her two children, Bill and Jean, at her home. Baba told her, "It 

is a great blessing to have my presence in your home." 

Elsie later wrote: 

The King of Kings had come to our quiet suburb, had passed through my home and garden. There was no 

fanfare or banners flying. It was his wish that it be so, but the living memory of Baba's visit will never fade. I 

had decorated the living room with pink camellias. They were still alive and glowing, three and a half weeks 

after his visit! 

 

Denis O'Brien was driving Baba at this time, and once while they were driving up a hill he asked Baba a question 

regarding spirituality. Denis became so absorbed as he listened to Baba's exact and detailed reply, he took a wrong 

turn and went two miles out of the way! 

Whereas Baba would mainly walk around the houses, going from room to room, at Oswald and Betty Hall's house, 

at 9 Kerrie Crescent in Eltham, he sat down on the sofa prepared for him and appreciated the warmth in the house. 

Baba asked if they had built the adobe-brick house themselves. When Oswald answered that they had, Baba seemed 

to stare high on the wall for a few moments, and then said through Eruch, "A lot of love has gone into the building 
of this house." He called for a period of silence, and after a minute or so gestured, "I have now blessed this house. 

Live here always. Never sell it or let [rent] it for money."89 

Baba looked for a long time into Oswald's eyes. Oswald later wrote a poem about that experience in which he stated: 

"He gazed intently, tenderly and long, and I in those loving depths most sweetly swam till lost, found that they were 

my very own." 

Before leaving, Baba looked at Oswald’s paintings.90 When it was time to go, Baba clapped him on the shoulder as 

if to say: "Let's hit the road." Oswald drove Baba back the 20 miles to the O'Briens. In the car Baba remarked to 

him, "You are a good driver. You do not know how fortunate you are to be driving the Avatar."91 

Baba was then driven through some of the most picturesque eastern suburbs and nearby country scenery, which at 

that time was a mix of forests and paddocks. At a place by the road through the semi-rural shire of Eltham, which 

was full of native bush and some large old gum trees, Baba commented that the area was similar to parts of the 

Indian countryside. Baba pointed out the landscape with a slow sweep of the hand and commented, "It is beautiful. 

Very beautiful! It all came out of me. But it is all illusion."  

Francis Brabazon was sitting in the back seat of the car with Eruch. Baba had been stern with him, but during the 

journey he said gently to Oswald, "Francis is very dear to me." 

 
89 In the decades that followed, the Halls’ residence became central to the meetings and growth of the 

Melbourne Baba group, replacing the other homes. By 1991, it had become the usual venue for celebrations 

of Baba’s Birthday and the Anniversary of Baba’s visit, and a trust was later formed to try to retain the 

house permanently for use of Baba lovers. 
90 Oswald Hall (1917–1991) was an artist of some fame in Australia. 
91 Baba indicated the same thing to each who drove him during this trip to the West. To one he observed, 

"This mere act of driving me will ensure that when the time comes and you are traversing the planes, you 

will not get stuck in them!" 



 

 

At another stage, Baba touched Oswald's arm and pointed out some white, snowy-looking hens pecking away on a 

hillside in a shaft of sunlight. Oswald spoiled the idyllic moment by saying cynically, "Yes, but they keep the lights 

turned on the hens all night so they will lay more eggs." Baba's expression, Oswald recalled, seemed to harden. 

On the way back, Baba had the cars make an unscheduled stop a few houses down at Joan O'Brien's parents’ home 

(2 Fairmont Avenue), where Joan's brother Norman Radcliffe lived, and from where Baba's meals were coming. Ena 

got out of the car and went to inform those inside that Baba had come. Baba walked in and went up to Norman 

Radcliffe and embraced him — catching him quite unawares in a passageway. This was significant because it was 

through Radcliffe that Ena and all of the group had met his sisters and come into contact with Sufism through Baron 

von Frankenberg, and later with Meher Baba. Radcliffe was not interested in Baba and therefore had not come to see 

him, so Baba himself came to meet him! 

Returning to the O'Briens' home at 5:00 P.M., Baba invited Ena inside. He sat and talked with her and Francis, and at 

one point kissed Ena on the cheek. 

 

The next morning, Monday, 13 August 1956, the entire group assembled before Baba. He had told them to bring 

their children. Baba's eyes were directed slightly upwards. Absorbed in his inner work, he appeared immense, but he 

also seemed removed from those gathered around him. He then remarked: "I was very busy during the night doing 

my Universal work. Even now I feel burdened with the work. I do not feel fresh and bright. You will not be able to 

understand or realize this." 

Eruch said, "Baba will now tell you something about India." Baba continued, gesturing: 

I will complete my present seclusion on February 15, 1957. After that, in March, I will send you instructions 

about the meeting — when you should leave Australia, when you are expected in India, where you will go, 

where to stop. Whether you come by plane or boat, instructions will be there. Meherjee will receive you all. 

The meeting is set [to begin] November 7 and last for one month. November and December are cold in India, 

so try to bring something warm with you. 

I feel [heavily] burdened with the work. The time is drawing very near. Just a spark is needed for war to flare 

up. I am working. But even though I do not feel fresh this morning, if I were to go out for a walk, you would all 

have to run to follow me. You would not be able to keep pace with me! I walk very fast. 

This morning Francis was weeping like a child. [Francis,] do not begin to weep here! When I came out of my 

room this morning, I told Francis I wanted to leave early. Was there an earlier plane? Francis told me there was 

one between 4 and 5:00 P.M. I told him that if I were to leave earlier, then Joan and Denis and Ena and Clarice 

would perhaps feel disappointed. So Francis told me, "They love you and will be happy whatever you do." 

Is this true? What would they think? What would they say? What would you think, Ena? Would you feel 

disappointed? Joan, what do you think? 

Both ladies said, "Whatever you wish, Baba." 

I am very happy to hear this from you. In India, they know my ways. They are used to changes. One big 

program was all arranged, then I sent word that I did not want to come there and that all the programs would 

have to be canceled. Then I said I wanted to, and they had to make new arrangements. 

I am in everyone and everywhere. Perfect Masters do not test their disciples. They are one with everyone and do 

not need to test. Advanced aspirants on the Path, they test their disciples, but Perfect Masters do not. 

Jesus said to his disciples: "All stick by me. There will be a time when some of you will betray me." It was not 

a test; it was the work of the Divine Being. Judas turned against him. It is said Judas betrayed him, but it was a 

great help. It was not a betrayal by Judas, it was Judas helping Jesus to fulfill his mission. It was all in the 

divine plan. 

So, what time should I leave? 

Originally, Baba was to have left by Trans Australian Airlines at 7:15 that night, but now seats on the 4:10 plane, 

Ansett Flight 920, were booked. Baba spoke about the darshan given in Andhra when 50 to 60,000 people had come 

and he had to give prasad with both hands nonstop for hours and hours. "It cannot be described," he stated, and then 

remarked, "Last night I worked a lot. I was working universally." 



 

 

Concluding, Baba instructed Denis and Joan O'Brien that this house would be his Melbourne center and that all 

major meetings should be held here. He instructed the O’Briens to keep the house, to live in it and not to sell it.92 

There was a moment of silence with Baba, and then all the adults went outside and the children were brought in, the 

parents introducing them to Baba. It was a delightful scene, as all the little ones sat on the carpet looking up at Baba. 

He patted their heads and embraced some. Again Baba played marbles. The boys were highly disconcerted at his 

accuracy and the fact that Baba insisted that they shoot Indian fashion, using the index fingers of both hands. He 

also played ball with them, looking at one child then quickly throwing the ball in the opposite direction. 

After playing with the children, Baba called for the cake, but as it was being handed to him, he waved it away and 

asked for the other cake. Another iced fruit cake was brought, which he cut and then handed to Eruch to divide into 

slices. These he handed to all the children, who of course were happy to devour their prasad. 

Cynthia Adams was one of the last to be given her share; she even thought that perhaps Baba was going to forget 

her. But Baba never forgot anyone and he handed her an enormous piece. Baba had said they were to eat the cake in 

front of him, but poor Cynthia just could not finish hers. She was one of the last to leave when Baba said it was 

enough, and the children were sent away. Years later she realized how lucky she was, in that Baba had given her 

more time to be in his presence. 

After the children's session, each adult of the group again had their last personal interview of a few minutes with 

Baba. 

Because Baba was now leaving Melbourne earlier, the afternoon program of interviews for the general public which 

had been scheduled from 2:00 to 5:00 P.M., was moved forward to 1:00 P.M. At 1:30 Baba dictated these poignant 

lines to Francis Brabazon: 

Die in Baba, 

Die for Baba 

Die with Baba, 

Then you will 

Live as Baba. 

 

Deny your false self 

And your real self 

Asserts itself. 

 

Ask for nothing and 

You will get everything. 

 

Renounce everything to 

Such an extent that you 

Eventually renounce even renunciation. 

 

To love me is to 

Forget yourself completely. 

 

 
92 Dr. Denis O’Brien was one of the key figures of the early Sufi group. He had been important in 

developing the early Melbourne group, and later Baba designated that Denis be head of the Baba group in 

Melbourne, which he effectively remained until Baba dropped his body – an event which so shocked Denis 

that he ceased to hold meetings and withdrew from social contact. 



 

 

To know me as I really am 

Become like a child (in heart) 

And be as wise as the Man of Wisdom. 

 

A large gathering of mostly friends, relatives and other visitors met Baba. They were taken in one at a time, 

introduced to Baba and allowed to ask any question they wished. The program ended at 2:30 P.M. 

At the Melbourne Airport, everyone gathered for a final glimpse of Baba. But it proved not to be the last, for after 

Baba had boarded the plane and it had taxied down the runway, it had to return, due to engine trouble. 

Baba was seated by the window and waved to those behind the barrier. He quipped, "You see, their love [those at 

the airport] caused the engine to fail so we had to come back again!" The plane left Melbourne around 4:30 P.M. and 

arrived in Sydney at 6:15 P.M., where Baba and the mandali returned to Meher House.93 

 

The next morning, Tuesday, 14 August 1956, as plans had been made to take Baba on an all-day trip to the Blue 

Mountains, Robert Rouse was sent ahead to make preparations and secure accommodations, but that morning, as 

Eruch was combing Baba's hair, Baba called Bill Le Page and canceled the trip, informing him that he preferred to 

stay at Beacon Hill, resting and doing his inner work there.94 However, he did take a short drive in the morning 

along a section of forest on Wakehurst Parkway and also along the beach at Dee Why — the only occasion Baba 

visited the beaches so central to Australia’s surfing culture.95 

The group also visited John Grant's and Norman and Frances Lee's homes nearby (106 Alfred Street in Narraweena, 

and 58 Tristram Street in Beacon’s Hill) about 11:00 a.m. These residences were where members of the group had 

been staying. Bill was the driver, and, as they passed tall buildings in the streets of Sydney, a stray thought came 

into Bill's mind: "How could Baba be the Creator of all this?" 

Just then, Baba, who was sitting beside him, gestured, "The creation has come out of me." At John Grant’s house, 

Baba sliced and distributed a cake Mrs. Grant had made for the occasion, and garlanded a photo of himself. 

After lunch, Baba gathered the group again. At 1:30 that afternoon, Baba was taken to see a movie at the Hoyts 

Mayfair Theater on 73 Castlereagh Street in the heart of Sydney City.96 For the first time since arriving back in 
Sydney, Baba wore Western clothes — a smart blue jacket Tex Hightower had tailored for him in California. Robert 

Rouse recalled that Baba came out wearing this and twirled around, asking his approval, “How do I look?” Robert 

was very touched by this and nodded, “You look wonderful Baba.” 

When Bill drove Baba to the theater on this occasion, he was worried about his thoughts. Baba knew his mind and 

comforted him, “Don’t worry about thoughts. It is almost impossible to control thoughts. Let them come and go. It is 

very difficult to control feelings, but actions can be controlled. Don’t let feelings become actions. You can control 

actions.” 

Baba and his group walked into the theater just after the opening movie had started. It was dark inside. As was his 

habit, Baba stood upstairs in the balcony and pointed to where each person in the group was to sit. Naturally, as 

some 20–40 people had accompanied Baba to the theater, this was a major upheaval to the other viewers and those 

in the back rows were disturbed. One man in the row just behind Baba remarked in a loud voice to his friend, "Who 

 
93 Just a few months after Baba’s departure from Melbourne, the city was host to the 1956 Olympics, when 

thousands gathered from around the world. The same thing had occurred 24 years earlier, when Los 

Angeles had been the site of the 1932 Summer Olympics, held two months after Baba’s departure from that 

city.  
94 The Blue Mountains are a pristine forest wilderness with a huge, scenic gorge. Baba expressed some 

interest in visiting the area, so Francis specifically sent Robert to try to contact someone there. Robert 

drove all the way to the Blue Mountains, missing out on a good portion of Baba’s Sydney visit. Though the 

trip seemed futile, 20 years later the Blue Mountains became an important area for spiritual groups and 

centers, and a small Baba group developed there. 
95 The Wakehurst Parkway route took Baba all along the Bantry Bay engravings — the largest and most 

significant Aboriginal ceremonial site in the Sydney Basin.  
96 The cinema no longer exists, but the site is now part of Centrepoint, a huge tower and major landmark of 

Sydney, regularly visited by thousands. 



 

 

does he think he is, Jesus Christ?" The irony of the wisecrack was not lost on those with Baba. "That's just who he 

is!" they wanted to shout. 

After a few minutes of the short opening film, Yacht On the High Sea, Bill Le Page decided the picture was not very 

good, and he closed his eyes for a moment and reflected upon Baba's being.97 Suddenly there was a tap on his knee, 

and he saw that Baba had turned around and was looking at him, smiling and nodding as if to say, "Yes, I agree it is 

not even worth watching." 

For some time, Baba covered his head during the film. But after only 20 minutes, when the main feature film had 

just begun (a World War II spy film titled The Man Who Never Was), Baba walked out of the theater and sat in the 

foyer. He had permitted those who wanted to stay and watch the film to continue doing so, whilst he waited in the 

foyer. Naturally, many of the group preferred to follow Baba to the foyer and only a few stayed to watch. Baba sat 

for a while with the group and distributed chocolates to some. A cat appeared and approached Baba, and he stroked 

it. Soon all the others had joined Baba and he was driven by Bill through the city streets, making a wide circle back 

to Meher House. 

After tea in the afternoon, Baba called everyone inside, told them to sit down and asked Francis to bring a translated 

volume of Hafiz's poetry. Baba opened the book at random and handed it to Francis to read the following ghazal: 

O ignorant one! Strive to become a Master of Knowledge: 

Until you have yourself traversed the road, 

how can you become a guide to others? 

O son! Strive to learn from the Instructor of Love 

in the school of Divine Truth, 

So that one day you may become one of the Fathers. 

Sleeping and eating has kept you far 

from attaining the ranks of Love; 

You will reach the Friend when you become 

foodless and sleepless. 

If the Light of love of God falls on your heart and soul, 

I swear by God you will become more beautiful 

than the sun in the sky. 

Like the men of the homeward path, 

give away the copper of your own existence, 

So that by the alchemy of love you may become gold. 

God's Light shall shine on you from head to foot 

When you become without head and feet 

in the path of the Glorious One. 

Be immersed for a moment in the Ocean of God, 

and do not think 

That a single hair of your head will be wetted 

by the waters of the Seven Seas. 

If the face of God be the object of your gaze; 

There is no doubt that from henceforth 

you will be a possessor of Wisdom. 

When the foundations of your existence are destroyed, 

Think not that the house of your heart 

will be demolished. 

O Hafiz! If in your head there is the desire 

for Union with the Beloved,  

You must become as the dust before the door  

of those who discern spiritual things.98 

 

Baba then instructed that preparations be made to leave. Someone had presented him with a stuffed koala bear, 

which he handed to Joan Le Page to give to her two-year-old daughter, Jenny. Just before Baba was to go to the 

airport that night, fireworks were set off in Baba’s honor outside the house. Rockets flared and shells burst into the 

sky. Baba came out of the house, looked up in wonder, then brusquely turned back into the house, declaring, "What 

 
97 Others record the title as Lost at Sea. 
98 See 14 April 1960 for Baba’s translation of a few of these couplets by Hafiz. 



 

 

are they doing this for? They will cause a fire!"99 Two minutes later, in the dark all the men were rushing down into 

the bush with buckets of water to put out the bush fire that had indeed started. After this incident, everyone then left 

for the airport to bid farewell to Baba and the mandali. 

While Baba was at Meher House, he once asked Bill for some lemonade or lemon soda. Bill brought a cold bottle 

for him which Baba kept near the radiator. After it had gotten warm and flat he drank it. At the airport while waiting 

(their plane was delayed), Baba asked for a bottle of orange juice. Bill went in search of one which was not cool, but 

failed to find a warm can. So buying a cold one, he went to the lavatory and held it in the wash basin and ran hot 

water over it to heat it. After all of his labor of love to bring warm juice for Baba, Baba hardly took one sip and then 

passed it to Bill to finish — which he did with difficulty! 

Baba having now come and stayed at Meher House, Bill felt it should be left solely for Baba’s use and that his 

family should live elsewhere. So as Baba was leaving to go to the airport, he expressed this to Baba. Baba affirmed 

that the house had been given in love by Francis and accepted in love by Baba, but Bill should continue as its 

caretaker. He and his family should live in the house, but it was never to be sold. 

After Baba had departed, Joan and Bill Le Page utilized the bed Baba had used during his visit; they also used an 

eider down quilt and blanket he had used. Whenever any of their children would get sick, they would place them on 

this bed, and the children would also sometimes take turns sleeping in it when Bill was away. Years later, when the 

family was considering repairing Meher House, Bill wrote to Baba asking permission to work on the structure. Baba 

sent a message to him to do what he thought best, assuring him: "Nothing will destroy my presence there." 

 

Baba and the mandali boarded their flight on Qantas Airlines EM 535 at 10:30 P.M. on 14 August 1956, departing 

from Australia to return to India. After the plane touched down in Darwin and Jakarta, they landed in Singapore at 

2:00 P.M. on the 15th, where they were to spend the day and night in an air-conditioned room at the Raffles Hotel. 

Baba was not in a good mood. Nilu was on watch near him at night. Baba had the air-conditioner in his room turned 

off, and every ten minutes kept sending for Meherjee, Eruch or Adi. He remarked that their plane might be delayed 

due to the Suez Crisis, but the mandali thought that highly unlikely. 

During the night he was very restless and had a fever. He instructed Meherjee, "Go and inquire what time breakfast 

is served in the morning." Meherjee reported that it was not available before six o'clock. They were to leave before 

this, and at 4:00 A.M., Baba sent him back to try and arrange something to eat before they left. Despite his efforts, he 

failed. Baba was not pleased. 

Without washing or having tea, Baba and the mandali came down to the lobby at 5:00 A.M. to go to the airport in a 

BOAC (British Overseas Airways Corporation) bus. There were two buses parked and Meherjee escorted Baba into 

the first thinking it would leave sooner. No one else was in the bus as the driver had not come yet. Adi's mood was 

spoiled because of no breakfast, and Baba too was taking the other three men to task for various things that were 

annoying him. It was then learned that the first bus was not proceeding to the airport. Baba was highly displeased 

with Meherjee for making him sit in it. Boarding the second bus, they reached the airport and departed for Colombo. 

Due to the Suez Canal Crisis, they were informed that planes from Colombo to Bombay had been canceled. Baba 

asked the mandali, "Do you think me mad because of my behavior last night?" They realized that by becoming 

angry, Baba had averted a much worse situation, as the Suez Crisis proved to be a minor affair. 

Originally Baba had been scheduled to land in Bombay on the 16th at 6:45 P.M., but they were now detained for 20 

hours in Colombo and had to spend the night at the grand Mount Lavinia Hotel, seven miles outside the city on a 

promontory overlooking the sea. Baba had foretold that the flight might be detained and that it would be necessary 

for him to rest for two days somewhere before returning to India — and it had come about in a natural way. 

Baba ordered Meherjee to send a telegram to Satara, explaining that they were delayed in Colombo because of the 

Suez Crisis, and they would be arriving in Satara a day late. To save money Meherjee wrote "Campsatara" as one 

word. 

Baba advised him to write the address as two words, but Meherjee said, "I always send telegrams like this, Baba, 

and they always reach their destination." Baba became annoyed but did not argue his point further, and Meherjee 

sent the telegram accordingly. It was never received and, meanwhile, the men and women mandali in Satara were 

quite anxious about Baba's whereabouts. 

 
99 Meher House at the time was surrounded by bushland and brush fires were a constant threat, as they are 

in Australia generally. 



 

 

Baba left Colombo at 9:00 A.M. on Friday, 17 August 1956 and landed in Bombay at 1:00 P.M. the same day. Age 

noted, “The Avatar had circled the globe in 30 days, flying 30,000 miles over four continents.” 

According to Baba's wish, Bhau had come to Bombay from Satara with Ismail (whom he had been tutoring while 

Baba was away), and both met Baba at the airport with Nariman. Waman had brought Adi's car from Ahmednagar. 

No other lovers were permitted to be present as Baba was still in seclusion. 

Leaving the Bombay airport, Baba and the mandali drove to Ashiana. After having tea, Baba, Eruch, Nilu, 

Meherjee, Bhau and Ismail drove to Satara in Meherjee’s car and arrived the same day. A telegram had been sent 

from Bombay to the women in Satara — but it reached them only an hour before Baba did. Adi stayed behind in 

Bombay for work and returned to Ahmednagar on the 19th. 

On reaching Satara, Baba inquired about the telegram Meherjee had sent. When he heard that it had not been 

received, he was greatly perturbed and scolded Meherjee, "Why didn't you do as I told you? Where is that telegram 

now?" Meherjee acknowledged his mistake and regretted trying to save a little money. He departed for Poona the 

next day. 

 

 

Chapter 31: BLOOD ON INDIAN SOIL 

 

After returning from England, America and Australia, Baba resumed his seclusion work in Satara. He stayed at 

Grafton with the women, but worked at Judge’s Bungalow with Kaikobad. The men mandali at Rosewood were 

under orders not to speak to any woman. One day Baba sent Bhau to the town market to buy brooms, which were 

usually sold only by women. Bhau looked for but failed to find any brooms being sold by a man. As he was 

wondering whether to buy some or not, a woman stepped away from her stall or shop leaving her son in charge. 

Bhau immediately went to him and bought five brooms. He was about to hand over the money when the mother 

returned. Throwing the money on the ground, Bhau hurried off with the brooms, thus avoiding speaking to the 

woman. The woman looked at him, shaking her head at his peculiar behavior. 

Bhau also had the duty of bringing flour from a nearby mill. One day Aloba complained to Baba that the flour from 

the mill was not of good quality. Baba told Bhau, "What Aloba says is true. Go to another mill to have the flour 

ground." Aloba showed him another flour mill two miles away. Bhau had to walk there carrying the heavy sack of 

wheat on his shoulders. 

There was not the least difference between the flour ground in the two mills, and Bhau soon brought this fact to 

Baba's attention. Baba said, "What? There is as much difference between them as between the earth and the sky! It is 

my wish that you get the flour ground from this new mill. So why do you insist there is no difference? Why consider 

the flour? Have regard for my wish." 

Another incident during this time in Satara concerned Kaikobad. A former Parsi priest, Kaikobad was a fastidious 

person. He had to have his meals and tea at a certain time each day, and would not tolerate a delay. He used to have 

lunch at precisely 11:00 A.M. Once, when he went to the kitchen to eat, the rice needed to cook for another five 

minutes. But, unwilling to wait, Kaikobad began eating it as it was. Baba was at Rosewood, but he suddenly 

appeared at Judge’s and walked to the kitchen where he found Kaikobad eating. He pressed the rice and found it 

half-cooked. He forbade Kaikobad to eat it. By this time, the rest of the rice was cooked and ready. Baba served it to 

Kaikobad and then directed Bhau and Aloba to eat the remainder of the uncooked rice. 

At times, Baba would purposely create strife among the mandali. In this way, feelings remaining hidden would 

surface and be dealt with. Once, winking at Baidul, Baba asked him in front of Nilu, "What was that you were 

telling me the other day about Nilu? When he was in college, who had beaten him with a shoe?" 

Baidul took the hint and replied, "At college, Nilu was in love with a beautiful girl, and when her father came to 

know of it, he beat the hell out of him with a shoe right in the middle of the market!" 

Nilu grew livid with anger. "Why do you believe these lies from this jungli [ignorant] Irani?" he asked Baba. "When 

I was in college, where was he?" 

"I was with you!" Baidul answered. 

Nilu threatened, "If you tell another lie, I will beat you with a shoe!" 

Baba gestured to them to calm down and inquired what the real story was about the girl. Nilu replied, "It may be 

something, but why does this illiterate Irani butt his nose into it?" 



 

 

"If I am lying, then why don't you speak the truth?" Baidul said. 

"Who are you to tell me?" 

"Who are you to hide it?" 

Nilu said, "Baba, tell this idiot to leave this instant — else I won't let him leave without a thrashing." 

Baba pointed out, "Baidul is much stronger than you. He might beat you up." 

"But why does he lie about me?" 

"He must have heard something ... I too feel there must be something to it." 

Baidul said, "I will prove it to you, Baba. Then you will believe me." 

"What proof can you bring?" Nilu demanded. "I will bring the girl herself and let her tell you." 

Baba raised an eyebrow, gesturing, "So, there was a girl you were after." 

"I was not after her, Baba. I never touched her! But she did love me and is still unmarried to this day because of 

me." 

"Then why haven't you ever told me of this before? Why did you hide it from me all these years? It is good that 

Baidul opened my eyes; otherwise, I would never have known." 

"What connection did I have with her that I should have told you about her?" 

"She is still unmarried because she loves you, isn't she? Therefore, her sanskaras are with you; and, by your staying 

with me, I will have to bear this burden. Had you informed me, this burden would not have been on me. All right, 

now don't worry about it." 

Nilu had completely forgotten this old romance, and Baidul, himself, knew nothing of it. But, by sparking this 

quarrel between them, Baba brought the secret to light, and in so doing, freed Nilu from what was hidden deep 

inside his consciousness. 

 

One day a mast-like man named Rambhau was brought to Satara from Poona by Baidul. He was not a full-fledged 

mast, but was somewhat spiritually intoxicated, having a “whiff” of the Path.100 Bhau was ordered to care for him — 

to serve him food, make his bed and generally see to all his requirements. In addition, Baba ordered Bhau to wash 

Rambhau's feet each day and bow down to him seven times. 

On one occasion, Baba instructed Bhau, "Today, I will cut Rambhau's hair and bathe him, so have everything ready 

by 1:30 P.M." Baba warned him three or four times to keep the mast ready and added, "I will cut his hair at exactly 

1:30. Be alert and see that Rambhau does not leave the bungalow then." 

Rambhau would never go outside; he would always remain seated docilely in one place. Bhau made the necessary 

arrangements and kept Rambhau ready. But, while he was in the bathroom, Rambhau slipped out of his room and, 

for the first time, walked off. 

Exactly at 1:30 P.M., Baba arrived at Rosewood from Grafton. Bhau left the bathroom and went to Rambhau's room 

to fetch him. He was stunned to find the room vacant. Bhau had left him alone for only five minutes, never thinking 

he would behave like this. Terribly distraught, Bhau searched throughout the bungalow compound but could not find 

him. Baba sent for him and asked, "Didn't I tell you to bring the mast? What were you doing? I am waiting here for 

you ... Where is he?" 

Bhau faltered, "The mast has gone somewhere." 

Baba was furious and scolded Bhau, "I warned you repeatedly to be attentive, be very attentive. Still, you did not 

listen to me. How careless you are! How can I trust you? You have spoiled my work." 

He then ordered, "Find Rambhau and bring him within half an hour or else you will have to pack your things and 

leave!" 

 

100 This mast-like state is called by Sufis hawa – literally meaning “a breeze" in the sense that a leaf is 

carried away by a breeze or a strong wind. Hawa is a divine breeze that carries a man away into another 

world. 



 

 

Bhau rode a bicycle and searched up and down the roads, but he could not find Rambhau. Frightened and dejected, 

he returned empty-handed. Baba was still fuming. Baba sent him out again with Pendu in the car, but they could not 

locate the mast. 

Rambhau had disappeared. Bhau stood guiltily before Baba, feeling the ground slipping out from under his feet. At 

last, Baba ordered him, "Now, go out on foot. Find the mast and come back with him within five minutes. 

Otherwise, you will not be allowed to remain here." 

Bhau left and saw Rambhau walking on the road back to the bungalow! Bhau felt a profound relief at seeing him. 

He took him to Baba immediately, who asked, "Where did you find him?" 

"On the road." 

"The mast never left before, how is it he wandered off today?" 

"It is truly surprising," Bhau said. "I looked for him on the road in all directions, but could not find him anywhere. I 

do not know where he was or how he happened to be coming back." 

Baba replied, "You did not pay proper attention to my warnings, and that is why he left. Let this be a lesson to you." 

It was later learned that Rambhau had hidden himself in a public urinal, and when Baba had sent Bhau out again to 

search for him, Rambhau had just stepped back onto the road. 

 

On Saturday, 1 September 1956, Baba's one-year seclusion was at its height. All correspondence had been 

completely stopped, and all out-of-town lovers strictly forbidden to come to Satara. Throughout that entire day, 

Baba remained without water. But things did not go smoothly, as Mani described (in a letter to Bill Le Page): “On 

the 1st, maya was working pretty hard, too, and everything that could possibly go wrong seemed to do so. At the end 

of the day, Baba explained it was because of his special work he had begun on that day, and opposing maya was at 

her best (or do I mean worst).” 

From the 2nd to the 5th, Baba worked in seclusion with Kaikobad in Judge’s Bungalow from 8:00 to 11:00 A.M. and, 

if necessary, from 3:00 to 5:00 P.M. daily. 

On 6 September, in the same bungalow, Baba washed and laid his head on the feet of 200 poor boys, served them 

rawa and handed each a piece of cloth for a shirt. The expenses for the poor program were a gift to Baba from Irene 

Conybeare. Fifty additional children came and they too were given sweetmeats as prasad.101 

Eruch had gone to Poona for about a week and returned to Satara the day before the poor program. While in Poona, 

he received this telegram from Mani: "See Sant Vaswani. Tell him all about Baba and say he is one of Baba's 

beloved, precious children." Accordingly, Eruch met Sadhu Vaswani on the evening of the 4th at 7:30 P.M., and told 

him about Meher Baba. Sadhu Vaswani was extremely happy to hear that Baba had remembered him and that he 

had sent his love. He asked Eruch to convey his heartfelt invitation to Baba to visit his school in Poona, and Eruch 

assured him that he would convey the message to Baba. 

Eruch had likewise once been sent to Ganeshpuri in Gujarat to convey Baba's message to Saint Nityananda, and also 

to Bombay to deliver the same message to Mangharam Mirchandani, a bogus saint.102 Mirchandani had come to 

India from Pakistan after Partition and was thought to be a saint, but he was deceiving innocent people. He had been 

the chief speaker during a recent celebration of Baba's birthday in Bombay. But when Eruch conveyed Baba's 

message — to the effect that "all advanced souls are Baba's beloved children, the rivers flowing into the Ocean 

which he is" — Mirchandani reacted angrily and began vilifying Baba terribly. When Eruch reported this, however, 

Baba was not upset by the abuse of this so-called saint. He had his own reasons for contacting Mirchandani. 

On Friday, 7 September 1956, Baba left Satara in Nariman’s car, along with Pendu, Nilu, Baidul, Bhau and Eruch, 

for a four-day mast trip to Hyderabad and surrounding places. At Nalgonda, Baba gestured to Eruch (who was 

driving) to stop at a small roadside tea stall. Eruch went in to ask the proprietor to prepare good tea and saw to it that 

the cups were thoroughly washed. 

 
101 That day happened to be Khordad Sal (Zoroaster’s birthday). 

102 Nityananda was a genuine mental conscious saint whom Baba named as one of his seven “beloved 

children.”  



 

 

Bhau was standing near the open car door by Baba, who remained seated in the car. After a little while, Baba 

gestured to Bhau to go see if the tea was ready and bring it to him. Bhau brought it, and Baba poured the tea from 

his cup into his saucer and began to drink it. Baba gestured something with his right hand which held the cup. As 

Baba’s fingers were partially blocked by the saucer, Bhau could not read his handsigns. 

A boy, who was sitting nearby on the ground under a tree, kept staring at Baba. Baba would also gaze at him. Baba 

kept gesturing, but Bhau was at a loss to understand him. "Do you want sugar, Baba?" Baba shook his head no. 

Suddenly, the boy stood up and cried out in a loud voice, "He wants milk!" Baba nodded, and Bhau brought him 

more milk. 

After the mandali returned, Baba remarked, pointing to Bhau, "Look at this man. He has been with me for three 

years, yet he could not understand a simple thing I asked for, such as milk. But [pointing to the boy] that little boy 

could understand and had to tell him. What sort of a man is Bhau?" 

The boy had been able to see Baba's hand, as he was sitting on the ground, whereas Bhau was standing. But Bhau 

kept quiet, and they continued on to Hyderabad, where Baba contacted some masts, all of whom he had worked with 

before. About three days later, when they were on their way back to Satara, Baba again had Eruch stop at the same 

small cafe for tea. The boy was under the tree where they had left him, and as soon as they arrived, he began staring 

at Baba. Baba sent Bhau for tea, and when he went inside, the boy came up to him and asked, "Who is he?" As Baba 

was in seclusion and did not like to be disturbed, Bhau said, "Go away." The boy returned to his position and 

continued looking intently at Baba, who also glanced at him while he drank his tea. 

During the New Life, Baba had promised Dr. Daulat Singh that he would visit his house one day. During this trip to 

Hyderabad, he paid a surprise visit to Daulat Singh's home in Secunderabad. Daulat Singh was overcome with joy, 

and Baba met his entire family before beginning the return journey to Satara. 

While driving back to Satara, on 10 September, Baba came to know that there was a very good mast in the village of 

Batarga. Since the “road” there had been completely washed away by the rains, they could not drive to the village. 

So, leaving their car by the roadside, Baba set out for the village on foot, walking six miles into the interior. The 

track was unpaved and the mud was thick, so Baba and the mandali had to walk barefoot (and return the same way), 

covering ground that was rocky and muddy, strewn with thorns and pebbles, and full of up and down inclines. One 

stretch they walked through was knee-deep in water. 

After all this effort, when they arrived in the village, they learned that the man they had come to see was not a mast 

at all but a giver of talismans. The shaman was not at home when Baba reached his place, but he was summoned and 

told that a rich man from Bombay had come for his consultation. Baba waited for him at his house. When he arrived, 

Baba bowed down to him and gave him five rupees as prasad. Baba immediately left and started walking the six 

miles back to the car. 

On the way, Baba remarked, "Whether [that man] is good or bad, after all, he is mine." 

After this contact, Baba was in a hurry to reach Gulbarga. No one had had lunch. At about 2:30 p.m. while driving to 

Gulbarga, Baba saved them from being involved in a serious auto accident. The mandali could only describe it as a 

miracle. There was no other explanation to show how the car, which had slipped from the incline of the road into a 

deep hole and gone over completely on its side to only a few inches from the ground, could right itself as it did 

without turning over in the ditch. "I still cannot grasp how it happened," Bhau later said to Mani. "One second, my 

face was almost touching the ground, and the next, we were on the road and on four wheels again. I saw Baba's hand 

firmly holding Eruch's arm." The car had tipped over on Baba's side, and Eruch was on top of him with no control 

over the steering wheel. Baba (from an almost impossible angle) pushed Eruch back into his seat, making it possible 

for him to yank the wheel and bring the car to safety. All within a matter of seconds. 

When the mandali said it was a miracle, Baba looked innocent and gestured, "I know nothing about it." 

They drove on and arrived in a village where there was a middle-aged, long-haired mast who was drinking toddy. 

Baba bowed to him, touched his feet and gave him five rupees. They next drove to Sangli, where Baba contacted a 

very good mast. Baba had worked with him before and was pleased to see him again. 

After traveling day and night for his contacts, Baba returned to Satara on the evening of the 11th. 

From the evening of Saturday, 15 September 1956, until the evening of the 16th, Baba fasted for 24 hours, not even 

having a drink of water. He broke his fast at 6:50 p.m. on the 16th and distributed chocolates to all. From the 18th 

until the 30th of September, Baba worked in seclusion with Kaikobad in Judge’s Bungalow for three hours in the 

morning and two hours in the afternoon. 



 

 

On 1 October 1956, all of Baba's lovers in India and Pakistan were informed through a circular (dictated on 22 

September) that he had decided to hold a sahavas in Meherabad from 7 November to 7 December 1957. Both men 

and women would be invited to attend. As in 1955, there were to be four groups for five days each. According to the 

circular: "This unprecedented gathering will include not only men and women lovers of the West, but also some of 

the most revered saints and masts of India." Needless to say, people were thrilled by the prospect of coming to 

Meherabad for the congregation — but they still had thirteen months to wait! 

To make all the arrangements for the expected 225 Westerners and 1,500 Easterners, it was estimated that enough 

funds would be available if each Westerner contributed $300 as a love-gift, which would also cover all their 

expenses during the month they would be staying in India for the sahavas. Baba approved this sum. One of the 

mandali said that this was only a rough approximation and asked, "What if there is an insufficient amount of 

money?" 

Baba smiled and joked in reply, "We could all go on a fast and eat only on Sundays." 

On Monday, 1 October 1956, Baba fasted again without water for 24 hours. Two days later, on the 3rd, he left for 

Bombay in Nariman’s car with Eruch and Nilu to contact masts. They stayed at Ashiana, and Baba saw no one 

except Nariman. Arnavaz and Goher's sister, Katie, who lived with the Dadachanjis at Ashiana, had been told to 

shift to Dadar with Arnavaz’s family. 

After three days of contacting certain masts in Bombay with whom Baba had worked before, he was driven to 

Meherazad on the 6th, with Eruch, Nilu and Baidul. (Baidul had gone to Hardwar on 29 September to bring 

Nilkanthwala Mast to Bombay, but had been unsuccessful as the mast refused to come.) Kaka Baria was staying at 

Meherazad alone, and Baba spent two days there (it rained nonstop) discussing different things with him and Adi Sr. 

Chhagan was called for nightwatch, as usual. 

While conversing with Adi Sr., Baba examined an old exercise book of his handwritten points. Baba asked Adi to 

have it typed and to find out whether the points contained in the pages were elaborated on elsewhere.103 

On the way to Satara on 8 October, Baba went to Meherabad to see Ali Shah, who was unwell. 

When Baba returned to Satara, he again fasted two separate days — on the 10th and 12th of October — taking 

nothing on either day, not even water, for 24 hours. He also drove to Kolhapur on the 12th for mast contacts. 

Adi Sr. had written to Baba asking for some clarification about the divine states of nirvan and nirvikalp, and on the 

13th, Baba dictated a reply through Bhau explaining both states.104 

Sunday, 14 October 1956, was the holiday of Dassera, and Mehera decorated Sheba grandly and paraded the horse 

before Baba. Baba loved Sheba and also Mani's pet cocker spaniel, Peter. That day, Baba took Mehera, Mani, Naja, 

Rano, Goher and Meheru to see the confluence of the Krishna and Venna Rivers. 

On the 15th, Baba fasted again without water for 24 hours. Yet, he did his seclusion work with Kaikobad as usual — 

bowing down to him while Kaikobad prayed. 

On Sunday, 21 October, Baba, along with Eruch, Pendu and Nilu, left by car for a mast tour. Baidul had been sent in 

advance and met the party that day in Nasik. Baba originally planned to contact masts in Guna in Madhya Pradesh 

and Kota (650 miles directly north) in Rajasthan, but after the first day out, he changed his plans and went only as 

far as Indore. Traveling night and day, he then journeyed to Meherabad on the 23rd, arriving there at midnight, to 

work with Ali Shah for two hours. 

At the time, Ali Shah had recovered from his recent illness, and was quite hale and hearty, but, while mentioning the 

mast, Baba instructed Padri and Sidhu about his burial in case he died. He went to Khushru Quarters, also, where he 

spoke to Adi Sr. about the same thing. The mast’s funeral was to be conducted according to Muslim rites and Baba 

would bear all the expenses. "This is my last contact with Bapji," Baba remarked. Indeed it proved to be Baba's final 

meeting with this great mast, because Ali Shah unexpectedly dropped his body two months later. 

Baba then proceeded to Bombay for more contacts. At this time, it was extremely hot in Bombay. A cricket test 

match was being played and Baba spent all day of the 26th at the stadium. But the heat was so overwhelming, with 

not the slightest hint of a breeze, that when he returned to Ashiana, he remarked, only half-joking, “After my 

strenuous mast journey, I wanted to relax. But, instead, today was a day of tapas [penance] for me, and reminded me 

of the penances I used to do when I was Krishna and Ram!” 

 
103 What these points were or whether they were expanded elsewhere is not known. 
104 See p. 368 for a discourse based on Baba’s explanation. [26 May 1958: “a discourse on nirvan and 

nirvikalp was to be read…] 



 

 

On one occasion in Bombay, Baba went to see a cricket match with the mandali. Jim Mistry accompanied them. 

Nilu and Jim got into an argument, and Baba intervened and scolded both men. Baba then asked Nilu something, but 

Nilu was so upset he refused to reply. Baba asked him why he was silent. Nilu said, "There is a new man present," 

meaning Jim. 

Baba replied, "How can you judge that someone is new and someone is old? There are many who have not seen me 

but who are very close to me." 

Baba went out for contacts in Bombay on the 27th evening until midnight. After completing his work in Bombay, 

Baba returned to Satara early on Sunday morning, 28 October 1956. Although very tired, he resumed working in 

seclusion with Kaikobad. 

During this period, as Baba was hunting for masts, political issues were coming to a boil in the Middle East. To 

consolidate his shaky position, Egyptian President Nasser had seized the Suez Canal in July and threatened war 

against Israel. Before Nasser could mount an offensive, the Israelis invaded Egypt on 29 October, with support from 

British and French troops. At the same time, the discontent in Soviet-controlled Hungary came to a peak, and on 4 

November 1956, Soviet army forces launched an attack on Budapest to crush the uprising. Thousands of terrorized 

Hungarian refugees fled to Austria and Yugoslavia. After killing thousands of workers and intellectuals, the Soviets 

installed a puppet regime in Hungary. 

 

Before Baba had gone to the West in July 1956, Ivy Duce wrote to Rano suggesting that she illustrate the process of 

evolution and involution described in God Speaks, specifically for children. At first, Rano was not taken with the 

idea; but after thinking it over, she sought Baba's permission, asking if she could work on it while he was away, and 

Baba said to go ahead. 

Rano told him, "I think I can depict the evolution part of it, but what about the planes?" 

Baba laughed and gestured, "Do your best." 

When Baba returned, Rano had a preliminary sketch waiting for him. Baba approved it and gave all the wording 

around the chart: "Formless and colorless, God's creative and impulsive imagination to know himself as 

Omnipresent, Infinite and Eternal." 

Eruch suggested that Rano include more than one person on the planes (she had shown only one figure), because 

people might get the impression that only one person at a time could traverse the planes. Baba agreed. After the 

drawing was finished, at the end of October it was sent to Ivy, who later had it reproduced.105 

On the morning of 7 November 1956, Baba, accompanied by Mehera, Mani, Goher, Rano, Naja and Meheru, drove 

to Mahabaleshwar, where he was considering holding the sahavas. They stayed overnight at the Ripon Hotel, 

managed by Kohiyar Satarawala, who was residing in Satara during the slack rainy season, and Kohiyar was 

allowed to see Baba occasionally. Meanwhile, that day in the Middle-East, the Egyptians accepted a ceasefire with 

the Israelis. 

Ramjoo was also living in Satara with his family and would come to Rosewood daily. But his family was not 

permitted to visit. 

After Bhau had joined Baba, his wife, Rama, and two children, Sheela and Mehernath, had gone to stay with Rama's 

parents in a village about 100 miles from Nagpur. Sheela was four years old then, and her brother was three. One 

day Mehernath accidentally knocked his sister against a large vessel of boiling milk, and Sheela suffered severe 

burns. 

On 8 November, a telegram was received in Satara about Sheela. Bhau did not inform Baba because there was a ban 

on correspondence during Baba's seclusion. But that day at 5:00 P.M., Baba called him to Grafton and asked if any 

 

105 In a letter to Ivy Duce, dated 31 October 1956, Mani described the painting that Rano did that was later 

inserted in God Speaks (opposite page 202): "… Rano has completed the drawing (in crayon watercolor) 

you had asked for – evolution and reincarnation, et cetera. It is a beauty, and (although we did not expect 

it), Baba directed her often: telling her to add this, alter that, write this, arrange something just so, alter the 

color of this figure or that bird. It is wonderful how Baba notices the tiniest details which one can often 

miss." (Rano clarified that Baba only gave her the color of the aspirant’s clothes – a light green shirt and 

coppery brown pants — as well as the title and all of the wording on the chart.) 



 

 

letter or telegram had been received. Bhau said one from Rama had come. "What does she say?" Baba asked, and 

Bhau told him. 

"Send a telegram immediately to Nana Kher to arrange for Sheela's medical treatment." 

"Everything will be done there [at Rama’s parents’]," Bhau protested. "Why should Nana be troubled?" 

This upset Baba so much, he picked up his sandal and threw it forcefully at Bhau. "Why this talk of trouble to Nana 

instead of simply following my order? Aren't you ashamed to speak like this to me? Who is sending a telegram to 

Nana, you or I?" 

Bhau kept quiet, and Baba added, "Would you have talked about trouble had I sent Nana a telegram about someone 

else?" Bhau replied no, and Baba stated, "You are still attached to Rama, Sheela and Mehernath. Had there been no 

attachment, you would not have said what you did. Not out of love, but because of attachment, you think they are 

yours. Had you considered them yours out of love, you would never have said a word about trouble to Nana because 

I am the one ordering Nana to look after her." 

After a few moments, Baba added, "You are always with me, and your wife, with two small children, is living in a 

remote village. Not once, in several years, has she made a request to send you there, and when she rarely does write, 

she says she is happy and content. Do you see how she helps you? She has love for me, and the children are mine. 

They are not yours, so have no concern for whatever I do for them. If you have thoughts, then it is your attachment; 

if you have no thoughts, then it is love. Even now, do you want to follow me or not?" 

Smiling, Bhau replied, "I want to follow you, Baba." 

Baba then questioned, "How long has it been since you have written to Rama?" 

"Six months," Bhau replied. 

"Six months?! Never in my life have I come across such a madcap as you! Why don't you write to her? Write her 

about me — my activities. Is she not my lover? You write to so many others, why not to her? This shows that due to 

attachment you take them to be yours. If you take Rama to be a lover of mine, then you would write to her as 

lovingly as you write to others. There is no harm in writing her. It is due to your attachment. So try to love her, 

because love is without attachment." 

Baba ordered, "Go and send the telegram to Nana, and write to Rama once a month. I have much love for her." So 

Bhau sent a telegram to Nana Kher, who promptly proceeded to the village. Everything had already been done about 

Sheela's treatment, but Rama felt much consoled by having Nana there. By Baba's nazar, Sheela recovered after 

being bedridden for six months, and although very young, she continuously called on Baba for his help. 

Meanwhile, Bhau's “pupil” Ismail was having the time of his life, still being pampered like a prince. Bhau would 

lead him to Grafton every day where he was proffered with delicious things to eat by Baba, after which, Bhau would 

attempt to make him study his lessons. 

 

On 8 November 1956, Baba's lovers in America were asked to write a short personal letter to him immediately, 

without mentioning personal affairs or asking questions. The same instructions were sent to those in England, 

Europe and Australia on 27 November. On the 29th, Baba instructed Adi to inform those in India, Pakistan, Ceylon 

and Africa of these instructions through a circular subsequently issued on 2 December 1956. 

Baba mentioned at this time that the reason why several of his close followers were undergoing severe crises and 

troubles with regard to health, finances, or other worries was because they were sharing an infinitesimal bit of his 

burden for the universe. He stated, "Now that my five Perfect Masters, who actively worked, have left their bodies, I 

carry the entire burden myself, and all who share in it are most fortunate." 

Also at this time, Paul Brunton (the author of A Search in Secret India) wrote to Baba after nearly 30 years, and his 

letter was read out. Bhau was instructed to forward his letter to Adi with a request from Baba that Brunton be sent a 

copy of God Speaks. Adi had been in correspondence with him. 

On Friday, 16 November 1956, Baba left Satara in Nariman’s two-tone blue Chevrolet on a mast tour to Uttar 

Pradesh, accompanied by Pendu, Nilu, Baidul and Eruch, who drove. They traveled first to Meherazad, where they 

spent one night. Adi Sr. and Gulmai were called to Meherazad at 2:00 p.m. on the 16th. For the previous few months, 

Gulmai had been feeling very restless; she reported seeing visions of Baba and had trouble sleeping. Baba assured 

her, “Do not worry about your current suffering. You will gain redemption and have liberation from rebirth.” 

That year, there were unusually late rains, and at one place, the car had to be ferried from one bank of a stream to the 

other. The journey continued night and day. At one spot, they learned of a very high Hindu mast named Sharir 



 

 

Baba, who was staying at the residence of the Maharaja of Chhatarpur. The mast, however, was to leave the place at 

3:00 P.M. that day and it was already 1:00 P.M. 

Baba was very anxious to contact this mast, as he had never worked with him before. They drove at breakneck speed 

on the rough roads through towns and villages, covering 128 miles in two hours — and reached Chhatarpur exactly 

at 3:00 P.M. The mast was very old and would drink his own urine. Boxes of rotting sweetmeats and other such 

things were strewn in his room. A strong stench hung in the air, but the old mast would not allow anyone to clean 

the place. 

Baba was delighted with the contact and remarked, "Our journey of hundreds of miles has been worth it!" Baba was 

to have been gone for two weeks. But on the 21st, because the men mandali and he were both exhausted (and some 

were not well to begin with), he canceled the rest of the tour to Uttar Pradesh and returned to Meherazad, where he 

intended to rest for a few days. Heavy rains came and it poured incessantly. 

Francis Goldney was supposed to come to India around Christmas, but while Baba was at Meherazad, Adi came and 

read a letter from Goldney, saying that he and his wife Olla's passage had been canceled because of the Suez Crisis. 

Baba gave instructions to Adi about their coming later in March by plane, and a small bungalow was rented for them 

in Satara. 

Baba returned to Satara 23 November 1956. This was Meher Baba's last mast journey. Never again did the Slave of 

his true lovers venture out for mast contacts; from that time on, wherever he was residing, masts were brought to 

him. 

Returning to Satara, Baba resumed his daily routine with Kaikobad. Every evening, he would call the mandali to 

Grafton and play cards with them. Nilu would write amusing poetry and read it to Baba. 

Irene Conybeare was staying in Satara at this time, and Baba permitted her to visit Grafton every Sunday. On 26 

November, she conveyed an invitation to Baba from Sadhu Vaswani, asking Baba to visit the Saint Mira High 

School in Poona. Baba agreed and fixed 20 February for the visit.106 

On 29 November, Baba remarked, "The month or so before the climax of my seclusion on 15 February will hold 

greater and more concentrated suffering for me in which a number of my close ones will also share." Little did the 

mandali know to what form of suffering Baba was referring. 

 

Baba wished to fast on Sunday, 2 December 1956 and also instructed all the mandali except Bhau to fast that day 

without water. Bhau’s health had recently suffered. He had been working long hours attending to correspondence, 

and he had fallen ill with pleurisy. Baba ordered him to take complete rest and not to move out of bed. He then 

asked the mandali, "How should we spend the 2nd? We cannot take even water that day, and something should be 

done to avoid thirst and hunger pains." 

A lengthy discussion ensued, and Baba suggested, "Why not go to Poona that day where we can watch a Sunday 

cricket match and then return in the evening? We won't feel thirsty or hungry if we are absorbed in seeing the 

game." The men mandali agreed, and it was resolved to proceed to Poona in Nariman's car, which had been kept in 

Satara for Baba's use. 

Vishnu had departed for Poona on the 1st for some work, and Baba told him to join them on their return to Satara on 

the evening of the 2nd. Meherjee was called to Satara from Poona on the 1st and instructed to bring several crates of 

soda water. It was Baba's standing order for him to come to Satara by bus. But because he had been told to bring the 

soda, Meherjee drove to Satara in his new, imported Chevrolet. When he arrived, Baba was furious with him. "Why 

did you break my order and come in your car? Send it back to Poona immediately." So, Meherjee sent the car back 

with the driver and he stayed the night. 

On the pretext of going to enjoy a cricket match, Baba left Satara in Nariman's 1952 two-tone blue Chevrolet for 

Poona on 2 December, accompanied by Eruch, Pendu, Meherjee and Nilu. On the way, Baba changed places with 

Nilu, moving from the front to the back seat. 

It was a cold and cloudy, overcast day. Just as they arrived in Poona, their car was stopped near Swargate due to the 

official motorcade of the Prime Minister of China, Chou En-lai, who was in town with Prime Minister Nehru, on 

their way to Pimpri to visit the Central Water and Power Research Station and the National Penicillin Factory.107 

 
106 Subsequently, Baba's visit was postponed until March 1957. 

107 Chou En-lai had arrived in Poona from Delhi on 1 December 1956.  



 

 

Nilu was anxious to get out of the car and watch them pass, but Baba made a face and shook his head. Nilu 

persisted, and finally Baba gave in. Nilu walked a ways to an intersection, stood on the road as the car sped by with 

Chou En-lai and Nehru, and then he returned to Baba’s car. 

In Poona, Jalbhai joined the group, and they proceeded to the cricket grounds, parked the car under a tree and began 

watching the game. Baba sat in the car, while the mandali stood nearby. Frequently, Jalbhai was sent to find out who 

was batting and the score. Despite their fast, Baba gave each of the mandali a banana to eat. 

During the match’s 45-minute lunch-break, Baba suggested driving to the National Defense Academy at 

Khadakwasla, ten miles from Poona.108 They drove to the academy, but because of the Prime Minister’s visit the 

previous day, visitors were not being allowed entrance without a pass. Eruch convinced the guard to permit them to 

enter, promising that they would not enter any building, but only drive around the grounds and leave within half an 

hour. 

While returning to the cricket grounds, a taxi with two of Baba’s followers, Gadekar and K. K. Ramakrishnan, 

passed Baba’s car. A circular had been issued, strictly advising Baba’s lovers not to contact him during his 

seclusion. If they happened to see Baba while he was traveling somewhere, they were to ignore him and go on their 

way. 

Gadekar had seen Baba, and Baba asked Pendu if their taxi was following them. Pendu saw that it was, so Baba told 

Eruch to drive fast and lose it. Baba was happy when Pendu reported that the taxi had disappeared, and they returned 

to the cricket grounds. 

As the match proceeded, Pendu saw Gadekar’s taxi stop under a tree some distance away. Baba seemed to be taking 

an interest in the game, so Pendu did not inform him, knowing that it would upset him. Jalbhai, however, had seen 

the taxi and said, "Baba, they are here; they followed us and are standing there." 

Baba said, "Go and ask them, ‘Have you received Baba’s circular?’ If they received it, why have they broken my 

order not to follow me, to turn their face and go away. I came here to relax; I am tired and they are spoiling my 

mood!" 

Pendu went, and Gadekar, who was a very emotional old man, was on the point of tears, regretting his mistake, but 

explaining that he had simply been unable to control himself. 

Baba instructed Eruch to turn the car around and leave for Satara. While passing Gadekar’s taxi, Baba had the car 

stopped. He told Gadekar, "You have received the circular; you are the oldest member of the Poona Center; he 

[Ramakrishnan] is new, but you should have followed my orders.” Gadekar admitted his mistake. "Then why do you 

break my order? Why did you follow me?" Gadekar said he thought it would be all right from such a long distance. 

Baba was annoyed at first, but then forgave him. "I forgive you this time,” Baba said, “but next time, don’t make 

such a foolish error." 

It was about 3:45 p.m. Meherjee was dropped off at his home, and Vishnu took his place. Jalbhai was also dropped 

off at Baba House, where Baba met Beheram, Perin, and their sons, Sheroo, Sohrab and Rustom, and their daughter, 

Gulnar. Baba walked to the back of the house to Jalbhai's room and called the twins, Sohrab and Rustom. He 

directed them to bring their best marbles, as he wanted to play a game of marbles with them. Examining the marbles, 

Baba selected a fine "shooter" and insisted on being the first player. Baba's mood was very serious and he shot the 

marble with such force that several of the glass marbles were shattered into pieces. Observing this, the twins were 

utterly amazed and wanted to play their turn, but Baba gestured that that was the end of the game. Soon after, Baba 

and the mandali began their return drive to Satara. 

Eruch (in the driver’s seat on the right) and Baba (on the left) rode in the front seat, and Pendu, Vishnu and Nilu at 

the back. On the way, Baba instructed Eruch to drive slowly, since he wanted to reach Satara in the evening and 

there was plenty of time remaining. Pendu explained: “Every time Baba left for somewhere, he used to tell Mehera 

what time we would be back. In this way, the women were free to do their own work. Otherwise, they would be 

anxious, not knowing what time Baba would be returning. So that day Baba had told them, ‘I am coming back this 

evening, but not before six.’ We had no idea what time Baba had given to Mehera. Baba liked fast driving, to reach 

soon, so Eruch used to drive fast.” 

 
108 The National Defense Academy (N.D.A.), similar to America’s West Point, is located in a picturesque 

location. 



 

 

When there were only a few miles left to Satara, Baba asked Eruch the time. Baba said he must not reach before six. 

Eruch stopped the car under a tree and said, “Let’s rest here. We’ll play some cards or a game to kill time, because 

it’s too near now and we’ll reach before six.” 

Baba said to continue, so Eruch began driving very slowly. Baba didn’t like it. “What’s the matter with you?” he 

asked. “Why aren’t you going fast?” 

Eruch replied, “You asked me not to reach before six and you don’t want to wait here.” 

"No, drive as usual.” 

Baba had moved from the front to the back seat, changing places with Pendu and Vishnu, saying he wanted to sit 

with Nilu. After ten or fifteen minutes, at 5:05 P.M., fifteen miles outside of Satara, Baba had the car stopped and 

switched places again. He again sat in front with Eruch, while at the back Vishnu (on the left) and Nilu (on the right) 

occupied the window seats and Pendu moved to the middle. Baba's fingers were working continuously, indicating 

his serious mood. 

Eruch now was apparently driving too fast, because Baba warned him to slow down. They drove on and neared 

Udtara, twelve miles from Satara, where Baba had played cricket with the mandali and other lovers a year and a half 

before. Baba pointed ahead to the spot and recalled the day. 

At 5:15 P.M., almost directly opposite where they had played cricket, as Eruch was reading Baba’s gestures, the 

steering wheel suddenly and inexplicably went completely out of control. The car swerved, dashed against a stone 

culvert and landed eventually in a shallow ditch on the other side of it, pointing back towards Poona. All the men in 

the car, including Baba, were seriously injured. Baba was bathed in blood, his tongue was torn, his hip bone 

fractured, and he had abrasions on his forehead, nose, cheeks and legs. 

Yet, at the time of the accident, when Vishnu saw Baba's facial expression, he felt uplifted! Catching a glance of 

Baba's bleeding face, Vishnu was overcome and saw Baba's glorious Universal Body and a dazzling light on his 

face. 

Vishnu later described it: 

The whole thing happened in the flash of an eye. When I came to, I found I was the only one in the back of the 

car. I stepped out and went to the front to see how Baba was and saw him reclining in the front seat, with blood 

on his clothes and face. [Even though Baba was bleeding], never in my life have I seen such utter radiance and 

luster as was on Baba's face then! He was like a king, a victorious king who had won a great battle. Lord 

Krishna must have looked like that in his chariot on the victorious battlefield. The radiance was blinding! I 

could see nothing else, not the car, nor the surroundings, only Baba's face in glorious triumph! 

After a few moments, Vishnu asked Baba if he was hurt much. Baba nodded, pointing to his mouth and leg, but 

gestured for Vishnu first to see how the others were. The sight had infused Vishnu with strength. Although one of 

his legs was injured near his knee, and he had facial cuts and a broken rib, Vishnu forgot the pain and began moving 

about trying to help the others. Eruch, Pendu and Nilu had been thrown out of the car. Nilu and Pendu were 

unconscious lying on the ground. Impact with stones from the culvert wall had caused severe internal injuries to 

Nilu; Pendu's leg was broken. Eruch was conscious, but five of his ribs were fractured. Nevertheless, he managed 

with superhuman effort to stand up and lean against the car and talk to Baba. 

The road was deserted of traffic and pedestrians. Three minutes after the accident, a young man, driving in the 

opposite direction, from Belgaum to Poona, saw the wreck and stopped his car. Vishnu and the young man lifted 

Baba into the man's car. An open truck stopped, and Vishnu asked the Parsi driver to take Eruch, Pendu and Nilu to 

Rosewood, and he obliged. Vishnu then accompanied Baba in the car to Grafton. 

When Baba arrived at Grafton, Mani rushed on her bicycle to get Don from Rosewood. Don came running and, with 

Goher, began treating Baba's wounds. Mehera was beside herself with grief as she wiped the blood from Baba's 

face. The other women, too, did their best to ease Baba's suffering. But how could the Avatar’s suffering ever be 

eased? His comfort lay in his suffering, which he endured every second continuously and took upon himself for his 

divine work. 

Age was grief-stricken, as it recorded this tragedy for posterity. "Not again!” it wailed. “O Bharat [India], did you 

also require the Avatar's blood? America needed his blood and he shed it there in 1952. Now, he has shed it for India 

four years later!" Age repented for the world that the Merciful Beloved, who spilled his blood out of love and 

compassion, was yet to be recognized by mankind. 



 

 

Bhau had followed Mani and Don to Grafton, despite Baba's orders that he should stay in bed and rest. When Baba 

saw him, his first words were: "Why did you break my order?" Nevertheless, in this critical situation, Bhau ran to 

summon the civil surgeon, Dr. Abadin. 

When the civil surgeon came, Baba asked him, "How is it you've come, as today is Sunday, your off day?" 

"It is my duty," the surgeon replied. 

Meanwhile at Rosewood, Nilu had been placed on Bhau's bed, but he was bleeding badly. When the doctor came 

there, upon examination, he pronounced Nilu dead. Nilu had not regained consciousness. The doctor advised that 

Eruch and Pendu be shifted to the Civil Hospital, and Bhau and Aloba took them there by an ambulance, where both 

were treated. (Before they were shifted, Baba’s permission was taken to allow Eruch and Pendu to drink water, as 

they were on a complete fast that day.) 

Baba was also taken by an ambulance to the small and primitive local hospital to have his tongue stitched. He was 

laid on the table in the operating room. Goher had accompanied him, and she and Bhau stood quietly near Baba, 

who gestured to Goher, "If they give me anesthesia, see that I do not utter any sound. Be by my side all the time." 

Despite his obvious pain and discomfort, Baba showed a happy expression, and Dr. Abadin was taken aback when 

Baba lovingly passed his hand over Bhau's face. Not a word came from Baba's mouth, despite the serious wounds 

and excruciating pain. Even in that injured condition, Baba wore a smile as he expressed his love toward others, 

amicably chatting with the doctor as if nothing serious had happened. It was a wonderful experience for the civil 

surgeon and other doctors present, and the heart of the former was awakened to his love. 

After Baba’s tongue and other cuts under his chin were stitched, Goher took Baba back to Grafton in an ambulance. 

It was an old vehicle with no shock absorbers, which rattled Baba's body. After a bruising journey, it was 2:00 A.M. 

before Baba finally got to lie down. 

 

Bhau had immediately sent telegrams to Adi, Meherjee and Nariman: "Serious accident, all injured removed to 

hospital Satara. Car lying near Udtara village ten miles from Satara. Bhau." Meherjee arrived in Satara at 1:30 A.M. 

But because Adi was in Bombay, Feram, instead of phoning Sarosh immediately, kept the telegram on his table, and 

Sarosh did not receive the message until 8 A.M. the next morning. Sarosh phoned Adi and sent his car to Poona with 

Waman, telling Adi to go directly to Satara. From Ahmednagar, Sarosh and Kaka Baria left for Satara at once. 

All of Baba's lovers soon came to know of the accident through the newspapers. But because of Baba's seclusion, 

they were restricted from either visiting, writing or in any way contacting him, and they had to respect his wishes. 

 

On the morning after the accident, 3 December 1956, although in tremendous pain, Baba said: 

The Hungarians suffered much in their recent struggle [against the Russians]. Many were lying wounded and 

helpless on the roads, away from their loved ones and from care or relief from pain. At least I am lying on a 

bed, with the care of good doctors and the love of all my lovers present and absent. 

A few days before, Baba had remarked: 

Nobody suffers in vain, for true freedom is spiritual freedom, and suffering is a ladder towards it. Man 

unknowingly suffers for God, and God knowingly suffers for man. 

Vishnu (who was very close to Nilu) and Sadashiv Patil took Nilu's body by car to Meherabad that day, where it was 

cremated. Nilu’s ashes were later buried at lower Meherabad, near the dhuni. Baba observed, "Nilu was particularly 

fortunate to have breathed his last in my physical proximity, and it is as he would have wanted it." 

Nilu used to joke that when it was his turn to die, he wanted it to be instantaneous and in Baba's physical presence, 

and Baba would tease him about it. His death, therefore, did turn out as he wanted it. Baba had been particularly 

loving toward Nilu the previous week, sometimes even calling for sweets for him. And now the other mandali knew 

why. 

At midnight on the 3rd, Don (who had gone to Poona with Meherjee) brought an osteopath from Poona named Dr. 

V. Bansod, who put Baba in a splint and had sandbag weights placed at the end of his leg. Baba was then able to 

sleep for three hours. Jalbhai, Meherjee and Savak shared nightwatch. Adi Sr. and Sarosh had arrived in Adi’s car, 

along with an ambulance, which Meherwan and Nusserwan had arranged for Eruch from Sassoon Hospital. Sarosh 

drove Dr. Bansod back to Poona in Meherjee’s car. 



 

 

On the 4th the ambulance was sent back as it was decided not to remove Eruch to Poona. Ramjoo and Nusserwan 

saw Baba, along with Mani and Adi Sr. and points were reviewed for a Life Circular about the accident. Afterwards, 

Adi, Waman, Kaka Baria and Nusserwan returned to Ahmednagar. 

The splint had been removed on the 4th because, with his legs propped up on pillows, it seemed to increase the pain. 

On 6 December, Baba's pelvis and entire right leg were put in a plaster cast at the Civil Hospital, which helped, but 

he experienced recurrent muscle spasms and cramps which caused terrible pain. Spasm-relieving injections did not 

help. 

 

Baba had, in fact, given out hints about this accident, but at the time, no one dreamed that such a thing would take 

place. In November 1955, he had foretold that two of his very close lovers would die within the year. 

At the beginning of July 1956 in Meherazad, before going to England and America, he had issued a circular stating: 

"... a great so-called tragedy is facing me and my lovers," and "... my humiliation and tragedy, although necessary, 

are but passing phases which are bound to have a glorious end." 

During August 1956, in San Francisco, he had remarked to the Americans: "No one knows what is going to happen 

before 15 February [1957]." 

When someone asked Baba, "Why should these things happen? Why can't you avert them?" his reply was: "What 

the Divine Will has decreed must and will happen, and if I am the Divine Personification you believe me to be, then 

the last thing I would do is to avert it or avoid it." 

Several days before the accident, Baba had even joked with the mandali: "We may all die in a few days." 

Turning to Nilu, he remarked, "Don't worry about anything. Keep thinking of me constantly. I am the Only One that 

exists, the Only One that matters." 

On 6 December, Baba gave this personal message to his lovers: "Don't worry, be happy. All will be well. Faithfully 

carry out the instructions given by me." He indicated that the accident would not affect the upcoming sahavas 

program, but on the contrary "it will help toward it." He added, "The congregation has to take place, it must take 

place." 

 

Baba's mouth and tongue were swollen, so he was placed on a liquid diet for a few days until the swelling 

diminished. Pappa Jessawala and Sadashiv Patil were allowed to visit from Poona. After seeing Baba, and also 

Eruch and Pendu, they returned home. 

Both of Pendu's legs were in plaster casts, and for several days he was unconscious. He had received a head injury 

as well that had affected his speech, and was in terrible pain. Eruch was courageously bearing his suffering, and day 

and night would remain reclined on a backrest, as he could not lie down because of his broken ribs. Yet, within a 

month, he was out of the hospital and was with Baba in Poona. 

Of those who survived the accident, Baba had received the most serious injuries, and his suffering would have been 

unbearable for any other man. But it seemed that Baba enjoyed it, and although completely disabled and in pain, he 

was mindful of the smallest matter. 

The civil surgeon, Dr. Abadin, who was a Muslim, was genuinely drawn to Baba. He would visit Grafton every day 

to see Baba and came to know more about him through Ramjoo. 

Bhau and Aloba attended Eruch and Pendu day and night in the hospital, and the staff was impressed by their 

heartfelt expression of brotherly devotion. The staff had never witnessed so much love between Parsi, Irani, Hindu 

and Muslim, and one of the doctors remarked to Bhau: "We would not have served our own father or brother as 

devotedly as you have been serving your brother disciples." The entire hospital staff had a glimpse of Baba's divine 

love, which is devoid of any restrictions regarding religion, caste, community or race. 

Baba had stated that during the final part of his one-year seclusion, it was essential that he be in complete retirement. 

Now, confined to his bed in Grafton, lying on his back in one position all the time and virtually unable to move, his 

retirement could not have been more absolute or complete. 

But it was only a week after the accident, when the pains became too severe, and other complications such as 

continuous muscle spasms had also set in, that Baba at last agreed to Goher and Don's pleas to be shifted to Poona, 

where better medical facilities were available. 

On Monday morning, 10 December 1956, Baba was taken by ambulance to Poona and kept in Dr. Bansod's nursing 

home on Jangli Maharaj Road. Mehera, Mani and Meheru followed in Meherjee's car, and Rano and Naja arrived 



 

 

the next morning in Sam Kerawala's car. Baba was taken straight to Dr. Bansod's clinic. He had to be carried on a 

stretcher up the narrow steps to the second floor and was extremely uncomfortable. Meherwan Jessawala was 

waiting at the clinic and recalls, “The tremendous pain Baba was suffering in the hip made him groan very loudly. It 

was excruciating pain he was suffering.” The plaster cast was removed because Baba's leg muscle had started to 

cramp. More X-rays were taken, and his leg was put in traction. A neurologist and heart specialist were also called 

in to examine him. 

The pelvic fracture was healing satisfactorily, but the pain varied in intensity, becoming excruciating with the least 

movement on Baba's part. Yet, when the pain in the hip was relieved, some other form of pain arose — as if Baba 

were clearly telling the mandali that he had to suffer in this way at that time, and nothing they could do would 

mitigate it, nor could they share what he had taken on. Baba seemed to confirm this. One day he traced a circle on 

the spot of the fracture with his finger and gestured, "The suffering of the whole universe is concentrated on this 

little spot. This is a tangible expression of the universal suffering I bear." 

But, in spite of his physical agony, he remarked, "I am happy. It is as I wanted it." 

Baba did not like staying at Dr. Bansod's nursing home — it was too small and he was uncomfortable — and he said 

he would not stay there longer than necessary. So Meherwan Jessawala and Meherjee hurried to find a suitable 

house in Poona. They managed to rent a small, quiet house near Meherjee's own home, a bungalow named Silver 

Oaks, at 23 Salisbury Park Road. Baba was taken there on the 11th afternoon. A special bed was kept for him, and 

Dr. Bansod and a civil surgeon named Dr. Virkar put his leg in traction. But, that evening, Baba again had severe 

pains and spasms, and the doctor had to be called in the night. 

The women mandali had been at Bindra House and then moved to Silver Oaks to stay with Baba, as did Don. Goher, 

as well as Meheru's sister Naggu (who was also a physician), were in constant attendance on him. Naja stayed at 

Bindra House to help with the cooking, as Baba and the women's food came from there. Meherjee and Jalbhai 

shared nightwatch duties, and Nariman would visit every weekend from Bombay and help with the nightwatch.109 

Bhau would also go to Poona every Sunday to receive instructions concerning the mandali who were recovering in 

Satara and to report to Baba about their condition. He would return to Satara the same evening. This was a period of 

terrible mental strain for Bhau. Baba would tell him to rest, but he could not obey because someone had to look after 

Eruch and Pendu, who were still in the hospital. On occasion, upon arriving from Poona at the Satara bus station, 

Bhau was informed that the man who had been hired to be near Pendu at night had not shown up. This required his 

going straight to the hospital and staying awake throughout the night. Although he had Baba's order to rest, he found 

it impossible to comply with. 

One Sunday in Poona, Baba reprimanded him again. "Don't you value my words?" he asked Bhau. "You regularly 

break my order. You are not well and may die. Your death will not pain me, but your disobedience to my orders 

will! I am suffering already, and your disobedience is increasing my suffering." 

To add to Bhau's torment, Baba went so far as to remark, "This accident happened because of you!"110 

At the time, Bhau had no idea what Baba meant, but it was becoming too much to bear. He told Baba, "What am I to 

do? Circumstances are such that I am forced to disobey." 

"Do you want to follow my instructions according to circumstances? If your obedience depends on circumstances, 

you will never be able to obey me." 

 
109 Nariman had offered to bring an ambulance if Baba was willing to shift to Bombay for treatment.  
110 Years after Baba dropped his body, Bhau understood what Baba meant: Baba had to suffer in this 

second accident, to wipe out the impressions Bhau had in order to have Bhau in his inner circle of disciples. 

It was necessary that Baba suffer physically to cement, or solidify, as it were, Bhau’s place in Baba’s 

innermost circle." 

As Bhau explained: “The Avatar brings with him two types of sanskaras, yoga-yoga sanskaras, and for his 

circle members, vidnyanic sanskaras. If he gives these vidnyanic sanskaras to any circle member, that 

person's sanskaric account is closed. He has no more binding sanskaras, nor can he create any. Baba then 

uses that circle member for his work. And that circle member does not know anything of this.  

When Baba said, ‘You are the cause of my accident,’ he meant that somehow, through this accident, he 

gave me vidnyanic sanskaras to settle the account of my binding sanskaras. How much he had to suffer for 

that purpose! Nobody knows how tremendously he would suffer for each circle member. He suffers for 

everyone, but for circle members, he suffers infinitely. That is how he makes them the medium of his work 

— work which he himself alone does.” 



 

 

"But then, what arrangements should be made for Eruch and Pendu?" 

"Do you value my words, or Eruch and Pendu? Even if they die, so what? In keeping my wish, nothing should come 

in the way." 

Eventually, in January 1957, Sidhu was called from Meherabad to remain near Pendu at night. 

 

For ten days, Baba had trouble passing urine. He also did not pass any stool for several days, and Dr. Bansod had to 

manually remove his feces. It was a very painful procedure, but afterwards Baba felt greatly relieved. Every doctor 

who treated Baba felt pleased to attend to his needs, and despite the pain, Baba would act with them as if he were 

not suffering at all. The doctors would, in turn, lay their personal problems before him as if they were the patients. 

But with the mandali, Baba's daily attitude was quite the reverse. To them, he complained constantly and was 

restless with pain despite all their attentions, thereby giving them the chance to serve him. He could not bear the 

slightest carelessness on the part of any of the men or women mandali and gave them innumerable lessons in the 

highest form of service. 

On the evening of 15 December 1956, Baba told the women: 

[During] the last 75 days of my seclusion, beginning from the day of the accident, I have to work through 

physical suffering. The main pattern of its intensity resembles climbing a hill: the first three weeks being in the 

ascension. (Hence the critical week beginning tomorrow is the apex.) The next three weeks are of slow gradual 

descent, and after that the last 45 days will be of gradual improvement, with only the normal pain and 

discomfort expected with someone in my condition. 

Baba continued: 

It is as if the mental suffering of the universe wants to crush me. But the infinite bliss I experience and the love 

I have for all sustains me, and the love of all my lovers supports me in the burden I carry. The week ahead will 

be the climax of my suffering, but it is necessary and must be. This critical period, too, will be tided over with 

the love of all who love me. 

Baba dictated this message “to all who loved him”: 

In this apparent helplessness, I declare again that everything except God is illusion; and that the only way to be 

united with this Self of all selves is love, sacrifice and unreserved and honest resignation to the Beloved's Will. 

I am the Self of all. I am the Ultimate Goal. So love me with all your honesty and whole being. After my 

seclusion is over [on 15 February 1957], I will be free from this helplessness. I will give my sahavas, darshan 

and my blessings to all. 

On the 15th of February, I will fast for 24 hours along with all my lovers. And, regardless of the restrictions 

imposed on my physical activities because of the injuries, I will feed and bow down to 700 poor people on that 

day. 

My love to you all. 

 

From Sunday, 16 December 1956, Baba began feeling and looking weaker in health. His pain had risen with 

renewed intensity. Because Baba's leg was in traction, the sandbag weights would drag him gradually toward the 

foot of the bed, and when he was shifted up again, he had terrible pains. There were abrasions on his back because 

of the previous cast and bed sores, but it was impossible to treat them, as the pain in his leg became excruciating 

whenever he was moved. Also, because he was always on his back, he had pain in his coccyx.  

It was exactly 4:00 P.M. on the 16th, while the women were with him, that this incident occurred. Baba was lying 

down, comparatively peaceful and not in pain, when suddenly the women saw tears pour from his eyes and roll 

down his cheeks. This weeping was preceded by a lot of finger-moving. After almost a minute of weeping, Baba had 

his eyes wiped and gestured to them to forget it. He explained, "The tears are not for the suffering of my body, but 

for the suffering of the world to come." 

This suffering for the world was yet to come, the women surmised. Seeing Baba weep was an unusual occurrence. 

Never before had the women witnessed Baba like this. 

The severe bouts of pain continued, and on the 17th, Baba had fever. Two days later, on 19 December, Don brought 

an orthopedic surgeon from the military hospital named Dr. Samarendra Chandra Chatterjee, who began treating 

Baba. Chatterjee was 38 years old and a colonel in the army. Baba liked Dr. Chatterjee very much and Dr. Bansod's 



 

 

treatment was stopped.111 Chatterjee had more X-rays taken (by an army major nicknamed by Baba Kaka [Uncle] 

Souri), and had the traction removed, putting Baba's leg in a Thomas' splint for two days. On the evening of the 

23rd, this splint was also removed and Baba was much more comfortable with his leg free of any encumbrances. 

On 22 December, an English woman named Dinah Day and an Irish woman named Jean Nix, one of whom had 

heard of Baba but never seen him, were allowed to come and meet him. The girls had hitchhiked from England, 

overland through Iran, and were traveling in India. Adi had met them in Ahmednagar and given them Baba's 

address. After spending the night at Bindra House, they departed for Madras. Although these two girls never had any 

further contact with Baba, they were the first among many young Westerners who would soon come into the 

Beloved’s orbit. 

 

Just after midnight on 19/20 December 1956, the saint Gadge Maharaj died on his way to Amraoti. And, as hinted 

by Baba, seven days later, on the 27th of December, the mast Ali Shah passed away in Meherabad at 4:15 P.M.112 

Two of Baba's favorites had passed on. 

Don rigged up a special kind of cot for Baba, to which Baba was moved on the 23rd. The bed was built to enable 

Baba to lift up his body by clutching two hanging straps, which gave him a little exercise. It proved much more 

comfortable for him, as he was not yet allowed to turn on his side, which added to his discomfort. Mani described 

the bed in a letter to Don Stevens (dated 4 January 1957): “There are all sorts of pulleys and gadgets on the new bed, 

and I just love to watch Baba ‘showing off’ (like a schoolboy on his first bike ride) how he can partly lift himself up 

on one of the ‘swings’ when his back needs attending to.” 

From the morning of 24 December, the pain in his leg diminished considerably; he was also able to sit up for a few 

minutes at a time, and bend his injured leg slowly. The other usual pains and discomforts continued, along with an 

occasional low fever. 

As Bhau wrote to Jagindar Singh (on 31 December), “Now Baba’s leg is free, kept between sandbags to avoid jerks. 

Though Baba looks much improved, he often complains of pain in one part or another. As usual, he looks very 

cheerful sometimes, as if nothing has happened to him; and then, at other times, he looks in great pain.” 

Adi Sr. and Don came at 9:00 A.M. on Saturday, 5 January 1957 and delivered the crutches and folding wheelchair 

Baba had used after his first accident, and also a large carpet from Meherazad sent by Kaka. Baba was sitting up in 

bed against a backrest, his legs outstretched. He gave Adi instructions for three programs for the poor that he wished 

to be held in February. Adi was also told to see Sadhu Vaswani in Poona and to go to Sakori with certain messages 

for Godavri Mai, who had been invited to attend the sahavas program. Gadekar was permitted to see Baba on the 6th. 

To speed Baba’s recovery, a masseur and physiotherapist named Mr. Nair was hired. From the 5th, Nair began 

giving Baba daily leg and back massages, and also leg exercises to prevent formation of adhesions in the joints. 

Although the prescribed exercises were painful, Baba did them. 

Deshmukh arrived in Poona and saw Baba at Salisbury Park on the afternoon of 6 January. Baba allowed Deshmukh 

to be with him for only a few minutes, instructing him to contact Gadekar. 

Vishnu Chavan also came to Baba’s bungalow. Although he had been in Baba's contact for years, Baba did not see 

him. In fact, none of the Poona lovers were permitted to see Baba, since he was still in seclusion. But Chavan 

persisted and sent word to Baba that he did not desire anything except his blessing. So, for the purpose of receiving 

his blessing, Baba instructed him to go to Meherabad in a few weeks, on a certain date. 

On the appointed day, Chavan went to Meherabad and then came to Meherazad, where Baba was staying by then. 

Baba warned him, "To digest my blessing is infinitely difficult. You do not understand the meaning of it. You do not 

know what it is. You will have to face tremendous hardships. Do you know what my grace means? You will be 

stripped of everything you own! You will be on the streets! Those who dare to seek and are privileged to receive my 

grace are stripped of everything. They have no roof over their heads. They wear only loincloths." 

Baba again warned him, "Great courage is required to assimilate my blessing. So don't ask for it. Ask for something 

else." 

"I only want your blessing," Chavan insisted. 

 
111 Dr. Bansod’s fees were also found to be too expensive. 
112 Ali Shah was buried at lower Meherabad, near the dhuni. According to Baba’s instructions, all Muslim 

rites had been carried out for the mast, at Baba’s expense. 



 

 

Solemnly Baba gestured, "All right, take it. I give you my blessing." And with it, Chavan left to return to Poona. In a 

short time, true to Baba's words, Chavan fell on very hard times and gradually life got worse and worse. Chavan was 

married with a few children. Some months after this meeting, he found himself homeless and penniless. For some 

time, he and his family lived in the local Gadge Maharaj dharamshala in Poona. After a while, they were forced to 

vacate, and Turekar, a Baba lover in the police force, took pity on them and allowed them to stay in a storeroom at 

his bungalow. Months passed. Chavan, unable to bear the conditions of his life brought on by Baba's "blessing," 

contemplated suicide. By chance, he met Eruch on a street and disclosed what had happened to him. The news 

reached Baba, and Chavan was called to Guruprasad. 

Chavan came and prostrated himself before Baba. Baba lovingly inquired about his family and then stated, "When 

you first came to me, I warned you that courage was needed to assimilate my blessing. You do not have that 

courage. Now, what do you want?" 

"Baba, help me. The landlord evicted me and my family from our house and removed all our possessions. I don't 

have a single paisa with me, and the children are starving." 

"All right. I will take back my blessing and give you some monetary help. But always be honest and don’t forget 

me." Baba asked Nariman to give Chavan Rs.1,000, and Chavan took the money and left, pleased. 

The following year, when Baba was again in Poona, he asked K. K. Ramakrishnan, "Do you know Vishnu Chavan? 

Have you asked for or taken any money from him [for the Poona Center work]? I know you are mad with your 

Center project." 

Ramakrishnan told Baba, "Yes, I know him. He appears to be a big man now. He has acquired the Bombay agency 

of an industrial or mercantile company and has become quite rich. He lives behind the railway station and goes 

everywhere by taxi. But I have not asked him for a donation. His wife sends two rupees to the Center every month. 

That is all they give." 

Baba warned Ramakrishnan not to take any money from Chavan. "It is all right if you accept one or two rupees for 

the Center work, but no large sum, even if he gives it on his own. Beware." 

Again, some time passed. One day in Guruprasad, when Maharani Shantadevi was sitting by Baba, Chavan arrived 

in a very sad mood. Baba instructed him in Gujarati to tell the truth and asked what was troubling him. Chavan 

equivocated, professing innocence about some accusations against him, and left. But soon afterwards, he was 

arrested and sentenced to prison for fraud. Despite having failed to follow Baba's advice about remaining honest, 

Baba lovingly saw to the welfare of Chavan's wife and children while he was in prison, and thereby Chavan learned 

an invaluable lesson in following the Master's orders. 

A similar incident involved Vadrevu Ramarao, a South Indian Baba lover who was living in Bilaspur working for 

Indian Railways. Charges were brought against him for stealing railway property. When he visited Baba he too 

professed his innocence. Baba told him not to worry, if he had done nothing illegal. “Truth will always prevail,” 

Baba stated. “My nazar is on you. Now go home and relax. Nothing will happen to you.” 

But Ramarao was tried, found guilty and sentenced to several years in prison. When he was in prison, Baba asked 

his lovers to look after the maintenance of Ramarao’s family. Upon release, Ramarao came to see Baba, and Baba 

asked him again, “Tell me the truth. Did you commit the theft?” He finally admitted his guilt. “I told you that Truth 

will always prevail,” Baba said. “Why didn’t you tell me the truth the last time when you came?”  

Baba tweaked his ears and admonished him, “I forgive you, but never do so again.” 

 

Dr. Chatterjee continued to treat Baba's fracture, which was healing well. Apart from his steadily improving 

condition, Baba was anxious to get out of bed as early as possible and resume his activities as usual. On Monday, 7 

January 1957, he remarked, "I have to get well soon, for there is a great amount of active work to be done in the near 

future." 

Eruch and Pendu were also recovering. Eruch was discharged from the Satara hospital on the 7th and brought to 

Rosewood. Although Pendu was still incapacitated, his condition was improving steadily. 

A lengthy police inquiry was held about the accident. Eruch's driver's license was temporarily suspended, and 

statements were taken from all, including Baba. The case dragged on for months, as the authorities could find no 

apparent cause for the accident. Eruch was finally acquitted on 28 September 1957. The judge pronounced, "It was 

an act of God.” 

Kaka was called to Poona for a day. Sarosh brought him on Monday, 21 January 1957. The dog, Bhooty, had had 

puppies and Baba had sent a message to Kaka to bring one of the male puppies that most resembled the mother. 



 

 

Baba played with the puppy and instructed Kaka to keep him and give most of the other puppies away. When Baba 

returned to Meherazad, he named the puppy Mastan.113 

More X-rays of Baba's pelvis were taken on 19 January, which showed the bone was healing properly. The next day 

at 6:30 P.M., Dr. Chatterjee came and said that Baba could sit up for a few minutes in a wheelchair Don had brought. 

So, for the first time since the accident more than six weeks earlier, Baba was lifted from his bed and placed in the 

wheelchair. Then Baba was pushed in it around the house while smiling brightly. In the days that followed, Baba 

began sitting in the wheelchair for as long as his hip did not give him too much pain. Although the crutches he had 

used after the first accident were brought from Meherabad, he was not allowed to use them yet. 

Baba was still having recurring pains, but as Goher told him, this was bound to happen from increased movement, as 

the torn and unused muscles were put to use. So Baba still experienced pain, but not as intense as before. On the 

evening of 23 January, however, the pain was terrible and he commented, "The accident has been a blessing for the 

universe and a curse for Baba!" But the next morning, the pain was practically nil, and he was able to sit in the 

wheelchair for over two hours. 

Baba had decided not to return to Satara. On the 27th, Rano and Naja traveled to Satara to pack all their belongings, 

so these could be transported to Meherazad, where Baba would be going from Poona. 

Beginning Tuesday, 29 January 1957, Baba was taken daily for a short ride in the car, in preparation for the journey 

to Ahmednagar. Eruch had come to Poona and was staying in Bindra House. He and Meherjee would usually 

accompany him. Baba's hip joint was still terribly painful at times, and he could not yet stand or use crutches. His 

wheelchair would be taken to the car and, supporting himself on his good leg, Baba would slip onto the seat. 

All of those who were treating Baba — Dr. Chatterjee, the army major who would take X-rays and Mr. Nair the 

masseur — were attracted to him. One day Nair said to him, "Baba, I am looking forward to the day when all your 

pain will vanish." 

Baba smiled and gestured, "That day I will embrace you." 

"Then I hope it will be soon!" Nair replied earnestly. 

One day Goher told Don that Baba was in so much pain he could not move his leg. Don immediately went to the 

military hospital and brought Chatterjee. When he arrived, Baba smiled at him. Chatterjee asked, "What is the 

trouble?" 

"Nothing," Baba replied. He sat up in bed and brought his legs up on the side and started dangling both legs over the 

edge, as if there were no injury at all! Holding him, Chatterjee helped him stand up, and Baba indicated there was no 

pain. Baba appeared to be in a cheerful mood and again he sat up in bed. Before Chatterjee had arrived, Baba could 

not even move his leg — much less sit up in bed! 

Dr. Chatterjee looked at Goher quizzically and asked, "What is the matter with you, doctor? Why did you send for 

me? There is nothing wrong. Baba is all right." Goher felt like a fool, and so did Don. (Later Don even chastised her 

for bothering Chatterjee.) It was all Baba's game to give his contact to Chatterjee — and to make Goher pass 

through such humiliating experiences. 

On Sunday, 3 February 1957, Pendu was brought to Poona by ambulance, accompanied by Sidhu and Aloba. He 

was taken to Silver Oaks to see Baba, and when Pendu saw a few close lovers from Bombay and Poona who were 

visiting, he was overcome and wept. Baba came out in his wheelchair to see Pendu; he joked and chatted with him 

and thereby gave him courage. "We will both be up and walking together," Baba assured him. 

"But you suffer it all in silence," Pendu commented. 

Baba replied, "You will be all right and walk again, but I will not be able to walk normally again ever. My hip joint, 

too, will never be normal." 

After having a checkup at the military hospital, Pendu was driven to Ahmednagar, where he stayed with the Satha 

family at Akbar Press to recuperate. The plaster casts were removed from both legs, but Pendu, too, could not yet 

stand. Aloba was appointed to look after him, and treatment was arranged. A month later, Pendu was sent to 

Meherabad, as was Vishnu. Thus the stay in Satara came to an end. Baba would never return there. 

 

At 9:30 A.M. on Tuesday, 12 February 1957, Baba, with Don and Meherjee, was driven from Poona to Meherazad in 

Meherjee's car. The women followed in Adi's car. They arrived around one o'clock. Baidul and Bhagirath had 

 
113 Mastan means one who is full of gusto, or hearty. 



 

 

brought the luggage a few days before, on the 7th. Eruch, Bhau and Savak arrived by train at 9:00 P.M. on the 11th, 

and Gustadji, Kaikobad and Jalbhai arrived the next day. Due to his injury, Baba agreed to use the ground-floor 

bedroom at Meherazad for the next several months. 

Baba's one-year seclusion was to end on Friday, 15 February. As previously announced, Baba wished to distribute 

cloth and sweets to 700 poor persons. Padri, Kaka, Chhagan and Adi had been instructed a month before to find the 

poor and bring them on that day to Meherazad. Baba was to fast for 24 hours without water that day. Accordingly, 

the 700 poor were brought from different neighboring villages. A truckload of cloth and laddoos had arrived and 

were arranged in stacks and baskets. Pukar had come from Hamirpur to help, according to Baba's wish, and the 

Ahmednagar lovers were also present for the occasion. 

The function began at 9:00 A.M. Kaka's room had been selected for the program, as it had two doors that could be 

used as an entrance and exit. The front door was the exit, and the back door the entrance, through which, one by one, 

the poor were hurried inside. Outside the entrance and the exit, a temporary roof had been erected with tarpaulins. 

Baba was seated in his wheelchair in the right-hand corner of the front entrance. A stack of white cloths, cut into 

two-yard-long pieces, was ready for distribution by his side. It was sufficient cloth to be tailored into a man's shirt. 

Beside the heap of cloth were baskets of laddoos. 

Because of the accident, Baba was not able to bend over and bow down to each as he would have liked. So a stool 

was kept on his right. Each poor person was told to place his foot on the stool, and Baba would touch the foot with 

his hands and then touch his forehead. Each person was then taken to Baba's left, where he was handed a bundle of 

sweets wrapped in the piece of cloth, which Baba would touch with his left hand. Although seated in the wheelchair, 

Baba had an expression of indescribable happiness on his face while absorbed in this work. And though there was 

no lessening in his hip pain, the obvious pleasure he derived in working for the poor seemed to have effaced it. 

Baba had called Hoshang Bharucha (of Navsari) to Meherazad that day, and, pointing to the villagers, Baba 

remarked to him, "I am in each of them." 

The number of poor men and women exceeded 700, and though there were 40 extra pieces of cloth, when they too 

had been distributed with the sweets, Baba gave the remaining poor persons two rupees. Seven hundred and six 

persons had been actually given tickets for the function, but 36 did not turn up. Instead, several poor persons without 

tickets appeared. The supply of cloth and sweets was exhausted, so Baba instructed Baidul to wait there for the rest 

of the day. When those poor people with tickets showed up, Baidul was to touch each person's feet and hand each 

two rupees. After this was finished, Baba touched Baidul's feet 36 times. 

During the program for the poor, the mast-like Barakoti had arrived, and Baba was pleased to see him. 

Noshir Irani also arrived unexpectedly from Bombay. He was an acquaintance of Jim Mistry, but he was a bit 

peculiar.114 He had brought cake and sweetmeats for Baba. Baba had the packages opened, and with his own hands 

put a piece of the sweets into the mouth of every headman of the different villages who had labored in distributing 

706 tickets to the poor of their villages. The remaining portion of the cake was given to Pukar to distribute to lovers 

in Hamirpur. Besides the headmen, 793 persons received prasad from Baba. At 11:00 A.M., the function ended. Baba 

praised those who had worked to arrange and carry it out so successfully, and he especially mentioned Chhagan, 

who had prepared the laddoos himself at his house. 

Despite being in so much pain, Baba exerted himself for an hour and a half by touching the feet of the poor and 

handing prasad to them without showing the least sign of discomfort. 

According to his wish, the mandali and all his lovers in the East and West had joined him in fasting the entire day. 

Gulmai was still extremely restless and so Adi Sr. brought her to Meherazad on the 16th, where being in Baba’s 

presence greatly eased her mind. Mehera invited her inside for tea. 

 

On Monday, 25 February 1957, Baba's 63rd birthday was celebrated with much fanfare at different places.115 Two 

days before, Baba had sent telegrams to his followers throughout the world: "Convey my love to all my lovers." 

As was Baba's wish, the Meherazad mandali, too, were ready by 4:00 A.M. Ramjoo had arrived from Satara. That 

morning, Ramjoo took a long time to finish his bath, so that others had to bathe outside under the water tap. Some 

even went without a bath, although Baba had told them to take one that morning. 

 
114 Noshir Irani’s father Khodabunda was Kharmen Masi’s brother. 
115 Eruch and Adi Sr. were the guest speakers at the Bombay Center’s birthday function. 



 

 

Exactly at five o'clock, the hour of his birth, the women and men mandali, from their respective sides of the 

compound, shouted God's name seven times. Baba then called the men to his room. Mehera had helped Baba wear a 

light blue jacket and placed a garland of jasmine and roses around his neck. Baba was reclining in bed against a back 

rest and looked radiant. He extended his hand for each of the men to kiss — a unique loving gesture to them on his 

birthday. 

Baba then asked the men, "Have you all had a bath?" Because Ramjoo had monopolized the bathroom from 4:00 to 

4:45 A.M., none except he and Kaka (who had rushed in afterwards to have his) and Baidul and Bhau (who had 

bathed in the open under the tap) had taken a bath that morning. Jalbhai informed Baba of this, and Baba observed, 

"My lovers in other places have kept awake the whole night in my love and have arranged several programs in my 

remembrance while you who are with me remain indifferent! I attach no importance to bathing per se, but for my 

own reasons when I had asked you to bathe, it was necessary for you to carry out my wish." 

Jalbhai complained about Ramjoo and ended by saying, "He did it on purpose, Baba. He knew others were waiting 

outside." Ramjoo kept quiet. Baba, in the end, forgave them. 

Padri drove Baba to Meherabad in Sarosh’s car that day to witness the Arangaon villagers’ birthday celebrations.  

When his seclusion ended, Baba, seated in his wheelchair, began seeing the men mandali nearly every morning. On 

1 March 1957, Sarosh brought Dr. Ketkar from Ahmednagar at 9:30 a.m. For the first time after the accident, Baba 

was made to stand without support. He was very happy to be able to do so. That afternoon, another set of X-rays was 

taken at Booth Hospital in Ahmednagar. The X-rays were sent to Don the next day at Bindra House, via Sarosh, and 

shown to Dr. Chatterjee, who was satisfied with the results.116 Chatterjee said Baba could begin to walk with 

crutches or by resting a hand on the men’s shoulders on either side, but slowly at first. Don then came to Meherazad 

on the 3rd and began staying there to oversee Baba’s treatment. On the afternoon of the 4th, with Don's help, Baba 

tried to take his first few steps since the accident. Using the crutches, he moved at a halting pace, and the walking 

brought additional pain. But the men and women were relieved and happy that the next phase of Baba's recovery had 

begun. 

The next day, the pace and rounds (inside his bedroom) were increased to a few minutes twice a day, and Baba 

seemed eager to do more, regardless of the pain that followed. The doctors had advised him not to put his full weight 

on his right leg until the end of March, and the women had to keep reminding him to move slower. At night, he was 

restless and would have cramps in his legs, but he continued to practice walking each day. By 8 March, Baba was 

getting around with only the aid of crutches; his steps were longer and his strides quicker. 

Baba called the Muslim boy, Ismail, to Meherazad from Satara. Ismail wanted to stay and live with Baba but, since 

his tutoring lessons by Bhau were completed (much to Bhau's relief), Baba decided to send him back to Satara with 

his blessing. Ismail later joined the army, where he did very well and received several promotions in a short time. 

 

From the time Krishna Nair joined Baba during the early 1940s in Bangalore, he had been doing nightwatch by 

Baba's side. But from Satara, Baba had sent him back to his home in Kerala. One day in March 1957, at 3:00 P.M. 

when Bhau went to Baba for his watch, Baba asked, "Do you know Krishna's address?" 

Bhau replied, "No, but I have heard he is in Bombay."  

Baba looked serious and asked, "I must send him an important telegram. How can it be sent?" 

Bhau replied, "Sorabji Siganporia [the secretary of the Bombay Center] may be aware of Krishna's whereabouts. If a 

telegram is sent to him, he will inform Krishna." 

Baba then dictated this telegram: "Don't worry. I am with you. I will never abandon you. Love, Baba." 

He instructed Bhau to send it at once. Coming out of Baba's room, Bhau learned that the boy who daily carried 

messages and mail to Ahmednagar had already left for town. Bhau returned to Baba and informed him. Baba was 

extremely distraught and gestured, "If he has left, then another boy should have been sent. How can I trust you now? 

You are useless! You don't understand the significance of my work. I said at once, and I meant at once!" 

The fact was that the other servant boys were under Kaka Baria's reign, and Kaka was the type of man who was so 

strict in his manner with the other mandali that they dared not even talk with these boys. 

 
116 Don was still staying at Rosewood in Satara.  



 

 

Baba tore the paper that the telegram was written on into pieces and continued to reproach Bhau. The barrage of 

rebukes lasted in one form or another until 5:00 P.M., when he dictated another telegram for Krishna: "You are dear 

to me. Have courage. Everything will be all right." 

Bhau was ordered to send it immediately with another boy. So Bhau asked Kaka to tell another boy to take the 

telegram to town. "The other boy has gone to bring milk," Kaka snapped. "Do you expect me to take the telegram? 

Why didn't you send it with the errand boy this morning?" 

Bhau returned to Baba and reported that the telegram remained unsent. This further upset him, and for two hours he 

ranted and raved at Bhau, who had to listen to Baba's tirade of choice abuses. 

At 7:00 P.M., Baba asked for sherbet, which Bhau handed him in a glass. After taking two sips, he handed the glass 

to Bhau and motioned to him to drink the rest. Baba's mood suddenly changed. He became jovial, chitchatting and 

joking. 

Baba's strange behavior that evening perplexed Bhau, and when he returned to his room, he made a note of the date 

and time. The mystery was cleared up a few weeks later when Baba visited the Saint Mira High School in Poona to 

give darshan. Krishna Nair attended the function, and Bhau spoke with him. Without telling him why he was 

inquiring, Bhau learned that on the same day Baba had caused such a storm in Meherazad, Krishna, out of 

desperation, had gone up a mountain to commit suicide. 

It had been two years since Krishna had been sent home from Satara, and he missed Baba terribly. According to 

Baba’s orders, he had taken a job in Bombay, but, despondent and depressed, he felt he could not live without 

staying with Baba. He traveled to Swami Nityananda's ashram north of Bombay, where he met the great saint. When 

Krishna stood before him, without asking anything, Nityananda began laughing. Krishna, too, did not say a word. 

He quietly left and climbed up the mountain near the saint's ashram, reaching the top at 4:00 P.M. He had resolved to 

leap off the mountain cliff into the huge canyon below. No one would find his body hidden in the crevices. But, to 

be sure, he decided to jump after dark. He lay down and fell asleep. When he awoke, it was dark. He took three steps 

toward the edge of the cliff and suddenly heard Baba's clap. He turned and saw Baba standing before him. Baba was 

in his early thirties. He wore a sadra, and his long hair was open. Krishna told Bhau, "Baba's eyes were burning like 

fire! Red in color and flashing!" Krishna fell down unconscious. When he woke up, he abandoned his thoughts of 

suicide. 

Bhau did not tell Krishna what had happened between himself and Baba that day. Thus he discovered that Baba had 

acted as he did to save Krishna's life. When Krishna had changed his mind and returned home, Baba's temperament 

had suddenly undergone a change. After hours of reproof, Bhau had the good fortune of tasting the sweetened drink 

touched by Baba's lips. 

Baba truly worships his lovers, and nothing ever remains hidden from him. Later, when Krishna met Baba, Baba 

asked about what had happened that day. Baba commented, “You think I am here only, but I am everywhere — all 

over the world, and in your heart also.” 

Krishna told Baba how miserable he was in Bombay. Baba reminded him that when he was a boy and Baba had 

asked him what he wanted, he had replied, “I want you, Baba.” 

“Do you remember that?” Baba asked him. “Wanting me means to follow my orders.” 

Krishna said, “At that time I thought it would be simple to follow your wishes, but it is very, very difficult.” 

Baba said, “Never mind. Return to your job. This is my order. You are free to come and see me whenever you like.” 

Krishna narrated his meeting with Nityananda. 

Baba asked, "Did you take the saint's darshan?" 

Krishna replied, "No, he was laughing." 

Baba replied, "He was not laughing. I was laughing. I, myself, was laughing. You wanted to die? Never think of 

suicide again!" 

 

Hakumat Rai Kapil of Delhi had been waiting for Baba’s “call” since meeting Baba four years before in Dehra Dun. 

At the time, he had renounced the world and was going to Rishikesh for God-realization. 

Baba had explained. "It is easy to renounce externally, but it is very, very difficult to renounce in the way you have 

to renounce. You have to renounce nothing but your own self. And it is impossible without my help.” 

Baba assured him that he would call him soon, and Hakumat followed Baba’s instructions, went to Rishikesh and 

then back to Delhi, where he resumed his job and remained with his family. Over the years, Baba would remind him 



 

 

periodically, “At any time, I will send you a telegram telling you to renounce everything and come to me. You must 

come immediately without delay.” In this way, Hakumat’s concentration was focused on Baba as he awaited Baba’s 

telegram. 

From Meherazad, one day Baba sent Hakumat this telegram: “Leave everything and come to me.” 

Hakumat Rai arrived, and Baba expressed his happiness telling him to rest for three days. After three days, Baba 

told him, “Listen carefully. If you want God-realization you must obey my orders.” 

"I've come to you for this purpose,” Hakumat replied 

Baba said, “My first order is to go back to Delhi, remain with your family and lead a normal life. The next time I 

call you, I will not send you back. You have given me your promise that you will obey me 100 percent. Now I will 

see whether you obey or not.” 

Hakumat returned to Delhi, and again waited for Baba’s telegram, which further increased his longing. Baba called 

him after some time and, at Meherazad, told him, “Last night, I saw that your wife expired. Your children also died 

suddenly. Are you worried about them?” 

“No, Baba, I am happy here with you,” he said. 

“You are happy because they died to you, but they live for me. So I have to take care of my responsibility and look 

after them. You are free. Do you want to give this responsibility to me? Will you feel happy if I take this headache 

from you?” 

“You should not suffer for me,” Hakumat said. 

"Now do you know the meaning of renunciation? Renunciation means to be in the world and not belong to it. That is 

renunciation. If you leave everything externally and go to a forest, that is not renunciation. Everything is in your 

mind. You cannot become free of your thoughts unless you are free from those sanskaras that keep you bound to the 

world. 

“So I appoint you as a ‘caretaker.’ Take care of your wife and children for me. They belong to me, and you have to 

care for them for me. Never think that they belong to you. 

“All this meditation, concentration, renunciation, fasting, silence, different austerities and penances are nothing 

compared to obedience to my orders. So just follow my wish and remember me, and I assure you that I will give you 

much more than you need. You cannot imagine what I will give. I will give you the Real Gift, which will take you 

along the path of truth to Realization. And I will always be with you." 

Hakumat returned home, deeply happy, and followed Baba’s instructions. 

 

Adi Sr. brought Roda Mistry to Meherazad for a few hours on 10 March 1957, as permitted by Baba. Irene 

Conybeare had been permitted to stay at Meherazad for a few days. On 16 March, at 2:30 P.M., Irene’s acquaintance, 

Lt. Colonel Francis Goldney arrived from England, accompanied by Meherjee. Goldney, too, began staying at 

Meherazad. Keshav Nigam, Kumar and Kishan Singh had been called, and they also arrived at this time. There had 

been a major five-car derailment of the train in which Keshav was traveling to Ahmednagar, but no one was 

seriously hurt. Baba had been asking about Keshav all that morning. 

Godavri Mai had invited Baba to Sakori, and as Baba did not wish to disappoint her, preparations were made to go 

there. News that Baba was to visit Sakori spread throughout India. Because of his seclusion, Baba's lovers had not 

seen him in over a year, and they were particularly anxious to see him after the automobile accident. So when the 

date was fixed, almost 400 lovers from Andhra, Hamirpur, Delhi, Bombay, Poona, Navsari and other places 

assembled in Sakori. 

Baba left Meherazad at 6:30 A.M. on Monday, 18 March 1957 with Meherjee in his car. Accompanying Baba in his 

car and another car were Bhau, Aloba, Kaka, Gustadji, Kumar, Kishan Singh, Keshav and Francis Goldney. (Eruch, 

Chhagan, Adi Sr. and Bal Natu had left two days before to see to the arrangements.) Many lovers from Ahmednagar 

also went, including Gulmai. Baba reached Sakori at 9:00 A.M., and hundreds crowded around his car. He was taken 

by car in a special procession through the ashram gates, led by a caparisoned white horse and men carrying silver 

staffs. Continuous cries of "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" reverberated. Baba's wheelchair had been brought, and he 

was wheeled to the ashram temple where Vasant performed puja. Godavri Mai and the other kanyas sang his arti. 

The kanyas then garlanded Baba and took darshan. A pandal had been erected opposite a large banyan tree under 

which Upasni Maharaj had sat for many years. Baba was helped into a armchair on the dais inside. The tent was full 

to overflowing. Godavri was sitting near Baba on the dais. This message from Baba was read over the microphone: 



 

 

I am happy to have come today to Sakori, the seat of my Master, Upasni Maharaj. Maharaj was Perfection 

personified. I am also very happy to be with my “mother” who is sitting by my side. I, being Krishna, call her 

Yashoda. In purity of heart, she has no equal in the world. 

Godavri Mai and the kanyas performed Baba's arti again, and Baba began giving darshan and distributing prasad as 

music and singing continued in the background. For several hours, the multitude filed before the divine Christ-

Avatar to have his touch. 

Francis Goldney recalled: "Baba radiated joy and bliss so great that many wept unashamedly, and tears came to our 

own eyes continually. Loving disciples mopped sweat from his brow, and skilled hands massaged his legs." 

Baba remarked to the gathering: 

All that you see is nothing but illusion. Even your seeing Baba sitting here with you, giving you darshan and 

addressing you, is nothing but illusion, and there can be no compromise in it. One who loses his all for this 

cause can reach the depth of the unfathomable Ocean of Reality. 

Later, Baba added: 

In the recent car accident, I and some of my dear ones received serious injuries. The injury in my hip joint made 

me remain confined to bed. But, through the love of you all, the progress attained by me has been much more 

than could be expected within the time taken, and I feel that within fifteen days, I will be able to walk freely 

and independently. 

Kutumba Sastri translated Baba's statements into Telugu for the benefit of those devotees from Andhra. Overcome, a 

lover from Kakinada began dancing. He had brought silver casts of Baba's feet which he presented to him. Baba 

gave one cast to each of the group heads of the various places present. 

Baba had previously instructed Pukar to travel throughout Hamirpur District and spread his message. He also asked 

for a full account of his travels. Pukar related an incident when the pujari (caretaker) of a temple had not allowed 

him to sleep there, even though Pukar was exhausted. The priest thought Pukar was a dacoit. Baba suddenly stopped 

him and asked, "Did you see any tiger or serpent in that village?" 

Pukar had forgotten to mention this and said, "Yes, I did see a large black cobra. In fact, by not allowing me to 

spend the night there, the priest perhaps saved me from being bitten." 

Baba replied, "Then, why don't you tell me about it?" But before he could reply, Baba interjected, "I am everywhere. 

I am the snake and I am everything. I know everything. There is no necessity for you to relate to me what you did on 

the tour. I know all about it. I was with you throughout your journey, doing my work through you." 

Age recorded, “From all corners of India, Baba's lovers had come to him with both their tears and joys. Hiding his 

own pain, Baba opened the floodgates of his love and divine happiness, whereby everyone was delighted to be in his 

company. By noon, more than 2,000 people had his darshan and received prasad. Baba then sat among his lovers, 

who had come from distant points to see him. He chatted with them in a lighter vein, flinging oranges rapidly here 

and there for them to catch. Those present were filled with joy at Baba's display of fun and wit.” 

Hoshang Bharucha and Cowas Vesuna from Navsari were among those allowed to push Baba's wheelchair when he 

wished to be moved. At one point, Baba's cotton pajamas got wet when a few drops of water were spilled, and Baba 

had to remain for some time in his underwear. Baba jokingly remarked, "There is no harm if I have wet my pants, 

because I too am a child." 

Godavri Mai personally served food to Baba in Jiji’s room (which had been kept for Baba’s use) and lovingly 

persuaded him to eat. Later in the afternoon, she also made him sit on the swing in her room while she and the other 

kanyas swung it and sang. Baba's glance cast rays of Light in every direction and his face was glorious to behold. 

Often, when among his lovers, a sudden change would come over Baba and his physiognomy would become 

brilliant. From his infinite heart the flow of love would begin, and everyone present felt as if they were merged in it. 

For days afterwards, they would be oblivious to the world, their homes and families, and remain drowned in this 

tangible flow of Wine. 

Toward the close mandali, however, Baba's behavior was quite different. They would experience his pain, his 

helplessness and his strictness. For them, the “weather” was always filled with thunderbolts! Therefore, observing 

such a wonderful change in Baba on such occasions, they too were enthralled by his loving ways, and it was like 

soothing balm for their wounds. 

After lunch, a meeting of the Andhra lovers was held, during which Koduri Krishna Rao expressed his desire to 

commission a statue of Baba for Kovvur. Baba remarked to him, "Install me in your heart! What will you gain by 

having a statue built?" 



 

 

Koduri replied, "The statue will serve as a medium to keep you in my heart. Physically I am away from you, so for 

me the statue will be a representation of you. By gazing at it I will ever keep you in my heart. Besides, it is not for 

me alone. For innumerable others, it will be a medium of remembrance of you. From it we will have the inspiration 

to love you more." 

"If you want to put up a statue with this object in mind, I have no objection," Baba replied, "but your hearts should 

find me in it. I will reside therein — but as long as your hearts are not eager to seek me there, the statue will be 

merely a resemblance in stone or metal." 

All the Andhra lovers wanted the statue built and Baba graciously permitted it.117 

And in Sakori on that day, a large framed photograph of Baba was installed near Upasni Maharaj’s Samadhi. 

Baba remained in Sakori until 4:00 P.M. After that, with heavy hearts, all bid him farewell. This was to be Meher 

Baba's last visit to Sakori. Amidst acclamations of his Jai, and drowning all in the river of his love, Baba departed 

for Meherazad, arriving at 5:40 P.M. Soon after their return, Francis Goldney left for Bombay to pick up his 

automobile, which he had had shipped to India. 

On the 21st at Meherazad, Baba met Nusserwan, Meherjee Mama, Pilamai, Ramjoo and Kaka Chinchorkar. 

 

Dada T. L. Vaswani, 78, was a former college professor of English and history who had renounced all to serve 

humanity. He was called Sadhu Vaswani and had established and was running the Saint Mira High School in Poona. 

There was a longstanding invitation from him to Baba to visit the school. Not to disappoint his "beloved child," as 

Baba would call him, Baba agreed to go and a date was fixed. 

As with the Sakori program, news spread among his lovers in India, and most who had come for the Sakori program 

(and others) from Andhra, Hamirpur, Dehra Dun, Delhi, Bombay and Simla gathered in Poona for this occasion. 

The Sakhares and Gadekars arranged for their food. 

Baba cautioned the Meherazad mandali to be always with him during the Poona program, and he kept repeating this 

warning for days prior to going. At 6:30 A.M. on Sunday, 23 March 1957, Baba, accompanied by Eruch, Bhau, 

Kumar and Aloba, left Meherazad for Poona in Meherjee's car. Goldney had returned from Bombay the day before 

with his Ford, and he left half an hour earlier with Gustadji, Keshav Nigam and Kishan Singh. Baba's lovers had 

assembled at the Poona train station and received their heart's true Beloved with loud acclamations when his car 

arrived at 9:45 A.M. The crowd of 1,500 persons was so thick that Mona Sakhare got caught in the middle. Nothing 

remained hidden from Baba. He sent the mandali to extricate her, and with the utmost difficulty they managed to 

bring her to Baba's car. Baba expressed his love for her and caressed her face as the throng formed into a procession. 

Meherdas of Hamirpur started singing "Hari [Lord] Baba, Hari Baba! Meher Baba, Hari, Hari!" 

Joyous singing and shouts of "Jai Avatar Meher Baba!" accompanied Baba's car as it slowly made its way through 

the crowd in a procession toward Saint Mira High School.118 The car was decorated with garlands, and in the 

vanguard of the parade a band was playing. Vaswani received Baba at the door of the school and embraced him 

tightly. Tears rolled down his cheeks as he led Baba to a private room, where he sat with him for a while. Baba 

comforted him and was then carried in a chair to the school's Sanctuary Hall, where he was seated on the dais. 

Vaswani sat on his right and Irene Conybeare was given a chair opposite them with some others. 

After recitations from the Bhagavad Gita and kirtan singing by the students, Vaswani, deeply moved, paid tribute to 

Baba in his welcome remarks over the microphone. The following is a part of his talk: 

Sisters and brothers, children of the One Divine Mother! I speak in the presence of one whom his disciples in 

different parts regard as the Ancient One ... 

For 30 years and more, he who is in our midst today has borne witness to the truth that there is something better 

than speech. That is silence. It is, to my mind, the truth of Truths. He has spoken to the world through silence. 

His witness to the "Kingdom of Silence" went into my heart many years ago. In this age of noise, he has taught 

the truth: Be silent! ... 

 
117 A bronze statue was later built and installed at Mehersthan in Kovvur, on the banks of the Godavri River.  
118 Bhau got out of the car, and it was then that he met Krishna Nair and heard his story of climbing up a 

mountain to commit suicide, as detailed before. 



 

 

I have been impressed, too, with another truth in the life of beloved Baba. He is a lover of the simple life. He is 

simple, and therefore he rejoices in the company of the little ones. In his message ... he said it did his heart 

good to come in contact with the little ones, the children of the Mira Schools. 

There is a third thing too which I have noticed in regard to Meher Baba — the smile on his lips. A beautiful 

smile plays on his lips always. He has suffered as perhaps not many have. He has experienced pain as not many 

have. But there is always a beautiful smile playing on his lips. 

His silence, his simplicity, and his smile — these are his three gifts to us. I bow down to him with love and 

humility in my heart. 

On Baba's behalf Deshmukh spoke eloquently for five minutes, emphasizing Baba's Avatarhood and mission. The 

hall was full to capacity with Vaswani's students and followers. Baba's lovers had to stand outside by the gate. 

The headmaster of the school, C. B. Advani, spoke a few words, and also the secretary, Sri Gangaram, after which 

Baba asked that this message from him be read out to the students: 

The youth of today is the ruling force of tomorrow. All things have a small beginning; the seedling grows into a 

tree, the stream into a river and the child grows into a man to use or misuse the lessons he has absorbed in life 

as a youth. But even after he has grown into a man, he often remains a child in the spiritual sense of the word. 

The world is the kindergarten and school necessary for the spiritual lessons man must learn through countless 

lives of experiencing the opposites — such as pain and pleasure, joy and suffering, good and bad, wealth and 

poverty, et cetera. 

All growth is gradual, and it is only through slow and gradual stages that man begins truly to “grow up” and 

discover his true Self and to relinquish the childish playthings of hate, greed and anger through selfless service 

and love. In the spiritual school also, there are many grades to be passed which few have the courage and 

determination to go through. Just as you need masters and instructors to guide you along the path of your 

studies, so there exist Perfect Masters who can guide you along the path of the spirit to the glorious destination 

of Godhood. Few have the good fortune to meet and follow such a spiritual Guide — when you do, you must 

earn his grace and be worthy of his love. 

Do not balk at the discipline given by your parents and teachers. Discipline in small ways leads to the greater 

necessary discipline of self. Do not try to conquer others — conquer your self and you will have conquered the 

world. The simplest way to do this is to love God. Begin to love God by loving your fellow-beings. Begin to 

see God by seeing Him in all beings and things. Give without thought of return. Serve without thought of 

reward. God is everywhere, in everything. Most of all, He is right within yourself. You do not exist for the 

world — the world exists for you. 

There is an amusing illustration of this in the story of the ant. An ant was trying to cross a stream on a leaf. 

Midstream the leaf, tossed by the wind, overturned and the ant cried: "Help, help, the world is drowning!" 

A frog close by said: "What rubbish. The world is not drowning; you mean you are drowning." 

"Well," said the ant, "once I drown the world might as well not exist for me. So for me it means not only that I 

am drowning but that the world is drowning, too." 

In the same way, all existence is within you. God is to be found within yourself, and once you find Him you 

have found the only treasure worth finding. I give you my blessings that you love God and find Him. 

 

After the welcoming ceremonies, Baba gave darshan and prasad to the women and students inside, and hundreds 

surged forward to take advantage of it. Goldney and Pukar locked hands to stem the tide of the crowd from 

overwhelming Baba with garlands and embraces. 

Baba was then carried outside and sat on the verandah to give darshan and distribute prasad to his lovers and many 

others from Poona whose number now exceeded 10,000. Elbows flew as some pressed forward. The situation 

became so serious that Baba's safety was at stake. Physically, Baba was suffering terribly, but despite it, he had 

come to Poona to give darshan. The crowd continued to grow out of control and pandemonium eventually broke out. 

A well-known singer, Devendra Vaidya, who had been on Baba's return flight from Australia had come with his 

party to sing before Baba. But his harmonium and other instruments got broken in the mêlée and total confusion 

reigned. The mandali surrounded Baba as the police appeared on the scene. Not knowing who they were, the police 

roughly manhandled the mandali and separated them from Baba. Kumar was forcibly removed and taken some 

distance away where he was made to sit down. He, whom Baba had made the “Commander-in-Chief” during the 

Andhra and Hamirpur programs, was now in the custody of the police! Bhau was shoved so violently that he was 



 

 

just saved from falling several feet. Had Narayan Bundellu not caught him in time, he would have been badly 

injured. 

On the one hand, the mandali were pleased that the police had come and now surrounded Baba, but on the other, 

they had Baba's order to remain close to him during the program. The police would not allow them to come near, 

and they had to stand helplessly at a distance. Only Eruch was allowed to stand by Baba's side, conveying Baba's 

words. 

Although order was restored after some time, the crowd continued to be undisciplined despite the presence of the 

police. Nothing could be done to keep people in line. The out-of-town lovers had been pushed back and had to stand 

in the hot sun near the gate. Amidst the throng, Bhau observed his wife, Rama, with their two small children, Sheela 

and Mehernath, and Rama’s brother Dhiraj, moving towards Baba. Bhau tried to approach Baba, but the police again 

did not permit it, and he was unable to meet his family. In spite of their being there for Baba's darshan, Bhau had no 

chance of speaking with them, not even a minute. From a distance, Bhau could see that Baba asked his wife how the 

children were, and he made Sheela turn around and show him her burnt back. The skin had healed with hardly a 

trace of the accident's scars. 

After giving darshan and handing out the prasad with both hands for hours, at 2:45 P.M. Baba embraced Sadhu 

Vaswani and left the school. He collected a pack lunch from Bindra House and stopped for a few minutes to give 

darshan in front of the General Post Office. On the way to Meherazad, he stopped for a while at the Sakhares’ (3 

Loop Road), and no sooner had he arrived than the Andhra group also showed up. They were staying there and were 

at last able to have Baba's darshan. Their disappointment over being denied it at the school turned into ecstatic joy! 

Before leaving, Baba's arti was sung and he remarked, "Today's program gave me much pleasure." 

In response to that comment, Kumar and Bhau narrated their afternoon of trouble and misfortune at the hands of the 

police. Baba laughed much, remarking, "That is what gave me so much pleasure! It served you right, and I was 

happy. You deserve such treatment. Today I found out that you cannot give me your companionship. I had ordered 

you to stay close to me, but instead you left me in the hands of the police!" 

"But, Baba, we were quite helpless," Kumar declared. "We could not do anything about the police." 

Baba replied, "That is why I keep telling you that obedience is impossible. Now do you understand it or not?" 

Kumar had no answer to this because, in fact, Baba's instruction could not be carried out, and circumstances had 

rendered them helpless. 

Baba returned to Meherazad in the evening, his arm aching after giving prasad to thousands of people. He informed 

the women about the rough behavior the mandali had received at the hands of the police and unruly crowd. 

 

Elcha Mistry had attended the darshan in Poona and saw Baba at Meherazad on the 24th. Keshav Nigam was staying 

in Meherazad. On Monday, 25 March 1957, Bhavani Prasad Nigam and Laxmichand Paliwal also arrived from 

Hamirpur. For years there had been great camaraderie between these two men, but recently bitterness had arisen 

between them. Baba had called them to settle their difficulties. Pukar, Matra Dutta Shastri and Meherdas were also 

called. Baba heard both sides and then gave them his advice. Both men repented for their foolishness and, as Baba 

wished, embraced each other heartily. They left on the 26th. On their return to Hamirpur, both families held a grand 

feast and fed hundreds of poor villagers in Meher Baba's honor. 

From the 25th, Sarosh arranged for a masseur from the Military Hospital to go to Meherazad daily at 4:00 p.m. to 

massage Baba. Since it was summertime, it was so hot in mandali hall that for a number of days, Baba spent an hour 

or two in the afternoon with the mandali in the middle room in the cottage opposite mandali hall. A bed was placed 

there and water sprinkled on the floor to cool the room. 

On 26 March, the lieutenant governor of Rewa, Thirumala Rao, came to Meherazad and laid the Telugu translation 

he had done of God Speaks at Baba's feet. Baba touched the manuscript and returned it to him, urging him to publish 

it. He commented to Thirumala Rao, "I am highly pleased with your efforts and love. Despite your high position, 

you have not forgotten me. So live for me in that way and thereby you will truly serve the Indian government and 

more." 

Thirumala Rao said, "I have become governor only by your blessing, so how could I forget you?" 

"Even if you are removed as governor, remain happy, taking it as my wish, and don't worry." 

Thirumala Rao departed happily. 



 

 

Dr. Ketkar was brought to Meherazad on 28 March 1957 by Don and gave Baba a painful injection of Novocaine. 

On the 30th, R. Chakrapani of Sholapur was granted an interview. He was one of those selected at the 1955 sahavas 

to fast for seven days. Baba instructed him to stay at Nagpur or Poona, observe silence, eat only once a day, and 

recite prayers for one hour at midnight, but warned him about not accepting obeisance or gifts. 

On 3 April, Gangaram, the old barber from Manzil-e-Meem, unexpectedly came walking to Meherazad. Jalbhai 

arrived that day also, as he had been called to help with nightwatch duties. 

By early April 1957, Baba was able to walk for a while with only the aid of two canes. For the most part he 

continued to use the crutches and once in a while the wheelchair. He would also practice walking up and down the 

steps. But despite his progress, the pain in his hip joint continued. Because of this, the doctors advised reducing the 

amount of walking and weight bearing considerably until further X-rays were taken. 

Because the accident had taken a toll on the mandali and himself, on 5 April 1957, Baba had a circular issued 

through Adi informing people that he was postponing the sahavas from November 1957 to January 1958. At the 

same time, Baba indicated that he might visit various centers throughout India in September — such as Navsari, 

Delhi, Dehra Dun, Calcutta, Andhra, Nagpur and Hamirpur. But his plans were not definite and, meanwhile, he 

wished to remain undisturbed. None of his lovers should try to see him or seek an interview with him from April to 

August 1957. 

Baba visited Meherabad on Sunday, 7 April 1957, driven by Waman, and met everyone living there. Pendu was 

bedridden and quite worried that he would never walk again. Baba comforted him, "Don't worry. I suffer and suffer 

infinitely. You are sharing in my suffering a little, so you should be happy. I tell you, you will be able to walk!" 

Returning from Meherabad, Baba stopped to see the Satha family at Akbar Press, where a small darshan function 

was held. The Satha family alone was so large that, including children, it numbered over 100. Baba saw all his 

Ahmednagar lovers there, as well as some from out of town. He then went to Adi's office and residence at Khushru 

Quarters, where he met Gulmai, Dolly, Feram, Waman, Rangole (who had moved into the compound the previous 

year) and other close ones, before returning to Meherazad. Mallikarjuna Rao had come from Andhra, and saw Baba 

at this time. 

Baba permitted a half-an-hour interview to Mrs. Miriam Orr on 10 April at Meherazad. Miriam had not met Baba 

before and was highly gratified by the meeting. Sorabji Siganporia came later the same morning and also had an 

interview. Naggu had come to Ahmednagar on her holiday and was called by Baba on the 12th. Five days later, Dr. 

Moorty came along with Deshmukh’s son and daughter, Prabodh and Sanjeevani, and Sanjeevani’s friend. 

Mehera’s horse Sheba had been brought from Satara by train on 5 April 1957 and kept at Meherazad with its groom. 

But after a few weeks, on 27 April, through Sarosh the horse was given to the military riding school in Ahmednagar. 

After the accident in Udtara, Mani had begun writing a collective “Family Letter” every few weeks to those in the 

West, to keep them informed of Baba’s activities and health. For her letter of 11 April 1957, Baba gave this message 

to his followers: 

Do not worry. Love me more and more. Hold on to my daaman, whatever the trials and difficulties you may be 

passing through. You are sharing in my Universal working and are fortunate to do so. The time is not far when 

I will reveal myself, and you will see me as I am. My love to you each. 

 

Baba decided to go to Poona for a while as it was extremely hot in Meherazad. Besides, he was due for a checkup, 

and new X-rays were to be taken. He left in Meherjee’s car with Mehera, Mani, Meheru, Goher and the driver at 

7:30 a.m. on Thursday, 18 April 1957. They were accommodated in Dadi Kerawala's bungalow at Ganeshkhind 

Gardens, where Dadi had been promoted to Superintendent. Adi Sr. drove Eruch, Savak, Kumar and Jalbhai. Don 

had gone a day or two before and stayed at the Napier Hotel. These men from among the mandali were to be with 

Baba in Poona, and they also stayed at Ganeshkhind, in the house of Mr. Ballal, the Assistant Superintendent.119 

Food for all the mandali came from Bindra House. 

Dr. Chatterjee saw Baba the next day and X-rays were taken. After examining them, Chatterjee expressed his 

satisfaction at the progress made. Don would take Baba for a daily walk in the garden. Baba was able to walk a little 

better, with hardly a limp, but he still suffered intense pain. On 22 April, however, he was able to walk a short 

distance without the use of his crutches or canes. 

 
119 Kaikobad stayed on Meherabad Hill with his family while Baba was away. 



 

 

Adi Sr. brought Bhau on the 24th. Adi, Mani and Ramjoo had a long discussion with Baba that day regarding 

copyright issues relating to God Speaks and Listen, Humanity. 

One day a Muslim doctor from Bombay, who was a friend of Goher's, came to see Baba. The doctor said, "All 

religions lead to God, but no one understands the meaning of religion. No one is conscious of its true significance, 

and by adopting shariat [rituals] they create binding." 

Baba replied, "Forget all that! Just tell me if you would be willing to do as I say." 

"Of course," the man replied. 

Baba instructed him, "Get up at midnight every night, remember God sincerely — call out to Allah loudly with all 

your heart! — and you will have the Experience." 

The doctor was pleased and departed. Dadi Kerawala was present during the meeting and thought: "How easy! 

Remember God for five minutes at midnight and experience divine bliss!" 

But after the man had gone, without asking anything, Baba said, "Dadi, this is not for you, only for him," thus 

putting an abrupt end to Dadi's plans. 

Once, Baba was playing a checkers-like game with the mandali when an important government official came to see 

him. Telling him to sit by his side, Baba continued the game. The official's mind began working. Smiling, Baba 

remarked, "When I was Krishna, I played this game and in this form also I enjoy it. Though to you I seem to be 

absorbed in it, you know not what work I am now doing in the universe. My Universal work continues every 

moment — while I eat, drink, sleep, play — constantly." The official received the answer to his question without 

asking it and was highly impressed. He watched Baba play for some time, and Baba would occasionally pat him on 

the back. 

The man later related to Dadi, "Baba is omniscient and answers any question, not with words, but through his smile. 

His pats were the answers to all my questions. Sitting by him, God knows what questions arose in my mind. But 

when he would pat me on the back, all my questions vanished. This has been the most memorable experience of my 

life." 

Whenever Baba was in Poona, he would always visit the Gadekars at their new home on 885/5 Bhandarkar Institute 

Road, Deccan Gymkhana. Baba would sometimes even go to Gadekar's office and give him darshan there.120 Baba 

had expressed a desire that he would like to have a spacious bungalow for his stay during the summer. Six years 

before, with the help of Sardar Raste, Gadekar had found Maharani Shantadevi's palatial Guruprasad bungalow in 

Poona for Baba's use. Gadekar again contacted the Maharani and was able to obtain the palace for Baba. 

On Sunday, 28 April 1957, Baba moved from Ganeshkhind to Guruprasad, where he remained until the end of May. 

Rano and Naja were called to join the group at Guruprasad, where there was more room, and Sarosh brought them 

on the 30th. Soonamasi and Khorshed, who were living in Bombay, were allowed to come for five days. A few days 

later Goher's sister, Katie, also came. 

On the 29th, the mandali brought a baby carriage for Baba to push so that he could practice walking without 

crutches. A stone was placed in it to give it some weight. Deshmukh had come to stay with Baba at Guruprasad, and 

once Baba ordered Deshmukh to sit in the stroller, which amused all. One day when Baba returned to the women’s 

side, he remarked to them, “I kid the mandali, joke with them, smile and appear gay in spite of the pain — but no 

one knows of the burden I carry.” 

Then his face brightened, and he added, “But soon everything will be all right and as planned.” 

Don was sent back to Meherabad on the 28th to administer to Pendu. He would pay weekly visits to Poona to see 

Baba, and Baba would also write to him and send instructions about Pendu's treatment. 

One day Baba told Bhau, "Listen carefully to what I say. Don't argue and just accept what I tell you.” 

Baba said, “You have been with me for several years, while [your wife] Rama and the children are hundreds of 

miles away. When I saw them at Saint Mira’s [High School], I felt much for them. Their love touched me. Now I 

want Rama and the children to stay nearby, where they will occasionally be able to have my contact. You are with 

me day and night, and you have no connection with them, but it is my connection and I will care for them." 

Adi Sr. was called on 2 and 3 May. Baba discussed with Adi whether the Kalchuris should be accommodated at 

Meherabad or Ahmednagar. Baba decided to consult Vishnu before deciding, and Vishnu was summoned on the 5th. 

It was decided the family should stay at the Family Quarters at Meherabad. Accordingly, Bhau wrote to Rama's 

 
120 Gadekar’s office was the Directorate of Social Welfare at 3 Church Road, near the main post office. 



 

 

brother Dhiraj and Nana Kher, and a few weeks later Rama, Sheela and Mehernath were brought to Meherabad to 

stay permanently in the Family Quarters. As ordered by Baba, Padri began looking after them, and thus Bhau's 

family also had the opportunity to stay near Baba. 

Baidul was called to Guruprasad from Meherazad on 14 May 1957. That day, Baba sent the women mandali to pay 

their respects at Babajan’s tomb. 

Maya Ganguli, a blind teenage girl (about 15), had sung before Baba during the darshan program at Saint Mira High 

School in March. She was a very good singer, and Baba liked her voice. One day the girl and her parents came to 

see Baba in Guruprasad. She sang before Baba again, and after the program Baba asked what had happened to her 

eyes. Her parents explained to Baba about her blindness. 

Baba asked the girl whether she would follow specific instructions he would give her. In the hope of recovering her 

sight, Maya Ganguli and her parents readily agreed. Baba asked her to partially fast for three months, consuming 

only milk and bananas. The girl accepted Baba's order and took it very seriously. She began the diet, but after 

several weeks the parents began to worry because the girl was growing weak. Maya did not want to break Baba's 

order, but the parents complained to Baba that their daughter was becoming weaker and the restrictions he had 

placed on her should be reconsidered. Unhappily, Baba gave some concession and relaxed part of the fast. Later, due 

to the pressure brought on Maya by her parents, though she had been determined to obey Baba's orders, Maya gave 

up the fast before the stipulated period was complete. 

When Maya’s name came up before Baba, one of the mandali remarked, "How fortunate it would have been for her 

had she continued the fast and obeyed Baba." 

Baba remarked, "Yes, it would have been good if she had observed my orders. But it was not in her fate." 

Someone asked, "Would she have regained her eyesight?" 

Baba shrugged and gestured, "God knows. Perhaps." 

 

Baba wished to hold a meeting in Guruprasad on Sunday, 19 May 1957 with the mandali and his close lovers from 

Ahmednagar, Poona and Bombay to issue a "warning." Forty-seven persons were called. Adi Sr. arrived with 

Kaikobad a day in advance. The meeting began on the 19th at 8:00 A.M. Digambar and Bal Natu took notes. Baba 

asked those present whether they had slept well that night, adding that those who had not should not doze during the 

proceedings. He then stated, "As for me, I had no sleep for I had to do some important spiritual work. From the time 

of the accident, I have been continuously suffering severe physical pains. Tell me, from my face, how do I look 

now?" 

The majority said that Baba's face appeared as smiling and cheerful as ever. 

Moments later, Baba remarked, "You have been called here, but the question before me is why have I called you and 

what should I convey?" Everyone laughed. Baba asked the Poona workers to stand and inquired about those not 

invited. He instructed that those who were not invited should come to Guruprasad that day at 2:00 P.M. and leave 

after Baba had embraced them. 

Referring to his recovery from his injuries, Baba commented, "The fractured hip bone is becoming well-set. In the 

surgeon's opinion — who happens to be a colonel in the army — my progress is unexpectedly rapid. He told me that 

even a stout, young soldier would have required at least six months to recover to this extent." 

Deshmukh requested him to take care of his body, to which Baba replied, "I have to come again and again in flesh 

and blood to bear the sufferings of humanity." 

After a few more preliminary statements, Baba began: 

I want to tell you one important thing which each of you must remember well. It is a fact that I am the Lord of 

the universe. I am omnipresent. Now the time is fast approaching and I clearly see the "dark cloud" hovering; I 

see its picture. By this I am not referring to the recent motor accident that has already come to pass. The 

humiliation that I was referring to for many years is within sight. During that phase of my life, there is every 

possibility that I may slip out of your hands. 

Now let me first explain what I mean by humiliation. Suppose you are loved by someone very dearly for several 

years and one day when you happen to meet him, he suddenly begins to abuse you, kick you and spit in your 

face. In the context of your previous relationship with him, your plight becomes an example of humiliation. In 

the same way, if some persons who have previously adored me and raised me up to the skies in adoration for 

years suddenly turn against me and express extreme disdain for me by throwing me in filth, it will be another 

example of humiliation. 



 

 

I will also give you an example of circumstances under which this kind of a thing can happen. You are 

worshiping me for so many years. Suppose you suddenly find me eating rubbish and roaming about naked in 

the streets, behaving like a madman. What will be your reaction to this behavior of mine? I do not want anyone 

of you to think or say that Baba is going to become mad! On the contrary, I have come to make the whole 

world mad after God and Truth. 

Only the Avatar, whenever he lives amidst mankind, has to undergo humiliation. When there are five Perfect 

Masters, who are God Personified and who control and look after the affairs of the universe, what need is there 

for them to precipitate the incarnation of God on earth? They bring Him down to shoulder the sufferings of 

humanity. The five Perfect Masters are not as much scandalized or humiliated as the Avatar. I have been made 

to take this human form by the five Perfect Masters of this age, to bear the cross and to undergo humiliation. 

You have read in the Gospels wherein Christ had said to his apostles: "You will deny me." This did happen 

when Peter, the chief apostle, denied Jesus. The thing is that during the phase of humiliation, the circumstances 

will go so awry that you will not be aware when my daaman has slipped out of your hands! At that time, you 

may even feel justified in leaving me. 

But if you feel that this should not happen, there is one remedy. You should grasp well all of what I say and 

understandingly live up to it. You should also tell everything that you hear today to those who are not present. 

In short, I clearly see the dark cloud. I do not wish to make a mere mention of the dark cloud without any 

reason, but this is my loving warning to you so that my daaman may not slip out of your hands. 

Today, I also wish to tell you about some other important points. I will start with the topic of saints. These days 

this point is often brought to my notice from the letters I receive from my lovers. Some write: "Baba, you often 

go into seclusion for long periods. Very rarely we get an opportunity to have your sahavas. We are not even 

allowed to have your darshan for months together. This often makes us feel inclined to visit saints and be in 

their company." They also ask me whether they should follow certain instructions given by the saints. 

A few days back a wife of one of my devotees wrote to me that a certain person, who called himself a saint, told 

her that he was ordered by me to guard their house and that he loved me very much. Apart from the truth of this 

statement, the point which struck me is that if such things were to continue, anybody could approach my 

devotees and may even demand hundreds of rupees in my name and thus may easily deceive them. To declare 

whether a man is a real saint or an imitation is my right alone and not yours. 

At this point one man interjected, "Baba, we go to saints because we have a feeling that you are in everyone." 

Baba replied: 

I am also in a thief and a murderer! Then what is it that prevents you to respect and worship them? If you were 

really to see me everywhere as I am, there would not arise any need for you to go to saints, or even to come to 

me to pay your respects. 

I have been declaring all the time, age after age, that when I, the Ancient One, assume human form, there are 

many false prophets who claim themselves to be Avatars. For instance, a week ago I received a letter from 

Uttar Pradesh. A devotee writes that there are two persons in his town, and each proclaims himself as the 

Avatar of the Age. This created a great deal of confusion in his mind. Also, in one of the towns in northern 

India, there is a social worker who claims — and has a genuine feeling of his claim — that he is the Avatar. 

I am telling you all these things in detail, for it is my right alone to say so, as all of them are my children. As far 

as you are concerned, you should neither criticize nor indulge in backbiting [such persons]. If you speak ill of a 

real saint, it will be harmful for you. You will create dreadful [sanskaric] bindings. You should avoid 

scandalizing even the so-called mahatmas who call themselves saints, because it is not possible for you to be 

certain whether they are real or not. The presumptuous saints outwardly act like real saints. You will not be 

able to differentiate between them — just in the same way that you are not able to differentiate between the 

masts and mad persons. Yet, what a world of difference lies in their inner states! 

Coming back to the point of real saints, I would like you to know that to become a saint is not child's play. The 

very word "saint," when commonly used or applied to anyone, creates a lot of misunderstanding. I will now tell 

you something that will clear up the misunderstandings regarding saints. 

There are two types of saints: real saints and imitation saints. Just as an ordinary person cannot distinguish 

between a real and an imitation pearl, you cannot distinguish between a real saint and an imitation saint. I, 

alone, like a jeweler, can make out the difference. 

Particularly in India we find a lot of imitation saints, and this is due to the superficial study of Vedanta. By 

studying Vedanta one can say: "I am God." Sadgurus also say: "I am God." Imitation saints also say the same 

thing, but with the help of Vedanta. Real saints need no such help; they say what they experience. There are 



 

 

also some who, after reading Vedanta, realize that they have no such experience, but they still say: "I am God." 

This is hypocrisy. There are also some imitation saints who, after reading Vedanta, have a genuine, inner 

feeling and say: "I am God," although, in reality, they have no conscious experience. 

If anyone confers greatness on you and begins to worship you and garland you, you know yourself that you do 

not deserve it. At the outset, you are tempted to accept this greatness which makes you feel happy. But your 

conscience will be consciously pricking you, and you will be always in a state of anxiety about future 

developments. You will be frequently in a fix either to accept or reject the greatness which is thrust on you. 

Once you accept this conferred greatness, it becomes very difficult for you to get out of the situation. After a 

time, the pricks of conscience even cease troubling you, for you get used to them. Then it becomes an addiction 

and you cannot do without it. You then pose as a real saint. This posing will cause you to take additional 

innumerable births. So why pose as a saint, without the inner experience? 

As for myself, I say I am the Highest of the High. Had I not been the Ancient One, I would have encouraged 

you to visit the so-called saints. I would have even praised them, and they also would have praised me in 

return. Thus a clique would get formed that would promote mutual praise to dupe the public. 

If anyone of you meets an imitation saint or an imitation Avatar, what would he say to you? He would say the 

same thing as I do. If you tell him that Baba is the Avatar, he may even say: "I am the real one and Baba is a 

fraud!" When anyone approaches an imitation saint and is attracted by the outward atmosphere which he 

creates about him and, if owing to his faith in the imitation saint, he gets experiences, he is likely to attribute 

them to that imitation saint. This creates confusion. 

Baba continued to explain: 

Now I will tell you about an incident. During my last visit to America, a gentleman who has been staying in 

America for a long time remained by my side during some of my programs, and particularly when the films 

and photographs were taken. This gentleman has studied and intellectually grasped what I have said, but has 

misused it. From one of the letters from the U. S. A., I hear that this gentleman has started telling people that he 

is Baba's representative! Those who know me for so many years are not affected, but the new lovers, though 

educated, are very much impressed and flock around him. Just see how even the Westerners are misled! 

What is the remedy for this? I will tell it now. It will be very useful to you only if you grasp it thoroughly. If all 

of you are convinced that Baba is the Avatar, God Incarnate, the question of confusion does not arise at all. In 

this case, just hold fast to my daaman and close all doors to prevent confusion and conflict from entering your 

minds. If you are not convinced, leave me. Seek someone else. But if you try to stick to me with a wavering 

mind, without being convinced of my divinity, you would be just like a nut caught in the crusher! 

I will also tell you a few instances of those who pay too much attention to masts, though they have been 

connected with me for so many years. One of them even went to the extent of drinking toddy whenever offered 

by a mast. Another one [Deshmukh] used to carry a certain mast on his shoulders to his home and serve him 

daily. Had I not warned them in time, they would have gotten themselves seriously involved with those masts. 

When God Himself has descended on the earth, and you have the fortune to come into personal contact with 

Him, why run after His children, the masts and the saints? 

In U.P. and the Punjab, there are saints of both types — real and imitation. There, men put up a big show of 

spirituality by performing homa-havan, bhajan-kirtan, yadna-yaga, arti-puja, and so forth. From external 

appearance, one cannot make out who is a real saint and who is an imitation one. Anyone is easily impressed 

by the outward, so-called spiritual atmosphere. You do not find such things here with me. On the other hand, 

you find me sitting among you, sometimes cutting jokes and letting you laugh. The real Path is totally different 

from the conventional bhajan-kirtan, homa-havan, sadra-kusti, namaznaza, et cetera. On the contrary, when 

one gets entangled in these rituals and ceremonies, one gets off the real Path. 

When I tell you these things and ask you not to visit other saints, perhaps some of you may think: "Is Baba 

feeling jealous of others?" But I, being One without a second, have no rival. I am matchless. I being the One 

Reality, the question of rivalry does not arise at all. If, at all, I am to be jealous, I will have to be jealous of my 

own Self. 

When a man sees an ant moving on the ground, will he ever feel jealous of it? Both the ant and the man move 

on the same level on the ground, but there is a world of difference in their consciousness. For instance, the ant 

can never understand the intricacies of this machine age. 

The ant, the ordinary man and myself move on the same earth, but there is as much difference between the 

consciousness of an ordinary man and that consciousness of mine as there is between the consciousness of an 

ant and that of an ordinary man! Even in the animal kingdom, there is vast difference between the 



 

 

consciousness of an ant and an elephant. Has an elephant ever purposely walked on an ant, feeling jealous of 

it? 

One of my devotees expressed an ardent desire to see a particular mast of Bombay, while a few others appear 

much concerned about the claim made by someone else who asserts that he is the Avatar of the Age. This 

makes me curious why you, of all the persons who regard me as the Highest of the High, should run after other 

personalities? 

Concerning this matter, Baba referred to and had read out an extract from a letter, wherein he had stated: "No one is 

to be blamed. It is no one's fault. It was the original whim and the original urge of God that has started this divine 

game, which He can also enjoy at His own cost." Baba continued: 

I do not mean that there are no real saints in India. [He mentioned a few well-known saints.] There are some 

real saints unknown to the masses. Compared with the known saints, these hidden saints are far more advanced. 

In this respect, however, I want to tell you with authority that both the hidden and known saints have not 

realized the Self. Do not be misled by the use of certain words and phrases. If anyone addresses you as "Dear 

Self," do not be under the impression that he has achieved the Goal of Realization. 

The sum and substance of this long talk is that you either hold fast to my daaman and me only, or leave me 

altogether. Do not make any compromise. However, you are free to pay homage to and visit the shrines of my 

five Perfect Masters — Sai Baba, Upasni Maharaj, Hazrat Babajan, Tajuddin Baba and Narayan Maharaj. Out 

of my five Perfect Masters, four do not have any representatives. Only Upasni Maharaj has a representative. 

She is Godavri Mai. She has a very pure heart and there is no equal to her in this respect. You can go to Sakori 

and pay your respects to her. She is very dear to me. She loves me very much. She is my beloved Yashoda. 

This does not mean that my five Perfect Masters do not have a chargeman and a close circle. Invariably, 

without any exception, every Perfect Master must necessarily hand over his charge to one man whom he makes 

as Perfect as himself. Such a one is called the chargeman of the Perfect Master. 

Do not visit other ashrams or saints, because you cannot distinguish between a real saint and an imitation one. I 

also wish that you do not criticize or scandalize any person. If you happen to meet saints, real or imitation, by 

chance, you may pay respects to them. But do not run after them. If you have full faith in me, stick to me; 

otherwise, leave me now once and for all. 

Baba asked, "Who will hold my daaman wholeheartedly to the end?" Everyone present raised their hands to express 

their willingness. 

At this juncture one man said, "Somehow or other, my heart cannot accept the idea of Paramatma [God in the 

Beyond] becoming and living as a man on earth. I believe in Krishna, but only as aunsh [part] of Paramatma. 

However, if like Arjuna I am blessed with Vishwa Swarup darshan [seeing the Avatar's Universal Body], I feel I will 

get the necessary conviction." 

Hearing this, Baba smiled and retorted, "So now we are bargaining in spirituality? I should give you some sort of 

vision so that you will believe in me 100 percent? That is a poor bargain. 

“It was nothing short of weakness on my part as Krishna to have convinced Arjuna that I was divine by exposing my 

identity as Paramatma through Vishwa Swarup darshan." 

Baba continued to explain: "By itself, any experience, small or great, ultimately amounts to zero compared with 

God-realization. Some lovers in the West who regard me as God Incarnate write to me about their rare experiences, 

but those too have no real importance. Although it is heartening to have experiences, it is very dangerous to attach 

too much importance to them and to indulge in them." 

Before the gathering dispersed for tea, Baba remarked, "Have I not said in clear words what I had to say? I am sure 

that the points in question have been made sufficiently clear to you." 

Noshir Irani expressed a wish to offer Rs.1,000 at Baba's feet. He lovingly placed this amount before Baba for his 

work. Ratilal Panchal gave Rs.1,000, Minoo Bharucha Rs.101 and others spontaneously offered whatever they could 

afford. Baba decided to utilize the contributed amounts for a poor feeding for boys, and instructed Ramakrishnan to 

arrange it. 

Baba directed that a portion of this amount be sent for a newly opened center, remarking, "Baba does not like to give 

money and expect work for him in return. This is ridiculous! However, I am giving this money as prasad. Do not 

expect any more from Baba for his work." 

He then joked, "It is a fact that it is easier for my lovers to give their heads than to give money!" 



 

 

At this time, there were perhaps 100 different groups in India devoted to Meher Baba. About the attendance at the 

various centers he advised, "If 500 attend the meeting, it is well and good. If you try your utmost and people do not 

come, do not lose heart. Even if there are only five persons present at the meeting, take it that I will be there!" 

There were differences among the different groups: Gadekar and Ramakrishnan had issues; there were conflicts 

between Manek Mehta and others in Bombay. Baba said: 

Recently I heard that among some of my workers, there has developed a considerable difference of opinion. 

Better you do not work for me than develop such an attitude. I will appreciate your competitive spirit only in 

your surrender to and love for me. To get yourself divided while doing my work shakes the very foundation of 

that work. That will defeat its own end. It is the height of hypocrisy to say: "I alone can do Baba's work!" 

Those concerned were given the opportunity to vent their feelings and express their thoughts freely. 

Baba then explained: 

When you get divided, I and my work are set aside. You open a center to spread brotherhood, but first see for 

yourself how you behave among the group! If you cannot work together in concord, why open new centers for 

me? If you want to further my cause, there is no escape but to become like dust in my work! There cannot be 

any compromise. Each of my lovers must become like dust. Then people of their own accord will flock around 

him, and his own life will radiate my message of love to others. 

I do not object to having centers. There, lovers of Baba can meet and exchange their ideas and feelings of love 

for me. But there should be concord. There should be a feeling to give in [to each other]. Today we must fix 

something: whether to have centers or to dissolve them. The only solution is to become like dust in my work. 

But what do you understand by “becoming like dust?” How will you become like dust? If you could but do 

what I ask you to do, what else could you be but like dust. It is extremely difficult for you to do what I ask you 

to do. It is only possible when your heart is kindled with love for me. If you cannot love me as I ought to be 

loved, at least try to hold fast to my daaman. I will help you. 

Dust never complains even if we walk over it, trample upon it, or use it in any way we like. If any number of 

calamities befall you, and still you keep a smiling face, it may lead you to become like dust. You can become 

like dust only if you possess the highest type of love for me. Becoming dust-like is the only link that will bring 

you together. 

Referring to the older members of the group present, Baba said: 

As a man grows old, he is possessed by a peculiar spirit of expectation. He feels that the youngsters are 

purposely ignoring him or even hating him. My great expectation about you all, young and old, is that you do 

not entertain any expectation at all. Let the centers newly created by you all be your schools. Remember that 

everyone has his own peculiar way of expressing his love for me. So try to behave like brothers. Let there be 

concord among yourselves. Try to accommodate one another. For the present, continue my work at the centers 

as best as you can until the forthcoming sahavas congregation to be held in January–February 1958. 

In the congregation, I will set definite principles. Those who want to follow me will have to abide by these 

principles. For the coming sahavas program, lovers will be coming from various parts of the world. It will be 

the most important phase of my incarnation. During the period of sahavas congregation, I will work with full 

force. At that time I will lay down certain definite principles, and they will be of real and lasting value. I intend 

to destroy the bindings of all superfluous ceremonies. 

The times when Jesus and Krishna lived were different. The present time is altogether different. I have to tell 

the people according to the needs of the time. In the present atomic age, material progress has nearly reached 

its zenith, and this is but the shadow of the internal progress in the realm of spirituality. 

[During] the congregation, I will tell you something very original. After this there will be no more programs of 

this kind. Do you know why I assumed this human form? During the sahavas congregation the purpose of this 

incarnation will take shape. 

Even if you are ill, or indisposed, or have some very important work to do, do not fail to attend the congregation 

of January–February 1958. 

Baba further stated that he had decided to cancel his forthcoming darshan tours in Uttar Pradesh, Andhra and 

elsewhere as announced previously. 

He added: 

I do not wish that a mere picnic atmosphere should prevail in the congregation. To make all arrangements to my 

satisfaction, I need time. The mandali who stay near me require sufficient time to make the necessary 



 

 

arrangements for those attending the congregation, including the Westerners. That is not an easy job; therefore 

I have to cancel the proposed darshan tour. 

In conclusion, Baba again lovingly stressed the following points: 

It is a fact that I am God. I am the Highest of the High. I wish that those who raised their hands hold fast to my 

daaman for good. 

There is no need for my lovers to visit saints. Stick to me even during the phase of humiliation. Spread my 

message of love among all, and become like dust in Baba's work. 

The meeting ended at noon. As instructed by Baba, those from Poona who had not attended the meeting came to 

Guruprasad at 2:00 P.M. and left after receiving an embrace from Baba. 

A week later, on Sunday, 26 May 1957, Adi Sr. returned, bringing Gulmai to see Baba. Adi was called again on 1 

June and given certain points concerning Baba’s work. 

Another visitor that summer was Baba’s childhood friend and onetime Meherabad resident Baily, who had not seen 

Baba for years, although he remained deeply devoted to him. Baily had separated from his wife Goher and was 

living a hand-to-mouth existence in Poona. He arrived at Guruprasad by bicycle one afternoon and met Baba 

privately in the hall. As he departed, he said, “Forgive me, Baba.” Baba handed him a single rose (which Baily later 

ate!). Soon afterwards, Baily moved to Hyderabad. He never saw Baba again.121 

 

Baba probably would have stayed at Guruprasad Palace until he left Poona, but a long distance telephone call was 

received from Shantadevi's secretary in Bombay, informing them that a portion of Guruprasad was required for the 

Maharani’s brother and his guests whom the Maharani had promised to accommodate. The secretary was told that 

during his stay Baba did not want anyone else to stay in the house. But since the Maharani had already promised her 

brother, Baba agreed to vacate the bungalow early. The secretary most likely conveyed this to the Maharani, and 

phone calls went back and forth between Bombay and Guruprasad. But having decided to leave, Baba moved back 

to Dadi Kerawala's bungalow at Ganeshkhind Gardens on 1 June 1957. The result was that, thereafter, the Maharani 

reserved Guruprasad exclusively for Meher Baba's use, and never allowed anyone else to stay while Baba was there. 

On Sunday, 2 June 1957, Baba held another meeting with 43 of his lovers from Navsari, Bajwa and Surat at 

Ganeshkhind, and repeated verbatim what he had stated at the previous "warning” meeting in May about visiting 

saints. Baba exhorted them to hold firmly to his daaman, as the black cloud was fast approaching, and he again 

emphasized the fact that he was the true Avatar of this age. “Age after age,” Baba said, “five Sadgurus control the 

affairs of the world. They don’t suffer — they bring me down to take on the suffering of the world.” 

An old lover in the group, Ader Desai (Keki Desai's brother) of Dehra Dun, promptly said, "Baba, I love you so 

much, but the idea of God coming down as the Avatar does not penetrate into my heart, however much I try to make 

it do so. I tell others that you are the Avatar, but to be honest I have no such conviction, though I desire it very 

much." 

Baba asked him, "Do you love someone more than me? Have you come across anyone greater than myself?" 

Ader replied, "No, there is no one more worthy of love than you." 

Baba assured him, "Then that is enough. Why worry? Try to love me more and more. But remember one thing: 

Never tell others what you do not feel yourself. Tell others only what you honestly take me to be. I am everything, 

and one can honestly believe anything." 

Baba pointed to Cowas Vesuna and asked whether he believed him to be the Avatar. Cowas said, "One hundred 

percent!" 

Baba emphasized again, "Try to hold fast to my daaman." But he also added, "However much you may try to hold 

on to it, it all depends upon my will whether to let go of your hand or not. But still, you must try with all your heart 

and faith." 

That evening Baba paid a half-an-hour visit to the home of Manohar and Mona Sakhare. They had been longing for 

him to visit, and Baba had fixed the date beforehand. It was Manohar's birthday and the couple was overjoyed. All 

of the Poona Center workers were present, and they promised Baba to work harmoniously together in his love and 

cooperate with each other in his service. Madhusudan and Subhadra sang a few songs, and in the presence of all, 

 
121 Baily continued to receive a Rs.60 monthly stipend from Baba. He lived for a time at the Parsi 

dharamshala and died at a Christian home for the aged in Bhoiguda, Secunderabad on 18 March 1969.  



 

 

Ramakrishnan, the secretary of the Poona Center, declared his resolve to work tirelessly to spread Baba's message. 

Baba embraced the Sakhares, and then returned to Ganeshkhind, while everyone else (almost 100 persons) was 

served dinner. 

Manohar was in the Indian Air Force, and when Baba returned to Meherazad, Manohar would sometimes fly over, 

circling seven times in salutation. At those times, Baba would stand outside raising his walking canes in greeting. 

On another occasion, Baba held a meeting at Ganeshkhind of his Poona workers. He asked Digambar Gadekar to 

draw up a list and call everyone concerned. Pratap Ahir's name was somehow left out by mistake and he was not 

called. When the meeting began Baba asked, "Where is Pratap?" The list of those invited was checked and the 

discrepancy discovered. Baba immediately sent someone to Pratap's house to bring him, but deeply disappointed at 

not being called, Pratap had gone to the riverside, where he was wandering aimlessly. After some time he returned 

home and received Baba's message. He hurried to Ganeshkhind, where Baba asked him, "Why didn't you come for 

the meeting?" 

Pratap explained that he was not invited. Baba inquired, "How was his name left out?" No one replied. 

"Who prepared the list?" Someone said it was Digambar. Baba remarked to Pratap, "Digambar is your best friend. 

You are both students together. How could he forget your name?" Pratap was quiet for he was on the verge of tears. 

Baba consoled him, "Now forget about this. Remember that all your companions in this world will be there for only 

a relatively few years, while I will be your companion until the end. I am your real companion." 

Pratap wept on another occasion when the close Poona group was called to Ganeshkhind. As he approached Baba to 

take darshan, he began crying. Baba asked the reason and Pratap explained that Baba looked so pale and in such 

poor health. Baba gestured, as if holding something over his head, “It is because the burden of the whole universe is 

on my head.”  

 

During this period, Bhau was on nightwatch near Baba from 3:00 to 11:00 P.M. and Savak was on duty from 11:00 

P.M. to 6:00 A.M. When Bhau went to Baba in the afternoon of 3 June 1957, Baba instructed him, "I am exhausted 

today and want to rest. So do not make the slightest noise, and don’t make the slightest movement, either." 

Baba insisted Bhau repeat this instruction ten times out loud, and then he retired. Bhau quietly sat on the chair in 

Baba's bedroom, but after a while he felt a tickle in his throat and wanted to cough. Suppressing it, he covered his 

mouth with both hands, but the harder he tried to subdue it, the more forcefully the urge came. So he took his 

handkerchief from his pocket and stuffed it in his mouth. It did not help and finally the sound "ummh, umh, uumh," 

came from his throat. 

Baba opened his eyes and acted upset, indicating that Bhau had disturbed his rest. He lambasted Bhau severely. But 

as soon as he began scolding him, Bhau's chest constricted and in a fit of coughing the handkerchief was spit out of 

his mouth. Baba taunted him, "Have you come to serve me, or to harass me? I repeatedly told you not to make the 

slightest sound, but you disturbed my sleep, and now I will not be able to rest the whole night." 

Baba went on rebuking him every half hour and then, calling Goher, he complained about Bhau to her. The matter 

did not end there. Baba sent for Mehera, Mani, Meheru, Naja and Rano, and told Bhau to leave the room and stand 

outside by the door. This was something new, because whenever Baba spoke with the women, he would always send 

the watchman far away. This time he had purposely kept Bhau nearby so that Bhau could listen to everything going 

on inside the room. 

Baba bitterly complained to the women about Bhau, saying, "He doesn't serve me but is after my life! Why did I 

ever call him to stay with me? Now I won't be able to rest the whole night, and today I was feeling very tired." 

The women had no idea what had really happened and naturally were in complete sympathy with Baba for having to 

put up with an idiot like Bhau. "He should be more careful while on watch," they said. 

Shortly afterward, Baba sent the women away and called Bhau. Again he asked, "Will you allow me to rest now or 

not?" 

Bhau was annoyed and remarked, "Do you think I wish that you shouldn't rest?" 

"Then why did you make that noise?" 

"What can I say, Baba? I was about to die!" 

A look of absolute innocence came over Baba's face. With loving concern he asked what had happened, and Bhau 

told him how he was trying not to cough but was about to choke. 

"Really?" Baba asked, "Why didn't you tell me this before?" 



 

 

"You didn't ask me and gave me no chance to explain." 

"Still you should have told me," Baba insisted. 

"Don't you know? You put on this whole show on purpose!" Bhau declared. 

Baba touched his Adam's apple and gestured, "I swear I did not know anything about it." While swearing, Baba 

looked most innocent, and Bhau's anger was swept away and he laughed. Baba embraced Bhau and caressed his 

face. Then Baba added, "Because I love you so much, I harass you so much. This harassment is my prasad for you." 

 

At eight o'clock in the morning on Saturday, 8 June 1957, Baba paid a visit to the Poona Center, in accordance with 

the request made to him by the Center's organizers during the meeting on 19 May. At that time, he had clarified that 

he would not give darshan, nor would he accept gifts. He would only accept one garland from the Center as a whole. 

At the time, the Poona Center was in the home of Appa Rao Mudaliar at Sarswat Colony, 399 Somwar Peth, where 

weekly meetings had been held since April. Ramakrishnan had contacted this wealthy family to request the use of 

the hall in their large residence, where other local religious and spiritual groups sometimes met. The room was 

overflowing with newcomers when Baba arrived, and the Center workers had to stand outside. (The family and 

neighbors had spread saris strewn with rose petals on the road leading to the house.) Sadashiv Patil garlanded Baba, 

Gadekar delivered a short welcome address and Madhusudan sang a ghazal. 

Baba noticed that the Center's workers such as Ramakrishnan, Shinde, Kamble, Bal Dhavle, Pratap, the Thade and 

Bundellu families and others were outside. He said, "I am happy to see that some of my workers are standing outside 

the hall doing their assigned duties and are not anxious for my darshan! I want my workers to be like this. I am very 

happy. I have created the atmosphere here as you desired. Now it is for you to work in harmony with one another 

and maintain it. You have my blessings." 

Then, as requested by Ramakrishnan, Baba gave darshan and his blessing to an old woman and one other lover. The 

woman had been unable to have his darshan at Saint Mira High School due to the crowds. 

On Adi's suggestion, Madhusudan then sang another ghazal, which Baba much appreciated. Before leaving, he 

touched the prasad which had been kept ready for distribution to the gathering. 

Along with all the Center workers, Baba visited Dhavle's Leather Works Cooperative Society at Deccan Gymkhana 

on Karve Road. Dhavle was a longtime lover of Baba's. His employees at the factory welcomed Baba vociferously 

and escorted him to a seat, especially decorated for him. Baba gave darshan to them, while Subhadra sang. 

Declaring his happiness with all and blessing them, Baba next went to the Kamla Nehru Hostel to visit the Harijan 

children and students there. The hostel secretary, a member of parliament named P. N. Rajbhoj, received Baba and 

said a few words. Two small girls sang a Marathi bhajan, and Baba permitted the children to have his darshan. 

Subhadra sang a bhajan and performed arti before Baba. 

Baba then proceeded to S. N. Wandrekar's garden at Kothrud. Wandrekar was a former deputy minister of the 

Bombay government, and he and his family received Baba warmly. Baba stepped inside the garden, where fruit, 

cookies and sweets had been placed on a table. Baba took his seat and all sat before him. Calling the entire 

Wandrekar family, Baba made them sit beside him, and again Subhadra sang bhajans and performed his arti. Finally 

Baba distributed prasad to all, and Bhikubhai K. Panarkar of Meelan Photo Studio (who had met Baba through 

Shinde) took photographs of Baba with the family and workers. Around noon the functions ended, and Baba 

returned to Ganeshkhind with the mandali. 

Ramakrishnan had ridden in the car with Baba during these visits. There was an epidemic of flu in Poona at the time, 

and while in the car Baba instructed Ramakrishnan to take two APC (aspirin-like) tablets every day for a month as a 

preventative measure. Ramakrishnan was not ill and, although he was disinclined to take such medicine for so long, 

he began taking the tablets as ordered. 

With the Rs.1,000 donated by Noshir Irani and others at the May meeting, Baba held a poor program in 

Ganeshkhind on Sunday, 9 June 1957. Two hundred poor boys below the age of fifteen (as Baba had specified) were 

brought by his Poona lovers, who were allowed to be present for the program. A few lovers from Bombay, Navsari, 

Hamirpur and Andhra, including Irene Conybeare and Francis Goldney, were also there.122 As each child 

approached Baba in turn, and after offering his salutation by bowing to them, Baba handed them a piece of cloth and 

a sweet. While giving prasad, he would pat some children, asking, "Do you like school? ... Do you play marbles? ... 

 
122 Conybeare and Goldney had been sent to Mahabaleshwar by Baba in May, and stayed at the Race View 

Hotel there for the summer. 



 

 

Do you fly kites?" After giving prasad to the 200 boys, Baba had five more children called, to whom he also handed 

prasad. He gave sweets to some other children present as well. 

After finishing the program at noon, Baba, leaning on Eruch and Meherjee's arms, walked to his room, where he 

called certain ones. "It is rare these days that I have time to be with my lovers," he remarked. "Whenever I go out 

anywhere I am surrounded on all sides by people waiting for my darshan. But today I am at last able to sit peacefully 

among a few of you." 

Baba directed the bhajan group to entertain him with ghazals. Madhusudan and Subhadra sang, and Baba had Aloba 

read a ghazal of the poet Jigar, which Baba explained. 

He praised one singer and then immediately said, "Whom do I praise? I am the singer and I am the song! I am the 

tabla and I am the tabalchi [tabla player]! I am in the harmonium and I myself am it! And I am the sound that 

emanates from it! I am everything and I am everywhere! Now whom should I praise? I praise myself alone!" 

In the course of the day, he remarked, "I am the Ocean ... I am the Ancient One ... I am eternal!" 

After the arti was performed, all returned to their homes. 

 

During the New Life, when Baba was in Mahabaleshwar in 1950, the Kashmiri merchant Habibullah Baig had come 

to see him. At that time Baba had remarked to him, "You will be my neighbor." Habibullah had not understood what 

Baba meant, but sometime later, as related, he opened a small shop in Poona. A few years later, the proprietor of the 

Kashmir Store, where he had previously been employed, wanted to sell his business, and Habibullah bought it. The 

store was a few streets away from Baba House, and in this way he became Baba's “neighbor.” 

During Baba's stay in Poona, he visited Habibullah at the Kashmir Store. He reminded him of what he had said years 

before, adding, "Now that you have become my neighbor, do not forget me!" In 1950, Habibullah had been 

practically penniless, but as the business prospered over the years he became a millionaire. Regarding his prosperity, 

he was convinced that it was all due to Baba's grace. His love for Baba increased over the years and he held firmly 

to his faith in Baba's divinity. 

Dr. Dhanapathy Rao, Kutumba Sastri and Pukar had been staying with Baba at Ganeshkhind for a few days, and on 

9 June 1957, Baba specially called Dr. Hoshang Bharucha, who had not been able to attend the 2 June meeting. A 

bhajan and qawaali program was going on that day by Madhusudan and Subhadra. At one point, Baba asked 

Hoshang, “How do you think the mind of a Perfect Master works?” 

Hoshang replied, “I think it is a blank mind,” meaning a Perfect Master is detached from the world. 

Baba explained, “A blank mind is the mind of an idiot. While I am talking to you I am conscious of you and at the 

same time I am listening to the music of the singers. I am conscious of that; I am conscious of everyone in this room 

thinking something or the other. I am conscious at the same time of all the people in the world, and I am also 

conscious of all those on all seven planes. That is the state of Perfection.” 

Bharucha was a staunch devotee of Godavri Mai and harbored some misunderstanding about fully accepting Baba as 

his Master. Explaining obedience to him, Baba stated, "Obey Godavri Mai. You should also obey my instructions, 

but only if they do not contradict hers." Bharucha followed Baba's advice, but gradually Baba's love enveloped him 

to such an extent that he became Baba's completely. 

Hoshang was called to Meherazad several times in 1957. During one visit Baba commented to him, "You may think 

of me directly or you may think of any other guru — or even a girlfriend — yet, you are thinking of only me as I am 

in everyone. But this way it comes to me indirectly." 

Once at Meherazad, Bharucha entered Baba's room with his shoes on. After the usual embrace he saw that the 

mandali had removed their shoes outside the room. Bharucha asked whether he should take off his shoes outside, but 

Baba replied, "I am there also [in the shoes].” And Bharucha then sat down with his shoes on. 

Each time Hoshang would come, Baba would stop what he was doing and give a discourse on some spiritual subject. 

Once Hoshang came with a particular question in mind. As soon as he arrived in Meherazad, Baba stated, "Every 

time you come here I tell you something, but today you ask me a question." Thus he became aware of Baba's 

omniscience. 

While leaving Meherazad after one visit, Hoshang thanked Baba for calling him to see him. "If you start thanking 

me for all that I do for you," Baba replied, "you will be doing nothing but saying 'Thank-you, thank-you' all 24 hours 

of the day! Instead just love me and remember me." 



 

 

During Pukar’s visit, Baba continually encouraged his already corpulent disciple to eat well. On 9 June, puris, 

mango juice and other delicacies were sent from Bindra House. That evening at dinner, giving in to the joking 

insistence of Baidul, Aloba and Savak, Pukar overate. Because of his overindulgence, Pukar suffered indigestion and 

was uneasy the whole night. The next day, as usual Baba inquired how everyone had slept. Pukar said, "I could not 

sleep at all as Baidul, Aloba and Savak kept insisting I eat more and more, and my stomach became upset." 

The mandali were preoccupied with packing everything for their return to Meherazad that day by bus, but sending 

for Savak and Aloba (Baidul had gone ahead), Baba scolded them for teasing and goading Pukar. As a punishment, 

he ordered Aloba that, while leaving Poona, he should, "Walk to the bus stand, so that by your walking Pukar will 

be able to digest his dinner!" 

 

Early on Monday, 10 June 1957, Baba left Poona for Meherazad with the women mandali. Adi Sr. brought Dr. 

Dhanapathy, Eruch, Gustadji and Savak. The rest of the men mandali, including Deshmukh (who was returning to 

Nagpur), Kumar and Pukar, traveled by bus. Kutumba Sastri also came to Ahmednagar, and he and Dhanapathy 

stayed at Khushru Quarters, as there was to be a bhajan program of Arangaon devotees at Meherabad in two days. 

At Meherazad, Baba resumed using his bedroom upstairs. 

Considered a child-god, a young Hindu of seventeen named Balak Bhagwan had many devotees in Raipur. Bhagwan 

had been urged by Abdul Majid Khan to take Meher Baba's darshan. Eventually, Abdul Majid Khan sent Bhagwan 

from Raipur to see Baba. The youth arrived at Meherazad just before the darshan on the morning of 12 June. Taking 

him and the mandali in Sarosh’s car with him, Baba was driven to Meherabad. On the way, Balak Bhagwan kept 

pointing mystically to the sun so that, as he explained, "it may set, and we will not feel the heat." Baba enjoyed his 

antics — though there was no lessening in the warm weather! 

Rama, Sheela and Mehernath Kalchuri had moved into the Family Quarters on 21 May. Rama's brother, Dhiraj, 

who, according to Baba’s instructions, had brought them from Nagpur, had also stayed for a few days. Baba went to 

see them. Rama burst out weeping, as she was so grateful for his mercy in calling them. Embracing her, Baba 

assured her, "How fortunate you are that I have called you to be so near me. Don't ever worry about anything; I am 

with you." Pointing to Bhau, he asked Mehernath, "Who is he?" Mehernath had hardly seen his father and did not 

say a word. At his reaction, Baba had a hearty laugh. 

Baba went to Meherabad Hall, where he gave darshan to the Arangaon villagers and repeated the warning he had 

given to other groups in Poona. To Dhanapathy and Kutumba Sastri of Andhra, who were also present, Baba 

remarked, "Look at these people; they are poor but they have my love in them." 

Pendu was still bedridden, unable to walk. Baba had sent Don to Meherabad to help Pendu try to walk with the aid 

of crutches. Since May, Baba had given up using crutches and was able to walk by supporting himself on the arms 

of two of the men mandali. Baba explained to Pendu about the upcoming sahavas, confirmed the dates for it, and 

then returned to Meherazad. 

Balak Bhagwan drove back with them, but would not allow Baba, Eruch and Bhau to attend to their work. The 

mischievous fellow would move about on either side of Baba's legs, as Baba sat in his chair, and spent his time 

playing. Baba and the mandali derived a lot of fun from his tricks. He boldly told Baba, "The day I am not 

garlanded, I do not feel good!" 

Baba smiled at his guilelessness, but replied, "It is not good to receive worship or arti from others. It will throw you 

down into a stinking pit!" 

The boy replied, "But I feel pleasure in being worshiped! I want people to revere me and perform my arti!" Baba 

laughed. 

Balak Bhagwan spent the night in Meherazad, and the following morning, when Baba came to mandali hall, the 

youth said, "Last night while on watch, Bhau slept! I saw him sleeping from my room." Baba was amused and 

named him Balak Meher (Child of Meher). Baba embraced the youth, and then instructed him to return to Raipur. 

He left the same day. 

A week later, Pukar was sent to bring either the sixth-plane mast Sharir Baba of Chhatarpur (whom Baba had 

contacted the previous year), Govardhan Maharaj of Amraoti, or any other genuine mast. Baba asked him also to 

find a boy similar to Balak Bhagwan. Despite his best efforts, Pukar was unable to persuade Sharir Baba (“I see 

Baba from here; why should I go there with you?”) or any other mast to accompany him to Baba. He returned alone 

to Meherazad, feeling very dejected that he had not obeyed Baba. But Baba was not displeased with him and, on the 

contrary, held him up as an example to others. 



 

 

 

On 14 June 1957, Adi brought Padri, Vishnu, Rama, Mehernath, Sheela and Dhiraj to Meherazad. It was decided 

that Rama would be given Rs.200 per month as her monthly maintenance stipend. 

Baba would call Rama, Sheela and Mehernath to Meherazad periodically, and after meeting Baba and having lunch 

with him, the family would be sent back to Meherabad. Whenever Baba went to Meherabad, he would visit them 

and thus drew them close to him. 

Irene Conybeare and Francis Goldney returned to Meherazad on the 14th from Mahabaleshwar. Conybeare was 

writing a book, In Quest of Truth, and Goldney was typing the manuscript and writing articles on Baba. Three days 

later, Goldney's wife, Olla, arrived in Bombay by ship. (It was the first ship to land in India since the Suez Canal 

crisis.) Goldney met her in Bombay, and both returned to Meherazad on the 25th. For the next 40 days, all three 

resided in Meherazad with the mandali. The food in India, however, did not agree with Olla, and she contracted 

dysentery. Under Goher's medical care, she recovered. 

At noon on 15 June 1957, Norina Matchabelli passed away at the age of 77, in Youpon Dunes, Myrtle Beach, after 

prolonged heart trouble. Norina’s love, service and renunciation cannot be described. She was wholly Baba's and 

merged in him. Age offered its profoundest salutations to her — and the Lord of the Age sent this telegram to 

Elizabeth and Kitty on the 17th: "Be happy my very dear Norina has come to live with me forever." Her body was 

cremated and, as was Baba's wish, the ashes were sent to India and interred on Meherabad Hill. Her tombstone read: 

"Princess Norina who is and will ever remain Baba's." 

Before dying, Norina had told Elizabeth, "Don't grieve for me; let me go." So the evening after she died, Elizabeth 

and Kitty went to see a play at the local theater. At the door, they were met by the theater's owner and manager, Jane 

Barry Haynes, who welcomed them warmly. More about this new “bird” later. 

Jalbhai stayed at Meherazad for five days from 15 June, and while he was there, Baba took him, Eruch, Pukar and 

Kumar for a drive to Ahmednagar. On the way, Baba pointed out a mast walking on the road. As the car drove 

through the city, Baba pointed out a well-known local mast named Khondimama and a mastani. The next day, Baba 

again went for a drive to the city, but no masts were seen. But on their way back to Meherazad, a mast was spotted 

sitting on a culvert. Baba told the driver to park near him, and Eruch was told to approach the mast and tell him that 

Baba was sitting in the car, and the mast should take Baba’s darshan.  

When the mast heard this, he replied, “What’s the hurry?” Baba told Eruch to tell him again, and Pukar also got 

down to persuade him. This time the mast came near the car and bowed at Baba’s feet. Baba motioned for him to sit 

in the front seat, and they drove back to Meherazad. On the way, the mast removed some berries from his pocket 

and offered them to Baba. Baba handed them to Pukar, telling him to have Kaka distribute them among the mandali. 

This happened two more times, and the third time, Baba told those in the car to eat two of the berries, and Baba also 

ate two.  

In the car, Baba posed several questions to the mast, such as, “Are your children keeping well? … How old is your 

daughter? … Is she married or not?” The mast answered all these questions. At Meherazad, Baba bowed at the 

mast’s feet eleven times. Baba fed him and then instructed Baidul to take him back to Ahmednagar in the car. 

After his departure, Baba commented, “This mast is very clever.” 

Ramjoo arrived at Meherazad on 21 June 1957 for a few weeks’ stay. While he was there, he drafted letters to Don 

Stevens and Ivy Duce regarding copyright matters. Pendu was taken by taxi to Meherazad to see Baba on the 23rd. 

Dr. Ketkar paid a visit the following day. He conferred with Goher about relieving Baba’s continued pain and 

observed Baba walking. 

A group of lovers from Poona was scheduled to sing before Baba at Meherazad at 8:00 A.M. on Sunday, 30 June 

1957, but on the way, their large rented station wagon repeatedly broke down in the pouring rain. And so, at 8:00 

A.M., they sat by the road and sang a bhajan there for Baba!  

At 2:00 P.M. that day, Baba went to Meherabad, where he gave darshan. The Poona group arrived, and Baba served 

them lunch. Beatrice Vigo who had met Baba the year before, also came again for Baba's darshan, as did G. S. N. 

Moorty and his wife.123 A nurse who worked at the Arangaon T. B. Sanitarium, Kamlabai Pusalkar, was devoted to 

Baba and made a request that he give darshan to the patients there, which he lovingly did.  

 
123 Vigo had been to Delhi, where Kishan Singh had been informed to meet her and take her to Dehra Dun. 



 

 

Olla Goldney was not as drawn to Baba as her husband, but as she witnessed Baba caressing, embracing and kissing 

the poor persons of Arangaon and patients at the hospital, she commented, “Our Father, Christ, did exactly the same 

thing.”  

Baba heard her and stated, “I am that Father Christ.” 

At 5:00 P.M., Baba returned to Meherazad. There the Poona bhajan group sang in mandali hall until 7:30 P.M., after 

which they returned to Poona. The women mandali were allowed to sit in the courtyard adjacent to the hall, where 

(unseen) they could hear the singing. 

The pain in Baba's hip still plagued him and was especially bad on 5 July. Nevertheless, there was no lessening in 

(much less stopping) his activities! During such crises in his life, Baba's activities usually became more intense, and 

he had no time to rest. 

 

According to Baba's wish, all of his lovers in the East and West, including those at Meherazad, kept silence from 

midnight of July 9 to midnight of July 10, 1957, the 32nd anniversary of Baba's silence. They were also told to fast 

completely on that day, taking as much water as necessary, and tea or coffee once. 

Gulmai kept silence until the morning of the 11th, when Adi drove her to Meherazad and she broke it and her fast in 

Baba’s presence. She was later given a 40-day period of special dietary instructions which included drinking water 

in which she had dipped Baba’s locket. 

On Monday, 15 July, Eruch's mother Gaimai and her sister, Banumasi, arrived from Poona to see Baba. They met 

with him at 3:30 P.M. in the presence of Eruch and Adi. During the conversation, Baba remarked: 

Jesus had a Judas who betrayed him. During the lives of all previous Avatars, there was a Judas. This is what 

has been ordained. 

God incarnated as [Meher] Baba, as the Avatar, at the most crucial time which is the end of the cycle, and as 

such, being the last Avatar of the cycle, Baba will have twelve Judases. Primarily, there will be one Judas who 

will be a Parsi, and the other eleven will be his colleagues in the act of betrayal. The eleven Judases will consist 

of Parsis and others, among whom will be two Parsi women. 

Gaimai and Banumasi returned to Poona the same day. 

 

During July 1957, Baba answered several questions for Irene Conybeare and dictated three discourses for her book, 

In Quest Of Truth: one on “Maya,” another on “Compassion” and a third titled “The Aura and the Halo.”124 Part of 

Baba’s discourse, explaining the difference between an aura and a halo, is as follows: 

The aura and the halo are two different things, and people are unable to distinguish between the two. Like their 

respective shadows, every man, woman, child and baby has an aura, but only a very few individuals have a 

halo in any of the varying phases of its development, and still fewer possess a full halo. An aura is the 

reflection of the emotions of an individual mind, just as any physical thing possesses its shadow on the physical 

plane. The halo begins to appear when the aura begins to disappear. 

An aura is the mental reflection of the aggregate impressions of thoughts and actions gathered by and stored in 

an individual mind. Every individual aura is the image of a circle of seven colors and each aura differs from the 

other in proportion to the amount of each of the seven colors, according to the individual’s prominent 

impressions. 

The halo begins to develop and an aura begins to disappear only after an individual starts advancing on the path 

to God-realization. When the aura begins to get more and more faint, the halo commences to shine more and 

more, getting brighter in proportion to the progress of the individual’s consciousness on the path. 

 

Kumar and Pukar returned to their respective homes at some point. Meanwhile, Baba had called Jim Mistry from 

Bombay to stay at Meherazad for a month, and Jim was especially fortunate to have Baba’s close contact. By 

narrating amusing stories, Jim would keep Baba entertained, and Baba too would crack jokes with him. One evening 

there was much talk among the men about snakes and spirits (ghosts). All went to bed, but because there was no 

 

124 In Quest Of Truth took several years to write and was not published until 1962. 



 

 

kerosene in the lantern in Jim's room, he was in total darkness and could not sleep. The next day Baba asked 

whether he had slept well. Jim said he had, but his reply was not very convincing. The truth came out, and Baba 

scolded Kaka for not making sure that Jim's lantern had been filled. 

"There was another reason I could not fall asleep, Baba," Jim said. "We were talking of snakes and spirits right 

before I went to bed, so my mind was agitated and I couldn’t sleep." 

Baba advised, "Before going to bed, repeat my name 51 times." 

During July, the impending sahavas congregation was discussed, and Pendu became the target of Baba's “arrows.” 

Although Pendu was still unable to walk unassisted, without crutches, Baba would often harshly criticize Pendu for 

not paying full attention to all the necessary arrangements which had to be made for the sahavas. 

One day Baba called Pendu, Padri, Vishnu and Don to Meherazad to discuss the sahavas. Baba was in a serious 

mood that day. Pendu stumbled into the hall, sat on a chair, and Baba asked him, "Did you sleep last night?” 

Pendu replied, “How can I sleep? I’ve got terrible pain; I cannot sleep, I cannot eat properly. It is unbearable for 

me!” 

Baba scolded him badly. “Have you any shame? You think of your own pain, do you ever think of mine? You suffer 

for yourself, but I am suffering for the whole universe! What will happen if you die? Nothing. Have you any idea of 

how much pain I have? How much I suffer? And still, I see to every small detail. You remain lying in bed and have 

nothing to do all day long! This time, I, myself, will look after all the arrangements and will not require your help. 

“Go on, relax at Meherabad,” Baba taunted, “this time, you won't be given any work! You are most selfish. I don’t 

want to see your face! Get out of here!” 

Pendu burst out weeping, but it did not stop Baba's onslaught, and he castigated him further. Distraught, Pendu 

returned to Meherabad with the others. When he began weeping, Jim also had tears in his eyes over Pendu's pitiable 

condition. But after Pendu left, Baba told Jim with a smile, "In order to become infinitely compassionate, I have to 

become infinitely cruel.” 

In fact, this was Baba's normal, everyday attitude toward the mandali, and they endured it out of their love for him. 

Baba's stinging taunts and reproaches were like fodder for the mandali. The paradox was that, although his teasing 

and abuses were not welcome, had they been absent, it would not have pleased them, either. Sometimes, Baba would 

outwardly be indifferent to some of the mandali — not scolding them about anything, not giving them instructions 

— and this was much worse! It was like a death for them. They could not bear his indifference and were restless, 

unable to eat, sleep or think straight. How can I describe this life with the Master? The pain was not pleasant, but 

without it life was not worth living. The arrows stung, but to live without them would have been unthinkable. The 

Beloved’s cruelty at times was intolerable, but to live without it would have been impossible. 

“Marvelous is this life with the Beloved!” Age declared. “To bestow the greatest mercy, he had to act in the cruelest 

way; he had to be cruel to be kind. It cannot be understood by the mind. It requires the complete surrenderance of 

the heart.” 

Jim Mistry returned to Bombay on 21 July 1957. 

 

To give another example of how Baba treated the mandali: One day when he came to the hall, he asked Aloba, 

"Why do you keep staring at me? Don't stare at me! Whenever I come here, you always stare at me." So, although 

Aloba was sitting opposite Baba, he had to look in another direction. In the course of the conversation, he would try 

to glance at Baba, but Baba would always catch him, point at him and repeat his instructions. At last, Baba said, 

"Don't come before me! From tomorrow, don't come inside the hall unless I call you." So from the next day onward, 

Aloba stopped coming into mandali hall. 

Aloba's nature, however, was such that he could not bear not seeing Baba daily, even from a distance. Baba noticed 

some movement outside the window of mandali hall, and asked Kaka to see if someone was there. He returned, 

saying it was Aloba trying to peep inside. Baba called him and “broiled” him before the others. "Why did you 

disobey me?" he asked. "Why were you looking at me when I told you not to?" 

Aloba pleaded, "My heart was thirsting for sight of you. I could not help myself." 

Baba turned to the mandali, completely fed up, and asked, "Now, what should I do with him?" 

Baba's brother Jalbhai was present and suggested, "If you don't like him watching you, there is one solution. He 

should be given dark sunglasses to wear whenever he is in your presence, so that he won't stare at you." 



 

 

Baba liked the idea and instructed Kaka to buy the darkest pair of sunglasses he could find. Kaka ordered them and 

they were so dark, almost nothing could be seen through them! Aloba began sitting before Baba wearing the dark 

glasses. Whenever visitors would come, they would wonder why this man was wearing dark glasses inside the hall, 

and would laugh at him. Baba would also point out this peculiar sight to them, agreeing how strange a man Aloba 

was. Little did they know the true story behind it! 

The following is another incident of how Baba taught the mandali certain lessons. Gustadji had very vivid dreams. 

Each morning, after inquiring about the mandali's health and welfare, Baba would ask if he had seen any dream the 

previous night: "What did you see in the dream?" Gustadji was always prepared to relate some dream (or make up 

one!) to amuse Baba. Baba would take keen interest in his lively narration and enactment, and encourage him by 

interjecting, "What happened next? … And then what happened?" And Gustadji would go on with his hand signs. 

After half an hour of such light conversation, Baba would have letters and telegrams read out that had been received 

that day, and would issue instructions on how to reply. On one occasion, while all the mandali were seated in the 

hall, Baba had some sweets brought for Gustadji, who was sitting on a chair next to him. Baba asked Bhau to bring 

Gustadji a plate, and then instructed him to go to his room and write what Baba said was a very urgent letter. Just as 

Bhau was about to start writing, Baba clapped for him. Pointing to a few crumbs on the floor that had fallen from 

Gustadji's plate, Baba gestured, "Clean this up or ants will come here." Bhau did as he was instructed. "Now go, 

go!" Baba gestured. "Finish that letter; it is urgent and most important." 

Bhau returned to his room, but hardly had he finished two lines when Baba clapped again. "Gustadji wants a glass of 

water," he told Bhau. "Bring it for him." 

The other mandali were seated in the hall, unoccupied, but Baba had called Bhau away from his work to perform 

this task. "That old man [Gustadji] is doing this on purpose to harass me," Bhau thought. Nevertheless, once again 

he did as he was told. 

Baba then motioned, "Finish that letter! Hurry! You must complete it before the boy leaves with the mail for 

Ahmednagar." 

Again, Bhau went to his room. But five minutes later, Baba called him to clean more crumbs from under Gustadji's 

plate. Then he asked, "Have you finished that letter?" 

Bhau was so irritated by this time that he blurted out, "How could I finish it, Baba? You keep calling me every two 

minutes — and Gustadji is just sitting here doing nothing but causing trouble!" 

Baba replied, "Is he doing nothing? He is doing much more important work than you! The work Gustadji does by 

sitting by my side here is such that you can never do it even while working your utmost for me. The reason is that he 

sees to my pleasure. You are obeying me, that is true. I asked you to write the letter, and you are complying, but 

your obedience does not give me pleasure. He is doing this purposefully because he knows that it pleases me. 

Gustadji's obedience gives me pleasure. He knows what I want and he does it in order to please me. 

"It is my pleasure that he should eat sweets, which he does. It is my wish that he should want something or other 

from you, which he does. While pleasing me, he has never had a thought that you are disturbed in your work. If he 

did that, then he would be keeping your pleasure, not mine. He knows what pleases me, but you don't! You know he 

is doing all this to please me. Yet, without having any thought for my pleasure, you on the contrary become angry 

with him. And you think that you are working while Gustadji is doing nothing, but sitting here and eating sweets. He 

really works! Whatever work you do is useless. If I do not give any sweets to Gustadji and send them to you with 

him, he would do it willingly without thinking any other thoughts. This is called work! 

"So he is doing much more important work than you. Both of you are obeying me 100 percent, but the difference is 

that his obedience is giving me pleasure, yours is not." 

 

Baba's warning, given at the May meeting in Poona, had been published as a small booklet and distributed to his 

lovers throughout the world. On 20 July 1957, Baba had the following circular issued through Adi: 

I want all my lovers to pay heed to whatever I said in the printed booklet Warning From Baba to His Lovers, 

but with the understanding that it concerns only those who love me and obey me. It does not mean that those 

who follow their Gurus should leave them and follow me. Being the Avatar, I have come to awaken mankind 

and would like the entire world to come to me. 

Real saints are dearest and nearest to my heart. Perfect Ones and lovers of God adorn the world and will ever do 

so. The physical presence of the Perfect Masters throughout eternity is not necessarily confined to any 

particular or special part of the globe. 



 

 

My salutations to all the past, present and future Perfect Masters, real saints (known and unknown), lovers of 

God and to all other beings in all of whom I reside, whether consciously felt by them or not. 

Baba now announced his plans for 75 days of "special work." From the 19th of July onward he began issuing 

instructions for the mandali to follow during this period and emphasized its importance. He assigned duties to 

everyone during his 75 days of special work, and stated: "If you do the duty given to you and obey my every order, 

my work will be helped.” He added, “Even though he is wearing dark glasses, Aloba is still trying to look at me 

from the side. So for these 75 days, he should not come in my presence!" 

Don had sent Baba's X-rays to Dr. Sir Reginald Watson-Jones in London (who had examined Baba in London in 

1952). The famous doctor wrote back, stating that Baba's hip appeared dislocated, and unless it was operated upon, 

it would never be all right. 

This was discussed on 24 July 1957, but Baba did not agree to the operation. He was perturbed with Don for not 

sending Sir Reginald all his medical reports at the beginning, as he had hinted he should. As a result, the dislocation 

in the hip had gone undetected for eight months. On the 25th, Baba dictated to Eruch these remarks in a letter to 

Don: "If you had done so [sent Watson-Jones Baba's medical papers], I would not have suffered the unnecessary 

unbearable pain. You, doctors Chatterjee and Ketkar [of Ahmednagar], have made a mess of my case." 

But on 5 August, when fresh X-rays were taken at Booth Hospital by Dr. Anderson, he pronounced that there was no 

dislocation. 

Baba's special work commenced from Thursday, 1 August 1957. Adi, Dhake, Sidhu, Chhagan and Sadashiv Patil 

were called that day. Just before they were ready to start from Khushru Quarters, they received a note from Baba, 

stating that each man should take a bath before coming. Sidhu and Dhake had not had one that day, so they took a 

bath before leaving. They reached Meherazad at 9:15 A.M. Baba had come to the hall half an hour earlier. As they 

were to stay at Meherazad for several days, Sidhu, Chhagan and Dhake were given a room together, and Sadashiv 

Patil was lodged separately. 

Baba called them to mandali hall at ten o'clock. He said, "I am in great physical pain. Nothing has been able to make 

it subside. The doctors have proposed a deep injection or operation, but an operation is not advisable due to the 

arthritis in my hip. There is no sign of the pain subsiding; therefore, I called you all to Meherazad to help maintain a 

lively atmosphere here and to entertain me." Baba inquired about their health, and reminisced about the old days in 

the ashram. 

At eleven o’clock, Baba asked everyone to go wash his face and hands. A curtain was hung dividing mandali hall, 

behind which the women mandali took their seats. There were fourteen mandali in the hall: Adi, Aloba, Baidul, 

Bhau, Chhagan, Dhake, Eruch, Gustadji, Kaikobad, Kaka, Sadashiv, Sidhu, Savak and Jalbhai. The duty which was 

assigned to each of the men was read out, and Baba handed to each man slips of paper with individual duties listed 

on it. 

On Baba's direction, all the men stood as Eruch and Kaikobad recited the Master's Prayer and the Prayer of 

Repentance. Kaikobad prayed for the success of Baba's 75 days of work and for purity of heart for the mandali. 

Baba stood face to face with Kaikobad after washing his hands three times. The atmosphere was very serious and 

spiritually charged. Baba then bowed to each of the men as each uttered God's name according to his own respective 

religion — Hindu, Muslim, or Zoroastrian. 

Baba observed: "All the medical remedies which have been tried are of no avail for my bodily pain. You do not 

know how I suffer. There is pain day and night. At night, I cannot sleep. My legs give me jerks many times during 

the night, and Jal and others have to hold them down and press them. I have stopped walking and have to be carried 

about in the lift-chair.125 I have now chalked out a program for the next 75 days, and if you act according to the 

instructions given you, and if you follow my instructions wholeheartedly, and if you obey me 100 percent, my pain 

will subside after 75 days." 

Baba then instructed Baidul to pray to Babajan; Aloba to pray to Upasni Maharaj; Kaka to Tajuddin Baba; and two 

of the other men to pray to Sai Baba and Narayan Maharaj, to let Baba's mission for the world be carried out. Baba 

then laid his head on the feet of seven poor persons, giving each five rupees as dakshina. The poor were then fed and 

sent away. 

 
125 The “lift-chair” was a specially built wooden chair with a long horizontal pole on each corner, so that 

four or more men could carry Baba. 

 



 

 

Baba ended the meeting by stating: "All of you, both men and women, should remain cheerful during these 75 days, 

and help me in my work by willingly carrying out my orders and instructions." He asked everyone to be extra 

careful during these next 75 days because any mishap in his orders would come in the way of making the pain 

subside. 

Afterward, Baba and the men played marbles (brought by Sadashiv) until two o'clock. Baba, Sadashiv and Sidhu 

were on one side, and Dhake, Eruch and Chhagan on the other. At 2:00 P.M., Adi left with Jalbhai, who was 

returning to Poona. Baba then played a game of carrom for another hour. 

At 3:00 P.M., Baba went to Kaikobad's room to bow down to him.126 Baba stated that he would bow to Kaikobad 

100,000 times during the next 75 days — or 1,333 times a day. 

Irene Conybeare, Francis and Olla Goldney were seated behind Baba during the poor program. Olla had always been 

somewhat reserved toward Baba, but when she saw him amidst the poor, she turned to her husband and remarked in 

broken English with her Scandinavian accent, "He is goo-od man." Although apparently engrossed in bowing to and 

washing the feet of the poor, Baba at once swung around, looked Olla straight in the eyes and gestured through 

Eruch, "I am not a ‘good man,’ I am God-Man!" Later, when relating this incident to the women mandali, Olla said 

that when Baba looked at her and said what he had with such authority, she was convinced he was the Avatar. 

 

The 75 days of special work began; but, for Aloba and Bhau it was mostly 75 days of torment! They were the prime 

targets for Baba's taunts; Bhau at night and Aloba during the day. If, while Baba was in the hall, Aloba was seen 

anywhere near it, Baba would call for him and harshly rebuke him. He would say: "I told you not to let me see your 

face for 75 days. So long as I am in the hall with the mandali, stay inside your room. Don't do anything outside and 

stay away from the hall." But every day, the same thing would happen: From the door or window, Baba would see 

Aloba, and the arrows would begin to fly. The fact was that Baba wanted to see Aloba, and would create such 

circumstances forcing Aloba to come out of his room — and then Baba would take him to task. 

One day, put out with one of the other mandali, Baba stated: "There is no compromise — either you please yourself, 

or please me completely in the littlest things." But, no matter how hard the mandali tried, it was never enough to 

satisfy Baba, who would scold them on any pretext. 

Although Baba had first told Francis Goldney that he would have to stay in India for a year, Baba now decided it 

was best for him and his wife to return to the Faeroe Islands, which they did. Before they left on 4 August, Baba 

instructed Goldney about meditation and instructed him to write him once a week. Irene Conybeare also left in 

August to return to Durban, South Africa, to nurse her dying husband, Gerald Harvey, from whom she was divorced. 

Baba did not approve of this, but Irene insisted and later became somewhat critical of Baba. She never saw him 

again. 

Meetings were held at Meherazad on Sunday, 11 August and two days later, about the upcoming sahavas. On the 

12th, Eruch wrote to Elcha Mistry: “Baba’s pain is worse and an atmosphere of sheer helplessness for the mandali 

and the women prevails.” Because Baba's hip joint was so painful, on the 14th, the Westerners were informed by 

telegram that because a month-long sahavas program would be a great strain on Baba, he had decided to curtail the 

program to twelve days beginning 15 February 1958.  

 

For further treatment for his hip, Baba traveled to Poona on Saturday, 24 August 1957 with the women mandali, in 

Meherjee’s Chevrolet. Adi Sr. drove Eruch, Bhau, Savak and Nariman. They stayed once again at Ganeshkhind, 

where Jalbhai joined them. 

On the 25th, Baba called about 80 Poona lovers to Ganeshkhind, where a music program was held at 3:00 P.M. 

Hoshang Bharucha of Navsari was also present. Baba discoursed on "Action and Inaction," expounding on the 

difference between unconscious inaction, conscious action and conscious inaction. He explained that in the original 

Beyond, Beyond state of God there was unconscious inaction; the actions done in the physical body in illusion, on 

the other hand, were conscious actions, which created bindings, while those of the Sadgurus or the Avatar are 

actionless actions, which uproot the bindings of others.127 

From 26 August, Baba began a series of treatments and deep physical therapy in an attempt to arrest further 

advancement of the osteo-arthritic condition in his hip. During his stay in Poona, he had three extensive sessions 

 
126 Kaikobad’s room was the room next to mandali hall. 
127 See p. 360 for a more complete explanation of this discourse. Myrtle Beach, 24 May 1958. 



 

 

with Dr. M. S. Dikshit, a radiologist from Sassoon Hospital. Don went to Bombay to consult Dr. Katrak, a famous 

orthopedic doctor, about Baba’s treatment. 

The Bundellu family saw Baba on the 26th. Baba sorted out a family squabble between Subhadra and her father. 

Baba heard each side and brought them together, so that they left reconciled. Subhadra and her brother, Krishna, 

would also fight. At one point, Baba remarked, "At the time of Lord Krishna, I settled your quarrels and again this 

time I have to! You each have an old connection with me." 

While Baba was staying at Ganeshkhind, Dr. Moorty came for darshan also. 

On Saturday, 31 August 1957, Baba was taken at 9:00 A.M. in Meherjee’s car by Goher and Don to Bombay so that 

he could be examined by a famous orthopedic surgeon, Dr. Arvind Keshav Talwalkar. They stayed at Naoroji 

Dadachanji's home in Dadar, and Dr. Talwalkar examined Baba there. In the doctor's opinion, there was no 

dislocation present; Baba's pain was solely the result of osteo-arthritis, and no operation should be performed for at 

least several years, if then. Baba returned to Poona the same night, arriving at 9:00 P.M. 

One of Naoroji’s female family members, after embracing Baba, said, “Please get well soon, Baba.” 

Baba gestured emphatically in Gujarati, “What is ordained to happen will happen.” Baba then repeated this to all 

present.  

Baba’s hip joint would pain him for the rest of his life. As Age noted, “His suffering for humanity was inescapable.” 

On one occasion, at the end of August, Baba began asking if there had been any letter or telegram from Ben 

Hayman. Ben did not write often, and Mani was puzzled by Baba's persistent, daily inquiries. On reaching Poona, 

Baba again asked if there had been any communication from Hayman, and on being told none had been received, 

Baba remarked, "Tomorrow, definitely remind me about Ben." 

Mani asked, "What should I remind you about him?" 

Baba gestured, "Never mind, just remind me." 

The mystery was solved when they received a telegram, stating that Ben Hayman had been injured in an automobile 

accident on 1 September, with fractures to one foot and to some of his ribs. The All-knowing One had once again 

demonstrated his omniscient concern for one of his lovers far away in America. 

On the 1st, Dr. Chatterjee arrived to examine Baba, and he too ruled out any need of an operation on Baba's hip at 

this time. 

Adi took Baba to watch a cricket match at Deccan Gymkhana on the 1st, and then drove the women back to 

Ganeshkhind from the racecourse, where they had gone to see the races. 

On Friday, 6 September 1957, Baba visited the home of K. K. Ramakrishnan in Kirkee (107/5 Range Hills), where 

many of the Poona Center workers had gathered. Baba met with them for a while before visiting Gadekar’s home, 

and then departing for Meherazad in Meherjee and Adi’s cars, as before. 

Baba had contacted a few masts in Poona. One day Jalbhai brought a Christian named John, whom he had spotted 

wandering in the bazaar. Baba had not worked with this man before. He said, "He is not on the Path [planes], but he 

has some hawa [breeze] of it." The man appeared mast-like, speaking fluent English, but his sentences were without 

rhyme or reason. He was rather distinguished looking, had a beard, old clothes and a somewhat courtly manner. 

Baba was very happy to contact him and enjoyed his nonsensical talk. 

As Baba and the women were leaving Poona, Baba had the car stopped some distance from Babajan's tomb. He told 

the women mandali to go and hurriedly pay their respects to Babajan while he waited in the car. When they 

returned, they saw the Christian man, John, standing by the open car door looking intently at Baba. Baba gestured to 

Mani to give him one rupee, and as she was doing so, this John asked her, "Have you helped him somewhat?" 

She replied, "We hope so, John, we hope so." 

As their car drove away, the Christian began muttering an odd assortment of words. Baba asked what he had said, 

but all Mani had caught was something like: "I shall let him know when it is positively verified." 

They reached Meherazad at about eight o’clock that evening. 

 

Two days later, a three-hour meeting of the mandali and 32 men from Bombay, Poona and Ahmednagar was held at 

Meherazad on Sunday, 8 September 1957. The meeting was held, ostensibly, to discuss the upcoming sahavas and 

arrangements for the invited Westerners. At the start of this "half-term" meeting (meaning this period was half of his 

75 days of special work), Baba distributed sweets, remarking: "Let me sweeten your mouths before I make you 

swallow some bitter pills." 



 

 

He then reminded them: 

What I have to say to you is not only for those now before me, it is for all who love me and persevere in trying 

to obey me. At first, I had thought of inviting a representative from each and every center and group in the 

country for the day. But then, I took into consideration the expense and trouble of long journeys and the 

inconvenience to all concerned, because the facilities here are so limited, even for those who live near me all 

the time. 

I intend to tell you things straight from my heart, and I expect you to let them reach your hearts and not just 

your ears. The friends of Hoshang [Bharucha] tell me that for all his good qualities he generally lets things go 

in one ear and out the other, but I know he loves me and will listen to me seriously. If anyone now present 

believes he may take what I say lightly, he had better leave this meeting at once. 

I am no saint. Because I am Beyond, I am, therefore, beyond all saints. The world, once it knows who I am, will 

understand then what I want you to understand now — that from the beginningless beginning I am the Ancient 

One, immutable and eternal. You may wholeheartedly believe me to be the Avatar, but belief, however deep, 

does not amount to absolute conviction. 

Here, Dhake interjected, "There is no question of conviction for those of us who have accepted you once and for all, 

because our acceptance is absolute." 

In response, Baba commented at length: 

It is all for the best if that acceptance remains unshaken under all circumstances. The world, in general, accepts 

the existence of God, without caring much about the reasons for believing so. It is a fact also that there are a 

few in the world who do see God as He is to be seen, and fewer still who do know God as He really is to be 

known. 

I have already warned you of the dark cloud that I clearly see hovering over me. I have been referring to it in 

one way or another for many years. In fact, only the shape of things changes every time I come, and that is why 

I say the same things again and again in different ways. At the time of Jesus, I uttered many warnings, yet none 

could grasp in advance about my crucifixion. 

The dark cloud is very, very near to bursting, and I have to take the whole force of it upon myself. You can 

have no idea of what that will mean for me. It will be like hell itself bursting upon me on earth! Be resolved to 

hold fast to my daaman even when this cloud bursts. You will, thereby, share in my work. 

Let me tell you the tale of the mast and the mullah [Muslim priest]. The mast, his consciousness focused upon 

the intimate nearness of his Beloved God, was virtually oblivious to everything else. The mullah, since he 

could not understand this mast's state, would pester the mast with learned parroting, and eventually became so 

exasperated that one day he cursed the mast, saying that he would go to hell. 

The mast happened to hear and understand exactly what had been said and retorted that the mullah's heaven 

contained everything except God! But that since God was everywhere, he would be quite happy in hell, where 

he might share his Beloved's sufferings. 

Look at the weapons of destruction science has evolved. Nation accuses nation of preparations for war, and the 

world catastrophe might come without warning at any moment. World events reflect the results of my inner 

working. At the time of [Noah and] the flood, hell was let loose in the world. Scientists and statesmen now 

solemnly declare that if total war comes, the whole world may perish. They are just echoing me, but the whole 

world cannot perish because I have to come down again after 700 years. 

During my recent short stay in Poona, I was happy to let the Poona bhajan group sing before me. I also paid 

visits to the homes of some of my men and allowed a few to call on me; but it was in connection with the 

continual pain in my injured hip joint that I went to Poona and also paid a flying visit to Bombay. 

The hip joint is now said to be almost healed so that full weight-bearing and almost normal use are advised by 

the best available consultants. But the fact remains that I still have intense and continual pain, even while 

resting. Those of you who keep watch by turns throughout the night at my bedside know how I suffer; so much 

so that at the moment I am handicapped to the extent that I must depend upon the loving help and care of those 

near me. But all this is as nothing compared to what I shall have to endure when the dark cloud bursts upon me. 

To fulfill all that is ordained, I work, and this work releases the tremendous force that stamps my advent. The 

impact of this force on groping humanity is an awakening, in general, and the realization of Self, in particular. 

Work has a charm of its own when the forces of opposition are faced and eventually overcome. For the present, 

I face the dark cloud, and yet, I continue to do my work ceaselessly. Besides this, I have to do many things. I 



 

 

have, for instance, to see to the arrangements for the sahavas and shall also have to give sahavas to hundreds of 

my followers. 

But how difficult it is to overcome all hindrances and complete the work in hand when there are distractions to 

be reckoned with. The pain in my hip joint, for example, is just one of the many distractions that I must endure 

while doing my work. If this pain should vanish or even lessen to some extent, my work will be fulfilled, in 

spite of the onslaught of the dark cloud that threatens to jeopardize fulfillment. 

Just as I am now quite incapable of doing many physical things unaided, in spite of an otherwise healthy body, I 

may, at the time of the impending crisis, become even mentally helpless, but without being mentally deranged 

in the least. You may then not be able to continue to hold on to my daaman because circumstances will 

seemingly justify your letting it go. I am infinitely merciful, and so repeat the same theme again and again, so 

that you may remember my words and try your best to cling to me. For example, in a sudden and terrifying 

earthquake any man, in the blind hope of saving his life, is likely to run, forgetting in an instant his family and 

all his possessions, and thus forsake them before he realizes what he has done. 

Whatever is to happen will happen. This is the principle, or as I call it, the Law of Must, the law on which 

universal illusion thrives. It is as if the ready and complete film of illusion, from the beginningless beginning to 

the endless end, is being projected continually. If it is destined that my daaman should slip from your hands, it 

will. But it is for me to warn, and for you to remain alert. In illusion, you may die at any moment. The illusory 

life has no guarantee because no one can know for certain what will happen the very next moment. Except 

God, everything is illusion. This world and all its affairs are so insubstantial that it is meaningless even to say 

that they have no substance! 

It is no joke to realize me! Those who develop inner sight, and even those who are established saints, fail to 

fathom me. This is because fana [total annihilation] stands between all illusion, from the lowest to the highest, 

and the One Reality. The practice of shariat, that is, living in strict compliance with the laws and precepts of 

one's religion, may lead one to tariqat, the Path of Gnosis, which has six stages. But tariqat has its end in fana. 

Imagine, for example, that your body is your shell and that your body must be totally consumed by you in the 

course of the six stages of Gnosis. You will have to do this with your own mouth, piece by piece, at every 

stage. Ultimately, in the last stage, your own mouth must eat itself!128 This is what I mean by the final fana, 

and this is why I tell you that it is impossible to realize me without my help. 

Although I appear to be quite different in every Avataric period, I always am and always remain the same from 

beginning to end. I live the worldly life that is lived by the people, in order to help them live the divine life that 

I live simultaneously. To be established in the hearts of the people, I need no religious organizations. On the 

contrary, religious organizations need me in order to be established after me. Those who do not love me fail to 

understand me; and those who do not realize my divinity fail to understand it. 

I am often touched by the outpourings of love, faith, sacrifice and service on the part of the growing number of 

those who believe in me here and in the West, and I do not mind the attitude of those who remain unconcerned 

about me, or even of those who oppose me. But I am constantly eyeing your obedience to me, because it is 

futile to have love from the whole world in the absence of the required degree of obedience from you. 

I do not mean that you intend to disobey me or that you disobey me deliberately, when I insist so often on 

obedience. On the contrary, I do not forget your sense of duty. 

Recently, for example, Pophali and Kutumba Sastri, and also their family circles, have given ample proof of 

their sense of duty to me. Pophali's son, a brilliant M.Sc. [master's degree in science], died in the prime of life 

after a short illness. In order to fulfill what he considered his duty to my cause, Pophali reached his dying son 

too late. In spite of this, Pophali's younger sons write to me that while they are still waiting to have my sahavas, 

their elder brother has come to me already. 

Kutumba left his home for my work immediately after his young brother had died in the house. Kutumba, as the 

elder brother, did not even wait to perform the funeral rites demanded by custom. When questioned by visitors, 

the family replied by repeating what Kutumba Sastri had told them: that the man loved Baba and had merely 

dropped the coat of his gross body. Kutumba had felt certain that his young brother would have wanted him to 

 

128 See The Nothing and The Everything, pp. 9–12, for the story of “The Mischievous Chicken,” who ate 

himself in the Beginning. 



 

 

go ahead with Baba's urgent work, at once, because he had always looked upon the service to Baba as infinitely 

more important and rewarding than any ritual. 

The point I wish to drive home is that it is never too late to obey me; that you should obey me to the end; that 

you should obey me with a courage undaunted by any disaster. And that, above all else, you should obey me 

when I stand face to face with the dark cloud. 

For six months, you take care of what I say to you, and after that, I shall take care of you. I say again, do not 

leave me and live to repent later, when there will be no remedy for your loss. For six months, do not give up 

obeying me at any cost — come what may — remember me and do as I say. Make all other thoughts 

subordinate to your resolve to please me with all your heart. 

Although to let go of your hold on my daaman is always easy, it is never easy to hold on to it, and it may, 

during the next six months, be more difficult than ever before. But if you try with all your heart to do so, I shall 

surely help you. Once you let go, remember that it will be very difficult to grasp my daaman again. 

Bayazid, who is known as the Sardar [Chief] of Sufi Masters, realized God at a very advanced age and also 

became one of the five Perfect Masters of his time. Once, he asked the two disciples who loved him most what 

was their greatest desire. One said: "I want the Master." The other said: "I want the Master's state of 

Perfection." Both wanted the same thing, yet, there was a world of difference in their approach. The first 

desired, above all, the pleasure of his Master, because he did not want to let go of his hold on the Master's 

daaman to the end. 

Baba then issued the following instructions: 

Now, for six months, up to March 1958: 

1. Be ready and determined to do whatever I ask you to do. 

2. Do no lustful action whatsoever; even husband and wife had better remain celibate. 

3. Be honest. Honesty demands that you deceive no one, give no false hope or empty promise. 

4. Try your very best not to hurt the feelings of others, but not to the extent of doing any lustful action. 

Those who have not surrendered to me or who cannot do so, but would, nevertheless, like to obey me, should 

consider the last three injunctions as my orders to them. 

In conclusion, Baba exhorted those present: "Take the decisive step of resolving, here and now, that you will try 100 

percent to obey me for these six months and that, while embracing me silently, you will concentrate on that resolve 

and remain faithful to it." 

Baba embraced each man, reminding them before his embrace to concentrate on their resolve. Each of the mandali 

was given individual duties for six months, and the sahavas arrangements were further discussed. All left after 

having lunch at Meherazad. 

 

One week later, on Sunday, 15 September 1957, Baba washed the feet of 101 lepers at the Ahmednagar leper 

colony, bowing to them while seated in a low chair (the lepers climbed onto a table), and giving them each prasad of 

one rupee and a packet of sweets. Among the mandali with Baba were Adi Sr., Bhau, Eruch, Kaka Baria, Jalbhai 

and Elcha Mistry, who left that day for Bombay. Although the function was private, Dhake, Kaka Chinchorkar and a 

few others from Ahmednagar were also present, including Beatrice Vigo, to whom Baba remarked: "In the 

[diseased] physical cages of these lepers dwell beautiful souls. I don't bow down to them as lepers; by my laying my 

head on their feet, God is bowing to God! Suffering brings one nearer to God, and for that, these lepers are dearer to 

me." 

Baba departed for Meherazad at 11:45 a.m. 

Another sahavas meeting was held at Meherazad at 9:00 A.M. on the 17th with Pendu, Padri, Vishnu, Sidhu, Adi Sr., 

Sarosh, Feram and the Meherazad mandali. Three days later, on the 20th, the men and women mandali at Meherazad 

were instructed to fast, and they continued to fast every Friday until Baba's special work was completed. Baba, 

likewise, would join them in the fast. 

On Sunday, 22 September 1957, 101 poor children from the school in nearby Pimpalgaon Village were brought to 

Meherazad. Baba bowed to them and gave each the same prasad, one rupee and laddoos prepared by Chhagan. 

Although Baba still had intense pain in his hip joint, he laid his head on the feet of the poor and lepers for his work. 



 

 

Baba would experience what he described as a "loose feeling" in his hip joint. When he took steps, he could feel the 

bone settle in place. This also happened when he turned on his side while lying down. Baba and the mandali were 

informed about a physical therapist in Bombay who was able to relieve pain by pressing nerve fibers, so Nariman 

was asked to arrange for Baba to stay in Bombay for three weeks to take this treatment. 

On the 23rd, the Meherabad mandali returned to Meherazad for further discussions. Afterwards, Baba returned to 

Ahmednagar in Adi Sr.’s car. Adi got down and Padri drove Baba on to Meherabad, where Baba visited those there, 

before returning to Meherazad. 

Eruch left for Satara on the 24th, where he was required to be present in court for the final verdict in the accident 

case. As mentioned, he was acquitted. 

 

At the time, Baba was using his bedroom on the top floor of the house in Meherazad, where he was carried each day 

in an armchair. Prior to the second accident, the night watchman would always sit outside Baba's room, but after the 

accident, whoever was on duty sat with Baba in the room. The reason was that Baba would get jerks in his legs as he 

rested, so the watchman would have to sit on the bed and hold Baba's feet. On the night of 26 September, Bhau was 

sitting on Baba's bed with one leg dangling over the side, holding Baba's feet. Baba was snoring loudly. Even though 

Bhau had once experienced Baba's omniscience in Satara in this regard, still the thought pestered him: "Baba is 

snoring like an ordinary man. How can it be that the Avatar has conscious sleep?" 

Suddenly, Baba moved and he began snapping his fingers repeatedly. Bhau stood up, and as soon as both feet 

touched the floor, he saw a poisonous krait an inch from his foot. Had Baba not drawn his attention there, he would 

surely have been bitten. It was astonishing that the snake could have come up to the second floor, as there was no 

way up except the staircase, and the dogs regularly patrolled the gardens and barked if they spotted a snake. 

Baba motioned to Bhau to kill the snake. As he had never killed a snake in his life, Bhau did so with much 

difficulty, crushing its head. Baba asked him, "What type of sleep do I have?" Bhau laughed, and Baba reminded 

him, "Just remember that I can never sleep like an ordinary man. I am always awake! I am always conscious, doing 

my Universal work."129 

Baba went to Ahmednagar at 6:00 P.M. on the 28th with the men and women mandali to attend a traveling circus.130 

Sarosh and Adi had had a private enclosure erected so that no one could see the women. How the circus manager 

came to know of Baba's presence is unknown. But towards the end of the show, the man brought out an elephant 

who garlanded Baba before the audience and the manager expressed his gratefulness to Baba for coming. Baba 

appreciated the expression of love, but then left hurriedly. Instead of watching the remainder of the performance, 

people began looking at Baba, waiting for the chance to take darshan. Perturbed, Baba and the women quietly left 

the tent and returned to Meherazad. The manager's devotion proved a burden to Baba! 

 

On Sunday, 29 September 1957, another meeting about the sahavas was held at Meherazad with the same group of 

men who had attended the previous meeting on the 8th. Baba also invited the Ahmednagar lovers, and Rustom Kaka 

entertained Baba with melodious singing. Accommodations for the Western lovers coming for the sahavas were 

discussed, and Sarosh and Viloo assured Baba they would be able to manage it. 

Baba repeated some of what he had conveyed at an earlier meeting: 

The work I do, to fulfill all that is ordained, releases a tremendous force that stamps my advent. When the 

Infinite and Changeless works through the finite and changing, the channels are necessarily varied and 

unlimited. The opposing forces created are tremendous, but also serve my work. In spite of the dark cloud 

facing me, I do my work ceaselessly. Part of my work, by June 1958, is to give my sahavas to hundreds of my 

followers. 

Do not try to understand the method of my working. Do not worry or question. Just obey. The pain I have in the 

hip joint is one of the many distractions I have to reckon with while doing my work. [Because] unquestioning 

obedience and 100 percent willingness to happily carry out my instructions and abide by my decision, help in 

 
129 Just a few days later, at about six in the evening on 1 October 1957, the women killed another snake in 

Baba’s room. 
130 Meherjee, Dadi Kerawala and Meherwan Jessawala accompanied them. They had arrived from Poona 

the day before and spent the night at Meherazad. 



 

 

my work. Do not worry if [my instructions] seem contradictory or oscillating. I know what has to be done. I 

know how it is to be done. It is for you to do what I say. Do not be concerned with anything else. 

The meeting lasted from 9:30 A.M. to 3:00 P.M., and at noon, tea and bhujias were served. All were given much more 

than they could eat, so afterwards Gustadji collected the leftover bhujias and kept them in his room to enjoy later. 

When Baba came to know of it, he asked Gustadji, "Do you want to die? If you eat all those bhujias you will surely 

perish!" Although none knew it at the time, this was a hint to Gustadji, as will be seen. 

The main points to emerge from the meeting were: Baba stated there can be no sahavas after 15 June 1958. He must 

give sahavas to the East and West, preferably combined, which can only be held in February. But with the present 

pain, which restricted his movements to the minimum, such sahavas was not possible. He therefore stated he would 

try two new sources of treatment: one from an ayurvedic doctor in Bombay, and if that did not help, then treatment 

from an American-trained chiropractor in Calcutta, whom Goher had contacted. 

Baba said: 

If the pain is relieved [after treatment] by November end, I will give a combined East-West sahavas in India in 

February for twelve days. If the pain remains as it is now, I will divide East and West, as the combined sahavas 

under the circumstances would be a great strain, and give sahavas only to the Easterners in February 1958. I 

will give the Western sahavas in Myrtle Beach in May 1958 to my lovers only. There will be no publicity and 

no "open-day" darshan, as in the past. 

Baba indicated that he would not go to Europe or England (lovers from there should go to Myrtle Beach), but he 

would go to Australia. 

After the meeting concluded, before everyone departed, a board game of Pachisi was played to an exciting draw.131 

On 30 September 1957, 101 elders from Pimpalgaon villagers were brought to Meherazad. As he had done with the 

lepers and children before, Baba bowed down to each old man and woman and gave ten rupees and laddoos 

prepared by Chhagan as his prasad. Sarosh brought the D.S.P., Collector and Civil Surgeon to witness the 

proceedings, but they came late. Nevertheless, Baba spoke with them for a few minutes and gave each one laddoo as 

prasad. 

Adi Sr. brought Gulmai at 2:30 p.m. on 1 October, after the completion of her 40-days of midnight prayers. Hoshang 

Bharucha visited the following day; Pankhraj on the 3rd (for a three-day stay at Meherazad); and Siganporia on the 

4th. Adi was sent periodically to Sakori to convey Baba’s messages to Godavri Mai and others there. He went on 6 

October and reported to Baba at Meherazad the next day, bringing A. C. S. Chari with him. 

Baba continued working with Kaikobad for half an hour every day. Kaikobad did not have the least idea what great 

work Baba was doing; he would simply keep repeating the seven names of God (“Ya Yezdan, Ahuramazda, Allah, 

Ishwar, Paramatma, God Almighty, Parvardigar!”), as Baba would lay his head on his feet after every name. 

During this period, Savak Kotwal, one of the night watchmen, was allowed to go to Bombay for a week as his health 

was poor. Therefore, Bhau kept watch from 4:00 P.M. to 4:00 A.M. each day, and Gustadji kept watch for two hours, 

from 4:00 to 6:00 A.M. Since Gustadji was also observing silence, Baba and he would converse using hand signs, 

which Baba highly enjoyed. As soon as Gustadji would come to him, Baba would ask for a bottle of soda water, 

knowing that Gustadji liked it. Gustadji would hand him the soda, and after a sip, Baba would hand it back for him 

to drink. When he finished, Baba would ask for a second bottle, and again after a taste, he would give it to Gustadji. 

This would go on until 6:00 A.M., and Gustadji would return from Baba's bedside with a glowing smile on his face. 

This exchange was to be Baba's last amusement with his old companion. 

At the beginning of October 1957, a copy of Listen, Humanity, about the 1955 Sahavas at Meherabad, was received 

by airmail. It was edited by Don Stevens and published by Sufism Reoriented, Inc. Baba was extremely pleased with 

it and wished that it be read as widely as possible before the coming sahavas. 

 

On Tuesday, 8 October 1957, Baba went to Bombay for various medical treatments. He sat first in Adi Sr.’s car and 

stopped briefly on the way at Sarosh Motor Works, where Beatrice Vigo had a final opportunity for his contact 

 
131 Pachisi is similar to Parcheesi. It was played on a cloth board, with traditional seashells as dice. For his 

turn, Baba rolled the seashells himself. If the shell fell with the open side up, that was one move forward, 

and if the closed side came up, it meant zero or no moves. Only two people played at a time. Usually, Bhau 

moved Baba's pieces for him on the board. 



 

 

before she left for America. At the Ahmednagar railway crossing, he switched cars and rode with the women 

mandali in Meherjee’s car. They stopped for tea at Panvel, where a few beggars were given some coins. 

In Bombay, Baba and the women stayed at Ashiana, where an air-conditioner had been fitted to the sitting room, 

which Baba appreciated. Eruch, Bhau, Baidul and Jalbhai were also there, but would sleep at Dina Talati’s mother 

Rupamai Karani's home during the night.132 Chhagan, too, was called from Ahmednagar and shared nightwatch 

duties with Bhau. Savak had still not fully recuperated and resided with his family in Bombay. 

An ayurvedic physician, Dr. Bachubhai, began treating Baba in Bombay. He would come to Ashiana to massage 

Baba's hip with different types of oil, and gave some ayurvedic oral medicine (guggul and bhasma), as well. But 

finding no satisfactory relief, Baba stopped the treatment from the 18th. 

Meherjee had come to Bombay for a week and wrote about the treatment: 

[Instead of helping], on the contrary, at times the pain increased and Baba felt a heaviness in the limb. The 

nights were very restless … All these troubles, time and expenses of this Bombay trip has gone to the winds … 

Baba has taken upon himself this suffering and pain, or whatever you may call it, for his own work, and no 

amount of medical or other treatment will alleviate the same unless its time has come, and then Baba will be 

his own [old] self physically. In fact, he will make himself as he wants to be. 

Koduri Krishna Rao of Andhra had written for permission to have a life-sized statue of Baba made for a proposed 

center in Kovvur. Baba agreed to it and Bhikubhai of Meelan Studios had taken some photographs of Baba at 

Ganeshkhind in September to use as a basis. On 9 October, Adi Sr. visited the studios of a famous sculptor named B. 

V. Talim, 69. Talim was a legendary figure in Maharashtra. In 1954, he had sculpted the famous white Italian 

marble statue of Sai Baba that was placed above his tomb in Shirdi. Adi liked what he saw at the studio and fixed a 

price of Rs.16,000 for a life-sized bronze statue of Baba seated in a chair. With Baba’s permission, Talim’s 

son/assistant Harish, 34, came to Ashiana that day and took some measurements of Baba’s face. A few days later, a 

pair of Baba’s pants and a sadra were sent from Meherazad and given to Talim, so that the proportions of the figure 

would be accurate.133 

 

When Baba had reached Ashiana on the 8th, he told Bhau, "Despite whatever I may tell you, eat your meals to the 

fullest." Bhau did not completely understand what Baba meant, but he said he would. He was only eating one meal a 

day, as he had to be on watch near Baba from early in the evening until midnight. Eruch, too, would eat only once a 

day. 

The first night, Baba remarked, "Plenty of good food will be available at Ashiana during our stay, so drink only one 

cup of tea in the morning [at Rupamai's] and then come here to eat." At midnight, Bhau had to trudge almost a mile 

and a half to Rupamai's, and then return to Ashiana by seven o'clock in the morning. 

The next afternoon, when everyone was seated for lunch, Baba sat next to Bhau and asked, "How much are you 

eating? Your plate is overflowing! Are you a giant? If you eat all this, what will be left for the others?" 

Addressing the mandali he continued, "Look how much Bhau eats! What kind of manners does he have?" Baba went 

on belittling Bhau in front of the others until lunch was over, and Bhau felt very upset about it. Baba's taunts about 

Bhau's gargantuan appetite became a daily ritual at lunchtime, so Bhau began taking only one slice of bread. Twenty 

days passed like this, but Baba did not let up for a single day, teasing and harassing Bhau whenever he sat down for 

lunch. Each day, Baba would come and sit next to him, and unleash a string of comments and criticisms about him 

and his appetite. 

As lunchtime would approach each day, Bhau began to feel nervous, and would while away some time by 

pretending to have to go to the toilet, coming back to the table only long enough to consume his solitary piece of 

bread. But Baba would not leave him alone. Finally, one day Bhau got exasperated. He said to Baba, "From 

tomorrow, I will not come for food. Give me only eight annas [50 paisa] a day, and I will make my own [food] 

arrangements outside. For the past three weeks, I have been living on one piece of bread, and still you do not leave 

me alone and keep taunting me that I eat like a giant!" 

 
132 Rupamai’s husband Hormusji had died in June 1957. 
133 Talim first made a clay-model head study of Baba, which Adi Sr. saw on 1 November 1957 and made 

some suggestions.  



 

 

Baba replied, "What a fool you are! The very first day, I told you that despite what I say, you should have your fill. 

Isn't that so? But you disobeyed me. You broke my order. And every day, when you were breaking my order by not 

eating, you were breaking my heart! How hurt I felt when you would not eat well." 

Bhau realized his mistake and started eating regularly. Baba continued to taunt him, but was pleased that Bhau now 

ate in spite of it. 

The story does not end here. Six months later, when Baba was again staying at Ganeshkhind in Poona, several 

Bombay and Poona lovers were called. At lunch, everyone sat down to eat and Baba also took a chair opposite 

Bhau. In the presence of all, he asked Bhau, "How is it that you eat like a giant? If you do so, others will go 

hungry!" Bhau acted as if he did not hear him and continued eating, whereupon, Baba commented, "See how 

shameless this fellow is! I tell him he takes too much food, yet he goes on stuffing his mouth. This is the height of 

brazenness." 

Those present glared at Bhau, but in obedience to Baba, he kept on eating. Baba kept criticizing him, and Sorabji 

Siganporia looked at Bhau, puzzled by his actions. What could Bhau say? The fact was that by eating once a day, his 

intake was comparatively less than the others. 

Baba left after the meal was over, and the guests asked Bhau, "You are one of the mandali; how can you disobey 

Baba?" 

"I was very hungry," Bhau replied. 

"But it was Baba's wish that you should not eat. Would it have killed you to miss one meal? When you cannot do 

such a small thing, how can you serve Baba properly?" 

Laughing, Bhau replied, "I serve only my stomach, and despite how it appears, it really is not against Baba's wish." 

In the evening when he went to Baba, Baba embraced him and said, "Today, I am very happy with you. You obeyed 

me 100 percent in spite of being humiliated." 

 

One day at Ashiana, Arnavaz was feeling indisposed and Baba told her to take Anacin before sleeping. Baba was in 

his room that night with Bhau by his side. When Arnavaz was about to retire for the night, she remembered about 

the Anacin, but by now, it was too late to go out and buy some, as all the shops were closed. There was some in the 

house, but it was in the room which Baba was using, and it was unthinkable to disturb Baba once he had gone to 

bed. Eruch, however, told her he would go inside and get some for her, so that she would not break Baba's order. 

Eruch carefully pried open the door and slowly went inside. Baba was snoring loudly. Picking up the bottle, Eruch 

left without making any noise whatsoever. He proudly handed the medicine to Arnavaz, and congratulated himself 

on his cleverness in being able to steal something from under God's nose. 

But as soon as Eruch had left, Baba woke up and asked Bhau who had come into the room. Bhau told him, and he 

was astonished that Baba knew someone had entered the room though he seemed to be in deep sleep. Baba motioned 

to Bhau to summon Eruch, and he asked him the reason for his entering his room. Eruch told him, and Baba warned, 

"Remember that I see everything even from my sleep!" Eruch's cunning turned to water, and later, he asked Bhau 

why he had told Baba. "I did not tell him!” Bhau said. “He himself asked who had entered the room." 

Baba gave another demonstration of his omniscience during this stay in Bombay. Baidul's daughter, Sarwar, was 

married and was living in Bombay with her husband, Jehangir Taraporewala. Once the couple had a heated quarrel 

and Sarwar became so upset that she decided to leave Jehangir. At the same time, Baba was in Ashiana, taking 

Baidul to task on the pretext of not bringing a certain mast to him. Suddenly, Baba instructed him, "Go and bring 

Sarwar here immediately." 

Sarwar’s residence was a couple of miles away, and Baidul went in a taxi. When he arrived, Sarwar was walking out 

the door with her bags packed! Baidul told her that Baba wanted her, and she was amazed that Baba could have 

known about her predicament. Leaving the luggage at home, she accompanied her father to Baba. Baidul knew 

nothing of her quarrel with her husband, and Sarwar did not tell him. 

Upon arriving at Ashiana, Baba asked Sarwar to sit quietly for five minutes, and feeling guilty, she obeyed. Her 

anger dissolved, and Baba told her, "Anger is among the worst possible things and it should be swallowed. You 

stayed with me for so many years [at Meherabad], so you should be an example to others." Baba's words impressed 

Sarwar deeply, and she repented for becoming so upset. She was thus convinced of Baba's omniscience, and the 

experience served as inspiration to her for the rest of her life. 

During the Bombay stay, Goher's sister Katie kept Baba amused by her mimicry and funny stories; likewise, Jim 

Mistry kept Baba in good humor with his wit and jokes. 



 

 

On Sunday, 20 October 1957, Khorshed brought a blind singer to Ashiana. Each of his hands had two fingers 

missing. Nevertheless, he was able to play the harmonium quite well and sang several ghazals, which Baba enjoyed. 

Because they were in Bombay, and Baba had stopped the ayurvedic massages, Goher suggested consulting Dr. 

Talwalkar again. He advised new X-rays be taken, and so the mandali took Baba to a well-known radiologist, Dr. L. 

H. Athle, whose clinic was at the junction of Queen and Charni Roads. The new X-rays were shown to Dr. 

Talwalkar, who prescribed some oral medication.  

As related, in September, Goher began looking for a chiropractor, and through A. C. S. Chari, she had contacted an 

American-trained chiropractor of Armenian descent, Dr. M. Alexander, with offices in Calcutta about the possibility 

of Baba's going there for treatment. Baba's X-rays were sent, and Chari wrote that, according to Dr. Alexander, Baba 

definitely would benefit from a chiropractic adjustment.  

While they were in Bombay, Goher received a letter from Adele Wolkin in New York. Adele was working as a 

nurse in a hospital and would often write, volunteering to help in any way she could by sending medicines or 

anything else needed for Baba. In her letter, Adele suggested that Dr. Harry Kenmore, the blind chiropractor who 

had met Baba in America in 1956, might be the right doctor to help in relieving Baba's pain. After reading the 

Family Letter about efforts to contact a chiropractor in Calcutta, Kenmore had also written to Goher, offering his 

services and suggesting Baba begin taking a calcium-phosphorous solution. Goher read Adele's letter to Baba, who 

decided to call Kenmore to India. On 23 October, Kenmore was sent a telegram to take the first available flight to 

India after the 1st of November. 

Even though they had not helped Baba much, Baba was pleased with Dr. Talwalkar and Dr. Athle's efforts. Baba 

always insisted on paying whatever fees were charged; but both men, prominent, well-known doctors, refused to 

accept any money from him. Goher tried to make Dr. Athle take at least enough for the cost of the X-ray films, but 

that too he refused. As it was Diwali, Baba gave Goher two old silver rupee coins, instructing her to give each 

doctor one of the coins. She did so, and each was deeply touched, saying he would treasure and keep the coin, 

because it came from Baba. 

Because it was Diwali, during the night there was the constant din of firecrackers exploding outside Ashiana 

apartment. Baba commented: "All this and the moon and the stars are the faintest illusory echo of my light. I am all 

Light!" 

On 24th, Baba began fasting at 2:00 P.M. and remained only on water for 24 hours. During his stay in Bombay, Baba 

would occasionally go out with the mandali for drives along the busy streets, but for the most part he was inside his 

room, sometimes listening to the record player, or playing carrom with the men. Baidul would also bring masts to 

him in Ashiana, where Baba would sit alone with them for his contact. (The mast contacts were no doubt in relation 

to his special 75-days' work, which ended while he was in Bombay.) 

On Sunday, 27 October 1957, Baba allowed his close Bombay lovers to have darshan, and almost 400 people came 

to Ashiana. All were old-time lovers. Compared to how he had been at other times, Baba was quite free with them, 

talking and joking expansively. 

Jim and Roda Mistry attended the darshan with their three young sons, Meherwan, Falu and Sarosh. Baba asked Jim, 

"Which son is the most devilish?" 

Jim said, "Sarosh has that honor." 

So Baba motioned to Sarosh, "Sit beside me and don't do anything naughty!" Sarosh was only three years old, and 

sat near Baba on the floor with his legs crossed and his eyes shut as if meditating. During the darshan, Sarosh would 

slightly open his eyes to peek at Baba, and Baba would catch him every time, pointing to him and telling those at the 

darshan, "Look at this young yogi! He is sitting in samadhi, but is very clever, looking at me from the corner of his 

eye." 

Roda narrated to Baba this incident about Sarosh. One day she told him that he was big enough now to go to the 

toilet without her help. Sarosh entered the bathroom, and sat on the commode. After passing a stool, the boy picked 

up a mug of water and loudly shouted, "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" Then he washed himself, much to the 

amusement of his mother. On hearing this, Baba, too, had a hearty laugh and remarked to Roda, "I have given you 

three select gems." 

Kharmen Masi came for the darshan. She was a stout, rotund woman, and Baba teased her, "Kharmen Masi, you 

seem weak! You should be sent to the battlefield to fight!" 



 

 

Soonamasi and her daughter, Khorshed, attended the darshan. They had been staying in Bombay since the New Life 

began in 1949 and were only permitted to visit Baba occasionally. Soonamasi was miserable at living away from 

Baba, and Baba assured her, "Don't think I am keeping you away. By being far, I keep you close to me." 

Baba asked Jal and Dolly Dastoor, "Do you ever quarrel?" 

Jal replied, "At times." 

"Then, let me see how you fight!" Both burst out laughing, but Dolly's mother, Soonamasi Engineer, said, "They 

don't quarrel, Baba. Jal is a very good man." 

Baba asked D. M. Shinde, "How is your business?" 

"Full of ups and downs," he replied. 

"All worldly affairs are like that," Baba observed. "Only my business doesn't have them!" 

Baba asked Keshav Nene to sing, which he did. Baba asked his age, and when Nene said, "Forty-five," Baba 

quipped, "You look like a youngster of fifteen." 

Meherbai Merchant was a very short lady, and Baba joked with her, "You look like a pygmy! When I come back 

after 700 years, I will make you 20 feet tall and use a ladder to embrace you." 

Thus the darshan ended amidst great merriment, and Baba, too, appeared very happy. 

 

There was one odd aspect of Baba’s month-long stay in Bombay in October 1957. For the first time, Baba had not 

taken Gustadji with him. The close mandali could not understand why. Usually, wherever Baba traveled anywhere, 

Baba indicated that Gustadji had to be with him. But Baba’s reason became apparent when, on Wednesday, 30 

October 1957, Adi telephoned from Ahmednagar to inform Baba that Gustadji had passed away that day at 3:20 P.M. 

Kaka Baria had gone to his room to take him his afternoon tea and found him lying on his side in bed not breathing. 

A few days before, Kaka had informed Adi that Gustadji was not feeling well, so on 28 October, Adi brought Dr. 

Hoshang from Ahmednagar to examine him.134 Gustadji’s heart was weak due to his age, the doctor said. His liver 

was enlarged and he had a slight pneumonic patch. 

Adi brought Dr. Hoshang again on the morning of the 30th. At that time, Gustadji gestured to Adi, “Tell Baba that I 

am about to pass away.” He died five hours later. 

Eruch informed Baba of Gustadji’s passing. When Baba heard the news, tears came into his eyes. For three minutes, 

he could not say anything. This was one of the very rare times Baba was ever observed to weep when he heard that 

someone had died. This, in itself, was a fitting tribute to Gustadji and a testament to how dearly Baba loved him. 

Bhau recalled, “The atmosphere was very quiet and calm. We were standing like statues.” 

Suddenly, Baba revealed, “My dear old friend and silent companion Gustadji whilst dropping his body realized me 

as I really am.” This was the first time that Baba implied someone had "realized" him. Usually, Baba would state 

that the person who had died had "come" to him — meaning they had attained mukti (liberation), or would come 

back to him in the next life or be reborn in a Baba family. 

After reminiscing about Gustadji for a few minutes, Baba motioned to the mandali to leave the room, and he wiped 

his eyes with a handkerchief. 

According to Baba's wish, on the 30th Gustadji's body was taken by Adi Sr. to lower Meherabad, where Padri bathed 

it and kept it in the Interview Cabin. Kaikobad, who had accompanied Adi from Meherazad, was instructed by Baba 

to stay at Meherabad and pray until the body was buried the following day twelve feet from Ali Shah's humble 

tomb, near the dhuni. The funeral was held at 3:00 p.m. on 31 October and was attended by Meherjee, Sadashiv, 

Meherwan, Dadi and others from Poona and Ahmednagar. 

At 67, Gustadji was the oldest of the mandali and he kept silence until his last breath. He was Baba's "Dark Side," 

the closest and most loved of Baba's intimate circle and companions. Age saluted this most stalwart member of 

Baba's inner circle who, in the end, attained the Goal of Realization! 

 
134 Dr. Hoshang was a woman doctor who had a private hospital in Ahmednagar where some of the mandali 

were treated periodically. 



 

 

The 31st was Nariman Dadachanji's birthday, and a party to celebrate the occasion was held at Ashiana. Baba 

permitted the celebrations to be held as planned, with the exception that ice cream (which Gustadji loved) should not 

be served.135 

On the afternoon of 1 November 1957, while Baba was resting, the doorbell rang. Arnavaz answered it, and outside 

there were three disciples of Mirchandani, the man who claimed to be but who was not a real saint. They demanded 

to see Baba and said it was an order from their Master (Mirchandani) to bring Meher Baba to him since Baba had 

promised to visit him. Arnavaz explained that Baba was resting and no one was allowed inside. She tried to send 

them away, but Baba clapped and asked who was there. She informed him, and he instructed, "Ask them to go. They 

should tell Mirchandani to come and see me here next month." But the men refused to leave, and finally Baba 

permitted them to come inside. 

One of the men had been waving his fingers trying to hypnotize Arnavaz, and seated before Baba he started doing 

the same thing to him. Arnavaz thought: "These crazy people are trying to hypnotize the Avatar." One of 

Mirchandani's followers, Alu Khambatta’s relative, had previously been in Baba's contact. Baba gave him a 

handkerchief and, fortunately, he later left Mirchandani. 

After speaking with Baba for a few moments, the men left. Adi Sr. and Waman had arrived in Bombay. Early the 

next morning Baba sent Adi to deliver a message to Mirchandani that he could come and see Baba at Ashiana at a 

darshan to be held there in December. But Mirchandani wanted Baba to come to his apartment and did not attend the 

darshan at Ashiana. 

Baba departed with the men and women on 2 November in Adi and Meherjee's cars. On the way back, he stopped at 

the Dadachanjis’ home in Dadar; at the J. B. Marzaban Sanatorium in Khandala, where the Siganporia family had 

rented a room and had his darshan;136 and at Bindra House in Poona. (“Baba looked pale and worn out,” Eruch’s 

sister Manu wrote in a letter, “[as did] all the mandali who accompanied him.”)  

The women got down from Meherjee’s car at Bindra House while Baba went to Ramakrishnan’s quarters at Kirkee. 

He spent almost two hours there, sorting out differences between the Poona Center members, urging them to 

cooperate and work together harmoniously. 

It was two o’clock by the time Baba returned to Bindra House. The women had already had their lunch and tea, so 

Baba’s lunch was packed and taken with them in the car. Savak Kotwal, who had regained his health, had come 

from Bombay with the mandali and, upon reaching Meherazad that same evening, he resumed his nightwatch duty 

as before. 

On the morning of the 4th, with some of the mandali traveling in Adi’s car, Baba was driven to Meherabad in 

Sarosh’s car with several others. Baba was brought in his wheelchair near Gustadji's grave. He told Kaikobad, 

"Although Gustadji has realized me as I really am, still pray that he may become one with God." As Kaikobad began 

to pray, some village women gathered on the road and began staring at them. Their presence disturbed Baba's mood, 

and he had the prayers stopped. The mandali pushed him in his wheelchair to the Jhopdi. When the women on the 

road walked away, Baba again went to Gustadji's grave and scattered flowers over it. The mandali joined in. Baba 

also placed flowers on the tomb of Ali Shah. 

Finally, as previously arranged, Baba laid his head on the feet of 25 elderly villagers from Arangaon, to whom he 

gave five rupees each as prasad. One villager burst forth with, "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" which Baba felt 

inappropriate for the occasion. Because of the man's interruption, Baba lost his temper with someone and his mood 

was disturbed. But Baba's mood was restored after he bowed down two times at the feet of each of the mandali 

present. 

Baba then went to visit Rama, Mehernath and Sheela Kalchuri, as well as Jangle's family, in the Family Quarters. 

He visited with Mansari and Kaikobad's family living on the hill, as well as the mandali in lower Meherabad. After 

discussing with Padri and the other mandali about the sahavas program, he was driven back to Meherazad. He felt 

feverish and generally indisposed. His hip joint pained continuously. 

 

On 5 November 1957, the chiropractor Harry Kenmore arrived in Meherazad with Meherjee. He had brought his 

own folding table, and began treating Baba in mandali hall for an hour every morning and another hour every 

 
135 The ice cream had already been ordered so Arnavaz had it distributed at a boarding school for poor 

students.  
136 The Jal Marzban Recreation Pavilion or Sanatorium was a large holiday home built close to the 

highway. 



 

 

evening, and added more protein and vitamins to Baba’s diet. Baba was uncomfortable lying on the table, and 

although he endured his treatment patiently, it was without avail. (“A nasty piece of work,” Kenmore remarked 

when he first examined Baba’s hip.) There was no doubt about Dr. Kenmore's skill; in fact, one day Baba remarked 

to him, "If you had not become blind you would have become a great, world renowned surgeon — but then there 

would have been no Baba [his contact]!" 

One day Baba remarked to Kenmore, "Someday, I will give you true sight — a glimpse of myself which will make 

you realize that it is the only thing worth seeing. What others see with their physical eyes has no value." 

Kenmore was manipulating Baba another day when he felt a tear in Baba's sadra and quipped, "I don't wonder your 

sadra is torn, Baba. Since there are so many hanging on to your daaman, there is bound to be some wear and tear!" 

One day Baba told Harry, “I used to walk so fast, the mandali had to run after me.” 

Harry responded, “Well, Baba, they still run after you!” 

Kenmore had also suggested a stationary bicycle for Baba to use, and one was procured from the Military Hospital 

and set up in a corner of mandali hall. Baba would pedal on it for several minutes each day, although the pedaling 

gave him much pain. Kenmore feared that there was little of the natural fluid left in Baba's hip joint, and instead of 

moving smoothly, it was grating against the bone. 

Although Kenmore did his best to alleviate Baba's pain, the adjustments did not help much. One day he looked quite 

despondent, and Baba asked him the reason. He said, "Namdeo's love even made the stone image of Vithal [Vishnu] 

accept food from his hands, but, although I do my best and am daily praying sincerely to you [for the pain to be 

less], you don’t listen!137 It makes me think that I have no love for you." 

Baba replied, "There is no ‘will’ in Vithal's statue, but here you have to keep my will. I have taken upon myself this 

pain; it is for the good of mankind. When the objective is achieved, the pain will automatically go. I am giving you 

the chance of treating me so that you can serve me, which you do wholeheartedly. I express my appreciation to you, 

and this is my reply to your prayers." 

"Had I come in June, all these complications would not have set in,” Kenmore said in frustration. “And had my trip 

been delayed by a few months, I would not have been able to help at all.” 

Baba explained, “My accident is no ‘accident.’ You did not come before because I had to suffer.” Baba told him to 

do his best to treat him and leave the results to him, as Baba’s burden was Universal. Kenmore had Baba's close 

company during this time, and though blind, his heart could feel and thus “see” what Baba was — love incarnate. 

Another person who had been feeling depressed during that period was Eruch, who felt himself partially responsible 

for Baba's physical suffering. On one occasion soon after the accident, Baba asked him, "Why do you look so sad?" 

"You know the reason," Eruch replied. 

Baba assured him, "Don't be sad. You will see me walking. One day I will definitely walk." 

Eruch had little hope despite Baba's assurance, and continued to feel sick at heart whenever he saw Baba in pain. 

Later Baba corrected him, "What makes you so presumptuous to think you are the cause of my pain? Who are you?" 

"I was the driver," Eruch said. "It is but natural for me to feel this way." 

"It has nothing to do with you. The accident had to happen and it has happened. I had told you all there would be a 

personal calamity. Why should you feel so sad about it?" 

"But you will be crippled for life! You won't be able to walk. We have seen you walk so fast that we had to run after 

you. Where is that now? All gone! 

"Who says that?" 

"The greatest surgeon in the world. Don and all the other doctors say it." 

And so Eruch mentally suffered with such thoughts. One day Don came to Meherazad and while glancing through a 

novel called King Jesus (by Robert Graves), he came across a passage that claimed Jesus had a limp. When Eruch 

read this he was somewhat reconciled by the fact that even Jesus had to suffer in a similar manner. 

 

137 Namdeo's devotion to Vithal was so great, it is said, that the statue he worshiped would come alive 

during his devotions. 



 

 

On 6 November 1957, Pukar and his family, along with Bhavani Prasad, Paliwal, Bishambar and Anguri Gupta, 

Keshav Nigam and several others from Hamirpur and Delhi, including Thirumala Rao with his family, came for 

Baba's darshan. Mungalal of Nauranga had also come, but he had become like a mast and was behaving strangely. 

Once in a fit of emotion he jumped into a well. On the way to Meherazad, Mungalal had gotten off the train at the 

wrong station, and Pukar had to get off at Rahuri and go back and bring him on another train. Because of his state, 

Baba had called him to Meherazad, and after meeting Baba, Mungalal regained his senses. 

Kishan Singh came the following day and Jalbhai and Ramjoo arrived on the 9th. Eruch’s cousin Meheru Damania of 

Akbar Press was engaged to be married soon. Meheru had been in Baba’s contact since her childhood and had been 

named by Baba. Unfortunately, her sister Khorshed (Eruch’s wife) had become involved with Mirchandani. Baba 

called the family to Meherazad on 15 November, where he spoke with them for two hours, reminding them of his 

recent warning about false gurus. He informed them that if Mirchandani attended Meheru’s wedding, the Bindra 

House family would not be permitted by Baba to attend. 

The next day, five elderly Pimpalgaon villagers were brought to Meherazad. Baba bowed at their feet and gave each 

Rs.51 as prasad. 

 

On 23 November the Jessawalas came to Meherazad with Banumasi and Dadi Kerawala, as did Nariman and 

Siganporia. The next morning, Sunday, 24 November 1957, Baba drove to Meherabad in Sarosh’s car with Harry, 

Nariman and Eruch. Jalbhai and Savak went with Adi. There was a darshan/bhajan program for the Arangaon 

followers, followed by a tour of Meherabad for Kenmore. On the way back to Meherazad, Baba had the car stopped 

by Akbar Press, where he met those who had come for the wedding. 

On Monday, 25 November 1957, Meheru Damania and Burjor Mehta were married in Ahmednagar. Nariman and 

Kaka Baria came from Meherazad, and Padri, Vishnu, Don, Sidhu and Jangle from Meherabad. On the 29th morning, 

the couple came to Meherazad in their wedding clothes, where Baba blessed them and urged them, "Both of you 

hold fast to my daaman." 

Baba held a meeting at Meherazad on Wednesday, 27 November 1957 to give his decision about the upcoming 

sahavas congregation. Harry Kenmore was also present. 

Baba stated: 

I am very pleased with Harry, both with his love for me and his skill as a doctor. He knows his job 100 percent, 

and he has helped in my work by helping my body to the extent he has. He has done his best with satisfactory 

results. But the condition in the hip joint is very bad, and he knows, as I have said all along, that I will not be 

able to walk about again as before. He says, and I know, that if he had come some months ago, I would now be 

walking about normally. But that was not ordained. My accident is no “accident,” and it all comes to one thing: 

what I wanted has happened, and what I want will happen. 

The continuous pain was a distraction to my work, hence the arrival of Harry Kenmore, who has helped greatly. 

He has adjusted my body to structural balance, and I am now able to stand erect with good posture for the first 

time since the accident. To hold this structural balance, he has advised great care for about a year and utmost 

precautions while giving darshan and sahavas. There should be no strain to my body, and I must avoid fatigue 

and refrain from movements causing exertion, such as handing prasad to large numbers as I do during 

darshans, or being garlanded and embraced by them. I have agreed to follow his advice during the darshans I 

will give in Poona and Bombay in December and thereafter. 

I tell Harry that as long as he is here and attending to me, I will do what he says, and in his absence will try to 

carry out his instructions. But I cannot promise to carry them out fully because I have work to do. He has 

satisfactorily attended to his business and I have to attend to mine. I have taken on this body for humanity's 

sake, and I have to use my body for the work I have to do in my love for humanity. Therefore, I must not take 

care of it to the extent of letting it interfere in my work. On the other hand, I must take enough care so that my 

body stands up to the strain of work that lies ahead of me during the year. 

I have decided not to give the combined East-West sahavas for two reasons. Firstly, handicapped as I am 

physically, it would be a great strain and fatigue to me. Secondly, if I give it in spite of that, I would not be able 

to give fully to my lovers that which I wish my sahavas should give, and they would not be able to receive all I 

would want them to have. Hence, I have decided to give the sahavas separately, to the Easterners in India and 

to the Westerners in Myrtle Beach and Australia. I will give the Eastern sahavas in February, and I shall ask 

that the physical expression of their love — garlanding, embracing, et cetera — be modified in keeping with 

Dr. Kenmore's advice and instructions. The number of Easterners attending the sahavas has been restricted to 

1400 (two groups of 700 each instead of four — one group of Hindi and Marathi-speaking lovers, and another 

of Gujarati and Telugu-speaking). 



 

 

I will definitely give my sahavas to my Western lovers in May 1958, for fifteen days in Myrtle Beach and five 

days in Australia. I want no publicity of any kind, no [public] "open-day" program, no "visitors" in that sense. 

The sahavas will be for those who desired to come to India for my sahavas, both those who intended to and 

those who could not make it, and also for others who love me, are willing to obey me, and wish to attend the 

sahavas. 

After 15 July [1958], there will be no more sahavas, congregations, mass darshans, et cetera. I have to do all 

that before 15 July, unmindful of my physical condition and outward circumstances. 

The following day, the lovers in America, Europe and Australia were informed through a telegram of Baba's 

decision, in which he stated: "I have decided as God in my divine knowledge, and as a human patient through Dr. 

Kenmore's knowledge, that combined West-East sahavas in India is absolutely inadvisable." 

And this message was sent to the Westerners through Mani's Family Letter of 1 December: 

I am happy with your love and know your unquestioning and willing acceptance of my wishes. I know what is 

best and my decision is for the best. I love you as God alone can love, and will definitely give you my sahavas 

in May 1958. This sahavas will give you what I want you to have 100 percent to my satisfaction. You will then 

understand fully what I mean by this. Hold on to my daaman, love me more and more and you will receive 

fully what I shall give. 

My love to each. 

 

Gustadji’s brother Slamson saw Baba at Meherazad on 30 November and was given some of Gustadji’s 

belongings.138 Madhusudan had an interview the following day. 

On 5 December 1957, Harry Kenmore left with Meherjee for Bombay, from where he flew back to New York. He 

departed completely drenched with Wine. He had come to treat the Lord, but himself was "treated," and became 

mad in Baba's love. 

Arnavaz and Nariman arrived the same day, and Arnavaz stayed at Meherazad for twelve days. 

 

Baba's Poona lovers had beseeched him to give darshan to them and their families, and Baba agreed, arranging 8 

December, for it. Guruprasad bungalow was engaged and the Poona workers made the required preparations. Others 

from out of town also came after receiving Baba's permission, including Pukar, Bal Natu and about 20 people from 

Ahmednagar. 

Along with them was a newcomer from Jabalpur named Amiya Kumar Hazra. Amiya, 26, had first heard of Baba in 

Jabalpur in 1954 when he chanced on an informal talk being given by Bhau Kalchuri. Later, in 1957, Amiya met Y. 

L. Muniraj at a wedding, and Muniraj convinced him to read some of Baba’s literature. After subsequent meetings 

with Baba lovers from his hometown, Amiya wrote a letter to Baba. From the moment he posted the letter, Amiya's 

love for Baba manifested and began to drive him to emotional excesses. He wrote to Baba pleading that he could not 

wait until February to see him, and Baba therefore permitted him to come to Poona on 7 December. 

Baba was driven from Meherazad on the 7th and spent the night at Ganeshkhind. He did not rest well as he had to be 

up by 5:00 a.m. He arrived at Guruprasad at eight. Those assembled acclaimed him as he entered the hall. 

Garlanding and touching his feet were strictly prohibited. First the Master’s Prayer was recited aloud and then short 

one-minute introductions of the persons and families attending were made. Baba embraced some, patted others and 

kissed a few, conveying some loving or inquiring remarks to every individual. Baba called Amiya to sit at the front 

of the room, on the ladies' side, so he could see Baba better. Until that moment, Amiya had presumed that Baba was 

unaware of his presence in the gathering.  

When the personal introductions were finished, Baba began a discourse about types of obedience: 

Eternally, God is the only One, never changing. God never changes. Everything else changes. It is all a passing 

show. Yesterday has passed; today will also pass. But God was, is and ever will be. Today you are an adult, but 

once you were a child. Some years hence you will become old and drop the body. Then you will be born again 

and will have another body. Many a birth and many a death pass by. God alone remains forever and ever. 

The mind persists through birth and through death in spite of and through its changing vicissitudes. If the mind 

is annihilated, God reveals Himself. And so long as one is not conscious of God, mind persists. When mind 

 
138 The remainder of Gustadji’s clothes, shoes and bags were distributed by Adi Sr. to his servants and the 

poor. 



 

 

goes, God “comes.” It can go only by loving me wholeheartedly. It can also melt away through my grace. But 

in order to be worthy of this grace, you must have obedience, which consists in acting implicitly according to 

my wishes. 

There are different types of obedience: 

1. Obedience of soldiers — from patriotic motives [for one's country]. If a commander orders "Shoot!" the 

bullet is fired by the soldier without giving a second thought. Like the old saying: "Theirs is not to reason why, 

theirs is but to do or die." 

2. Obedience of a paid servant. The more and the quicker his pay, the greater is his "Yes sir," to his employer. 

3. Obedience of a slave in bondage. His is compulsory obedience. We have heard that in olden days when 

slaves were bought and sold, theirs was a miserable life. They did their work because they were lashed and 

because they had no other recourse but to obey under compulsion. 

4. Obedience of a lover [of God]. This is the real type of obedience. His is the willing obedience — no fees or 

consideration, no expectation of return or reward, but love alone. 

Willing obedience is the real type of obedience inspired by wholehearted love. Even in this last type of 

obedience though, there are different stages: 

(a) In the first stage the lover uses his common sense and discrimination in obeying. For example, take Gadekar 

who loves me very much and really wants to obey me willingly. If I tell him: "You must cut off your only son 

Digambar's head!" Gadekar's common sense would tell him to hesitate and he would begin to think: "How can 

Baba say that, and ask me to kill my son? Baba would not have meant it seriously." 

Then I remind him: "I am telling you very seriously and in all earnest. Cut Digambar's throat!" 

Again, Gadekar's common sense and discrimination comes into play. He gets up rather reluctantly and goes in 

search of a blunt blade and thinks: "Baba must have meant that I should just inflict a small cut on Digambar's 

throat ... Baba would not have meant that I should kill him. Just inflicting a small cut with a blunt knife or 

blade will satisfy Baba. Baba has not ordered that I should actually separate the head from the trunk. Baba only 

asked me to ‘cut’ [his throat]." Thus Gadekar neither disobeys Baba, nor does he do any serious harm to his 

son. He makes an effort and uses his discrimination, giving only a slight and superficial cut to Digambar. In his 

discrimination, he has modified the original order in his own interest. This is one stage of willing obedience. 

(b) The second stage is characterized by literal obedience. Here Gadekar gets up with no cheer in his heart, 

shuts his eyes and cuts Digambar's throat. It is like taking a bitter medicine — "castor oil obedience." Gadekar 

does not use his common sense or discrimination. He obeys but without relishing it. 

(c) In the third stage the lover seeks the pleasure of the Master. Here Gadekar cuts Digambar's throat in order to 

please me, and feels quite happy and cheerful, and does it wholeheartedly. He is pleased in doing so and feels 

satisfied because he has thereby pleased me. I call this type of obedience "complete obedience for the pleasure 

of the Beloved." 

(d) Another type of obedience is the state of absolute obedience. It is different from the other types. None 

except the advanced souls on the Path can give such obedience to the Master. Those on the fifth and sixth 

planes alone can give such obedience to the Master. 

Suppose Gadekar and Digambar are before me and I tell the father: "Gadekar, you have come here. Where is 

your son? Why isn't he here?" His absolute obedience leads Gadekar to such oblivion that he does not see 

Digambar by his side and also tells me: "Yes, Baba, Digambar is not to be seen." This is not just nodding his 

head to please the Master, but he actually does not see that Digambar is by his side. 

In conclusion, Baba gestured with a smile, "Don't be afraid! Baba is not going to ask anyone to cut anybody! It was 

just a simile. To ‘cut’ means to remain detached." 

Baba sent the attendees out for tea, and called Amiya Hazra to him during the break. Baba gave Amiya his first 

embrace and then, pointing at Amiya, Baba stated: "Amiya, you are God. You see God [Baba pointed at himself], 

but you have to become God!”  

Amiya was a college lecturer, and Baba continued, "Amiya has plenty of grey matter. I will test your intelligence 

today. I will give you a discourse on God and breath. Only ten sentences. You will have to repeat it. That’s all." 

Baba began: 

What is God? God is neither heavy nor light in weight. He is all-pervading. He is absolutely independent. But 

everything depends upon Him. You have a body; it is matter. You also have energy and mind. Body, energy 



 

 

and mind, in a sense, all depend on breath. In sound sleep the body lies in bed. Energy and mind are dormant, 

but breath continues, independent of all three. 

Amiya was having trouble concentrating. He tried to remember what Baba was gesturing, but when he was asked to 

repeat it, he said, “Baba, I am a fool. I don't recollect anything.” 

Baba said, "No, you have plenty of grey matter. Anyway, don't worry. When you go back to Bhopal, try to recollect 

what I said and then write it out and send it to me.  

“Breath is not God,” Baba continued. “It is only a simile for understanding God. He is the infinite and limitless 

Ocean of Noor, which can only be inadequately rendered in English as ‘Light’ or ‘Effulgence.’ One who sees God 

sees nothing but God, and one who sees everything else sees the world. 

“There is a great difference in seeing God and becoming God. You are God, and yet you have to become God,” 

Baba repeated. 

By this time, most of the lovers had returned inside the hall, and Baba wanted to hear music by the Poona bhajan 

group. The small group entertained Baba with touching bhajans and meaningful ghazals. Most of the songs were 

composed about Baba's divinity. At the end of a Hindi song, referring to the status of a Sadguru, Baba conveyed: "I 

am eternally and indivisibly One and continually experience that state. I am myself everything — the drum and the 

harmonium, the notes and the tunes, and the singers and the listeners! I am everything and in everyone." 

He asked Ramakrishnan, "Do you follow what I say?" He frankly replied he merely heard the words and nothing 

more. At that Baba smiled and continued: "Such is the state of consciousness of the one in the Sadguru or Qutub 

state. It is all sahaj — natural, spontaneous. There is no scope for thought since a Sadguru and Qutub has become 

Knowledge Itself. However, though I am everything and in everyone, the expression of this partial awareness is 

occasional." 

To make it more clear, Baba continued: "You know that you are in all the parts of your body, but you are not all the 

time aware of being in each part of the body. Only sometimes you say: 'This is my nose, this is my eye.' You are 

your little finger and are in it. Yet ordinarily you are not aware of it as yours. But when the little finger is cut off, 

you become specifically aware of it as 'mine.' 

"The Sadguru or Qutub also consciously experiences himself as everything and in everyone, and this Experience is 

immediate and spontaneous for him every second. It is not a product of thought, just as your experience of being in 

the little finger. This Experience is sahaj!" 

Kamble had injured his leg the day before and looking at him Baba observed: "I do not necessarily need the rich, the 

respectable and the intelligent for my work. I need the simple, common people, irrespective of their weaknesses. 

When I was Jesus, I liked to surround myself with poor fishermen and, as Krishna, I was happy in the company of 

lighthearted gopals [cowherders who were Krishna's companions]. Was not Pendya, a lame gopal, very dear to 

Krishna? 

"Now during my Avatarhood, the cripples, the fallen and those deprived of most means are my workers. I know that 

for my work you are the mediums. So be not anxious about anything. Go on doing as I tell you, and let the whole 

world say what it likes. Just carry out my instructions and love me more and more." 

About his lovers in America, Europe and Australia, Baba stated: "Just think of the love of my Western lovers. How 

considerate they are and how mindful they are about my health. They only look to my will and pleasure. Consider 

their obedience that they were ready to come from such a long distance to participate in the sahavas had I wished 

that. They have accepted the change in the plan of the sahavas." 

Baba asked: "Now what do you understand when I tell you to make your hearts my centers?" 

Answering himself, Baba stated: "The devotion you express in your bhajan singing and talks about me shape your 

lives according to what you express. Now I tell you, in your daily lives be more careful of your thoughts, words and 

actions. If you go against what you express, it would be an insult to me." 

With a smile, Baba continued: "One good thing common to you all is that you love me and fight among yourselves!" 

Everyone laughed and Gadekar said, "Baba, now there is an end to our quarrels. We work as a team." 

But Ramakrishnan interjected, "Baba, I wish to say that there are still some honest differences of opinion regarding 

the nature of work we do at the Center. Some among our group say that you, being the Avatar, alone can do the 

Avataric work, and they think there is no need for them to work in the way that is being done through the Center." 

In response, Baba observed: "It is good if some of my lovers have faith in me as the Avatar. If they have this 

conviction, what more is required? I alone am in everyone. So where is work and worker? 



 

 

"I alone exist everywhere. What exists, what is happening, what is being done, he who does it — in all these I am. 

But who has that firm faith? If you take me as the Avatar, I am That, omnipresent, and I have become everything 

and every being. And for those who now believe in me as the Ancient One, it becomes natural that when I do my 

Avataric work, they too should work in my cause. But once one has the full trust that I am the Avatar, for him there 

will be no work. It will all be sahaj." 

Baba proceeded to explain: "If I am the Avatar, which undoubtedly I am, it will not affect me in the least if the 

whole world turns against me. If I am not the Avatar and the whole world bows at my feet and sings songs in my 

praise, of what use is it? But I know that I am the Highest of the High. And so I say, Love me; it is worth loving me. 

"The Law says: 'Live for others.' I am the One without a second and pervade in all — including 'the others.' So it is 

quite in conformity with the Law when I say: 'Love me.' You all are blessed to have come in my personal contact." 

Baba then remarked, "The sahavas program is fixed, but the pain is continuous in my hip joint. Still, the sahavas will 

definitely take place in February 1958.” He joked, “Whether there is pain or no pain, the sahavas is definite." 

Explaining about work done in his name, Baba stated: 

Work means to love Baba wholeheartedly, so much so that you become lost in my love and forget yourself 

completely. If you cannot love me like that, then obey me without hesitation. Even if you are slandered by 

others, go on following my behests. If even this is not possible for you, then try to love Baba, conduct centers, 

sing bhajans, speak to people about me, and read my messages to them. In this way, by bringing people in my 

contact, you will also do great work. Keep your hearts clean; otherwise, it will have an opposite effect on those 

you may bring in my contact. 

At times, the required quantity of wine helps a person, but if more is taken, then the person begins acting like a 

madman. Similarly, the spiritual truths expounded by the Perfect Masters, if understood properly, prove of 

invaluable help, and if not understood, they become the cause of unnecessary confusion and trouble. 

Much can be said about work, but now be careful to observe the four things as mentioned in Life Circular No. 

37 [“Baba’s Reminder”]: 

1) Be determined to obey Baba; 

2) Abstain from lustful actions; 

3) Be honest; do not deceive or give false hopes to anyone; and 

4) Do not hurt the feelings of others. 

At 12:30 p.m. there was a break for lunch. Baba went back to Ganeshkhind where the Bindra House family brought 

his meal. He returned to Guruprasad by 3:30. Baba took his seat outside on the verandah and the darshan began. It 

was only for his lovers and not the general public, and two hours later, at six o'clock that evening, the darshan was 

completed. Amidst shouts of his Jai, Baba departed for Meherazad with the mandali. 

 

On Monday, 9 December 1957, Adi Sr. drove Baba to Wadia Park at 9:30 a.m., where Baba watched a cricket match 

for some time from the car, before returning to Meherazad. 

In Meherazad over the next ten days, a detailed plan was chalked out for the Indian sahavas. Baba sent for Pendu, 

Padri and Vishnu repeatedly, discussing it with them and finalizing all the arrangements. 

Mention has been made about Aloba's dark glasses. Baba had forbidden Aloba to come before him for six months, 

as even the sunglasses did not prevent Aloba from “staring” at Baba, or so Baba claimed. But hiding here and there, 

as Baba would come and go between his house and the hall, Aloba missed no chance to have a fleeting glimpse of 

Baba whenever he could, and Baba would daily catch him. It went to such an extent that Baba ordered Aloba to stay 

in Bombay for a month. He reprimanded him, "Go and remain there for one month, because you are making me 

angry every day, which is not proper. Put your bags in a bullock cart and go to Ahmednagar in it. From there, leave 

immediately for Bombay by train. I will call you back after a month." 

A bullock cart was hired from the village and Aloba's luggage was placed in it. With a heavy heart, he left. But after 

going two miles, he stopped a boy and sent Baba this message: "My living now is of no use. I will put an end to my 

life." 

Reading it, Baba called him back and harshly took him to task for threatening to kill himself. Dhake had come to 

Meherazad that day from Ahmednagar. Winking at him, Baba asked, "Now what should I do with Aloba?" 

Dhake replied, "His message is proof of his trouble-making intentions. The police should be called to arrest him." 



 

 

Baba asked Aloba, "Are you going to Bombay or should I turn you over to the police?" Aloba agreed to go, and left. 

The fact of the matter was that Aloba often used to ask permission to visit Bombay; while staying in Satara, he went 

many times. Previously, he had owned a restaurant in Bombay, which he sold during the final stages of the Satara 

residence, but perhaps some "link" was still left over somewhere. It was this attachment which Baba wished to snap 

once and for all, because, after returning, Aloba never again talked of going to Bombay. 

 

With Baba's consent, Sorabji Siganporia, the secretary of the Bombay Center, arranged a darshan program in 

Bombay. Baba left Meherazad on 20 December 1957 at 9:30 a.m., with the women mandali in Meherjee’s car. 

Eruch, Baidul, Bhau and Savak traveled in Adi’s car (driven by Waman). They again stayed at Ashiana, and at night 

the men slept at Rupamai's home. Baba liked the arrangements made by Nariman, Arnavaz and Katie, and felt quite 

at home in their apartment. Arnavaz kept a bed for Baba in the main sitting room. 

Siganporia had organized the darshan in the spacious Sunderbai Hall at Churchgate. The Poona bhajan mandali and 

other out-of-town lovers were also present. Baba arrived at the hall at 8:00 A.M. on Sunday, 22 December, and was 

warmly received with the usual acclamations. The hall was packed. Supporting himself with his hands on Eruch and 

Adi's shoulders, Baba climbed up the dais, where with folded hands he offered his salutation to the gathering. Burjor 

Mehta recited the Master’s Prayer in Gujarati, after which Baba sat in an armchair. 

The darshan started as hundreds of men and women filed past him from separate lines. By turns, Madhusudan and a 

qawaal kept the music flowing, and a renowned singer from Bombay named Devendra also performed. Baba 

appreciated his talents. When the darshan ended at noon, almost 3,000 people had been fortunate enough to come in 

contact with the Avatar. To close the program, first the Gujarati and then the Hindi arti were sung. 

Among those in attendance was Dr. Daulat Singh's nephew, Trilok Singh, from Uganda, who arrived late because 

his flight to India was delayed. Baba often inquired whether he had come. Trilok Singh had attended the sahavas 

programs at Meherabad, and had invited Baba to give mass darshan in Africa. He brought his entire family to 

Bombay, including his nine-year-old son, Hardip, and all became devoted followers. 

In the afternoon a smaller function was held in Hasman Hall for Baba's close lovers.139 It was more like a sahavas 

than a darshan program. Shaikh Hidayat Khan, one of Baba's favorite qawaals, had been specially called from 

Aurangabad. Baba arrived at the hall at about 4:00 P.M., and no sooner had he sat down than a woman rushed 

forward from the audience and placed her head on his feet. Baba remarked, "This is not the time for bowing down 

and garlanding. The darshan program is over. I am here now for sahavas." 

Baba asked all to come nearer, and they sat close to him. Replying to Baba's inquiry, Siganporia said that all Baba’s 

longstanding lovers were present. He introduced them in turn, during which Baba observed: "God is the most 

Intimate One, but courage is required to have his close contact. You have to become powder and dust from head to 

foot, so much so that one has to lose oneself. Have so much love for Him that you become as dust in His love." 

Baba asked the qawaal, "How many times have you sung before me?" 

The man said this was his fourth time. Baba whimsically remarked, "This is the fourth time, and there will be a fifth 

— but after that, not a sixth!" 

On a sign from Baba, the qawaal resumed singing this couplet: 

Without fana there is no baqa [without annihilation of the mind there is no Realization]. 

God is unattainable unless the lower self is wiped out. 

If the lover asks in the way it should be asked, 

What will he not receive? 

When the song was finished, Baba asked the group, "Did you follow it?" Very few were familiar with Urdu, and 

Baba himself answered, "Even if you understood it, so what? Intellect cannot reach the Thing to be understood!" 

Praising his voice, Baba urged the qawaal, "Sing a ghazal which, even though not understood, will make all hearts 

flutter!" 

The qawaal sang the following couplet: 

 
139 Hasman Hall, located opposite Breach Candy on Bhulabhai Desai Road, was also known as Bhulabhai 

Desai Memorial Hall. 



 

 

Why do you question me about the world of intoxication? 

I only know that You alone exist in every heart! 

When he was through, Baba asked those present, "Have you read God Speaks?" Some had, but Baba remarked, 

"Even if some have read it, what then?” 

He added: "In addition to what those have read and understood, I have to say one thing, and that is when coming to 

me, come bereft of worldly hopes. This disease, this annoyance, I don't want! Those seeking my friendship have to 

lose all. This is absolutely true. 

"God is infinite honesty and compassion. As God, I forgive everything except hypocrisy. I can never forgive that. So 

never pretend to be what you are not!" 

Baba continued, "What does a lover want? He wants deep, sincere love. If he has pure love, what remains for him? 

The lover should have such deep, unadulterated love that, oblivious of what others think, even he does not know that 

he loves!" 

When he said this, someone clapped. Frowning, Baba reminded him that this was a sahavas, a deeply significant 

occasion where such displays were inappropriate. 

The qawaal resumed singing: 

You don't know when I find or lose You, or become lost in You. 

I am physically asleep, but my mind remains awake in Your remembrance! 

"It would have been better if the mind also slept!" Baba quipped, and all laughed. 

He continued: "The whole universe that you see is a dream, and at present you all are dreaming. Suppose you are 

sleeping and I appear in your dream and tell you: 'What you see and experience now is all a dream!' But you don't 

believe it. But when you are awake, you know that what I was saying was quite true. Similarly, whatever pain or 

pleasure you experience is in reality a dream. This qawaali singing, your hurrying here in the hot sun, and my telling 

you all this, is in truth only a dream. But as long as I don’t open your [inner] eyes, you won’t believe it." 

Baba turned to the qawaal, "Enough of praise, now let's hear something about love." 

When the qawaal was about to begin, Baba interrupted him and began explaining about divine intoxication: "As the 

seeker progresses on the spiritual path, he loses his worldly consciousness, resulting in the mast state. Here he has 

no consciousness of the world. He eats, drinks, clothes himself, covers his body, but has no thought of it. 

"When this state becomes limitless, the person attains the state of a majzoob. Very, very few regain gross 

consciousness and begin to act in a worldly manner after reaching this state. To recognize a person in such a state is 

virtually impossible. It means losing all and gaining all." 

Humorously, Baba commented: "Long, long ago I lost everything and became God, but thank God I didn’t lose my 

sense of humor!" 

The qawaal resumed with another couplet: 

In my one form are contained all these innumerable forms. 

Whom to take as a sinner, whom to believe in as a saint? 

After the ghazal, speaking on haal, an emotional state, Baba commented, "Once my old companion and disciple 

Munshiji arranged a qawaali program here in Bombay. A Muslim boy named Alimuddin in a paroxysm of devotion 

began jumping up and down. In the course of the singing that day it happened a few times. Even when the ghazal 

was over, Alimuddin was in the same emotional state. This is called haal or bhav. When a devotee turns into a real 

lover, he is devoid of this state. In his love, he simply burns within, which cannot be observed outwardly." 

Addressing the qawaal, Baba urged, "Now let us hear some choice truths!" 

The qawaal sang: I go on deceiving myself, living in the hope of dying! 

Stopping him, Baba commented, "What a beautiful thought! In this state the lover is totally uprooted from the world. 

All his desires die, except one, and that is to die for the Beloved." 

It was getting very hot in the hall so someone switched on the fan. Baba had it turned off and told the qawaal, "All 

the doors are shut. It is warm. Baba has had the fan switched off. All are sweating." 

Addressing one man who was overweight, Baba teased him, "It is good for you. You are perspiring and will slim 

down a bit." Loud laughter followed Baba's remark. 



 

 

He continued jokingly, "It is good you people feel the heat. Had it been cool here you would have said, 'Baba, now 

please don't stop!' Now you will leave sooner!" 

The qawaal resumed: 

Let my grief for You be kept safe; 

What else does my heart yearn for? 

This is my prayer, this is my life! 

The singer continued, and intermittently Baba observed, "I am everything. I experience myself as the singer, as the 

instruments and everything else. This is not mere talk! This is my true experience." 

Baba asked the qawaal to sing one last song. He sang: 

The one hovering like a moth around the Divine Flame [the Master] 

Is regarded as a fool; but only by fools! 

After the music, Baba shed more light on the discourse he had given in Poona about the four types of obedience. 

Concluding, he stated: "I will now see how you carry out my wishes. Let me test your obedience! In five minutes I 

want this hall to be absolutely empty!" All burst out laughing at Baba's clever ways, and they departed happily. 

Leaving Hasman Hall, shortly after 7:00 P.M., Baba returned to Ashiana with the mandali. People had come to know 

of the program and hundreds were lined up outside the hall waiting for darshan. Baba waved to them as he drove 

past, and thus they were able to have a glimpse of him from a distance. 

The next day, 23 December, calling Sorabji Siganporia to Ashiana, Baba expressed appreciation for his efforts in 

arranging matters, remarking, "I am very pleased with you and your work. Both programs yesterday proved quite 

good, and everything was arranged to my satisfaction." 

At Ashiana, Baba would often send for members of the Dadachanji family, and others such as Dina Talati, her 

daughters Perviz and Jeroo, or Soonamasi and Khorshed, to give them his company. Arnavaz's brother Homa was 

still in London, and one day she asked Baba, "Should Homa be called to India for the sahavas?" Baba replied that he 

should not miss the opportunity. 

Tuesday, 24 December 1957, was celebrated as Mehera's birthday, and that day Baba remarked, "Tomorrow is my 

birthday!" So on Christmas morning, the women sang Happy Birthday to him in remembrance of Jesus. 

Siganporia had wanted to host a luncheon for Baba and the mandali on the day of the Sunderbai Hall darshan. Baba 

had agreed, but after all the arrangements had been made at the West End Hotel, Baba sent a telegram from 

Meherazad canceling it. Because of this, Baba went to Siganporia's home for lunch on the 25th, accompanied by the 

mandali. The food was served and Baba asked Siganporia to eat with them. After lunch, Siganporia took the mandali 

upstairs to the third floor to wash their hands. Baba was waiting for them, and though he had difficulty, he too 

walked up. Siganporia remembered that he had forgotten to garland Baba, and did so. 

At Ashiana one day, everyone was gathered near Baba when Siganporia arrived. Baba had made him sit near him. 

He asked, "Do you know I am God?" 

"Yes," Siganporia said. 

"I am God, remember this," Baba emphasized, and then added, "A football goes here and there when kicked, but 

ultimately it reaches the goal. So are you kicked while doing center work. But don't worry, you too will reach the 

Goal." 

Baba, the women and men mandali returned to Meherazad on 26 December. On the drive out of Bombay, Baba 

always had the car stop at Dadar to visit Naoroji Dadachanji and family. The room Baba once slept in was still 

reserved for him and an oil lamp was always kept burning there before his photograph. 

 

Beheram had an interview with Baba at Meherazad on 29 December 1957 and then returned to Poona. Deshmukh 

had also come to Ahmednagar that day, as had Bal Natu, and Adi Sr. brought them to Meherazad, along with 

Gulmai. Deshmukh returned to Meherazad the following day with Indumati and their children. Baba spent two hours 

with the family, and Deshmukh photographed Baba with them. Katie also arrived that day from Bombay. And 

Hoshang Bharucha arrived on the 31st and was driven to Meherazad with Jalbhai and Sam Kerawala. 

On Wednesday, 1 January 1958, Baba distributed jalebis for New Year’s and had the women sing arti. He also sent 

for Pendu, Padri, Vishnu and Don from Meherabad, and Adi, Feram, Dhake, Bal Natu and Deshmukh from 



 

 

Ahmednagar. At 10:00 A.M. Kaikobad offered prayers as Baba directed, and Baba laid his head on the feet of each 

man present. After discussing various details for the upcoming sahavas, those called left Meherazad. 

The previous September, Franey Irani, wife of Baba's brother Adi Jr., had given birth to a baby girl, whom they 

named Shireen. Franey brought the baby from London to India, and came to Meherazad on the 4th to show her to 

Baba. He took the infant on his lap, played with her and kissed her. 

The Ranji Trophy cricket match, a national tournament, was played in Wadia Park in Ahmednagar from the 7th to 

the 9th of January, and Baba went the first two days to watch the teams play. He was able to watch most of the first 

day's match from the second floor of the Zilla Parishad (City Council) building overlooking the stadium, but the 

next day, the district superintendent of police spotted him in the spectators' lounge and went to meet him. A crowd 

collected, and since Baba could not enjoy the cricket match in peace, he decided to leave early. Before leaving, Baba 

presented a donation of Rs.100 to Nagesh Davre, the secretary of the Ahmednagar District Cricket Association.140 

Work for the sahavas was now going at full speed as correspondence from the East and West poured in. Baba’s leg 

and hip were still paining, with occasional spasms, but as Adi Sr. noted in his diary, “Baba goes on with the work 

relentlessly, irrespective of the pain and discomfort, and keeps sitting all the time” to listen to correspondence and 

issue instructions. Adi and Feram were kept constantly busy in their office fielding inquiries and relaying Baba’s 

wishes. In addition, Adi went to Sakori several times to convey messages to Godavri Mai about her visit to the 

sahavas. At Meherazad, Mani replied to letters received from the West. Eruch and Bhau answered those letters 

received from the East. (Eruch answered those in English and Bhau those in Hindi.) The volume of mail had 

dramatically increased of late. 

One of those who wrote to Baba at this time was a filmmaker from Dehra Dun, named Prakash Chhabra. Chhabra 

wished to film Baba at the sahavas and to that end had contacted Sorabji Siganporia, who had also written to Baba 

requesting him to accede to Chhabra's desire. Baba agreed and on 20 January, Baba dictated a message for the film. 

Homa Dadachanji and Naggu arrived from Bombay on 13 January and spent the night at Meherazad. Baba had 

decided to go to Bombay for a week, and they were given instructions about his visit. That day, Baba remarked: “I 

simultaneously eat and don’t eat, drink and don’t drink, and do and do nothing.” 

Four days later, on the 17th, he stated: “Past and Future exist only because of the Present in which they are both 

embodied. In the eternal Past, every second existed as the Present and every second of the eternal Future will exist 

as the Present.” 

Baba had been dictating other brief messages at this time, seven of which he ordered to be translated into five 

languages, painted on boards and displayed at Meherabad during the sahavas. The messages were: 

Be angry with none but your weakness. 

Hate none but your lustful self. 

Be greedy to own more and more wealth of tolerance and justice. 

Let your temptation be to tempt me with your love in order to receive my grace. 

Wage war against your desires and Godhood will be your victory. 

*** 

Real happiness lies in making others happy. 

The real desire is that which leads you to become Perfect in order to make others Perfect. 

The real aim is that which aims to make others become God by first attaining Godhood yourself. 

*** 

Real living is dying for God. 

Live less for yourself and more for others. 

One must die to one's own self to be able to live in all other selves. 

One who dies for God lives forever. 

*** 

 
140 On the 8th, Baba spotted a local mast and took him in the car back to Meherazad for a few hours. 



 

 

Love others as you would love yourself and all that is yours. 

Fortunate are they whose love is tested by misfortune. 

Love demands that the lover sacrifice for the Beloved. 

*** 

Seek not to possess anything, but to surrender everything. 

Serve others with the understanding that in them you are serving me. 

Be resigned completely to my will, and my will will be yours. 

Let nothing shake your faith in me and all your bindings will be shaken off. 

*** 

Desire for nothing except desirelessness.141 

Hope for nothing except to rise above all hopes. 

Want nothing and you will have everything. 

*** 

This period of sahavas is the period of my suffering and helplessness. 

My glorification will follow my humiliation. 

 

Harry Kenmore sent a request to return to India for two weeks to attend the sahavas. Baba had him cabled on 17 

January 1958: “Your genuine desire to come back [to] India fortnight at your cost shows not only how much you 

love me, but also how much I love you. Considering everything, I decide you don’t come India and that your 

fortnight sahavas stay at Myrtle Beach will do the trick if I will it so.” 

Dhake was called to stay at Meherazad for three days from the 18th to help with editing, typing and arranging 

messages for the sahavas, along with Ramjoo, who was also staying on and off at Meherazad then. Meherjee and 

Nariman arrived that day, and the next day there was a meeting to discuss travel arrangements to America and 

Australia. Pukar had been staying at Meherazad for some days, but was sent back to Hamirpur at this time and told 

to return for the sahavas. 

On the 18th, Baba spoke to the mandali about the “dark cloud”: 

There are three factors which greatly threaten the bursting of the dark cloud. The first is the burden of the 

Universal working. The second is the burden of all my lovers, which is more threatening than the first. The 

third and the most threatening factor is of the intimate lovers — of whom seven intimate ones might leave me 

against my wish. Holding them to me is my suffering, and this is my most threatening burden. 

On account of these threatenings of the outburst of the dark cloud, there is 100 percent physical suffering and 

50 percent mental suffering. There is also spiritual suffering, too. 

Therefore, I want my most intimate ones to hold fast to me, at least until 10 July [1958], under any 

circumstance. There are 56 such intimate ones who will be informed accordingly. I will name them. From 10 

July, I will free the lovers in proportion to their existing bindings. 

Baba added: “My physical helplessness is equal to ‘Omnipresent Darkness.’ My mental helplessness is equal to 

‘Omniscient Darkness.’ My spiritual helplessness is equal to ‘Omnipotent Darkness.’ I will explain all this in the 

sahavas.” 

 

Before the sahavas began, Baba wished a week's change of pace, so on 21 January 1958 he was driven to Bombay 

once again with the men and women mandali, and stayed at Ashiana. There, too, preparations and discussions about 

the sahavas continued. 

 
141 Once Baba asked the mandali, “What would you ask if God were in front of you?” He himself gave the 

answer: “Ask for the gift of desirelessness.” 



 

 

Baba had sent word beforehand that he would not be giving darshan, and that no one should come to see him at 

Ashiana except for those few he called. Once, when Baba instructed Arnavaz that no one should know that he was in 

Bombay, one day the doorbell rang. Standing at the door was Baba’s old disciple Kharmen Masi. “Don’t tell her I 

am here and drive her out!” Baba ordered. “Tell her to go away.” 

Kharmen Masi was as dear to Arnavaz as her own mother, so she wondered how to accomplish this. Then Baba said, 

“Okay, tell her I am here, but she must go away.” Arnavaz did so with a heavy heart, and Kharmen Masi dutifully 

obeyed. Five minutes later, Baba told Arnavaz to call Kharmen Masi, who was overjoyed to have Baba’s darshan.  

Although Baba was not meeting anyone in Bombay, he did go with the men to see the Cecil B. DeMille film The 

Ten Commandments at the Regal Cinema on 24 January, but he stayed only up to the part Moses sees God (as the 

burning bush) on Mount Sinai. Afterwards, Baba revealed: 

Moses was on the sixth plane. His seeing the land of Israel but not being able to enter it is symbolic of his 

experience on the sixth plane of seeing God, but not yet merging in Him. Though when he dropped his body 

Moses realized God. 

I liked this picture very much; it was well acted and well made. It has much to give those who are able to 

receive it. Rameses [II] in his next incarnation entered the Path; the old king [Pharaoh Seti] received mukti, 

because he took Moses' name when dying. 

Baba then recalled his meeting with DeMille in Hollywood in 1932. While climbing the stairs to the theater's 

balcony, Baba was supported on one side by Homa Dadachanji and on the other by Homa's brother, Dara. Homa had 

a long history of leg problems and Dara had recently injured his knee. After the movie, Baba joked, "It was a sight 

for the gods! Here I was, injured myself, leaning on two cripples." 

The saint, Kirpal Singh, was in Bombay at this time to give a lecture. Eruch was sent to meet him and presented him 

with copies of Listen, Humanity and Life At Its Best. Kirpal Singh was invited to the sahavas at Meherabad, but he 

expressed his inability to attend. Baba sent him this message on the 23rd through Siganporia: “You need not worry 

because you could not come. Baba is in you and he goes with you. Baba sends his love and blessings.” 

On Sunday, 26 January 1958, Adi Jr. phoned from London to convey the news that Dina Talati's son, Curshed, had 

died of heart failure the previous day. He was only 29 years old. Curshed Talati and Nozar Dadachanji had been 

called to Satara in 1954, even though at the time Baba was in seclusion. After meeting with Baba, Curshed 

proceeded to London, where he had gotten a job. 

Curshed was Dina's only son, and receiving the news, Baba sent Eruch and Homa to see her. In a very tactful and 

sympathetic way, Eruch conveyed the news to her and her daughter, Perviz, who began weeping. Dina asked her, 

"Why are you crying? Curshed is happy near Baba, and we should be happy in his happiness." 

Showing the true measure of love for and faith in Baba, Dina did not shed a tear and consoled her daughter. Eruch 

brought them to Ashiana at about 11:30 A.M. On the way, they stopped and picked up Dina's other daughter, Jeroo 

Mody. Jeroo also burst into tears when she heard the news. Eruch had to stop the car, and he told her, "Look I will 

have to take you back if you don't stop crying, as Baba has said, he will see you all only if you don't cry." 

At Ashiana, Baba assured them, "Be happy, Curshed is not dead — he lives in me. Curshed has carried out my 

instructions to the very last. In his last moments, with my name continuously on his lips, he has come to me. Now 

that he is happy near me, you too should be pleased." 

Dina remarked, "He is so fortunate, Baba." 

Baba asked her, "Do you want to cry?" 

She replied, "No, Baba." 

"Cry as much as you want now," he said, "but not hereafter." Jeroo and Perviz began weeping, but Dina remained 

stouthearted. 

Such events are considered by the world to be tragic, but for true lovers of the Avatar, everything happens exactly 

according to his wish, and in that belief they remain steadfast. Baba's words brought peace to their hearts, and after a 

few moments no sign of sadness was discernible on their features. Dina had been in Baba's contact since 1922. Her 

late husband Naval was an intimate follower of Baba, and all three children had played on Baba's lap from 

childhood. 

It was thought best for Dina and Perviz to spend the night with Nargis Dadachanji in Dadar. The next morning Baba 

was informed that Dina was sitting in a dazed condition. Alu Khambatta was with her and was trying to induce her 



 

 

to cry and release her pent-up sadness. Dina would only answer, "Baba has told us not to cry." Baba gestured to 

inform her he would be coming immediately. 

He arrived and Dina came out to his car to meet him. Perviz was ordered to stay inside. Dina garlanded Baba with 

flowers and confessed, "My only regret, Baba, was that I sent Curshed to England in the first place ..." 

Baba reassured her, "Do you think it has anything to do with you? It is all my doing. Even a petal on this garland 

does not fall off without my will. It was my will that he should die on that particular day in that particular way. Had 

he lived, he may have suffered much more. So be happy in what I have destined for him.” 

Baba brought Dina again to Ashiana. As she sat before him, Baba asked her to cry. She began weeping after a while, 

but said, "It is not for Curshed that I cry; it is for your love, Baba. Because your love is so great, because I can never 

be grateful enough for all that you shower on me. Because I do not love you as you ought to be loved." 

Contrary to traditional Zoroastrian custom, no ceremony was performed for Curshed. Baba simply handed five 

rupees to Rupamai, Dina's mother, and instructed her to go to the fire-temple and put five rupees' worth of 

sandalwood in the fire. He instructed that, on the seventeenth day after his death, they were to feed 20 poor persons 

with food cooked by them. (Baba even gave the menu: plain dal, rice and potatoes and nothing else.) 

The fourth day after a Zoroastrian's death is usually an important ceremonial day. On that day, Baba instructed the 

Talati women to accompany the women mandali to see The Ten Commandments. He also ordered Dina and Perviz to 

prepare and serve food to seventeen poor persons on 4 February. Only later did they come to know that on that day, 

Curshed's remains were cremated in England. 

Curshed was the sole support of the family, and after his demise, Dina faced many hardships. But the situation was 

bravely met, and she and her youngest daughter found jobs to support themselves, proving worthy examples of love 

for Baba. Baba had recently stated, “Fortunate are they whose love is tested by misfortune,” and so they were. 

The elder daughter, Jeroo, came to see Baba at Ashiana one day. She looked unhappy and Baba asked the reason. 

"My husband, Rusi, does not come to you," she said, "and it pains me deeply." 

Baba stated, "Don't ask him to come. He will come, but let him come on his own." 

Jeroo stopped mentioning Baba to her husband, who eventually expressed his wish to pay his respects to Baba and 

came to him on his own. 

During the final few days of January 1958, Baba was not feeling at all well and had a fever every day. He left 

Bombay for Meherazad on 1 February. On the way out of town, he stopped at Naoroji Dadachanji's in Dadar. Baba 

left Naoroji's but unexpectedly had the car stopped again at Jim and Roda Mistry's apartment nearby. Roda had 

come to see him earlier, but as was his wish, her sons Meherwan and Falu had not been taken out of school. He 

called to her and told her to convey his love to Meherwan and Falu. Baba was so loving and considerate he 

remembered even two small boys. 

 

As soon as Baba returned to Meherazad, he plunged into activities related to the upcoming sahavas. On 4 February 

1958, he went to Meherabad in the morning to check if everything was on schedule. 

Dhake was again called to Meherazad on the morning of the 5th, and Baba dictated additional points to him for the 

upcoming sahavas. During this time, Baba had a low-grade fever every day and was experiencing severe pain in the 

hip joint. On the 5th, a circular was sent to all those who would be attending the sahavas: 

Baba’s suffering is becoming more intense but his physical body continues to bear it even though his health is 

daily getting worse. 

Despite all this strain that tends to crumple his physique, Baba has given word that he will give his sahavas to 

his loved ones and wants them all, at any cost, not to miss this opportunity. Baba says that this sahavas will be 

unique in the sense that the participants will witness and share his present universal suffering by being near him 

as the fortunate companions of the Universal Beloved. 

In the previous sahavas the participants expected guidance and grace from Baba. In this sahavas, Baba expects 

from them a full understanding of his self-imposed suffering, begotten of his compassion and love for mankind. 

On 7 February 1958, every group head in India was informed about Baba’s fever through telegrams, but they were 

also assured that despite the fever the sahavas would be held on schedule. Adi Sr. brought Dr. A. Anderson of Booth 



 

 

Hospital in Ahmednagar to Meherazad that day, where he examined Baba for more than an hour, but could find no 

tangible reason for Baba’s fever.142 Don came also, by tonga.  

Dhake continued to come to Meherazad. On 12 February 1958, Baba spoke to him of God as both mother and father, 

and dictated points for a discourse on this theme. 

On another occasion when Dhake came, Baba complained, "These doctors are barbers! They aren't helping me. I 

have a fever and feel so bad, but nothing they give me helps." 

Dhake said, "Baba there is one German medicine, Omniden, which is for fever of unknown origins. Maybe it will 

help you." 

Baba wished to try it, and because it was not available in the local market, or in Poona, someone was specially 

assigned to bring it from Bombay. When it was brought, Dhake was called again to read out the accompanying 

literature about the medicine. Baba took it and immediately indicated that he felt much better. 

Starting on 11 February, despite having a fever, Baba was driven to Meherabad every day for the next three days to 

inspect the preparations for the sahavas. As Eruch wrote to a devotee, “Baba’s activities remain just the same as 

before, except that free and brisk movements are now absolutely restricted due to great pain [in his hip].” 

By now, Pendu was able to walk (using crutches or canes) and was overseeing everything, as Baba had placed him 

in charge of the gathering. Helping him were Padri, Vishnu and a few nonresident close ones such as Nana Kher, 

Bal Natu, Minoo Kharas, Rangole, and Adi and Rhoda Dubash, who arrived on the 10th. In addition, Baba sent 

Bhau to Meherabad to be of assistance. 

The work was proceeding very slowly, and one day, out of sheer frustration, Pendu burst out weeping at not finding 

sufficient cots available to rent. To make up for the shortage, Baba immediately sent Sadashiv Patil from Meherabad 

to Poona to bring 100 more, for a total of 825. A like number of mattresses and blankets were also rented, and two 

separate camps were erected, one for men (located to the south of the main building at lower Meherabad) and one 

for women (near the meeting tent, which had been pitched on the west side, near the railway tracks). Both areas had 

separate toilets, bathrooms, et cetera. Dining arrangements were made in a special larger tent which could seat 1,000 

at a time. Electricity and water taps were connected, and although the arrangements appeared to proceed slowly, 

everything was ready on time, offering a warm welcome to all the lovers and devotees. 

But, as Age noted, “For Meher Baba, these gatherings were nothing short of crucifixion! To embrace his lovers, to 

give them darshan and sahavas — all this was a terrible crucifixion for him. For in doing so, Baba was taking upon 

himself the sanskaras of the hundreds who came, and suffering under that load. It was not that Baba wanted to call 

meetings to converse with his lovers, to give discourses, to be jocular; this was all an outward show. Internally, Baba 

was bearing the burden of each one, and the burden was much more than the suffering borne by him as Jesus on the 

cross. 

“Yet, it was all Meher Baba's infinite mercy and love that made him suffer so, specifically for his lovers and in 

general for the world. None can imagine the limits of his love or the extent of his mercy. Baba was on a cross every 

moment of his current advent for the welfare of mankind, sacrificing his body, every particle of which was full of 

suffering.” 

 

 

Chapter 32: 1958 MEHERABAD SAHAVAS 

 

Over 750 Hindi and Marathi speaking lovers and devotees arrived at Meherabad on Friday afternoon, 14 February 

1958. The garden of Meherabad blossomed once more with their sweet singing. This was the first time that women 

were participating in a sahavas, and their hearts were overjoyed. The best of arrangements had been provided for 

them. The work had continued day and night so that by the time they arrived everything was ready. 

Baba had written to Abdul Majid Khan in Raipur to bring the young man Balak Bhagwan to Meherabad for the 

sahavas program. Balak Bhagwan had met Baba six months previously at Meherazad, and had his own following in 

Raipur. On the 14th, Baba called Balak Bhagwan to Meherazad, where he gave him certain instructions, such as not 

 

142 A native of Norway, Dr. Anderson was the chief medical officer at the hospital.  



 

 

to pose as an advanced soul, not to touch any woman and not to perform any “miracle.” Baba warned him, “If you 

go against my orders, I will crush you.” Pukar was appointed to look after him to make sure the boy didn’t cause any 

trouble. Nariman, Meherjee, Elcha Mistry and Kumar had arrived at Meherazad a few days before. Nariman and 

Meherjee, with Jalbhai and Aloba, shifted to Meherabad on the 14th. 

The sahavas commenced the next day, 15 February. Baba arrived in Meherabad at 8:30 A.M. with Eruch, Kaka, 

Elcha and Kumar. His car was stopped near the meeting tent, which had been pitched on the north side of the 

dharamshala building at lower Meherabad. Baba walked to the dais on crutches and, with Eruch and Kaka's help, 

limped up to it. Over Baba's seat was a decorated umbrella and behind it hung a large photograph of Baba and one 

of each of his five Perfect Masters. 

Because of the circular and telegrams about Baba's fever and persistent hip pain, upon arrival on the 14th, everyone 

asked the mandali about Baba's health. They were informed that it was very bad. That evening, Baba had sent word 

from Meherazad to Meherabad that his pain was intense, he was suffering with a high temperature, and in case he 

was unable to come to Meherabad the following day, those attending the sahavas should remain happy. This was 

conveyed to all the men and women attending the sahavas. But when they saw Baba's smiling face glowing like a 

rose, they thought the mandali had lied to them. In fact, Baba was suffering terrible pain, but no one would have 

known it by his expression. 

Vociferous cries of "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" filled the air as Baba entered the pandal. The men were seated on 

one side and the women on the other. The seven brief sahavas messages had been painted on boards (in English, 

Gujarati, Telugu, Marathi and Hindi) and hung in the meeting tent and hall. 

After taking his seat on the armchair on the dais, Baba inquired, "Is everyone present in the pandal? If anyone is 

outside, he should be called in." Looking around, he joked, "Everyone's cheeks seem round and full — only I look 

weak!" But in spite of the fever and pain, Baba looked his usual radiant and genial self, irresistibly attractive and in 

a delightful mood. 

He asked, "Who didn't sleep last night?" No one raised his hands so he remarked, "It seems I alone did not sleep." 

Baba urged them to remain free from worry during the time they were at Meherabad and assured them he would 

meet everyone individually. 

Noticing Saib Asmi, a poet from Lahore, Baba asked him to stand for a moment. He then made Balak Bhagwan sit 

beside him on the dais. 

Observing that those attending the sahavas had tied yellow entrance badges around their left arms, Baba questioned, 

"Why did you do this?" 

Pendu answered, "It is a means of identity for admittance to the sleeping and dining tents." 

One man interjected, "It is a memento of the occasion." Dadi Kerawala had not worn his, and Baba asked him to put 

it on. 

Baba then urged the gathering: "Remain happy as long as you are at the sahavas. Forget all troubles and difficulties, 

forget all household problems and only be here. I am weak, I have fever, and pain in the hip joint. Despite all this, 

still I am happy. I am eternally happy." 

Digambar Gadekar was jotting down Baba's statements, and Baba jokingly remarked to him, "When I ask you, 

remind me about what you are taking down. I am over 60 now, and after 60, a man's memory gets weak." 

Feram was taking down in shorthand what Baba was saying. To him, Baba remarked, "Feram, don't leave it half-

done, and don't shorten what I say either!" 

Explaining the meaning of sahavas, Baba dictated: 

Sahavas means the give-and-take of love. I am the only Beloved, and you all are my lovers; or, I am the only 

Lover and you all are my beloveds! 

I wish that you remain happy in my sahavas. This will be the last sahavas, so I want you to be happy and draw 

as much of my love as possible. Make the most of this opportunity. I am the Ocean of Love. It rests with you to 

draw as much love as you can from this Ocean. It does not rest with me to explain to you how to love me. Try 

to understand it. Suppose a man loves a woman and vice versa. Is it ever possible for the man to tell the 

woman, or the woman to tell the man how they should love each other? One thing is certain: I want to give you 

as much of my love as possible, but it rests with you to receive it. The easiest way is for you to forget about 

your home, family and worldly affairs when you are here, and try to be receptive to my love. This is the first 

thing required if you want to absorb the maximum of my love. The second thing is to feel completely 

comfortable, have a good night's rest, sleep well each night, so that when you come daily for my sahavas you 

will feel fresh. 



 

 

I am God, and if you doze in my presence, you will miss me and your drowsiness will force you to remain 

absent from my presence, in spite of your daily attendance. The meaning of sahavas is intimate companionship. 

In order to establish this companionship, you should be free with me. You should try to be as intimate with me 

as possible. 

Principal Niranjan Singh was sitting at a distance and, seeing him, Baba asked, "Do you want to hide yourself from 

me?" Niranjan Singh laughed. 

Continuing, Baba stated: 

Sahavas is the intimacy of give-and-take between lovers. It is not necessary to explain this give-and-take of the 

lover and the Beloved. To create an atmosphere of explanations and discourses is to mar the dignity of love 

which is established only in the closest of intimacy. However, I would like to explain one thing — physical 

companionship. 

About a month ago, I gave sahavas and darshan to intimate devotees in Bombay. The sahavas was in the 

afternoon. When I was alighting from the car to enter the sahavas program, two others also got down. They 

were limping. You know, these days I walk with the help of canes. Those two limping ones were Homa 

Dadachanji and his brother Dara. One was on each side of me; both gave me company. Dara had sprained his 

foot and Homa was limping because of his leg operation. Therefore, it so happened that they walked by my 

side, both limping. Sahavas should be of this type — physical companionship. [Everyone laughed.] 

After five minutes, we will have prayers. After that, you may garland me, meet me, take my darshan and even 

embrace me; but come one after another. Do not create pandemonium. There is no urgency; there is plenty of 

time. My whole time will be spent in sahavas. I want you to meet me intimately, in the closest friendship. 

I appear to you all to be happy and cheerful, and you must be thinking that Baba is all right. But how could you 

ever know how I suffer for the universe? I [alone] know how I suffer. 

The last sahavas [November-December 1955] was only for men, and they requested that the women should also 

be given sahavas. The women were never given such an opportunity, and so I permitted them to come for this 

sahavas, which is chiefly for them. But since it was not possible for the women to travel alone, men were also 

allowed. Yet, in spite of that, I find that the number of women attending this sahavas is fewer than the men.143 

And what about their children? I had to refuse their coming because they would have caused confusion. If all 

the men had stayed at home to care for and look after their children, the women would surely have come in 

larger numbers. 

After the prayers, when you come to meet me, embrace me with all your heart. Today is the day for it, because 

half of you have the flu. If I catch it, then tomorrow, besides fever, I may have the flu also. But one thing is 

certain: you should not expect miracles from me. I have never performed one. Before dropping this body, I will 

perform the only miracle [breaking of my silence]. But I will tell you one thing: I will perform miracles 

through my real lovers. 

How will my intimate lovers perform miracles? All these arrangements that you see here are in themselves a 

miracle of what my lovers have done. You have no idea how all this was accomplished. Pendu was entrusted 

with the arrangements. You must have seen his condition. After suffering from a brain concussion in the auto 

accident, he cannot think or speak clearly, but he was put in charge of everything. And I deferred giving final 

permission about arrangements for days. Four days ago, I visited Meherabad and Pendu was complaining and 

weeping before me like a child. Nothing was here four days ago, no tents, no bathing rooms, no latrines, no 

electricity. 

Padri's health is also not good. He has constant back pain. He cannot stand for long and give orders, and he is 

the man [who lives] to work. Vishnu was helping both Pendu and Padri. Vishnu was also involved in the 

accident which has affected his nerves. Even a little work leaves him nervous and exhausted. Behind these 

three is Adi. Adi is the most responsible behind this show. You should see him to believe how he works night 

and day — until two o'clock at night. He complained that he was being driven mad. So many people were 

changing groups, and newcomers were constantly being added to the list. 

To see Eruch standing here is a miracle in itself. Physically, he is shattered. He has had no rest for even five 

minutes. All the time, I keep him engaged. He is keeping nightwatch, too. 

But after all this, the day of sahavas has dawned, and all the arrangements are in order. You should not forget 

many other lovers who came here in advance to help. These five [Pendu, Padri, Vishnu, Adi and Eruch] are not 

the only ones. There are so many other lovers who work day and night. 
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Pukar was standing at the other end of the pandal and Baba jokingly remarked to him, "If you cannot hear what is 

being said, in spite of the loudspeaker, wave a flag — or at least your handkerchief!" 

It was time for the prayers. Baba stood and washed his hands. Keshav Nigam and Dhake had been translating Baba's 

words into Hindi and Marathi, and each now recited the Master’s Prayer and the Prayer of Repentance in those 

languages. During the prayers, Baba was moving his fingers in the direction of the gathering, and gesticulating as if 

driving away something uncongenial. For a while he kept his eyes closed; the fingers of one hand were tapping the 

fingers of his other hand. 

Before the Prayer of Repentance was offered, Baba directed the men and women to concentrate on him during the 

prayer. At the end of it, Baba lightly slapped his cheeks as a sign of repenting. Pukar's mother, overcome by 

emotion, burst out weeping and cried out, "Baba, Baba!" 

When the prayer was over, Baba asked Pukar to see what had happened to his mother. He brought her to Baba, who 

embraced her tightly and consoled her. 

Keshav's sister-in-law began weeping uncontrollably. She too was called and embraced by Baba. "If you all begin 

weeping like this," he joked, "I too will start!" 

Before darshan began, Baba directed, "Let the women come first, each in turn, and put the garlands around my right 

arm. When they have finished, Balak Bhagwan should come forward first for darshan and garlanding, and then the 

men proceed." Baba allowed the men fifteen minutes of recess while the women took his darshan. 

Sanjeevani Dhake translated this over the microphone into Marathi, and Baba added, "All of you are my children. 

No one will be left out from receiving my embrace. Therefore, approach me in turns, one by one in an orderly 

fashion." 

Each and every person, except those known to Baba, was introduced to him by the group leaders of different areas. 

Baba cracked jokes with some, asked some their age, gave advice to a few as to when to depart, and asked others if 

they had gotten proper (vacation) leave from their jobs, and if there was any problem in getting it. To students, he 

would exhort them to pay attention to their studies. For example, Baba advised Deshmukh's son and two daughters 

to go home after the sahavas and concentrate on their studies. Many of those attending the Hindi-Marathi sahavas 

were overpowered with emotion upon approaching Baba and wept like children while in his arms. This was the case 

with both men and women. 

Keshav Nigam was introducing the women from Hamirpur, but for those he did not know, he would first ask them 

to introduce themselves to him. He was so engrossed in this that when his own mother and wife came, he inquired, 

"Who are you, and from where have you come?" They laughed and said, "You should know!" Only then did Keshav 

realize who they were. Baba also had a good laugh over it. It reminded him of Chanji, and he reminisced, "Chanji 

was one of my close disciples, a good worker, always busy with work. But he was so forgetful that, at times, he 

would forget what my instructions were before carrying them out!" 

Even while giving darshan and embracing the women, Baba's eyes roved throughout the pandal. Saib Asmi, who 

was dazed, absorbed in his experience of Baba's love, was seated next to Ramjoo. Baba asked Ramjoo, "What is 

going on by your side?" Ramjoo had already noticed Saib Asmi's condition. 

Baba folded his hands to each of the women who approached him. He advised some to repeat his name. Each put her 

head on Baba's foot, observing Dhake’s warning about not hurting Baba's injured leg. Baba would pat some, pass his 

hand over the faces of others, touch the head of some and shake some by the shoulders. 

Jokingly, he teased the men, "Don't feel jealous about the women taking so much time, because in a sense this 

sahavas was only for them. You are mere escorts. Don't expect me to spend as much time with you. I will be 

disposing of you in no time. Just one embrace and a pat for you." 

Baba stretched out his legs and rested a while and asked Sripat Sahai, "Have you brought any medicine? This 

darshan is wearing me out." 

Sahai aptly replied, "Baba, like everything else, your fatigue is eternal. But with my medicine it will go away!" 

Prakashwati Sharma introduced the Dehra Dun women, and beseeched Baba to visit Dehra Dun again. Other women 

seconded this request, but Baba did not reply except to say, "Have courage and remember me sincerely." 

Darshan for the women was almost finished when Baba joked, "Before noon, I will be done with the men, too, so we 

can go for our food." 

The Poona group had sung bhajans the previous night, and Baba urged them, "Don't whittle away your energy by 

keeping late hours. I have called you to sing before me." 



 

 

During the darshan, a brooch from one of the women had pricked Baba's palm and it was bleeding. He called a 

female doctor from the dispensary, and she applied medicine and dressed it. 

At the termination of the women's darshan, Baba asked them to go out for a few minutes. They could then come 

back and take their seats while the men had their turn. While the women were out, Balak Bhagwan garlanded Baba, 

embraced him and laid his head on his feet. 

Amidst repeated shouts of "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" the men's turn began. Some of the men would stand before 

Baba weeping, others would kiss his hand and offer prayers. One man kissed him on the cheek, and Baba remarked, 

"If this is repeated by everyone, my cheek will be worn out!" 

When Gaya Prasad Khare neared him, Baba praised him for the services he had accomplished in Benares during the 

New Life. Baba reminisced about how Vishnu, mistaking Khare for the cook, had scolded him for not preparing 

chutney. Khare wept copiously as Baba told the story. 

While darshan for the men was going on, since it was past lunchtime, Baba asked the women to go for their lunch 

and then return. He intended to be finished with the men by that time. The women had taken over an hour, but the 

men continued pouring in, and it took almost four hours before every man had met Baba. Despite Baba's asking, 

several women remained seated in the tent, and he warned them, "I want you to feel free and be at home, but you 

should also do as I tell you." 

When Abdul Majid Khan, wearing a long overcoat, approached, Baba asked him, "Is it snowing outside?" After his 

embrace, Baba reminded him, "I am the Lord of the Universe." 

Dwarka Prasad Srivastava of Rath brought a bottle of water with which he washed Baba's feet, and then collected 

the water back in the vial. Adarsh Khare helped him and kept a little for himself. 

Haripant R. Rakhelkar of Osmanabad presented a bundle of papers to Baba with the word BABA written all over 

them, which his father had sent. Baba kept the papers beside him. 

G. K. Dharmadhikari of Betul was walking away after taking darshan, but on Eruch's remarking that he had found 

out about Baba through Bhau, he was called back and given another embrace. 

Baba rested a few moments; however, his fingers were moving constantly. He asked the Poona bhajan group when 

they would start singing and one of the men broke into song. Gadekar then joined in and, with his eyes closed, began 

a bhajan. But Baba stopped him after a while, and the Poona group began singing. For several minutes, Baba 

stopped giving darshan and concentrated on the singing, remarking to Keshav Nigam (sitting beside him) how well 

Madhusudan composes bhajans. Baba frequently clapped his hands in time, and all present joined in. After fifteen 

minutes, the darshan resumed amidst the singing. 

When Sripat Sahai approached, he offered his "flower," a poem of welcome to Baba, which Baba heard before 

giving him darshan. He then asked, "Have you brought the medicine?" 

Sahai immediately produced a bottle of ayurvedic tonic and, handing it to Baba, said, "When the Lord suffers, this 

medicine is prescribed." 

To which Baba retorted, "When, without medicine, the denizens of the three worlds dance in the palm of my hand, 

what would happen if I take the minutest dose?" 

After taking darshan, V. P. Jha of Bilaspur gave some new marbles to Baba, and Baba immediately began playing 

with them on the dais. Abdul Majid Khan picked up a marble which had gone flying off the platform and brought it 

to Baba, who told him to keep it. Adarsh Khare also brought back a marble that had fallen from the dais, and Baba 

demonstrated to him how to strike with it. 

Baba then explained how he experienced the sahavas: 

It is I alone who bow down to myself and embrace myself; it is I who smile, I who weep. It is Baba who sits on 

the dais, and it is Baba squatting on the floor of the pandal. Baba meets Baba, Baba comforts Baba. It is Baba 

who pats each one lovingly, and it is Baba who is being patted. It is all Baba, Baba, Baba! That is my 

experience. 

Baba asked those men who had had darshan to go for lunch, stating, "I have to listen to the management, those who 

have made the arrangements, and do what they have scheduled. By following my instructions, you will be helping 

the management also." 

Baba stopped the singing for a few minutes, and there was absolute silence as his fingers worked. One man was 

standing before him, eyes closed in contemplation. 



 

 

Again the darshan and bhajans started. When Zal B. Aidoon of Poona, a friend of Jalbhai’s, came for darshan, Baba 

remarked, "Seeing you makes me happy." 

Baba got up and sat down again after adjusting his sadra. One poor devotee offered a paisa coin (penny) to Baba as 

dakshina, which Baba accepted. 

Interrupting the queue, Baba stated, "The management says it is now twelve o’clock and your food is waiting. Those 

who have taken darshan should go for food. Those who have not taken it, and those who are hungry, should go and 

then come back for darshan. I will remain here." Baba urged Niranjan Singh to eat well, be mindful of his health and 

sleep well. 

To Rao Bahadur N. E. Navle, a lawyer from Ahmednagar, who came again to Baba after many years, Baba 

remarked, "I have not seen you for ages!" 

Pritam Singh stood before Baba and sang of his glory. He introduced his son, Wayram Singh, who was standing 

next to him, and Baba praised Pritam Singh's love and embraced his son. Baba explained:  

When I, the Ancient One, embrace you, I awaken something within you which gradually grows. It is the seed of 

love that I have sown. There is a long period and great distance between the breaking open of the seed and the 

flowering and fruiting. Actually the Goal is neither far nor near and there is no distance to cross nor time to 

count. In eternity, all is here and now. You have simply to become that which you are. You are God, the 

Infinite Existence.144 

One lover gave Baba a framed pencil sketch of Baba which he had drawn. 

Baba then asked the Poona bhajan group to go for food if they were hungry. Stopping the darshan, Baba washed his 

face and stated, "Those who have not yet had darshan can have it after lunch." But a long line of men were waiting, 

and they did not want to budge an inch without first taking darshan. 

Pesi Irani, Baidul's son-in-law, informed Baba about the death of Baidul's nephew. "Did he love me?" Baba asked. 

Pesi said no, so Baba commented, "Then, why worry?" 

A swami named Mangalanand Paramhans Dhuniwale was attending the gathering, but he had come with the 

intention of “exposing” Meher Baba to be a fraud. The previous night he had disturbed those sleeping near him in 

the tent by loudly chanting from the Vedas. Dhake told him to pipe down and have some consideration for others, 

but Mangalanand responded sharply, “This is my daily ritual, so please leave me alone. I am a tiger, so be warned.” 

Dhake retorted, “If you a tiger then I am a hunter! Come outside and I will show you.”  

The swami then agreed to sleep. During the program, he was roaming about outside the darshan pandal, refusing to 

enter. Baba sent Pukar with a message for him to come inside and sit on a chair in front of him. Surprisingly, the 

man agreed. The “tiger” had changed his stripes! 

After some time, Baba instructed Pukar, "If Swami is hungry and feels happy, he should go for his food." Swami 

Mangalanand conveyed to Baba that since Baba was happy, he also was happy, and did not feel like eating then. 

Baba asked Ramjoo if Saib Asmi had eaten lunch. Ramjoo said he would have food in the evening. 

Baba asked Ramjoo's three sons if they had any difficulty in getting leave from their jobs, and how long they would 

stay. They said they could stay until the first group's sahavas was over. 

Introducing Abdur Rehman, Ghani's younger brother, Baba remarked, "He is my childhood langoti friend [bosom 

buddy]." Abdur Rehman then sang a ghazal. 

Professor Jagindar Singh introduced two newcomers to Baba. Concerning Manikyala Rao, Baba inquired, "When 

will you put on some weight?" 

While meeting Pophali Pleader, Baba observed, "His family is blessed, as all its members are my lovers." 

The Poona group stopped their singing in Marathi, and the Dehra Dun bhajan group took over, singing in Hindi and 

Punjabi. Baba stopped the darshan for a few moments to listen. 

Again, he asked Ramjoo if Saib Asmi would eat a little fruit. Through Ramjoo, Asmi said he would eat in the 

evening. 

Baba accepted some money from one devotee, asking him to give it to Pendu to utilize for prasad for the poor on his 

birthday on the 25th. 
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When Daulat Singh came before Baba, he recited his usual prayer in Baba's praise and some couplets of Guru 

Nanak. Baba remarked, "I am very glad to see you. You are dear to me." 

Fourteen-year-old Ramkripal came to the sahavas from Hamirpur, and Baba called Keshav and Pukar and asked, 

"Children under the age of seventeen were not permitted to attend the sahavas. Why did you bring him?" 

Both replied, "The boy is very devout and was persistent in coming despite our advice to the contrary, saying that if 

he were not allowed to go he would commit suicide! So we had to bring him." 

Baba asked Ramkripal, "Is this the sort of love you have for me? Are you prepared to die for me?" The boy nodded 

and Baba embraced him. 

Sribhai's brother-in-law came to meet Baba. Introducing him, Keshav said he was a highly successful businessman, 

whereas Sribhai was a spendthrift. So Baba had Sribhai sent for and teased him, "I have just heard from Keshav that 

your brother-in-law earns money while you fritter it away! What is this?" 

Sribhai answered, "Baba, it is only you who make us prosperous, or ruin us!" 

Addressing all, Baba remarked, "Sribhai is my old lover and his love is as strong as ever. Pukar says Sribhai 

accidentally started a fire and, due to his negligence, medicines worth Rs.5,000 were lost in it. But what Sribhai has 

done is worth more than five crores [50 million]! He presented to me the very infinitesimal portion of the 

makardhwaj [ayurvedic] medicine saved from the fire he had prepared. It is invaluable!" 

In spite of Baba's clear instructions, a few men came twice for darshan and Baba pardoned them. 

At intervals, Baba would stop the singing and stretch his legs. One person offered a new piece of khadi cloth to 

Baba, who accepted it and wiped his face with it. 

When Adi Dubash came forward for darshan, Baba asked him, "How is it you were not seen until now?" He called 

Minoo Kharas, and both Minoo and Adi took darshan and had an embrace. 

When R. D. Bahuguna of Delhi approached, Baba punned, "I was bahurupya [a street performer who assumes 

different roles, for instance, one day a man, the next a woman], but now I have become bahuguna [one with many 

attributes]!" 

Baba asked K. K. Ramakrishnan, "What did you have for breakfast and lunch?" Ramakrishnan could not reply, so 

one of the Poona group answered for him. Baba, who had eaten nothing, quipped, "I am full of love." 

During the darshan Baba seemed to be his congenial self and free from pain. But, although he appeared hale and 

hearty, in fact, he had fever and was in constant pain. 

Dagdulal L. Kasat of Satara came for Baba's darshan and introduced himself as the one who had applied plaster to 

Baba's leg after the auto accident in 1956. 

Baba noticed D. S. Chowbey of Calcutta bowing down to Balak Bhagwan at the other end of the pandal. He stopped 

the darshan and called Pukar, who was supposed to be looking after Balak Bhagwan. Baba again warned Balak 

Bhagwan not to allow anyone to lay his head at his feet. Chowbey apologized, and Baba asked him if he had ever 

met him before. Chowbey said he had met Baba in America. 

When darshan restarted, Ramhirdaya Tiwari, a former co-worker of the deceased Jal Kerawalla, came. Baba 

remembered Jal, remarking, "There was none equal to him." 

When Vibhuti approached, Baba introduced him to the gathering. "He is my old lover and is spreading my message 

of love in Bombay and other districts of Maharashtra." 

Introducing Pandoba, Baba remarked, "He has been with me since the days of the Prem Ashram [1927–28]. In the 

old days he was in charge of doing all the laundry." He asked Pandoba how many children he had, and Pandoba 

replied six. 

Seeing Hiralal of Nauranga, Baba joked, "I have a fever of 105°, so you should hurry, take darshan quickly and 

leave." But Hiralal was not the sort to be put off so easily. He began patting Baba's cheeks, and weeping and would 

not move. Baba had to ask Pukar to take him away, which he did. 

Greeting Babu Ramprasad of Nauranga, Baba commented about him, "I envy his love; he is a gem!" 

Chandraprakash of Hamirpur had brought seven rosary prayer beads from seven lovers to put around Baba's neck. 

Asking him to name the seven lovers, Baba allowed him to place the beads around his wrist one by one. He then 

took them all off and gave them back, telling Chandraprakash that he should repeat the seven lovers' names and put 

the rosaries one by one around his own wrist. 



 

 

Baba asked Vishnu of Dhagwan to sing a song, which he did. Vishnu also gave an amusing performance of a 

dancing girl in love. He had wrapped a sari around himself and veiled his face. Those present enthusiastically 

whistled and cheered on the “shy, young woman" and Baba enjoyed the dance. 

On seeing Tulsiram, one of the workers from Bandwa in Hamirpur, Baba was reminded how he had to travel by 

bullock cart to give darshan in the village of Ichhuara. 

Baburao Vyas recited a couplet in praise of Baba. Baba introduced him to the gathering, remarking, "He is a teacher 

and is awakening divine love in the hearts of his students." 

Introducing Shahastrabudhe, Baba commented, "He is the proprietor of several hotels [restaurants] in Satara and 

Poona. He has left everything behind and he has come to Meherabad with his staff to cook for those attending the 

sahavas." 

Upon embracing Nana Kher, Baba stated, "He is from Nagpur. There is no silent worker like him." 

Pankhraj was behind Nana, and Baba commented, "This is Pankhraj, and he too is a good worker from Nagpur. And 

the sardar [leader] of both is Dr. Deshmukh, who is very intelligent, loving and clever. He will come tomorrow." 

When all the men had finished taking darshan, Aloba approached. Baba admonished him, "Has any of the 

Meherabad or Meherazad mandali come here for darshan?" Aloba shook his head no. "Then why have you?" Before 

he could reply, Baba remarked, "Aloba is a truly sincere lover of mine, but he has so much love that he forgets to 

obey my orders!" 

Baba then remarked to the gathering, "Drink deep at the fountain of love, but don't lose consciousness. If you taste 

even a drop of this love, what a wonderful experience you will have!" 

When Bal Natu approached, Baba asked him, "Are you taking notes of the proceedings, and if not, what are you 

doing?" Bal said that Pendu had utilized his services for something else. Baba gestured, "It is impossible to 

introduce one and all. All are true loving workers." 

Suddenly, Mukundlal Nigam threw himself at Baba's feet and would not get up despite much persuasion. Baba 

asked his younger brother, Dr. Devendra Nigam, to see whether he was alive or dead, and smilingly remarked, "If he 

is dead, all the better as in that case he would come to me!" Finally, Baba asked Mukundlal Nigam to leave the dais 

and he got up. Before leaving, Baba explained to him how real love consists in silently burning within, not 

outwardly showing it and appearing pious. 

Sadashiv L. Lokhande of Nagpur applied attar (scented oil) to Baba's feet. Referring to him, Baba observed, "He is 

very lucky. His whole family loves me." 

Meherdas had walked to Meherabad from Hamirpur for the sahavas, a journey of over 1,000 miles, which had taken 

him 40 days. Baba asked him, "Is it really true about the dead child coming alive when he was placed on your lap? 

You sang kirtans to me and the child came back alive?" 

Meherdas replied, "Baba, it is so. Who can lie to you?" 

Baba advised him, "In the future do not do such acts, as ultimately it is not beneficial. Don't allow anyone to bow to 

you. Egoism, in any form, does not bring benefit to anyone in the end." 

Baba had Aloba recite a couplet in Persian. Baba then remembered Saib Asmi and conveyed to Ramjoo that he 

would see him tomorrow. 

About Elcha Mistry of Simla, Baba stated, "He is a great humorist and to some extent lightens my universal burden 

by making me laugh." Baba recounted one episode: "Once Elcha told me that in Simla, potatoes and apples of 

superb quality grow in abundance. When I asked him how big they were, he replied that each potato weighs 20 seers 

[40 pounds] and a pair of apples 10 seers! I asked him to send me a parcel of apples, which he did through someone. 

When it came, it was difficult to tell if they were apples or apricots — they were so small!" 

Baba then stated, "Although I enjoy Elcha's jokes, every moment my Universal work goes on." 

After continuously sitting for almost seven hours, Baba completed giving darshan to all who had gathered for the 

sahavas. At 4:00 P.M. he sat in his lift-chair and was carried to his room in the Interview Cabin. He was there almost 

an hour, discussing matters about the program with Pendu, Bhau, Vishnu and Padri. At 5:00 P.M. Baba departed for 

Meherazad amidst thunderous cheers. 

 

Arriving from Meherazad at 8:00 A.M. on Sunday morning, 16 February 1958, Baba went straight to his cabin at 

lower Meherabad. There he had a conference for half an hour with the mandali and some of those attending the 



 

 

sahavas. Thereafter, amidst acclamations, he was carried in his lift-chair to the meeting tent and onto the dais. Padri 

requested that the people take their seats to make way for Baba. 

Deshmukh arrived and Baba embraced him. That day was the birthday of Deshmukh’s son, Prabodh, whom Baba 

embraced. Except for Deshmukh and his wife Indumati, Baba directed the rest of the family to leave for Nagpur that 

night, again advising Deshmukh's children to be attentive to their studies. 

Another man who was celebrating his birthday that day was called for darshan. Overcome, he fainted at Baba's feet 

and had to be led from the stage. 

Deshmukh had brought his neighbor, D. S. Deshmukh, from Nagpur. Meeting him, Baba joked, "Both bear the same 

surname and both are wearing specs." 

He then began his opening remarks: 

I will be in the tent today for half an hour. Then, going to the hall, I will meet lovers of different groups 

separately. I will spend only five minutes with every group. All the group heads should be present. In the 

afternoon a qawaali program will be held in the tent. 

Tomorrow morning, I will take you up Meherabad Hill, where I will show you my final resting place, and also 

other places of interest and tell you something about them. In the afternoon there will be meetings of workers 

of different centers. And the day after tomorrow — if you people are still breathing — we will meet again. 

Four devotees from Barsi, who had recently arrived that morning, were allowed Baba's darshan and embrace after 

being introduced to him. 

Ramjoo and Saib Asmi were called to the stage. 

At one point, Elcha Mistry told Baba, "Last night I dreamt that I was back in Simla, and on awakening this morning 

I found that I was in Meherabad. Because I am now back in Meherabad from Simla today, I should also have Baba's 

embrace!" Baba smiled and embraced him. 

When he came onto the dais, the poet Saib Asmi was asked to sit on Baba's right. Baba asked Ramjoo if Asmi had 

slept in Baba's cabin. Ramjoo replied that he had slept in another room. Introducing him, Baba observed: 

This is Saib Asmi. He is a resident of Lahore and a famous Pakistani poet. He has not met me before and this is 

the first time he has come to Meherabad. Yet, he has written a book in Urdu, Sarod-e-Javidan, which is 

dedicated to me. In the book, he has devoted about 100 pages to my life as much as he knows about it and has 

composed poems about me. He has introduced me to the Muslim world as Saheb-e-Zaman [the Messiah]. All 

this from a Muslim who has not seen me before and that, too, in a land [Pakistan] where people do not believe 

in the conception of man becoming God. I know he has taken this courageous step out of his deep love for me, 

and that sort of daring and love pleases me most. 

Eruch was interpreting Baba's hand signs and conveying them in English, and Keshav Nigam was translating them 

into Hindi. By mistake, Keshav introduced Saib Asmi to the gathering as "Saheb-e-Zaman Asmi," creating a burst of 

laughter. 

Baba declared, "Saib Asmi is not Saheb-e-Zaman, but Keshav has mistakenly said so. Some day, in one of his future 

births, Asmi may become [Qutub] Saheb-e-Zaman!" This elicited loud cheers of "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" and 

the pandal resounded with the cries. 

Keshav then apologized for his mistake, saying that only Meher Baba was the Saheb-e-Zaman. 

Saib Asmi laid his head on Baba's feet, and Baba warmly embraced him. Again there was loud cheering. 

Principal Niranjan Singh was now called to the dais, and he received Baba's embrace. Niranjan Singh's wife was 

sitting on Baba's right, silently weeping. 

 

Baba began a discourse: 

For one to declare that he is a saint and allow people to bow down to and revere him, without real authority, is 

to feed one's ego with intense happiness. Simultaneously, with the feeding of the ego comes a feeling of well-

being. 

One who is addicted to [eating or smoking] opium derives a similar feeling of well-being, though temporarily. 

After a time, the opium addict begins to feel the after-effects of opium such as severe constipation, loss of 

appetite, headache, dullness and drowsiness. He then begins to realize that it would have been better had he not 

become addicted. But, unfortunately, he cannot give up the habit. He has become its slave. He realizes this too 



 

 

late and sinks into deeper addiction, being tempted to take greater and greater quantities of opium to keep pace 

with the gradual loss of the feeling of well-being. 

Similarly, one who indulges in happiness by allowing people to bow down to him, without real authority, feels 

the prick of conscience later on. And with this feeling he realizes that he has no authority, but has got so used 

to the habit of feeding his ego in this manner that he is unable to stop the practice. He continues indulging and, 

after a time, does not pay heed to the pricks of conscience. He becomes numb to the voice within. 

After years of addiction, it so happens that one day the opium addict is found lying unconscious in a gutter of 

filth. An extra overdose of opium proves tragic for the addict who lost complete control over himself. The 

passerby scoffs, ridicules, points at him as a confirmed opium addict. 

In the same way, a person who poses as a saint, without really being one, starts to behave in an unworthy 

manner after years of indulgence in addiction to overdoses of homage. With him, unlike the opium addict, his 

unworthy behavior is accounted as "perfection" by his followers. When he abuses others, his words are 

accepted as blessings! When he beats someone, his beating is accepted as the descent of his grace! When he 

indulges in lovemaking with the opposite sex, it is accepted as pure love! 

In short, whatever he does, anything and everything, is accepted in a spirit of reverence and love by the 

followers of the man who has posed as a saint. The more unruly his behavior, the greater the admiration of the 

followers. And the greater the admiration, the richer becomes the feeding of the ego of that man. Eventually, he 

falls from the high pedestal of admiration because, not being a genuine saint, the rich doses of admiration and 

reverence prove too much for the ego to digest! With his fall this “opiumized” saint is ridiculed. Those very 

persons who once called themselves his followers now scoff and call him a fraud. 

Just as an opium addict has his personal friends who extol the effects of opium and bring into their fold 

innocent people, so, too, a person who poses as a saint has a ring of followers who extol him and his "miracles" 

to attract others to their fold. Such miracles may be just coincidences, or even genuine experiences of simple 

and devout followers who get desired results through their own faith in and love even for such an opiumized 

saint. 

One who has no authority and yet permits people to bow down to him plays a losing game, while those who 

bow down gain. The unburdening of sanskaras [mental impressions] of those who bow down at his feet is the 

cause of his loss, for he takes on sanskaras that can only be wiped off by many more births. 

The point to be considered is this: If thousands can benefit at the cost of a false saint, should this person be 

allowed to continue? If such a person is already in contact with a Perfect Master and loves him, the Master 

immediately puts a stop to this and corrects the man's shortcomings, and warns his followers about such 

unauthorized behavior. If, however, such a person is not already in contact with a Perfect Master, the Master 

never interferes, because eventually this person also derives some benefit. The Master knows that this is the 

play of ego. The cause of any eventual benefit to such a deluded person is that, at the cost of his own 

condemnation, he proved to be a dustbin for thousands to heap their sanskaras therein. 

There is no doubt that in his subsequent birth his past behavior makes the person suffer much more due to this 

burden of acquired sanskaras. But, with the intensity of his suffering, the redeeming factor is the speed with 

which these acquired sanskaras get wiped off. They are wiped off in proportion to the intensity of suffering. 

Along with the wiping off of the acquired sanskaras, his own sanskaras also get wiped off speedily. 

Just as an unauthorized person, posing as a saint, proves a source of benefit to thousands, so also he proves of 

harm to many. All this is a play in illusion! 

As an opium addict feels happy to give a tiny bit of opium to another, and that other, when he gets the taste of 

it, hands over another small dose to a friend, they thus create a circle of opium-eaters. The two or three persons 

close to the “opiumized” saint of our discourse start spreading news that such-and-such a woman was blessed 

with a child, and that another got her wish fulfilled, and that he, a "saint," performed many such miracles. A 

clique of followers is created around the opiumized saint. 

This happy picture does not last long, for after some years it so happens that at least one person finds out one 

day that his Master is a fraud and is not God-realized. The impact of such a great setback in his confirmed 

belief is so forceful that all his sanskaras, which he had inadvertently transferred on to the "saint" in his belief 

and devotion, all of a sudden recoil on him spontaneously and overburden him afresh. Thus, the person who 

had placed faith in the opiumized saint suffers a great deal. 

Let us view the picture from another angle: Suppose I am the opiumized saint and you love me and revere me as 

the Perfect Master. Your love becomes so deep and your faith so great that you actually make progress on the 

spiritual path, and really begin to have experiences of the Path. In this instance, you are surely benefited at the 



 

 

hands of an opiumized saint. Whereas in the previous case, the opiumized saint has done a great harm. Through 

such false saints harm and benefit recoil and accrue. 

In India we find people without spiritual authority allowing others to bow down to them. Even one of my old 

followers [Vibhuti], after many years of contact with me, left me 30 years ago and established an “ashram” at 

Nasik. You have seen or heard of it as a place of spiritual pilgrimage. He used to tell people: "Meher Baba has 

made me his chargeman." People paid much homage to him. 

The news reached me, and I sent one man to tell him to stop all this display and nonsense and come back to me. 

He did not listen. He was very happy with his surroundings. 

Three years passed and he established a big following, among whom was a very beautiful woman. Theirs was 

not a proper [legal] marriage and the woman conceived. The police heard of it and the man got frightened. He 

left Nasik and ran to me. Then I reminded him that he did not come three years before when I called. Now, he 

should either go back and settle with the police, or stay with me and suffer with leprosy. 

There is no mention of this in any of the books, but it is recorded in Chanji's diary. 

He stayed with me and he did get leprosy, all the time repenting. I forgave him and instructed him to go out and 

beg for his food, to be without money and not touch women. I sent him wandering; he was not to stay 

anywhere and to return after a year. He roamed about for two years and then came back. He was cured of the 

disease. Now he loves me fully and longs to tell everyone about me. 

But all this is a play in illusion. It is all my play. None can fathom me as I really am. I am in everyone and I do 

everything; simultaneously, I also do nothing. 

Be brave. Be happy. I and you all are One; and the Infinite that eternally belongs to me will one day belong to 

every individual. 

 

Taking the microphone, Deshmukh announced to the crowd, "Today is Maha Shivratri [Hindu festival worshiping 

Shiva]. Baba is Shankara [Shiva] personified, and we are all his children groping in the darkness of ignorance. He 

will liberate us from it, so say together, ‘Meher Shankaraji ki jai,’ " and the pandal reverberated with the call. 

The Poona bhajan group then sang, and the Dehra Dun women performed Baba's arti. Madhusudan and the Poona 

group sang Baba's Hindi arti, and at 10:30 A.M. Baba was carried to his room in his chair. Four persons would lift 

Baba's chair, and those who got the chance considered themselves fortunate. 

At 11:00 A.M. the group meetings began in the lower Meherabad hall. First the Poona, Barsi and Sholapur lovers 

were called. Baba remarked: 

The Poona group is lucky. It has again a chance of my darshan and sahavas. These lovers are fortunate for two 

reasons: firstly, Poona is my birthplace; and secondly, whenever I go there they have an opportunity of meeting 

me. The last time, also, [in December 1957] when I was in Poona, they had the benefit of my company. The 

Poona bhajan mandali group have been allowed to attend the sahavas for two weeks during the stay of both 

groups. I want the members of the Poona group to love me more and more. 

To the Air Force officer Manohar Sakhare, Baba commented, "The Poona bhajan group is not aware of how lucky 

you and Mona [his wife] are." 

Baba then asked Ramakrishnan, Gadekar, Shinde and Kamble to select sincere workers for the following day's 

meeting. He reminded all of the most recent Life Circular, which had stated there would be no interviews during the 

sahavas, and so none should expect one. In this regard, he observed, "I have 105° fever and pain in the leg. Kaka is 

my doctor!" Baba gave Kaka Baria his wrist to feel his pulse. Because Baba had indicated it was so, Kaka confirmed 

that he had a temperature of 105°. 

At one point, Baba called Naggu, a real physician, to the dais. Baba held out his wrist and asked her to check his 

pulse. As she was holding his wrist and counting, Baba said with a smile, “You will be a very good doctor and will 

be well known.” 

After the Poona lovers left, the Nagpur group arrived. Several were late. When all had gathered, Baba stated that the 

five minutes allotted to them were over, and workers like Nana Kher, Pankhraj and Deshmukh were not present. 

When Deshmukh appeared, Baba remarked, "Instead of five, fifteen minutes have elapsed. Why did you take so 

long to come? You still have a fortnight left to attend to other things." The Nagpur group was also told to select 

honest workers for the next day's meeting, and Deshmukh, Nana Kher and Pankhraj were given the duty of making 

the list. 



 

 

Deshmukh beseeched Baba to visit Nagpur. Annoyed, Baba replied, "If Nagpur still exists, I will visit it after 700 

years,” and added, “Seven hundred years is not such a long time.” 

Baba also reminded this group of the recent Life Circular and observed, "But I am not bound in any way, and I may 

send for anyone I like and meet him." 

In the Dehra Dun group, discord had arisen in some families about the manner in which certain family members 

were remembering and worshiping Baba. Baba settled the matter in his masterful way, by advising the parties 

concerned not to hurt the feelings of their near and dear ones, who may be against Baba. In such cases, Baba stated, 

he preferred that they remove his photographs from their house, not attend Baba meetings or revere him, and stop 

repeating his name audibly. Baba impressed upon his lovers the necessity of maintaining harmony among family 

members, and urged them to keep him enthroned in their hearts, and silently love him more and more with constant 

remembrance. "Thereby," he concluded, "all avenues of dissatisfaction and discord in the family will be closed and 

they will have no cause for offense." 

Again Baba asked Kaka to feel his pulse. Kaka did so and said the fever was 105°. Baba hinted to him to make it 

106°. Baba humorously explained that Kaka was his "temperature doctor" who, after feeling his pulse, declared what 

the temperature was according to Baba's wish! 

There were persistent requests from the Dehra Dun group, as well as from other groups for Baba to visit their towns. 

Baba informed them, "It is not possible for me to visit Dehra Dun, or any other place now. I will see on my return 

from the West," and added emphatically, "I am God Personified. If anyone has the slightest glimpse of my Reality, 

he would not mind being cut into a thousand pieces!" 

One man from this group blamed another for his family difficulties. Baba explained to him, "Everyone has 

weaknesses. Only Baba is free from them. If someone loves his neighbor, it awakens love in all. If I have to listen to 

others' weaknesses, what would be the purpose for my going to Dehra Dun?" 

He added, "If I were to turn my key, those who oppose me would become my devotees in no time. Anyway, even 

antagonistic remembrance is better than no remembrance!" 

The lovers from Delhi, Pathankot, Amritsar, Agra and Aligarh were next. Reminding them about the stipulations 

outlined in the recent Life Circular, Baba observed, "I just cannot resist meeting and embracing my devotees. But 

individual interviews are not possible. Who here is a good mathematician? If each person is disposed of within five 

minutes, how many hours would it take to see 800 persons? Five minutes is the minimum, although they would 

never be satisfied with five minutes." 

Baba asked Kaka to again take his pulse. Kaka reported the fever had risen to 107°. Baba joked, "This temperature 

specialist will make it go to 110° if he were told to do so." 

Baba explained to this group from northern India: 

Love has no limit, but the mind gets in the way. This hindrance cannot be removed without my grace, because it 

is a question of the mind annihilating the mind! For instance, if I were to ask Niranjan Singh to jump over 

himself, the most he would do is a somersault. To leap over oneself is impossible. Baba knows that from the 

purity in his heart, Niranjan Singh wants to realize me, but the hitch is there. 

Baba asked Niranjan Singh if it would be possible for him and his wife to stay in Meherazad for ten days from July 

1 to the 10th. On his acquiescing, Baba informed him he would instruct him later in detail. 

Now came the Saoner and Vibhuti's groups. Baba remarked, "Half the Saoner group consists of Pophali's family." 

Pophali Pleader had brought a poor man who was disinclined to come. Baba commented, "My love has drawn him 

here." 

As in the Dehra Dun group, the question of a family member opposed to Baba was again raised. Pophali's daughter, 

Nirmala, was especially keen to have Baba's darshan, but her husband was vehemently against Baba. He warned her 

that if she went for Baba's darshan, he would not allow her to return to his house. But, at the last moment, something 

happened to him internally and he completely changed, to the point of insisting that Nirmala accompany her father 

to the sahavas. 

When they had Baba's darshan, Pophali narrated the events to Baba, who advised the girl, "You must respect the 

wishes of your husband, treating him as Baba. If he does not want you to worship me, then throw away my 

photograph from your house. I will stay in your heart forever. Inwardly, remember me as often as you can. That is 

my real worship!" 

In the course of conversation with his old disciple Murli Kale, who had recently gotten married, Baba observed, 

"Now that you are married, you will have a family and will have to look after all the resultant difficulties and 



 

 

maintain them." Murli Kale had been a student in the Meher Ashram in 1927 and was among the mandali who had 

accompanied Baba in the New Life. With Baba's permission, he had moved to Jabalpur. 

Baba teased Suloo Meshram of Jabalpur, that by registering his wife's name in the sahavas list, he, himself, had 

come. Baba remarked, "Anyway, you were drawn by my love." Baba went on to say that he did not like hypocrisy, 

and advised those present to always be natural and unpretentious. 

Meshram begged Baba to visit Jabalpur, to which he replied, "If I were to go to Jabalpur, Deshmukh would say, 

'Baba, Nagpur is not far from here, and then there would be no end to the traveling. I might have promised during 

the 1955 Sahavas to visit different places, but I am beyond all promises. Whether I break one promise, or one 

hundred, it is the same." Baba, however, assured Meshram that when Baba came back after 700 years, if Jabalpur 

were still there, he would visit it. 

Then the Pakistanis were called, and Baba chatted with such longtime lovers as Minoo Kharas, Adi and Rhoda 

Dubash, Adi and Dolly Arjani, and others. 

At 2:00 P.M., Baba called about 50 persons which included some of the mandali. Each was given a copy of Life 

Circular No. 37 (“Baba’s Reminder”), where Baba's four orders appeared, including the one to desist from any 

lustful action for six months. Baba freed Murli Kale and Ali Ramjoo (who had recently married) from the condition, 

and also Sam Kerawala, who was to marry in March of that year. 

Murli Kale used to write copious amounts of couplets and send them to Nilu — so much so that Nilu had also taken 

up the hobby. Baba asked him to recite a poem, and after much thought, Murli began, "Wonderful is the effect of the 

Wine that permeates the Jabalpur air ..." and then came to a dead halt. Much to his chagrin (and the amusement of 

all), he could not remember the rest, and their meeting came to an abrupt end. 

Baba went to the men's dormitory tent, where Chaturbuj of Ichhuara was lying in bed ill and unconscious. Baba 

placed his walking stick on his chest and advised he be given milk, but someone said he was unable to drink 

anything. Baba sent someone to bring milk and kept his other cane on his chest. Chaturbuj suddenly sat up and held 

Baba in a tight embrace. He drank the milk and also ate after a while. 

 

At 2:30 P.M., Baba arrived in the meeting tent, where a qawaali program was to be held. It was hot, and Baba had the 

sides of the pandal opened. He remarked, "Those who cannot follow the singing should concentrate on me, and 

those who understand the words should try to enjoy it in my presence." He also added, "But even if you sleep, I 

won't mind. You are at full liberty to do so if you wish." 

The first ghazal, not being of a suitably spiritual nature, displeased Baba, who remarked, "Such a thing should not 

have been sung in an assemblage like this." Dr. Abdur Rehman sang a “blasphemous” ghazal of complaint against 

the Beloved with great flourish, which made Baba laugh. He remarked he had not laughed so hard in days. Then the 

qawaal and his musicians followed with a few good ghazals. 

Baba called Swami Mangalanand to the stage. The swami touched Baba's feet, and Baba asked him if he would obey 

him, then stated, "Even if it comes to dropping your body, you should stick to my order." The Swami agreed. Baba 

ordered him to fast only on water and to remain silent for 40 days. He asked whether the Swami would do it. He 

gladly accepted. Baba said, “If you do this and do not allow anyone to worship you or touch your feet, I will give 

you a glimpse of my divinity.” 

Baba instructed him to leave immediately for Mandla, where he was living in a hut on land formerly owned by 

Baba. After he left, Baba remarked to the gathering, "Let us see whether he really obeys me." 

Abdur Rehman was asked to sing something special. He sang another ghazal full of complaints against the Beloved. 

Baba praised him and, seeing that his hand shook when he was reading the ghazal, observed, "Now, the mastan [one 

who is robust] has grown old." 

Baba directed the gathering to go for tea, and during the interval he stood up to urinate as three of the mandali held 

up a rug, which partially screened him from the audience. Then he sat down and was absorbed within himself. His 

fingers danced and their lively steps took an inner account of all those attending the sahavas. Baba was merged in 

this state for half an hour. When the sahavas group returned, the qawaal resumed singing for an hour. One particular 

ghazal greatly appealed to Baba: "Don't leave after embracing me; it is a question of [my] life and death!" 

Baba embraced the qawaal, telling him to always invoke his name before starting any program, and he and his 

musicians departed. The Poona bhajan group continued to sing. 



 

 

Although Baba had stated he would leave at 6:00 P.M., it was close to 6:45 when the music ended and Baba left for 

Meherazad amidst shouts of his Jai. Because he had stayed late, he joked, "Tomorrow, I will leave at 5:15 P.M. 

because today I have done overtime." 

Baba had the car stopped near the dhuni, where he heard a bhajan sung by Lokhande's children, who were not 

permitted to attend the sahavas because they were too young. Lokhande had brought his children anyway, and they 

were kept with Rama Kalchuri in the Family Quarters. Sheela and Mehernath were also not allowed at the sahavas, 

although Rama herself was present. Bhau was staying at Meherabad, but he was not allowed to speak to her or to his 

children. Pophali's daughter's children had also come, and Baba gave his company to all of these children near the 

dhuni for ten minutes before proceeding to Meherazad. 

 

Waman Padale had been sent to Meherazad for some work on the 16th, and in the evening, when he was to return to 

Ahmednagar, he missed his bus. He had to spend the night under a tree, but it all seemed “planned,” because that 

night he came across a young, dark-skinned, handsome mast on the private road leading to Meherazad. When Baba 

was on his way to Meherabad the following morning, he saw the mast standing alone staring at the sky. Baba 

beckoned to him and took him in the car with him.  

Baba arrived at Meherabad at 8:15 on Monday morning, 17 February 1958. Eight men took turns carrying him up 

the hill in his lift-chair. The sahavas group in their enthusiasm disregarded Baba's instructions to follow his chair 

and made much noise and raised a lot of dust by running in front of him. To control them, Baba ordered them to 

remain a few hundred yards behind him and to follow the women in an orderly fashion. 

On Meherabad Hill, everyone gathered under the tin shed, but the floor was uncarpeted and full of dust, which 

earned Mansari, Padri and Vishnu Baba's reproof. Baba waited until the floor was covered with satrungis (carpets) 

for the men and women to sit on, before he began. He stated: 

On this hill, I have done my Universal work. The stone structure on my right was formerly a water reservoir 

during the First World War. There is a room inside it in which I had sat in seclusion several times in 1924. 

There was an iron ladder leading to a window, which I used to climb to enter and come out of the room. 

Shortly, I will send you to the place where my body will be kept after I drop it. Inside it is a pucca [sturdily] 

built crypt, where for six months, I stayed in seclusion and fasted on only coffee once a day and water. The 

seclusion lasted for two years, from 1927–28. Seventy years after I drop my body, this place will turn into a 

place of pilgrimage, where lovers of God, philosophers and celebrities will come to pay homage. How 

fortunate you all are that you are here in my living presence and could come up the hill with me! 

Those of you who have not seen the Tomb before should go there now, one by one. See it and pay your respects 

with a firm resolve that you will try your best to give happiness to others at the cost of your own, and that you 

will love Baba with all your heart. Having made this resolve, try to follow these two things honestly. 

The women should go in first and then the men. Those who have already seen it should stay here. And after 

paying your respects, you should go down and not come here. 

Those who had not seen Baba's final resting place went to see it, and the women who were still sitting in front of 

Baba were asked to take a walk in the garden. When they had left, Baba motioned to the men to come nearer, and 

they did so in a mad scramble! Baba caustically remarked, "I have seen how you are going to make others happy at 

the cost of your own happiness from the way in which you have just occupied the vacant seats!" 

Minoo Kharas joked, "Baba, I remembered only your second advice — to love you wholeheartedly — and clean 

forgot about the first." 

Calling him, Baba twisted his ear, commenting, "True love never expresses itself outwardly. Love makes one forget 

oneself from head to foot." 

Baba then described the mast he had brought from Meherazad, who had been kept opposite the main building in 

lower Meherabad on the east side. He had been given milk which he drank, and Baba directed that he be given a 

little rice and more milk at noon. Baba warned them not to disturb the mast, nor pester him with food or money. He 

remarked: 

Worldly people may take him as an ordinary madman, but he is groveling in the dust and wallowing in filth due 

to his love for God. I am very happy to have brought him here. I always bow down to such lovers of God, and 

therefore it is not necessary for you to pay homage to him. I know there are some of you who would like to go 

and surround him. I must warn you that the mast has a stick and he may take it into his head to poke anyone in 

the eye who approaches him. 



 

 

Those masts on the Path, as they advance, have the combined attributes of a child, madman and a pishach 

[ghost]. They are as guileless as a child, act peculiarly like a madman and live in dirty surroundings like a 

ghoulish figure. 

So if any of you go near him, despite my warning, and he pokes you in the eye with his stick, I will be happy. 

[Those present laughed.] Who knows? The mast may even run into the dormitory pandals at any moment! If he 

does, do not be frightened; catch hold of him gently and remain calm. But he won't do it; so don't be afraid of 

him. 

Dr. Deshmukh wanted to have group photographs taken with Baba, but Eruch explained that there was no time. On 

Deshmukh's insistence, Baba asked who would take this responsibility. He added that if the person who took the 

responsibility failed to fulfill it, he would have to fast for seven days on water — not for any spiritual benefit, but as 

a punishment! Adi Arjani of Karachi was prepared to shoulder the responsibility and to arrange for the photographs 

to be taken on the 19th between 9 and 10:00 A.M. Baba decided the photographs should be taken at lower Meherabad 

rather than on the hill. 

Even though Baba did not like the idea of photographs at this time, he agreed to the plan to please those who wanted 

it, but he remarked, "What is the use of having my photograph on paper; it would be best to establish it in one's 

heart." 

Ramjoo opposed the taking of photographs, and a discussion (sometimes heated!) ensued between those in favor of 

it and those against it. 

Ram Lakhan Sharma of Jabalpur said, "We should have Baba's photograph in our hearts and on paper, too!" Amiya 

Hazra seconded him. 

Baba remarked, "Sharma wants to keep one hand on the tabla and the other on the dholak at the same time." But 

there were many who agreed with Sharma, and the argument continued. In the end, Baba decided that because the 

men had more than once posed with him (in 1955), he would be photographed only with the women at the sahavas 

who had not had the previous chance. 

At 10:30 A.M., Baba was driven down the hill in his car, and all followed, except those who had already gone down 

after paying their respects to his Tomb. While Baba was being helped into the car, one man who was so overcome 

began staggering as if intoxicated. He was given a ride in Baba's car, as was Ramjoo, who had asthma. In lower 

Meherabad, one man from Baukhar (in Hamirpur) was lying on his back moaning as if in pain. Age observed, “The 

Wine is exhibiting its various blends! In some it weeps, in some it laughs; some are torn by inner pangs, while others 

smile deliriously!” 

After spending a short while in his room, Baba was brought to the hall where the Hamirpur group had gathered, 

including several people from Kanpur, Jalaun, Barda and Jhansi. Baba began: 

I also belong to Hamirpur. I have connection with Hamirpur from ages past. This is the reason that I have gone 

to Hamirpur twice, and so many lovers come from there. Nothing happens without a purpose. Now, physically, 

it is not possible for me to visit Hamirpur again. So you should all endeavor to increase my love. Remember 

me more and more day by day so that others may also begin to love me. You can draw me to you with your 

love. You cannot draw me there in this body, but you can draw me in my Real Form. I have said so many times 

before, and repeat it again, that he who takes my name when breathing his last will come to me. 

A lover of mine, Curshed Talati, has recently died in London. He had heart trouble. Despite it, in his last 

moments, he cried out my name. When his mother in Bombay came to know of his passing away, she accepted 

it calmly and peacefully. She did not weep. She was happy that with Baba's blessing, her son died with my 

name on his lips and was with me. 

Even a child has some sort of understanding of death, but still one forgets to remember me in his last moments. 

It is great good fortune to take my name while dying. But if you really love me as I should be loved, you will 

become immortal! 

Raisaheb Sharma, a lawyer, requested that Baba clarify what old connection he had with Hamirpur. Remaining 

serious for several minutes, Baba replied, "When I come back into the world after 700 years, remind me. I will 

clarify it then!" All laughed uproariously, and Baba asked them to go for their lunch. 

When the Hamirpur group was leaving, Baba stopped Bhavani Nigam and his brothers, and Laxmichand Paliwal 

and his brothers. Baba had assuaged the antagonistic feelings between them in Meherazad the year before, but still 

some vestige was lingering. He asked them about it, to settle the matter once and for all. Then, by embracing each 

man, Baba finally cleared away whatever ill-feeling was left in their hearts. 



 

 

The Marathi group from Bombay entered and Baba inquired, "Who was here in the previous sahavas?" Almost all 

immediately raised their hands, and thereupon, Baba joked, "Then, why have you come now?" He met all, one by 

one, and repeated that if they continued loving and remembering him, he would be happy. Some were visibly moved 

and shed tears. 

When the lovers from Ahmednagar were called, Pandoba laid his family difficulties before Baba. Baba admonished 

all those present, "Have responsibilities, but do not become attached to them." He instructed Kaka Chinchorkar to 

listen carefully the next day to what he would explain, and added: 

Books and discourses will never bring about one's spiritual regeneration. The mind cannot be annihilated by the 

mind, just as one cannot jump over oneself. Only by loving me as I ought to be loved can the mind be 

destroyed. Anyone may have love for me, but not the love I want. 

My lovers may be likened to one who is fond of lions and admires them so much that he keeps a lion in his own 

home. But, feeling afraid of the lion, he puts it in a cage. The lion is always kept caged, even while he feeds it; 

he feeds the pet from a distance, standing outside the cage. 

Baba is also treated like a lion by his lovers. There is love, there is admiration, there is an intense desire to see 

Baba comfortable and happy, and Baba is also frequently fed by the love of his lovers. But all this is done 

keeping Baba segregated from one's own self. What is wanted is that the lovers should open the “cage” and, 

through intense love for their Baba, throw themselves inside it to become food for the Lion of Love. The lover 

should permit himself to be totally consumed through his love for the Beloved. 

Baba informed Navle that there would be a public darshan on the afternoon of the 25th between 3 and 5:00 P.M., and 

he could bring anyone he pleased. 

The Sholapur lovers wanted a statue of Baba. Baba asked them to talk it over with Gadekar and one another, adding, 

"After I return from America, I will not stir out anywhere." 

Bhau's nephew, Virendra Singh Kalchuri, had come with his wife, Pushpa, but according to Baba's orders, Bhau had 

not spoken with them. Sending for him, Baba asked about it. Bhau replied, "It is your order that I not speak with any 

of my relatives, and so I did not talk to them." 

Baba lamented, "I have never seen anyone as foolish as you! Are Virendra and Pushpa your relatives, or my sahavas 

guests? Go and talk with them." After a while, Baba directed him, "But don’t talk with Rama. She, too, is a sahavas 

guest, but don’t even look at her! Did you meet Mehernath and Sheela?" 

"How could I meet them, it was against your order?" Bhau asked, and Baba was pleased. 

Baba then called D. Y. Nafde and his family from Bhopal, Y. L. Muniraj's family from Jabalpur, and Bal Kisan and 

Meher Kanta from Dehra Dun. These families were in Baba's close contact, but their love was silent, and Baba 

expressed his happiness with them. Nafde had first met Baba through Nana Kher in Nagpur in 1952, and his children 

were full of love for Baba. Muniraj had first heard of Baba through Thade and had met Baba in the September 1954 

meeting. 

 

At about 2:10 P.M. on 17 February 1958, Baba held a meeting of his workers in Meherabad Hall. Workers from 

India, Pakistan, Ceylon and Kashmir were present. In fact, Baba was to have met with different workers and their 

group heads separately, but he turned the meeting into a combined meeting in which almost all those attending the 

sahavas, including the women, took part. 

Baba began by asking the Hamirpur group heads to stand. He asked Keshav Nigam what his workers understood 

about doing Baba's work, and whether they were doing his work faithfully and in all sincerity. Keshav put this 

question before the workers. Some said they were working sincerely, while some declared that they were working 

according to their capacity and understanding. Gaya Prasad Khare said, "Baba, until now I have not worked 

adequately, but I assure you that from now on I will work diligently, and for that, I seek your blessing." 

Baba folded his hands and stated, "I salute all those who disseminate my message of love wholeheartedly and with 

love." He commented that it would have taken a long time to have called each group separately, and to have 

explained the same thing; hence, this combined meeting. Baba recalled the all-night workers' meeting in 

Rajahmundry, in 1954, when he had explained what real work was. He then explained about his work and workers: 

What is Baba's work? It is to explain to people who and what Baba is. Baba has always emphasized that one 

should love all, slander no one, not make others suffer and have a pure heart. Baba is the Avatar of the Age and 

the greatest work anyone can do is to love Baba as Baba ought to be loved. If the workers themselves lack 



 

 

these attributes, how will they be able to influence people? On the contrary, it would not be Baba's work, but an 

increase of burden on Baba. 

There are two types of workers. For example, Keshav tells people who Baba is and what Baba says, and himself 

acts and lives as I want my workers to be in life. Then there is Dillipati, who also loves me in his own way, but 

lacks the qualities desired by me. When such a man, instead of doing my work in a haphazard manner, 

confesses his incapacity to others and tells them what I want them to do, though he himself cannot do it, 

because he is honest there is no binding created for him, and no burden felt by me on behalf of such a worker. 

The workers should be bold and candid enough to admit to their weaknesses and to try to overcome their 

weaknesses before they attempt to preach what Baba says. 

In doing Baba's work, there is one great difficulty. No doubt the workers have love for Baba, but, at the same 

time, they have their own characteristic weaknesses. The great difficulty resides in the expression of one's ego, 

the feeling of self-importance by which a man is possessed, despite one's best efforts to lose it. The heart is for 

weakening the ego, but the mind is for strengthening it. The mind gains a sense of greatness in doing Baba's 

work. There is no escaping this. 

What is to be done then? Try to be humble. But even if the leader of a group, charged with the responsibility of 

spreading Baba's message of love far and wide, tries to be humble, his co-workers may take it as mere posing 

on his part and look down upon him. Although other people will ultimately respect him for his quality of 

leadership. 

Another difficulty in doing Baba's work is that the workers themselves fail to cooperate. With differences of 

opinion prevailing, they find fault with one another. The result is that the work itself suffers. All this results 

from the workers differing among themselves while they dare to carry to people my message of love, tolerance 

and purity of heart. 

Baba asked whether this was true, and from all corners, cries of "True, true!" were heard. Baba asked Ramakrishnan 

what the solution for these difficulties might be, and he replied, "Baba, all this is due to maya." 

In response, Baba stated: 

If maya were not there, then the work I started in the beginning [creation], from which I am not yet free, would 

not be there. Then, where would differences and disunity come into the picture? In fact, I, myself, am the 

worker, the work and everything. No, this [maya] is not the answer. I have been looking for a remedy for ages, 

but until now I have not found it. Can anyone suggest one? 

No one responded. Then Baba said: 

But there is a remedy for this type of disunity. If the workers tried to act upon it sincerely, it would be easy. 

Real workers are those who, in addition to helping their leader, disregard his faults. In such cases, the workers 

themselves become leaders and yet remain sincere workers, too. If my workers follow this advice and 

cooperate with their leaders and co-workers, understanding that it is I who have entrusted the responsibility to 

the group heads, then Baba's work would be done. 

Baba cited cases in Andhra where the workers were spreading his message of love in every house. Despite 

differences of opinion, they were doing his work energetically. Baba asked the workers to follow his advice. "If not, 

then it is better you give up the work completely," he concluded. 

Before dispersing, Baba informed everyone that they should be present in the pandal at 3:30 P.M. after their tea. 

Chhagan was in charge of the kitchen and labored tirelessly to provide tasty meals and tea to the congregation. He 

would go to sleep at 8:00 P.M., and Bhau would wake him at midnight to begin preparations for breakfast, and then 

go to sleep himself. Getting up at 4:00 A.M., Bhau would go to the makeshift kitchen where Chhagan would be ready 

with breakfast for 800 persons and would be starting to make their tea. At 5:00 A.M. the sahavas men and women 

would have breakfast, and everything would go off like clockwork. Yet, those who attended had no idea of how it 

was all managed! 

 

The meeting tent was full to capacity long before 3:30, as the Dehra Dun bhajan group added fire to the Wine with 

lively, ecstatic singing. Baba entered the pandal looking serious and sat on the dais. Baba called Abdul Majid Khan 

and urged him, "Focus your attention on me 100 percent, and I say this because I love you." 

He chided Balak Bhagwan for dozing during the workers' meeting and urged him to stay awake. Balak Bhagwan 

replied, "Baba's mercy is there." 

To which Baba responded, "It is my mercy that keeps you alive!" 



 

 

One man entered the pandal late, and Baba questioned him about the reason. The man said he was sorry. Baba 

observed, "If you are sorry, I am more sorry as I have created the universe, the burden of which I constantly bear! 

When I give a time to be present, all should be present before that time." 

He then informed the gathering: "I want to leave for Meherazad at five o'clock, because there is a lot of work to do 

tomorrow. Tomorrow, Godavri Mai will be here, and I will be giving discourses. These days I have to spare time in 

Meherazad to reply to correspondence from the West about the forthcoming sahavas there [in Myrtle Beach]." 

Bhau came into the pandal and, introducing him, Baba complimented him, "He is a hard-working and sincere 

worker. He is with me in Meherazad and does many various duties. He works year round and is now in Meherabad 

to help the management." 

Referring to the recently published book Listen, Humanity, Baba remarked, "In the first part, Listen, Humanity gives 

an account of the November-December 1955 sahavas. In the second part, some of my messages are reproduced. In 

the third part, a beautiful description about my Avatarhood appears." 

Baba emphasized the importance of everyone owning a copy of the book. Baba explained that some of his lovers 

had offered certain amounts as love-gifts, which he had returned with the understanding that they would buy copies 

of the book and present them to those who were interested, but could not afford to purchase them. He also informed 

the gathering that a consignment of the newest book, Life At Its Best, was on the way (from the Sufis in America). In 

this connection, Baba added: 

But he who has attained divine love needs no book! In spite of reading and explanations, words are after all 

mere words. They do not take one any further than mere intellectual satisfaction. Only love for God works the 

miracle, because love is beyond mind and intellect. Where then is the necessity to read? Those who have love 

for me need not read anything. Reading is not necessary for those who love, as love takes one beyond the 

intellect, beyond the mind. 

I say with authority that I am the Ancient One. I have been declaring this to the whole world. If you love me 

with all your heart, then you shall be free! 

Referring to the mast whom he kept aloof, Baba stated, "We all are staying here together as companions. I have 

heard that two men approached the mast and gave him two rupees and laddoos. I had strictly forbidden it on the hill. 

"Who did it? They should come forward and acknowledge their guilt so that I may forgive them. They should not be 

afraid, because I am Infinite Forgiveness." 

Abdul Majid Khan stood up and confessed having given the mast a rupee. Baba corrected him, emphatically stating, 

"I am the Saheb-e-Zaman, the Master of the Age. Why are you catching hold of the branches? Why don't you hold 

fast to the root? In the depth of your heart you should enthrone me as God!" Baba then embraced him. 

A second person also came forward. He had given the mast laddoos and a rupee coin. Baba forgave him also and 

embraced him. It was then ascertained that both men had made the offering to the mast before they heard of Baba's 

instructions, but they did not mention this to Baba. When he learned of it, Baba expressed his pleasure with them. 

Lokhande brought his three children onto the dais. They were between four and eight years old and they sang before 

Baba. Afterward, Baba embraced them. 

Vishnu Sharma of Dhagwan made Baba smile with a song full of love. 

Next, Rustom Kaka and his wife Silla sang. Their son Manek played the tabla in accompaniment. 

Adi had brought a little boy who also sang for Baba, accompanied by Manek on the tabla. Baba embraced all the 

children, but remarked that from tomorrow no child should be brought on the stage. 

Elcha had thought of another clever ploy to receive Baba's embrace. He said, "Baba, I have heard from a very 

reliable source that if you give me an embrace again today, all your physical suffering will disappear." 

Baba's quick retort was: "I love my pain more than you!" Still, he embraced Elcha. 

Baba warned those attending the sahavas that when he dictated discourses the following day, they should not 

interrupt with excited acclamations of his Jai but try to grasp what was being stated. Baba concluded, "In my 

presence, you should behave in a proper manner." 

During the program, the men had been sitting on one side of the pandal, and the women on the other. There were 

hundreds present, and in such a throng, Rhoda Dubash wondered if Baba had noticed her, as she had been sitting at 

the far back the entire time. Niranjan Singh was sitting opposite her across the aisle. Moments later, Baba asked over 

the microphone, "Niranjan Singh, why did you change your seat today? I cannot see you." Rhoda was taken aback. 



 

 

Although Baba had questioned Niranjan, his remarks seemed directed at her, because Niranjan had not changed his 

seat that day. 

As the train that Manohar and Mona Sakhare were traveling in was about to pass Meherabad, Baba had the sides of 

the pandal raised so that he could wave to them. Then, before leaving the pandal, Baba sipped a little water, which 

made him cough. He recalled that the day before, at the same time, he had also coughed while drinking water. He 

remarked, "What is the significance of this? It shows that the dark cloud remembers me." 

The Poona bhajan group sang Baba's arti, after which, at 5:30 P.M., Baba was driven back to Meherazad. 

Accordingly, Bhau then explained to those attending the sahavas about the program for the following day, and also 

about the special train that had been arranged to leave from Meherabad directly for the first time. 

 

Arriving at 8:00 A.M., on the morning of Tuesday, 18 February 1958, Baba went straight to his Interview Cabin 

opposite the hall. In the meeting pandal, the devotees had already begun singing. A few minutes before Baba's 

entrance, Godavri Mai arrived with two of the kanyas. When Baba came and took his seat on the dais, she and the 

nuns took darshan. Godavri seated herself on a chair on Baba's right. Prior to Baba's arrival, she had been sitting on 

the dais itself and would not occupy the chair, despite the mandali’s request. 

The Poona bhajan group sang Baba's arti in Hindi, during which Baba's fingers telegraphed his unknown and 

invisible messages. Baba remarked to Godavri Mai that daily at 5:00 P.M., when he drank a little water, he coughed, 

which reminded him of the dark cloud. He then asked her to be present until noon and to come back in the afternoon 

at three. Baba informed her of all the work that had gone into making this sahavas possible, and of the harassment 

the arrangements had caused the mandali who managed the event. He praised Pendu who, in spite of his disability, 

was carrying on like a machine, moving from place to place on painful legs, supervising every detail. Baba also told 

her about himself, how he was suffering a fever for the past several days, but from his outward, cheerful appearance, 

those attending the sahavas truly thought he was not suffering. “Baba looked healthy, happy and glowing — his old 

self again!” Age noted, “But behind his smiling moon-like face was hidden infinite suffering. No one could see it.” 

Introducing Godavri Mai to the gathering, Baba stated: 

I am happy, as my mother Godavri Mai is near me. Often I have told my lovers that Godavri is to me what 

Yashoda was to Krishna. Godavri is my Yashoda [adopted mother]. I will tell you the background. When I was 

Krishna, Godavri was my Yashoda. The basis for this lies in the greatness of Godavri Mai. 

Hazrat Babajan disclosed to me my Ancient State, and Upasni Maharaj established that state in me. One day 

Upasni Maharaj told those around him to hold fast to Merwan, as he used to call me. At that time, and soon 

after, there was a peculiar atmosphere in Sakori. Upasni Maharaj is present here, and remains here always. He 

is witness to what I am going to tell you today, and what I am telling you is the absolute truth. 

Things started happening on a certain night soon after Upasni Maharaj told some devotees to hold fast to me. 

Even Yeshwant Rao [who was present in the pandal] did not know what happened on that night. Maharaj and I 

were sitting in a hut. Maharaj folded his hands and told me, "Merwan, you are the Avatar." Maharaj then told 

me to leave him, adding that soon he would create such an opposition as would make it difficult for those 

whom he had asked to stick to me, to follow his advice. "Even those who want to hold fast to your daaman will 

abandon you!" he said. 

In those days, there were two groups in Sakori: those who loved and followed me, and those who envied me 

and were against me. Those against me were pleased at Maharaj's creating opposition against me. One among 

those who loved me was Durgabai, and in the opposition was a Brahmin Talati [a village tax revenue officer]. I 

would not like to go into detail of how these two elements clashed and how I kept free from it. But one thing I 

will tell you about Godavri Mai, and it is her greatness — she was the beloved of Upasni Maharaj. Those who 

used to come for Maharaj's darshan were also taking Godavri Mai's. Just imagine how Godavri Mai created a 

favorable atmosphere for me after the passing away of Upasni Maharaj. He created opposition, and the 

opposition continued even after Maharaj's dropping his body. 

Godavri Mai is a jewel. Today, she is enthroned on Maharaj's gaadi [seat]. She is loved and respected by 

thousands in India. What was the necessity for Godavri Mai to invite me to Sakori, to revere me, when Maharaj 

had done otherwise? She is already famous, she had thousands of devotees, and she was the occupier of 

Maharaj's gaadi. In spite of that, she changed the atmosphere for me in Sakori. I again repeat that Godavri Mai 

is my Yashoda — my mother. She has tenderness, humility and greatness. She entertains me, reveres me, 

worships me, performs my arti, and at the same time, she is so humble. I call her Mother, and yet she bows 

down to me. I call her Yashoda Mai and still she does my arti. Is this not humility and greatness? 



 

 

Before dropping his body, Upasni Maharaj and I met together in a hut near Sakori [October 1941]. I bowed 

down to Maharaj. Maharaj wept like a child. He told me to break my silence, but I did not do it. Maharaj then 

told me, "Merwan, I shall soon drop this body; keep an eye on Sakori." 

I am the Ancient One. Not even the leaf of a tree quivers without my will. I am the One who is in everyone and 

everything. I also know what difficulties Godavri Mai had to face to maintain her seat on Upasni Maharaj's 

gaadi, after he passed on. I know how vast the difference is between the previous and present atmosphere in 

Sakori. I tell you all I am very happy and pleased with my “mother.” I love her intensely. 

Baba signaled the Poona singers to begin a bhajan, and at about 9:45 A.M. he asked Godavri Mai, "How do I look?" 

"Quite well, Baba," she replied. 

Baba then plunged into the "headache" of discourses and repeated in brief his discourse on “Opiumized Saints” for 

Godavri Mai's benefit. He also told her about Swami Mangalanand and how, at first, on the strength of his 

knowledge of the Vedas, he had opposed Baba. But after meeting Baba, on one word, Swami Mangalanand 

immediately left Meherabad to observe silence for 40 days and to fast only on water, according to Baba's 

instructions. 

Baba enjoyed the singing for some time and beat time to the music by tapping the head of Balak Bhagwan, who was 

seated on Baba's left. After one song, Baba appeared deep in thought, and then began this discourse: 

The affairs of the universe will continue without my paying any special attention to them, and without there 

being any burden on the Creator. The subject of discourses and explanations is a headache to me. One's 

breathing is natural and one has not to pay any attention to it, but after some exertion, the mind becomes 

conscious of it. In the same way, the affairs of the universe go on without my paying any special attention to 

them. But when it comes to the matter of giving explanations, I feel like one who has climbed a steep mountain 

and becomes breathless. Giving discourses is a burden for me. It reminds me of the affairs of the universe, and 

the discussions and explanations that are included in the affairs of the universe become more of a burden to me. 

Playing marbles, flying kites and playing gilli-danda and cricket are also included in the affairs of the universe, 

but they “unburden” the burden. It is like coming down a hill; it is more a relaxation than an exertion. 

Elcha and Dhake, by their jokes and witticisms, lighten this burden and I relax. These are the things that give 

me relaxation. But, whether burdened or relaxed, I play my role equally well. Burden or relaxation makes no 

difference to me, for I am beyond all this. 

God is One — both Father and Mother in one. Of course, He is in everything and everyone, and everyone 

knows it. But God is beyond this, too. I will tell you about God in His Divine Beyond state. In the Beyond 

state, God is both Father and Mother in one. Now, let us consider the worldly father and mother. Suppose a 

couple has seven sons. It is but natural for the father to love those who are useful to him, who are healthy, 

strong, intelligent — and obviously he will remain pleased with such sons. Now six sons of the father are 

healthy, hearty, brilliant — good in all respects — and he loves them very much. But the seventh son is a 

cripple, a simpleton, dull-headed, gullible and innocent. The father has comparatively little love for his seventh 

son, but the mother loves her seventh son the most: more so because he is a weak, disabled, guileless child. 

Such is the general tendency found among worldly fathers and mothers. 

Now, we again come to the Beyond-God, Who is both the Father and Mother in one. During cycles of cycles of 

time, after ages, when God descends as the Avatar on this material plane, he always takes a male form. He is 

never born as a woman. Avatars are the Sons of the Father in the Beyond state. All the past Avataric periods 

witnessed the presence of the Avatar as the healthy, bright, intellectual Son of the God-Beyond. This means in 

my previous advents I always remained the Beloved Son of my Father. I was like the six sons of the worldly 

parents. 

But in the past, the Beyond-God did not have the occasion of playing the part of God the Mother. In this 

Avataric period, God the Father is very pleased with me at my being infinitely bright, infinitely intelligent, 

infinitely brilliant, ustad [masterful], and so forth. I give promises and never fulfill them. [The group laughed.] 

I am bright and shrewd, as my Father wants me to be, and I am the Beloved Son of my Father. 

At the same time, in this form, I am physically disabled. In America in 1952, I broke the left side of my 

physical frame from head to foot. Now in India, the right side has been completely shattered in the recent auto 

accident. Besides being physically disabled, I am infinitely bhola [innocent], guileless and easily duped. 

Therefore, I always listen to all that you say and yield to your wishes. I have not the strength to say no to any of 

you, nor refuse any of your requests, despite my plans, instructions and circulars. Thus, I am the well-beloved 

Son of God as the Mother also. In this incarnation of the Avatar, God has the chance, as it were, to play the part 

of both Father and Mother. 



 

 

Baba wanted to know the time. It was 10:45 A.M. Baba indicated he would enjoy some singing and then give another 

discourse. So the singing was resumed, and at one stage, Vishnu of Dhagwan gave a combined song and dance 

performance, greatly enjoyed by all. 

Over the microphone, Keshav Nigam recited his composition (in Hindi) Meher Chalisa, a prayer of praise to Baba 

in 40 couplets. Baba was so pleased he embraced him. 

Next, Vishnu Sharma came up to read his humorous Chai Puran (Tale of Tea), written in a mixture of Sanskrit, 

Urdu, Hindi and English, which described the story of tea and extolled its attributes. When he finished, Baba joked, 

"Now the management's troubles have increased, because after hearing this tale, the men and women here will want 

more tea." 

Coming on the dais, Sripat Sahai read out his verses of love. Then a few other men and women from Hamirpur read 

their compositions and acted them out sweetly. 

One devotee performed Baba's arti in the simple village style as performed in his native Bundelkhand. 

Finally, Deshmukh and Gadekar sang bhajans, after which the sahavas group went for lunch. 

 

A few minutes after 3:00 P.M., Godavri Mai and all gathered in the pandal, where Baba discoursed on the “Split Ego 

or Split I”: 

I have dictated points about the present discourse which will be read out in English, and its translations in Hindi 

and Marathi. We have heard about split personality. We hear it is quite common. One day a person may be 

happy and in a buoyant mood, and the next day or next moment, he may feel dejected and depressed. One day 

he does good actions and the next he may do actions which are undesirable. Compared to split personality, split 

ego or split I is something new. Never before has such a thing been explained. It is quite original. 

Most of you must have heard about Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde — a combination of good and evil propensities in 

one man. This is a good example of a split personality. 

Just as there is a thing like split personality, there is also a thing like split ego. All do not have a split 

personality, but all do have a split I. The Real I of all is always one indivisible whole. Simultaneously, there is 

also the false I in every individual which gives rise to his separative existence. We find that the very same one 

Real I plays the part of infinite false I’s in different ways, creating as many separate beings and things born out 

of the one Real and Eternal Existence. 

In reality, there is only one Real I. This Real I is so uncompromisingly one and indivisible that it knows not any 

separate existence. All of you present here are the part and parcel of that one whole inseparable I. Then, how is 

it that we see forms here? From where has this division come? If this separation were not there, then no one 

would have found that there is only one indivisible Real I. The I is real; but the split ego — that is, the 

separative I — is unreal, and yet we see all this division. This one Real I is apparently split into innumerable 

false I’s. What can we expect from this false "I?" The false I, being false, represents everything false. The Real 

I in me sees the One without a second, and the Real I in you has apparently split into the false I which sees 

divisions everywhere. 

In short, it is the one Real I that plays the part of innumerable false I’s in multifarious ways and in varying 

degrees. The main support of the false I is ignorance, and this false I utilizes three channels for its expression 

— the gross [physical] body, the subtle body [energy] and the mental body [mind]. In other words, with the 

support of ignorance, the Real I takes itself as the false I and tries to derive as much fun out of it as possible. 

While continuing to derive fun, it is also continually enduring setbacks and suffering. What happens 

eventually? The Real I eventually gets fed up and stops playing the part of the false I. As soon as the Real I 

stops playing the part of the false I, it becomes conscious of its [Original] pristine state. This Consciousness is 

eternal. And it also realizes that, being eternally happy, its experience of being fed up was sheer, nonsensical 

ignorance. 

The Real I, when playing the part of the false I, as the false I, whatever it does, sees, feels, thinks, understands 

and says is [utterly] false, because the false I is virtually false itself. 

The aim of all yogas is one: the false ego, or the falsity of the split ego, should disappear, and the Real Ego be 

manifested in its glory. In other words, the Real I, which plays the part of the false I, should completely forget 

to play the part it plays of the false I through action and search for Reality. 

For example, take Eruch. He is the Real I within; but as Eruch, he is the false I. Now the Real I within Eruch 

tries to forget that it is only playing the part of the false I as Eruch. While trying to do so, the false I as Eruch 

tries its best to serve so many other false I’s. This it does by actions; it is called karma yoga. But the fun or 



 

 

irony is that one false I, in its struggle to forget, to efface itself, remembers so many other false I’s, while bent 

upon serving them. 

The Real I, which is eternally free, gets apparently further bound by this process, and it is eternally trying to 

forget the false I and trying to remember the Real I at one and the same time. 

In another type of yoga [bhakti yoga], the Real I, while acting the part of the false I, tries to worship the Real. 

The false I cannot be anything but false and it cannot have any conception of the Real I. The Real I, acting as 

the false I, forms a false conception of the Real I. Then what does the false I say? It says, "O Real I, I worship 

Thee in all! You are the Only Reality. I bow down to Thee. You are Omniscient in all," et cetera. And the irony 

is that when the false I prays to and worships the Real I, it sees and comes across only other innumerable false 

I’s. In fact, it worships other false I’s rather than the One and Real I. 

However, the Path of Love [prem yoga] is unique because, in [that form of yoga], the Real I plays the part of 

the false I, the lover, while it, itself, covertly remains in the background as the Beloved. And, while continuing 

to play this part, it burns or consumes its false ego, ultimately to remain itself as the Beloved. 

In Eruch, for example, the Real I acts as the false I and loves the Real I within. On one hand, there is the Real I, 

and on the other there is the false I as Eruch. But these are not two separate I’s. The false I as Eruch tries to 

bestow love on the Real I. And that is why with a gradual increase in love and with a greater intensity of 

longing, the false I by degrees [as the lover] gets more and more consumed and effaced by love. All the while, 

the Real I as the Beloved remains in the background as it really is. Eventually, when the false I is totally 

consumed, there remains neither the false I nor love. The Beloved as the Real I reigns supreme as One Infinite, 

Indivisible Self. 

In the subtle planes, the inner experience of the Real I may be said to be a divine hallucination. In the mental 

planes, the inner experiences of the Real I may be said to be a spiritual nightmare. Inner experiences end in 

divine awakening. 

When Baba was discoursing on the Real I acting the part of the false I, Gulmai who was sitting on Baba's left 

whispered something amusing in his ear which made him laugh. 

 

At exactly 4:30 P.M., the Arangaon group sang a few bhajans. Afterward, Aloba stood up and read something in 

Persian over the microphone, which Baba pointed out no one but Aloba could understand, because he alone spoke 

Persian! 

Then Mansingh Thapa's daughter, Shyama, sang an entertaining song which Baba applauded. 

C. B. Vyas, of the Airfreight Company of Bombay, took Baba's darshan. Through him, arrangements had been made 

for two special trains to carry the sahavas groups when they departed from Meherabad (one for the current Hindi-

Marathi group and one for the next group). 

The Poona bhajan group continued the music for a while and they ended with Baba's arti. Baba was absorbed, his 

fingers moving briskly. After the arti, Baba permitted Godavri Mai to leave. Concerning the taking of group 

photographs the next day, Baba reaffirmed his decision to allow it only with the women, and stated he would leave 

for Meherazad afterwards at 11:30 A.M. The men and women attending the sahavas were also to leave, so before 

coming to the pandal the following day, Baba instructed they should have their luggage packed and ready. 

Some of the men and women were ill with influenza, and at 5:45 P.M., Baba was carried in his lift-chair to see them. 

He had instructed the sahavas group not to follow him. Baba was first taken to the women's tent nearby, where he 

met and comforted those who were sick. Next, he went to the men's tent and instructed the doctors on duty to give 

proper treatment. Dr. Kanakadandi and Dr. Ranade were looking after the men. Naggu had arranged for a close 

friend of hers, a fellow female doctor from Bombay, to care for any ill women, so that Naggu could attend the 

sahavas. Don was supervising and assisting the doctors. 

After visiting the sick, Baba went to his cabin and sent for Bhau. Bhau was in a quandary; the burden of attending to 

the sick had fallen on him. He had no idea how the daily programs were going, because day and night he had to look 

after numerous matters and to provide special diets for those who were ill. 

Baba asked him about the patients, and he replied, "Baba, I don't know what to do. All have to leave tomorrow and a 

few have temperatures of 104°. How can we look after so many?" 

"Why don't you accept Pukar's help?" Baba suggested. 

"What help will Pukar give?" Bhau asked, somewhat irritably. "He is always following you around!" 



 

 

So Baba sent for Pukar, and when he came, Baba asked Bhau, "If I order you, would you kill Sheela and 

Mehernath?" 

Purposely, Bhau answered, "No." 

Baba asked Pukar, "Would you carry out my order and slaughter your own children?" 

"Without even thinking, Baba!" he replied. 

Baba taunted Bhau, "Do you see how Pukar is? Now, take his help!" Bhau was glad, and Pukar rendered full 

cooperation in caring for the patients. Having dispensed with all these matters, Baba left for Meherazad at 6:00 P.M. 

That night at Meherazad, Baba drew a diagram and gave the following explanation, which Eruch noted in a journal:  

 

In the sub-human stage, consciousness of the false-self or false I, which is very slight, finds scope for evolution. 

In the human form, the evolution of consciousness is completed and the consciousness is full. Love comes into 

play actively for the first time in human beings. As love plays its part more actively and fully, the false I begins 

to get consumed more and more. Eventually, when love is at its zenith, the false I gets totally consumed by 

love. This results in consummation of both lover and love at the altar of the Beloved. Neither does the lover 

remain to love nor does love reign supreme over the lover. The goal is attained. The Beloved reigns supreme 

over his Self. Except for the Beloved, there is nothing; everything else is consummated. 

 

Arriving in Meherabad at 8:00 A.M. on Wednesday, 19 February 1958, Baba went directly to his cabin, where he 

discussed with Vishnu, Pendu, Padri, Bhau and others matters concerning those sick, and the special train. 

The Gadekars were then called, and Baba asked Gunatai, "I want to call Gadekar to me; what is your opinion?" 

She replied, "As you wish, Baba." He then told Gadekar to apply for six months’ leave from work and come and 

stay with him. 

Thereafter, the photographers Bhaiya Panday and Bhikubhai took photographs of Baba with women from different 

groups. 

The entire sahavas group had assembled in the meeting tent long before Baba's arrival. This was their last occasion 

with Baba. Some wanted to sing to him, and some wanted to ask something. Baba entered the tent, and the mandali 

started receiving handwritten notes from the group about their individual requests. 



 

 

But Baba intervened, stating: "No one should come to me with his difficulties or seek interviews. I know everything. 

So what is the use of your laying before me your troubles and tales of woe? Those wishing to convey something to 

me should not write it out and send it on pieces of paper, but should tell it to me from the bottom of their hearts, as I 

reside in all hearts. If I am not all-knowing, what is the good in sending me chits? And if I am omniscient, then it is 

useless to send them. I want to tell you all that I know everything and am omnipresent!" 

The sahavas men and women were to have their lunch that day at 11:30 A.M., so Baba instructed them to leave the 

pandal at eleven o’clock. Baba also urged them to eat to their heart's content, and those departing in the afternoon 

should board the train with his name on their lips. 

Lovers such as Madhusudan, Sunita Thade and Deshmukh's daughter, Jaishree, sang songs to Baba in the pandal. 

The Poona group then sang the arti, as Baba, holding Eruch's hand, remained standing, moving his right hand slowly 

to and fro. Those attending the sahavas were drowned in Baba's Ocean of Love, and after the arti, Baba asked all to 

go for lunch. The Wine of love now burst into tears! One man began loudly shouting. Another elderly man threw 

himself at Baba's feet weeping. Calling both to him, Baba embraced them and reminded them, "To obey me is the 

real thing." 

Adi Dubash suddenly felt giddy and had trouble standing; he was removed to the dispensary for treatment. Baba 

went to his cabin and at noon, after all had eaten, he came out to depart for Meherazad. The sahavas group formed 

into two long rows. Baba's lift-chair was carried between them to the road, where he took his seat in the car. “A 

profound sense of sadness descended on Meherabad,” Age related, “and tears fell from almost every eye. After 

giving them his company for the past several days, the pangs of separation were his gift to them. He, who resided in 

their hearts, created deeper aspiration to love him.” 

After Baba's departure at 12:30 P.M., the sahavas group's bags and luggage were taken out of the temporary camps, 

loaded onto bullock carts and transported to the railway tracks. Most of those sick had recuperated except for four 

persons who had low fevers. They were sent by car to the railway station so that they could board the train there 

more easily. 

The mandali and some other volunteers were arranging things, walking up and down railway lines, back and forth. 

Pendu was slowly walking with the help of two canes. Those who observed him were moved at his condition, 

considering the pains he had taken to make arrangements for their comfort, while he himself was so disabled. The 

entire mandali left nothing undone for the comfort and convenience of those attending the sahavas, so that they were 

able to drink more and more Wine, which had flowed so abundantly during the past five days. 

Bhau was supervising the unloading of the baggage near the railroad tracks when his six-year-old daughter, Sheela, 

saw him and came running toward him. Since, as mentioned, Baba had forbidden him to speak with either his wife 

or children, he started to run away to avoid her. Sheela ran after him. It was a strange sight to those who happened to 

see it. They could not understand why Bhau was running away from his own tearful little girl. Soon, Vishnu caught 

hold of Sheela and led her away. 

For the first time in the history of Meherabad, a train arrived and halted there. The luggage was piled into the 

coaches, and the men and women tearfully shouted Baba's Jai as the train whistled and started. It was a very moving 

sight for Age. “The Beloved was indeed in their hearts — still, they could not help but weep. How valuable were 

those tears shed for him!” 

The train departed amidst loud cheering. Minoo Kharas was so overcome that he ran after the train for about a 

quarter of a mile loudly shouting Baba's Jai! 

The garden of Meherabad became temporarily empty of birds, but preparations were immediately begun for others 

to fly in! 

 

On Thursday, 20 February 1958, Baba came to Meherabad, arriving there at 11:30 A.M. He went to his cabin to 

discuss matters with the men mandali and other workers. 

Baba asked Dhiraj Parmar (Rama Kalchuri's brother), "When will you be returning home?" 

"After the second sahavas group leaves," he replied. 

"What will you do when you return? Stay on for a few more days with Rama and look after Bhau's children. You are 

free to come and stay with them anytime. You have my permission." 

Dhiraj agreed and said, "I will remain here as long as you want me to." 

"Stay for a month and then return," Baba instructed. 



 

 

Turning to Nana Kher, Baba observed, "Nana, I saw Vinoo [Nana's brother] and your mother, but where was Asha 

[Vinoo's wife]?" 

"She could not come because of the children." 

Baba teased Nana, "It is good you did not get married; otherwise, the encumbrances would have prevented you from 

coming here!" 

Baba asked Kohiyar Satarawala, "Does your wife Rati love me?" 

"These days, her love for you has increased," he said. "She is coming for the sahavas." 

An unidentified American woman traveling in India arrived unexpectedly in Ahmednagar that day and asked to have 

Baba’s darshan. Adi Sr. drove her to Meherabad, where Baba met her. The woman said she had been away from 

America for five years and intended leaving soon for Japan by boat from Calcutta. She seemed extremely distressed, 

and Baba soothed her, explaining, “God is love. Love never fails. Baba is not a Master. Baba is the Lord of the 

Universe. Baba knows everything and is in everyone.” 

He gave the woman a Baba-locket and instructed her to dip it in water every night before going to bed for 40 days 

from 7 March. She should take Baba’s name seven times and then drink the water. 

“My mind is not functioning properly,” she said. 

Baba told her, “Don’t worry. Follow my instructions with love and faith and you will be all right.” 

She was permitted to remain at Meherabad for two days before returning to Bombay and Calcutta. 

The women mandali were brought to Meherabad at 3:30 in the afternoon and Baba showed them the camps and 

sahavas arrangements. After some time, he returned to Meherazad with them. The mast from Meherazad was also 

taken back and kept in a room at Meherazad. 

The camps, sleeping cots, latrines and bathing rooms were cleaned and repaired. Sheets were washed and dried, 

mattresses aired and the beds remade. To minimize the mosquitoes, the entire area was sprayed with insecticide. The 

meeting pandal was also cleaned and decorated appropriately, and a large velvet umbrella was hung over Baba's 

seat, as it is done over a royal throne in India. 

On 21 February, separate buses for men and women received the Telugu and Gujarati lovers at the Ahmednagar 

railroad station and transported them to Meherabad. 

 

Baba arrived at Meherabad the following morning, Saturday, 22 February 1958, at eight o'clock. After going to his 

room and meeting with the mandali, he entered the main pandal at 8:40 A.M. amidst the usual acclamations, and 

greeted the sahavas group with a sweet smile on his face. 

Besides the seven messages and one from Hafiz which hung in the pandal and hall, the following sign (dictated by 

him in Myrtle Beach in 1956) was also hung on the dais on either side of Baba’s chair: 

Baba is the Soul of souls, 

The Beloved of the gods, 

The Life of his lovers, and 

He is the slave of his dear ones. 

Baba inquired if all were present in the pandal. Though the time to be present was scheduled for 8:30 A.M., some 

were absent, whereupon he commented, "When I say 8:30, you should be ready by 8, because I may come at 7:30." 

The group laughed. 

Baba then asked those standing to be seated and added, "There are five days for the sahavas. You should not feel 

hurried or pressed. You should pass these five days laughing and remaining merry." 

A woman said she could not squat, because her knees would not bend. Baba remarked, "I am glad I am in good 

company as I, too, cannot bend my knees." 

Yogi Shuddhanand Bharati, a well-known personality of South India who had a considerable following of his own, 

received Baba's embrace and sat down near Baba on the dais. 

Baba then addressed the sahavas group: "I want all of you to take care of your health; otherwise, there will be no 

sahavas in the real sense. There will be coughing, sneezing and disturbance. When taking a bath, take precautions 

not to get a chill. Dry your body thoroughly before coming out of the bathroom, wear dry clothes and do not expose 

yourself; otherwise, you will catch the flu and also infect others." 



 

 

Eruch was interpreting Baba's gestures in English, which Kutumba Sastri translated into Telugu and Burjor Mehta 

into Gujarati. Baba commented: "This sahavas will be a good opportunity for the Gujaratis to learn Telugu, and the 

Andhraites to learn Gujarati. If some of you cannot follow what is going on, just look at me and I will look at you. 

This is sahavas. Sit silently, gazing at me. Sahavas means companionship — intimate companionship." While 

translating this into Gujarati, Burjor Mehta used the word dosti. Baba liked it and observed, "It is the correct word, 

and means friendship." 

Baba explained: "What does friendship mean? When friends meet, they start by asking: 'How do you do?' They ask 

about each other, of people and friends at home, and so forth. Let us begin the day by my asking you all about your 

health. Who from among you did not sleep well last night?" Some raised their hands. 

Baba further inquired: "How are you all? Is anyone ill or sick?" Here, too, some put up their hands as well as Baba. 

"Don't worry," Baba joked, "in two or three days, you will have many more companions!" 

Then he proceeded to explain at length: 

I am one with all on the same level of consciousness. As you have all come for my sahavas, I want you to be 

here, to forget your affairs at home, and to be here with me fully so that you can enjoy the sahavas fully. 

Sahavas is the intimacy of give-and-take of love. Either you all be my lovers and I your only Beloved or I will 

remain the only Lover and you all remain my beloveds. 

Although undoubtedly I am the Ancient One and the Avatar of the Age, yet the Avatar cannot depend on his 

buddhi [memory]. Now I am over 60 years old and am weak in memory. There is a proverb, which Jal 

Kerawalla used to repeat, that after age 60 a man's memory fails. Now, on February 25, I will be 64, and you 

will be here to participate in my birthday. You cannot expect my memory to keep me company at the age of 64. 

But the fun is you all go in search of or seek "memory," whereas memory seeks me and comes in search of me. 

In this sahavas, I want you all to forget your worries and just be with me. I want you all to try your very best to 

remain in my companionship as much as possible. I am the Ocean of Love, and it rests with you to draw as 

much as possible from this Ocean. Everyone must be receptive. This can only be if you forget your worries 

completely and concentrate on me. 

Words, explanations and discourses mar the dignity of love. In spite of this, I will be giving some explanations 

and discourses whenever I find time. Those who are unable to grasp what I want you all to know should not 

worry. Just be in my company and enjoy my presence here for these five days. Those who can understand all 

that I say will, of course, enjoy better; but those who cannot understand, just be in my presence and gaze at me 

as much as you can. 

We do not give any importance to explanations, discourses and words. Words carry no meaning. Whatever we 

think we have understood, we have not really understood. Reality is beyond human understanding, beyond 

samaj [understanding]. God is beyond understanding. On the contrary, intellect must go before Knowledge 

dawns. 

All this is fun, tamasha [a show], a play. The mind must go; only manonash [annihilation of limited mind] takes 

one to Reality. How can the mind be annihilated? The fun is that the mind must annihilate itself! But the 

moment mind tries to annihilate itself, the mind works! If I tell you to jump over this person or this thing, you 

can do it. But if I tell you to jump over yourself, you can’t do it. You can do a somersault, but you cannot jump 

over yourself. There is a suggestion, there is a remedy, and that is love. 

Now, let us consider ordinary human love. Say a man loves a woman deeply, and both are sitting together. Both 

love each other. They do not think: "What if the other were blind, sick or maimed?" The mind does not work 

on these things, but it is all focused on possessing him or her (as the case may be), and to kiss or embrace the 

other person. The mind is at rest and completely forgets other things. In this situation, when love and loving are 

at their zenith, there comes a moment when the mind apparently annihilates itself just for a fraction of a 

second. This brings about a state similar to a trance. If ordinary human love can go to such an extent, what to 

say about divine love? 

Baba touched upon his explanation of different yogas and the Split I and added, "Time permitting, I will give the full 

discourse sometime during the sahavas. It is something original from me. If time does not allow, I will give it after 

700 years when I come back!" 

Baba continued, "Listen, please. Now we will have prayers. After prayers, I want you all to approach me, one after 

another in an orderly fashion, and embrace me. Every one of you should meet me intimately and embrace me, but 

only today. After today, don’t come onto the dais for darshan. Meet me like the man and woman in love with each 

other. Have no other thought except of me. Even if any of you have the flu or other illness, I won't mind. Also, don’t 

come to me apprehensively, remembering that I have pain in my hip joint." 



 

 

At his request, Dr. Dhanapathy Rao felt Baba's pulse and said Baba had fever. Baba observed, "Despite fever, I want 

to meet each one of you. Who knows, tomorrow my temperature may reach 105° and then you may not have the 

chance of meeting me. So make the most of this opportunity." 

Referring to Balak Bhagwan and Swami Mangalanand: 

In Central India [Madhya Pradesh], people took the boy Balak Meher to be the Avatar, and I instructed him that 

he should not allow anyone to kiss his feet and worship him because without authority it is binding. When I 

ordered Mangalanand to observe 40 days' silence and fast, Balak Meher followed him as he was leaving the 

camp and said: "Heed Baba's orders and follow them! Whatever Baba has to give you, he will give, and 

whatever I have to give you, I will give." Saying this to him, he returned at once and took his seat on the dais. 

Somehow I came to know of it and he confessed his mistake. I cautioned him not to do this in the future and 

treated him lovingly. Mangalanand was in the habit of discoursing on Vedanta to the sahavas group, so I sent 

him away.145 

While sipping fruit juice, Baba remarked: 

This is pomegranate juice. I take it as medicine. I also take medicines when I want to. Three doctors always 

look after me — allopathic, homeopathic and ayurvedic. I take medicine from all of them and still my illness 

persists. My entire physical frame was shattered by two auto accidents, in America and India. Apart from this, 

my body has gone to pieces on account of hardships in travels, frequent fasts, long foot journeys, rough 

bullock-cart travels on unmetalled [unpaved] and potted roads, and also visits to different remote places for 

mast contacts. In all, I have led a very strenuous life. But for the sake of the whole universe, I have to suffer. I 

must suffer infinitely. If I myself don’t suffer, how could I ask my lovers to suffer for others? 

Emphatically, Baba declared: 

I am the Ancient One, the one residing in every heart. Undoubtedly, I am the Ancient One. So if you love 

others, make others happy, serve them even at discomfort to yourself, you would be loving me, the Beloved 

residing in every individual heart. 

Now we will have prayers. After the prayers, all of you be seated. Let the ladies come first, one by one, garland 

my arm, embrace me and take darshan. Thereafter, the men. 

Don't repeat the prayer while it is being read. Just concentrate on me and be silent. We will now repeat the 

prayer on Parvardigar — the One God who resides equally in all. 

Taking off the garland round his neck, Baba stood up from his chair on the dais and folded his hands in supplication 

for the recitation of the Master’s Prayer and the Prayer of Repentance, and the whole sahavas group also stood. 

Kutumba Sastri said both prayers in Telugu, and Burjor Mehta in Gujarati, and during the Prayer of Repentance, 

Baba gently slapped his cheeks as a sign of contrition. Baba then said: 

Now I want you all to go out and ease yourself, have a wash, or answer the call of nature, or have a smoke, or 

do what you like for five minutes and come back. This embracing will take nearly four hours, and there is 

enough time for every person to have his or her chance. No one will be omitted. Be free, feel easy and quite 

comfortable when you embrace me. Your mind should not be on other things, but instead be focused on giving 

love to me and taking love from me. Those of you in the back rows, there is plenty of time, and you can all go 

and come back after a while. 

You have to remember the origin of this sahavas. During the last sahavas in November 1955, when you men 

were here, it was the men who requested sahavas for the women. I agreed. Later I fixed places for such 

sahavas, but they were canceled. Accordingly, I have agreed to the women coming for this sahavas. All of you 

men remember that you owe this sahavas to the women. Therefore, I want the women to meet me and embrace 

me first. 

 
145 As it turned out, after the sahavas program Balak Bhagwan began posing as an advanced soul and broke 

Baba’s orders. Baba had said if Balak Bhagwan did so he would “crush” him, and it literally came to pass 

when the boy was “crushed” in a bus accident. He underwent months of rehabilitation and recuperation. 

Balak Bhagwan wrote to Baba admitting his mistakes and begged forgiveness. 

After Swami Mangalanand returned to Mandla, he wrote to Baba asking for a concession in observing the 

fast. Adi was instructed to cable him on 3 March 1958: “If fast and silence not already broken, Baba orders 

you to break the fast and resume [your] normal diet, but continue to observe complete silence till 10 July.” 

During that time, Mangalanand was not to read or write either. 



 

 

The Poona bhajan group sang the arti. Afterwards, Baba washed his hands and touched his feet, and then touched his 

forehead and again put the garland around his neck. Baba looked serious, as if absorbed in some important work. 

His fingers were working rapidly. 

The women's darshan begun at 10:30 A.M., and the first to approach Baba was Gulmai, his Spiritual Mother. 

A woman from Scotland had come and was permitted to stay in Meherabad for two days. She seemed distressed 

when she came to Baba and told him something with tears in her eyes. Baba consoled her, but also stated that this 

was not the time to bring up such matters. 

While bhajans were being sung, the photographers were busy snapping their cameras. Moved by the devotional 

rendering of the bhajans, Baba would often bend over to touch his feet and then his forehead. This he did throughout 

the five days of sahavas. Although Baba had asked all who brought garlands to place them on his arm and not on his 

neck to lessen his physical strain, three or four of the women garlanded him around the neck anyway, which he 

accepted. When accepting his embrace, some were kissing his cheeks, whereupon he joked, "Tomorrow I will have 

swollen cheeks after all these kisses and embraces. But I am happy, for this is real giving and taking of love." 

At about 11:10 A.M., Baba paused for a few minutes to go to his cabin. He returned within a short time to the 

meeting pandal and the darshan continued. Baba announced, "One by one, those of you who have had my embrace 

and darshan, go have your lunch and come back. I will be here for the rest of the day until the last person has had his 

turn." 

A week prior to the sahavas, Roda Mistry had suddenly developed acute stomach pains. She was taken to the 

hospital and the doctor said surgery should be done immediately. Her husband Jim requested that the doctor should 

wait, and he sent a telegram to Baba asking him what to do. The doctor warned that it was dangerous to postpone it, 

but as soon as the telegram was sent, Roda began experiencing some relief. By morning she was fine and was able to 

go home. The doctor was thoroughly astounded. She attended the sahavas and now came before Baba for his 

embrace. 

Each person was introduced to Baba, who off and on would make jokes. The Bombay and Poona groups consisted 

of old lovers who had been following him since the 1920s, with whom Baba was quite lively. Some kept their heads 

on his feet and took longer than the rest, but Baba did not hurry anyone and took no objection. At one point, Baba 

remarked, "When the heart is completely purified, God is realized. God forgives everything except hypocrisy, which 

He never forgives." 

Referring to Dhanapathy Rao, Baba observed, "He travels to faraway places in Andhra and spreads my message of 

Love and Truth in every house. He is doing wonderful work." 

Observing a woman weeping, Baba remarked, "She has no child and is looked down upon in the family." Baba 

consoled her, "I myself am your child, and all are my children." 

Introducing Manu Jessawala, Baba commented she was Eruch's sister. He pardoned her for coming for darshan, 

commenting that it was not the time for his close ones to take darshan. Referring to the Jessawala family, Baba 

remarked, "All are gems," and praised the Satha and Damania families also. 

On seeing Rhoda M. Irani of Poona, Baba commented, "This lady used to ride all the way from Poona to Meherabad 

on her bicycle to have my darshan." She had first met Baba at Meherazad in 1946. 

When asking Bachoobhai, the leader of the Navsari singing group, how he was, Baba urged him to look after his 

health. 

In reference to Dina Talati, Baba stated, "Her young son died recently in London. He had heart disease. As he was 

dying, despite terrible pain, he kept repeating my name. After receiving the news, his mother Dina did not shed 

tears, but was happy that her son had departed with my name on his lips." 

About Arnavaz, Baba remarked, "Here is another jewel. She is the wife of Nariman Dadachanji, and all the family 

are my lovers for the last 20 years." 

In regard to Nargis, Baba commented, "She is Naoroji Dadachanji's [other] daughter. The whole family loves me. 

Her two brothers died young, but they died taking my name." 

Pilamai's niece, Perin Irani of Lahore had come with her two daughters, one of whom was crippled. Both the mother 

and daughter could not bow down and, standing before Baba, she burst out weeping. Rising from his chair, Baba 

embraced her and her daughters lovingly and then sat down. 

 



 

 

At 12:15 P.M. the women's darshan was over and Baba asked them to go for their lunch. As the men started filing 

into the tent, Baba stood up and had three of the mandali hold up a carpet, partially shielding him as he urinated. He 

took almost ten minutes to do so and while doing so, he seemed deep in his work. 

Greeting K. M. Madon of Poona, Baba remarked, recalling events at the 1955 Sahavas, "All should be on their guard 

about him. He gets up at 3:00 A.M. and applies his Wonder Balm to the eyes of those at the sahavas, which is a 

remedy for 101 diseases. You won't get sleep! This he does with a view to keeping the lovers awake in Baba's 

presence!" 

Introducing Sailor Mama, Baba stated he was an old school friend and his langoti chum, and asked him, "Will this 

make your head swell?" 

Baba then washed his face and hands and sprinkled water under his armpits. He took a little water and after a while 

again drank some, telling the Gujarati singers to go for lunch. 

A. C. S. Chari put a garland around Baba's neck and wanted his photograph taken with him. He desired Baba's 

embrace twice — once for himself and another for someone and his wife, who could not attend the sahavas, but who 

had sent their love-gift of a shawl for Baba. Accepting both his requests, Baba embraced him twice and then had 

three photographs taken. Baba himself then added a touch of humor by having a fourth taken. At Yogi Shuddhanand 

Bharati's suggestion, the shawl was put over Baba and the photograph was taken like that. 

Noshir Irani of Bombay came for darshan with a white cloth tied over his mouth in the fashion of a Parsi priest. He 

had the flu and so devised this method of having darshan. Baba allowed him to embrace him. 

Baba washed his hands with soap as protection against catching the flu. Bharati made some comment, to which 

Baba replied, "We should not hurt the feelings of others who come with love." Baba informed him that formerly 

there was a leper colony in Meherabad, and Baba would daily bathe the lepers. 

Baba further remarked to Shuddhanand Bharati, "You will do my work because you are now my devotee, and you 

have the background of devotion and fame behind you. I am the Light of the Universe. Once when you get a glimpse 

of the Truth you will know me, and you will have that glimpse." Baba then handed Bharati the shawl Chari had 

given him. 

Baba wanted to know the name of an old devotee. Eruch said, "Baba, I thought you most likely knew his name." 

To this Baba replied, "I don't know anyone. I am in all; I see only myself in all. This is not tall talk; it is a fact. This 

is my Experience. This Experience of mine has a continuity without a break." 

About doing work in his name, Baba pointed out, "Whoever works for me, works for his own self." 

Introducing one man, Dhanapathy Rao said, "He is my relative." 

Baba replied, "Don't say he is my relative. Have you any idea what is sahavas? He who approaches me with a heart 

full of love has my sahavas. This is the last sahavas; there will be no more. After I drop this body, many things will 

be written about this sahavas. So take the fullest advantage of this opportunity in the living presence of the Avatar. 

"This place [Meherabad] will be a place of pilgrimage. This opportunity you are having is a unique and, very rare 

one. Baba's embrace is the embrace of God to man. This is the relationship that is created here in sahavas. Each one 

is approaching God. This is a unique occasion. You will not get it again. Meherabad will be a place of pilgrimage 

and thousands will flock here in later years. They will remember this day which you all are fortunate to witness. 

Concentrate on me and live for me during these five days, forgetting everything else." 

Pointing to Rusi Pop, Goher's father, Baba commented, "I stayed in his house in Quetta years ago." 

About Rustom Kaka, "He is not only a good singer, but also a good lover of mine." 

About Raosaheb Afseri, Baba remarked, "He is an old, old friend of mine in a new disguise. He loves me intensely." 

Then he explained at length: 

Very rarely can one see me as I really am. You see everything except me. Whatever others see and experience 

is not what I really am; it is just a curtain surrounding my Reality. But even to see this curtain takes luck. Even 

the highest type of inner experience falls short of my Real State. 

There is a mast who has been at Meherazad for the last two days. I picked him up on my way to the sahavas 

camp during the first week and have kept him in a room. He has no body consciousness at all. When I and my 

close mandali return to Meherazad in the evening, we see this mast in the same position and condition as we 

left him in the morning. The whole night he remains like that. He appears dazed and has become the dust at my 

feet. He is my beloved child, but even he has not realized my Real State. It is no joke; there is no sweet pill to 

swallow to realize God! There are some among you here [from the first group] who must have seen this mast. 



 

 

He cannot be called a mad person, but he looks like it. He also appears childlike. His mind does not function at 

all voluntarily. It is not a blank mind. He cannot be called an idiot either. He is different from a madman. 

When his personality appears, we find in him that this state is due to his intense love for God. His longing for 

God has turned him into dust. This mast does not belong to this world, although he is found in this world. I do 

not want you all to become like him. But I want you to have his kind of love for God, that is, to have his kind 

of love for me. Have that intensity of love for me and be as normal as you are now. Then see the fun — that is 

real life! 

To me saint and sinner, high and low, rich and poor, man and woman, young and old are all just the same. 

Why? Because I am in everyone. No one should hesitate to embrace me and to meet me with all love. 

Baba noticed Ravikant Rawal, a hefty man from Surat, who was searching for his garland, and joked, "All others 

except Rawal should embrace me with love. Rawal should use some restraint and be careful; otherwise, he will 

crush me! His garland was stolen, but not his love! It is easy for garlands to be taken away or robbed by others. But 

who can rob love?" 

Seeing Baba perspiring, someone offered to fan him. Baba remarked, "I don't need it. Those who embrace me give 

out a breeze of love. I sweat and I get the breeze. If not for enjoying the love of my lovers, why should I take this 

body? I have taken it only to undergo suffering, hardships, discomforts and inconveniences." 

Baba then repeated what he had told the first group about enjoying the lively company of Dhake and Elcha and their 

good humor. He also stated, "I enjoy playing marbles, flying kites, watching cricket, playing cards and gilli-danda. I 

have not come only for such play; I have come and taken this body for other purposes. I am the Ocean of Mercy, 

Compassion and Love. 

"We know there are judges in courts of law, and their duty is to pass judgment after a trial. The worldly judges do 

give justice. Either a person is convicted and punished, or acquitted and released according to their judgment. I am 

the Universal Judge and as such I do dispense justice. But one thing is unique. Not only do I dispense justice, but I 

also forgive, whether you are found guilty or not." 

When Bapiraju stood before him, Baba took off Bapiraju's topee and put it on his own head. Embracing Baba 

warmly, he kissed him. Thereupon, Baba humorously remarked, "He is so engrossed in his love for me that I don't 

think he has ever kissed his wife as ardently as he kissed me just now!" 

Upon seeing Homa and Dara Dadachanji approaching him, Baba remarked, "These are two brothers who love me 

very much. Homa has come from London especially to attend this sahavas. They have given complete physical 

sahavas to me before. Once in Bombay when I had to get out of the car, I had to use canes. I found both of them also 

limping. They were hobbling with me — all three of us hobbling. It was a sight for the gods!" 

Baba continued, "I enjoy humor. I enjoy jokes. Here is Elcha Mistry whom I have told you about. He makes me 

laugh whenever I am engrossed in my Universal work. I have not lost my sense of humor. I even enjoy others 

cracking jokes about me." 

When Eruch introduced Baba's nephew Sheroo as the eldest son of his brother Beheram, Baba commented, "All are 

my brothers and brothers' sons. All are my relatives and all are my children. All are me and I am you." 

Mentioning another, Baba stated, "Here is N. Dharmarao, an executive highway engineer in Andhra. He drove my 

car, a jeep, during the Andhra tour. He loves me intensely and works for me. He was about to plunge the jeep into a 

deep ditch, when I averted the accident by catching hold of the steering wheel." 

Baba asked Rawal to sing, but his voice not being melodious, Baba put his hands on his ears. When he finished 

Baba joked, "Though what you sang was good, I was getting shocks at the sound of your voice." 

Rawal retorted, "The powerhouse can never get shocks. It is those here at your sahavas who come to the powerhouse 

to get their batteries charged who get shocks." 

Baba praised him, "Rawal is my good lover." At that Rawal put his head on Baba's lap as if he were sleeping. After 

some moments had passed, Baba warned him, "Rawal, if you behave like this, you will be beaten up, or others will 

get jealous of you and break their own heads at my feet." 

Responding immediately, Rawal replied, "Baba, I am prepared for my body to be cut to pieces in your cause." 

Seeing Thirumala Rao of Andhra, Baba remarked, "I had been to his house in Kakinada. He is very intelligent and 

loves me intensely. He has translated God Speaks into Telugu and will lay the manuscript at my feet on February 25, 

my 64th birthday. He is a social worker and a patriot and has been to jail for taking part in political agitation during 

the Freedom movement. He was also a lieutenant governor of Vindhya Pradesh for some time and presently is a 

member of parliament. When he was in America, he mixed with my group there. But to me all these qualifications 



 

 

do not count. The only qualification for me is whether he loves me or not. I am highly pleased with him. He has 

head and heart in balance. He is really a gem and very good." 

Introducing Sorabji Siganporia of Bombay, Baba commented, "He is the man who conducts my center in Bombay. 

He is a true, sincere and tireless worker for Baba. He is intelligent and loves me deeply, and spreads my love-

message among the Parsis and Zoroastrians." 

With Siganporia came Kishinchand Ramdas Gajwani, a wealthy Sindhi industrialist from Bombay, who later proved 

very useful in Baba's cause. He was to have gone on pilgrimage elsewhere, but “by chance” his train was canceled 

and he came to Meherabad instead. 

Regarding Chinta Sarvarao and Majety Ramamohan Rao of Vijayawada, Baba remarked, "This pair is inseparable. 

Wherever I give darshan, they are there. In Bombay and Poona they both came for my darshan and they are present 

now." 

Baba then cautioned the men and women at the sahavas: "None of you should think of coming to Meherazad for 

seeing the place. Time is limited and very precious and we cannot afford to lose it. It will take one full day to go 

there and come back. No one should therefore think of going there." 

Introducing Dr. Dhanapathy Rao, Baba remarked, "He is our grand old man. The people of Andhra complain about 

his fitness. I have asked him to remind me about it tomorrow, when I shall instruct him." 

A servant boy named Babadas, who worked nearby at the Satha-Damania family farm, came holding burning 

camphor in the palm of his hand to perform Baba's arti (rather than on a traditional stainless steel thali [plate]), but 

on the way to the dais the mandali put it out. At the last sahavas he had done the same thing and his palm had 

become swollen as a result. The next day, Baba had walked towards the farm especially to embrace the young man. 

Baba informed the group that Babadas had fasted one month, remaining only on water. 

A devotee's wife, after agreeing to attend the sahavas and accordingly filling in the form, suddenly died. Baba asked 

the man, "Why worry about her passing? Take me as your wife and marry me." 

Replying to a group leader's remark that the man was of an emotional nature, Baba observed, "Who says emotion is 

bad? What is wrong with emotional love? In its own way emotion is good, but love is something else — quite 

different from emotion." 

Lovers from Bengal beseeched Baba to visit them and bless the followers of Sadguru Ramakrishna in Calcutta by 

giving them darshan. Replying, Baba asked, "Why do you want me there? I am already there, always. I am 

everywhere. It is I who speak through you, and it is I who hear through you. My going or not going to any place is 

quite immaterial." 

One man presented Baba with a photograph of Baba which Baba touched to his forehead, as a sign of worshiping 

himself in it. 

Introducing Haribhai Patel of Bajwa, Baba remarked, "He is a great lover and worker in Gujarat. He has composed 

many Gujarati songs in praise of me." 

At 4:00 P.M. when the meeting with the sahavas group was about to conclude, Baba stated: "Attention please. When 

everyone has met and embraced me, all should come and sit quietly in the pandal for the arti. Then I will leave for 

Meherazad and will return tomorrow morning. I am not well, and if I get fever, I may not be able to come the 

remaining days. So you should allow me to rest after today's strenuous program. From tomorrow none should try to 

meet or seek interviews with me, or to come up on the dais unless, of course, I on my own call that person. On the 

25th only, you should all take my darshan again — by garlanding and touching my feet. No embrace that day." 

Baba then introduced the late Gustadji's brothers, Homi and Slamson, saying, "None can introduce those at the 

sahavas; only I know them!" Gustadji's niece and nephew also came, and Baba was happy to see them. 

Mallikarjuna Rao of Andhra presented Baba with two new books about Baba written in Telugu. 

Koduri Krishna Rao, after embracing Baba, seemed dazed. Only "Baba ... Baba ... Baba ..." was he uttering. 

"His love for me is unique," Baba stated. 

Addressing the four chief workers of Andhra Pradesh — Dhanapathy Rao, Kutumba Sastri, Ranga Rao and 

Mallikarjuna Rao — Baba stated, "Kutumba Sastri is most reliable. Before meeting other workers, I want to meet 

with all four of you together. I am glad to see you four together." Baba embraced them again and informed the 

sahavas group, "These four are the big workers of Andhra Pradesh." 

Eruch's maternal uncle Meherjee Mama Satha came to Baba and referring to him, Baba remarked, "His life is 

exceptional. Whatever time he has, he spends in search of God, in taking my name and in spreading my love. He is 



 

 

pure by character and has a heart that wants to give everything to others who are suffering. I am thinking of 

bestowing a glimpse to him one day. But remember it has nothing to do with ‘inner experiences.’ I intend to give 

him only a glimpse of my Real State." 

Referring to Meherwan Jessawala, Baba complimented him, "He is Eruch's brother and my jewel, an original jewel. 

From head to foot he is mine." 

Turning to Editha Sathiraju, Baba remarked, "I know how hard you work for me." 

One devotee joined the queue again for a second embrace. Baba noticed it and reminded him, "There are still many 

who have not yet had their first turn." 

Upasni Maharaj's nephew was present. Baba introduced him, saying, "He loves me very much and I love him very 

much." 

Two brothers from Andhra, Bhaskara and Ramabhadra Raju, were very devout, and when they arrived, Baba 

commented, "They have deep love for me; it is deep down in their hearts. You can have no idea of their love for me. 

They have prepared a chart of God Speaks and laid it at my feet. I like the chart very much." Instructing the chart be 

hung in the Meherabad Hall, Baba added, "These brothers have been doing my work steadfastly for several years. In 

the towns and villages of Andhra, their group has staged their play, Burra Katha, 99 times and has asked my 

permission to perform it for the 100th time here on February 25. I am pleased to permit it." 

Raja Muhammad and his wife Rahimatbi from Virudhunagar, Tamil Nadu met Baba. As his introduction, Baba 

observed, "He was deputy superintendent of police in Madras. He is a true Muslim. Then he was the inspector-

general of police in Pondicherry. He has great love for me. His wife is my devotee. They have written their 

experiences about me and sent them to Adi. Anyone who wants to can read what they have written." 

When Dr. Kanakadandi Suryanarayana came for Baba's embrace, Baba praised him, "This Dr. Kanakadandi is our 

everything — doctor, cook, servant, lover, everything!" 

When Baba sipped a little water at 5:00 P.M., he again coughed. He commented, "Even in the first group I got this 

cough at this hour. Who is remembering me?" Eruch said that when Baba put this question to the first group, they 

could not answer. But Baba repeated that it was the "impending dark cloud" that remembers him. Baba confirmed 

this by remarking, "It is a fact that the dark cloud is coming and that cloud is remembering me." 

When Ramalingam Sastri approached him, Baba stated, "I have given him the name Baba Sastri. From childhood he 

has been inclined toward visiting saints. He comes wherever my darshan program takes place. For my darshan, he 

came all the way from Andhra to Sakori, to Hamirpur, and so on." 

The darshan concluded with the singing of the arti at 6:00 P.M. After leaving the pandal, Baba went to his room, 

where, after a discussion with the mandali, he departed for Meherazad. 

 

Baba arrived at Meherabad at 8:15 A.M. on Sunday, 23 February 1958 and, after talking with the mandali about the 

management of the sahavas, he entered the pandal at 9:05 A.M. Before his arrival, Godavri Mai had already sat down 

on the dais on another cushioned armchair. She took Baba's darshan and then devotional songs and the Gujarati arti 

were sung. When they concluded, Baba offered his salutations to the assembly with joined hands. 

Baba called Thirumala Rao to the dais to translate his English statements into Telugu. After inquiring about those 

who were sick, he stated, "Last week I had acquainted all those attending the sahavas with Godavri Mai, and now I 

will introduce her to you. I want to tell you something of her greatness. Eruch will read my introduction of her as 

given to the first group." Accordingly, Eruch read it out, and when it was over, the pandal resounded with cries of 

"Godavri Mata [Mother] ki jai!" 

The Andhra bhajan group sang a few songs, and Baba called Raosaheb Afseri to the stage. At Baba's request, 

Raosaheb recited a couplet of Hafiz in Persian, which was also translated into English, Telugu and Gujarati. The 

meaning of it was: 

How can you tread the path of Truth unless you 

step out of the boundary of your own nature? 

Baba expounded: 

This Path is full of untold and intolerable hardships and sufferings. Even the yogis and saints have not fathomed 

the state of my Reality. Hafiz speaks of "stepping out of the boundary of our nature." But what is that nature of 

ours? I am not going to repeat the theme of evolution of forms and consciousness now. I have explained much 

about these in books. We start with the birth of a human child, for example. The birth is due to his or her past 



 

 

karmas. No sooner is the child born than he or she begins to experience the sanskaras acquired in his or her past 

lives. So what will be the nature of the child? The nature of the child will be, of course, according to his or her 

past sanskaras. That child must act, feel and think according to his or her sanskaras accumulated in his or her 

past lives. There is no way out and he or she must experience the sanskaras. That is the Law of Must. 

In addition to this inexorable principle of must, the environmental circumstances are such that they help the 

child to act, feel and think according to his or her past sanskaras. No sooner does the child see the light of earth 

than he or she begins to grow older day by day. He or she must weep as soon as he or she is born. He or she 

must be given a milk diet. He or she must grow bigger and bigger. He or she must have a name. His or her sex, 

[character, personality, inclinations], et cetera, is determined by the principle of must. The child knows not 

from whence he or she has come. The child has no thought of all that. The child takes for granted that he or she 

is born, and the child begins to live. The child has a sex and a name; he or she cries, eats, drinks, and later 

studies in school and enjoys or suffers life — all this because of his or her nature — not "Nature 

[environment]." 

Hafiz refers to the nature of a child. This is the Law of Must. It is your very nature, created and nurtured by you, 

that makes you think that you are a man or a woman, that you have a body, sickly or healthy, beautiful or ugly. 

It makes you think that you are hungry, robust, unwell, et cetera. 

Now we come to the difficulties on the spiritual path. What are the difficulties? It is always impossible to 

fathom my Original State of Reality on the spiritual path. Why? I shall explain the reasons to you. What does 

Hafiz say? He says: "Step out of the boundary of your nature." It means: "Go against your own nature." Your 

nature makes you think that you are hungry and want food. When you feel hungry, you demand food and eat. 

Hafiz wants you not to eat; that is going against your nature, that is to say, “stepping out” of your nature. If 

your nature says you are not feeling hungry, according to Hafiz, you must go against it and you must eat, and 

eat much. When you feel like sleeping, according to Hafiz, you must not sleep. This is what we understand 

from the couplet of Hafiz. 

But does it really mean all this? No. I shall tell you what Hafiz really means. According to Hafiz, literally, if 

you want to see anything, you must not see. If you do not want to see anything, you must see. This is what is 

meant by stepping out of your nature. We can go on giving innumerable such examples of "going against one's 

nature." 

Take another instance: When you run up an incline, you will pant for breath. In such a case, you must not pant; 

you should breathe normally. Contrariwise, when you feel normal, you must not feel normal; you must breathe 

hard or pant for breath. Therefore, it is almost impossible to step out of the boundary of your very nature, and it 

is therefore really impossible for you to realize me as I really am. Then what should we do? 

Hafiz comes to our rescue and gives a solution. But that solution too is very difficult, impossible, but somewhat 

less difficult or less impossible. Hafiz says: 

At this point, Baba asked Raosaheb to recite the couplet in Persian (which was later translated into Telugu and 

Gujarati) which means, according to Baba's rendering in English: 

O you mad one! If you have that madness to realize God, 

then become the dust at the feet of a Perfect Master! 

Baba continued: 

We are coming back to becoming the dust at the feet of a Perfect Master. What does Hafiz mean? Dust has no 

thought of its own; it has no will of its own. It can be trampled upon, applied to the forehead or suspended in 

the air. There is no truer and better example of complete obedience than "of becoming like dust." 

If any of you do not understand, don't worry about it. Just look at me and think of me. That will do. Words have 

no real value. It is good if you understand. But if you don't, why worry about it? 

Baba concluded with the question: "What do we mean by obedience?" He asked Eruch to read out the discourse on 

the four types of obedience which he had given the past week, as well as in Poona and Bombay. At the end of it, 

Raosaheb recited the lines of another Persian poet, which Baba translated: 

After spending years and years of intense longing for God, 

One, out of thousands of Mardan-e-Khuda [men of God], 

             realizes Him. 

Out of millions of those who live, not so much for themselves, 



 

 

But only for God, only one realizes God! 

Baba concluded: "This gives us some idea of the great difficulties on the path of Self-Realization. Mardan means 

the male population. It means "the real male" or "real man" and he is of God. Only one out of such millions can 

realize God after years and years of intense longing for Him." 

It was now 11:40 A.M. and the Andhra bhajan group sang songs and Baba's arti in Telugu. As Baba wished, Godavri 

Mai left with the kanyas. Baba remarked she would be returning to Meherabad on his birthday, and he asked the 

assembly to salute her by shouting her Jai as she left. 

Several Christian lovers from Keshavaram Village in Andhra had come that day. Baba called the Christians onto the 

dais and embraced them. 

The Andhra lovers then sought Baba's permission to wash his feet on his birthday. Because of the crowded schedule 

that day, Baba advised them to select twelve men and twelve women to perform the ceremony on behalf of everyone 

present. He said, "Later, after the pada-puja [worshiping of his feet] on the 25th, all of you can approach me and 

have darshan. You can garland me and touch my feet. But on that day, there will be no time for embraces. Last 

night, I was engaged in my Universal work and when I was lying on the bed and changed sides and pressed any part 

of my body, I felt pain. It was due to the program of embraces yesterday." 

About his upcoming birthday, he commented, "As far as I am concerned, it is not any special occasion. It might be 

and should be for you all. For me, every day is my birthday." 

One devotee stood up and proclaimed, "If we cannot agree among ourselves about the twelve men and women to be 

chosen, we are not fit to be here." Baba, amidst laughter, assigned him to head the selection committee! 

 

Baba sent the sahavas group for lunch, and at 2:45 P.M. he came back to the meeting pandal. Many of the men were 

not present at the fixed time, 3:00 P.M., whereupon, Baba remarked teasingly, "I hear a lot of noise. Are they snoring 

in the dormitory?" 

Burjor Mehta replied, "It is not a dormitory, but a den of lions growling!" 

Baba directed him, "Go and wake them up and ask them all to come here soon." 

Several persons tried to suppress their coughs, causing Baba to remark, "No one should suppress coughs. All may 

cough freely. Be free, comfortable and at ease." 

Resuming, Baba explained at length: 

This morning I gave different categories of obedience. The obedience of some of my lovers does not come 

under any of those categories. It is of an altogether different type! 

In the last circular issued to the group attending the sahavas, it was specifically mentioned that no one should 

seek to have separate interviews with me. When I call someone to my cabin, it is a different thing. It is my 

wish. Some have come from very long distances from distant parts, not only in India, but also from Lahore and 

Karachi, and other places, after undergoing great hardships, and it has been more than ten to fifteen years since 

they last saw me. They are ardent lovers of mine. If I call them to my cabin just for a light chat, it does not 

mean that they are being given special interviews. Even supposing that I, in some cases, do give a person or 

group an interview, it is my wish and it does not mean that others should ignore my circular and press for 

interviews. There is no time even for serious talk, so where is the time for me to indulge in gossip? I called 

them simply to inquire about their welfare, and not necessarily for any interview or gossip. 

There are some lovers who are obedient to me and want to adhere 100 percent to the latest circular and they ask, 

"Baba, others have been called by you to your cabin for an interview, but what crime have we committed 

except that we are obeying your circular, and yet you do not call us?" Their obedience is of that type! 

I have been meeting my lovers of Poona, Bombay and Gujarat so often. If someone from that group insists on 

an interview and tells me what I just said not to do, it hurts me. Each one approaching me says he will only 

take a short time, just five minutes. If Poona and Bombay people ask for such a privilege, it hurts me. 

Therefore, let us come to some conclusion, and I want your final word. Either you should come individually 

today and tomorrow and spend the whole sahavas period like that, or you should drop the idea of individual 

interviews and be here in this meeting pandal where I shall remain with you all, give discourses and listen to 

the singing of the bhajans, and thus you can all see me and I can be with you all here. Do decide and tell me 

which you prefer. On the one hand, I want you all to hear certain important things which I want to tell you. If 

you all take me to be God, and God is all-knowing, what is it that makes some of you come to me individually 

and bring your difficulties? 



 

 

For those on the spiritual path, I am the Sun giving life and light to them. There are some who burn themselves 

to ashes in the heat and light of the Sun. Some want only the warmth of the Sun, and take care to be away from 

the intensity of the light. There are others who want to be in the comfortable shade and also carry an umbrella 

when treading the Path. These three types are on the spiritual path. 

Baba again referred to individual private interviews, which several sought, in spite of his circular. "I want your word 

and decision," he said. "For me it is all the same, whether I am here in the meeting pandal or in my cabin giving 

interviews." 

The congregation in a unanimous voice agreed to have Baba's sahavas in the pandal. In response, Baba stated: "Now 

see that you all do not gather around my cabin, lingering or peeking in, trying to gain entrance or catch my attention 

for an individual interview. If I want to call anyone, I will certainly call him and wait until he arrives, wherever he or 

she may be at the time. 

"Now we will start the discourse on ‘Opiumized Saints.’ At last week's sahavas, I gave, or rather commenced, my 

discourse on this subject, and time permitting, I intend to proceed and complete it today. It may be continued 

tomorrow also. I will tell you a few points, allow some respite for bhajans and again continue the discourse. It will 

relieve the monotony. If you go on continuously listening, you will start to feel drowsy. Quite apart from your 

feeling drowsy, I myself am feeling drowsy and I need some relaxation in the form of listening to some bhajans or 

jokes. This discourse on the ‘Opiumized Saints’ is a wonderful one. 

"The management should have prepared tea before 3:00 P.M. The tea is not ready yet, and on top of that, this opium 

story. No wonder the sahavasees [those having sahavas] are drowsy!" 

Eruch then read out the points given by Baba in the past week's sahavas. At 3:45 P.M. there was singing by different 

bhajan groups. Then most of the men and women went for tea, and Baba stayed in the pandal listening to music and 

exchanging witticisms with a few others. 

The discourse was resumed at about 4:35 P.M. After it was fully explained, Baba ended by concluding, "So through 

the opiumized saint, good and bad recoil and rebound. Ultimately the cause of all this is my play. It is no one's fault. 

It is my leela [game]. I am in everyone and I do everything, and I also do nothing." 

The arti was sung at 5:30 P.M. Afterward, Baba urged his lovers: "Be brave, be happy. I and you are One. The 
Infinite that eternally belongs to me will one day also belong to every individual. Remember, I and you are One, and 

not you and I are one!" 

Baba stood up and then sat down again, whereupon he stated: "Tomorrow is the day for the workers' meeting. I want 

all group workers to gather together, not according to centers, but all the workers in one big group. Everyone will 

say he is a worker. It is not possible to call all in the workers' meeting. The organizers should select the workers. 

"The meeting will be held between 3 and 5:00 P.M. tomorrow afternoon. I will talk to them about ‘Real Work and 

Real Workers.’ I will lay stress on these two subjects. I want work to be done as ‘work;’ otherwise, I say, let there be 

no work at all. Hypocrisy and egoism I will not tolerate. Tomorrow, I will explain in detail about this in the workers' 

meeting. Some of you who attended the workers' meeting last week need not attend tomorrow." 

Baba left for Meherazad at about 6:00 P.M. 

 

Baba returned to Meherabad the next morning, Monday, 24 February 1958, at 8:20 A.M. After conversing with the 

mandali in his cabin, Baba went to the pandal at 9:30 A.M. He commented, "I have a higher fever today compared 

with the last two days, and I also have a cold." 

Eruch announced that Baba wished to complete the discourse he had given to the first group on the “Split ‘I’ ” and 

also a discourse about inner experiences, “Divine Hallucinations,” but he expressed his regret that it would take 

three hours. 

Baba added, "This is not the time now for discourses. After the sahavas, I will see that the discourses are sent to the 

group heads to circulate. It is something very original from me." 

Referring to Elcha, who was sitting on his right, Baba joked, "As a pastime, I feel like pulling his hair as kings of 

yore did to their jesters, who had to keep smiling as their hair was yanked." 

On Baba's instruction, Eruch then read the discourse on the “Split I.” One man, in regard to the Real I and the false 

I, interrupted and asked, "Does I mean the physical body?" 

Baba replied: 



 

 

It is the false I that asks this question. "I am Mr. X ... I am hungry ... I had no sleep ... I have my family ... I lost 

my money and property." All this is false I. This includes the physical body, the subtle body and the mental 

body. Similarly, the translator of my discourse and the ones listening are all false I’s. 

Suppose Elcha is a Muslim. It is his false I. He worships only Allah as the One Truth and reveres Him. 

However, at the time of prayer his mind is full of worldly things — his family, his job, his business. Thus, 

instead of paying homage to the Real I, he reveres the false I in its innumerable forms. 

As Thirumala Rao was rendering this explanation into Telugu, Baba was deeply absorbed and at times, energetically 

moved his hands and fingers as if driving something away. At other times, his fingers moved as if he was calling 

somebody or dictating something. Once he took his own darshan. At one point his gestures conveyed consolation to 

someone, and then gestured as if asking someone else to wait. 

The Gujarati translator Burjor Mehta mistakenly rendered the word love as bhakti (devotion) whereupon, 

intervening, Baba twisted his ear and elucidated: 

Love cannot be called bhakti; rather, the consummation of bhakti is love. Love is the highest. We can speak of 

it as the highest type of devotion. There is a difference between bhakti and love. For example, here is a bhakta 

[devotee] and Baba. The bhakta worships Baba and does bhakti. When bhakti increases and reaches its zenith, 

the bhakta burns and finds no curtain between himself and God. Let the bhakti reach such a zenith and then 

there will be no veil between Baba and yourself. 

"Now don't take it for granted that you are all in that state of love!" he teased. 

The path of love is the third path. The first path is the path of actions, serving other false I’s. The second is the 

path of worshiping false I’s. 

This third path of love is very, very important. Therefore, listen with all your attention to what I have to say. It 

is but for the very few to annihilate their very existence and merge in me. For those who want to love me, I 

have given points for them to follow. Love means love. It is void of any superficiality or formality. The lover 

has to keep the wish of the Beloved, and always has to keep the Beloved pleased and happy. 

What are the wishes of your Beloved — if you take me to be your Beloved? They are: 

1) Do not shirk your responsibilities, such as home, family, office, jobs, et cetera. 

2) Attend faithfully to your worldly duties, but keep at the back of your mind that all this is Baba's. 

3) When you feel happy, think Baba wants you to be happy. When you suffer, think Baba wants you to suffer. 

4) Be resigned to every situation and think honestly and sincerely that Baba has placed you in this situation. 

5) With the understanding that Baba is in everyone, try to help and serve others. 

Continuing, Baba emphasized: 

I tell you all with my divine authority that whosoever — anyone and everyone — takes my name on his lips at 

the time he or she breathes his or her last, comes to me! 

Therefore, do not forget to remember me at the time when you breathe your last. Unless you take my name, 

remembering me constantly from now on, and keep it up continuously, you cannot remember me and keep my 

name on your lips when you drop your body. Even if you take my name once a day with all your heart and 

soul, it is sufficient. You will thus ultimately come to me. 

Baba concluded: 

Now we have finished with spirituality for the day. Let us come back to the worldly plane a little. The time is 

now 10:45 A.M. It has come to my notice that last evening there was confusion and dissension over the 24 

persons to be chosen to wash my feet and the placing of love-offerings at my feet tomorrow [the birthday 

celebration]. I have a solution for both matters and I think it will satisfy every one of you. 

For many years, the lovers of the neighboring village of Arangaon walk on foot to Toka, 45 miles from here, at 

the confluence of two sacred rivers, and bring back river water. As they walk back, they carry the heavy water 

vessels on their shoulders hung on bamboo poles. They fast on liquids only and keep themselves clean by 

bathing in the river. Some of them are Harijans. They have been doing this every birthday of mine, and usually 

I am not here on my birthdays. They sprinkle the sacred water on my photographs and at other places 

associated with me, and return to their homes and worship my pictures. When I happen to be here on my 

birthday, I allow them to come and pay their respects to me. But these villagers walk every year to Toka and 

bring back the river water, whether I am here or not. 



 

 

Tomorrow, we expect these villagers back with the water from the rivers at Toka — about a dozen persons, 

perhaps more. Pendu has been instructed to send them here with the water to this meeting pandal. I will then 

take the water and wash my own feet — do my own pada-puja [feet worship] with my own hands. Thereafter, 

all of you may take that water as prasad. Apply it to your forehead, drink it if your love demands and use it in 

any way you like. This will be tantamount to every one of you washing my feet, as I am in everyone. I hope 

this satisfies you all. 

Baba continued to explain: 

For the second matter of love-offerings, I have one solution. Those who have intended or decided to lay cash 

money as a love-offering at my feet should keep to your decision of parting with the money, whatever each 

decides to give (100, 50, ten or one rupee). None should change his or her amount. Don't try to decrease the 

amount or try to increase it now. But do not place the money at my feet tomorrow. Utilize it in purchasing 

books and pamphlets sold outside the pandal, and distribute the books to others at your respective centers. 

Those who can afford should buy as many copies of Listen, Humanity as possible. For example, anyone who 

wants to place Rs.100 at my feet may buy four copies of Listen, Humanity and distribute them to others who 

cannot afford to buy them, or place them at the disposal of others, such as in libraries in your towns or villages 

and thus spread my messages. The books are to be given free to others. Those whose cash offering is small 

should buy smaller books or photographs, et cetera, and distribute them to others. 

There is another small book, Life At Its Best. Adi says a number of copies have arrived at the Bombay docks 

and are expected soon. I have asked that when they arrive, copies should be sold at the nominal cost of Rs.1.50 

each, and all of you may purchase as many copies as you can and distribute them. 

Those of you who cannot afford even a small sum of one rupee should not worry. I want the offering of love 

tomorrow. Those who buy the books should not keep them idle, but should see that they are circulated or 

distributed to as many people as possible in your hometown. 

Now we have disposed of two main matters concerning tomorrow's program. There is a third matter on the 

worldly plane. This morning Adi called on me at seven o'clock at Meherazad and looked worried and 

perturbed. He said a mistake had been committed. Vishnu, who was in charge, was unusually upset and 

worried. 

The mistake was about the special train arrangement to Andhra for the return journey of the Andhra group. 

There must be 500 passengers for a special train. Now it is found that the number is about 400 or a little less. 

The deficit is about Rs.3,000 or over 2,000. Whether it is 2,000 or 3,000, or even Rs.1,000, it is a rather serious 

deficit. 

While I was driving into Meherabad this morning, Vishnu was standing on the roadside ready to meet me at the 

earliest moment, and he was seen in a perturbed state, actually trembling. I knew what the matter was and 

consoled him, "Vishnu, you have been with me from childhood. A deficit of Rs.3,000 compared with your love 

for me is nothing at all. Even if the deficit is Rs.300 crores [three billion], it is nothing at all when compared 

with your love. Do not worry about it and forget all about it. 

Now, none of you attending this sahavas should worry about it at all. Neither worry about the deficit nor worry 

about Vishnu being worried. Adi offered a solution. He suggested that even now we could cancel the special 

train, and all could proceed to their homes on regularly scheduled trains. However, I did not like the 

suggestion. I want the special train to come here. It will come on the railway line just a few feet away from 

here and pick you all up with your baggage. No need to go all the way to Ahmednagar Station. No one should 

put even a paisa [penny] toward this huge deficit. I want you all to concentrate on me and love me more and 

more. I will be satisfied with your love. I don't want you to worry and spend money toward this deficit. I will 

pay and bear the deficit myself. 

Baba proceeded to explain: 

We have solved three matters: 

1) pada-puja [washing of my feet]; 

2) love-offerings to me [in cash]; and 

3) deficit regarding the special train. 

But there is one more important problem to be solved and this I cannot solve. I want it to be solved by you all. I 

had planned for two meetings, namely a workers' meeting and a group meeting. In the last sahavas, there were 

two such meetings. But at this sahavas, time is limited. Tomorrow is the birthday, and the only time we have 

left is this afternoon. Only about two or three hours are available. I want each group around me for about 



 

 

fifteen minutes, just to have a chat and mix freely, not for any discourse or serious talks — just cracking jokes 

at one another — I at you and you at me. 

I would also like a workers' meeting and it is very important that it be held. But the time remaining is very 

limited. Regarding work, I find dissension between the workers everywhere. I do not like conflicts among 

workers while they are assembled. It takes nearly five hours for me to clear up a conflict. In Poona, I allowed 

ample time for the workers' meeting and spent four hours with the workers. In Meherabad, I held a workers' 

meeting last week and explained to them about real work and real workers. In Andhra, I took one full night [in 

1954] to explain to the Andhra workers what real work meant. A small pamphlet [titled Who Is a Real Worker 

and What Baba Means By Real Work] was published about it. 

The substance of all this is this: To make others follow my instructions, you must set an example yourself and 

through your own example, you should spread my love and message and make others follow me. Through your 

own example, others may be led to follow your example. If, however, you yourself cannot follow my 

instructions implicitly and honestly, while conveying them to others, at least tell them frankly and admit that 

you yourself cannot follow them, but that you are only relaying my messages and instructions. 

If you yourself do not really feel 100 percent and are not convinced that I am the Avatar, do not tell others that 

Meher Baba is the Avatar. Without the conviction in you that I am the Avatar, do not tell others that Baba is the 

Avatar of the Age. 

Baba ended by saying: "The time is limited, and I want you all to choose either the workers' meeting or a group 

meeting." 

All unanimously voiced, "We want group meetings." 

"From 2:30 P.M. this afternoon to 5:00 or 5:30 P.M., we will have group meetings. Each group can come to me and 

spend about fifteen minutes. How about the groups? How many groups in all? How will you group yourselves?" 

Various suggestions were voiced. Thirumala Rao suggested that the gathering might be divided along linguistic lines 

into three groups: (1) those speaking Telugu; (2) those speaking Gujarati; and (3) those not speaking either and 

knowing only English and other languages. Baba accepted his suggestion and stated in that case more time could be 

allotted for each group — a half hour or 45 minutes. The Telugu group, being the largest, was the first to meet in the 

pandal, and the other groups met in Meherabad Hall. 

Songs in Telugu and Gujarati were sung, and the arti was performed. Before Baba left the pandal and dismissed 

everyone for lunch at 12:30 P.M., he commented: "The men owe this sahavas to the women. Many women who 

should have been here could not come because they had children to look after and domestic responsibilities. How I 

wish that you men had stayed at home, looking after the homes and the children, and allowed the ladies to come in 

large numbers." 

 

From the pandal, Baba went to the kitchen, where he was introduced to the two cooks from Andhra. He inspected 

the preparations and asked what had been cooked for lunch. He also went to the storeroom to see the stocks of 

vegetables, flour and cooking supplies. Chhagan had made laddoos to be distributed as prasad the next day, and 

Baba tasted one of them. 

Kashinath Narayan Soman, the assistant editor of the Poona Marathi newspaper Kesari, was working in the kitchen. 

Pleased with his sense of service, Baba praised him, "He is an M.A. [holding a master's degree] and is well 

educated. In my service, he is humbly working in the kitchen." 

After lunch, Baba, stood in the doorway of his Interview Cabin, leaning on his canes and observing the scene a few 

moments before going back to the pandal. Rawal happened to walk by and Baba joked, "Elcha told me that your 

screw was loose. Is this true? How old are you now?" 

Rawal, however, in one of his usual over-emotional outbursts, declared, "Baba, I only want to die at your feet!" 

Baba asked, "Then who would look after your family?" 

"I leave it to you, Baba." 

"Thanks," Baba replied drily. 

On his way to the pandal at 2:30 P.M. to meet the Andhra group, Baba stopped at the women's dormitory for a few 

minutes and they were overjoyed. 

In the pandal, Baba took his seat on the dais. He commented, "We will while away this hour in light talk. Eruch 

hardly has a chance to piddle. If he goes to the latrine, the sahavas men surround him and he takes an hour to come 

back. He also has to attend to so many things at Meherazad, including night duty." 



 

 

Calling Dhanapathy Rao, Kutumba Sastri, Ranga Rao and Mallikarjuna Rao to the dais, Baba asked each man his 

age and then remarked: "My connection with Andhra is very old. During this time, my Avatarhood, Andhra has 

become an independent state. Besides Andhra, my connection is with the whole of South India. I don't mention this 

to please or humor you, but I am telling you the truth. This is the reason why you people love me." 

Jokingly, Baba observed, "Although this sahavas was especially for the women, I can see that the men want to have 

the privilege of occupying the front row, relegating the women to the back!" The men laughed and got up from the 

front, making room for the women. For several minutes there was much amusement and then, on a sign from Baba 

indicating that there was not much time remaining, everyone settled down. Baba said: 

One thing is definite: I love you more than you love me. Out of your love for me, you have come from distant 

places for my sahavas. I know each and every work you have done for me in Andhra and elsewhere, and there 

is no need for you to tell me anything about it — so much so that before you even think of doing anything, I 

know that you are going to do it. I also know of your plays, dramas and ballads through which you are trying to 

serve me and do my work. 

You all say God is all-knowing. That you accept me as the Incarnation of God. That I am all-knowing, I know 

the past, present and future. But what do you mean by God being all-knowing? How I play my own game in 

illusion no one knows. It is a fact that in maya there is time and space, but in Reality there is no scope for time 

or space. Listen carefully. This is turning into a discourse, however much I wished not to give one! 

I tell you nothing has happened and nothing will happen. Everything happens now at this moment. This 

moment is eternal and continues to be eternal, so much so that the next moment will be this moment. The next 

moment after that will also be this moment. Therefore, in this present moment is embodied all of the past and 

the future. 

You were a child, you grew up and you became a man. All the years you have passed are embodied in this very 

moment. Only in illusion is there time and space. In Reality, there is no scope for time and space. In my Real 

State, only this moment IS — the moment eternally IS. 

Billions of past and future years are embodied in this state of Reality. I know the things that happened billions 

of years ago, and I know the things that are to happen billions of years from now. I am in you all. I am 

omniscient. I know what you all will think tomorrow. I say that you need not tell me anything — how you 

were, how you felt, how you thought, how you worked and what work you are now doing for me. If I am 

omniscient, I must know everything. I am omniscient! 

So the best thing for you is to love me, to work for me and to be honest in my love. There must not be even a 

tinge of hypocrisy in your work and no expectation of reward. In fact, I am happy and pleased with your work 

and love. 

Baba asked, "Now, can anyone knowing English make me laugh?" Bapiraju got up. On seeing him, Baba remarked, 

"He is the only man who makes me laugh and weep simultaneously!" Bapiraju launched into something in his 

"Andhraite-English" which no one could follow, driving Baba and the audience into fits of laughter (and tears!) for 

several minutes. Then he walked up to the dais and, visibly moved, took Baba's darshan and received an embrace. 

One old man conveyed his son's love to Baba and also the greetings of someone else who could not be present. 

"What else is there to give?" replied Baba, "I am the Ocean of Love." 

Eruch informed Baba that, during the recess, some had expressed their dissatisfaction through notes about Baba's 

decision that they buy books with the money they wished to place at his feet. Thereupon, Baba stated that they could 

do as their conscience dictated, but under no circumstances should they offer him jewels or gold ornaments. Baba 

again emphasized that there was no necessity for the gifts in the first place, stating, "I will be fully satisfied with 

honest love and deep devotion on the part of those at the sahavas." 

He then commented, "Instead of half an hour, forty minutes have passed. In five more minutes, I will wind up 

everything with the Telugu group with a few parting words. This is my last sahavas; tomorrow will be my last 

birthday. It might also mean that my body may drop. But I will live always in you, all my lovers. 

"This coming May, I will go to America and from there to Australia. After my return there will be no more darshan, 

sahavas or celebration. This is quite definite. So love me more and more. Serve others more and more. Remain 

honest in your love for me. Remember me always. Don't make a show of love or propagandize. Preach to others 

what you practice. I give you all my blessings." 

After the usual vociferous shouts of his Jai had quieted down, Baba said that on the morning of the 26th he would 

take the sahavas group up Meherabad Hill to show them his Tomb. 

Dr. Dhanapathy requested that Baba revisit Andhra, but Baba pointed out that it was not possible for him. 



 

 

 

At 3:40 P.M., the gathering dispersed. Baba's chair was shouldered to Meherabad Hall where the Gujarati group was 

present. Baba sipped a little water and casually gestured to Sidhu, "You may suffer from TB [tuberculosis]." 

Addressing the Gujarati group, Baba observed, "I have just come to you from hundreds of Telugu men and women. 

What a loving and splendid atmosphere it was. But when I see Parsi boys here, I am reminded of what Gustadji used 

to say — that the antics and mischief of the Parsi boys would frighten even the devil!" 

Humorously pointing to Elcha, Baba said, "And he is their leader!" 

Becoming more jocular, Baba observed, "Being among these devilish mischief-makers, I have forgotten what I 

wanted to say here!" 

He then began: 

I am happy to see the women of this group sitting up front. In the first group, they were sitting behind. There is 

no doubt that Parsi women are clever. We have assembled here today for light, merry talks. But before it starts, 

I will begin by telling you not to worry. Whatever suffering may befall you, put up with it with all faith and 

love for me. At most, what could happen? The utmost might be that you will die. And it is so obvious that you 

have to die one day sooner or later. Daily you live to drop your body. So why not think that you have no body 

from the beginning and act accordingly — detached? You should remember one thing and that is to be honest. I 

am in everyone and everything. God knows everything, so be resigned to His will. 

[Baba pointed to a particular man.] Once, you were a child. Now, you have grown up to be a man. Between 

childhood and manhood you have experienced much misery and suffering. Where are they now? The fact is 

there were neither joys nor sorrows. It is due to illusion that you think and experience everything. After 20 to 

30 years you will even forget the thoughts and events of today. You are caught in the net of maya and the 

accumulation of sanskaras bind you more and more in maya. For instance, a man is sleeping. He dreams 

thieves are trying to murder him. Frightened, he wakes up and is afraid to go back to sleep again, lest he dream 

the same dream. But, at the same time, he knows that it was a dream. Thus, this whole life is a dream. It has no 

past and no future, but is only in the eternal present — the eternal NOW! 

I was thinking I would not give a discourse, but finding certain faces before me, I was prompted to say 

something [serious]. 

Sidhu brought in tea for Baba, and Baba asked who had sent for it. Sidhu replied, "You yourself told me to bring it." 

Baba had a hearty chuckle because when he had gestured to Sidhu that he might get TB, Sidhu had misunderstood 

him and thought he was calling for tea! Baba sipped a little and gave the remainder to Kaka. 

He then asked to hear some amusing stories, and Rawal told one which made the audience burst into laughter. After 

more tales, the sahavas group left the hall. But Baba called them back and informed them, "After my return from the 

West, there will be no more darshan, sahavas or celebration of any sort. Therefore, I say love me more and more. 

"Times are difficult and my daaman might slip out of your hands. I think within one year this body may drop. Don't 

miss this opportunity. With a clear conscience and an open heart, love me sincerely and help those in need. I am 

eternal." 

Eruch said that Baba might go to Bombay or another city to see a cricket match or simply to stay at a place for some 

relaxation. He was not bound. But no one who came to know of his presence there should come and see him. 

 

After the gathering had dispersed, Baba again coughed while drinking water at 4:35 P.M. When the third group came 

to see him five minutes later, Baba mentioned this and added, "I am feeling within my heart that this body will leave 

me soon. The dark cloud is fast approaching and has been remembering me for the past few afternoons. I enjoyed 

sitting with the previous two groups. Let us not talk on serious subjects. We are here for some informal 

conversation." 

Baba asked to hear something comical, and Dr. Moorty related how when he was shaving a few days ago, Khare had 

entered the bathroom in a hurry and butted in front of him. Although Moorty did not like it, he made way for Khare, 

and at the same time thought how funny it would be if Khare were called by Baba right at that moment when he was 

half-shaven. Moorty did not know Baba had arrived and, within a matter of minutes, Baba sent for Khare, who had 

to go with lather on one side of his face. 

Baba asked Elcha if he had stolen Dr. Deshmukh's roll of movie film which he claimed he had lost. Once while 

Deshmukh was embracing Baba, Baba quickly lifted Deshmukh’s pen from his front pocket and showed it to the 



 

 

others. Hiding the pen, Baba asked Deshmukh, “Have you lost anything?” Deshmukh looked suitably perplexed. 

Baba never missed an opportunity to inject humor into the proceedings. 

A. C. S. Chari came in late, and Baba asked the reason for his delay and asked him to relate something funny. "Try 

somebody else," Chari replied morosely. (Chari was facing a personal crisis, but had not mentioned it.) 

Moorty introduced P. S. V. Iyyer, secretary of the Calcutta Sai Baba Center, Sai Samaj. Iyyer related an amusing 

tale. 

Eruch repeated what Baba had related to the other groups about his omniscience, and Baba then stated: "All this is a 

dream, but you do not experience it as such. If I were to give you a tap on the head while you are asleep and 

dreaming, you would immediately awaken and then realize it was all a dream." 

Baba added, "If you serve others, let your service be honest. Think of me always. Remember me always." 

Iyyer interrupted, saying he wanted to do Baba's prachar (propaganda) work. Baba corrected him, "Don't use the 

word propaganda in connection with my work. My work is the dissemination of love. Sai Baba's work will not clash 

with mine. I am Sai Baba! If you have genuine love for Sai Baba, and if you do his work wholeheartedly, it will be 

doing my work." 

Baba consoled Chari, "I am aware of your circumstances and difficulties, and I also know how you have held fast to 

me despite all that." 

Baba expressed his pleasure to Harjiwan Lal for the work he was doing in his cause in Hamirpur, and also to Was 

Deo Kain of Delhi. Baba embraced them both and also embraced Raja Muhammad and his wife. 

Referring to the Calcutta devotees, Baba assured them he knew the work they were doing for him and he appreciated 

it. He embraced A. V. Raghavulu of Calcutta and the meeting came to an end. 

Calling the Andhra leaders, known as K.D.R.M., to the hall, Baba asked them point-blank, "Is there cooperation and 

love among you?" 

Dhanapathy, Ranga Rao and Mallikarjuna replied affirmatively, whereas Kutumba Sastri could not make up his 

mind because Baba had asked them to be honest and sincere in their response. In the end, Kutumba Sastri said there 

was no problem. 

Baba then told them, "Remember one thing: The time has come. After one year, this body will definitely drop. 

During this period, show your mettle. This is the time. Millions in the world will do my work when I am no longer 

here. There is no doubt about my being God Personified. Have love between yourselves and then spread that love to 

others. I know about your family, financial and other troubles. There is nothing more to tell you. The cloud is near to 

bursting. As soon as I return from America, you will find what I say has come to pass. Do not tell this to others in 

the sahavas." 

Baba concluded, "This body of yours is a temporary phenomenon. You cannot come to terms with it. But on this 

physical plane, if you are near me, it is a great thing." 

When the four “pillars” of Andhra had left the room, Baba called the close ones from Bombay, Poona, Navsari, 

Ahmednagar, Nagpur, Dehra Dun and elsewhere. With his own hands, he gave each a copy of Life Circular No. 37 

(“Baba’s Reminder”), containing instructions for his lovers up to March 1958. Baba directed them to reread the 

circular, and he impressed upon them the need to sincerely follow the instructions therein. Those recently married 

and about to be married were exempted from the order about abstaining from any lustful action. 

After this, Baba departed for Meherazad. 

When Hoshang Bharucha had visited Meherazad the previous October, he had asked Baba the names and locations 

of the then living Perfect Masters. Baba had told him to remind him about it during the sahavas program. Hoshang 

brought up the subject as Baba was leaving on the 24th. The next morning, Hoshang was called to Baba’s cabin and 

handed a sealed envelope. He was told not to open it until he returned home. In it, Baba revealed that one of the five 

Perfect Masters was in South India, one in North India, one in the middle of the country, one in Pakistan and one in 

Syria. “The one in Syria is a Muslim,” Baba stated. “The one in Pakistani Punjab is also a Muslim. The one in the 

Punjab in India is a combined Muslim and Hindu, like Sai Baba. The one in old [the former] Madhya Pradesh is a 

Hindu, and the one in South India is also a Hindu.”146 

 
146 Later, when Hoshang wrote to Baba asking if he could visit the five Perfect Masters, Baba told him not 

to. There was no need, Baba explained, as while the Avatar is in the body, the Perfect Masters are “non-

functioning.” 



 

 

 

Baba had given permission for those attending the sahavas to decorate the camp for his 64th birthday. They did the 

best they could with the limited time available on the 24th. Near the road, a large gateway was improvised. The 

meeting pandal was specially decorated. On the dais, the Arangaon lovers provided a boat-shaped seat covered with 

flowers, and a decorated umbrella over Baba's seat glistened with tiny electric lights. Some of the women drew 

colored chalk designs on the ground in front of Baba's cabin and strung festoons and buntings. An arch was raised 

with "WELCOME" written on it in decorative lettering. Flower pots lined both sides of an improvised road that led 

straight to the meeting pandal from the main road. With arches, flags and streamers hung everywhere, Meherabad 

took on a festive appearance. 

Beginning early in the morning of Tuesday, 25 February 1958, the men and women at the sahavas began meditating 

and singing devotional songs and the arti — illuminating Meherabad with the light of Wine. To take Baba to the 

pandal, an open convertible car had been procured for the occasion and was also decorated in the shape of a boat. It 

was driven by Laxman Malvade of Arangaon. The entire sahavas group walked about half a mile up the 

Ahmednagar road to receive Baba. The Arangaon villagers formed into a long procession of singing and dancing. 

The Arangaon lovers had returned from Toka with the sacred river water, and the entire atmosphere reverberated 

with hearty shouts of Baba's Jai! 

Meanwhile, at Meherazad that morning, Baba had not cleared his bowels. After driving some distance in the car, 

Baba indicated to Eruch that he had to use the toilet. "Should we stop at Adi's [Khushru Quarters] on the way?" 

Eruch asked. 

"No," Baba gestured. "Just hurry and drive straight to Meherabad." 

Again on the way, Baba indicated he had to go to the toilet urgently. "We can stop at Akbar Press," Eruch suggested. 

But again Baba said no. "On reaching Meherabad, I will proceed straight to my room and use the potty there; don't 

allow anyone to come inside." 

Eruch was driving as fast as he could, but at 7:30 A.M., about a third of a mile from Meherabad, they were met by 

the cheering and cries of Baba's lovers, who had come forward to receive him. Eruch blared the horn, telling people 

to move out of the way; but the only response he got was: "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" And again and again, louder: 

"AVATAR MEHER BABA KI JAI! AVATAR MEHER BABA KI JAI!" 

Baba's car was surrounded. Eruch went on honking and shouting for people to please move and allow the car to 

proceed, but Baba gestured to him to keep quiet and not mar their enthusiasm. "Once in this life, they get such an 

opportunity," Baba remarked. And the car inched its way forward. The greatest joy for the lovers was thus a torture 

for their Beloved! 

Prakash Chhabra, the filmmaker from Dehra Dun, had arrived the day before with a crew of about 15 to 20 persons. 

He formed the procession in an orderly manner and proceeded to film it. A few additional photographers appeared to 

take snapshots, which further slowed its progress. Indian "gunshots" (fireworks) were fired in Baba's honor and 

some men and women showered flowers on him as the procession slowly passed. Godavri Mai was following in the 

procession, seated in a car directly behind Baba’s. 

It took almost an hour for Baba's car to reach his cabin. While he was inwardly feeling the urge to move his bowels, 

outwardly he was smiling his broadest, and was encouraging the singers and dancers to continue. It was a wonderful 

sight! All had gone mad with joy and, in their enthusiasm, they had blocked Baba's car. The Avatar shared in their 

happiness by controlling his physical urge to defecate! 

At last, at 8:30 A.M., the procession arrived near Baba's cabin. Baba went inside to use the potty. When he emerged, 

his appearance was the cause of more frenzied acclamations. Using two walking sticks, Baba made his way to the 

decorated convertible and took his seat in it so that all could see him. Kaka sat on his right and Kumar stood behind 

him holding an umbrella over his head. Eruch, Meherjee and the other mandali formed a guard all around the car as 

protection. Baidul's burly son-in-law Pesi Irani, Adi Dubash and others went ahead to try and clear a path for the car. 

The sweet melody of Telugu devotional songs echoed to the accompaniment of a band. Behind Godavri Mai's car, a 

few Parsi women carried a ceremonial tray and other items for Baba's puja. 

The procession of devotees circumambulated Baba's cabin and proceeded at a slow pace around the east and north of 

the hall to the main road and then onto the dirt road leading toward the meeting pandal. There it halted at 8:45 A.M. 

Baba asked everyone to go inside and take their seats. 

As Baba and Godavri Mai arrived on the dais, there were loud calls of "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" and "Godavri 

Mata ki jai!" A group of Parsi women were the first to offer Baba congratulations by singing Happy Birthday To 



 

 

You, followed by the traditional Gujarati birthday song. A flower crown was placed on Baba's head by Minoo 

Kharas, and Baba was garlanded profusely. 

Before Baba took his seat, Gaimai Jessawala and her family worshiped him in Parsi-fashion from the steps of the 

dais. Gaimai then applied a red tilak mark to Baba’s forehead, and broke a coconut on the ground in front of him for 

good luck. Baba took off his crown of flowers and explained to Godavri Mai, who was seated at his right, about the 

disagreement as to the selection of twelve men and twelve women to wash his feet. So he had decided to wash his 

own feet and mix the water with the rest of the water from the sacred Godavri River, which the sahavas men and 

women should apply to their foreheads. 

Leaving his seat, Baba sat on a chair at the edge of the dais. He helped the Arangaon lovers empty the Toka river 

water into a large copper teep (cylindrical vessel) kept on Baba's right. Several men and women brought bottles 

filled with water from the Ganges and other sacred rivers of India, which were likewise emptied in the metal vessel. 

Milk, honey and rosewater perfume were also poured into the vessel. Then Baba put his feet into a clean basin-like 

bowl and poured four to five mugfuls of water over them. The music continued, as he did so. With his own hands, 

Baba poured the precious charanamrit (nectar of the lotus feet of God) into the large copper vessel. The entire 

pandal full of people burst forth with his praise. Eruch wiped and dried Baba's feet with a towel. Then standing up, 

Baba returned to his original seat. The towel was presented to Thirumala Rao, who held it to his forehead and eyes 

in gratitude. 

Baba detected some dirt in the water brought from Toka, so he instructed the devotees not to taste or drink it, but 

simply to apply it to their foreheads. Later, when the men and women went up the dais for Baba's darshan, each was 

given a little of the water in the palm of their hands. Baba repeated his instructions not to taste or drink it. 

At 9:20 A.M., Baba's arti was sung in Telugu and Gujarati. Thirumala Rao then laid his Telugu translation of God 

Speaks at Baba's feet and delivered a short speech: 

This is a unique day in my life when the brightest manifestation of God on earth in the form of Meher Baba has 

shed his luster in the dark and dingy corner of my soul, and has ordered an ignorant man like me to translate his 

book on creation and its purpose, which Baba has given to humanity in English, out of his inner mystic 

experience and true knowledge of Reality. This book cannot be coordinated with any accepted tenets of 

philosophy in all its aspects. 

I felt diffident and also overwhelmed when Baba called me during the sahavas of November 1955 and ordered 

me to translate this book into Telugu. I naturally expressed my fear that I may not do justice to the task. But 

Baba encouraged me, saying: "I am there with you; go ahead with the job." Today, I must acknowledge that 

Baba did give me the strength and the guidance ... 

I am grateful to Baba for his grace, and my constant prayer to him is that he be with me, not only in this life, but 

in future lives until I merge in him. 

Appreciating his devotion, Baba touched the manuscript and handed it back to Thirumala Rao to have it printed. 

Next, accompanied by musicians, Yogi Shuddhanand Bharati recited a birthday song in English that he had 

composed for Baba. At 9:40 A.M., Dr. Dhanapathy Rao read an address from the Andhra lovers to Baba; then rolling 

it up, he put it in a cylindrical silver case which he laid at Baba's feet along with their collective love-offering of 

Rs.1,416. 

Similarly, Dr. Moorty read an address on behalf of the West Bengal, Bihar, Orissa and other lovers. Burjor Mehta 

read a translation of Dhanapathy's speech in Gujarati. Dr. M. Anandan of Kerala delivered a short speech, followed 

by Indumati Deshmukh's speech in Marathi. 

Finally, at 10:10 A.M., Dhake, representing the first week's group who had attended this sahavas earlier, said a few 

words. While reading his speech, Dhake was overcome with emotion and shed tears, causing other devotees to do 

the same. He and his wife jointly garlanded Baba as the previous speakers had done. 

Baba then remarked that the speeches should be stopped as there was not sufficient time. Individual darshan was to 

begin. Baba ordered them to be as quick as they could, and after darshan to go to the dining tent, have lunch and 

come back to the pandal. The women were called one by one, and Godavri Mai was the first to take darshan. She 

garlanded Baba, touched his feet and received his embrace. The 200 women attending the sahavas followed, one by 

one. Each woman was given a little of the charanamrit with which they wetted their foreheads. Those who had 

brought monetary offerings placed them in a box at Baba's feet. 



 

 

The women finished their turns at 11:05 A.M. Baba left the pandal for a few minutes to go to his cabin, and half an 

hour later resumed his “throne” so that the 600 men could begin taking darshan.147 Many local residents from 

Ahmednagar also came to Meherabad that day to honor Baba on his birthday and for his darshan. 

Sarosh also brought Ned and Dorothea Foote, two Sufis from America, who garlanded Baba and took his darshan. 

The Footes had informed Baba of their week-long trip to India in advance, but had been forbidden by Baba to seek 

him out. According to Baba's instructions, Arnavaz contacted them in Bombay and then they flew to Delhi intending 

to visit the Taj Mahal in Agra. There they received a telegram stating that Baba would permit them to be in 

Ahmednagar on the evening of the 24th, and for his birthday the next day. They were told that they would have to 

leave that same evening, and that Baba would not give an interview or answer any questions. So they flew back to 

Bombay and rented a car to drive to Ahmednagar. Their travel agent thought they were mistaken, saying, "You 

mean Ahmedabad? No tourist ever goes to Ahmednagar!" They assured him Ahmednagar was correct. 

The woman from Scotland who had met Baba earlier was also present at Meherabad on this occasion. 

Baba’s neck was loaded with garlands and a surfeit of presents, such as fruit, sweets, perfume, silk cloths, scarves, et 

cetera, were piled on the dais next to him. Most of the gifts were returned by him to the givers as prasad. Many 

handed Baba his photographs, which he would bless by holding them to his forehead before giving them back. 

Bhajans and kirtans continuously echoed throughout the pandal. 

As the men were taking darshan, this was announced over the microphone by Kutumba Sastri: "Jupudi Subbanna of 

Akividu [in Andhra] has received Baba's permission to make up the deficit of over Rs.2,000 in connection with the 

special train arranged for the Andhra lovers for their return journey from Meherabad to Vijayawada." 

Subbanna had approached Baba with the earnest request to bear the deficit. He said, "You in me are paying it, 

Baba." 

Baba replied, "It is enough if you love me and do my work in your place; utilize this money for the work at 

Akividu." 

But, insisting, Jupudi replied, "Please allow me to pay the sum. I will pay for this and spend other money for work in 

my area." Baba was touched by his devotion and permitted him. 

Baba called Subbanna to the dais and introduced him to the gathering. The darshan by the men continued and the 

devotees filled bottles and other containers with the sacred water to take back to their homes. They had been told not 

to embrace Baba, so some were kissing his hands, some were taking them to their forehead, some were weeping, and 

thus, in a variety of ways, they expressed their profound love for the Embodied Beauteous Christ before them. Baba 

was patting everyone and lovingly caressed the cheeks of some. While giving darshan, he was exchanging jokes and 

clapping his hands in time with the singing. 

One man from Andhra said to Baba, "You are so closely connected with Gujarat that I sincerely wish my next birth 

to be there." 

Baba rejoined, "The very reason you want to do it will induce the Gujaratis to take their next birth in Andhra!" 

Baba liked one particular song Bachoobhai and his party from Navsari were singing in Gujarati: "O wearer of the 

white robe, we salute you 100,000 times!"148 

On Baba's prompting, Eruch declared, "Tonight in the meeting pandal the hundredth performance of the Telugu play 

Burra Katha will be enacted from 8:30 to 10:30 P.M. Baba wants everyone to attend the play. And although Baba 

will not be present physically, his presence will surely be there." 

The men's darshan was finished at 2:00 P.M. Baba went to his room and those attending the sahavas went to the 

dining tent for lunch. Preparations were made for the public and Arangaon lovers to take Baba's darshan in the 

afternoon. Baba reentered the meeting tent at 3:15 P.M. Villagers from neighboring villages had also come, walking 

the entire distance. They mingled with the Arangaon lovers and divided into two separate groups of men and 

women. In the course of the darshan, several men were near Baba helping those men taking darshan, and women 

were near helping those women who were coming forward. Dhake exhorted the villagers in Marathi to hurry and not 

take much time; stretch out their hands to receive the prasad; and not lay their children on Baba's feet. As the women 

came forward, Dhake's wife sat on Baba's right and handed him the laddoos to distribute as prasad. Later, Yeshwant 

Rao of Sakori did the same when the men came. 

 
147 Godavri Mai also left the tent. 
148 “Safed kafniwalla tum-pe lakho salaam!” 



 

 

Nearly 5,000 persons came for darshan. Baba handed two sweet balls to each adult and one to each child. The mast-

like man, Barakoti, also came. Baba handed him two laddoos. Barakoti asked for one more, and Baba handed it to 

him. Again he said, "One more," and Baba gave him another. Barakoti left only after he had collected seven of the 

sweets. 

Rama Kalchuri came carrying Mehernath, who had a fever. Baba asked why she had brought the boy with such a 

high fever. She replied, "He was crying for your darshan so I had to bring him." Baba kissed the boy and also his 

sister Sheela, advising Rama to go home immediately, which she did. 

During the darshan, Baba would fondle any children who came, teasing them, caressing cheeks, rubbing heads, 

taking off the caps of some and hiding them, and holding out the sweets for them to come and take. 

During one break, Baba told Godavri Mai, "It is definite that I am in everyone, and the glory of the suns is the 

seventh shadow of my Reality. Even a glimpse of this glory is enough to make one lose all consciousness. Nothing 

but the effulgence remains to be seen continually." 

A few minutes past 5:00 P.M., Godavri Mai bid Baba farewell. The mass darshan ended at 5:50 P.M. The Poona 

bhajan group and other workers were then called for darshan, and after the Hindi and Gujarati artis were sung, the 

function came to a close. 

During the entire program, Gunatai Gadekar kept a tray of camphor burning on the dais. It went out during the arti 

singing and Baba instructed her to relight it. Before leaving the pandal, Baba embraced Shuddhanand Bharati. Baba 

sat in his lift-chair and he was carried to the car by Meherjee, Pesi and two other men. As Baba entered the car, 

Prakash Chhabra, who had filmed throughout the day, took some final parting shots. At 6:00 P.M., amidst loud 

shouts of his Jai, Baba was driven back to Meherazad with Kumar, Kaka, Eruch and the driver. 

 

Baba returned to Meherabad at 8:00 A.M. the next morning, Wednesday, 26 February 1958. He went straight to his 

cabin, where he was interviewed and filmed by Chhabra. Chhabra was from a wealthy family and had planned to 

make a film titled Modern Indian Saints and Sages, in which he wished to include the sequences he was shooting of 

Baba at Meherabad. It was not to be a commercial venture, but more of a documentary. 

Baba asked him, "Do you have any questions?" 

"Baba, why do you maintain silence?" Chhabra asked. 

"Do people question why God is silent?" 

Chhabra replied, "I am in the material world and cannot say. It’s too vague." 

Baba told him, "If my silence cannot be heard, of what avail are words?" 

Then Baba asked Chhabra, "Do you need any help? Is the filming going all right? Do you have everything you 

need?" 

Chhabra said, "We are making this film for the public, so if you have any message, we can convey it to the world. 

We would be most happy to do so." 

Baba then had Eruch read out the message he had dictated for this purpose in Meherazad prior to the sahavas. It was: 

"If man wants the happiness he is striving for, let him be more aggressive toward himself and more tolerant toward 

others." 

After 45 minutes, Chhabra's interview ended and the film crew left the cabin. Chhabra never completed his film, 

Modern Indian Saints and Sages, although he did collect footage of other personalities in India. Ironically, two or 

three years later, he embarked on another film project about the life of Jesus Christ, titled Messiah, for which he 

traveled to Hollywood and Jerusalem. He also met with Pope Paul VI in Rome. But this project, too, never came to 

fruition. Little did the filmmaker know that he had already met the living Christ at Meherabad! 

At 8:50 A.M., Baba's chair was carried up Meherabad Hill followed by the sahavas women and behind them the men. 

Pesi, Meherjee, Hoshang Bharucha, Adi Dubash, Krishna Nair, Digambar Gadekar and others shared turns holding 

up the chair. Kumar held Baba's umbrella over him from behind. After crossing the railway tracks, the chair was put 

down momentarily to allow Chhabra's car to go ahead in order to film the procession making its way to the top. 

While stopped, Baba covered his face with a thin blue cloth and appeared to be engrossed in his Universal work. 

As was done previously, an upholstered armchair was kept for Baba under the tin shed. Because the entire sahavas 

group could not be accommodated there, Baba, using canes, proceeded to the south wall of the garden where the 

armchair was brought. Baba sat facing north. The women sat in front on carpets and the men sat behind them in the 



 

 

sun. Baba asked the women to cover their heads if they were bothered by the warming sun. He also indicated the 

same to the men. A microphone was hooked up, and a loudspeaker hung in a tree. 

There was a small ditch nearby, and Baba made Pukar stand up and warn people about it, joking with him, "You will 

be kept in this pit!" After a while, Baba suddenly flung Minoo Kharas' hat into the ditch. 

As he had done with the first group, Baba proceeded to give them some background about the structures on 

Meherabad Hill, and describe his fasts and seclusions in the Tomb. Again, he emphasized: "After I drop my body, 

my physical remains will rest here, and this Hill will become an important place of pilgrimage for the world. You all 

do not realize the importance of this day. After 70 years, this place will be a place of great privilege and pilgrimage. 

A big town will grow up here. 

"Baba, the living figure, has led you up this Hill, his final resting place. You can have no idea of the unique privilege 

you are having today. I said the same thing at the sahavas of the first week." 

Baba had Eruch read out his discourse “God As Both Father and Mother.” 

Afterwards, Baba instructed those who had not seen the Tomb, to take darshan and then walk back down the hill. He 

gave the same instructions as before: "While bowing down at the Tomb, I want you all to remember two things: 

first, to love me wholeheartedly. Love does not mean just outward expression. You should love in such a way that 

you forget yourself in me, the Beloved. If you cannot love me, I will love you and you will be my beloved. Second, 

to give happiness to others at the cost of your happiness or comfort." 

At 10:30 A.M., Baba and all the sahavas group returned to lower Meherabad, where opposite the main building Baba 

had his photograph taken with seven different groups of women. Baba warned the women to hold fast to his daaman, 

stressing again that instead of his photograph on a piece of paper, they should establish and nurture him in their 

hearts. 

An hour later, at 11:30, all gathered in the meeting pandal. Baba said: 

None should seek interviews with me. On completion of the program, all should go for lunch and then pack 

their bags for the return journey. The railway authorities have conveyed the good news that for those 

proceeding to Bombay, or via Bombay, two separate coaches will be provided on the special train to leave 

Meherabad. Thus, those proceeding to Bombay or Andhra will go together up to Dhond, where two trains will 

depart, one for Bombay and another for Vijayawada. All should take my prasad home. [Each devotee had been 

given a small packet of four laddoos, which Baba had distributed to the general public the day before.] 

I wish you all to leave here happily. I give you my love. Make a firm resolve to love me more and more. After 

the singing, the concluding arti will be sung for the last time, after which I will go to my room. Don't come 

there and linger around the cabin. 

At 2:00 P.M., I will go up Meherabad Hill, where my women mandali from Meherazad will come to meet me. I 

have asked the ladies to join me there to witness the departure of the sahavas group by the special train. When 

the train starts, I will wave goodbye to you all. Last week's sahavas did not have this privilege, so in a way, you 

are more fortunate. 

Baba inquired, "Have you all heard of Mehera?" There was no response. Baba reminded them she was referred to in 

Jean Adriel's book Avatar. He intended to say more, but did not continue as there was not sufficient time to explain 

Mehera’s role. 

Despite Baba's instructions, Gadekar sought a private interview with Baba, and Raosaheb did likewise. Baba was 

displeased with both men, but joked, "It is not Gadekar's fault because his screw is loose!" 

Subhadra Bundellu sang a ghazal, and after the Poona bhajan group had sung a few songs and the arti, the sahavas 

came to an end. Baba stood up and folded his hands in namaskar (salutation) to the audience. He was carried out of 

the pandal in his chair, and the devotees surrounded his car. Many were weeping. The pain of separation now 

overcame them as they saw their Beloved physically leaving their midst. 

Chari later wrote: 

The scenes of parting were mixed with feelings of joy at the privilege of having been with Baba all these five 

days, and feelings of sadness at having to part from his company. The worries of home and jobs had already 

begun for some ... Others could not contain themselves and gave vent to their emotions; still others tried to hold 

in their feelings. Baba asked all to smile and be cheerful and said, "Take me with you. Love me more and 

more." 

Baba retired to his room, and the sahavas group went for lunch which they barely ate. 



 

 

That day Meheru's sister Naggu had fainted. Being a doctor, she had arranged for a fellow physician to care for the 

women at the sahavas — but she herself had become a patient! From childhood she had been in Baba's close contact 

and had grown up under his guidance. Baba called her to him, and she burst out weeping. 

At 2:00 P.M., Baba was driven up Meherabad Hill, where the women mandali had come from Meherazad. The 

special train arrived ahead of schedule at 4:00 P.M. and halted on the railway tracks by Meherabad. The devotees' 

luggage was placed in the carriages, and in the hustle and bustle of departure, they boarded the train and with tear-

filled eyes searched for Baba. 

Baba waved from Upper Meherabad, and then Baba and the women drove down the hill in the car, which Baba had 

stopped near the fully-packed train. Tremendous cheers of "BABA! BABA! AVATAR MEHER BABA KI JAI!" 

erupted as he stepped down and began waving goodbye to them, so that their tears received his solace. Some seemed 

to want to rush toward him, but he signaled them not to get off the train. Streamers of small seven-colored flags 

were hung around the engines and one large one hoisted in front. Pictures of Baba were pasted outside the 

compartments, along with a banner with some of the sahavas sayings which had hung in the pandal and hall during 

the week. 

The train whistle sounded and Baba gestured to the engineer to start the train. Amidst the loud acclamations, and 

with Wine stirring in their hearts, the sahavas group proceeded homeward. Many were standing on the running 

boards and others were leaning precariously out of the windows and doors to have a final glimpse of their Beloved. 

Baba waved and gestured, "I am happy; take me with you." 

When the train was out of sight, Baba turned to Mehera and the women and remarked, "They take with them a spark 

of me and will spread my love everywhere!" 

A few persons caught night trains, and a very few left the next morning. 

Age was overcome: “In this Avataric age, the years 1955 and 1958 will always occupy a significant unique position, 

for during the sahavas programs held then, birds from different regions had a chance to build nests and sing in the 

Garden of Meherabad, and come closer to their Lord. By spending five days hovering near him, they were given the 

gift of his Song, to beautify their own gardens when they returned.” 

 

On the morning of Thursday, 27 February 1958, Baba was driven to Meherabad to see the Baba lover workers who 

had volunteered during the sahavas and who were still there. Baba embraced them, lauded their efforts and 

instructed everyone to leave and return to their homes, except for Pukar and Kumar whom he allowed to stay at 

Meherazad a few days.149 Then Baba met the hired Arangaon workers and likewise expressed his full appreciation 

for their efforts. 

During the sahavas, Babu Kamble cooked Baba's food in Meherabad, but every day Baba made him weep by 

taunting him and criticizing his cooking. At the end of the sahavas, Baba had remarked to Eruch, "There must be 

hardly anyone who did not enjoy this sahavas." 

Eruch replied, "That’s true. All left happily except for one who shed tears daily — Babu. The poor fellow was doing 

his best to cook, exerting himself to the limit, but he was taken to task every day." Baba did not respond, but when 

he met Babu on the 27th, Baba commended his labor of love and embraced him — which more than made up for all 

the tears he had shed! 

Baba explained to Eruch, "Had I praised him all along, he would have sat on my head. He would not have derived 

the happiness he felt today. Due to my constant harassment, he was more attentive toward his work and careful 

about preparing my food. That is why he was able to feel so pleased today!" 

After visiting the families of Kaikobad, Bhau, Jangle and Jamadar, Baba, along with Eruch, Aloba and Pukar, 

departed for Meherazad at 2:00 P.M.  

The editor of the Telugu magazine Avatar Meher requested a message from Baba, who dictated: “My message is of 

one word, and that is Love.” 

On the morning of the 28th, Dina and Perviz Talati arrived at Meherazad with Curshed's cremated ashes. Baba held 

the urn on his lap for several moments and then gave it to Eruch to keep. Dina had a cold and Baba directed her to 

sit at a distance from him. After a little while, they left and returned to Bombay. 

 
149 Kumar returned to Dehra Dun on 3 March and Pukar left for Hamirpur on the 19th. 



 

 

On 1 March, Baba went to Meherabad and at 3:00 P.M. he lowered Curshed’s urn into a grave at lower Meherabad 

that had been dug next to Ali Shah’s grave. Nilu's ashes were buried the same day, on the other side of Curshed. 

On the 6th, Baba told the women, “When I break my silence, everything will be put right for the whole world. There 

will be a tremendous push ‘forward,’ and there will be peace in all! I will break my silence in sixteen months.”  

 

Preparations were now begun for Baba's sahavas in America and Australia. Correspondence in this regard was a 

daily affair at Meherazad. Baba’s hip joint pain continued, exacerbated no doubt from sitting all day for so many 

days with the sahavas groups. Adi Sr. noted in his diary on 4 March 1958: “Baba’s suffering continues, and today it 

seems to be in excess.” 

The Westerners were informed through circulars that, for those who could not manage the full planned fifteen days 

of sahavas, a minimum attendance of one week was required. Also, unlike the previous trip to the West in 1956: 

Baba emphasizes that during this 1958 sahavas there should be no publicity, no reporters or television, no tape-

recording even. Films and pictures may be taken, but only by the lovers; there should be no artists doing 

pictures of him, no “visitors” — in short, a sahavas in the complete sense, of the Beloved and his lovers. Also, 

that none should fly with him on the same plane, either from New York to Myrtle Beach, or from Myrtle Beach 

to San Francisco, or when he leaves for Australia. 

On the 10th, Baba brought the women to see the young mast staying at Meherazad. “He is completely oblivious of 

his body and surroundings,” Baba explained. “His outward motions, such as eating and drinking, are performed like 

a sleep-walker’s. He is doing them unconsciously, though others see him do them as though consciously.” 

The mandali noted that whenever Baba went to the mast’s room, the mast sat up from his usual reclining position. 

Being a Muslim, the habit of prayer still persisted. At certain times of the day, the mast “washed” his face and hands 

under an imaginary tap, bowed his head and stood in prayer. 

On Thursday, 13 March, Baba proceeded in Meherjee’s car to Bombay, with Eruch, Bhau and Savak, to obtain visas 

for his journey. They stayed at Ashiana. 

Adi and Rhoda Dubash were in Bombay at the time. Their eleven-year-old son Merwan had not been able to attend 

the sahavas since he was too young, so Baba saw the boy at Ashiana. Naggu came every afternoon at 4:00 P.M. as 

instructed. 

During Baba's stay in Bombay, he and the mandali were taken to a theater, where they were shown the film Chhabra 

had shot at Meherabad during the sahavas. The footage turned out quite well and Baba was pleased. After receiving 

the visas from the American Consulate, Baba and the mandali returned to Meherazad on the 15th. 

Three days later, on 18 March, several “newcomers” came to meet Baba at Meherazad. After they were introduced 

to him, Baba observed: 

As a rule, an introduction is something that is required between people not acquainted with one another. Such 

an introduction is not felt essential when there is a give and take of love between persons concerned, for the 

heart needs no introduction. A mutual affinity can spring up between complete strangers, followed by a sense 

of recognition and closeness that produces a feeling of having known one another before. This feeling is based 

on their past connection of sanskaras in previous lives. 

No one requires an introduction to me, for no one is a stranger to me. However, I am a stranger to most, and 

those coming and remaining in my presence do not do so without an introduction. As a matter of fact, they 

have come with many introductions — these being their past sanskaras linking them with me from previous 

lives. All these “introductions” are their introduction to me this time. 

On Wednesday, 19 March 1958, accompanied by the women mandali, Baba went to Poona, where their 

accommodation was again provided by Dadi Kerawala in Ganeshkhind. Eruch, Bhau and Savak joined them. 

Bhaskara Raju of Andhra was an art teacher, and as mention previously, he and his brother had made a chart on God 

Speaks, and had laid it at Baba's feet during the February sahavas at Meherabad. After the meeting, Baba had the 

chart taken to Meherazad and hung on the wall in mandali hall. That morning before leaving Poona, he instructed 

Eruch to take the chart with them, so that it could be studied thoroughly and possibly corrected if necessary. 

The Poona lovers came to Ganeshkhind on the morning of the 20th and gave a bhajan performance for Baba. 

Gaimai Jessawala's sister, Banumasi Kerawala, had two sons, Dadi and Sam. Their first cousin Roshan belonged to 

the Satha family of Ahmednagar. Roshan's brother, Naval, and sister, Dhun, were crippled with muscular dystrophy, 

but Baba had promised that Roshan would not suffer from the disease. Once, when she was a baby, Baba had put her 

in Banumasi's lap. No one had gauged the significance of this act then, but years later, on 21 March 1958, in Poona, 



 

 

with Baba's approval, Roshan and Sam Kerawala were married. That day, Baba, his mandali and several of the 

Poona lovers were served a lavish meal by the wedding party. The next day, the couple came to Ganeshkhind 

seeking Baba's blessing.  

 

Meanwhile, Baba wanted to get away from the heat of the summer and relax after his sahavas at Meherabad before 

taking his trip abroad, so Kohiyar Satarawala was asked to find a villa in Mahabaleshwar for Baba and the women. 

He rented one built on top of one of the highest hills. The bungalow was called Shapoor Hall. Baba with Mehera, 

Mani, Meheru, Goher and Rano were driven to Mahabaleshwar on 23 March. From among the men, Eruch, Bhau, 

Kaikobad and Savak were also to go to Mahabaleshwar. Adi had arrived in Poona from Ahmednagar to drive one of 

the cars to Mahabaleshwar, and Rakhma, one of the servants from Meherazad, was also taken to assist the women.  

When Kohiyar received a letter informing him of Baba’s arrival, he was instructed not to tell anyone. But  Kohiyar 

inadvertently left Baba’s letter on the table, where his wife Rati read it. Rati was excited about Baba’s coming, but 

as she was walking to a storeroom to get things to prepare for Baba’s arrival, she badly dislocated her knee. When 

Baba was informed, he blamed Kohiyar, but told him to tell Rati not to worry, that she was sharing in his suffering. 

Baba even made a special trip to the Ripon to see her, and allowed her to visit Shapoor Hall when she was better.  

On the 24th, Baba instructed Eruch to send Adi Sr. this message to be circulated: 

Regarding the dark cloud and all points referred to in my Warning and Reminder, I want all who love me to 

hold fast to my daaman and faithfully abide by my orders till July 10, 1958. However, I exempt married 

couples from the injunction regarding their remaining celibate. 

Baba was to stay in Mahabaleshwar for more than a month, and during this time preparations for his journey to 

America and Australia continued. As mentioned, of the men mandali, only Eruch, Bhau, Kaikobad and Savak were 

in Mahabaleshwar, but Jalbhai, Nariman, Meherjee, Jim Mistry, and Hoshang and Beheram Dadachanji were called 

for three days at the end of March. They stayed with the Satarawala family at the Ripon Hotel and spent their time 

playing cards, Pachisi and other games with Baba.  

Arnavaz’s brother Homa Dadachanji, too, was in Mahabaleshwar at this time, and he took the women on long drives 

in the morning. Homa had been called from London for the sahavas program, and though outwardly he was saying 

he preferred staying in Bombay, in truth he wanted to return and live in London. On the other hand, Baba seemed 

outwardly in favor of his returning to London, but in fact he wanted him to remain in Bombay. So Homa's mind was 

wavering as he professed a desire to live in Bombay while Baba was urging him to return to England. 

All thought Homa really wanted to reside in India, but the mystery was cleared up one day in Mahabaleshwar when 

Baba was not in a good mood. He suddenly informed Homa, "I will decide today about your going or not going to 

London. Take the women in the car and show them Arthur's Point." 

Homa did accordingly, and while standing on the side of the road admiring the view, he was wondering what Baba 

would decide. Suddenly a bus drove by and, as it passed, a heavy drum filled with gasoline fell off it. Homa was 

saved in the nick of time as the drum rolled off the road and down the mountain and plunged into the depths below. 

Homa knew that had the drum hit him, he would surely have fallen off the cliff to his death. He took this as a sign 

that he should give up his resolve to return to London and, when Homa came back to Shapoor Hall, Baba informed 

him that he had decided he should remain in Bombay. 

 

From Jabalpur, Amiya Kumar Hazra and Ram Lakhan Sharma were sent for by Baba. Hazra, in an attempt “to 

humble his ego,” had given up his job as a college professor and was serving as an apprentice soapstone carver in 

Bhedaghat, about thirteen miles from Jabalpur. Hazra's leaving the college caused much misery to his parents. After 

obtaining his master's degree, Sharma thought of doing the same thing, so Baba called both men to Mahabaleshwar 

to set them straight. He prevailed upon them not to act so foolishly. Instead, they should try to obey him, which he 

emphasized as the essence of spirituality. Baba advised Hazra to regain his professorship, and instructed Sharma in 

the matter of his marriage. Both returned to Jabalpur, where Hazra got a job as a professor of English at a college, 

and Sharma began doing research. 

In Mahabaleshwar, Baba would mostly sit in a chair on the verandah of Shapoor Hall, admiring the view and 

relaxing with the mandali and visitors. Since Nariman had sent his car for Baba's use, occasionally Baba would go 

out with either the men or women for a drive. On 28 March 1958, Baba was driven with the mandali to Pratapgarh, 

the hill and fort of Shivaji, which could be seen from their house.  



 

 

For several days the weather became cloudy and chilly, and strong winds blew. The cool climate aggravated Baba's 

hip, which still pained him terribly from time to time. Baba's general health was not good at this time. He would eat 

very little, only once a day, and that too with difficulty, as he was not feeling well. Deshmukh had come to 

Mahabaleshwar and beseeched Baba to eat something more nourishing. Baba finally said, "You tell me what I 

should eat!" 

Deshmukh replied, "I will consider it in detail and tell you tomorrow." That night, Deshmukh spent hours drawing 

up a menu for Baba. It was as follows: 

6:00 A.M. — Breakfast: two slices of bread buttered on both sides, two bananas, two apples, a glass of milk and two 

cups of tea 

8:00 A.M. — One glass of pomegranate juice 

10:00 A.M. — One cup of soup 

11:00 A.M. — Lunch: dal and rice, two chapatis, two vegetable dishes, a tomato, yogurt, papad (cracker-like snack) 

and fruit 

2:00 P.M. — Two cups of tea, four biscuits, two bananas, two apples, cake and pastry 

6:00 P.M. — Dinner: dal and rice, chapati, vegetables, fruit salad 

8:00 P.M. — A glass of milk and fruit 

The next day, Deshmukh showed the menu to Baba, who had a hearty laugh. Still, each day Deshmukh insisted that 

Baba have something more substantial, and Baba commented, "You have drafted such a menu that even an Olympic 

athlete would find it difficult to eat as much as you suggest!" 

But Deshmukh argued, "But it is essential for your health for you to eat such foods." 

Then Baba replied, "I had two slices of bread buttered on both sides this morning. No one in the world eats bread 

like this, but since you have told me to do so, I am obeying you." And though Baba was joking, Deshmukh felt 

pleased. 

 

Meanwhile, Ivy Duce had sent Baba a list of questions that had arisen while she and Don Stevens were editing God 

Speaks. In answer to these questions, Baba would dictate replies to Eruch and Bhau, which Deshmukh would edit. 

(The replies were later published in a book, titled Beams from Meher Baba on the Spiritual Panorama.) 

During this period, Baba also called Sadashiv Patil to Mahabaleshwar from Poona. There were only three cots in 

Shapoor Hall for Eruch, Bhau or Savak and Jalbhai, which they would share, as one of them was always with Baba. 

Baba specifically told them not to give their bed to Sadashiv when he came, but to tell him to put his bedding roll on 

the floor and sleep there. During this period, Baba would retire to his room at 1:00 P.M. for rest, and Bhau was on 

watch by him from 1:00 to 11:00 P.M.; then Savak would take over until 6:00 A.M. the next morning. 

Sadashiv arrived in Mahabaleshwar at 4:00 P.M. Bhau was with Baba, but when he went to the mandali's room at 

11:00 P.M., he found Sadashiv fast asleep on his cot. Thinking that Sadashiv was a very old and close lover of Baba 

since 1918, Bhau did not have the heart to wake him, and instead slept on the floor. 

The next day, Baba sent for him and asked where he had slept. Bhau said his cot had already been occupied by 

Sadashiv, so he slept on the floor. "Why didn't you wake him up?" Baba inquired. 

Bhau said, "He is elderly, Baba. It would not have been proper to disturb his sleep." 

Baba scolded, "You thought of Sadashiv not liking it, but you had no thought of what I would like! You have hurt 

me more than you can ever know by disobeying me, and this hurt will never heal! I could not rest for a single minute 

last night. You have pained me in order to make Sadashiv comfortable. Do you find pleasure in hurting me? Is that 

why you’ve come to stay with me? When, despite my order, you have thoughts of what is good and ‘proper,’ you 

will never be able to obey me. You only think of your feelings, not of mine. 

"What have you to do if Sadashiv is my longtime lover — he may even be my father! — of what concern is it to 

you? Are you here to think about such things, or to obey me? You are a kaccha [unbaked; raw, inexperienced] pot 

and cannot be trusted! You think of others, never of me. You are strangling me! What sort of love is this?" 

Bhau acknowledged his mistake and Baba forgave him. 

 



 

 

Good Friday was on 4 April 1958. That morning, Baba suddenly expressed that he wanted to be driven to Udtara to 

visit the site of the second automobile accident. "See that you take me to the exact spot, but be careful not to cross 

beyond the accident spot," he warned Kohiyar, who was driving. Eruch, Bhau, Savak and Jalbhai went with them. 

Kohiyar later related: "Stopping a few feet before the spot, Baba ordered us to get out of the car. Baba then hobbled 

along and across the road to and fro, some three times, as if to draw an imaginary border line. He stated, 'I do not 

want to step even a single step from here to the Satara side.' Baba pointed out the field on the opposite side of the 

accident spot where he had played cricket with the mandali." 

After slowly pacing up and down on the road, Baba returned to Mahabaleshwar. 

Kohiyar was to manage Shapoor Hall as a guest house after Baba's departure. One day Baba asked him why he had 

not hung a picture of Baba in the reception office and placed some of Baba's books and literature there. Kohiyar had 

been doing so at other places he managed, but was reluctant to do so again after he saw one of the guests use a Baba 

pamphlet to clean up her infant child's "accident." 

Kohiyar explained, "After I saw your literature being used as toilet paper, I decided it was useless to put your 

pamphlet or picture in public places." 

Baba replied, "Why get upset over these petty things? A time will come when you will see my pictures in the 

filthiest places, in back alleys even. It will be on [postage] stamps badly defaced, on matchboxes, and on the labels 

of cheap brands of food. So why be disturbed? I also live in the filthiest of places and am in the filthiest of things." 

The next day, Baba remarked, “The Eternally Changeless One resides in everything that eternally changes.” 

On 12 April, Baba dictated this message for those lovers attending his upcoming sahavas in America and Australia: 

I am coming to America and Australia solely to give my sahavas to my lovers, and I want each of you to come 

with the longing to receive just that. Above all, I want this sahavas to be a close companionship between your 

Beloved and his lovers. If you wish to maintain this unique relationship, then do not come with questions or the 

desire to seek discourses and explanations. Come with the preparedness to receive fully whatever I give you, 

with the thought of being completely resigned to my will. 

My suffering is daily becoming more intense, and my health is daily growing worse, but my physical body 

continues to bear the burden of it all. Despite it all, I will hold the sahavas. I expect from you a deep 

understanding of my self-imposed suffering which is begotten of my compassion and love for mankind. Also 

understand, therefore, that I will not undergo medical examinations or treatment for my injured hip either in 

America or Australia. No doctor or treatment will be of any help before the pain I am undergoing has served its 

purpose. Remember that my coming is entirely to give my sahavas to you all. 

This sahavas will be unique in the sense that you will witness and share my present Universal suffering by 

being near me as my fortunate companions — being with the Ancient One who will, at the same time, be 

completely on the human level with you. It will be helpful to all those participating in the sahavas to know of 

the oft-repeated hint I have given to those living with me — reminding them of my Declaration, wherein I 

stated that my glorification will follow my humiliation, and pointing out that this period of my sahavas will fall 

within the orbit of my universal suffering and helplessness. 

A similar circular was sent out prior to the Meherabad Sahavas in February. My sahavasees who came with love 

and resignation to my will had the utmost happiness of receiving far and above what they expected. Likewise, 

with you all, I may give you more, much more than you expect — or maybe nothing, and that nothing may 

prove everything. So I say, come with open hearts to receive much or nothing from your Divine Beloved. 

Come prepared to receive not so much of my words, but of my silence. My love to you each and all. 

Adi Sr. arrived at Mahabaleshwar for instructions on 17 April, along with Ramjoo, Dhake, Vishnu and Sadashiv 

Patil. Don was also there. Kishan Singh was called from the 20th for ten days, and Meherwan Jessawala and his 

cousin Dadi Kerawala for three days (20th, 21st, and 22nd). Nariman, Arnavaz, Katie and Jim Mistry also joined the 

group for a few days, and later Khorshed joined them. 

The local residents were pestering Kohiyar to ask Baba to give darshan, and so on the last day of Baba's stay, 

Tuesday, 29 April 1958, Baba gave darshan in Shapoor Hall. About 300 people took advantage of it, including the 

Maharaja of Bhor and his family, and some maharanis (queens) who were vacationing in Mahabaleshwar. That day, 

Meherjee was there with his daughters, Pervin and Mehernaz. Sadashiv also came from Poona. 

Baba was to leave for Guruprasad the next day. He instructed his close ones that they should depart for Poona by the 

luxury bus, and he would follow by car with both mandali. The next morning, they went to the bus stand, where they 

happened to find an empty taxicab. Sadashiv said if they went by taxi, they would arrive in Poona before Baba. 



 

 

Meherjee agreed, but Khorshed and Deshmukh reminded them of Baba's advice to travel by bus. Sadashiv was still 

in favor of going by taxi, and in the end they left in one. 

Baba left Mahabaleshwar for Poona by car, and on the way spotted the slow-moving taxi. He arrived at Guruprasad, 

where he waited for the others, but they did not turn up. Baba frequently asked about them, and at last they arrived. 

The taxi had broken down on the way. They had had to stand in the hot sun for hours, but the taxi could not be 

repaired. It was towed to Poona by a gasoline tanker, where it arrived seven hours late. Baba remarked to them, "I 

had told you to travel by bus. Why did you go by taxi? Because of your lack of attention to my instruction, you had 

to unnecessarily undergo this hardship." 

 

Baba stayed in Guruprasad for two weeks. On 2 May Adi Sr. arrived for further instructions. He took Kaikobad back 

to Meherabad the same evening. That day, Baba's brother Beheram brought his prospective son-in-law, Jehangir 

Manchershaw Sukhadwalla (nicknamed Jehangu), 25, to Guruprasad to meet Baba for the first time. Baba liked 

Jehangu very much and approved of his marriage with Beheram's daughter Gulnar.  

On 3 May, Baba dictated another short message for those in America, stating that he would give the sahavas as 

planned, regardless of his poor physical condition, which daily included a low-grade fever that had an unknown 

cause. 

Despite this, on Sunday, 4 May 1958, Baba gave darshan on the verandah of Guruprasad as some of the Poona 

group sang bhajans. Many availed themselves of the occasion, including the owner of Guruprasad, Maharani 

Shantadevi of Baroda, 44, who on that day had Baba's darshan for the first time. For a long while, she sat near 

Baba's chair. Maisaheb Sitabai Patwardhan, the Rani of Kurundwad, 57, also happened to come for darshan.150 All 

were supposed to leave after taking darshan and not linger there but, as the darshan was in progress, Deshmukh 

brought the Rani of Kurundwad’s son (the current Maharaja) and had him sit near Baba. Baba did not like it and so 

asked four of the very poorest lovers present to sit beside him. 

Maharani Shantadevi was greatly impressed by Baba, and she remained faithful in her heart to his cause. After 

permitting her to sit by him for some time and speaking with her a little, Baba asked Shantadevi to depart. From that 

time on she began coming to Baba often, and each year made Guruprasad available to him. 

Meanwhile, Koduri Krishna Rao of Andhra had commissioned a bronze statue of Baba by the Bombay sculptor B. 

Talim. This was meant for a temple dedicated to Baba, which he was constructing in Kovvur. Adi was involved with 

the Kovvur temple project and would periodically go to Bombay to examine the progress of the statue. He also 

corresponded with Talim and, in one letter, the sculptor suggested that a cast be made of Baba's feet. Adi thought 

this was an excellent idea and forwarded the letter to Mahabaleshwar, where it was read to Baba. A cast of Baba's 

right hand had been made in England in 1932, so Baba agreed to this also. He said that when they went to 

Guruprasad, he would fix a date for Talim to come. 

Talim's son/assistant Harish arrived on the 4th for this purpose while Baba was giving darshan. Despite this, Baba 

permitted him to proceed with his work, and Baba patiently sat for half an hour or so on the verandah of Guruprasad 

while the plaster casts dried on his feet. He remarked, "Just see my plight! Another crucifixion for me!" 

Unfortunately, that day Baba's feet were swollen, and consequently the resultant casts of his feet look bigger, as 

Baba's feet were usually slim and beautiful even in his last years. The casts, however, serve as testament to the God-

Man's physical suffering when, for our sakes, he comes down in human form.151 

Adi brought Kaka Chinchorkar for Baba’s darshan on the 7th. The next day, Baba’s hip pain was worse and he had a 

fever. He was given a cortisone injection by Dr. Deshmukh of Poona. 

A new “contact” at this time was a Sindhi named Prem Fatachand Khilnani, 40. Prem was a judge who, while taking 

an evening stroll past Guruprasad, noticed a banner announcing Avatar Meher Baba’s darshan the next day. He went 

inside the compound to inquire about it, but could not find anyone to ask. He sat on a bench and waited. Baba had 

apparently seen him and sent Eruch to find out who was sitting in the garden. Baba permitted Prem to meet him the 

next morning at 11:15 A.M. Prem came and was called into Baba’s bedroom. He narrated how he had first heard of 

Baba seventeen years before. He had gone to visit his maternal uncle in Sukkor in 1941, when one day two men 

arrived unannounced. It was Chanji and Baidul, and they told Khilnani’s uncle, "We have come from Meher Baba 

and are in search of masts. Are there any spiritually advanced persons in the area?" 

 
150 The Rani of Kurundwad had met Baba in the 1940s, and Baba had once visited her at her palace near 

Kolhapur. 
151 Talim’s son also took an impression of Baba’s palms, but these did not come out well apparently.  



 

 

Khilnani took them to the great mast Qazi Saheb. At that time, Baba was staying in Quetta and had sent Baidul to 

find and bring masts to him. Baidul whispered in the mast's ear, "Come with us; Meher Baba is calling you. Come 

with us to Quetta." 

The mast pretended not to understand their language, and Khilnani suggested he be told in Sindhi. When this was 

done, Qazi Saheb said, "I am an illiterate person; I am not an LL.B. [attorney with a law degree]! What does he want 

with me?" Khilnani was struck by his statement, as he himself had just passed his law exam. The mast refused to 

budge despite much persuasion, even after Baidul had called for mutton and other delicacies for him. Baba, 

however, did go to Sukkor and contact this mast five years later. 

Khilnani later read Paul Brunton's book, A Search in Secret India, and, from Brunton’s description, he decided 

Meher Baba must be a fraud. But when he met Baba face to face in Guruprasad, he was convinced of his divinity 

and became a close follower. 

 

During Baba's stay in Poona, he sent instructions for Pendu, Padri and Sidhu to bring Bhau's daughter Sheela from 

Meherabad on 9 May 1958. Although the child was only six years old, she did not seem to mind leaving her mother 

and brother behind and went happily to Guruprasad, where she spent the day. Baba sent those from Meherabad back 

the same night. 

A bhajan program took place in Guruprasad two days later, on Sunday, 11 May. Baba remarked, "I am in a mood to 

hear good bhajans today so continue singing. You do not know what work I am doing today." 

Madhusudan, Pratap, Subhadra, Thade and others proceeded to exhaust themselves by singing continuously from 

8:00 A.M. to 3:00 P.M. Bhikubhai, the photographer of Meelan Studio who had come to take pictures, remarked to 

Baba that Subhadra's voice was exceptionally beautiful that day. Baba replied, "Yes, but she is now ready to drop!" 

The bhajan group finally stopped when Baba ended the singing after seven hours. 

Digambar Gadekar was studying for his M.Sc. (master's degree in science) exam in Poona at this time, and Baba 

permitted him to visit Guruprasad every day. He instructed Digambar to say his name before beginning each test. 

After the theory portion of the exam was over, Baba asked, "How did you do?" 

Digambar said, "I answered all the questions as best I could." 

"You must pass first-class [with highest honors]," Baba emphasized. 

"Baba, you know for yourself what the result is going to be, but it is my duty to try as hard as I can." 

When Digambar's practical (laboratory) exams were over, Baba asked the same question and Digambar replied in a 

similar fashion. Baba warned him, "If you do not pass first-class, our dosti [friendship] will come to an end, and you 

should not show your face to me!" 

Digambar was frightened and said, "Baba, whatever is going to happen will happen according to your Divine Will." 

Before the test result was announced, Baba remarked to him, "You have failed the examination!" 

However, when the results were announced in June, Digambar had not only passed first-class but had scored first in 

his subject at the university. The news was conveyed to Baba, who sent the following message to Digambar: "Let us 

hope you pass at least third-class in obeying me!" 

 

During his stay in Guruprasad, several celebrities from different Bombay film companies came for Baba's 

darshan.152 One day Baba explained to a group of them: 

For better or for worse, the world of motion pictures has grown extensively within the larger world of so-called 

realities. But the film world is not foreign to the “real” world — the two are affiliated so intimately that they 

can be seen essentially to be made of the same fabric. Everyone is, in a sense, an actor and the world has often 

been compared to the stage by poets and philosophers. In point of fact, much of what passes for “action” in 

modern life can be called little but “acting,” and so the larger world has little ground to regard only the film 

world as being imitative. 

In the film world, the actor has to think, feel and act according to the pattern held before him — to mirror, 

though temporarily, the personality of the character being portrayed by him. This can be said to be true to a 

 

152 Bombay is like Hollywood, being the "film capital" of India.  



 

 

considerable extent of those outside the world of motion pictures who struggle to follow the conventional 

pattern of living as they imagine it is expected of them, even if it cramps their inner individual expression. This 

is so not only figuratively but literally. While looking in the mirror, people often see themselves more through 

the eyes of others than through their own. The reflected image evokes in their minds the impression they will 

make on others and the expectations which others have of them — and the best that most can do is to try to 

look the part they play. Thus, the mirror literally and figuratively has become such a seemingly indispensable 

part of modern life that we might almost name this age a mirror-civilization. 

When the actor plays the part of a king, he knows it to be an illusion and has, in a sense, an advantage over the 

king in the outer world who is not necessarily aware of any illusion. Both, however, are equally helpless in 

their failure to find the Real. No one condemns the actor who plays the part of an emperor or reformer as being 

a hypocrite, for although he appears to be what he is not, his honesty is taken for granted because his audience 

knows that he is acting a part. But there are many outside the world of stage and screen who, in actual life, do 

not appear what they really are. The former are on the screen of their creation; the latter are behind the screen 

of their creation. 

There are specific claims and privileges as well as specific duties and potentialities that no actor can afford to 

ignore. An actor who may be technically faultless in his part is yet trivial and worthless if he tries to evade his 

inherent spiritual potential. The film world cannot escape its obligations to the larger world on which it makes 

so substantial an impression, and these obligations demand that its spiritual potential take precedence over the 

desire to make money. The cine-writers [screenwriters], the producers and the actors should realize their 

spiritual potential instead of looking at their art merely or mainly as a business. The more vividly they realize 

this, the more dignified and satisfactory will be the results of their efforts, and their inner account with 

themselves will be vastly gratifying even though the same might not be said of their account in the bank. If the 

film world cannot or will not give the greatest importance to this spiritual potential, it is a failure. 

The ordinary man, whose urgent need is to relax from the stress of life, to lessen the sense of insecurity and try 

to fill the emptiness within (for which greed and war are mostly responsible) turns instinctively to the fleeting 

diversion of entertainment. And the film world affords this to a great extent. Therefore the film world, which 

still has one of the greatest scopes for influencing the lives of myriads, should ask itself whether it is utilizing 

its spiritual potential to the full so that man may be helped in his search for Truth, or whether it is merely 

pandering to his pleasure of the false; whether it is encouraging and inspiring youth to face the responsibilities 

of the world of tomorrow, or retarding youth's inner growth with an overdose of sex and violent crime films; 

and whether it is striving after wealth and fame at the cost of man's inherent thirst for the spiritual and uplifting. 

The correct solution of every problem can come only from Indivisible Truth. There can be no factitious 

cleavage in the unity of life by magnifying the often fallacious distinctions between theory and practice, the 

artificial and the natural, the real and the false. The emphasis of every aspect of the One Indivisible Life must 

be on the underlying unity, not on apparent differences — and this applies with as much force to those in the 

film world as to those in the outer world. 

The great initiator of the Truth of your being is divine love — love that burns the limiting self, that disarms all 

fears, that rises above temptations, that is deaf to the voices of lust and jealousy, that expresses the infinite 

spiritual potential. Those in the film world have also to play their part unreservedly in the divine game of life, 

aspiring to the highest within man. Then only can they find real beauty; and then only can they fully express it. 

The spiritual potential of those in the film world, though in no way different from that of those outside it, must 

often be differently expressed. You can, even as an actor, experience and express divinity. In the world of the 

motion picture and by its means, you can learn and you can teach. But if you do not find love or happiness, 

truth or fulfillment in yourself, you cannot truly impart them to your audience. You cannot inspire unless you 

are yourself inspired, nor can you awaken love in insensitive souls without yourself being pierced by it. 

The actor has to realize that real and living beauty is made manifest only by discovering and releasing the 

spiritual potential within himself. Artifice can, no doubt, do much to heighten the fresh and radiant beauty that 

is natural to youth. But this is artifice and not art, and such transient beauty is poles apart from real beauty. 

Without vision your art will be shallow; do not therefore hesitate to glean that vision from the Great Ones. This 

will give you a living inspiration, bringing fulfillment in your life. 

So my message to the film world is: Do not play to the gallery or the salary, but play to the Infinite within. Live 

in the presence of God, even while acting your part, so that you can be true to yourself, to your partners and 

employers, and to the larger and One Indivisible Life of which you are each an inseparable part. If the world is 

a stage, God is the only producer, and you can never be anything but a trivial actor if you are not in unison with 

Him. 

 



 

 

Deshmukh had finished preparing the manuscript for the book Beams, and Ramakrishnan had been given it for 

typing before it was taken to America for publication by Sufism Reoriented. Ramakrishnan had finished it late in the 

night of 13 May 1958, stitched it in book form and put a pink cover around it. The next day, he handed it to Baba, 

who admired the work and appreciated his efforts. 

Baba then began asking Ramakrishnan, "What time did you go to bed last night? What time did you get up? What 

have you had to eat?" and so on. When Ramakrishnan said that he had gone to sleep at 2:30 A.M. the previous night, 

Baba appeared concerned and asked him to retire early that night. "This is my order," he added, and Ramakrishnan 

nodded that he would comply. 

A few lovers were seated in front of Baba that day. He was sitting in a chair at one end near the door. All of a 

sudden, he asked Ramakrishnan, "Have you surrendered to me?" Yes, was his spontaneous reply. Baba appeared 

surprised and then with his thumb and forefinger made the gesture of a circle indicating it was good. One by one he 

began asking the mandali the same question, "Have you surrendered?" Each man replied in the negative. 

Hearing the replies, Ramakrishnan was quite stupefied. He thought: "How strange it is. These men who have been 

with Baba for years, who live in constant obedience to his orders and serve him ceaselessly — if they, who have left 

everything and followed him, have not surrendered to him, who else could have?" And he wondered if the mandali 

were making fun of him. 

But after the mandali had been asked, Baba remarked, "I am happy that at least one has surrendered to me." Baba 

began playing a game of cards. After some time, it was announced that tea would be served in the next room. 

Quickly, most everyone left the room. Ramakrishnan was still sitting there, and Baba gestured for him also to go for 

tea. After a few minutes all were called back to the room. Baba was standing on the verandah, Goher by his side. His 

face was flushed with anger. He complained, "All have left me and gone for tea!" Looking directly at Ramakrishnan, 

he gestured, "And you think all of them have surrendered to me!" Ramakrishnan was puzzled, not yet accustomed to 

Baba's ways. 

After a while Baba calmed down. Adi Sr. arrived and discussed some work with Baba. When he left, Ramakrishnan 

went with him, as Adi was staying at his home in Kirkee overnight. They went out in the evening for some work and 

returned at about 10:30 P.M. Adi left early the next morning for Guruprasad, but he returned soon after to tell 

Ramakrishnan, "Baba said you have disobeyed him." Saying this, he drove away. Ramakrishnan recalled that Baba 

had ordered him to go to bed early the previous night. Naturally, he felt bad. But when he returned home from work 

at 12:30 P.M. that day, Dadi came with Meherjee on a scooter to convey this message to him, "Baba said don't worry. 

He has forgiven you." 

 

 

Chapter 33: WESTERN SAHAVAS, 1958 

 

Baba was leaving India for what proved to be his final visit to the West. On Thursday, 15 May 1958, he and the 

women mandali were driven from Poona to Bombay in Meherjee’s Chevrolet. The men mandali followed in 

Nariman’s Ambassador and Adi’s Chevrolet. That same night, Baba, accompanied by Eruch, Adi Sr., Nariman and 

Don, flew to New York from Santa Cruz airport at 12:10 A.M. via TWA Flight 881. (The women mandali returned 

to Meherazad on the 18th, as did Bhau.) A crowd of lovers from Bombay, Poona and Navsari came to the airport to 

see Baba off, and he met with all, drenching everyone with his love. Baba was in a happy mood. His arti was 

performed at the airport and he was garlanded, despite his previous instructions otherwise. The group was staring at 

him, and Baba remarked, "Why are you looking at me; look at my infinity!" 

He added, "I never come and I never go; I am always seated in the hearts of my sincere lovers." 

After an hour halt in Cairo, they traveled on. There was a scheduled four-and-a-half-hour layover in Rome, where 

they were to change planes. Baba asked, "What are we going to do for three or four hours?" Don requested that the 

pilot radio ahead for a room in the Rome airport in which his patient could rest during the layover. Speaking in 

Italian, Don impressed them that he was a British doctor in charge of a very important person. He was under the 

impression that a room would be given at the airport. When they arrived, they were met by two attendants with a 

wheelchair who insisted on escorting Baba, though Eruch said he would push the wheelchair. They did not speak 

English, and only Don spoke Italian. They wheeled Baba onto a platform outside, and while Don went to check 

about the room, the mandali heard an ambulance coming, its siren blaring. It pulled right up to Baba. Two men very 

gently but firmly put Baba on a stretcher and loaded him into the ambulance. Eruch verbally protested against what 



 

 

they were doing, but because of the language barrier they did not understand what he was saying. Eruch jumped into 

the ambulance next to Baba and they were driven to a hospital three miles away. 

Baba was taken to a room in the hospital and a doctor came to examine him. Eruch tried to explain, "He is not a 

patient! We only wanted a room in which to rest until our plane leaves. We have to catch a plane in a few hours, so 

we must be taken back in time." After taking Baba's temperature, the doctor and nurse left, and Baba motioned to 

Eruch to lock the door. They had a wash, and Baba laid down on the bed and covered himself with a sheet. Don, 

Nariman and Adi arrived, and after a couple hours they returned to the airport. 

Baba was still in the wheelchair when he expressed an urge to urinate. There were no toilets nearby and, besides, the 

wheelchair would not fit into the toilet stalls. Eruch (who always carried an aluminum cup for such purposes) told 

the other mandali to occupy both side-booths of a telephone booth while he wheeled Baba into the middle one. They 

did so, pretending to talk on the telephone as Eruch lifted Baba, who urinated into the cup, which Eruch emptied into 

a toilet. 

Continuing at 6:45 P.M., they boarded TWA Flight 801 for New York, where they landed at Idlewild (now called 

Kennedy) airport three hours late at 9:30 A.M. on Saturday, 17 May. According to Baba's instructions, no one met 

them at the airport (except for Jay Corrinet, who helped them through customs). They continued their journey by 

plane at 10:50 A.M. via National Flight 325 for Wilmington, North Carolina, where they landed at 3:30 P.M. There 

they were met and driven to Myrtle Beach where Baba was accorded a loving welcome by Elizabeth, Kitty and a 

few other close ones. The majority of those attending the sahavas had been instructed not to come to the Center 

before the 19th. 

After several postponements, this was Baba's third visit to Myrtle Beach. Two hundred and fifteen “birds” from 

England, France, Switzerland, Israel, Mexico and different parts of the United States began arriving.153 Longtime 

lovers such as Charles Purdom, Delia DeLeon, Anita Vieillard, Hedi Mertens, Margaret Craske, Darwin and Jeanne 

Shaw, Enid Corfe, Sam Cohen, and John Bass arrived, as well as newer ones like Filis Frederick, Adele Wolkin, 

Fred and Ella Winterfeldt, Ivy and Charmian Duce, Don Stevens, Agnes Baron, Fred Marks, Joyce Bird, Mary 

Parry, Ken and Alice Lawton, Harry Kenmore, Henry and Kecha Kashouty, and others who had met Baba during his 

1952 and 1956 visits.154 

One “newcomer” who was to come particularly close to the Beloved during this visit, and was later to play a key 

role in the development of Meher Center, was a woman named Jane Barry Haynes. Jane, 33, had pursued a career in 

the theater as an actress and producer. Since her childhood growing up in North Carolina, Jane had always had a 

longing to go to Myrtle Beach ("It was sort of like a Mecca — I didn't know why."), which she finally did in 1947. 

Ten years later, she was given the opportunity to manage the local theater-in-the-round there. Separated from her 

husband, she took a chance and moved to Myrtle Beach with her three children — two sons, John and Charles, and a 

daughter, Wendy.155 At that time, in 1957, despite having led a prosperous life, Jane had recently emerged from a 

traumatic experience of deep emptiness. She later related: 

Everything had come together at once. I felt covered with the world. There was no worldly experience I had not 

had. One night I cried out from the depths of my being inside my heart, almost from the floor: "Help me! If 

there is a God — Jesus whom I pray to every night — please help me." 

The next day she boarded a plane to Myrtle Beach, and through a book by J. D. Salinger titled Franny and Zooey, 

she began to find the answers to her search. The book contained quotes from spiritual texts and opened new avenues 

of insight to her; she now understood that her life and everything else was all governed by God's divine plan.156 

 
153 See Appendix E for a complete list of those who attended. 
154 Will and Mary Backett, Irene Billo, Irene Conybeare, and Francis and Olla Goldney were unable to 

attend. 

155 Jane Haynes had four children; an older daughter named Diane was from a first marriage and lived with 

her father. 

156 J. D. Salinger was an American author, whose other novel, Catcher in the Rye, became a classic. 

“Gerald Rosen, in his short 1977 book Zen in the Art of J. D. Salinger, observes that Franny and Zooey 

could be interpreted as a modern Zen tale, with the main character, Franny, progressing over the course of 

the book from a state of ignorance to the deep wisdom of enlightenment.” (Wikipedia) 



 

 

In Myrtle Beach, Jane took over the theater, renaming it the Carousel Star Theater. Zazu Pitts, a popular comedienne 

and actress, was an old friend, and it was she who opened the new season in 1957. One day in the middle of June 

that year, after the show had begun, Zazu expressed an interest in visiting some of the beautiful homes in the area. 

Zazu insisted on being taken by Jane, and though Jane was extremely busy, she relented and took the film star to a 

home with an aviary where a Miss Universe beauty pageant had been held some time before. The home in 

Briarcliffe belonged to Eileen Coates (an architect). There, out of the blue, Zazu asked Eileen, "What about this 

Master who calls himself Meher Baba? I would like to see him." Zazu had heard of Baba in Hollywood from Mary 

Pickford. Norina Matchabelli had passed away two days before. Her death and connection with Meher Baba had 

been mentioned in the local newspapers. 

Eileen Coates was an acquaintance of Elizabeth’s and had met Baba in 1956. The moment Zazu Pitts uttered these 

words, two memories rushed into Jane's mind. She remembered seeing an article in her father's newspaper in May 

1952 of a Spiritual Master who had come to America. She also recalled driving through Myrtle Beach with her 

mother-in-law, who had mentioned that a holy man from India visited a retreat there. 

Jane heard Zazu and Eileen making arrangements to go to the Meher Center, and she said she wanted to go, too. 

Eileen ignored her, thinking she was not the "spiritual type," and Jane walked off to fume in the car. On the 

appointed day, however, when Eileen came to the theater to fetch Zazu Pitts, she found Zazu had gone elsewhere. 

Jane reluctantly was persuaded to go in her place. At the Center, Elizabeth came out of the kitchen to greet her. Jane 

recalled: "I instantly felt the peace, joy and loveliness of the place. This is really something, isn't it, I thought." 

Jane began visiting often and grew closer to Elizabeth and Kitty. As mentioned, Norina had recently passed away 

and, apparently, Baba wished Jane to take Norina's place by Elizabeth's side as her new companion and helper for 

the ongoing work at the Myrtle Beach Center. 

Jane began reading about Baba's life and was tremendously impressed by Elizabeth and Kitty's selflessness, purity 

and love. Jane later recalled: "Never had I experienced these words, these ideals put fully into daily life. This I could 

not turn away from." In spite of her Christian Presbyterian misgivings, Baba's longhaired younger photographs 

during the 1920s perfectly fulfilled her image of how Jesus may have looked. 

Now the Christ had arrived in Myrtle Beach in the flesh. 

Early on the morning of Monday, 19 May 1958, Jane's telephone rang. It was Elizabeth, who said, "Baba has sent 

for you. He wants to see you now." 

Jane was flustered. "I cannot come now," she said to Elizabeth. "You told me no one would be allowed to come the 

first day, and besides I have so much to do ..." 

Elizabeth said very quietly, "Jane, I want to tell you something. When Baba calls, that is the time to come." 

Something in her voice got through and Jane went. Baba had arrived at the Lagoon Cabin at 10:00 A.M. Jane entered 

the room. "I thought: I've never seen anyone so beautiful as him. I thought I would be nervous and afraid, but I was 

not. I felt very much at ease. Baba was so full of love and understanding. He seemed to accept me as I was." 

Baba was seated and beckoned her to sit beside him. She said, "You look so well. They have told me you have not 

been so well." Baba, without glancing at her, looked past her beyond the door. A look of great suffering appeared on 

his face and, making a hand gesture, he conveyed, "No one understands my suffering." Baba noticed her looking at 

his feet, hands and body and remarked, as he touched her hand, "Don't look at this form. This is not Baba." 

Elizabeth was called in to join them. Baba teased her, "All Baba has received is letters about Jane." 

The meals for those attending the sahavas were being catered by Muriel Houston's Driftwood Restaurant, and Jane 

had earlier remarked to a friend, "I don't know about what a Master is, but I've heard the food is going to be good." 

Suddenly Baba asked her, "Have you eaten?" When she said no, he told her with a twinkle in his eyes, "Go and have 

something nice to eat." She left the Lagoon Cabin, but hardly had she sat down in the kitchen with Toni Roothbert 

when Kitty came running in and said, "Baba says you must sit next to him. He has decided to let everyone come, 

and that you are to sit by him." 

Jane walked back to the Lagoon Cabin, where Baba was welcoming each new arrival or group as soon as they 

entered the Center. Jane sat next to Baba, watching the unfolding panorama of new faces coming before their Lord 

and Master. Some laughed, some cried, some knelt down, and some simply said hello to him. 

When Beryl Williams, a black devotee from New York, came in, instead of embracing her on one side only, Baba 

embraced her on both sides and asked her to sit next to him on the sofa. As he did so, he glanced at Jane who, at that 

instant, felt her deep-rooted Southern racial prejudice against Blacks dissolve forever. 



 

 

Later, Baba asked Elizabeth what Jane was thinking as she sat next to him. Elizabeth replied, "I don't know Baba, 

but she did not take her eyes from your face the entire time." 

Baba continually questioned those already there for information about those who had not yet arrived, inquiring, 

"When will such-and-such come? ... Are they definitely coming? ... When did you last speak with them? ... When 

are they expected?" When one after the other said, "I don't know," Baba joked, "I am going to add a new chapter to 

The Wayfarers, and everyone who answers 'I don't know' will be entered as a mast!" 

The group of 25 persons from New York were the last arrivals to be greeted by Baba at around 4:30 P.M. 

Afterwards, Elizabeth drove Baba to his house where the mandali also stayed during this visit. 

To one of the earliest arrivals, Baba remarked, "I will never return to America again." 

When someone said, "Baba, you look wonderful," he replied, "I am in constant pain from my hip and I have a fever, 

but the divine bliss I constantly experience sustains me." 

At Baba’s house, the mandali shared the nightwatch in the following shifts: 

6:00 A.M.–10:00 P.M. — Eruch 

10:00 p.m.–12:00 A.M. — Don 

12:00 A.M.–3:00 A.M. — Nariman 

3:00 a.m.–6:00 a.m. — Adi 

 

The Westerners assembled in the Barn on Tuesday morning, 20 May 1958. Baba was carried inside in a lift-chair. 

After greeting those who had arrived late the previous day, Baba said: "What is sahavas? It is companionship with 

God. It means that I come to your level or you rise to my level. We are not on the same level. Either I come to yours 

or you come up to mine. Sahavas means God becoming human." 

Baba mentioned the sahavas at Meherabad and said: "Relax, stretch and be comfortable. Feel at home because I 

have come down to your level. I want you to be here in spirit as well as physically." 

He described the auto accident in India, remarking, "Eruch felt responsible and blamed himself, but nobody is 

guilty. All was ordained years ago. I am the Ancient One and have taken the suffering of the world upon myself. No 

one can cure me. Immediately after the accident, I related to Don and others that I would not be able to walk again. 

The specialists said they would have me walking in six months, but they were wrong ... So you see how God 

works!" 

Referring to the Meherabad Sahavas, Baba stated that Pendu had a concussion and moved about with canes because 

of his broken pelvis; yet, he remained in charge of the entire function and arrangements. Pendu had told Baba, "Give 

me two months and I will complete the job." Baba replied he would think about it. Adi had the funds and Pendu 

needed money to buy supplies, but Baba warned him, "Don't spend anything. I might cancel the program and not go 

ahead because of the intense pain." 

One day Baba went to Meherabad and informed Pendu, "Don't worry; we will see to it." There was work to be done 

— facilities for feeding, sleeping and providing all conveniences for 800 people. This was two weeks before the date 

of the sahavas. Five days before the scheduled date, nothing had started. The disciples were frantic and Pendu was 

about to have a nervous breakdown. Embracing him, Baba assured him, "Don't worry; all will be completed. I will 

let Adi open the purse strings." Already people from far away in India had started on their journey. The contractor 

stood by and claimed it was impossible to complete the work in five days. Baba assured them, "It can and will be 

finished. I will embrace you if you do it." So the contractor was glad and all his men worked with enthusiasm and in 

double time. Night and day, the work went on. Amazingly, in five days everything was ready. 

Ned Foote then gave his eyewitness account. He said everyone was in a state of great excitement. Accommodations 

and cooking and sleeping arrangements were excellent. There were immense tents, each with 400 cots for men and 

women. Cooking was a big problem because of different regional eating habits. But those Eastern devotees who 

came to the sahavas were prepared for difficulties and endured them with love and gratitude. 

During the two-weeks of sahavas, Baba was in constant physical pain and fever but remained cheerful, and people 

said, "You don't look too unwell." He had been advised by Dr. Kenmore that he should not allow himself to be 

embraced and garlanded, but it made no difference. (Baba gestured, "It went in one ear and out the other.") Daily he 

embraced the men and women at the sahavas and gave his love to all. Many offered to die there in happiness. Five 

persons really did die very shortly upon their return home with Baba's name on their lips, so great was their joy. 



 

 

Then Baba looked at those before him and said, "Don’t worry. You haven’t come to die unless a snake bites you! 

Let us hope, because you do love me, that you will be happy here. You should not mind inconvenience. Just 

remember that I am suffering. I have not eaten properly for three days because of the pain. It is your love that has 

brought me here. I love you all alike." 

Baba also assured them not to worry if he called one person to be near him repeatedly during the sahavas and 

another not at all; it was his way of working. Any worry on their part over whom he called would be a disturbance in 

their love for him. 

 

After a break everyone rose, Baba also, while Harry Kenmore recited the Master’s Prayer and the Prayer of 

Repentance. Baba resumed: "Is everyone here prepared to obey me 100 percent? You should be very honest. 

[Everyone raised his or her hand.] Can you obey me 100 percent?" 

John Lawton, a man in his twenties who had come from Wales with his wife Dawn, exclaimed, "It is impossible!" 

"One should try," Baba replied. "Harry Kenmore has had a [heated] discussion on this point and has said one must 

obey, not try to do so. That is one of the reasons he has come here. What I want is love and obedience. I might 

manifest in you if you have them. Discourses and messages are good, but they are mere words. What I want is your 

love and obedience. 100 percent. I want one who does his best. In the time of Jesus, I said the same thing: 'Leave all 

and follow me,' and the same in the time of Krishna and Zoroaster. 

"I do not mean you to leave all your responsibilities, but that my will becomes yours. My will should be your 

pleasure. God is infinite honesty. To love God you should be honest. Who will obey me 100 percent? I asked the 

same question at the Indian Sahavas. People said they would lay down their lives for me, including many intelligent 

people, scholars, lawyers and the like." 

A discussion ensued. Some said they would try. On being asked, Harry Kenmore boomed, "If one says one will try, 

one will always find excuses. One must do it! If Baba asks beyond one's capacity and one fails, it is Baba's fault!" 

"In the spiritual path, there is no compromise," Baba said. "Raise your hands who cannot obey me." Not one raised a 

hand. "Now raise your hands who will try to obey me." Everyone except one of Margaret Craske's ballet dancers 

raised his hand. 

Thereupon, Baba stated: 

Age after age, when the Avatar comes, he has only a small group of followers. In this cycle it is different. This 

cycle is something special. Now thousands in the south of India follow me. Recently the government approved 

a textbook on my life for use in the schools. The Zoroastrians were once opposed to me, but now they come 

and love me. Several saints came to the sahavas and loved and respected me, and many yogis came, too. 

Shuddhanand Bharati, a famous yogi from the south of India, also participated in the sahavas, dressed in a 

yellow robe with a long beard. He came and sat on the platform with me. He said he too wished to take upon 

himself the duty of spreading my name. 

In India, Baba had circulated his message about the "dark cloud" that hovered overhead. Baba continued to explain: 

The dark cloud is approaching very fast. Only a few will hold on to me. Those who are near me, not in space 

but in love. The rest will leave me. The age-old experience will be repeated. In this incarnation, I have a large 

following, but again I shall be left with a few. It is as if around me there are many beautiful buildings. It took 

years to build them, but when an earthquake comes, they are destroyed in a few seconds. Only a few survive. 

The doctors have said: "Don't go to the West; this is a bad time." But I replied: "No, I must go to meet my 

lovers and tell them these things." 

If you love me 100 percent, you will be able to hold on to me. Obey me at all costs — especially until July 10. 

You will never see me again in the flesh. All will come to pass in quick succession as I have said, anytime after 

the 10th. 

Baba mentioned that a Gujarati newspaper that used to print articles against him published an astrological prediction 

that a great Parsi Saint would manifest this year [1958], adding, "But I am not a saint! I am the Ancient One, and I 

tell you the time has come." 

Baba continued, "You will see me only in your memory. When I drop my body, I will remain in all who love me. I 

can never die. Love me, obey me, and you will find me. Henceforth, no one should give me a gift in cash or kind. 

Only your love will be accepted. I only want your love. 



 

 

"We will now have a little change. The raising of hands has made me very happy. Now Harry Kenmore will tell you 

what I mean by obedience." 

Kenmore explained about the four types of obedience as discoursed by Baba in Poona and Bombay. Baba then 

stated, "It is impossible to obey me 100 percent, unless you have 100 percent love for me and accept me 100 percent 

as God Incarnate. Therefore, it is for you who have raised your hands to do my will. 

"The purpose of my coming to the West has been accomplished. Tomorrow we will start discourses. Now let us 

have some jokes." 

 

After the gathering in the Barn, Baba was driven to the Lagoon Cabin where he had interviews with various groups 

until 4:00 P.M. It was then announced that there would be no meeting in the Barn the next day, but that everyone was 

to be available at 9:30 A.M. 

When Margaret's group of dancers came to see him in the Lagoon Cabin, Baba joked and laughed with them. All of 

a sudden, he asked, "Did all of you raise your hands in the Barn?" 

All, except one man who was in the back, nodded that they had. Baba remarked, "That makes Baba happy." The 

young man was relieved, thinking Baba had not seen him. After a few minutes, Baba, looking rather appalled and 

disappointed, singled him out and asked, "You didn't raise your hand?" 

The young man was overcome with dread about facing Baba and answering the question. He proceeded to try to 

explain that he really wanted to obey but could not determine in his own mind if he were prepared enough to do so, 

because he had failed to carry out one of Baba's previously issued orders. Baba shook his head and laughed, 

remarking to the fellow, "Your mind is useless! All it does is confuse you!" The person smiled in agreement. 

When Ivy Duce and her Sufi group had their interview in the Lagoon Cabin, Baba reiterated how they must hang on 

to his daaman, and how difficult it would be: "If six cobras came into this room suddenly from out there, would you 

just sit still here with me? No, you would be flying out the doors and windows as fast as you could in sheer panic. 

You would forget all about Baba! 

"Peter denied me when I was Jesus. The dark cloud of which I have been warning you is very, very near. It will 

happen suddenly, from an unexpected angle, just like I have mentioned the sudden onrush of the cobras. You will 

not expect it from such an angle, and you will feel justified in leaving me. Each will be tried by his own 

psychological weakness, but try to hang on." 

To Darwin Shaw, Baba remarked, "Do you realize how blessed you are? You love Baba, your wife loves Baba, your 

children love Baba. By working with groups of souls who love me and bringing them closer to me, you are really 

blessed." 

Carrie Ben Shammai of Israel was called and introduced to the mandali. Baba commented, "My apostles there [in 

Palestine] were stoned at the time of Christ." He assured Carrie, "No matter what they [forces of opposition] will do 

to you, I shall always be with you … I shall always stand by you.” 

At one point, Baba called Anita, Margaret, Delia and Jane, and told Jane to sit at his right. Jane was a bit 

overdressed and could tell Anita was wondering who was this newcomer. Baba turned to her and asked, "Anita, 

what do you think of Jane?" 

She looked startled but recovered and said, "Oh Baba, very beautiful — very young and beautiful." 

Baba looked serious and shook his head, gesturing, "No, not beautiful here [pointing to his face]; beautiful here 

[pointing to his heart].” 

Jane could not understand why Baba had said this about her, a woman who, she felt, was "covered with the world." 

Much later, she realized Baba was seeing his own love in her heart. 

Jane had been told not to take her children out of school for the sahavas, but to bring each individually after school 

to meet Baba. Her oldest son, John, age ten, was the first to be brought on the afternoon of the 20th. John had 

recently been involved in a serious automobile accident. While riding his bicycle, he had collided with a Cadillac 

and had to have 120 stitches on his scalp. Jane was fearful of brain damage, but Baba placed his hand across the 

boy's skull and assured her, "Don't worry, it will be all right." 

John Haynes later recalled: 

I felt I had finally met my real father, as if I had been separated from him for some time and I was allowed to be 

reunited with him. I felt as if I had always known him. Baba gave me a tremendous hug and at that moment I 

felt like an infant. I felt the love that I had perhaps always wanted to feel from a father. 



 

 

John’s brother Charles, age nine, was brought the following afternoon. Charles recalled his initial reaction to Baba: 

This is someone whose presence I never want to leave! When I met him, I didn't know who I was going to meet 

before I went in — my mother was very Presbyterian. But when I saw Baba, there was a familiarity. You might 

say he was an old friend. I have considered him my Master and father ever since. 

The boy was so enamored of Baba that he never even noticed that Baba was silent! 

There was rain during the late afternoon and throughout the evening and heavy rain at night. On 21 May, Baba 

devoted the whole day to interviews with groups and individuals in the Lagoon Cabin from 9:30 A.M. to 4:00 P.M. 

Dr. James Allen Chamberlain of Houston said that attending the sahavas was the greatest experience of his life. He 

promised to obey Baba and asked for something personal of Baba’s. Baba gave him a lock of his hair. Chamberlain 

asked, “Can hypnotism help in curing mental illness?” 

Baba replied, “Its use is helpful only if it is practiced in the right way. If not, it is harmful.” 

 

Baba arrived at the Lagoon Cabin after nine o'clock on the morning of Thursday, 22 May 1958. It was apparent to 

those present that he was suffering more than usual. (“Baba really seems exhausted,” Max Haefliger wrote to Mani.) 

Despite this, Baba graciously greeted the "sewing group" from New York, a few women who had made new clothes 

for him — three sadras, a pink jacket, a white jacket, and a supply of handkerchiefs. They had forgotten Baba's 

orders prior to his visit about "no gifts," but Baba accepted their offerings nonetheless. 

Soon thereafter, everyone gathered in the Barn. Although it was still raining outside, it was quite warm in the Barn. 

Baba said: 

Last night was my worst night. I was crushed with the work. I had fever and the pain had increased. Kitty and 

the mandali had told me to rest the whole day [today], but I would not listen; nor would I send for Harry 

Kenmore. I said, "I must go. The time is fast approaching. We sleep in the Barn." I still have fever this 

morning, but the night has passed, and here I am in the Barn with you. 

I am thinking of stopping the sahavas here, canceling the sahavas in Australia and going straight back to India. I 

will see how things go for three days and then decide. If I decide to continue the sahavas here, I will also go to 

Australia and give sahavas there. No one need worry about this because the day before yesterday all raised 

your hands to obey me. So my first instruction, whether the sahavas is cut short or not, is to remain happy. As 

long as you are here, do not think of your homes and affairs, but always think of me. I say with my divine 

authority, I am God in human form, therefore love me. I know everything. 

The Australians sent $6,000 for the around-the-world trip for myself and the mandali. I informed Francis 

[Brabazon] that the sahavas was to be in Brisbane. Francis found a good spot there [Avatar's Abode]. He 

started building a new house on the land and making a road leading to the top of a hill. I wrote him, "I will 

come and give you my presence for six days." Francis replied, "It will be enough if you are here for a single 

day." 

This reminds me of Hafiz, who said, "To be with a Perfect Master for one moment's time is equal to 100 years 

of sincere prayer with all one's heart and soul. 

"Are you all happy?" Everyone raised his hand. 

Baba added, "Nothing will help me. I am happy as I also raised my hand." 

Don Stevens then read out some of the discourses given and notes taken during the sahavas at Meherabad, 

interspersed with comments from Baba. After Stevens had been reading for a while, Baba asked Ben Hayman, 

"What shall we do now?" 

Ben answered, "I enjoy whatever you do." 

Baba commented, "I may not come tomorrow because there is no tomorrow! It is better to have the discourse on the 

‘Split Ego.’ " Don Stevens proceeded to read this discourse, after which Baba left the Barn. 

Early that morning Jane Haynes had woken from a deep sleep and suddenly began weeping. She had come to the 

Center very early and was seated on the aisle at the back of the Barn. When Baba entered carried by the dancers, just 

as he reached her chair, he indicated to the dancers to put him down. He brought his face close to Jane's and 

inquired, "Did you sleep well?" He knew. Again, while leaving the Barn two hours later, Baba passed by Jane and 

gestured for his chair to be put down. The same question was repeated, "Did you sleep well?" 

Jane later recalled: 



 

 

Then he let me look for the first time into his glorious eyes. There was something in his eyes that seemed to 

temporarily lift the veil. Everything disappeared. There was only Baba. No Barn or people. He appeared so 

young and so beautiful. He was the Christ whom I had tried to know and love since childhood. Baba showed 

me my Jesus, so unmistakable that I cried out in my heart, "But it is you!" And I heard within as I gazed at 

Baba's face: "Yes, it is I, it is I." 

This shattering experience was engraved on Jane's mind, never to be forgotten. 

After having this tiny glimpse of Baba's divinity, drunk with love now that she truly appreciated who he was, Jane 

was understandably beside herself when Kitty came running to inform her that Baba wished to view the film taken 

by Charmian Duce of his trip to America in 1956 at her theater downtown that afternoon, and the entire group was 

to join him. The ballet dancers pitched in to help and went ahead to decorate the theater. 

Elizabeth, who had been waiting to see how Jane would take to Baba, said, "You are in no condition to pick up 

Wendy [Jane's daughter] from school; you may have a car wreck! I’ll go and get her." 

Baba allowed Charles Haynes to ride with him in the car to the theater. He sat next to Baba in the front seat as 

Elizabeth drove. Kitty was in the back. On the way, Kitty tapped Baba on the shoulder and said, "Baba, I must ask 

you something. What about the [Haynes] children's father?" 

Baba turned to her and with an intense look put his two forefingers together and then broke them apart, indicating, 

"It [the marriage] is finished.” 

"But Baba," Kitty persisted, "how can you say finished? The children, don't they need their father?" 

Baba turned to her with a look of amazement on his face and gestured, "What do you mean, Kitty, their father? I am 

their father and I will always be so."157 

At the theater, a group of military wives had shown up with their membership money just as Baba was arriving.158 

Jane pleaded with the women to leave, and, grabbing Wendy's hand, went running to receive Baba at the door. Jane 

and Wendy were dressed in twin purple orchid dresses, which Baba admired. Wendy, age six, flew straight into his 

arms, and Baba kissed her. 

Besides Charmian Duce's film, Chhabra's film of the recent Indian sahavas at Meherabad was also shown, after 

which Baba returned to the Center at about 4:30 p.m.159 

 

Baba arrived at the Barn on Friday morning, 23 May 1958 and began the proceedings by clearing up a 

misunderstanding about the day's program: 

I do not want to give interviews. I want to stop all interviews. But this does not bind me. I have made it clear at 

the beginning that I might call a single person for half a day, or I might not call anyone at all. I might call a 

small group to my house, or I might call the women and girls to my house. This means I cannot be bound by 

my decision. I feel some of you are thinking: "Why does Baba call five near him, or why does he call Anita 

every day or Margaret? Why not the rest?" It all depends on my wish. It does not mean I love them more or 

others less. Maybe the one whom I do not call at all I love more than all the others. I told Nariman to tell Don 

that every day I will pay a visit from nine o'clock to noon at the Barn. It may be 9, 9:30 or 10:00 A.M., but 

expect me at the Barn at 9:00 A.M. Then I go to the Lagoon Cabin until 2:00 P.M. I might call someone for my 

work or I might not. When I go to my house, I may call someone or may keep 9:00 A.M. to 5:00 P.M. for 

interviews, and finish the sahavas by giving interviews. These are two alternatives; I like them both. We still 

have to decide. So, hands up for the Barn? [Many hands were raised.] Hands up for interviews? [Not one was 

raised.] 

If I know everything, what is there to tell me? I know before you tell me. Only remember you have put up your 

hand to obey me. On my return to India I will carry with me the list of those who raised their hands, and if 

suddenly I issue orders, individually or collectively, try to obey them implicitly. Everything else, compared to 

the orders that I may send you, is insignificant. 

 
157 Coincidentally, Sonny Haynes, the children's father, had come to the Center to see his children during Baba's visit 

and passed in front of the Lagoon Cabin while Baba was inside, but did not meet him.  

158 Myrtle Beach had a large U. S. Air Force base at the time, and many military personnel resided in the 

town. 

159 During Baba’s visit to Myrtle Beach in 1958, he was being filmed by Mary Andriani. 



 

 

This morning, I had a decision before me. Last night a lot of work was done. Eruch says I was very restless 

until about eleven o’clock. Don, Nariman and Adi also said so. The decision to be made was this: whether to 

leave Myrtle Beach in two or three days or prolong my stay for seven days. I decided this morning to stay until 

May 30. On the 30th, I leave for Australia, thus cutting short the sahavas by four days. I came on a Friday, so I 

will stay here for fourteen days. 

Elizabeth and Kitty, see to those who have come here and those coming for the second week. 

There are many factors that cause me to make this decision. Before everything, I want to be in India 30 days 

before July 10. It is very important for me and my lovers. For the sake of my lovers in India and for all, I must 

have one month in my hands before the 10th of July. 

I feel happy this morning. Why? Yesterday, Adi told me that some of you wanted the notes on the sahavas to be 

read out. There are notes on the Indian sahavas from Deshmukh, Chari, Moorty and [P.] Iyyer — reports of 

discourses, gestures translated by Eruch into words. I have given them to Filis [Frederick] for The Awakener. 

Several of Baba's discourses given during the Indian sahavas were read, and Baba commented about Yogi 

Shuddhanand Bharati, Godavri Mai, Balak Bhagwan and Swami Mangalanand, describing each of them. 

 

Children had been allowed to come to the Barn the very first day, but, because they proved to be a distraction, Baba 

instructed that thereafter they stay outside and play. One girl resented being denied Baba's company, and thought it 

unfair. One night she prayed to him to be allowed to come inside the Barn. Baba seemed to answer her prayer, for 

that day he announced that those children who could behave themselves and sit quietly could come to the Barn for 

the morning session. That particular girl was waiting for him when he arrived, standing by his chair. At one point, 

Baba leaned over and tapped her forehead with his fingertips, expressing his affection. 

After the discourses, Baba called for a brief intermission and asked for music. Max Haefliger, who had come from 

Switzerland with his wife, Gisela, played a Swiss yodeling record brought by Hedi Mertens of a woman yodeler, and 

described how Baba had enjoyed hearing a yodeler after being in seclusion on Mount Fallenfluh in 1934. "But this 

record is only the seventh shadow of a real yodel," Max stated. 

After it was played, Baba made all laugh by quipping, "The 14th shadow!" 

Another Swiss record of a male choir was played. It was very moving and some wept. Afterward Baba said: "This 

reminds me of the 10th of July [Silence Day]. This time, no one should fast or keep silence, but rather repeat seven 

times in a barely audible voice exactly at midnight between the 9th and 10th of July according to your local time: 

'Beloved God, Thy Will has come to pass.’ ” 

Don Stevens then read out this explanation on the difference between love and devotion: 

Love burns the lover; devotion burns the Beloved. 

Love seeks happiness for the Beloved; devotion seeks blessings from the Beloved. 

Love seeks to shoulder the burden of the Beloved; devotion throws the burden on the Beloved. 

Love gives; devotion asks. 

Love is silent and sublime, devoid of outward expressions; devotion expresses itself outwardly. 

Love does not require the presence of the Beloved in order to love; devotion demands the presence of the 

Beloved to express affection for the Beloved. 

Baba commented, "I have explained the origin of this discourse. It was given for Harry Kenmore in India after he 

had heard the devotees saying they did not know how to love God. At the last sahavas in India, each one there was a 

genuine lover of mine. They were ready to lay down their lives for me." 

Baba then went to the Lagoon Cabin, over which was flying his seven-colored flag. This was one of the two flags 

which had been used at Meherabad during the sahavas there. Baba had told Mani to mail the flag to Myrtle Beach 

for use during the Western sahavas. The other flag had been mailed to Australia. Baba called various individuals and 

small groups to the Lagoon Cabin, and permitted those who had not seen him to kiss his hand. 

After meeting Baba at the Delmonico Hotel in New York in 1956, Henry Kashouty would often write to him 

requesting instructions. Baba had replied, "You must come to India." Henry wanted to do this but he had little 

money. He began holding regular Monday night meetings at his home in Hampton, Virginia, but at one point he 

wrote to say, “I feel like the blind leading the blind.” 



 

 

Baba responded, "When the Avatar is behind you there is no question of the blind leading the blind; your love, faith 

and highly developed sense of feeling and understanding of the Avatar of the Age is praiseworthy." 

During Baba’s visit to the Center in 1958, Henry and his wife, Kecha, came but Baba did not pay much attention to 

Henry, which was a great shock when Baba meant everything to him. It was as though Henry didn’t exist. Baba sent 

for this one and that one — but not Henry. Finally, one day Henry resolved in his heart that since Baba is God, it 

must be God’s will that he not see him. Within minutes, Baba sent for him and his wife! 

In the Lagoon Cabin, the couple sat on the floor at Baba’s feet. Henry rubbed Baba’s leg from the knee down and 

repeatedly whispered to him, “I adore you.” Baba told him, “You will come back [reincarnate] with me. You are 

very close to me.” He told his wife, “Do you realize Henry’s a rare gem? He used to write me long letters on legal 

pads full of praise for me. He was like a poet — such love letters from a lawyer!” 

Kecha said, “He wants to go back to India with you.” 

“What will you do if I take him?” 

“I’m coming, too!” she declared. 

Baba told her, “You try to make others happy. Let me make you happy. Your mother and father love me very much. 

Whom do you love, Henry or me?” 

“It’s because of you that I’m able to love Henry,” she replied wisely. 

Baba smiled, got up out of his chair and embraced her. He told Henry, “Kecha is tinsel to my Light. I have given 

you a very beautiful family. Make sure you take care of them.” Baba then said, “Your karmic past is wiped clean. 

Both of you are under my divine thumb!” 

The next ones to meet Baba in the Lagoon Cabin were two newcomers, Joanna Smith and Olivia Maugham from 

New York. Joanna was a large, strapping German Jewish woman, who had seen Hitler speak during World War II 

and fled the country. She was a longtime member of the Ramakrishna Center, but said that lately she felt that 

Ramakrishna’s teachings were “leaving her empty.” She wanted more and believed she had found it in Baba. When 

she came into the Lagoon Cabin to meet Baba, he asked her, "Tell me all about your studies of spiritual things." 

Joanna, who was intellectually inclined, began speaking about Vedanta and related subjects. But, as she was talking, 

her mind seemed to get more and more scrambled. Her hair became ruffled, her glasses slipped crookedly down her 

nose, her speech became confused. It was amazing to those who had brought her how "unglued" she became. 

Finally, Baba interrupted her, "These are all words, words, words! Nothing else! Don't you know that all that matters 

is God and love for God?" With that, Joanna threw herself at his feet and was on the verge of tears. Her heart had 

spontaneously taken over. 

Olivia Maugham had found out about Baba through pure chance, just in time before she too joined Vedanta. One 

day, while shopping at the grocery store, Olivia spotted a copy of Jean Adriel's book Avatar held by a woman 

shopping in the store. Olivia eyed Baba's picture on the cover and asked, "Who is that?" The woman told her a little 

about Baba, and soon after Olivia became a devoted follower. She was to have been initiated into Vedanta the very 

next day and was not sure it was really the path she wanted to follow. Thus she came to Baba and followed him. 

After meeting others, Baba was carried in his lift-chair on a tour of the Center from cabin to cabin, and several 

followed close behind. Margaret's dancers and other men, such as Harold Rudd took turns carrying Baba's chair. At 

two cabins, Baba got down and walked to the doors. Afterward, he left for his house at 3:00 P.M. 

 

On Saturday morning, 24 May 1958, Baba, upon entering the Barn, asked what time it was. Then he stated: "It is 

nine o'clock, Baba's time. Join me again today in the Prayer of Repentance, with all sincerity, and God in His infinite 

compassion will forgive all your sins, weaknesses, shortcomings and failures up to date. Let the prayer sink deep 

into you and concentrate on me." Everyone stood up, and Harry Kenmore recited the prayer. 

Don Stevens then read Baba's discourse about God being both Father and Mother in one (given previously at 

Meherabad on 18 February 1958). Twice during the discourse, when it referred to Baba's physical helplessness due 

to his accidents, Baba touched or pointed to his right foot and touched his forehead. Then, the discourse “Love Is 

The Remedy” (about not giving undue importance to words and explanations) was read out. Baba asked: 

Have you heard of the two lovers, Majnun and Laila? They had human love at its height. Majnun was at a great 

distance from Laila, always trying to love her and repeating her name wherever he went. Though Laila was at 

some other distant place, one day a thorn went into Majnun's foot and it bled, at the very same moment, Laila 

felt a shock and blood trickled from her foot. Even such human love falls short of divine love. Human love at 

its zenith is ishq-e-mizaji. Divine love is ishq-e-hakiki. 



 

 

Baba asked Don Stevens, "How did the story of Majnun and Laila end?" He did not know. 

Kenmore interjected, "Majnun would have been happy even if Laila loved and married another." 

Baba continued: 

Majnun's end has been revealed. His whole life was Laila. He saw her in everyone. Of course, he was not 

careful of his clothes, health, or food. He roamed about, always thinking of her. Then he met a Spiritual Master 

sitting under a tree. The Master called him, saying: "If you had tried to love God as intensely as you love Laila, 

you would have seen Him everywhere, in everything." 

Majnun answered: "I am not after God, I am after Laila. I see her in all." The Master called him, embraced him 

and in an instant Majnun had the experience of God [being] everywhere. Then he started to cry, "Anal Haq!" 

— "I am God!" instead of "Laila!" This Anal Haq was different from that of Mansur.160 

Don Stevens then read another of Baba's discourses about the false I: 

In the subhuman stage, the consciousness of false self or false I, which is very slight, provides scope for 

evolution. In the human form, the evolution of consciousness is completed and it becomes full. Love comes 

into play actively for the first time. As love plays the part more actively and fully, the false I begins to get 

consumed more and more. 

Eventually, when love is at its zenith, the false I gets totally consumed by love. This results in consummation of 

lover and love at the altar of the Beloved. Neither does the lover remain in love, nor does love reign supreme 

over the lover. The Goal is attained. The Beloved is supreme over his self. There is nothing except the Beloved; 

everything else is consumed. 

Baba further stated, using Beryl Williams of New York, as an example: 

I will now explain what cannot be explained. You should try your best to understand what cannot be 

understood. 

Here is Beryl. You, Beryl, are the Infinite Ocean, but as a “drop” of that Ocean, you have three layers. You see, 

hear and smell, do this and do that, not from within, but through your eyes, your nose, your outer layers [five 

senses]. That which you see is from the outer layer of your Infinite Self of which you are the drop. Beryl does 

not see the Infinite through the outer layer of her senses. Beryl uses energy, becomes active and so forth. That 

is not you, you do not go anywhere, you are infinite. It is the drop that sees and moves, and as a drop you feel 

limitations. If your hand is cut off, your legs are cut off, you always feel that you are Beryl. You are not the 

hand, not the body; it is the mind that makes you think you are limited. 

Baba called for a hat, a pillow, a pen, a box and a notebook, and continued the discourse: 

Here is Beryl, the Infinite, in the shape of a hat. Beryl is unlimited, she is infinite. There is no end to her. But 

Beryl eats, drinks, does everything through these layers [five senses]. 

[Baba pointed to the notebook, pen and box on the pillow.] What is required is that Beryl, instead of doing 

things in this outer direction [crown of the hat], turns inwardly and sees everything as infinite. Just a turn [Baba 

turned the hat around inside out so that it opened to the opposite side], and she sees herself as infinite. If you 

drop one layer, there is another and so forth. You continue to see illusion through the layers. If you take a 

complete turn, you experience yourself as infinite. [Baba put the hat on to everyone's delight.] 

Now, the point is, how should Beryl do this? It is impossible, because since millions of births she has formed 

the habit of looking in one direction. Just as when you are born, you see what is in front of you and continue to 

see it and take it for granted. The most you can do is through your own efforts or through the guidance of walis 

on the Path, to change your angle of vision slightly. You will not take a complete turn, but you will shift your 

vision. Let us have a demonstration to make it clear. I have not explained this in India. 

This is the gross plane [pointing to the notebook]. This is the subtle plane [pointing to the box]. You have 

formed the habit of seeing the gross world through the gross plane. Now, if Beryl contacts a wali [fifth plane 

mental-conscious Master], he cannot help her to turn around [inside], but he can help her to take a step 

backwards and see through the subtle plane. The gross world is out of sight [Baba removed the notebook]. But 

 

160 Mansur was a Muslim Perfect Master who declared that he was God; Majnun realized God, but did not 

live on as a Perfect Master. 



 

 

a Perfect Master makes her jump and she turns around completely and that is the end. With the help of a 

Perfect Master, she does not need to step back to go forward. 

The explanation gives me a big headache. Actually it does happen this way. Those on the subtle plane have 

different experiences from those on the gross plane. The angle of vision completely changes, but all that is still 

illusion. On the mental plane, you see wonderful things. Your vision changes and you see illusion from a 

different angle. But you have to go beyond illusion. The gross, the subtle, the mental and God are all here. 

Don't think that the gross, the subtle and mental are higher or lower than each other — all are here. It is your 

own angle of vision that makes the difference. You begin to see more deeply into the subtle, then more deeply 

into the mental sphere; and then you do a complete turn around and see yourself as infinite. Nothing remains 

but yourself. 

Have you any idea of that bliss? It is continual, without a break, everlasting, never-changing. 

Don Stevens says: "Your explanations are superb, really superb!" But you have no idea about explanations. All 

is not explained in so simple a manner. How infinitely superb to see me as I really am! Only love can bring you 

to me! 

Baba further observed: 

There were many workers in India at the sahavas. The work is spreading fast. There are now so many centers in 

Andhra, it is difficult for Adi to remember how many. It is the same in Hamirpur; there are many small centers 

there. The boys repeat Baba's name in the schools or fields. They sing bhajans to Baba on the way to school or 

in groups. When they have to write an essay on a great personality, they write on Baba's life, and many win 

first prize. 

There is one interesting thing: It is an ancient custom in North India to greet one another in the morning with 

the words Sita-Ram or Jai Ram instead of good morning. Now they say Jai Baba although the former 

customary greeting is thousands of years old. 

Many workers are putting their hearts into their work for me, but there are differences among them. All their 

differences arise through intense love for me. In this country Ivy [Duce] has a small group, and yet there are 

differences. 

"Is that true, Don?" 

Don Stevens answered, "Here and there." 

Baba continued: 

In a big group, there are big differences. So in Andhra [in 1954], I had to spend a whole night in Rajahmundry 

discoursing on the meaning of "Work." But in spite of their doing their best to follow my instructions, 

difficulties remained. [Consequently], at the sahavas they voiced their complaints to me. Instead of talking to 

each individually, I gave them a five-minute discourse on work. 

Don Stevens read the discourse on “Baba's Work” given during the Meherabad Sahavas, and afterwards Baba 

commented: "This was meant for the Indian workers because I have clarified what I meant by work and workers on 

many occasions. This is my advice." 

Baba then asked, "Who did not sleep last night?" 

Kecha Kashouty raised her hand, and Baba asked why. "Because I dreamt I was trying to save someone from 

drowning," she replied. 

Baba instructed her, "Think of me for five minutes before going to bed." 

Harold Rudd said, "Baba, I have an infinite, profound reason for not sleeping. The baby [Raphael] woke me up!" 

Baba quipped, "I am happy to hear your explanation, because you can now understand how all the babies in the 

world keep me awake!" 

 

Baba called for a few minutes of relaxation. When the meeting resumed, he said: "Kitty has requested me to send 

everyone out before twelve o’clock for lunch, because of the children's party we will have this afternoon. Tomorrow 

I will call a small group of ladies to my house. It is Mehera's work. 

"Then on Monday we have a performance in the afternoon by Margaret's group of dancers, from 2:30 P.M. to 3:30 

P.M. in the Barn. Everyone should be present, and nearly all of you will have to stand. Eruch stands all day long, so 

one hour for you is not too much. On Tuesday, there will be a program by the men, a surprise to relax me. If you 

have not thought of it yet," Baba gestured to the men, "start thinking! 



 

 

"In the morning all should be in the Barn from nine to twelve noon with me. Baba's nine o'clock! Every day after the 

Barn, from noon onward, I will be in the Lagoon Cabin." 

Baba asked what time it was and said, "Baba's time is ten after ten!" (It was really ten after eleven.) 

The discourse on “Action and Inaction” (delivered originally in Poona the year before) was then read: 

1. In the Beyond, Beyond state of God, there is "unconscious inaction." 

2. In the state of God-realization, there is "conscious inaction." This is not the state of Perfection, but of 

liberation [najaat, mukti; a Jivanmukta, Liberated Incarnate while on earth]. In this state, there is absolute 

tranquility which gives rise to infinite power, knowledge and bliss. 

3. In the intermediate state — between 1 and 2 — there is "conscious action." Actions promote sanskaras. 

Sanskaras in turn breed more actions and create bindings. In this state there is bondage. 

4. In the state of a majzoob of the seventh plane, there is "unconscious action." 

5. In the state of Perfect Masters, there is "conscious, active inaction." 

Perfect Masters are free of sanskaras; they have no impressions. As such, there cannot be room for actions of 

their own. Their life is one of inaction, but made active because of the prevailing environmental circumstances. 

Actions of Perfect Masters are prompted by the environmental atmosphere prevailing then. How are actions 

prompted? Baba will explain sometime. But here are some examples of the above states: 

The Beyond, Beyond state of God may be compared with a child fast asleep in a cradle. It is an example of 

unconscious inaction. 

The state of a God-realized person [a Jivanmukta, not a Perfect Master] may be compared with a child wide 

awake, but still in the cradle. This is an example of conscious inaction. 

The state in between states 1 and 2 may be compared with a child awake and out of the cradle. It is an example 

of conscious action. 

The state of the majzoob of the seventh plane may be compared with a somnambulist. The somnambulist walks 

about or performs other actions in his sleep and is not aware of what he does in this state. Similarly, the 

majzoob of the seventh plane does actions, but is not conscious of them. His is unconscious action — he eats, 

drinks, speaks, moves, et cetera. But all this is his unconscious action. 

The state of a Perfect Master may be compared with a child wide awake, but inside the cradle that is 

continuously rocked by mankind. It is conscious, active inaction. Inaction is being inside the cradle, and active 

inaction is rocking of the cradle by others. 

God is conscious inaction indeed. And the tranquility of this conscious inaction is so very profound that it gives 

God the attributes of infinite power, infinite knowledge and infinite bliss. 

This should be read two or three times to understand; it is difficult. Hafiz has said: “The universe and its affairs 

are nothing into nothing." 

Our bondage is due to actions. Good action is binding, and bad action is binding. One has to go beyond actions 

— then there is no binding. One cannot go beyond actions unless one is in sound sleep because of impressions 

which need expression. Expression in turn creates actions, and actions create [further] bindings. 

Don, when you sleep soundly, you are in the Original State of God. There are no bindings, no actions. But past 

actions demand that you get up, so you start putting your impressions into action. The Goal is to go to that 

Original State of yours of inaction, but consciously. In sleep you are unconscious and there is unconscious 

inaction. 

How can you be free of actions? Again we fall back on love. Love is the remedy. Not only in this incarnation, 

but every time I come I stress that love is the remedy. 

We have seen the masts. They love me so intensely there is no occasion for sleeping, talking or eating. Don’t 

force yourselves to love in that way. It comes naturally. 

What I want is this. Listen carefully; it is very important for my lovers: 

The lover has to keep the wish of the Beloved. My wish for my lovers is as follows: 

My Wish 

1. Do not shirk your responsibilities. 



 

 

2. Attend faithfully to your worldly duties, but keep always at the back of your mind that all this is Baba's. 

3. When you feel happy, think: "Baba wants me to be happy." When you suffer, think: "Baba wants me to 

suffer." 

4. Be resigned to every situation, and think honestly and sincerely: "Baba has placed me in this situation." 

5. With the understanding that Baba is in everyone, try to help and serve others. 

I say with my divine authority to each and all that whosoever takes my name at the time of breathing his last 

comes to me. So do not forget to remember me in your last moments. Unless you start remembering me from 

now on, it will be difficult to remember me when your end approaches. You should start practicing from now 

on. Even if you take my name only once every day, you will not forget to remember me in your dying 

moments. 

After this was read, Baba called on some to tell jokes. Harry Kenmore and Harry Florsheim each told one. Then 

Baba had “My Wish” read out again. He remarked, "This is in addition to the orders I will send from India between 

the 10th of June and the 10th of July." 

The statement was read a third time. Baba commented, "I want you to follow everything that was said here point by 

point, but this discourse excludes one point — on obedience. Any order I may send between the 10th of June and the 

10th of July, you should follow implicitly and carry it out at any cost." 

This ended the meeting. Baba left the Barn and was slowly driven away by Elizabeth in her blue Ford. As the car 

passed, a line of lovers formed to touch or kiss his hand as he extended it. Baba had private interviews in the Lagoon 

Cabin until 2:00 P.M. 

That afternoon a children's party was held around the circle area on the Center by the Caretaker’s Cabin. Some of 

the boys and girls, such as the Carpenter and Haynes children, garlanded Baba with yellow carnations, and he 

embraced each of the 40 children.161 Baba cut a huge five-tiered birthday cake as all sang Happy Birthday to You! 

Everyone knew it was not Baba's actual birthday, but for the sake of the children, he had agreed to the party. 

Baba then ladled out lemonade into paper cups for the children, and also gave each some candy. He tossed a few 

pieces to the adults, looking in one direction and throwing it in another. The youngsters were greatly excited about 

the "birthday" party when it was not really anyone's birthday. "This is the Mad Hatter's tea party!” one of them 

noted. “The real un-birthday party [recalling Lewis Carroll's Alice's Adventures in Wonderland]!” Baba looked 

especially happy to be among these little ones. The soundtrack album from the musical film The King and I was 

played throughout. He left at about 3:00 P.M. and went back to his house, while the children went for rides in the 

gondola on the lake. 

As Baba was carried into the Barn on Sunday morning, 25 May 1958, everyone stood up and shouted, "Avatar 

Meher Baba ki jai!" It was raining hard and Baba greeted them, observing: 

Fine weather today! It is my mood reflected. You have no idea how I suffered last night. This morning I am 

very happy. I want you all to take care of your health. Don't get colds. One will catch it from the other; all will 

get it and then it will come to me! At the sahavas in India, devotees came from all over India, and some came 

with the flu, especially the first group. All were happy to be with me and to participate in the sahavas. There 

were some who sneezed and coughed, and it started spreading throughout the camp. The last days, however, 

passed off very well. 

A telegram has been sent to Francis Brabazon, and we have sent a telegram to India. I informed Mehera that I 

am leaving here on the 30th. But Lud [Dimpfl] and Ned [Foote] are not certain about it — or about anything! 

Last night was unbelievable. This morning, despite the weather, I feel very happy. Directly after our session in 

the Barn today, I will go to my house. There is a group of women I want there between 1:00 P.M. and 1:30 P.M. 
After they leave my house, all the rest of the ladies may join me there. So today until 4:00 P.M., no one should 

leave the Center. Tomorrow Margaret's group of dancers will give a performance. The day after tomorrow, 

Mike Loftus will arrange a program by the men. On the 28th, all the men are invited to my house. The 29th is 

reserved for packing the luggage. The afternoon is a holiday for all. I may come to the Barn, to the beach. Is it 

clear to you all? 

Every day Baba asked Filis Frederick about the pain in her hip. One day she confessed that it was quite bad. Baba 

looked at her a long time and then told her, “I am giving you a bit of my infinite suffering.” Baba instructed Dr. 

Kenmore to treat her and remarked, "There is no remedy for my pain, but I feel happy." 

 
161 Virginia Carpenter and her sons Mark and Chip were from Myrtle Beach.  



 

 

The elderly Ruth White arrived late, and Baba had someone tell her about the program up to the 29th. Then he 

asked, "Who did not sleep well last night?" 

Several people gave reasons such as thinking of Baba, or not feeling well. Some of the children also said they did 

not sleep well. Baba teased, "The children are not well. Too much ice cream and cake, and they dreamt others were 

gnawing at them!" 

Baba then inquired, "Who did sleep well?" Hands went up, and Baba asked, "Why? You all should sleep well. If you 

don't sleep, do not let it worry you. Remember me more, but do not purposely keep awake just to remember me. But 

if you cannot sleep for any reason, repeat my name." 

Baba then had the discourse on the “Law of Must” read out, which concluded with: 

The rule of this inexorable Law of Must governs and reshapes the so-called destiny of man in every incarnation, 

as long as the "self" of man remains conscious of impressions. The principle of must which overrides human 

plans is based on Divine Law, which both adjusts and gets adjusted by evolutionary impressions. It is only the 

Divine Will that can supersede the Divine Law. 

The so many deaths during the one whole life, beginning from the evolution of consciousness to the end of the 

involution of consciousness, are like so many sleeps during one lifetime. One who lives for himself is truly 

dead, and one who dies for God is truly alive. 

Baba further explained: 

How God is beyond imagination, I will explain in a few words. God has no beginning. Can you imagine when 

God was not? Suppose your imagination takes you as far back as billions and trillions of years, and the answer 

is still: God was. But what was before God? And again the answer is: God was. Therefore, can anybody 

imagine what was before God? Or how it all began? Even imagination cannot carry us to any idea of how God 

began — how everything began. To think of having no beginning cannot be imagined. 

"Don [Stevens], how do you think of it?" 

"As a circle," Don replied. 

Baba continued: 

There is no beginning. However, let us imagine the beginning of the Beginning. We reach the same conclusion: 

God was. And before God was? The same answer: God was. Now, in illusion you find yourself with a 

beginning. And where there is a beginning, there will be an end. So how can you, who are experiencing 

illusion, imagine that which has no beginning and no end? Yet, you as yourself, as a drop of your own Infinite 

Ocean, have no beginning and no end. You have this form. You take birth. You have a beginning as a drop; 

you grow, you die, you end. You begin and end in illusion. You, as bodies, have a beginning and end. As the 

Infinite Ocean — of which you are the drop as body — there is no beginning and no end. 

Ned [Foote], you have a mind. Mind is in illusion. Mind tries to think of that which has no beginning and no 

end, but mind can’t reach it because mind itself is illusion. 

To experience your Real Self is the Goal. You are and you will ever be. There is no one else but you. Instantly, 

in a flash, you will know everything, including why you have no beginning and no end. But this knowing will 

have nothing whatsoever to do with mind, or reason, or logic. It is beyond mind. You know the answer to 

everything, you know that nothing has happened and nothing will ever happen. You then experience bliss; you 

become all-powerful, all-knowing. 

Baba had this discourse on “Omnipresence” read: 

There cannot be anything hidden from the one who is omnipresent. And as there cannot be anything hidden 

from such a one, he must be omniscient. He is all-knowing, knowing everything. 

Thus it follows that he must be knowing how to do everything. He will say: "I know how to create everything. I 

know how to destroy everything. I know how to preserve everything. I know how to do everything." 

Thus he who is omniscient is inevitably omnipotent. His being omnipresent made him omniscient, and this also 

made him omnipotent. In short, to be omnipresent is to be both omniscient and omnipotent simultaneously. All 

the three attributes of God are linked with one another, giving rise to the infinite bliss of God. One who is 

omniscient, omnipresent and omnipotent cannot help but be in the infinitely blissful state. 

Baba asked: 

What happened yesterday? Nothing! What will happen tomorrow? Nothing! Everything happens now. This 

experience of everything happening at this very moment is dnyan — knowledge, wisdom. It has nothing to do 



 

 

with the mind, or reason. One who had this experience of eternal knowledge — dnyan — is wise. Mind says: 

"It was yesterday that Baba was here, Baba gave us a discourse and we all listened, and the children had a 

party." And mind also says: "Tomorrow, we will have a performance." 

But one rare being knows that there is no such thing as yesterday or tomorrow. There is the Eternal Now from 

the beginningless beginning to the endless end. There is one moment only — the Eternal Now. He who 

experiences the Eternal Now finds all doubts, worries, everything dissolved like mist, and remains in eternal 

bliss. 

Baba then explained foreknowledge: 

A. The foreknowledge possessed by an ordinary person depends on memory based on past experiences: 

1) When a person sees a man on a mountaintop, the person has foreknowledge that if the man falls down the 

mountain, he will surely die. 

2) When a person sees a row of horses at the starting point on a racetrack, the person has foreknowledge that the 

horses will run as soon as the "Start" signal is given. 

3) When a person sees a bottle of whiskey, he has foreknowledge that the liquid will give intoxication. He 

associates whiskey with intoxication. 

Thousands of such examples could be given of foreknowledge in an ordinary person. 

B. Foreknowledge of Perfect Masters depends on the everlasting indivisible experience: 

1) Everlasting = without break in continuity. 

2) Everlasting = no scope for past, present and future to determine themselves, even relatively. 

Thus it is that the Perfect Masters and the Avatar assert, "I know everything." It is due to their everlasting, 

indivisible experience that there is no scope left for anything other than their infinite, indivisible, omnipresent, 

all-pervading individual Self — the Existence Eternal. 

Let me say I know everything, if there is such a thing as the past, the present and the future. This means I know 

how many births you have taken in the past, how many you will take in the future, and I know what you will 

think when you are born after one million births! I know it in this Eternal Now of mine. This is the meaning of 

[being] all-knowing. 

 

Baba asked the time. It was eleven o’clock. "See how we are all concerned with watches and time in illusion! But 

when we go beyond illusion, there is no time, no space. It is eternal bliss." 

Baba then gestured, "Let us have music." An eight-year-old girl, Magdalena Alvarado, recited a poem about a rainy 

day. 

Violette Hutchins (of Asheville, North Carolina) asked if today was the Christian festival of Pentecost (when the 

Holy Ghost descended upon Jesus' apostles 40 days after he was crucified) — the seventh Sunday after Easter — 

and what was its significance. It was, but Baba said, “It is better not to answer that.” 

Referring to Harry Kenmore, Baba remarked, "He has a good heart. He is 100 percent for Baba, and is the only man 

to whom Mehera was permitted to speak for five minutes. I have not permitted Mehera to speak to any man. Harry, 

what did you feel [when you were with] Mehera?" 

Harry said, "Mehera radiates love and purity. I felt she was the exact feminine counterpart of Baba." Baba turned 

and gave him a kiss. 

Baba’s favorite song Begin the Beguine was played on a phonograph. Baba remarked the song had an eternal 

meaning. He beat the rhythm with his fingers on the arm of his chair. "I always hear this record at Nariman's place 

when I go to Bombay," he said. 

Thereafter, four Indian ghazal records were played, the meaning of which Baba explained. In between, he remarked: 



 

 

In India we have classical music and classical singers. I do not like classical music. They come and sing 

classical songs for me, but I do not appreciate it. I like qawaali songs best. There is a depth to what the qawaals 

utter and to the words they use. The qawaali songs are all based on me — about my greatness and about my 

work. 

Qawaalis are not religious but spiritual songs. They are devotional songs and have nothing to do with religion. 

Like the Christian mystics, each one of whom was my gem, each was a lover of God — Jesus was their theme. 

Jesus was their Beloved, and they did nothing but love their Beloved. They were burning with such a love that 

it burned their sins to ashes. 

Some records were fortunately left behind in Pimpalgaon; otherwise, I would have had to explain every word! 

After the music, Baba retired to his house, where at 1:00 P.M. about 20 women assembled in the living room. They 

were those whom Mehera had known or corresponded with over the years. She had sent several small presents and 

had told Baba for whom each gift was intended. Baba remarked, "At the time, I nodded my head each time she said 

someone's name, but now I can't recall it. I can solve universal problems, but not this one!" 

Eruch said, "This morning Baba had all the presents spread on his bed. He looked like a shopkeeper." 

Baba was sitting in an armchair, and the women sat on the floor and in chairs in a circle around him. He said: 

In my love, first comes Mehera, and then Mani. Mehera is my Beloved. Mani is my true sister in work. She 

loves me and works for me from morning to late at night with correspondence and other details, even though 

she is not in good health at present. She loves me and has surrendered to me 100 percent. 

Baba gave each woman the first present from Mehera — a photograph, made at her request by Baba's brother 

Beheram. It was a double vignette of Mehera when she was a very young girl and of Baba as a young boy. Baba 

remarked that Mehera was only seventeen when she first joined him (at Meherabad). 

Then, going to his bedroom, Baba called each woman separately to receive her gift from Mehera. Jane Haynes had 

been called with this first group, though she was a newcomer. She was sitting on the sofa, thinking that the only 

reason she was there was because of her friendship with Elizabeth. But when she was called into Baba's bedroom, he 

remarked to her, "Try to believe I love you for yourself," and he handed her a pair of earrings with his picture in 

them. 

Later, Baba returned to the living room and passed around a small box containing a lock of his hair when he was a 

young man. It was auburn and curly. He also presented beautiful, large colored photographs painted by Beheram to 

all his centers and groups. He gave each of the 20 women present some of his hair from another lock, and instructed 

each to leave directly after receiving this very special prasad. 

Baba mentioned how frail his health was, because of his hip pain and persistent fever. He remarked to Ivy, "I 

suffered so when I was Jesus, hanging on the cross, that I even felt for a moment as if God had forsaken me, and I 

uttered: 'My God, my God! Why has thou forsaken me?' " 

Baba gave Ivy the manuscript for the book Beams from Meher Baba on the Spiritual Panorama, which he had 

dictated prior to his coming to America. 

It was still raining and the second group of women came somewhat late. Baba gave each of them a gift, to some 

handkerchiefs and to others something else. He asked Anna Karrasch, "Where is the little lover?" meaning her son 

Larry. 

She asked, "Did you want me to bring him?" Baba shook his head, then reached over to a tray of gifts and felt 

among them. Finally he pulled out a small snuff box, remarking it was filled with his love, and handed it to 

Annarosa for her to give to her son. 

After each woman had received a gift from Baba's hands, they left, their hearts filled with gratitude. 

 

Elizabeth's car was not working one morning, and Ned Foote was enlisted to drive Baba to the Barn in his blue 

Cadillac. Baba sat in the front seat, Nariman and Eruch in the back. Ned also drove Baba back to his house from the 

Barn. At one point on the way back, Baba laughed and patted Ned on the back. 

Baba arrived at the Barn at ten o'clock on the morning of Monday, 26 May 1958 and remarked: "For the first time 

today I am punctual. According to my time it is nine o'clock. From six to eight I was busy with the mandali 

concerning the sahavas; from eight to nine busy with people for work. From nine to ten o'clock, I was busy in the 

Lagoon Cabin with those leaving today and newcomers. I will leave the Barn at 11:45 A.M. and go to the Lagoon 



 

 

Cabin; I have to see certain people. I will return here at two o'clock. Kitty, are there more newcomers? Only two? 

How many are expected for the second week?" 

"Three or four," Kitty replied. 

"If they really meet me for only one second, it is sufficient for a lifetime. Now we will listen to the discourses." This 

one about “God and Cosmos” was read out:162 

God is Infinite Reality; cosmos is infinite illusion. In infinite illusion there are infinite suns, stars, moons, 

planets and the creation as a whole evolves ad infinitum. 

For instance, take the head of a human being. The head is one, and there is one individual mind. Yet 

innumerable hairs grow over this one head. Even when all the hair is shaved, the growth of hair does not cease; 

the hair reappears and covers the head. 

Within the head as such, the hairs, though innumerable, have no value because even when all the hair falls off, 

the head, though bald, remains. Whatever value attached to the hair is but decorative. The hair may help to 

make the head appear attractive and may create a feeling of self-satisfaction. But hairs as such have no value 

when compared with the head on which they appear and disappear. 

One individual mind that generates innumerable thoughts may be compared with the head that has a growth of 

hair, also innumerable. One individual mind is capable of containing, emanating and absorbing any number of 

thoughts. Energy and all matter are the outcome of mind itself. 

To understand the all-importance of God, Who is Infinite Reality, let this all-importance be compared with the 

importance of the mind, and the importance of creation be compared with the hair upon the head. 

I tell you that God is infinitely all-important when compared with the cosmos, which has no value other than 

that of the hair upon one's head — the hair that lures one and creates illusory self-satisfaction. 

Then a second discourse on “Real Birth and Real Death” was read: 

There is one real birth and one real death. You are born once, and you really die only once. 

What is real birth? It is the birth of a "drop" in the Ocean of Reality. What is meant by it? It is the advent of 

individuality, born of indivisibility through a glimmer of the first most-finite consciousness, which transfixed 

cognizance of limitation into the Unlimited. 

What is meant by real death? It is consciousness getting free of all limitations. Freedom from all limitations is 

real death. It is really the death of all limitations. In between the real birth and the real death, there is no such 

reality as the so-called births and deaths. 

What really happens in the intermediate stage known as births and deaths is that the limitations of 

consciousness gradually wear off until consciousness is free of all limitations. Ultimately, consciousness totally 

free of all limitations experiences the Unlimited Reality eternally. Real dying is equal to real living. Therefore I 

stress: Die for God and you will live as God. 

Baba further commented: 

You are first a child, then grow old and drop the body, but you never die and were never born. In the East, 

Vedantists believe in reincarnation, in numberless births and deaths until one attains God. The Muslims believe 

in one birth only and in one death only. The Christians and the Zoroastrians believe the same. All are right. But 

Jesus, Buddha, Muhammad and Zoroaster all meant what I mean by real birth and real death. I say, You are 

born once and die once. 

All the so-called births and deaths are only sleeps and wakings. The difference between sleep and death is that 

when you sleep, you awake and find yourself in the same body. But after death, you awake in a different body. 

You never die; only the blessed ones die and become one with God. 

A discourse on nirvan and nirvikalp was to be read.163 Baba prefaced it by stating: 

 

162 This discourse was also referred to as “The Head and the Hair on the Head.” 

163 The explanation of nirvan and nirvikalp was originally dictated to Bhau in October 1956. 



 

 

This is short, but difficult. Those who cannot follow it must not worry. It is nothing but words. Only love 

counts. If the most unintelligent one can love me as I ought to be loved, he is infinitely more blessed than the 

most intelligent one who does not know how to love me. 

Fana: Fana is the state of unconsciousness. In fana, the soul is unconscious of everything except Self being 

God. Before the soul loses its human state and gains the divine state of nirvikalp ["I Am God"], it has to 

experience the vacuum state of nirvan. Nirvan is the infinite vacuum state where the soul is fully conscious of 

Real Nothing. Nirvan is immediately and inevitably followed by nirvikalp [fana-fillah] where the soul is fully 

conscious of Real Everything. 

Nirvan and nirvikalp are so irrevocably linked and tied together that each one can be said to be the Divine Goal. 

False nothing = illusory everything 

Real Nothing = neither everything nor nothing 

Real Everything = God the Infinite 

False nothing leads to false everything, and Real Nothing leads to Real Everything. False nothing is linked to 

false everything, and Real Nothing is linked to Real Everything. Eventually, false nothing ends in false 

everything, and Real Nothing ends in Real Everything. 

In duality, false nothing is false everything. In Unity, Real Nothing and Real Everything are one. 

Baba commented: 

If you listen seven times, there is a chance of your beginning to understand; or you might lose yourself in 

nothing! What is Real Nothing? There is a difference between nothing and Real Nothing. Real Nothing means 

not even nothing. On the sixth plane, one sees nothing but God, and sees God everywhere; one sees nothing 

and everything. There is still duality — the seer and the seen. The seer sees nothing but God. 

When the seer crosses the sixth plane with the help of a Perfect Master and is pushed across the abyss, his 

experience is of an infinite vacuum. It cannot be described. There is neither seer nor seen; neither nothing, nor 

everything. It is the Real Nothing. But this Real Nothing is immediately followed by Union with God, Who is 

everything. The vacuum is infinite, and it must be filled by the infinite. That is the experience when one is 

pushed into the seventh plane. So even saints of the sixth plane of consciousness, who see God everywhere, do 

not know what the Real Nothing is. 

About answering questions on this discourse: To tell you the truth, I do not like questions and answers. From 

the beginningless beginning, I asked one question, "Who am I?" And I gave one answer, "I am God!" All other 

questions and answers do not interest me. Still, to please you, I will listen to questions and answer them. Harry 

[Kenmore] is full of questions. 

Someone asked, “Do persons on the spiritual planes of consciousness take birth having consciousness of the same 

plane?” Baba replied: 

Yes, but the emergence of consciousness is very gradual, as when a person of gross consciousness dies and is 

reborn with consciousness of the gross world. The child gradually becomes aware, as it grows older, of the 

same old gross world according to past experiences of the gross. A child born with consciousness of a certain 

plane is not all at once conscious of the plane. The plane unfolds very gradually as the child gradually grows. 

Later in life this child, grown up as a man, gets established in the life of his respective plane of consciousness, 

as a man of the gross world gets established in his worldly life. 

Thus, a person of the gross world dies to reincarnate conscious of the gross world. So also a person of the 

particular plane of consciousness reincarnates conscious of that respective plane of consciousness of his 

previous life. He may or may not make further progress in the planes of higher consciousness. Progress will 

depend on the help of a spiritual guide of a higher plane, or the grace of the Perfect Master, or on his own 

efforts in the life of that particular plane of consciousness. 

As I said the other day, the gross, subtle, mental spheres and God are all in you, in your human form. Do not try 

to find them in some other world. They are in you. It is the vision of consciousness that gives you the 

experience of other worlds. 

In the gross world, the whole cosmos exists; also in the subtle and the mental worlds there are innumerable 

experiences. But the experiences you have of the gross world are different from those in the subtle world. You 

yourself do not change; all is in you. You do not go to "geographically" higher levels. As the angle of vision of 

consciousness changes, your experience changes. 



 

 

In the end you experience yourself as God which, in the ultimate experience, is the real experience. All other 

experiences of the gross, subtle and mental worlds are illusion. So are all the states of heaven, hell, limbo 

[astral], planes, and so forth. Don’t seek them anywhere but within you. Eventually to become your own Self, 

you have to love me. There is no other solution. 

Regarding surrenderance this short message was read: 

He who genuinely surrenders to a Perfect Master surrenders completely without asking for permission to do so. 

He does not even expect acceptance of his surrender from the Master. Complete surrender, in itself, embodies 

the acceptance by the Master of the man who has surrendered completely as he ought to have done. 

Baba commented, "To ask me, 'How can I love you?' is to insult love! How can I answer? What is your answer, 

Harry?" 

Kenmore replied, "Thanks for placing me in this predicament! One cannot be told how to love Baba; one must pretty 

much find it out for oneself. Such a question denies love on the part of the lover." 

Explaining about love and obedience, Baba continued: 

Had Jesus told Peter how to love him, Peter would not have denied him. I can tell you all how to obey me, but 

there is no answer as to how to love me. Love me in the way you understand love. 

I can tell you how to obey me: Do anything I tell you, even at the cost of life itself. And if you do obey 100 

percent with all sincerity at any cost, it will be greater than loving me. 

Obedience is greater than love. But who can obey me? Only a rare one can do so, but I have that assurance from 

you all. Just do whatever I tell you to do. You have all put up your hands; we will see. 

Finally, this discourse on “The Lover and the Beloved” was read out: 

Beloved God is in all. What is then the duty of the lover? It is to make the Beloved happy without sparing 

himself. Without giving a second thought to his own happiness, the lover should seek the pleasure of the 

Beloved. The only thought a lover of God should have is to make the Beloved happy. 

Thus, if you stop thinking of your own happiness and give happiness to others, you will then indeed play the 

part of the lover of God because Beloved God is in all. 

But, while giving happiness to others, if you have an iota of thought about yourself, it is then not love but 

affection. This tends to seek happiness for the self while making others happy. As for example: firstly, a 

husband's affection for his wife. The husband wants to give happiness to his wife, but while doing so he thinks 

of his own happiness, too. Secondly, a mother's affection for her child. From this affection, the mother derives 

happiness purely out of giving and seeking happiness for her child. 

Baba commented: "You are the individualized ocean." He pointed to the brim of the hat he was holding and said: 

Visualize this hat as you. You see this gross world [pointing to the box], and with the help of a saint, you jump 

backwards and begin to experience the subtle world [putting the box behind the hat and pointing to the 

notebook.] Then again with the help of another saint, you see the mental world, not the subtle or the gross. 

But what does a Perfect Master do? He makes the self turn completely around, make a complete roundabout 

turn, and the self disappears. The self goes, and God remains. 

The question is, how is individuality retained? The stamp of individuality remains; it is left behind to say: "I am 

God." And "Beryl is God." Jesus said: "I am God." This stamp, or mark, remains. It is still real individuality. 

Remember, the Real Self is within. When helped by a Perfect Master, the Real Self is removed, and the imprint 

that remains is the original individuality. That is as far as I can explain it or touch your understanding. The Real 

Self is removed, and the Real Individuality remains as an imprint. 

Suppose this is the Infinite Ocean. It is full of drops. Each drop is the ocean as long as it is not separate. So 

there are innumerable drops in the ocean. One says: "I am stone." Another says: "I am man, I am woman; I am 

this, I am that." Suppose there are three drops whose Real Self is removed and God remains, but the 

individuality is there. So Purdom [one drop] says: "I am God," and his experience of his own Ocean of Bliss is 

continuous, without a break. Another drop called Lud is from the same Ocean. Its Real Self is removed, 

individuality remains, and he says the same thing: "I am God." Beryl says: "I am God." Three drops of the 

Ocean say the same thing, but the experience is individual. It is so easy to understand, so difficult to attain! 



 

 

So, when you are pushed into the seventh plane, what happens? You drop your false self and also your Real 

Self and, instantaneously, you experience yourself as God.164 

 

Baba signaled for a break. Some remained clustered around his chair, especially the children. On resumption, he 

asked, “Have you all heard of Saint Mira? In India, everyone knows her. People sing the bhajans sung by her in 

praise of Krishna.” 

Eruch gave a brief account of Mira’s life: 

Mira was a very beautiful girl. She was the wife of a royal prince of a wealthy family in North India, who later 

became king. She loved Krishna with all her heart, but did not live at the time of Krishna, who lived 5,000 

years before. Mira lived about two or three hundred years ago. Her husband did not like the way she was going 

about in the streets, for she was the queen, and queens did not mix with the crowd.165 She would enter the huts 

of the poor with the name of Krishna on her lips as she sang. She suffered many trials and threats to test her 

love for Krishna. She was locked up in a room, her food was poisoned, a cobra was concealed in a bouquet of 

flowers. She accepted all as the gift of her Lord Krishna, and nothing happened. Krishna protected her. She 

refused to have anything to do with anyone but her Lord Krishna. 

Finally, the king drove her away into exile. She said: "If the king drives me out, I have a place. But if the Lord 

of the universe is displeased, I have no place." The people, too, turned against her. 

As years passed, she looked radiant in her rags. Then the king came and fell at her feet. For a man in India to 

bow down to a woman is a sin, and to his wife, unforgivable. Yet, he fell at her feet because she was sincere. 

When she died, all revered her, and now people repeat her bhajans. 

Baba stated, “I am Krishna. I want all of you to love me as Mira loved me. Mehera's love is different and cannot be 

compared with Mira's.166 

A record of one of Saint Mira's bhajans was played in which she sings: "Krishna is mine; I am Krishna's. I have 

nothing to do with anyone." 

Thereafter, Baba asked Don Stevens and then Harry Kenmore if they knew of Saint Theresa of Avila. Kenmore 

replied, "She devoted her whole life to Jesus. That is all I recall." 

Baba replied, "That is the most important thing. She loved me; she devoted her life completely to me." 

A record of spirituals sung by Marian Anderson was played. Baba closed his forefinger and thumb in his gesture of 

excellence. One song she sang was He's Got The Whole World In His Hands. Baba gestured with his right hand, 

"I’ve got the whole universe in my palm!" The last song on the record was Let My People Go. Baba's face became 

solemn, and it was very quiet in the Barn. He touched his right foot and then his forehead twice. 

Outside the Barn, Elizabeth called Jane over to the car where Baba was sitting beside her. Elizabeth said to her, 

"Baba says to tell you that he knows that you love him, and that he loves you very much." In recalling this episode, 

Jane said: "Something turned over inside my heart, but Baba stilled my mind completely." 

On the way to the Barn one day, Peggy Muir stepped out of the way of an oncoming car onto the side of the sandy 

road. As she did, she twisted her ankle. She did not complain. She walked to the Barn and sat through the entire 

session, not complaining about the pain. The group always stood as Baba left the Barn first and then they followed 

him back to the Center. Peggy was driven back in a car. She was taken inside the Lagoon Cabin and seated on the 

floor in front of Baba. Baba gestured to her, "Show me where it hurts the most." Peggy put her finger on the outside 

of her ankle. Baba reached down and put his hand over her ankle. The next moment she got up and walked out of the 

cabin. Her ankle did not cause her a second's more pain; there was no discomfort and no swelling. It was apparently 

healed. 

 
164 In other explanations and discourses, Meher Baba uses “Real Self” to refer to the God who is at the core 

of every individuality.  
165 Scholars estimate that Mira lived from around 1498 until 1547. Most accounts state that Mira’s husband 

was killed in a battle circa 1527, and her brother-in-law became king. 

166 As Baba’s chief woman disciple, Mehera played a role in the Avatar’s circle, representing Original 

Maya. In this sense, Mehera played the same role as Sita did with Ram, or Radha did with Krishna. 



 

 

 

From noon to 2:00 P.M., Baba again gave private interviews in the Lagoon Cabin. To one American, who asked if he 

should pray every day, Baba again quoted Hafiz, "One moment in the Master's presence is worth 100 years of 

prayers." 

Dana Field was told, “You are one of the mandali. Continue the work of an apostle.” Baba told Don Stevens the 

same thing. 

Energy Florsheim said, “Baba, allow me to work in your cause even after you drop your body,” which touched Baba 

deeply. 

Bili Eaton had come from New York for the sahavas. She was feeling full of guilt the entire time, as she had fallen 

in love with a man and had disobeyed Baba's six-month order regarding celibacy. When she first met Baba in the 

Lagoon Cabin with several others, she hid in a corner behind everyone where Baba could not see her. Baba had 

chatted with everyone and then asked, "Bili — where is Bili?" and called her to him. 

Bili later narrated: 

You can imagine sitting at Baba's feet and him looking at me. I thought: "Oh God, what am I going to do?" I 

just felt this heavy pull, and he looked at me and said: "Do you love me as much as ever?" Time was going fast 

and slow at the same time. My mind was racing — what kind of answer can I give him? I did not know what to 

say. Then he said, "Do you love me as much as Anita does?" I had no way of knowing, so I said, "Baba, only 

you know all hearts." And he smiled and let me off the hook. 

Another time when Bili had come to the Lagoon Cabin, five of the group were reading letters to him. Still feeling 

guilty over her affair, she was trying to be happy and not cry in front of Baba. To offset the feeling of sadness, she 

began working herself up into a rage. 

She later recalled: 

For some reason, I felt Baba drew me to look at him. I don't know how to explain that feeling. The look of love 

in his eyes was so strong and so powerful that had I not been seated, it would have knocked me down. I knew 

at that moment that he loved me in a way that was greater than all the love from all of my friends and family 

combined. The look was so powerful that it was like a bolt; and yet, it was so soft and warm. That love 

sustained me for years. I knew then, without a doubt, that Baba loves everybody. No matter who they are — 

how terrible they are, how simple they are, the worst murderers — he loves them. This love was so great that 

my healing began then. 

In the afternoon at 2:30 p.m., eleven of Margaret's group of young ballet dancers performed in the Barn. Two years 

before, when a few of them had performed for Baba, they had come unprepared. Now they had put together a 

program beforehand and brought music and rudimentary costumes. They asked if they could remove the surface of 

wax on the Barn floor if they promised to replace it, and Baba allowed it. One dancer said they would like to use 

most of the space, so Baba permitted them to keep only two rows of chairs for himself and those unable to stand to 

watch the performance. 

In the Barn, Baba was seated on a satin pillow wearing a pink coat. He gestured for people to make way to allow 

Jane Haynes to sit beside him. Casually, he remarked to her, "You know Baba is very sensitive to sore throats. 

People stay near me, but I catch colds easily." Jane had a chronic throat problem, which was worse during that 

period. Afraid that she would infect Baba, she scooted away as fast as she could. But no sooner had she done so, 

seemingly out of nowhere came a viselike grip. She felt an iron arm around her, and she was snapped back next to 

Baba. Jane was amazed for two reasons: Baba's suffering and frail and broken body were so evident — and yet his 

grip was so powerful! Secondly, no human being could have reached the distance Baba did; she had been too far 

away. 

Don Stevens announced the program, saying, "Baba, your words have a deep effect on us. We know there is no 

yesterday and no tomorrow, and we are giving this performance for you in the Eternal Now!" 

Peter Saul, Viola Farber, Jean Cebrun, Marie Adair, Joe Fabian, Tex Hightower, Skipper Damon, Bunty Kelley, 

Naomi Westervelt, Cynthia Mays and Zebra Nevins all performed for Baba. They danced several numbers for him, 

both solos and duets. It was as if the walls of the Barn faded away, and the space expanded. Another dancer, Donald 

Mahler, had come from Canada and served as stagehand. After one number set in the 1920s, Skipper Damon gave 

Baba her cloche hat, and he put it on. Baba embraced Margaret and each of the dancers, and also Don Stevens. He 

said, "I am pleased by this performance of my lovers, done with love for me." Margaret afterwards told them they 

had never danced as well as they danced that afternoon. 



 

 

Baba had decided that he wanted to own nothing in America in his name, so that evening he called Ned Foote, who 

was an attorney, and asked him to draw up plans to make the Meher Center into a nonprofit corporation headed by 

Elizabeth. Don Stevens, Ivy and Charmian Duce were called at one point, and he gave instructions to them about 

their future work with Sufism Reoriented. 

Hilda Thorpe of England was attending the sahavas with her son, Simon. On the 26th, she wrote her other son, 

Anthony, (in New Zealand) about the sahavas and her first impressions of meeting Baba. 

The following is an extract from Hilda's letter: 

… I don't know how to write of this momentous experience which 220 of us are having here. I dare say it is not 

possible to even try to convey to another something which is so much an experience of the heart — of things 

for which there are no words and even symbols fail. 

Now, how can I tell of the man? If I had any doubts as to who he is before I came here, there is not one left. He 

is Perfection. He is the very Christ. This cannot be told — only felt. 

Hilda first met Baba on the 19th with a few other people. Describing the meeting, she wrote: 

We drove up to the Center. They were all in a dither. The moment had come and each one felt differently — 

scared or shaky. I just felt thrilled but calm ... Before we knew where we were, we were waiting outside his 

door, and my hand did begin to shake a little. Then I was called, asked my name outside the door and where I 

was from. The door opened, and there was Baba. Anthony, it was extraordinary. I saw nothing or no one else. I 

just put out my hands and with a great sob, I was in his arms. He was so tender as he held me and took my head 

in his hands for a long moment and pressed his face to mine. It was as if at last, at long, long last, not one life 

but many, I had come Home. Here was the end — which was only the beginning. I got to my feet and stumbled 

out. 

Yes, Si [Simon] was with me and he went to Baba after me. And then we were both out in those beautiful 

woods, and I was crying with release and joy. Since then, we have been filled to overflowing, bursting at the 

seams every single day. 

 

 

On Tuesday, 27 May 1958, Baba entered the Barn at 10:00 A.M. Children offered him flowers and Larry Karrasch 

presented him with a toy airplane model he had made. 

Before coming to Myrtle Beach from New Jersey, Harold Rudd had written to Cecil B. DeMille that Meher Baba 

had seen his latest movie The Ten Commandments and liked it very much. While at Myrtle Beach, a reply from 

DeMille was forwarded to Harold in which he wrote of his great appreciation and privilege of meeting Meher Baba 

in Hollywood at Mary Pickford's home in 1932. On the 26th, Harold told Nariman about this, and he went to the 

Lagoon Cabin and told Baba. Baba summoned Harold and asked him to read DeMille’s letter. Baba was quite 

pleased with its contents, and then ordered Harold Rudd to read it out to the whole group the following day, in the 

Barn, which he did at this time. 

Baba commented, "I saw the first half of the picture in Bombay. Today, a program is to be given by the men. They 

want to make me laugh, to be happy." 

Mickey Florsheim said, "We know Baba leaves halfway through a performance, so we shall make it short. We want 

to initiate him into the ‘Supreme and Ancient Order of Alligator Watchers.’ The men will be initiated at the end, so 

how can he leave?" 

Baba inquired, "This morning, Elizabeth and Kitty told me there was not enough room in the Barn yesterday for the 

spectators, who were standing behind and perspiring. Is it true? And how about the perspiring dancers? They danced 

out of love for me. If you cannot stand heat and sweat for my sake, how will you offer your necks for me? I don't 

understand! Harry Kenmore is happy to hear this from me." 

Baba coughed, remarking, "I have a sore throat [Jane Haynes' heart leapt with trepidation!], but I am happy because 

it was transferred to me through love." 

Baba had given a discourse on “Compassion” from the material, spiritual and divine points of view, dictated for 

Irene Conybeare’s book In Quest of Truth. It was read out. 

Baba then commented: 

The explanations here are perfect, provided one understands how the law of karma works. In India, I said to the 

mandali, "I am now helpless physically. I am mentally helpless and spiritually helpless." 



 

 

The mandali could not understand how the Avatar of the Age could become helpless spiritually. Last night, 

Eruch asked me: "How is it possible for God to become spiritually helpless?" Now I repeat my explanation to 

him. 

I am conscious of all-power and I am conscious of all-knowing. I know everything. I am conscious that I can do 

anything — everything. But at this moment, now, I do not want to do anything. If I use my power, the purpose 

of my suffering for the universe will not be served. 

Jesus was all-powerful, all-knowing. He knew he had to be crucified and could have used his power to avoid it, 

but he did not want to use it. He made himself so helpless as to cry out on the cross: "My God, even You have 

forsaken me!" Why? He could use his power, but he did not want to use it. At present, I have spiritual 

helplessness. 

"Harry, is it clear to you?" Kenmore nodded. 

"If it is clear to you, it is clear to all." Baba then asked Kenmore to give an explanation. Baba smiled while he was 

talking. 

Then he asked Charles Purdom the same question, who said, "Jesus and Baba have no karma; they chose to be men." 

Baba liked his answer, and continued: 

At present, thousands gather every day at the tomb of Sai Baba. [Shirdi] is a place of pilgrimage so important to 

people that they come every day to his shrine. This has happened in the last few years. They run special trains 

there. 

Hafiz quotes a Perfect Master as saying: "I killed my friend, and nourished my foe. Even God has no authority 

to ask why the Perfect Master does this or says that." To explain this, I would have to prolong my stay for 

several more days! It has deep meaning. When you suffer, don't worry. Say, "It is Baba's grace." Then I am 

pleased with your love. 

Now, what do you want? One more discourse, or music or jokes? Personally, I want jokes, but let's keep your 

wish. I want you all to be happy under every illusory circumstance. 

"Do you follow, Harry?" Kenmore nodded again. 

Baba concluded, "I am not happy when you don't love me!" 

One woman, who had built a Heathkit record player especially for the sahavas, asked Baba, "Do you want to hear 

Indian Love Call? " 

"Any call!" Baba jested. "Or, do you want to go out for some other call?" meaning take a bathroom break. 

The song Begin the Beguine was played (a jet plane flying overhead accented the end of the song) and then He's Got 

The Whole World In His Hands. The version of Begin the Beguine that was played was sung by Mario Lanza. “I 

don’t like his voice,” Baba remarked.  

A discourse on “Maya” and one on “The Aura and the Halo” (both given to Irene Conybeare) were read by Don 

Stevens. Baba elaborated: 

Unless you see me as I am, you are all blind. This is what I mean by this discourse on maya. Irene Conybeare 

used to tell me that the Westerners were spiritual — that they have more spiritual understanding than the 

Easterners. I said she was right. Easterners have little understanding, but they have more love. And of course, 

Irene was not pleased. So, I had to create an explanation for her. She was pleased and so God remains pleased! 

Remember one thing; try to follow it, it’s so new and difficult. Why do I say everything is within you? It is not 

above or beneath. The difference is only in the state of consciousness. For example, an ant is here on the Barn 

floor. It is free, active. You also do actions here on the same floor; but the consciousness of the ant when 

compared with yours is insignificant. You are conscious of jet planes flying over the Barn. You also know 

about air flights and so many things. But the ant on the same floor with you is not aware of airplanes. The 

difference between the experience of the ant and your experience is very great, although you both are on the 

same gross level. Similarly, the difference between your experience and my experience is like that between you 

and the ant. We are here together in the same room and on the same floor, but to me you appear as the ants 

appear to you. 

At Baba's request, Harry Kenmore told a joke which made Baba and all laugh heartily. Baba announced he would be 

in the Lagoon Cabin until 1:30 P.M. with the blinds down. "I may call you or I may not," he said. 

Max and Gisela Haefliger were among those called to the Lagoon Cabin. Baba reminisced about Nilu and remarked 

on how close Max had been to Nilu. Baba then said, “Max, you are one of the mandali. Always remember that. You 

will not see me again. This is my final trip to the West. It is good that you both came.” Baba offered Max both his 



 

 

cheeks to kiss. Then he put Max and Gisela’s heads together and put his own forehead between theirs in a tender 

embrace. 

Later in the afternoon, the men gave a performance for Baba in the Barn. As Baba was carried inside seated in his 

lift-chair, all shouted his Jai and then sang Hail, Hail the Gang's All Here, followed by When the Saints Go 

Marching In, sung by Leonard Willoughby. Mickey Florsheim was the Master of Ceremonies and gave Baba a toy 

alligator that beat a drum; Ben Hayman gave him a large stuffed alligator. Harry Kenmore and Harold Rudd did a 

skit about a novice actor (Harold) and his drama couch (Harry) rehearsing a scene from Julius Caesar. Afterwards, 

Leonard sang another song. 

Baba laughed when Leland De Long entered pushing a wheelbarrow with Dana Field dressed as a baby riding in it. 

Max Haefliger played a patient about to undergo an emergency “sanskaric” operation. The surgeon extracted 

streams of paper representing sanskaras out of his stomach until the “tumor” (a big red balloon) burst. When Mickey 

Florsheim kept blowing a whistle to awaken a sleeping Ben Hayman, Baba patted his cheeks, gesturing, "I never 

laughed so much in this incarnation as I laughed today!" 

Charles Purdom and others narrated a few humorous stories. Charles’ story involved the aftermath of a cataclysmic 

event. “There was nothing left on earth,” he said, “except for two monkeys, a male and a female. The male monkey 

turned to the female monkey and said, ‘I am afraid we have to start the whole thing all over again!’ ” 

After the program ended, Baba commented, "Today's performance is one of the few things I shall miss in my next 

incarnation!" He embraced all the performers and helpers. Tears were streaming down the face of some of the men 

as they knelt before Baba to receive their embrace, they were so happy. 

Henry Kashouty was playing the trombone during a rendition of Begin the Beguine, and just as his solo part was 

coming, Baba's face took on a strange deep expression. It looked as immobile as granite, as if the total concern for 

all of humanity was etched in his features. The entire band had stopped, and Henry wondered if he, too, should stop, 

as it was obvious Baba was doing his inner working. There was pin-drop silence in the room, but Henry went on and 

finished the tune. 

When he came for his embrace, Baba imitated his trombone playing and gestured, "Excellent!" and then kissed 

Henry on both cheeks, indicating he had made the proper decision by continuing to play. 

Suddenly, as Baba was about to leave the Barn, his mood changed again. A look of suffering came over his face, and 

his eyes gazed far away, intent. “It was as if some inner event had struck him all of a sudden,” Max wrote to Mani 

later. Perhaps it was related to the political crisis going on in France at the time, which led to the collapse of the 

government. Anita Vieillard and Jean Cebrun (both French) were standing on either side of Baba. Anita had said to 

Baba, “Please don’t let France suffer any more. She has suffered enough [during the Second World War].” 

Baba remained in his chair, as everyone in the Barn fell silent. When helped onto his lift-chair, again he did not 

allow himself to be moved for some time. Everyone stood still. Then he was carried out of the Barn and down the 

steps, and stayed there motionless a few minutes. Again everyone stood still. 

Back at the Lagoon Cabin, Baba remained seated outside, his fingers flying as he did his Universal work. The group 

stood silently around him. He continued his inner work for about ten minutes.  

Darwin Shaw’s daughter Leatrice had an unusual experience at this time: 

I was some distance away behind people and I had to lean over to see Baba. Baba looked at me, and it seemed 

as if his eyes were right there in front of me. In that moment, that look gave me a shock that whoever Baba is, 

whatever God is, this man is it. This being is God. It was almost like an actual physical shock which I tried to 

absorb. It was a very strong experience. 

Baba then got in the car and was driven to the Guest House. He stepped out of the car and a chair was hastily 

brought for him. Seated outside, he continued doing his work silently and intensely for about seven minutes, before 

being driven to his house. 

Nariman had been driven to Wilmington that day by Ned Foote, to change their tickets, and he returned at 7:00 P.M. 

 

Every morning, Darwin would drive Bili Eaton, Ella Winterfeldt and Leatrice to Baba's house to clean it. Although 

each had separate duties, they would go to Baba's bedroom and together make his bed. Every day, they would try to 

finish their work as quickly as possible so that they could be with Baba in the living room and sit at his feet before 

he left for the morning sessions. If they had not finished when Baba left by the front door, they would go out the 

back and wave to him as he drove off in the car. 



 

 

Before leaving on the morning of Wednesday, 28 May 1958, Baba informed Bili, Ella and Leatrice, "Tomorrow, I 

might go to the beach. It is very, very important to be as physically close to me as possible." Leatrice felt this was 

meant for her particularly, as she was not the type who would push her way to Baba when he was in a crowd. 

Baba entered the Barn at 9:50 A.M. and stated: 

The most exalted spiritual experience is that of Oneness, and the most exalted spiritual status is that of the One 

who manifests unity in duality. The highest experience is the experience of Oneness which cannot even be 

called Oneness. The most exalted spiritual status is of the Perfect Master who manifests unity in duality. He, 

who after becoming one with God, through love for all beings, brings God down to earth. 

Today, I ask God in His infinite mercy to forgive, up to this moment, all my lovers all over the world who are 

not present here physically. 

Baba asked all to remain seated while Harry Kenmore recited the Prayer of Repentance. He then stated: 

Hafiz says something very nice, and it is the truth. He says, “The Perfect One does not turn dust into gold, but 

turns it into a touchstone which turns everything into gold.” 

This means Perfect Masters can raise those in the lowest depths to the highest level with one glance or nazar. 

Nazar means a glance. It means that if a Perfect Master so wills, while he is sitting here in the Barn and wishes 

to give God-realization to someone in India, one glance is sufficient. Hafiz says also, "But I am afraid that such 

a Perfect Master will seldom look at me. I love him so much, but I am afraid he will not even glance at me out 

of the corner of his eye." 

Today, from 2:00 to 3:00 P.M., I want the men to come to my house just to see it and to receive the last embrace 

and prasad. Tomorrow is a holiday for me. A holiday for me means more work. The day after tomorrow, those 

going to the airport must get up at 3:00 A.M. and be ready to leave at 5:35 A.M., says Ned Foote. I and the 

mandali will be up at 3:00 A.M., so tomorrow is the day for packing. Eruch is with me constantly at the Lagoon 

Cabin and with me at my house until midnight. He always gets up at 5:00 A.M. So tomorrow he is free. Kitty 

tells me all of the group are going to the airport. Is it necessary? Are only the women going or are all going? 

"All, Baba!" Kitty said. 

This means that Harry [Mickey] Florsheim will have to blow the whistle seven times for Ben! Ben, get up at 

3:00 A.M.; Harry will wake you! I am happy today — very happy. This morning, Nariman wrote Goher to 

convey to Mehera that I gave more of my love here than at the Meherabad Sahavas. It is a fact. Eruch says I am 

devoting more time to you here. 

Mehera loves me very much. She loves me as I ought to be loved. She has written to Kitty a Marathi song in 

two couplets. This morning, Kitty told me she had received the couplets to be read to all in my presence, "What 

A Lover Should Do," by the Perfect Master Ramdas for his devotees. Ramdas and Tukaram were 

contemporary Perfect Masters. 

Kitty read out the couplets, which Adi sang. The translation (including Baba’s name, which Mehera had added) was: 

May I always be blessed by your company. 

I want your company every moment of my life, 

And only in your cause should this body be sacrificed. 

O You, the Infinite One, having infinite attributes, 

Do not be indifferent to me! 

 

O Meher Baba, Guru of Gurus, 

I ask nothing but this last wish. 

I do not ask for God or for God-realization, 

Or powers, or authority. My one wish is: 

Please do not be indifferent to me! 

After explaining its meaning, Baba said, "All are free to go to town tomorrow, but nothing can be certain with me. I 

might come to the Lagoon Cabin or I may not come at all. I may just play with that toy alligator! If I come here to 

the Cabin, Eruch will not accompany me. There will be no one to interpret for me. Just see me, be with me. It does 



 

 

not mean I won't come at all. I might ask strong men to carry me to the beach and stay there for five minutes. There 

is no fixed program with me [tomorrow]." 

Turning to Harry Hartshorne, Elizabeth's nephew, who had recently arrived, Baba remarked, "He has a little bit of 

love for me. I love him more. Maybe some day he will love me much. 

"No more recitations from anyone. Don, what are you thinking?" Don Stevens, who was gazing at the children, 

replied that he was thinking about the curler still in one little girl's hair. 

Baba joked, "It seems you have not forgotten the discourse on the hair and the head of God! 

"At my house this afternoon, I permit the boys to come, if the men are happy about it. I feel happy in their company. 

What do you say, Ben?" [Ben approved.] Ben says, ‘Yes, they can come.’ 

"Last night, I asked Nariman to telephone that no one should go off the beaten paths [because of the poisonous 

snakes].” 

Nariman said he forgot to phone. Baba observed: 

Wonderful! It is not Nariman's fault. It is because he missed yesterday's performance by going to Wilmington. I 

want you to remember not to move about here and there in the dark off the paths. If you see a snake, don't be 

afraid. Repeat Baba's name and if it bites you don't be nervous. Say "BABA!" with all your heart. 

This reminds me. Yesterday, at my house I told Kitty, Margaret and Elizabeth what happened once in 

Meherabad. The other day I told you about Kaikobad who has spiritual sights, experiences and feels my 

presence. He stays all the time with me in Pimpalgaon. When I shift to other places, he goes with me and his 

family stays on Meherabad Hill. Seventeen years have passed and they stay always up on the hill, handling 

their own affairs. The only thing they do is love Baba. There is one other lady there whose name was Mani. But 

there were so many Mani’s, so I called her Mansari. Kitty, Elizabeth and Delia know her. 

At Baba's request Elizabeth narrated the story: "Cobras are known to enjoy inhaling human breath. Years ago, Baba 

gave Mansari a stick for protection against robbers, but she said, 'Baba, the whole village reveres you; they would 

not dare to step into the ashram.' " 

Baba continued: "Mansari is not the nervous type. She is afraid of absolutely nothing except one thing. Only snakes, 

the very sight of snakes! One night she awoke and there was a cobra on her chest. Her eyes met those of the cobra! I 
had always warned her that when in difficulties or emergencies to repeat my name with all her heart. But she was 

frozen with fear and for about five minutes could not say anything. Then she took the stick, crying out my name, and 

knocked the cobra off the bed. Then she saw it crawling up on the bed again! Repeating my name she killed it with 

the stick. She was trembling for two days afterwards. She cried the next time she saw me, saying how I had saved 

her life." 

Baba humorously imitated Mansari's fear, her trembling, her looking into the eyes of the snake and so on throughout 

the story. 

Baba then asked, "What do you suggest we should do until 11:45 A.M.? What do you want?" 

"Whatever makes you happy, Baba!" all responded. 

"Everything makes me happy! I am very happy. Yesterday's performance made me happy, not because it made me 

laugh, but because you all love me." 

Zaronhi Bahjejian rose and asked for Baba's guidance and help. He replied, "I am very happy to hear this from you, 

but was it necessary to tell me? 

"She resembles my aunt Dowla Masi," he added. 

My name was on [Dowla Masi's] lips when she died. When we were boys of nine and ten, my brother Jamshed 

and I used to quarrel and fight. I was always the leader in school and college. Everyone used to call me, 

"Merwan, come here," because I used to settle disputes and separate those who fought. I was very energetic. As 

he grew older, Jamshed began to love me. Later on, in Meherabad, he could not even sleep because he thought 

about me all the time. When he went to Poona, he suddenly fell ill with a splitting headache and his heart felt 

heavy, and just before an attack of apoplexy, he felt very blissful. He shouted my name and then fell into a 

coma. And the wonderful part of it is that during those three hours in a coma, his lips were moving with the 

rhythm, "Baba, Baba, Baba!" 

Mani was there, she saw Jamshed in this state. Then he died. He came to me. 

All my relatives, my school friends love me. They accept me as the Avatar. You haven't any idea how difficult 

it was for them to accept me as the Avatar after quarreling with me, playing marbles with me. 



 

 

Charles Purdom asked, "Will you comment on what you mean by 'to come to me'?" 

Baba replied: 

To come to me means liberation, experiencing me as I am, no more bondage of births and deaths. But it does 

not mean the state of a Perfect Master or Perfection. That is only to be attained while alive in the gross body. 

So if you are not blessed with this state of Perfection [while in the body], at least you can have liberation [after 

the body drops]. 

If you just take my name, just at the moment of dropping your body, you will come to me. Yes, anyone. It is not 

easy to take my name at the very moment of leaving the body. Then you individually experience bliss, infinite 

bliss. After attaining liberation you continue to experience infinite bliss eternally. Why? Because it belongs to 

you eternally. You experience what belonged to you eternally. Even spiritual ecstasy cannot be compared with 

divine bliss. Remember this. 

"Should I leave the Barn, Harry?" Baba asked. 

Kenmore said, "Baba, aren't you capable of making up your mind yourself?" 

"Ben, what do you suggest?" 

"Either way you wish," Ben Hayman replied. 

Harold Rudd rose and told a funny story. Then Kecha Kashouty offered Baba an "alligator crown" from the women. 

Baba called Mickey Florsheim over and made him put it on. Mike Loftus followed by telling a joke. 

Baba asked Don Stevens and Ivy Duce if they recalled in God Speaks where God is compared to the sun and other 

planes to earth, air, et cetera. Neither did. Baba chuckled, commenting, "Isn't it remarkable that Ivy and Don, who 

had so much to do with the book, cannot remember?" 

He asked Charles Purdom if he remembered the metaphor. Purdom said he did, and Baba explained the passage: 

Take for example that the sun is God. The sun is not God, it is gas. But let us say it is God — infinite power, 

infinite bliss, infinite knowledge. It is all there in the sun. Those in the mental sphere are near the sun, and they 

directly receive the rays of the sun. Those in the subtle world are a bit further off. The rays of knowledge and 

bliss are filtered through the mental sphere, and only the residue is received by those in the subtle sphere. The 

gross world is very far off. It is so thick, so crude. Only the last traces of infinite bliss and knowledge come 

through into the gross world. The yogis in the subtle plane receive less of my rays. Those on the gross plane 

receive just a trace of my infinite power, bliss and knowledge. In the mental plane rays of infinite knowledge 

are received directly, and those saints on this plane know the minds and thoughts of everyone. The rays of 

infinite knowledge when they strike on the mental plane are received directly by the saints and walis. The 

knowledge is now converted into knowing the thoughts of gross and subtle minds. 

In the sun, infinite knowledge knows everything as God. In the mental plane, rays of that infinite knowledge 

make known the minds of all. When they percolate to the subtle, those on the subtle plane know the minds of 

those who are associated with them. The same infinite knowledge from the sun, coming through the mental and 

subtle and striking the gross, gives the human mind intelligence, the power of reasoning, logic and all that is 

associated with the mind. So this gross human mind, which is so powerful and able to think and invent so many 

things, and that is able to imagine anything, is really nothing but that trickle of that infinite knowledge of the 

sun. 

Now, no more. It is already giving me a headache. Ben says, "Baba, relax." 

Beryl, see: This gross human mind which can invent, imagine, think anything, it cannot however know the 

minds of others. But the mentally conscious human mind can know the minds of all. Mental consciousness is 

so powerful that it can even raise a human corpse from the dead that has been dust for 100 years! It has 

happened before. This power that is received is the rays of the Supreme All-power that is the sun, God. Here, 

rays from the sun can raise the dead. And I repeat, the mental, subtle and gross worlds are all phenomena — 

illusion. There is no reality but God. All else is illusion. So raising the dead, giving sight to the blind is but 

tamasha — farce! 

After listening to some music, Baba left the Barn for the Lagoon Cabin. Jane Haynes was allowed to be present 

when the dancers came. Baba asked her what she had been thinking while watching their performance in the Barn. 

Jane laughed and said, "You know, Baba. Because they are so brilliant and beautiful, I would like to keep them here 

for my theater." 

"I thought that was what you were thinking," Baba replied, and he too chuckled. 

At 1:45 P.M. he left the Lagoon Cabin and was driven to his house by Elizabeth. 



 

 

At Baba's request, Adi came out on the porch at 2:00 P.M. and asked if all the men had arrived. They were ushered 

into the living room where Baba sat in the far corner, wearing a pink coat. Baba was in a hearty mood, recalling the 

hilarious show the men had put on for him the day before. Baba gestured, "Embrace me, receive prasad and then 

walk through the house." He embraced each man and put a piece of individually wrapped candy in their hands as 

prasad. 

Afterwards Baba walked slowly out of the house, assisted by Adi and Eruch. (“He looked terribly weak and 

helpless,” Max recorded.) He stopped near a magnolia tree in the shade and an armchair was brought for him. He 

began throwing pieces of candy to the men, looking in one direction and throwing in another. Baba remarked, "This 

is not a game. It is a link between myself and each lover for the future." After everyone had caught his prasad, the 

group gathered in front of Baba, and he began to explain the significance of prasad: 

It is the gift of God to man. If you eat it with the feeling that it is that, you benefit, but if you eat it as mere 

candy, it has no meaning. Don't give the candy to someone else. Eat it immediately. 

Afterward, he revealed: 

Krishna was the first Avatar to institute the custom of prasad. Once he was in the company of four companions 

or lovers, and a rishi [sage] who lived in the mountain fastnesses came for Krishna's prasad. He had been so 

long in meditation that his eyelashes grew downwards, and ants had made their home on his body. Krishna 

replied that prasad was for his lovers and no one else. It consisted of laddoos or Indian sweet balls. At last the 

rishi, who was very intelligent, begged Krishna's favorite disciple Pendya, who was a cripple, to ask Krishna 

for him. This Krishna permitted, because he was the slave of his lovers, and as a result the rishi gained 

illumination — not Realization. 

There will be no more embraces after this second prasad. You should each kiss my hand and then leave 

immediately. I will come to the Lagoon Cabin tomorrow at 10:00 A.M. for one hour. But you will only get my 

smile then, that's all! 

After chatting with them for a few more minutes, Baba went inside his house and the men left. 

 

Although he had previously indicated he would arrive at 10:00 A.M., it was 9:20 A.M. when Baba appeared at the 

Lagoon Cabin the next morning, Thursday, 29 May 1958. He held several private interviews. He explained about 

conviction to one group and emphasized, "Conviction is most important. It is more important than faith. Mind and 

heart support faith, and faith gives conviction. For this conviction one would give up mind and body, but not the 

conviction." 

Jane Haynes had been so moved by Baba's company that she wished to give him something in return. "You have 

given me a new life,” she thought. “You have lifted me up from despair, transformed my life, put your hand of grace 

on me and my children. I have nothing, nothing to give." Then she remembered a book of Norina's titled Jesus, The 

Son of Man written by Kahlil Gibran, which Elizabeth had given her to read.167 The section about Mary Magdalene's 

description of meeting Jesus had touched Jane especially. She decided she would read this passage to Baba, and she 

phoned Elizabeth, saying she wished to do this. 

On the morning of the 29th, Elizabeth greeted Jane brightly, saying, "It is all arranged; I have seen to it. You will 

read that piece in the Barn this afternoon." 

Jane was aghast. "I didn't mean that!" she shouted. "I wanted to read it to Baba privately. How could you have done 

such a thing?" 

Just then someone came, "Jane, Elizabeth! Baba is calling you." In the Lagoon Cabin, Elizabeth started weeping. 

Then her emotions subsided. The problem was told to Baba, who remarked, "It is all right. Elizabeth loves Jane very 

much." He brought his two fingers together and remarked, "Spiritual twins.168 But Elizabeth loves Baba far more. 

My sign for her is this [a fist] — a rock! Now stop the tears." 

 
167 The Lebanese-American writer, poet and artist Kahlil Gibran (1883–1931) fused elements of both 

Eastern and Western mysticism in works such as The Prophet.  

168 During the 1960s, in a letter from Mani, Baba conveyed: "It is rare that one soul would have two 

spiritual twins in one lifetime. Elizabeth has had Norina, and now Jane." 



 

 

Jane said, "It’s my fault; please forgive me. I wasn't clear about it." 

Baba's arm shot out and he grasped her like steel, telling her to sit down. "Elizabeth, where is the book Jane likes so 

much?" 

"At Youpon Dunes." 

"Go and fetch it. Jane will read to Baba." 

Jane was given fifteen minutes to freshen up, and left the cabin while Elizabeth drove to her home to bring the book. 

When she returned, both reentered the Lagoon Cabin. Jane sat in front of Baba and began reading. In the middle, 

Baba's fingers began moving rapidly. Not knowing of Baba's Universal work, Jane surmised that perhaps she was 

not reading well. The moment this thought came, Baba's fingers ceased their activity. Jane recalled: "Just like 

Gibran's description — 'As still as the statues in Antioch' — Baba's eyes never left my face." 

When she had finished, Baba was silent for quite a while. "Now come," he remarked, and Baba embraced her 

tightly, and she knelt before him. Looking at her, he revealed, "The way you have done this, given this to Baba, 

touches my heart very much. For you see, I was Jesus, I was Jesus Christ. Now let's go." He then took her in one 

arm and Elizabeth in the other and they walked outside. 

Baba sat outside to listen to a tape of Harold Rudd's recitation of the poem “Light of Asia” (by Edwin Arnold) about 

the life of Buddha. His mood was serious as he listened, and his fingers worked at intervals. When it ended, Baba 

asked for silence and commented, “This tape has come from heaven.” Jane began thinking about Baba's imminent 

departure, and felt sad about “losing” Baba after having just found him. 

After the tape recitation, Baba called Jane into the Lagoon Cabin, where he emphasized to her, "Do not be nervous 

or afraid, for I will be with you always." As she turned to go, Baba added, "physically," and he had Adi repeat what 

he had said. When Baba returned to India, he sent this telegram to Jane: "Reborn in my love, you are blessed. Love 

me more and more." 

Jane had always felt that she would die before the age of 33, and in a sense, she had — but to be “reborn” in the 

Avatar's fold! 

 

Baba was then driven to the beach, while the others walked or drove there separately. He called Charles Purdom to 

sit beside him in the car as they waited for the gate to the beach to be opened. As Charles got into the car, Kitty, in 

her haste to get out of the car to open the gate, unwittingly shut the door on Charles’ left thumb. Baba immediately 

sent Kitty for ice. Meanwhile, the group crowded around the car, and Baba remarked, "Because of Charles, you all 

have more than five minutes of my presence." (The previous day he had stated he might come to the beach for five 

minutes.) Later, Purdom said (perhaps jokingly) that he felt it was always dangerous to be in Baba's physical 

presence, and the accident was an indication of that. 

Baba was carried in his lift-chair by the men to the ocean water's edge, where he removed his sandals. He urged the 

men carrying him to walk farther and farther into the ocean, until they were waist deep in the water, so that he could 

dip his feet into the Atlantic. Observing this, Nariman remarked to one person, "Your shores are sanctified. Now 

they are safe." 

Max described: “Then Baba got carried on the lift-chair on the beach through the water where Baba got out of the 

water and stood on the sea. It was an incredible impression of biblical dimensions. It reminded me strongly of the 

film The Ten Commandments when the Jews left Egypt led by Moses towards the Red Sea. But it reminded me too 

of the processions in the Catholic Church in school I participated in as a boy. Baba in a way revives the ancient 

ceremonies, not as a ceremony, but as a natural event — no rosary prayer, no ceremony. It was joy and deep 

confirmation of the Ancient One who has the authority to put the deep-seated truths in a new life. [It is] not tradition, 

but a metamorphosis of tradition.” 

Baba signaled for his chair to be put down on the beach and his lovers crowded around him. Because Baba had 

instructed Leatrice Shaw to stick close to him, she did not leave his side for a moment. Knowing that they would be 

going to the beach, she had worn a dress that had a top to it that undid. She removed the top and offered it so that 

Baba's feet could be wiped dry. Helen Alvarado took off her sweater also and used it to dry his feet. Baba’s chair 

was lifted and carried across the wet sand again. 

For the most part during his stay at the Center, it was five of the dancers who had the privilege of carrying Baba's 

lift-chair: Jean Cebrun, Joe Fabian, Peter Saul, Donald Mahler and Tex Hightower. When Baba was about to sit in 

the car, one tried to help him out of the chair. Baba would always manage to throw the man off balance whenever he 



 

 

tried to help Baba, and Baba would also tweak the person’s ear. That day at the beach, the women also took a turn in 

carrying their Beloved. 

Delia DeLeon recalled: "It was one of the unforgettable episodes, being with Baba on the beach with the lapping 

waves and the happy crowd around him." 

Baba was driven back to the Lagoon Cabin, where he called a few persons inside. Filis described what happened 

there: 

Suddenly, Baba went into his Universal Work phase. His eyes rolled back into his head and instant silence fell 

on the group. There was such a vibration — as if we were in the presence of a tremendous electrical dynamo. It 

was so intense that one Russian woman suddenly started to scream, “You have what I want!” and rushed 

forward towards Baba. The mandali were so alert, they prevented her from touching Baba. If she had touched 

Baba when he was in that state … [who knows what would have happened to her]. It was a very dramatic 

moment. 

At the beach, besides carrying his chair, some of the women had been given the privilege of holding Baba's umbrella 

over him. Jane Haynes had not had the opportunity and was feeling jealous and a bit miffed with Baba for not 

knowing her thoughts. Baba called her to the Lagoon Cabin, and she knelt before him. "Was there something you 

wanted to tell me on the beach?" he asked. 

Jane said, "I only wanted to carry the umbrella and tell you that I love you." 

Baba embraced her, remarking, "Now, isn't this better?" As she started to leave, Baba turned to the mandali and 

remarked, "Old friend. My very, very old friend, Jane. I love her very much." Jane pretended not to hear, as she 

wished to hear it again. She leaned forward, asking, "What?" And Baba sweetly gestured it again. 

He retired to his house at noon for the rest of the day. 

Later that afternoon, because he had called the women, men and boys to his house, Baba sent for any girls who 

happened to be on the Center. Five or six came and were ushered onto the porch of his house by Adi. They sat on 

the floor before Baba, and after a few minutes he kissed and embraced each one and gave them a small gift. With the 

last girl to be called forward, Baba slipped two tiny bracelets on her wrist and kissed her goodbye. Afterwards, her 

mother had to soak off the bracelets — they were much too small for her arm. 

Baba woke up at 3:00 A.M. on Friday, 30 May 1958. Kitty, Delia and Margaret went to Baba's house early that 

morning for a final goodbye. Baba was alone. For a few seconds, he gestured for the three faithful gopis to stand 

before him, and he put his hand to his heart, pointing to each of them. The three had been with him since 1931. 

After saturating every particle of the Meher Center with Wine, Baba left Myrtle Beach with Kitty, Eruch and Don in 

Elizabeth’s Ford at 5:30 A.M., just as dawn was breaking. (Adi and Nariman rode in Harry Hartshorne’s Buick.) He 

stopped at the Lagoon Cabin and bid his lovers farewell. Muriel Houston was waiting at the Briarcliffe gate, and 

Baba stopped to embrace her. Jane and Ruth White followed in a second car. The main party of the sahavas group 

had gone ahead to Wilmington in three buses. 

Age noted, “Although this was Baba’s last visit to Meher Center, his presence there will be experienced for 

centuries to come! The Center will be a beacon light for seekers for ages, because the light of his love is shimmering 

on every leaf of every plant and tree. The Garden of Meher Center has been rendered verdant for his lovers, so that 

his birds may always taste sweet fruit there and listen to the echo of his own sweet Song.” 

 

Baba and the mandali arrived at the Wilmington airport at about 7:30 A.M. At the airport, the entire group encircled 

Baba's car. He embraced one person and teasingly gestured, "Don't tell anyone you embraced me this morning." 

Inside the airport, all crowded around Baba as he was seated in a canvas chair at the base of a pillar. Even some of 

the airport staff were intrigued by his personality and lingered nearby or watched from a distance. Baba asked about 

the health and sleep of some and how they were returning home. To one or two with mournful faces, he signaled to 

smile and be cheerful. He joked again with Ben Hayman and Mickey Florsheim. Mickey said, "At 3:00 A.M. this 

morning, Ben blew the whistle at me!" 

Several times, Baba inquired about Ned Foote and those in his car. They were late. When they arrived, Anita 

Vieillard, who was with them, explained why they were delayed. 

Baba remarked to the group, "I am in you all. But I can only enter your heart when you have driven out everything 

else." 



 

 

Again he stated, "I am God, I am in you all. But I feel shy, I do not enter your heart if I find there the slightest 

impurity." 

Anita asked, "How long have you been here at the airport?" 

"Since eternity!" Baba said. "I never come and I never go. I am present everywhere. Isn't it wonderful that I never 

leave? Isn't it wonderful?" 

At one point, Baba significantly tapped his right leg, then his left, then his right again. His fingers worked, moving 

rapidly in the air. He kissed Fred Frey's little daughter Tara, and Lud Dimpfl's daughter Three-B (who was shaking 

with sobs). He repeated to each girl, "Don't tell anyone that you embraced me today." 

Ever thoughtful, Baba signaled for chairs for Ruth White and Filis Frederick. Near the end he embraced Kitty and 

Elizabeth and Frank Eaton, the caretaker at the Center. 

Henry Kashouty had an interesting experience at the airport. When he came into the waiting lounge, Baba was 

already completely surrounded. Baba could not be seen, but one could hear Eruch's voice interpreting. Henry saw 

Don (William Donkin) standing to one side and went over to talk with him. But after a few minutes, he thought it 

would be better to be near Baba, even though he could not see him. He knelt behind the others and bent his head to 

listen, thinking of the powerful experiences of Baba he had had at the Center. After a moment, he raised his head 

and was astonished to find a clear wedge in the crouched lovers, leading straight to Baba. Baba was looking directly 

at Henry and blew him a kiss! Henry wondered: "Why isn't anyone sitting in front of me?" and only later realized 

that Baba had "parted the sea" of lovers, so Henry could have a final glimpse of him. 

At one point, as he had done on a previous visit to the Wilmington airport in 1956, Baba got up and went to the 

men's room marked COLORED MEN, meaning it was meant for “Negroes.” He came out shortly afterwards and sat 

at a different spot, apart from the group. 

Baba called PegAndy (as he referred to the Muirs), and they hurried over and knelt in front of him. Baba made his 

hands into fists and held his hands very close to their faces. His knuckles were white from the tightness of his fists. 

Looking deeply into their eyes, he shook his fists in front of their faces and gestured with a severe expression, "Hold 

fast to my daaman with both hands. Tightly, hold on to my daaman with both hands." Baba put both fists in front of 

Andy's face and then in front of Peggy's, and then back again to Andy's, as if asking for emphasis: "Do you hear me? 

Are you listening? Am I getting through to you? Pay attention to what I am saying." 

Then he gestured, "No matter what happens, hold fast to my daaman." Both were then excused. 

 

At 8:30 A.M., it was time to depart on National Flight 326. A wheelchair was brought, and the Divine Beloved sat in 

it as all crowded around him, reaching out to touch him once again. As he was wheeled out the door, the lovers' tears 

burst forth, and there was a loud cry of "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" The entire group followed slowly behind him 

and watched as Baba (wearing a pink jacket, white sadra and sandals) slowly ascended the stairs to the plane 

unaided, then turned and waved goodbye. 

Andy Muir had positioned himself at the foot of the gangway. As Baba climbed up, Andy gently grasped the hem of 

Baba's sadra and held it for a few moments until he would have tugged had he held on any longer. With his right 

hand, Baba continued to wave from his window near the tail section until the plane taxied down the runway and took 

off, headed toward Washington, D.C. 

Only Lud Dimpfl was allowed to accompany Baba, Eruch, Adi, Nariman and Don to California (on their way to 

Australia). The flight from Wilmington to Washington, D.C. was practically empty; only six or eight other 

passengers were on board. Baba sat on the left side in the next to last row. Lud sat beside him. During the two-and-

a-half-hour flight to Washington, Baba chatted with Lud, asking continuously: where they would stop next (New 

Bern, North Carolina); what other stops would they make en route (Norfolk, Virginia); when they would arrive in 

Washington, D.C. (around 11:00); how long it would be before their flight left for California (two hours); and where 

they would have lunch. 

No lunch was to be served on this flight, or their flight to California. Baba asked the stewardess whether she had 

anything on board to eat. She had a breakfast tray left, and Baba requested that she bring it. He tasted a little and 

then set it before Lud, telling him to have it as his lunch. Baba asked the mandali whether they had anything along to 

eat. All they had was one can of Spam (processed meat). After asking Don whether it would be all right for his 

digestion, Baba finished most of the can. 

Because Baba kept asking Lud where they were, Lud borrowed Don's flight map and thereafter would point to 

where he estimated them to be. Lud drew a line tracing their course on the map to Washington, D.C. and divided it 



 

 

into the number of minutes remaining. Sure enough, Baba wanted to know where they were by the map all the way 

to Washington. 

The pilot had radioed ahead for a wheelchair. Baba was met by an attendant and wheeled through the airport to 

check-in for their ongoing flight on TWA Flight 47. Ivy Duce’s friend met them and delivered three reels of films of 

Baba’s 1956 visit, and a girl with her mother wept when she met Baba. Baba and the men boarded their plane 

immediately, as by the time they arrived, there were only fifteen minutes left before departure. The plane left at 1:00 

P.M. They were given a snack on board the plane, so they did not go hungry after all. 

The group had to change planes in Los Angeles, and had only 20 minutes to make the connection; but for some 

reason, TWA decided to hold the 6:50 P.M. flight (No. 77) for their arrival. Baba was again taken in a wheelchair by 

an attendant to the other plane, which took off shortly thereafter. They landed in San Francisco at 8:40 P.M. 

Lud rented a car, and they left the airport at exactly 9:00 P.M. Baba wanted to know how far it was (35 miles) to 

Lud's house (at 141 Crown Road, Kentfield) and how long it would take to get there (an hour's drive). Baba kept 

asking if they were halfway there yet, and how much farther they had to go. When they arrived, he asked about the 

arrangements: How many rooms? Where were the beds?169 

Baba decided to sleep in Three-B’s room (Lud's daughter Diane). Shortly after arriving, Baba drew an imaginary 

line across the middle of the house with one of his canes and informed Lud, "Don't cross this during the night." Lud 

suddenly remembered that they had turned off the heat and hot water before leaving for Myrtle Beach, so Baba 

made an exception and allowed him to reenter the special zone to turn on the hot water. Adi and Lud then drove to a 

grocery store to buy 7-Up (soda) for Baba, some groceries for breakfast, and a snack from a local hamburger joint, 

the Eat & Run. 

By the time they finally got to bed, it was 11:30 P.M. — 23 hours since they had awakened in Myrtle Beach the same 

morning. As Lud was lying down to sleep, Nariman came to his room and said, "Baba wants me to tell you that for 

many nights now he has not slept well, but that tonight he will sleep well." 

Adi, who was on watch by Baba throughout the night, woke Lud the next morning, Saturday, 31 May 1958, at 4:00 

A.M. The house had become quite chilly, and Baba wanted the furnace turned on. Two hours later, at six o’clock, 

Nariman came to tell Lud that Baba wanted him to get up. After breakfast, Baba took a tour of the house. Baba had 

slept for only two hours but was refreshed because, he indicated, it had been a good sleep. 

Shortly after 8:00 A.M., they started for the airport. Lud drove them south on Highway 101 across the Golden Gate 

Bridge, through Golden Gate Park, Sunset Boulevard, Lake Merced and then to San Bruno and the airport. Baba was 

in a good mood and happy with the route chosen. At the airport, Baba had permitted his lovers to gather, and about 

25 had come — some from as far away as Portland, Phoenix and Los Angeles. Baba remarked to them: 

I have made this trip to the West to give my sahavas to my devotees in Myrtle Beach and Australia. Nowhere 

have I seen anyone at airports. I have only seen those who had and will come for the full sahavas period in one 

of the two designated places. Yet, in San Francisco, I have made an exception and allowed devotees to come to 

see me. Therefore, consider yourselves blessed. Now, each in turn should come to greet me, kiss my hand and 

then go. 

Each man and woman did so, and Eruch then wheeled Baba down to the boarding gate, where again he allowed his 

lovers to meet him. 

Age recorded: “This was Baba's sixth and final visit to America in this advent. Since 1931, he had spent a total of 

200 days there. Never again would he set foot on American shores. Of all the countries in the world outside of India, 

Baba spent more time in America than anywhere else, and the large number of his lovers from that country is 

testament to the work he did there for them.” 

 

Almost as soon as Francis Brabazon learnt of Baba's plans to have a sahavas in Australia, he set about locating a 

place that would be suitable to hold it. He drove far and wide — to the Blue Mountains west of Sydney and up into 

the New England Highlands near Armidale, as he felt a city was not the best place for a center. Then, on 11 January 

1958, Mani sent the following letter to the Australians: 

As in the USA, Baba will give his sahavas in Australia at one place only. Baba leaves the sahavas arranging to 

Francis, with loving and willing co-operation and help from all as possible. Baba has outlined the main points, 

and leaves the details to you. For the site of the sahavas: Baba gives first preference to Queensland, and second 

 
169 The house had been built by the Dimpfls in 1957. 



 

 

preference to Beacon Hill. Baba would like Queensland if the climate is good during June, and if the place is 

practical from all angles — finance, convenience, climate, accommodation for all, etc. But you should not feel 

bound by this. If Queensland is not found to be practical from the above mentioned points then you should drop 

the idea and make arrangements at Beacon Hill for all concerned. If Queensland is found practical, then it 

would be ideal — for Baba would be blessing with his presence yet another part of Australia. Baba wishes 

Francis to let him know which is decided … 

This was a total surprise. Neither Francis nor any of the Australian Baba group had any connections to Queensland, 

or had even visited there before. However, Francis knew that Baba would prefer a warmer climate for his sahavas 

during the Australian winter (which begins in June), and as Baba had indicated a “preference,” Francis decided he 

would do everything possible to make it happen, despite the limited time. 

Within a week of receiving the letter, Francis was driving around hillside locations in Queensland including 

Tamborine Mountain and Buderim. Finally he came across a run-down 82-acre pineapple farm on Kiel Mountain. It 

had been started 88 years earlier by Heinrich Kiel, the descendant of a German Lutheran missionary. The site lay 75 

miles north of Brisbane. Francis felt he had found the right place. Francis cabled Baba a detailed description. Baba 

cabled back that the spot was “excellently suitable.” 

Using money received from the late Baron von Frankenberg's estate, Francis purchased the property, which Baba 

later named Avatar's Abode. Being on the summit of a 450-foot hill, Avatar’s Abode had 360-degree views — out as 

far as the Pacific Ocean (some six miles to the east). The region — the Sunshine Coast — was sub-tropical, 

renowned for its surf beaches, rainforest waterfalls and small fruit and dairy farms. It was an area dotted with tiny 

church halls — one of the most religious regions of Australia.170 

For the 1958 Sahavas in Australia, Baba and the mandali flew from San Francisco on Qantas Flight 743/032, at 

11:00 A.M., on Saturday, 31 May 1958. After stopping in Honolulu at 6:15 P.M., where they had a four-hour layover 

(and a complimentary dinner, courtesy of Qantas), crossing the international date line and again stopping in Nadi, 

Fiji the following morning at 8:00 A.M. for half an hour (where they had tea), they arrived in Sydney at 3:30 P.M. on 

2 June. 

Upon arrival at the Sydney Airport, they were met by newspaper reporters. In talking with them, Adi said, "Meher 

Baba knows everything. He knows what you are thinking now." 

One reporter asked, "What am I thinking now?" 

Exchanging a glance and smile with Baba, Adi replied, "Baba knows but he won't tell you." 

From Sydney Airport, Baba and the mandali departed by Trans Australian Airlines for Brisbane at 6:15 P.M. They 

arrived that night around 8:45 P.M. Baba walked slowly across the tarmac steadied by Eruch's arm. They were met 

by Francis, Bill Le Page and John Bruford and stayed at the Bellevue Hotel overnight. Bill had chosen the spot 

because at the time it was the most scenic area of Brisbane — adjacent to Brisbane’s tropical Botanic Gardens and 

the State’s majestic Parliament House. Also the Bellevue was a beautiful hotel that contained a small ground-level 

cottage where Baba could enjoy some privacy. Thus Bill was quite disappointed when Baba complained he had one 

of his “very worst nights” there. Unforeseen by Bill, trucks used the night hours to unload large quantities of beer 

barrels for the hotel’s use. The noise from this had apparently kept Baba awake. 

The next morning, Tuesday, 3 June 1958, Baba called Francis and Bill into the cottage of the hotel and asked them 

about arrangements for the journey, checking that all had been done. The group left Brisbane around 9:00 A.M. John 

drove Baba, Eruch and Francis to Woombye in his new Peugeot 403. Bill followed in another car with the other 

mandali. This was a long drive through small towns, countryside and forest. The Australians pointed out to Baba the 

Glasshouse Mountains (strangely-shaped volcanic plugs). The group had only one stop — at Beerburrum, where 

 
170 The Sunshine Coast had seen numerous churches and utopian dreamers including Quakers, Finnish Socialists and 

a Protestant Co-operative. About twelve miles west of Keil Mountain lay a very important aboriginal site – the 

Blackall Ranges. The sacred bunya pine groves here had for thousands of years drawn pilgrims from distant tribes.  

 



 

 

they refueled and telephoned the others that they would soon be arriving. John Bruford had been most particular 

when purchasing this new car and was thrilled Baba was riding in it.171 

They arrived at Avatar’s Abode at 11:20 A.M. — somewhat earlier than expected because along the way, for part of 

the journey, Baba had asked John to drive very fast. John was a one-footed driver due to polio and probably would 

have considered being a race car driver if he had been physically able! He enjoyed driving fast and so took full 

advantage of the opportunity. But he was perspiring terribly because the car's windows were rolled up as Baba 

wished, and the heater was turned on. 

Although no Baba lovers lived in Queensland at this time, Francis had earlier managed — in less than four months, 

in the rain and with no electricity or running water — to prepare the roads and erect a house and gathering hall at 

Avatar’s Abode for Baba’s use, complete with a soundproof bedroom, and furniture and bedding specifically 

tailored to Baba’s needs. Francis even had part of the road dynamited to decrease the slope, so that Baba would 

suffer less discomfort in arriving. Australian Baba lovers either stayed on site to help, or repeatedly drove up the 

long distance from Sydney and Melbourne to work on the property whenever they could. Francis and his group had 

additionally arranged accommodations for the 50 or more people expected to attend the sahavas from the states of 

Victoria and New South Wales. The original farmhouse had been moved to a site lower down the hill to be used as 

the women's quarters and kitchen, and a new house was built adjacent to the old farmhouse site for Baba and the 

mandali. The men at the sahavas were accommodated in tents near the main entrance. 

Most of the 58 guests had arrived the day before, and the work of preparing meals, sweeping, washing dishes, et 

cetera, had been allocated on a roster system. It had recently rained, so the paths and roads were sticky with mud. 

But the sun was shining when Baba's car arrived, and he was driven to his house. 

As Baba was driven along the road, those Australian lovers gathered at the farmhouse, waved to Baba, but as the 

farmhouse was ahead, 40 feet below the road, Baba did not see them and did not wave back. Baba's seven-colored 

flag (that had flown at the Meherabad Sahavas) was flying from the flagpole, but no one was around. In fact, some 

of the Australians ran away when they saw Baba, because they had been told by Francis to all gather at the 

farmhouse if Baba arrived. Also they were keen to tell the others, so they raced down, shouting: “He’s here! He’s 

here!” Arriving at the house that had been built for him, Baba thus asked Francis with a surprised expression, 

“Where are my lovers?” Francis explained that he had told the group to wait at the farmhouse, in case Baba needed 

to rest after his travels. Baba sent word for the group to come up to the Meeting Hall, a short distance from “Baba 

House.” 

Baba also asked “Where are the children?” and added “Never mind, I will see them later.” The children had been 

lodged in a nearby farmhouse and some were indeed very eager to see Baba and mindful that they had been 

instructed the sahavas was for adults only. 

Francis then handed the key to the house to Baba, who unlocked the door. Francis opened the door for Baba, and the 

party entered. He was shown around the house and the room specially built for him. Baba was also shown the 

sweeping views that were at that time visible just behind and in front of the house. Standing there, Baba commented, 

“In 700 years, Avatar’s Abode will become a place of world pilgrimage.” Robert Rouse recalled Baba also said it 

would one day be truly “the Abode of God.” 

 

After the group was assembled in the Meeting Hall, Baba was carried from his house in a chair specially built by 

Reg Paffle, to decrease the trauma on Baba’s hip. Reg wanted to help carry the chair as he had built it, but he did not 

push himself forward. Baba, reading his thoughts, beckoned Reg to be one of the carriers. 

The Meeting Hall was a simple structure with only Hessian walls except in the back end where Baba was to sit, 

where the walls were corrugated iron. People simply sat on logs or slabs of wood on tins over the earth floor. At the 

entrance, Baba stepped down, and leaning on Eruch, walked slowly to the front of the hall. Everyone stood as Baba 

entered, their hearts full with joy at having their Beloved with them once again. Baba sat on a chair on the small 

concrete dais, and despite his hip injury, he looked as radiant and lovely as when they had seen him last, two years 

before. 

 

171 John Bruford wanted to find the best available model car for Baba, so he brought one from Sydney, after 

hearing that the cars built there were superior to those available locally, and installed an additional arm rest 

between the front bucket seats for Baba’s comfort. 



 

 

Baba then explained the purpose of his visit: "You are here for four days to experience my sahavas, or company. 

Each morning we will meet at 9:00 A.M., have an hour for lunch and start again at 1:00 P.M. until 4:00 P.M. What 

arrangements have you made for food? The mandali will eat the same as everyone else. Why are the men sleeping in 

tents by the side of the road?" 

Francis explained that it was not a public road but the road on the property, and that Baba's house was also on the 

road. 

He asked Francis, “Who owns the property?” Francis said that it was now Baba’s. Baba replied, “I hold no goods or 

property in my name.” He then instructed Francis to register the property in his own name. 

Baba proceeded to ask several questions regarding the size, shape and finances of the property, who had contributed 

to the buildings, et cetera. He expressed both delight and surprise about just what and how much had been done for 

his visit. Baba asked each one to stand as his or her name was called. Baba ordered that these people's financial 

contributions be returned to them. 

Several children were sitting in front, and Baba asked their ages, as it had been stated that only children over nine 

years old could attend the sahavas. All the children were over nine. 

Baba asked Francis to introduce everyone — each one being individually presented to him. One by one, the 

attendees filed past Baba and received his embrace as Francis said their names. There were several longtime lovers 

such as the Le Page family, Ena Lemmon, Clarice Adams, Elsie Smart, the Brufords, Reg Paffle, and Lorna and 

Robert Rouse.172 Several newcomers had also arrived. 

When everyone was seated again, Baba asked, "Is there anyone who can say the Prayer of Repentance by heart?" No 

one could remember it so a copy was sent for, and it was read out by John Bruford. Baba remarked, "You are all 

now forgiven for all your sins up to this moment." Some of those present later commented how profound and 

unexpected this was. They truly felt they had been forgiven for all their past transgressions. 

The lovers then had lunch. Bill and Francis were called to meet with Baba privately, and discussed the work done in 

Baba’s name in Australia. 

 

Later, the group reassembled in the Meeting Hall. Seeing the different structures on the property, Baba appreciated 

the amount of work done to make the place ready at such short notice. He gestured to Francis, “What daring!” He 

asked Francis for the names of all who had helped, and Francis said he and Roy Baulch were the first workers, and 

then he named the rest. Each stood for a moment as his or her name was called. Reg Paffle — who had labored very 

hard on building Baba’s House and furniture, had regularly driven back and forth 620 miles north from Sydney 

every weekend and spare time between his usual employment at the Australia Hotel. He had continued working 

humbly outside, but Baba called him in and made him sit at his feet throughout his time at the Meeting Hall.173 

Baba mentioned the Meherabad Sahavas, and how Pendu had been frightened that things would not be ready in 

time, yet within five days all the arrangements had been made for more than 800 men and women at the sahavas. 

Francis then read Baba's discourse about Hafiz advising seekers to "step out of the boundary of one's own nature" 

and what it means to "become like dust" — in other words to completely obey. Baba interrupted several times to 

explain further. 

At the end, Baba asked, "Can you all obey me during the sahavas, and from June 10 to July 10, 1958? All who agree 

to obey me should raise their hands, but consider well what obedience means. Do you understand?” Everyone raised 

their hands, except for the boys, Noel and Colin Adams, and a man named Lawrie Adolphus. Baba asked those three 

to come forward. He inquired, "Didn't you know the terms of coming to the sahavas? Only those who were ready to 

obey me were to participate in it." 

Colin said he had not understood, and the other two said they were really not certain whether they could obey him or 

not. Baba asked Clarice Adams if she had explained the conditions of coming to the sahavas to her sons. She had but 

said, "Evidently not adequately enough." 

Baba remarked, "I sent all those who could not obey me away from the sahavas in America, but I will allow these 

three to remain." 

 
172 Lorna and Robert Rouse lived in Sydney and had come as volunteers, arriving earlier than most of the 

others who came. See Appendix E for the list of Australians who attended the sahavas. 
173 Reg Paffle was later one of the fortunate few whom Baba permitted to live on Avatar’s Abode. 



 

 

Robert Rouse noticed that Baba was asking each one to obey in the exact area they were most sensitive about, so he 

hoped that Baba would pass him by. But just as he thought this, Baba turned to him and asked, "Would you obey me 

if I asked you to cut Lorna's [his wife's] throat?" Almost sobbing, for Robert loved Lorna very much, he answered, 

“Yes.” 

Baba similarly asked Bernard Bruford, fifteen, "Would you go to school naked if I asked you?" Being a teenage boy, 

this was a particular area of embarrassment for Bernard. He replied it would be difficult to do so. Baba let it pass. 

Baba asked Cynthia Adams, fourteen, the same question and she replied, "I don't know," although in fact she was 

sure she could not. Baba let it pass. 

Several of the others, some of them newcomers, were asked the same question. One woman, deeply distressed, stood 

up and said she would not cut her children's throats, claiming, "It would be too cruel." Baba nodded and motioned 

for her to sit down. All the attendees remembered this as a very serious session with Baba, in which they each 

looked at the real meaning of obedience and whether they were truly capable of it. 

Adolphus, the man standing in front who had not raised his hand, was also very upset and wanted to leave 

immediately, but Baba would not hear of it. Baba said “I am not asking you to obey Me now, I am asking you to 

stay as a favor to Me.” The man left Baba’s presence thinking, “Ah, I’ve had a victory!” But once outside, he 

stopped and thought: All my life I’ve run away from things. So he came back inside to Baba and begged to be 

allowed to obey. Baba agreed and forgave him. 

Baba called for a ten-minute break, instructing the group to go outside and mull over their interpretation of Baba's 

request for obedience. When the attendees returned, the atmosphere was distinctly calmer as every person resolved 

to do his or her best. The discourse on obedience was continued, with the four types of obedience explained (that of 

a soldier, a paid servant, a slave and a lover of God).174 

Afterwards, Baba commented: 

There can be no compromise; one cannot love the world and also love God. The worldly man has to 

compromise; but in regard to obedience to me, there can never be any compromise according to the ways of the 

world. 

Baba is God, he is pure; it is the impurities in you that prevent me from entering your hearts. You keep me 

away, yet I am in you, too. 

Baba had discourses he had given in America read to the group. Although these were read, the attendees felt it was 

almost as if Baba himself were speaking. He would interrupt from time to time to give a further explanation. At the 

end of the discourse on the meaning of sahavas, Baba added: 

This is the last time you will see me in this body. I am going to drop this body in the next twelve months. Time 

is an illusion; you must forget the past and future and live for the Eternal Now. All else is illusion, only God is 

eternal. Only a few will hold on to my daaman. Make sure you hold on to it during the coming year. 

During this sahavas, you must forget your problems, families, jobs, et cetera, and enjoy my presence. I know all 

about your problems, as I am in each of you. 

I have now completed the most important part of my work today, that which I came to Australia to do. 

Although time is an illusion, you should meet me again at nine o'clock tomorrow morning! 

Young Colin Adams had tears in his eyes, and Baba gestured to him, "Baba loves you, you must not be sad." He 

pointed outside to the rain gently falling and added "When you cry, see, Baba cries, too!" 

This did not console Colin, so Baba gestured to his mother Clarice to stand up. She did, and Baba urged her, "You 

are to talk to Colin. Explain things to him. You are to see that he is happy, and see that he is kept happy." 

Clarice was wondering how she could explain obedience to a twelve-year-old boy when she caught Baba's eye. "At 

that moment," she recollected, "I believed for the first time that Baba knew everything. Clearly and without any 

pondering, I believed it. Baba knew everything!" 

Later, Colin came running up and asked, "Mum, how could you promise [to obey Baba]? He might ask you to hurt 

someone!" 

Clarice said, "Well, you see, I believe Baba knows everything ..." She had intended explaining, "And, therefore, 

whatever he asked you to do would be right whether you understood it or not." 

 
174 See 8 December 1957. 



 

 

She did not need to continue for Colin's troubled face was now beaming and he said, "Oh, if he knows everything, 

that’s all right then!" 

After a little while, Baba retired to his house. Elsie Smart recalled her feelings after that first day's session with 

Baba: 

Like people who have struggled through a great torrent and are now safe, we all felt the tension of the day and 

the last few days blown away as a thunderstorm clears the air. We seemed to see each other anew, our hearts 

thawed in the warmth of Baba's love. We left the first day's sahavas renewed in strength to face our own 

particular problems and sensitive to the reactions of our friends ... There was much discussion, laughter and 

talk at the evening meal: the buzz of conversation of a large and happy family. 

 

On Wednesday, 4 June 1958, Baba woke at 6:00 A.M. and spent the morning giving private interviews at his house. 

He was seated in the room (now known as “Baba's Room”) specially built for him. The room was the only structure 

properly finished for his visit. The four walls, ceiling and floor formed a complete “capsule” inside the otherwise 

metal building, as Francis at the time aimed to one day dismantle it and place it on the very peak of Keil Mountain 

in a more splendid building, worthy of the Avatar. The room was built of Australian hardwood timbers (to “last 700 

years,” Francis reasoned). 

Baba again asked Cynthia Adams whether she would obey him. Cynthia, afraid that she would be sent home, had 

spent a troubled night pondering over this problem and answered, "I will try, Baba, as much as I can." 

"One hundred percent? Will you try 100 percent?" Baba asked. 

"Yes," she replied. 

Cynthia later remembered exactly how she felt: 

In 1956 when I first met Baba, I found him quite wonderful, very attentive, intriguing, but also awe-inspiring. 

But on this occasion at Avatar's Abode, I found Baba to be extremely powerful and very, very fierce. He 

terrified the wits out of me, harping on obedience and love — both of which I felt I did not have much of and 

could not do anyway. 

Bill Le Page later wrote: 

Generally throughout this second visit to Australia, Baba was serious, at times unsmiling and withdrawn, and 

certainly more stern than he had been on his first visit. It was as though he intended to quicken the germination 

of the seed of love which he had sown on the first visit, and was less inclined to humor our moods, our “will 

we” or “will we not” love and obey him.175 

 

During Oswald Hall's interview, Baba asked why his wife Betty was not there, and then riveted him with a vivid and 

smiling glance. When Oswald returned home, Betty told him that one morning while sweeping the floor, she was 

absorbed in what she could only call "bliss." It lasted some time, and she knew as it faded that she would never 

forget it, that it would always be there. It was the same morning at the exact time of Oswald's interview. 

During the interviews, the possibility of the Rouse and Bruford families staying on the property arose. Baba 

intimated that after his return to India, he would consider the matter. At the end of June 1958, Baba sent a letter that 

the Rouses and Brufords were to live at Avatar's Abode. The Rouses moved into the farmhouse, and permission was 

granted to the Brufords to construct a home on the property. 

During his interview Robert Rouse was instructed to farm a portion of the Avatar’s Abode property. Bill Le Page 

was instructed to return to Sydney, after Baba left Australia. Baba remarked that both Robert and Bill were one of 

the mandali. 

The interviews lasted until it was time for lunch. After lunch, the group returned and assembled in the large room in 

Baba's house to hear the discourses that had been given at the Meherabad and Myrtle Beach sahavases. 

It was raining, and Baba remarked, "I like your weather with the warm rain. It reminds me of the first sahavas held 

in India in 1955, when it had also rained." Baba also commented on the simplicity of the building, and how it 

reminded him of his early days at Meherabad. 

Baba asked Francis if he thought they were tired, and if they should go out for a while. Bill asked for a ten-minute 

break. Baba hesitated, commenting, "A break is a break …" so all agreed to continue on with the discourses, 

 
175 Ray Kerkhove, Avatar’s Abode, 1958–2008 booklet, p. 5. 



 

 

although several were yawning and looked quite tired. They were dismissed early that afternoon and returned to 

their quarters. 

 

At 8:55 A.M. the following morning, Thursday, 5 June 1958, the group was called to Baba's house. Baba asked if 

they had slept well and those who had not were to stand and say why. Everyone stood as Don read the Prayer of 

Repentance. Baba again stated all were forgiven for their sins and failures up to that moment, including all those 

who loved him but were not able to be present. 

He asked Francis to go outside to see if the weather was suitable for Baba to visit the women's quarters (the old 

farmhouse — later the Rouses’ residence). This is where the food was being prepared during the sahavas. The mist 

had lifted, although it was still cloudy. Francis said it looked like rain, but Baba decided to go anyway. He put on an 

overcoat and was driven down the hill to the farmhouse by John Bruford. Despite his injured hip, Baba went up the 

long staircase and through the house, inspecting the rooms. He called for the cooks. Baba pointed to one bunk and 

was told it was May Lundquist’s. He then pointed to a framed picture of himself by May’s bed. Smiling sweetly, he 

said how dear May was to him and how much she loved him. Then he was driven to see the men's tents, which were 

pitched by the roadside. He leaned on one tent post as he surveyed the tents. 

On his return to his house, he sent for the women. Those who attended remembered it as an intimate, special 

occasion. For instance, Joanna Bruford recalls: 

Baba was just so relaxed! It was just like being at home with your family. He sat there on the bed and beside 

him he had a lot of things that the women mandali had sent out. He leaned over; there was a game going on. He 

was picking out what he would give to whom. It was really lovely to see Baba taking so much time in such a 

little thing. 

The women sat around him on the carpet of his room as Baba leaned against the satin cushions on his bed. Eruch 

was beside him to interpret. Baba spoke to them about Mehera: "Mehera is the purest of women, and she has sent 

her love to you all. She has sent some gifts to give to each of you. After Mehera is Mani, my sister. She has no 

thought of herself and does all for me." 

Baba showed them photographs of Mehera, Mani and the other women mandali and, afterwards, held up four large 

photographs of himself which Mehera had said to give to them. He asked, "Now, to whom should these be given?" 

Joan Bruford said, "I think they should go to the ones whose homes are most visited by Baba lovers." 

So, Baba gave one each to Clarice Adams, Frances Lee, Lorna Rouse and Joan Le Page. Then Baba handed out the 

rest of the gifts, miniature leather sandals and bangles. Before they left, each was given some of Baba's hair by him. 

Two large color-tinted photographs of Baba were handed over with explicit instructions that they be hung in his 

room, one on the inside of the doorway and the other on the outside. 

The women went out onto the verandah, and the men had their turn alone with Baba. Each was given a small pebble 

from Meherabad Hill. Then everyone started returning to the farmhouse, thinking the morning program was over, 

but Baba called them back again to receive his prasad. The children, who had been staying at a nearby farmhouse off 

the property in accordance with Baba’s instructions, were called in first, then the women and finally the men. He 

threw a sweet to a few, but if not caught, it had to be returned to him for a second throw. 

Bill Le Page recalled: 

I was on one side of the house and Francis on the other. Baba looked at Francis, and with me thinking Francis 

was next, I found a candy fair and square in my cupped hands resting in my lap — a distance of about 20 feet 

between Baba and myself! I had not moved. Baba had flicked it toward me without even turning to look where 

I was sitting. 

The group returned to the farmhouse for lunch, and then assembled again at Baba's house at 1:00 P.M. Baba was 

sitting on the verandah, yet he seemed "far away" working intensely. His face was withdrawn and revealed intense 

suffering. Baba had told them: "This sahavas will be unique in the sense that you will witness and share my present 

Universal suffering by being near me as my fortunate companions. Being with the Ancient One who, at the same 

time, will be completely on the human level with you." 

At one point, Baba commented, “In 700 years, Avatar’s Abode will become a place of world pilgrimage.”  

 



 

 

Young Bernard Bruford and Colin Adams had been reluctant to disturb Baba's mood by taking pictures. When the 

boys approached with their cameras and saw the intensity of Baba’s expression, they changed their minds and 

quietly began to withdraw. 

Eruch asked if they wanted to take Baba’s photo. Bernard replied, "Yes, but is it all right? We don’t wish to disturb 

him." Eruch encouraged the boys to go ahead and take a few snapshots, which they did. 

Years later, Eruch remembered the incident and said how pleased he was to have encouraged Bernard because there 

were so few photographs of Baba taken in that "very serious" mood — a mood the mandali were very familiar with, 

but few other persons ever saw. 

After some time, Baba rose and, leaning on Eruch's arm, walked a few steps in the sunlight to the front of the house, 

where he surveyed the beautiful view which extended for miles over many hills to the ocean. Stroking Francis on the 

back, Baba gestured, "You did well in choosing this property." He patted the dog named Prince, who had rolled over 

near him. (The dog had lain down in front of Baba the first day of his arrival.) Baba commented that Prince would 

be reborn as a human. 

The group went inside and Baba asked to show movies taken in India and America, but the electricity had not yet 

been connected to the property. So instead, he asked the men to tell stories and jokes, explaining, “You must either 

make me laugh with your humor, or weep with your love!” he said. He was amused to hear the Australian word for 

papaya — "paw paw." Three of the women had applied a dot between their eyebrows, Indian style, and Baba was 

delighted to see it. John Bruford related three humorous stories. Noel Adams, Oswald Hall and others also told 

several stories and kept Baba chuckling. In return, Baba narrated stories to them about Swami Mangalanand, Balak 

Bhagwan, Godavri Mai and Yogi Shuddhanand Bharati. 

Bill Le Page had brought his father, Roy, to meet Baba again. Baba noticed Roy and beckoned for him to come over. 

Roy knelt before Baba, who gave him a loving embrace. Afterward, everyone filed past Baba and kissed his hand as 

they were leaving. 

 

The Australian group was called to the Meeting Hall at 9:00 A.M. on the last day of the sahavas, Friday, 6 June 1958. 

Baba asked for chalk and directed Eruch to draw three circles on the floor representing the gross, subtle and mental 

worlds. Baba used a hat to represent the false I and then began to explain: 

Your Real I within is playing the part of false I. For example, your Real I has falseness attached to it. Take for 

example Francis. Francis' Real I has falseness attached to it. Gross, subtle, mental worlds and God are all in 

Francis. Francis' Real I is playing the part of the false I. He can see only the gross world. The Real I sees 

backwards. Thus, a step backwards [opposite direction to seeing] is really a step forward. A fifth-plane wali 

takes Francis through to (2) from (1). In the subtle world, many planes are seen, but all are really illusion, such 

as beautiful music, lights, scents, and so forth. A sixth-plane pir or saint takes Francis to the mental world; here 

the direction of seeing is reversed, and Infinite God is seen. On the sixth plane, Francis sees God but does not 

know he is God. In moving from gross to the subtle to the mental world, full consciousness is kept. The Perfect 

Master removes all falseness from the Real I [at this point Baba whisked away the hat], leaving only the Real I. 

The Real I becomes one with Infinity. When the false I is removed, individuality is given. The Real I says: "I 

am God." But, in effect, all individualities are one. Three Perfect Masters all say: "I am God," thus showing 

individuality, yet all are in God. The Perfect Master is the Individualized Ocean, and the Avatar is the 

Oceanized Individuality. It is the Avatar who knows fully that he is in all and all are in him. 

Baba then called for music and more jokes and stories. To Francis and everyone’s embarrassment, no one could 

think of anything appropriate to offer, so there was an uneasy silence. After a while, some began singing Christmas 

carols, but these were rather slow and solemn. Baba seemed displeased, so someone started Waltzing Matilda (a 

jolly folk song and the unofficial Australian anthem). Baba enjoyed this, and all joined in, with Baba tapped and 

moved to the lively, happy tune. Noel Adams played the flute. The group then went for lunch and gathered again at 

1:00 P.M. to bid farewell to Baba. 

After Baba embraced each person, he took his seat in John Bruford's car, with Eruch and Francis in the back. Bill Le 

Page and Robert Rouse followed with the other mandali and the luggage. Everyone waved as Baba's car drove off 

for Brisbane. The lovers had been instructed to remain until the following morning. Baba also instructed that no one 

was to enter Baba’s House for the next two days, and that all had to disperse back to their homes in NSW and 

Victoria, and upon arrival, send Baba a cable from their destinations. 

Baba and the mandali arrived in Brisbane at 4:30 p.m. and stayed again overnight at the cottage in the Bellevue 

Hotel. Baba asked for nothing but plain spinach for his evening meal, but the woman who prepared the meal felt 



 

 

compelled to add a little lemon juice. The spinach returned with the message: “Why add anything when Baba had 

asked for it plain?” It was another lesson in obedience. 

In the morning the four Australians (Francis, John, Bill and Robert), Baba and the four mandali took a flight to 

Sydney and then taxied to Meher House (the Le Page residence), where they settled in for the day. On arrival, there 

was a “mini-crisis” when Bill couldn’t find the keys to the house. In order not to keep Baba waiting, he climbed in 

through a window to allow Baba in. As the others were busy with luggage, Bill found himself alone in the house 

with Baba. Feeling awkward, Bill invited Baba to sit on a bed whilst he hunted for the keys. Baba meekly obeyed, 

but soon reseated himself on the cane chair and watched Bill with amusement. Bill became increasingly nervous and 

said ‘perhaps the keys fell under the floor.’ Baba gestured for Bill to look under the floor. (There was a trapdoor that 

opened up to the dirt floor below.) Bill at this time had an intense fear of snakes, which were common then in the 

bushy surrounds of the house. They often made their nests under houses. Bill nevertheless tried to open the trapdoor 

with a screwdriver. As soon as Bill began, Baba clapped for Bill to stop, and from that moment onwards, Bill never 

again experienced a fear of snakes. 

Baba remarked that he “always felt at home” at Meher House, and he seemed relaxed and comfortable. Baba chatted 

informally, pointing to photos on the walls and saying how they reminded him of his early years (one was of Baba in 

the kamli coat). He instructed the mandali to send a cable to Mehera to inform her he was well and would be 

returning to India. Robert Rouse went to dispatch the cable and also to purchase lunch, coming back with fish, 

cheese and bread. Baba watched as Francis and Bill cooked, and then he served the meal. Baba himself cut the 

cheese for each plate. Bill recalled the Biblical feel of this occasion. 

During the informal gathering, Baba noted Bill’s army hat on the table. Bill explained he was a psychologist in the 

army. Bill was concerned about the effect of his work on the people he dealt with. Knowing his thoughts, Baba 

instructed Bill to take his name each time before he interviewed anyone. 

Bill drove Baba to the airport in the same car in which Baba had ridden during his 1956 visit to Sydney. Baba 

questioned whether it would make the journey safely, and Bill assured him that it would, with a bit more air in the 

tires. They arrived at the airport a few hours early. 

After staying in Australia for five days (the same as he had on first visit in 1956), Baba, accompanied by Eruch, Adi, 

Don and Nariman, departed during the evening of 7 June, on British Airways Flight 713.176 The plane flew via 

Darwin, Singapore and Colombo, and arrived at Bombay's Santa Cruz airport the next evening at 7:15 P.M. It 

refueled in Darwin, where Baba and the mandali were briefly taken to the terminal. (Thus Baba set foot in four of 

Australia’s eight state capitals.) The plane was four hours late — but Baba was arriving ten days ahead of the 

original plan. 

Age observed, “Baba sowed the seed of his love at Avatar's Abode, and because of that it will always blossom there. 

This sacred ground was prepared for future generations, when souls from all over Australia will flock there to find 

refuge in the divinity of the Avatar's grace.” 

 

Almost 1,000 lovers from Bombay and elsewhere had come to the airport to receive Baba. All felt happy to see him 

walking toward them unassisted. It seemed as if the love of his Western lovers had mitigated Baba's pain to some 

degree. His smile radiated as his Indian lovers garlanded him. Baba briefly remarked to them about his trip, stating 

the sahavas programs in America and Australia had been 100 percent to his satisfaction, and he described the 

Westerners' love for him.  

The crowd became unruly and Baba left for Ashiana, where the women mandali were waiting for him.177 The next 

day, 9 June 1958, Baba sent for Savak Kotwal. Savak's health had suffered another setback, and he requested that 

Baba allow him to remain in Bombay again until he felt better, to which Baba agreed. Bhau now did the nightwatch 

alone, which he continued for several years. 

While in Bombay, Eruch’s cousin, Dorab Satha, 29, also had a brief meeting with Baba. About the problem of sex, 

as Baba had explained many times to the mandali, he told Dorab: “A person’s body, however handsome or beautiful 

on the outside, eventually becomes riddled with disease-causing bacteria, pus, et cetera. Beauty is only skin-deep. So 

why run after someone only for the sake of sex?” 

 
176 Coincidentally, on board the same flight from Sydney was Pak Subuh, the Indonesian founder of the 

Subud movement, whom Meredith Starr and his wife followed for a time.  
177 The women mandali (driven by Homa), and Bhau and Waman had come to Bombay on 6 June 1958. 



 

 

On the 9th, Baba sent this telegram to his lovers in America, Europe and Australia: "Arrived India with all you 

lovers in my heart. Inform all." 

In a subsequent letter to them, Baba stated, "The only place that can hold me is the heart. Keep me close with you — 

I am always there." 

 

On the 10th, Baba left Bombay with the mandali in three cars. Baba was driven to Poona where he stayed at Dadi 

Kerawala's quarters in Ganeshkhind Gardens. As soon as he arrived, he found Vishnu and Ramakrishnan waiting for 

him, but their presence upset him. He took Vishnu severely to task, asking why he had left Meherabad without his 

permission. Vishnu kept quiet, and Baba instructed both men to go stand under a tree. Vishnu had, in fact, been 

summoned and had come accordingly. After a while, Baba called them inside and discussed details of a meeting he 

wished to hold at Meherabad on 10 July. 

When Baba returned to India from the West, Sorabji Siganporia had not been present at the airport to receive him. 

He was in Kashmir at the time. Baba called him to Poona and asked, "Did you enjoy Kashmir?" 

"Very much, Baba," he said. 

"Can you visualize all the sights you saw in Kashmir here now?" 

"Not really." 

"Nothing is lasting," Baba emphasized to him, "everything is ephemeral. The enjoyment you had in Kashmir, you do 

not have here because it was not permanent; it was transitory. God alone is eternal; all else is perishable. So keep me 

always in your thoughts and in the future don't miss such an opportunity again." 

On Saturday, 14 June 1958, after a four-day visit to Poona, Baba returned to Meherazad in Meherjee’s car driven by 

Homa Dadachanji. The mandali rode with Adi Sr. Baba visited Meherabad practically daily from the 15th, 

instructing Pendu, Padri and Vishnu about arrangements for the 10 July meeting.  

Homa stayed at Meherazad at this time to drive Baba. His leg had been operated upon, and consequently he could 

not sit on the ground or squat in the toilet. So he hit upon a novel stratagem whenever he felt the urge to evacuate his 

bowels. After letting Baba off at Meherabad, he would drive a distance away, answer the call of nature while 

standing in a field and then return. Once, on his way back to Meherabad, he was caught in a shower of rain and the 

car got stuck in the mud. With the utmost difficulty he managed to extract it; yet, before he returned, Baba had 

already finished his work. Baba was waiting and was about to leave with Jim Mistry, who was also staying in 

Meherabad for a few days. 

Baba asked Homa where he had been with the car. Homa replied, "To the toilet." Baba remarked, "This is the 

strangest story I have ever heard. What type of yoga are you doing? You go to the toilet with a car?" Homa had to 

make a clean breast of his predicament, and Baba laughed and observed, "What a wonderful yoga! Your yoga I 

name as Yograja [King of all yogas]!" 

Deshmukh arrived in Ahmednagar on 16 June and then went to Meherazad where he stayed for several days. 

On the 18th, a Life Circular was issued, giving special instructions for Silence Day that year. The circular also 

stated: "No one should write anything to Baba or his mandali until July 10, 1958." 

On 20 June, Adi informed those invited about the meeting, at which Baba was to give his “Universal Message.” 

About 200 lovers (eight of them women) were invited, and they were instructed to arrive one day before, on the 9th 

of July. 

During his recent visit to the West, Baba had informed certain lovers that he would send specific instructions for 

them to observe for 40 days beginning 14 July, and he now began dictating letters about this. He did so for lovers in 

the East, as well. Some were told to fast, for example. Saib Asmi of Lahore was instructed to remain inside a room 

for 40 days and not to step out of it except to use the toilet. He was ordered to observe silence during that period and 

eat only once a day. Others were told to give up one “cherished item,” such as a favorite food or drink, or smoking. 

Many were told to softly repeat aloud 500 times a day in one sitting: “Beloved God, Thy Will has come to pass in 

that all our Baba has declared will soon come to pass this year.” 

Sorabji Siganporia and his son Noshir had interviews with Baba at Meherazad on 21 June, as did Savak Kotwal. 

Baba gave his permission for Savak to stay in Bombay with his family, due to his poor health. 

On Wednesday, 2 July 1958, a special showing of the films of Baba's 1954 Andhra Tour, the February 1958 

Meherabad Sahavas and the 1956 trip to America (taken by Charmian Duce) was arranged. The films were shown at 



 

 

the Sarosh Cinema from 8:30 till 11:30 a.m. The Meherazad women and all those from Meherabad attended. Baba 

took the women to Meherabad two days later. 

 

The social worker Sadhu Vaswani, of Saint Mira High School in Poona, invited Baba to pay a return visit there. 

Baba accepted and set Sunday, 6 July 1958, for the occasion. The night before, Baba had a high fever and was 

unable to pass either urine or stool. He tried several times, but without success. Still, at 7:00 A.M., he left for Poona 

with Eruch, Bhau and Jalbhai, stopping in Ahmednagar to pick up Dhake. Homa Dadachanji was driving. Because 

of Baba's indisposition, he was not in a good mood. 

Along the way, the car was halted under a tree, and Baba tried to urinate behind a white sheet held around him by 

the men. Another car happened to drive past. Recognizing Baba's car, it too halted. The passengers alighted and 

asked Jalbhai if they could quickly take Baba's darshan. The Avatar was suffering unimaginably, and on top of it, his 

devotees were seeking his darshan! Without passing urine, Baba returned to the car, and the people approached him. 

Smiling, Baba greeted them. After they had left, he complained, "I have a high fever, I cannot piddle, there is much 

pain and discomfort — but to please others, I have to smile." 

Baba was given a splendid reception by Sadhu Vaswani. As soon as he arrived at Saint Mira High School, a rapid 

change overtook him. Baba's face blossomed like a rose and joy flowed from his sweet expression. 

A bhajan program was held, and Baba also spoke privately with Vaswani and a few others in a separate room. 

Vaswani's secretary asked, "Baba, when will I realize God?" Baba did not answer, so the man said, "Baba, why don't 

you answer me? There are so many questions I wish to ask." 

Baba responded: 

There is only one question. And once you know the answer to that question, there are no more questions to ask. 

In fact, there are not two questions. There is only the one Original Question. And to that one Original Question 

there is only one Final Answer. In between the Original Question and the Final Answer, there are innumerable 

false answers. 

From out of the depths of unbroken Infinity arose the Question: "Who am I?" And to that one Question there is 

the only Answer: "I am God!" 

God is Infinite; therefore His shadow, too, must be infinite. Reality is infinite in its Oneness; illusion is infinite 

in its duality. The one Question, arising from the oneness of the Infinite, goes through a maze of answers 

infinitely unending in the duality of illusion. 

So, before you arrive at that Final Real Answer, there are countless false answers to be received, tested and 

discarded — such as "I am stone … I am bird … I am animal … I am man … I am woman … I am great … I 

am small," and so on, and so on, ad infinitum. These “answers” are as distorted echoes resounding from the 

hollow forms of unending nothingness, repeatedly misleading until finally leading to the right answer, the one 

and Final Answer, "I am God!" 

So stop giving yourself false answers, and then you will realize God. 

Dada Vaswani had many followers, all of whom Baba allowed darshan. Baba appeared to be in a happy mood. 

Homa was to drive Baba back to Ahmednagar in Meherjee's car. Meherjee's wife brought the car to Saint Mira High 

School and handed the keys to Homa, who locked the car. Baba was occupied with giving darshan, and Homa was 

gazing at him as if entranced. Joy and happiness prevailed in this pleasant atmosphere. Seeing Baba's smile had a 

wonderful effect. 

Suddenly Homa remembered the keys and discovered he had locked them inside the car. He became nervous, went 

to tell Meherjee. Meherjee told Homa to go quickly to his house and bring a duplicate set. The darshan was about to 

end. Homa took another car and was able to return just as Baba was stepping out of the hall. Baba left with the 

mandali in Meherjee's car for Meherazad, and remarked on the way, "No stool, no urine, but the work done was 

quite good!" 

Baba was in a cheerful mood, and when informed of Homa's blunder, he remarked to him, "I am so happy today that 

I forgive you. Now, drive fast." 

Baba's fever left him and his face glowed with triumph, as if he had won a major victory. Throughout the previous 

night, Bhau witnessed how restless Baba appeared. Goher had tried her best to make him urinate, administering 

diuretics and other preparations, but all her efforts were to no avail. Baba had been in a wretched mood when they 

set out for Poona. But after the darshan, a transformation had taken place, so the mandali concluded that Baba was in 

fact suffering only for others. He had to do some special inner work at Saint Mira High School, and it manifested in 



 

 

this physical way. His real work was to take the burden of others' sanskaras upon himself, and it was the sole cause 

of his suffering. 

Back at Meherazad that evening, Baba went to the toilet, cleared his bowels and urinated freely. At night when Bhau 

was on nightwatch, Baba passed the night in a fine mood and appeared in splendid health. 

“It was always the case,” Age noted. “Baba suffered every moment of his life on earth. But before or after certain 

functions such as a sahavas or darshan program, or his work in seclusion, his suffering in some way would increase 

unimaginably, and his entire physical being would appear crushed to pieces. Yet, when he was among his lovers, he 

was smiling and beaming, and none of them had any idea of his pain. But the inner circle knew well how Baba 

suffered for his lovers and the universe. Truly, day and night, he was worshiping himself in his lovers and, on 

account of this, he had to shoulder and bear their good and bad impressions, which physically caused havoc to his 

health. He would give joy to others, but suffer for their benefit.” 

 

Kumar had been instructed to bring the great mast Nilkanthwala from Rishikesh. Several months before, Kumar had 

been ordered to do the same thing, but Nilkanthwala had refused to come. But in July 1958, when Kumar 

approached the mast, he found that it was as if the mast himself were ready for some long journey! Before Kumar 

was able to pay his respects, Nilkanthwala ordered him to sit in front of him (communicating through gestures as he 

was observing silence). After a while, Kumar asked him to come with him to Ahmednagar to meet Baba. The mast 

conveyed his willingness by clapping his hands loudly. Nilkanthwala continued observing silence and remained in a 

particular posture during almost the entire train ride. Once, Kumar took him to the dining car, where Nilkanthwala 

ate his meal with a spoon. To watch this half-naked fakir eating his supper with a spoon, and the reactions to him by 

the cultured passengers and military officials observing, was an amusing sight Kumar never forgot. 

They arrived in Ahmednagar on 6 July 1958 and were taken to Meherazad. Nilkanthwala was given a separate room, 

and Baidul was told to look after him. Ramjoo also arrived the same day from Satara. Baba would occasionally call 

Ramjoo to Meherazad for a few days. This time he was told to reside there until the 11th. 

Traveling from Delhi, Principal Niranjan Singh and his wife, Professor Jagindar Singh and his wife, and Lala 

Tehlram arrived in Meherabad on the 7th. Baba came to Meherabad to meet them the next day. During their 

discussion, Baba remarked to Niranjan, "Compared with your love, your wife's love for me is greater." 

Niranjan Singh replied, "That is true, Baba." 

The topic turned to the Realization of God and Baba asked, "Why should God-realization be given to you, and not to 

my mandali, who have been staying with me, serving me day and night for years? If I wish, I can even give God-

realization to a stranger passing by the roadside. It depends on my whim!" 

Baba explained about gurus who “initiate” disciples by whispering some word in their ear, such as a mantra. Baba 

had this couplet of Kabir's recited: 

He who bestows grace through the whisper of a divine word in the ear 

Is a master of the limited, not the Unlimited. 

The Masters of the Unlimited are only the Sadgurus. 

Baba said, "The Sadguru has not to know, he knows. He knows that there is nothing to know." 

He also stated: 

Believe me, I am the Ancient One. There is no doubt about it. I am not this body that you see. It is only a cloak. 

I am infinite consciousness. I sit with you, play with you and laugh with you; but [remember], I am 

simultaneously working on all the planes of consciousness! I have before me walis and pirs, yogis and saints, 

who are me in different forms, for I am the Core [center] rooted in everyone and in everything. An infinite 

number of branches spread out from me. It is I who work through you all and suffer for you all. 

Understanding has no meaning. Love has meaning. Obedience has more meaning. Holding of my daaman has 

most meaning. 

I know three things: I am the Avatar in every sense of the word. Whatever I do is the expression of my 

unbounded love. I suffer infinite agony eternally through your ignorance. What sustains me in my Universal 

suffering is bliss, plus my infinite sense of humor. The amusing incidents that arise at the expense of none, 

lighten my burden. 

So always think of me; remain cheerful in all situations, and I am there to help you. 



 

 

Niranjan Singh and the others were impressed with his explanations, and Baba then returned to Meherazad. 

For Silence Day that year, Adi had sent out a circular in June which stated: 

On July 10, 1958, none of [Baba's] lovers should fast or observe silence as done in previous years on the same 

day. Instead, Baba wants his lovers to do this: 

Exactly at twelve midnight (your local time) of the 9th of July 1958, i.e., during the zero hour of July 10 

immediately after July 9 is over, repeat seven times audibly in your mother tongue or in English, whichever is 

convenient to you: "Beloved God, Thy Will has come to pass." 

 

According to Baba's instructions, 180 lovers and devotees, including the mandali, from different parts of India 

assembled in Meherabad on Wednesday, 9 July 1958, for a special meeting.178 Maharani Shantadevi, the Rani of 

Kurundwad and her son, and the Maharaja of Bhor were also present. Similarly, Rajnikant Upadhyaya (of Jabalpur) 

also came to Meherabad for the first time. Other than these, only close longtime lovers and workers had been invited 

to the meeting.179 

Baba arrived at Meherabad in the afternoon and met individually with his lovers. Koduri Krishna Rao was instructed 

about his proposal to house a life-sized statue of Baba in the Mehersthan Center in Andhra. He was told that the 

entire edifice should be built with his own money, and that it should be opened for universal worship to all without 

distinction. 

To Was Deo Kain and his wife, Baba commented, “If people tell you that Baba has performed this or that miracle, 

let the story go in one ear and out the other. My greatness does not lie in performing miracles. My greatness lies in 

suffering for humanity, because I love all.” He added: “Love me and you will be loving God. And God is to be loved 

honestly. What is known as virtue and sin is nothing but strength and weakness.” 

Baba gave darshan to the Arangaon villagers, and afterwards everyone gathered in the hall at lower Meherabad. 

Baba said: "Whatever I am going to say tomorrow is of the utmost importance. You should pay close attention to 

every word. Leaving aside all worldly worries and thoughts, keep your mind focused here. You are now tired from 

your long journeys, and at midnight you have to keep awake. So don't get up early. Have four or five hours of good 

sleep so that your health will be good, and when you sit before me you will feel fresh and happy and digest what I 

say." 

After inquiring about each person's health and joking with them for a while, Baba returned to Meherazad in the 

evening. 

At night, the Andhra 1954 and American 1956 films of Baba's darshan tours were shown in the hall, after which the 

group eagerly waited until twelve o’clock when they were to repeat the sentence given by Baba. A ring of the bell 

indicated midnight, the dhuni was lit, according to Baba's wish, and the whole of Meherabad echoed with the 

whispered cries of "Beloved God, Thy Will has come to pass!" Soon after the dhuni was lit, it began raining, 

breaking the long drought that year. 

 

On the morning of Thursday, 10 July 1958, Baba arrived in Meherabad around seven o'clock and spent an hour in 

his cabin discussing his work with various groups. He entered the hall at 8:00 A.M. It was damp and chilly, and the 

sky was overcast, making it somewhat dark in the hall. Baba asked that the verandah curtains be rolled up to admit 

more light, joking, "It’s so dark in here, I won't be able to catch those who doze!" Padri appeared with a lighted 

Petromax lantern, and Baba added, "Now, be careful; I will see those who feel drowsy." 

Maharani Shantadevi and the Rani of Kurundwad garlanded Baba. Garlanding was prohibited in the meeting, but 

Baba allowed it this time. Taking off the garlands, he put them aside on the table next to him. He then commented, 

"I have heard much praise for the Bombay bhajan group. Where are they?" 

Keshav Nene, Gulabdas Panchal and Kishore Mistry came forward, and Baba asked them to sing two devotional 

songs. Those gathered were sitting very close to Baba, causing him to joke, "The Spaceless One needs some space!" 

Everyone moved back as the Bombay group sang. As they were singing, Baba picked up the garlands by his side 

and put them around his neck again. 

 
178 See Appendix F for a complete list of those who attended.  
179 Godavri Mai was invited, but was unable to attend due to indisposition. Adi Sr. was sent to Sakori on 22 

July to give her Baba’s messages. 



 

 

When the singing was over, Baba stated, "After nine o'clock, none should come to me, bow down to me, embrace 

me or take my picture. This time I have invited some select ones through whom my ‘Universal Message’ will be 

spread throughout the world. Listen to it carefully and take it in with all your heart." 

Keshav Nigam presented to Baba two recent copies of the Hindi magazine Meher Pukar. Baba inquired about the 

sleep and health of some, and remarked to Shantadevi, "Last night, after a long time, I finally slept well. I feel very 

rested and peaceful here." 

Bachoobhai of Navsari began to sing a bhajan. While he was singing, Haribhai Patel of Bajwa, in an outburst of 

emotion, began loudly singing in unison. Patel's singing was so loud it made Baba laugh. Regarding Bachoobhai, 

Baba observed, "Besides being a good singer, he is also my good lover. And Dr. Bharucha has saved him from 

falling prey to consumption." 

Introducing Keshav, Baba stated, "He is the chief worker of Hamirpur District, and we have selected some gems 

from the whole district." Baba asked all from Hamirpur to stand. They included Bhavani Prasad, Laxmichand 

Paliwal, Gaya Prasad Khare and Babu Ramprasad. Baba declared, "They go from door to door and sing my praises. 

When they meet, they greet each other with Jai Baba! The whole district is flooded with my love, and even the 

children shout Jai Baba!” 

With much devotion, Keshav read his Meher Chalisa poem. Madhusudan then sang Baba's Hindi arti with the Poona 

bhajan group. Baba repeated, "No garlanding, no bowing down, no embracing, no taking photographs after nine 

o'clock. I wish you to be absolutely 100 percent attentive to what I am going to tell you." 

He then asked, "Who couldn't sleep last night?" Several put up their hands, and Baba inquired the reasons. Dr. 

Dhanapathy Rao said he could not explain his sleeplessness; Niranjan Singh said he could not sleep because it was 

not his usual time of retiring. Pritam Singh said he had a bad cold and had not been able to do the repetition at 

midnight. Baba made him repeat the sentence "Beloved God, Thy Will has come to pass!" seven times in his 

presence and commented, "He is my very old lover." 

Baba then observed: "Some things I will tell you today which have connection with the 10th of July. This time I 

have not invited the women. Last time, they were called to the sahavas. But some women are present whom I will 

introduce." He introduced Maharani Shantadevi, the Rani of Kurundwad and her son the Raja of Kurundwad, the 

Maharaja of Bhor, Mrs. Sardar Raste and Mrs. Prabha Kain. The women were accommodated on Meherabad Hill, 

whereas the men stayed in lower Meherabad. 

About Maharani Shantadevi, Baba stated, "I am happy with Shantadevi that on my mere asking, she places her 

Guruprasad Palace in Poona at my disposal. She had not seen me before, but she had love and reverence for me. I 

am not happy because she is a maharani or because she has wealth. I am pleased with her because she possesses 

honest love." 

Regarding Mrs. Niranjan Singh, Baba stated, "Her love for me compared with her husband's is greater. Niranjan, 

isn't it true?" He replied affirmatively. 

Baba asked Professor Jagindar Singh, "Is your love for me more than your wife's?" 

He replied, "We both love you equally." 

Referring to Sanjeevani Dhakephalkar, Baba observed, "She is a well-educated person and loves me. She is a social 

worker and also gives lectures in Hindi." 

Regarding Gunatai Gadekar, Baba commented, "She is the mother of Digambar, who has recently passed his M.Sc. 

[master's degree in science] first class. I had told him that if he did not pass as I wished [first class], I would not see 

his face again. Really, he has done so brilliantly, and I am happy with him." 

About Subhadra Bundellu, Baba remarked, "She is an excellent singer, and Madhusudan composes the songs." 

Baba then asked who had not read Life At Its Best. Those who did not have copies were each given one as a gift. 

Baba addressed Mrs. Niranjan Singh, "The book is written in English, so you will have to catch hold of Niranjan and 

learn everything about it from him!" 

Baba allowed a five-minute break, and calling Niranjan Singh and Jagindar Singh to him, he praised their balance of 

head and heart. At this time, some men fell at Baba's feet which he did not like, but he forgave them. Gadekar also 

wanted to bow down, but Baba strongly reprimanded him, so none of the others dared offer obeisance. 

After everyone had assembled, Baba stated: "I had told you in the sahavas not to send me any sort of gift. I again tell 

you today that no one should send me any cash money or money order, or to Adi, as I have asked Adi not to accept 

any gifts. So, don't trouble him to send your money back. Remember this. It is important and that’s why I am 

stressing it. 



 

 

"Last night, you must have seen the film of Andhra and the one taken at the Myrtle Beach Center on the ocean. It 

has 500 acres of land. Elizabeth Patterson has given it to me and it stands in my name. When I was in Myrtle Beach, 

I gathered all those at sahavas around me and informed them that the time was near, and therefore there should no 

longer be any property in my name, and on my own, I transferred the Center to them." 

When Kutumba Sastri was translating Baba's words into Telugu, Baba interrupted, asking, "I was listening to what 

Kutumba Sastri was saying. But I fail to understand why the word garu is always coupled to my name?" 

Sastri explained, "In Telugu, the word Babagaru is the same as Babaji."(The suffix ji is a term of respect in Hindi.) 

Baba proceeded: "Neither Meherabad nor Meherazad is in my name. Only the site of my final resting place remains 

in my name. 

"Now the Parvardigar Prayer will be recited. It is [also] called the Master's Prayer, and no one should say it out loud 

here. During the prayer, forget everything else and concentrate on the words of the prayer and on me." 

Don then read the prayer, which Kutumba Sastri rendered in Telugu, Keshav Nigam in Hindi, and Dhake in Marathi. 

Baba then declared: "I am the Ancient One, and I have the divine authority to forgive anyone of anything!" 

Moments after Baba declared this, Ravikant Rawal implored Baba to forgive him for his sins, and the interruption 

displeased Baba greatly. He directed everyone to leave the hall for five minutes, and the atmosphere turned quite 

serious. Baba's mood underwent a sudden and grave change, and when the group had reassembled, he corrected 

Rawal, "If I am Baba, do I not know your heart or listen to your heart's voice? What is the need to tell me to forgive 

you?" Baba forgave him for the mistake. 

Recalling the game of atya-patya, Baba asked Dhake to explain its rules to those present, which he did. Baba added, 

"In this game, if some outsider obstructs a player, he is called manus-ghan [a dirty man] and the term can well be 

applied to Rawal!" 

Baba asked him, "Did you follow what I just said?" Rawal shook his head no. Baba commented, "You are full of fat 

but no brains!" 

He asked Adi Sr. and Burjor Mehta to take Rawal outside and explain it to him. When they returned, Baba addressed 

Rawal, "Your action displeased me, but you are not to blame for it. Only Baba is to be blamed." 

After a while, on Baba's asking, Eruch recited the Prayer of Repentance and afterwards, Baba stated: 

Now I will give you my final message and suggestion. Thereafter, my final discourse will be read to you. How 

lucky you are that you have the opportunity to hear the Avatar's last message and last discourse in his presence. 

After this, you will not have to listen to any more messages or discourses from the Avatar. So try to pay close 

attention to them. After leaving, inform my lovers about everything that took place here. Spread my last 

message far and wide. Try to give this message to all, irrespective of whether one believes in me or not. It is 

universal and for all. 

After nine o'clock, you are not to touch my feet nor bow down to me, nor are you to acclaim me, nor when I 

leave after finishing my work are you to follow me. 

From the 14th of July to the 30th of November [1958], no one should try to see me or any of my mandali at 

Meherazad or Meherabad, or to correspond with me or them. No one should send me telegrams under any 

circumstances, even in the case of the greatest trouble or anyone's death. I have also instructed Adi not to come 

to Meherazad during this period, nor go to Meherabad. He can come only when I call him for some work. I 

have also ordered him to return any gift in cash or kind sent to me. So do not unnecessarily burden Adi's work 

by making him return your money or money orders. During this period, none of the Meherazad mandali can go 

to Meherabad, and vice versa, neither can they correspond with anyone. This rule applies equally to all my 

mandali — those at Meherazad and Meherabad both. 

You know how important Eruch is for my work. By remaining by my side, he serves me 24 hours a day, keeps 

watch by my side, reads my signs and gestures, looks after my smallest chores, and in addition, he handles the 

correspondence. But, for the first time, during this period [of four and one-half months] I will keep him in 

Meherabad away from me. 

From this, you can grasp the significance of my instructions. Follow them completely and make other lovers 

follow them. 

Baba also remarked to those present: "I have not called you here for any meeting, sahavas, darshan or interview, but 

to hear what I am about to declare to you." 

 



 

 

Baba's words created a very serious atmosphere in the hall. Thereafter, Eruch read “Meher Baba's Universal 

Message”: 

I have come not to teach but to awaken. Understand therefore that I lay down no precepts. 

Throughout eternity I have laid down principles and precepts, but mankind has ignored them. Man's inability to 

live God's words makes the Avatar's teaching a mockery. Instead of practicing the compassion he taught, man 

has waged crusades in his name. Instead of living the humility, purity and truth of his words, man has given 

way to hatred, greed and violence. 

Because man has been deaf to the principles and precepts laid down by God in the past, in this present Avataric 

form I observe silence. You have asked for and been given enough words — it is now time to live them. To get 

nearer and nearer to God you have to get further and further away from I, "my," "me" and "mine." You have 

not to renounce anything but your own self. It is as simple as that, though found to be almost impossible. It is 

possible for you to renounce your limited self by my grace. I have come to release that grace. 

I repeat, I lay down no precepts. When I release the tide of Truth which I have come to give, men's daily lives 

will be the living precept. The words I have not spoken will come to life in them. 

I veil myself from man by his own curtain of ignorance, and manifest my glory to a few. My present Avataric 

form is the last incarnation of this cycle of time, hence my manifestation will be the greatest. When I break my 

silence, the impact of my love will be universal and all life in creation will know, feel and receive of it. It will 

help every individual to break himself free from his own bondage in his own way. I am the Divine Beloved 

who loves you more than you can ever love yourself. The breaking of my silence will help you to help yourself 

in knowing your real Self. 

All this world confusion and chaos was inevitable and no one is to blame. What had to happen has happened; 

and what has to happen will happen. There was and is no way out except through my coming in your midst. I 

had to come, and I have come. I am the Ancient One. 

 

Eruch then read what Baba had called his "suggestion" to his lovers titled “Share with Me in My Final Work”: 

My recent trip to America and Australia will remain my last visit to the West. This was one of two points which 

I made very clear during my sahavas there. The second point is also applicable to my lovers in the East; and 

that is, henceforth, none should expect or seek from me any discourses, darshan, sahavas or interviews. 

This is because the time for the breaking of my silence is nearer than ever before, and I must complete 

everything in that connection within six months, from the 14th of July 1958. I may also have to drop my body. 

During the three recent sahavas gatherings in India, America and Australia, I entrusted a particular duty to one 

of my men in each of these countries. Special instructions and orders have been sent to those who attended my 

sahavas in America and Australia, and I am giving certain instructions to a number of my lovers in the East. 

To share with me in my final work during the next six months, all who think of me should try to love me more 

and more, and should not fail to carry out the principal orders that I may have given them. 

 

Finally, before the meeting came to an end, this “final discourse” by Baba, titled “God Alone Is,” was read by 

Eruch: 

Infinite Consciousness is infinite. Thus, it can never lessen at any point in time or space. Infinite Consciousness, 

being infinite, includes every aspect of consciousness. Unconsciousness is one of the aspects of Infinite 

Consciousness. Thus, Infinite Consciousness includes unconsciousness. It sustains, covers, pierces through and 

provides an end to unconsciousness — which flows from and is consumed by Infinite Consciousness. 

In order to assert Infinite Consciousness unequivocally, I declare that I have Infinite Consciousness; and I can 

do this most emphatically because I am Infinite Consciousness. I am everything, and I am beyond — beyond 

everything. 

I am ever conscious that I am in you, while you are never conscious that I am in you. Daily, I support you and 

share your consciousness. Now I want you to uphold me and share my consciousness one day. 

Man, being unconscious of actually possessing the never-ending conscious experience that God is everything, 

and all else is nothing, feels everything is: Air is. Water is. Fire is. Earth is. Light is. Darkness is. Stone is. Iron 

is. Vegetation is. Insect is. Fish is. Bird is. Beast is. Man is. Good is. Bad is. Pain is. Pleasure is. Thus, there is 

no end to all that is until he arrives at "Nothing is" and instantaneously realizes that "God Is." 



 

 

It is not easy for man to accept and keep on accepting under all circumstances, that God IS. Even after his firm 

acceptance that God is, it is supremely difficult, though not impossible, for him to realize what he has firmly 

accepted. Realization means that instead of being fully conscious that he is man, man becomes fully conscious 

that he is God, was God, has always been God and will ever remain God. 

Knowingly or unknowingly, man is ever seeking the goal, which is to realize his true Self. The very nearest and 

innermost to man is his soul, but the fun of it is that he feels far, far away from it. There appears no end to his 

journeys toward the goal, through the numberless highways and byways of life and death, although the fact is 

there is no distance to cover. Having achieved full consciousness as man, he has arrived at his destination, and 

now possesses the capacity to become conscious of his soul. Still he is unable to realize this divine destiny, 

because his consciousness remains completely focused on his perverted, limited, finite self — the mind — 

which ironically has been the medium of achieving consciousness. 

Before he can know who he is, man has to unlearn the mass of illusory knowledge he has burdened himself 

with on the interminable journey from unconsciousness to consciousness. It is only through love that you can 

begin to unlearn, thus eventually putting an end to all that you do not know. God-Love penetrates all illusion, 

while no amount of illusion can penetrate God-Love. 

Start learning to love God by beginning to love those whom you cannot. You will find that in serving others 

you are serving yourself. The more you remember others with kindness and generosity, the less you remember 

yourself; and the less you can remember yourself the more you forget yourself. And when you completely 

forget yourself, you find me as the source of all love. 

Give up parroting in all its aspects. Start practicing whatever you truly feel to be true and justly to be just. Do 

not make a show of your faith and beliefs. You have not to give up your religion but to give up clinging to the 

outer crust of mere ritual and ceremonies. To get to the fundamental core of Truth underlying all religions, 

reach beyond religion. 

Through endless time, God's greatest gift is continuously given in silence. But when mankind becomes 

completely deaf to the thunder of His Silence, God incarnates as man. The Unlimited assumes the limited to 

shake maya-drugged humanity to a consciousness of its true destiny and to give a spiritual push to the world by 

his physical presence on earth. He uses the body for his Universal work, to be discarded in final sacrifice, as 

soon as it has served its purpose. 

God has come again and again in various forms, has spoken again and again in different languages the same one 

Truth — but how many are there that live up to it? Instead of making Truth the vital breath of his life, man 

compromises by making over and over again a mechanical religion of it, as a handy staff to lean on in time of 

adversity, as a soothing balm for his conscience or as a tradition to be followed in the footsteps of the past. 

Man's inability to live God's words makes them a mockery. How many Christians follow Christ's teaching to 

"turn the other cheek" or to "love thy neighbor as thyself?" How many Muslims follow Muhammad's precept to 

"hold God above everything else?" How many Hindus "bear the Torch of Righteousness at all cost?" How 

many Buddhists live the "life of pure compassion" expounded by Buddhism? How many Zoroastrians "think 

truly, speak truly and act truly?" 

God's Truth cannot be ignored; and thus, by mankind's ignorance and weakness, a tremendous adverse reaction 

is produced, and the world finds itself in a cauldron of suffering through wars, hate, conflicting ideologies and 

Nature's rebellion, in the form of floods, famines, earthquakes and other disasters. Ultimately, when the apex is 

reached, God manifests anew in human form to guide mankind in the destruction of its self-created evil, that it 

may be reestablished in the Divine Truth. 

My silence and the imminent breaking of my silence is to save mankind from the monumental forces of 

ignorance, and to fulfill the Divine Plan of universal unity. The breaking of my silence will reveal to mankind 

the universal oneness of God, which will bring about the universal brotherhood of man. My silence had to be. 

The breaking of my silence has to be — soon. 

 

After the three messages were read, Baba asked Thirumala Rao to take medicine from Don for the cold he was 

suffering from, because he had to travel a long distance home. At the start of the meeting, Baba instructed that, 

except for the Andhra group, everyone should leave the hall at 11:00 A.M. When the reading of the three messages 

was finished, it was 10:50 A.M., but Baba stated, "According to Baba-time, it is past eleven o’clock and so you all 

must leave now!" Baba also left for his cabin. He was in such a serious mood that none dared ask him anything. 

Baba called the Andhra group to his cabin and met with them for an hour. 

Then he came out. He was in the same somber mood. All lovers were standing quietly at a distance. Without looking 

at anyone, Baba took his seat in the car and departed for Meherazad. The out-of-town lovers were subdued. They 



 

 

had never experienced Baba in such a mood, and his apparent indifference toward them deeply wounded their 

hearts. They were taken aback, and their minds and hearts were thrown into a tumult as they contemplated the 

critical significance of the coming seclusion. 

But, as Age explained, “The lovers did not know that the Wine can wound, and the deeper the wound the more one 

experiences what can only be described as ‘painful joy.’ It is the nature of Wine: one suffers yet longs for more.” 

The lovers were unable to bear the pain after Baba's departure, and the gods wept tears of rain in sympathy. In this 

downpour, most of the lovers departed from Meherabad the same day to spread Baba's message. Their lips did not 

acclaim the Divine Beloved, nor was there happiness in their hearts — only the painful wound.” 

Baba paid a surprise visit to Meherabad the next day, 11 July, at 11:00 A.M. The remainder of the group who had 

attended the meeting were packed and about to leave. Baba was in a fiery temper. The cause of his bad mood was 

that when his car had driven up to the verandah of the main building, there was a gap of a foot or so, and a puddle a 

half-inch deep had collected. Baba fumed, "Why wasn't a wooden plank or stool kept between the footboard and the 

edge of the verandah for me to step on? Do you all want me to drown in this pool, or slip and break my neck?" 

Turning to Keki Nalavala, he asked, "You come so far from Dehra Dun to greet me, and you have no sense to guard 

and protect me? This puddle of water looks small to you, but it was as difficult for me to cross as it was for Ram to 

cross Adam's Gulf to reach Ceylon!" 

Those gathered were taken aback by Baba's anger, but soon his lion rage changed into a lamb's gentleness. He bade 

them all to have their lunch, and he embraced them. The group then left Meherabad, and the reason for Baba's 

sudden outburst was revealed when they reached Manmad that night. Because of incessant rains in the Western 

Ghats and elsewhere, no direct trains were available. They were forced to board several different trains, and most 

reached their destinations many hours later — but all reached safely. 

 

Yogi Shuddhanand Bharati (who had attended the Meherabad meeting) met Baba at Meherazad on the 11th, and 

Baba ordered him to observe silence from 14 July until December. 

On Sunday, 13 July 1958, Baba was driven back to Meherabad with Eruch and Kaikobad. Nariman, Meherjee, Jim 

Mistry, Homa, Ramjoo, Jalbhai and Sadashiv Patil had been staying in Meherabad since a few days prior to the 

meeting. They were sent back to their homes. Baba returned to Meherazad, leaving Eruch and Kaikobad in 

Meherabad. 

During this period of seclusion of 1958, Pendu, Padri, Vishnu, Eruch, Kaikobad, Don, Sidhu and Bala Tambat 

stayed in Meherabad. Living on Meherabad Hill were Mansari and Kaikobad's family. In the Family Quarters near 

Arangaon were Jangle Master with his family, and Rama, Sheela and Mehernath Kalchuri, along with Walu Pawar. 

Staying in Meherazad with Baba were Kaka, Baidul, Bhau and Aloba. Kumar and Pukar were also there 

temporarily, as was the mast Nilkanthwala. The six women mandali at Meherazad consisted of Mehera, Mani, 

Goher, Meheru, Naja and Rano. Except for these few men and women, no one else was called to Meherazad until 

November of that year. 

From 14 July, Baba's complete and total seclusion began. That same day the king of Iraq (Faisal II) was executed, as 

the Iraqi monarchy was overthrown by an army coup. The following day, United States marines landed in Lebanon, 

and British troops soon followed into Jordan. Nilkanthwala was heard to comment, “The West enters Mecca and 

Medina.” 

  



 

 

Chapter 34: TOTAL SECLUSION 

From July 1958, Meher Baba began a series of seclusions, which would last on and off until the end of his life. The 

current seclusion, begun on Monday, 14 July 1958, was distinct from all those previously undergone. During this 

“total” seclusion, Baba completely severed his connection with the outside world of his lovers. All incoming and 

outgoing correspondence was banned. In addition, Baba kept his Meherazad and Meherabad mandali completely 

separated from each other; no one was to step out of the limits of his or her respective areas. Even when Adi Sr., 

Baba's official public secretary, was called from Ahmednagar to Meherazad, he was only to speak with Kaka Baria 

and could not meet any of the other men. 

Before starting his seclusion on the 14th, Baba distributed many of his used sadras and coats among the mandali and 

staff. He then instructed the men: "From now until the end of November, I do wish that there be no occasion for me 

to become angry or dissatisfied with any of you. Don't say anything that may displease or upset me. Do your duties 

faithfully and remain happy in all circumstances. Have love between yourselves and do not bring up complaints 

against each other. When I am engaged in doing my mast work, you should be particularly quiet at that time. By 

following these instructions you will help me." 

To the women, he stated: "These four and a half months from 14 July will be the most intense phase of my inner 

working, which will accelerate after the 21st [July], and its universal effect will be tremendous." 

Again he repeated, "The time is very near." 

The first 40 days of the seclusion, from 14 July to 22 August, was deemed by Baba to be a special period. During 

these 40 days, Baba had instructed Eruch in Meherabad, Sam Cohen in America and Francis Brabazon in Australia 

to fast. They were allowed a seer and a half of milk per day and in the course of the fast were advised to repeat 

God's name.180 Various other orders were also given. 

For the first 40 days, Baba asked the Meherazad men mandali (Aloba, Baidul, Kaka, Kumar, but not Bhau who was 

doing most of the nightwatch) to repeat each day the same phrase that had been sent to some of his lovers: “Beloved 

God, Thy Will has come to pass in that all our Baba has declared will soon come to pass this year.” 

Baba gave this same repetition to all participants in the recent Meherabad meeting. It was to be repeated 500 times 

daily (at one sitting) for 40 consecutive days. 

Lovers who had taken part in the 1958 Meherabad Sahavas, but who were not invited to the 10 July meeting, were 

asked to repeat this phrase 500 times daily for 21 days from 2 to 22 August. The Western lovers were ordered to 

repeat the same thing from 14 July for 40 days. Some were instructed to do the japa (repetition) a different number 

of times, instead of 500 times daily — Dana Field 1,500 times and Joseph Harb 2,500. They were also instructed to 

give up one cherished item: for example, some favorite food or drink such as coffee, or smoking cigarettes, or 

drinking beer or wine, et cetera, for the same amount of time. Each person received an order separately through a 

letter from Adi. Baba informed them while in the West, "Do it even at the cost of your life." 

Exempting Kaikobad from the above repetition, Baba instructed him (while he was in Meherabad) to repeat the 

following invocation for one hour daily during the entire period of Baba's seclusion: "Ya Yezdan! May Baba 

accomplish his work within six months!" 

Kaikobad was also to repeat a second invocation every day for one hour during the period of seclusion: "O 

Paramatma! Accept the prayers that Meher Baba's lovers are offering you!" Thus Baba's lovers all over the world 

shared in his work. 

 

Baba spent the first 40 days of his seclusion in strenuous activity. Undoubtedly, he himself bore the burden of the 

work he had given his lovers to do during these 40 days as evidenced by his periods of deep inner work. Baba had 

no sleep whatsoever during these 40 days, neither day nor night. Almost every day he would remember some lover 

or the other with a look of extreme anxiety, and he was constantly restless. Sometimes in his bedroom, he would 

suddenly sit up in bed and for several hours, in a mood of absolute concentration, remember his lovers one after 

another. To Bhau, observing Baba at such times — sitting in his bed and taking his lovers' names — “it was as if the 

Lord of the Universe was worshiping his devotees.” 

 

180 A seer was a liquid measurement, no longer used, equaling a bit more than one liter. 



 

 

Baba would retire to his room upstairs at Meherazad at 3:00 P.M. Baidul kept watch from 3:00 to 6:00 P.M.; Kaka 

would be with Baba from 6:00 to 8:00 P.M.; and from 8:00 P.M. to 6:30 A.M., Bhau would do nightwatch. Within a 

few days, Bhau was required to be with Baba from 6:30 P.M. to 6:30 A.M.; and he was not allowed to leave the room 

even once to urinate or any other purpose. He had to remain with Baba behind closed doors for the full twelve hours. 

In addition, during the day Bhau had other duties; so during this particular seclusion period of Baba's, Bhau too had 

practically no sleep. Yet, the marvelous thing was that Bhau would not feel sleepy or in the least tired after keeping 

awake the whole night. 

At 10:00 A.M., Baba would come to the hall to be with the mandali, and if Bhau happened to be in the toilet, Baba 

would send Pukar to call him. While he was using the toilet, Pukar would deliver this message from Baba: "Baba 

has come to the hall, but you need not hurry. Take your time." After three minutes, Baba would send someone else 

with the same message. Bhau would then hurry up, wash and run to Baba. On one occasion, Baba asked, "Did you 

finish so soon? Didn't I tell you to take your own time?" 

"You were sending the same message repeatedly," Bhau replied, “and therefore I came.” 

Baba gestured, "I did not mean that you should hurry. Now remember, take your time." 

The next day, when Bhau was in the toilet, Baba sent the message three separate times and Bhau took his time. After 

finishing, when he came into the hall, Baba scolded him, "I was waiting for you, and you made me wait a long time! 

I had some urgent work for you." 

Bhau said, "Yesterday you told me to take my time." 

Baba replied, "I asked you to take your own time, but you should take your time according to my wish. Honestly, I 

had some urgent work for you to do today, but now I have forgotten what it was." 

Occasionally, Baba would come to mandali hall at 9:00 A.M. when all, including Bhau, had to be up and ready. This 

was Baba's way: "Take your time, don't hurry — but come soon! Don't rush, but come immediately!" That too while 

one was on the toilet! 

One day Baba came to the hall at 8:30 A.M. He asked whether Bhau was up yet. Bhau was still sleeping and Baba 

was informed. He gestured to the other men, "Do not make any noise; otherwise, Bhau will wake up. He keeps 

watch near me the whole night and he should not be disturbed." Everyone kept quiet and Baba also sat quietly for 

some time. 

After fifteen minutes, Bhau woke up and came out of his room. Baba called him and asked, "Why did you wake up? 

Were you disturbed?" Bhau told him that he wasn't. Baba then remarked, "Do you know, I was on watch and did not 

allow anyone to make noise. You keep watch near me, so I kept watch near you today." 

The only other person allowed to come to Meherazad during this period was Gadekar from Poona. He arrived on 14 

August 1958 and stayed almost two months. Gadekar had been specially allowed to come; but, at the time, only 

Baba knew why he was being given this privilege. Within a few months after Baba's seclusion ended, Gadekar was 

to merge in Baba forever. Baba was giving him this final opportunity of being with him. 

Each of the mandali had his usual duties to perform. Kaka was the manager of the ashram in charge of dispensing 

soap, toothpaste, razor blades, tobacco, et cetera, to the men. Among Aloba's duties was to take the dogs — Bhooty, 

Peter and Mastan — for walks. Baidul prepared the mandali's tea twice daily and cooked their meals once a day. 

Baba would be carried to the hall each morning in his lift-chair by one of the garden boys, Aloba, Kumar and Pukar. 

Immediately after coming to the hall he would sit on his portable commode. Pukar was to keep it ready and Aloba to 

clean it. 

 

From the first day of his seclusion, Baba started working with the mast Nilkanthwala for at least two hours every 

morning in Bhau's room where the mast was kept. (Bhau was using Eruch's room while Eruch was away at 

Meherabad.) Baba remained deeply occupied with Nilkanthwala for 21 days. Baidul was looking after the mast, who 

would speak mostly with Kumar. Nilkanthwala was particularly fond of talcum powder, which he would sprinkle on 

top of his head and rub all over his body. 

Baba would walk to the mast's room with the help of a cane. Kaka supported his other arm and Kumar accompanied 

them. When Baba would clap, Kumar and Kaka would escort Baba back into the hall, where he would pass several 

hours with the men.181 There was to be absolute silence during Baba's work with Nilkanthwala. No one was to pass 

 
181 At some point (the date is uncertain), a door was made into mandali hall from the men’s side. 



 

 

in front of Bhau’s room while Baba was inside. Kaka was told to be particularly attentive to keeping his two pet 

dogs, Gulu (Bhooty) and one of her pups Jolly, quiet as their loud barks disturbed Baba. 

Sometimes Pukar would escort Baba to the hall after Baba’s work with Nilkanthwala. “After finishing the work,” 

Pukar recalled, “Baba always looked very tired. He would be sweating, breathing hard, sometimes shaking. 

Whatever work he was doing with the mast was very laborious. It was hard for Baba even to sit in his chair in the 

hall.” 

When Kumar brought Nilkanthwala to Meherazad, Nilkanthwala was keeping silence. But on 10 July 1958, while 

Baba was giving his “Universal Message” at the meeting in Meherabad, the mast broke his silence and began talking 

(sometimes nonstop!) in three languages at the same time. The mandali could understand little of what he uttered. 

One short sentence they were able to decipher was: "The world is a zero and in it is God!" 

From 23 July, Nilkanthwala again began observing silence, using a slate and chalk to communicate — writing in 

English, Hindi, Bengali and Urdu. But four days later, on the 27th, he began to talk and once remarked: "The bombs 

will fall in the north, south and all directions. Then man-made world will finish and God-made world will revive." 

Once he wrote three letters on his slate, "I. M. G." which stood for "I am going." 

The mast used to cook his own food with Baidul's help. While cooking, Nilkanthwala would talk to himself. Once 

he uttered prophetically in Hindi: "A black cloud is gathering and people will scatter like wild beasts! The earth will 

split! Men will die in large numbers and will take birth again. Due to forced circumstances, man will be compelled 

to eat grass and leaves. Old human habitations will be wiped out and new ones will be established. The place of the 

indigenous languages like Hindi will be replaced by the English language. Rites, rituals and religious ceremonies 

will be eliminated.” 

Baba indicated that Nilkanthwala was a mast of a high caliber being on the sixth plane. Whenever Baba visited him, 

Nilkanthwala would take special care to offer Baba a seat, saying, "Please sit here." Once when seated before Baba, 

Nilkanthwala recited the Sanskrit verses that Ravana had recited in praise of Shankar (Shiva). He would sometimes 

praise Baba with these other Sanskrit verses: "We play with you, we speak with you, we take food with you and we 

make jokes with you in our ignorance [forgetting that you are Paramatma]." 

In the evening of 22 July 1958, Baba repeated to the women: “The next four months will be the most difficult. You 

must bear it and help me. After four months, all will be well --- for me, for you and for the world.” 

On Saturday, 2 August 1958, Baba made these remarks: "In four months, the world will know a world of difference. 

The jolt to the world will naturally react on me. The universe will be shaken — and the brunt of the impact will fall 

on me. Maya will do her best to hinder my work and will make things extremely difficult. But God will prevail and 

all will end well as ordained. 

"So, this period of seclusion is very difficult for me, but it will end in glory." 

After Baba's work with Nilkanthwala was completed — "100 percent to my satisfaction," he said — the mast was 

sent back to Rishikesh by train with Baidul on 3 August. Baba instructed Baidul to return straight to Meherazad after 

escorting the mast to an ashram in Rishikesh, and he was ordered not to say anything about Baba's present seclusion 

to any of the outside mandali. If he met any of Baba's lovers or devotees on the way, he was not even to speak with 

them. 

The mast Nilkanthwala got himself ready to leave on the 2nd, by tying a piece of cloth around his forehead, another 

piece around his waist and putting on his sandals. But when he was requested to postpone his return journey until the 

next day, he agreed. When Baba came to see him, the mast clasped Baba's hands and afterwards lovingly put both 

his hands on Baba's head. Before saying goodbye, Nilkanthwala asked for ten rupees for a new bed, which Baba 

later said was significant. 

While walking together with Baba, Nilkanthwala kept repeating in Hindi: "In the next birth, please call me again; I 

will definitely come when you call." He continued in a beseeching tone, "Please release me from this body." After 

walking away a few paces, he came back and lovingly caressed Baba's face in his hands. 

Before leaving Meherazad, the mast suddenly looked back and gazed at Baba for a while. Then Nilkanthwala 

turned, bent his head, and walked to the taxi and entered it. Standing in front of mandali hall, Baba watched him 

depart. 

 

As mentioned, Kaikobad was staying at Meherabad at this time, but after Nilkanthwala left, Baba called Kaikobad 

back to Meherazad on 4 August 1958, brought by Padri. From 7 August until 14 November, Baba worked alone 

with Kaikobad for about half an hour daily in mandali hall. 



 

 

On 4 August, Baba instructed all the mandali, "Help me. Maya will try her best to oppose me. Don't let it! Just obey 

me and help me." On the 5th, Baba called the mandali to the verandah of the main house where they listened to 

qawaali records played by Mani on the gramophone. 

During the month of August, many more snakes than usual were seen crawling in the open at Meherazad. On the 

17th, one was killed opposite Baba's bedroom by Meheru; the next day, a snake was found hidden under the cushion 

of Baba's lift-chair. Baba was about to take his seat in it when Goher removed the cushion to dust it, and the snake 

fell down. Rano killed it. Baba told the women, “For the last three and a half months, maya has been trying to 

interfere in my work. It will keep trying, but it will lose. We will have a lot of trouble, but not one hair will bend 

[meaning it will not affect them in the least]. Do not worry. Help me in a way that will please me. Ask for God's 

blessings to help me and you all. Amen!”  

To the men, Baba commented: "This is maya and it hampers me during my seclusion. But even maya does all this 

according to my wish. Everything happens according to my will." 

Once, after finishing his work with Kaikobad, Baba remarked that maya had greatly impeded his work that day. At 

Baba's request, Kaikobad told the mandali what had happened: "When Baba was about to commence his work, my 

legs became cramped and I had no strength left either to stand or sit down. I felt weak, as if I were going to pass out. 

But when Baba massaged my legs for five minutes, I felt normal again and Baba could begin his work." 

Baba commented, "Despite maya’s obstruction, my work was done very successfully." 

Another facet of maya's working was seen during August 1958 as, one by one, each of the mandali fell ill with 

different ailments. Gadekar was already in poor health with a heart condition and asthma and often had a cough and 

cold. One day Kumar suddenly had a heart attack, and Baba forbade him from carrying the lift-chair. Bhau 

developed terrible eye pain, but because of Baba's seclusion, he was not permitted to see a specialist. Another one 

suffered from stomach problems. 

Besides working with Kaikobad, Baba would relax with the men playing cards, and he would usually have his lunch 

while playing.182 Card games with Baba invariably proved far different than those enjoyed by others. If there were 

four players, Baba would play Coat Piece, but if there were more (at times up to 30 persons played in Guruprasad!), 

he would play La Risque.183 

Both games are essentially the same; players bid and make hands. The more the number of players, the fewer cards 

were dealt to each, and to win they had to make fewer hands. The losers were required to rub their nose on the carpet 

before Baba. But at times, because of the large number of participants, it was difficult to conclude which party had 

won and which had lost, and amidst the confusion, players of both parties would rub their noses. Sometimes, if 

Baba's side lost, and the losers rubbed their noses, Baba would ask the winners to follow suit on his behalf. 

Baba reserved the right to take away a “good” card from any player in exchange for his “bad” one, and to transfer a 

player or players from one side to another with their cards. For instance, Baba would ask, "Who has the ace of 

clubs? Come on, give it to me. Take this one …" and so forth. Thus Baba's side usually won, and immediately 

afterwards his partners would loudly shout, "Rub your noses, rub your noses!" at the losers. 

An atmosphere of merriment and laughter prevailed from the beginning of the game to the end, and players of both 

sides were equally enthusiastic. When it came to rubbing their noses before Baba, the losers considered themselves 

fortunate. Occasionally, Baba would fling the cards away suddenly and demand another shuffling and dealing; or, at 

times, he would suddenly get up and leave, stopping the play in the middle of a hand. 

To those playing cards with him, Baba has remarked at various times: 

You will never find anyone playing such a game as this anywhere in the world. Through it, my Universal work 

is done and my burden is lightened. You will not be able to understand the hidden meaning, the mystery of it. 

But how lucky you are that God is playing with you! And you have the chance of rubbing your noses before 

him! Without letting your minds wander and thinking of other things, you play seriously, which pleases me. 

There is absolutely nothing — no stuff I tell you! — in all the worldly matters that you give so much 

importance to! 

Kumar would keep Baba amused with his farfetched, so-called "true” tales. At one point, Baidul was told to speak 

only in English for one month. Since he barely spoke the language, this led to other humorous moments. When a 

 
182 A carrom board was sent to Meherazad, also, from Rustom Kaka. 
183 The rules of Coat Piece and La Risque are not known exactly.  



 

 

mouse came to his room, he described it as a "boy rat." When his wrist throbbed, he told Goher there was a 

"pumping" pain. 

Once at this time, during a game of cards, Baba explained: 

All action from you, as individuals or isolated points in consciousness stationed on different levels and planes, 

is limited in expression and result. For instance, a nod of your head in reply to different questions serves as a 

reply indicating different activities and moods. I might ask: "Did you eat? Did you sleep? Did you cry? Are 

you happy?" and each time you will nod your head signifying either yes or no. But each nod expresses and 

conveys only one thing at a time. 

Contrary to that, each and every action of the Avatar or a Sadguru gives rise to manifold actions on different 

planes of consciousness. Each movement of mine is unlimited in its action and reaction, expression and result. 

If I do any action on the gross plane, immediately its effect automatically creates varied actions on different 

planes. One nod of my head gives rise to a wave of innumerable actions and reactions simultaneously on all 

planes of consciousness. 

It is similar to a switch in a factory that is connected to so many machines, the lights, et cetera. So many things 

get started with one pull of the switch, without much effort. 

For that reason, in Sufi literature the Sadguru is called a "Qutub" which literally means pivot or axis. Thus, the 

Qutub is the axis around which everything in creation revolves, and since he is the center of everything, 

everything is equidistant from him on every plane. He is like the hub of a wheel around which all the Universal 

work, resulting from his physical movements, automatically goes on. 

Thus, by this game of cards and checkers and by all my other activities, varied effects are produced on all 

planes, and my Universal work goes on automatically without my being required to exert any special effort. 

Also in this respect, Baba mentioned that the Avatar and Sadgurus are “Unlimited” and for their Universal work 

they employ limitless means on occasions. For this reason, one should never imitate their actions, but simply do as 

they advise. 

 

Friday, 22 August 1958, marked the end of the first 40-day period of Baba's seclusion and work (with Nilkanthwala 

and Kaikobad), which Baba stated was done 100 percent satisfactorily. On 25 August, from his seclusion, Baba sent 

this telegram to some of his lovers, which was distributed as a Life Circular six days later: 

Circumstances during these three months will put to test both the love and faith of my lovers. So try your best to 

keep a firm hold on my daaman. Do not talk ill of others, and try not to think ill of others. Remember my 

instructions about not going to Meherabad or Meherazad, and not corresponding with me or with anyone in 

Meherabad or Meherazad. 

Baba would also emphatically impress on those with him not to have any bad thoughts about anyone else. Once, 

over a domestic squabble one morning, he remarked, "Why do you worry over such a trivial thing like that when the 

whole world is at stake? Help me in my work by obeying me implicitly, and when you are in my presence, I want 

you to be unperturbed, cheerful and never out of mood for any reason." 

Occasionally though, Baba would purposely bring up some topic in the newspaper. If in the course of reading it 

aloud in mandali hall any of the men was unintentionally critical of any leader or authority of any country, Baba 

would immediately correct him and warn him that they should desist from backbiting. He would repeatedly tell the 

mandali to always be pure in thought. 

After the first 40-day period, Baba gave the mandali a different repetition to do as follows: "O Beloved God! May 

the work of Meher Baba be 100 percent complete!" 

Baba would ask Baidul to do the japa in his presence and in the course of it, Baba repeated many, many times: "My 

body may remain or go, but my work must be completed." 

Baba's health was not good during this time. For example, at 9:00 A.M. on 28 August, Baba suddenly felt very 

nauseous. Baidul would sometimes pray for an improvement in Baba’s well-being, but Baba would correct him, 

"Don't pray to God for my health; pray to Him wholeheartedly that my work may be completed. This work is very 

dear to me!" 

During this period, Baba would point out the most minute faults of the mandali, things to which the average person 

would not have paid the slightest attention. On the other hand, when a major breach was committed and the person 

concerned would tremble with fear, Baba would not only dismiss it completely, on the contrary, he would comfort 



 

 

the offender that it was not his fault. He would assure him, "I have done it, don't worry. What can you ever do? Not 

a leaf moves without my will!" 

Baba would have the Prayer of Repentance recited after each of these incidents or breaches on anyone's part. While 

it was being recited, he would slap his cheeks in repentance. Sometimes, he would take the hands of the offender 

and beat his cheeks with their hands, causing the person concerned to have tears in his eyes. 

Each of the mandali had to wash his own smaller items of clothing. (A laundryman did the heavier work.) Baba 

ordered Kumar to wash Bhau's things. Bhau hesitated giving him his laundry, since Kumar was older than he. Yet to 

fulfill Baba's order, he gave him a coat which he had never used. After four or five days, the same coat was given 

again for washing. Baba heard of this and asked Bhau why he did not give his clothes to Kumar to wash. Bhau 

replied that he gave Kumar his coat. "Don't irritate me!" Baba chided. "Do you think I am a child? Whatever you 

have done, do you feel it is proper?" Bhau admitted his mistake and assured Baba that in the future, he would have 

his clothes washed by Kumar. Baba, however, freed him from the order. 

Once while talking with Kumar, Baidul got enraged over something Kumar said and openly expressed his anger. 

Baba intervened and scolded Baidul, "All your prayers and recitation of God's name are useless! Your prayer is 

helpful only if you can keep your heart clean! This is the purpose of prayer. If the heart is clean, no prayer is 

necessary. 

"You keep awake to do the japa from midnight until 1:00 A.M. and again at 4:00 A.M., hardly sleeping each night for 

three or four hours. How you wail while praying to God during the japa! But all this is of no avail as long as the 

heart remains unclean. If you keep your heart pure, you will be matchless! I bow with folded hands to one who does 

not show his anger.” 

Once in the hall when Baba was gesturing to one of the mandali, two others were talking amongst themselves. Baba 

became annoyed and asked, “If such is the state of affairs when I, the Exalted One, am present in your midst, what 

will happen when I drop this body? Why are you talking when I am talking with someone? Be warned! When I am 

talking, pay full attention to it.” 

 

Saturday, 6 September 1958 was coincidentally the birthday of both Zoroaster and Krishna according to the 

Zoroastrian and Hindu calendars. On that day, the women mandali wished Baba a "double” happy birthday! 

It was becoming obvious that Gadekar's health was deteriorating. His only son, Digambar, had been awarded a 

scholarship for advanced study in geology at the University of California, Berkeley, and Gadekar was worried about 

his going to live in America. Baba advised him to stop worrying and repeated to him the following rhyme of Sir 

Walter Scott, which he had learned as a schoolboy. 

Come he slow, or come he fast, 

It is but death who comes at last. 

Gadekar, however, continued to brood and began having trouble sleeping at nights. Baba had Goher give him seven 

sleeping pills for seven days. He was also suffering from asthma, so Benadryl syrup was given to him. Despite 

Goher's clear instructions to take only one tablet before sleeping, the next morning Gadekar swallowed all seven 

sleeping pills. When it was discovered, Baba called him and asked why he had made such a stupid error. Goher then 

gave him some apples, and Baba kept him seated beside him. This seemed to mitigate any adverse reaction, because 

the tablets apparently had no ill effect on him. Soon after, Gadekar's worries left him, his mood changed and he 

appeared happy. 

One day, in the course of playing cards, Gadekar became depressed over some mistake he had made. Seeing him in 

that ill mood, Baba assured Gadekar, "Don't worry. Whatever happens in the world happens according to the will of 

God. Even sins are committed because of God's will!" 

Baba had Aloba recite a couplet of Hafiz to the effect that: 

Realizing that it is not in your hands to commit a sin, still, 

Out of reverence for God, confess that you have done it! 

On Monday, 15 September 1958, Baba said, "Two and a half months are left for the great work to be completed 

before November end." He called Kaikobad, whom he instructed to pray before him for the successful completion of 

his work. 



 

 

Previously Baba had forbidden Aloba to stare at him, to the extent that for one period, Aloba had been made to wear 

dark sunglasses in mandali hall. During this period also, each day, Baba would catch Aloba “staring at him.” Baba 

would reprove him severely, and then have the Prayer of Repentance recited. Aloba would be sent to his room, 

where he would weep copiously. After some time, Baba would send Pukar to see what he was doing. Then Baba 

would call him back in the hall. 

In order to avoid staring at Baba, Aloba began sitting with his back to Baba. Baba asked him why he was behaving 

so strangely. “Can’t you sit normally, facing me like the others, without staring at me?” 

Later, Baba commented to the mandali, “This man stares at my photo all night and that is why he has the habit of 

staring at me. I am sure if I ask him to hack his body into pieces, he will carry out my order. But he cannot obey 

small orders!” 

The next day, Baba told Aloba to change his position in the hall and sit farther away. But when Baba caught him 

glancing at him sideways, after scolding him and then forgiving him again, Baba pleaded, "Can't you help me even a 

little? You love me; but help me in my work!" 

Baba's daily castigation of Aloba for staring at him went on. It went to such an extent that it became difficult for 

Aloba even to glance at Baba. On account of this, Aloba was so distressed that he found it impossible to sleep. One 

day Baba remarked, "You are growing old. Why do you look so tormented?" 

Aloba now pleaded, "I am unable to follow your smallest instruction, which causes you to get upset. Because of it, I 

cannot sleep at night." 

Baba corrected him, "Why use your head? Just do as I tell you! By becoming ‘wise,’ you yourself come to trouble!"  

Citing the following instance, Baba related: 

Once a tipsy man, like yourself, came in contact with the Perfect Master Shams-e-Tabriz, and the man prayed to 

the Master to guide him on the Path. Shams advised him to do as he told him, without altering his original 

instructions by using his common sense. But the man could not refrain from doing so. Once both of them came 

to a riverbank. They wanted to cross the river, but it was flooded. There was no way to go across it. 

So the man asked Shams how they should proceed. Shams told him: "Follow me, repeating 'Shams, Shams!’ ” 

And while saying this, Shams stepped into the river and began crossing it. The man followed with "Shams, 

Shams, Shams!" on his lips. 

After a while, he noticed that Shams, too, was saying something. Listening closely he heard Shams repeating 

"Allah, Allah! Allah!" and saw that the river was parting for him. So the man thought: "When Shams is saying 

'Allah, Allah!' why should I say 'Shams, Shams?' " 

And using his powers of reasoning, he stopped the repetition the Master had given him and began saying 

"Allah, Allah!" and was thus drowned! 

Baba concluded, "Aloba, I have told you a thousand times: Do as I say and don't use your discrimination or 

discretion. By doing so against my orders, you invite nothing but trouble." 

Aloba’s nature was such that even when Baba gave someone else an order to do something, Aloba would run to do it 

himself. Baba’s mood would often be disturbed by this, and he reproached Aloba: “Don’t do anything I have not 

asked you to do. If a snake bites me, even then you should not come to my aid unless I call you. If I fall out of my 

chair, you should not come unless I ask you. Even if someone comes and attacks me — shoots or stabs me — you 

should not come unless called.” 

Nevertheless, one day in the hall when Baba was adjusting himself in the chair, thinking Baba was uncomfortable, 

Aloba leapt up to offer Baba a pillow for his back. “Why have you come near me?” Baba asked, annoyed. “You 

have spoilt my mood!” 

Aloba was always in such a hurry to carry out Baba's orders that even before Baba had finished giving them — 

without listening fully to the instructions — he would start to execute them. 

One night Baba dictated these lines from Hafiz to Bhau: 

I walked so fast that even while nearing the Goal 

I could not check my speed and went past it! 

Again the following day, Aloba committed the same error and these lines were read to him, after which Baba 

remarked, "This is your state!" 



 

 

Another hapless incident involving Aloba concerned the repetition of the invocation that Baba had given the 

mandali during this period. Aloba’s time for doing it was when Baba was with the other mandali in the hall. This 

prevented Aloba from being with Baba there, a source of great distress to him. Once Baba sent for him, and with the 

audible repetition on his lips, he came. Baba insisted, "Stop the japa, sit here and go on looking at me. Go on! Set 

aside my pleasure and please yourself!" Thereupon, Aloba began a long rigmarole of how he could not stand to be 

so isolated from Baba. 

Baba reminded him of the verses of Kabir: 

If something is given by the Master, on his own, it is like milk; 

If asked for, it is like water; 

If forced, it is like blood. 

This is what Kabir says. 

"You think only about pleasing yourself," Baba scolded. "You have no thought of keeping my pleasure. What sort of 

love is this? Christ had a Judas; don't be one to me! Sit here for today. From tomorrow, do the japa at the time I have 

given you." 

Folding both his hands, Baba then warned him, "For God's sake, from tomorrow don't make me angry with you." 

Baba stretched out his hand to give a copy of the 16 October Life Circular to Kumar, but Aloba jumped up to take it. 

This made Kumar laugh, much to Aloba's chagrin. 

Baba now turned on him, correcting Kumar, "Don't laugh at others' mistakes. All commit mistakes. This is a 

contravention of my order not to hurt the feelings of others. You laughed at his error and hurt his feelings." 

Baba then asked Aloba to remain in his room from the next day onwards, so that he might not commit any mistake 

in Baba's presence and put himself up for further ridicule. Baba cited this verse of the poet Jigar: 

Love, thy name is annihilation! Don't seek life in love; 

Take His will as your pleasure; don't look to your own!184 

From the following day, Aloba began staying in his room, but he felt miserable not seeing Baba. Baba called him 

and, to console him, explained: 

Suppose there is a beautiful queen and she encounters a roadside beggar who has leprosy. His whole body gives 

off a terrible stench. Once, chancing to look at the queen, he falls in love with her. He has a right to love the 

queen, and his physical misfortune is no bar to his loving her. But if he wants to embrace the queen, would she 

like it? And should the beggar have that sort of love for the queen? On the contrary, if he strengthens his love, 

by keeping the queen's happiness always in mind, it is possible that, moved by his plight, the queen may notice 

him and begin to help him sometime in the future. 

Baba added: "Service is supreme! Aloba has so many ways to serve me. Still, why does he insist on being in my 

presence? If I permit him to sit here, unlike you, he would go on breaking my orders, thereby causing me pain. If he 

is not dear to me, why do I keep him so near? I can keep him away from me at a distance within five minutes. 

Although he causes me such distress, I do not keep him apart. In that case, I know, he would not be able to live 

without me." 

Thereafter, Baba allowed Aloba to spend some time every day with him, and with Baba's permission he started 

reading the Master’s Prayer to him. After a few days, however, Aloba also began singing a prayer in praise of Baba. 

Stopping him, Baba stated: "Don't bring up something new. Why I did not like calling you to me was that you 

always bring up something or other and prove a burden to me. The members of my mandali sitting here are no more 

dear to me than you whom I permit to sit before me. They do as I tell them, which is a help to me in my work, and 

thereby my load is lessened. As for you — you increase my burden! 

"Is Eruch less dear to me than you? Would you ever be able to love me as he does? See how I have kept him aloof 

from me for so long [in Meherabad], and he did not and does not utter a word of protest. He would not complain 

were I not to call him for a number of years, and would willingly remain in Meherabad as per my order." 

 
184 Iskaq fana-ka naam hai, Iskq-me zindagi na dekh; 

Uski khushi, khushi samaj, apni khushi khushi na dekh! 



 

 

Baba turned to Pukar and Kumar and ordered them to explain obedience to Aloba. They were also asked to give 

Kaka similar "lessons" about it, which they commenced doing daily. 

This was Baba's peculiar humiliating method, which the resident mandali had to pass through. Age explained it this 

way: “To prepare the Garden, the Owner was taking the fallow land, preparing the soil, plowing it, planting seeds, 

arranging to have it irrigated, and laboring day and night to make it beautiful and productive. To help in this, some 

were made to stay in the Garden permanently, and the permanent residents were assigned different duties which 

each would carry out honestly and faithfully. One, who was outwardly strict and stern [Kaka], was appointed as their 

supervisor. To avoid laxity creeping in, the Owner would not allow any friendships to develop among the residents 

and would sometimes purposely create strife among them so that each would keep an eye on the other’s work and all 

would remain alert. 

“But in between, some outsiders [Pukar and Kumar, for example] were also called to supervise things; and though 

they possessed no knowledge of the state of affairs in the Garden, the Owner would give them the duty of pointing 

out the faults in different ways of those residing there permanently. They were told to lecture the residents in the 

proper way of working in the Garden and serving the Owner. This was a great lesson for the incumbents because to 

work in the Garden meant not only laboring physically, but also having the ego crushed, and the occasional 

outsiders proved immensely helpful in that regard. The Owner would daily create such circumstances which would, 

little by little, destroy the ego of his workers. The outsiders themselves also had a chance of experiencing this on 

occasion, and so only those who were resolute and firm were called and given duties by the Owner. 

“When the Garden was blossoming and in full bloom, thousands came to see it. They would come and go, attracted 

by the splendor and loveliness of the Garden and its Owner. And at times the resident workers had to put up with 

insults even in their presence. Such was the state of the inner mandali; but along with this pain and hardship, the 

love showered by the Owner of the Garden on them was unimaginable. Thousands would derive love from the 

magnificence of the Garden; whereas the mandali would gain it through their unbearable efforts of working with the 

Owner to prepare it.” 

 

During this time, Baba's health deteriorated and he commented: "These days I am having a fever which goes up to 

99° by the time I come to the mandali, and in the afternoon it reaches 100° or 101°. It is the case every day. The 

unbearable pain in the hip joint is there, but besides it I have a splitting headache, and my eyeballs pain as if they are 

going to fall out. Due to the injury in the automobile accident, my tongue had to have stitches. I feel as if that part is 

on fire, as if a hot coal has been placed on it. [Baba stuck his tongue out to show the men.] Before the accident, I had 

a very shapely nose, but due to the injury it is no longer so. When there is a cool breeze outside, I find it difficult to 

breathe. Were it only the hip joint pain, I could have put up with it, but now even the fever does not leave me. How 

active I was before! Now it is just the opposite. All my strength is sapped due to this fever." 

Baba concluded, "Yet, I keep happy." 

Baba's health continued to worsen during his seclusion. When Goher requested him to call in outside physicians, 

Baba replied, "During the seclusion period, I wish neither to consult any outside doctors, nor will I go to them. My 

body may remain or go; I have to complete my work." He did, however, permit Goher to take a blood sample and 

send it to Poona for analysis. 

The night of 28 September 1958, was very bad for Baba. He was extremely restless. He had loose bowel movements 

five times and also vomited. But in the morning on the 29th, when among the men, he remarked to Kaikobad, "Due 

to your prayers, I feel better now." 

Addressing the mandali, he stated, "The result of your prayers is this [his recovery]. I don’t say it lightly. Kabir has 

said: ‘God hears even the tinkling of bells tied to an ant's legs!’ ” 

On 1 October, Baba ordered the mandali, including those at lower Meherabad, to fast on tea or coffee taken twice 

during the day and as much water as they wished. After this, they were to follow the same regimen every Tuesday, 

until the end of the month.185 Before they began their fast, he told them to eat something light. Once, deliberately 

trying to irritate the mandali, Baba remarked, "Is this [really] fasting?" 

Baidul exclaimed, "Yes, Baba! In this fast we have tea and beforehand chapatis, butter and bananas to eat. But it 

would be a true fast if it were observed without water." 

 
185 Baba also sent certain instructions to a few Westerners. For example, Bili Eaton was instructed to repeat 

for one hour, from midnight to 1:00 a.m.: “Beloved God, Thou art the Soul of all souls.” She was to do this 

on October 1st, and then every Tuesday until the end of the month (7th, 14th, 21st and 28th). 



 

 

Thereupon, Baba explained, "Baidul once fasted without water for seven days and so gives importance to fasting 

without it. How fine it would have been had he not given voice to his opinions! His speaking out of turn has turned 

everything to dust [ashes]!" 

Baba further explained, "I am deliberately goading and ‘pricking’ you so that the anger in you may come out. If, in 

spite of my goading, you do not get annoyed, I will bow down to you." 

On the 6th, Baba's legs became swollen and he had a high fever. "Day by day my health will deteriorate," he had 

remarked the day before. 

Even in that state, Baba began plans for a long fast. Goher pleaded with him to drop the idea. She started weeping 

and so did Pukar. Baba observed, "No doubt, my health is ruined, but if you people remain happy, it will be a help in 

my work. Let me see you in a cheerful mood, laughing and smiling to help me in my work. My work is hampered 

more by your weeping." 

Baba added, “Yesterday, Mehera too wept so much that she could not even hear what I was saying and started 

trembling. I quieted her down with loving care.” 

Before starting his fast, Baba dictated this Life Circular, which Adi dispatched on 16 October 1958: 

I declare that a unique and unprecedented occurrence will soon take place in the spiritual realm. But apart from 

this and irrespective of whatever may or may not happen after November end, I want you to put full trust in me 

until the very end. Are you prepared to do so? Reply directly to me in short and to the point only. Apart from 

this one short reply (not to exceed four lines), you must not correspond with me or Eruch before November 

end. 

Baba began fasting on liquids from Friday, 17 October, and to please Goher and the women and men mandali, he 

would eat a little food once in 24 hours just to show he was ingesting something. The first day, Goher came to Baba 

in mandali hall with a cup of tea and a banana and then left for some work. Peeling off the skin, Baba put a little of 

the fruit in his mouth and gave the rest to Kumar and Pukar. Kumar joked, "Goher will have to be told not to leave 

the hall unless Baba has finished eating." When Baba was sipping his tea, Goher reappeared. So Baba gave the rest 

of the tea to her. Such was the way he would take “nourishment” during the 21 days of his fast. 

As could be expected, Baba’s health worsened. On 23 October, he revealed, “My weakness has increased greatly. 

Today when I was doing my work with Kaikobad, my hands started shaking.” Baba extended his hands to show 

them and his hands were trembling. The next day, when going back to his room from the hall, Baba felt giddy and 

had to lean against the wall of the house, steadying himself. He was only able to climb the stairs to his room by 

firmly holding the banister and pulling himself up. Bhau reported that Baba’s condition that night had been 

worrisome. 

 

Once, at midnight, Baba asked Bhau to give him soda water. Bhau opened a bottle, but accidentally a piece of glass 

along with the cap fell on the floor. Upset, Baba scolded him, "I was about to call the women for five minutes, and 

what have you done? If I send for them now, the pieces of glass will hurt their feet!" 

Bhau offered, "I will sweep it up in no time, Baba." 

Baba asked him to do so forthwith. Bhau began sweeping and collecting it — there was only one tiny little piece. 

Baba, however, was not satisfied and made him sweep and wipe the room not once but several times. Every corner 

was cleaned over and over again, and the whole time Baba was sitting up in bed, repeating, "I wanted to call Mehera 

for five minutes, but now you have ruined all that by your carelessness." (Really speaking, Baba would never call 

Mehera and the other women so late at night. And even if he did, they always wore sandals while Bhau was 

barefoot!) 

In any event, the cleaning took almost three hours, and Baba sat on his bed the entire time supervising the operation 

as he lambasted Bhau. At last, he pointed out, "You have cleaned the whole room, but what about under the bed? 

Perhaps a few pieces have fallen there." 

Bhau had endured just about all he could take, but he swept and mopped under Baba's bed as instructed. Baba asked 

him, "What are you thinking?" 

"Nothing." 

"Speak the truth; what are you thinking?" 

Bhau was by this time so irritated he burst out, "You never call the women so late, but even if you did, would they 

go underneath the bed? This is all your excuse to give me trouble and harass me!" 



 

 

"Don't I know that the women wouldn't go under my bed?” Baba replied. “Are you telling me anything new? Now 

tell me, what is your duty?" 

"To carry out your wish." 

"Are you carrying out my wish by wondering whether the women will go underneath the bed? Is this being resigned 

to my wish? If you have such thoughts, you will never be able to follow my orders. Is it not madness on your part to 

have such thoughts when you take me as all-knowing? Only he who has no other thought but to obey me can carry 

out my wish. He who wishes to obey me never thinks that I have thoughtfulness for others and not for him. It is my 

whim that I keep some on a bed of roses and some perhaps on a pile of thorns! The one keeping my wish never 

thinks of such things. If he does, he can never carry out my wish." 

This was a lesson for Bhau, and just to teach him this lesson and see that it penetrated his very being, the Lord 

Incarnate patiently sat on his bed for four hours having his room cleaned. Thus, for his loved ones, Baba had to 

suffer tremendously. Similar situations arose almost daily in connection with every one of the mandali. 

 

As mentioned, during this period of Baba's seclusion, Bhau was keeping watch by Baba all night, and also had 

various daytime duties to attend to. Even when he tried to get some sleep for a few hours, the loud repetitions the 

other mandali were ordered to do would disturb him. When he would go for his tea at 9:00 A.M., he would get that 

which had been made at six o'clock. It was kept aside for him in a mug, and he had to drink it cold. After tea he 

would sit in the hall before Baba, and when Baba left, Bhau would go to his room to do correspondence or writing 

work. He could not have his lunch on time at eleven with the other men, because the errand boy from Ahmednagar 

would leave Meherazad at 4:00 P.M., by which hour he had to have all the outgoing mail ready. After completing his 

work, he would go for his meal. Baidul was the cook then, and after serving everyone he would keep Bhau's rice and 

dal aside on an uncovered plate over which, as time went by, flies would hover and land. Such was the food he had 

to eat. 

Once he asked Baidul to at least keep the food covered to avoid the flies landing on it, to which Baidul replied 

angrily, "This is your reward for not being on time for lunch! You should be regular, and that’s why I don't cover 

your food." Bhau said he could not help being late, as he had to finish work given to him by Baba. Baidul retorted, 

"For lack of time, would you also stop answering calls of nature? To take food is necessary. I don't accept what you 

say. I do my duty by cooking and serving food at 11:00 A.M. I have not been given the duty of keeping food aside for 

anyone." Such were the conditions under which the resident mandali had to pass their days — and it was exactly as 

Baba wished. This is how the Master, though loving all inwardly, was often ruthless outwardly. 

Throughout Baba's seclusion, Adi Sr. was called every few days from Ahmednagar to Meherazad for certain work. 

He was summoned on 25 October and told to bring Vishnu, who had also accompanied him ten days before. Vishnu 

reported on the health of all at Meherabad, especially Eruch. 

On 30 October, the first anniversary of Gustadji’s death, Baba sent flowers from Meherazad to be placed on 

Gustadji’s grave. 

Gadekar had left Meherazad for Poona on 7 October, but he was allowed to return for Diwali. He arrived on 5 

November and stayed for six days. 

Thursday, 6 November 1958, was the last day of Baba's 21-day fast, and according to his wish, at 9:00 A.M. 56 poor 

people arrived from Pimpalgaon Village. A wooden platform with steps on either side had been brought, onto which 

each villager was led. After bowing down to each, Baba gave each five rupees and a packet of sweets and clothes, 

which Adi had brought from Ahmednagar. Chhagan paid for the entire program (Rs.380) and prepared the laddoos 

himself. Other destitute villagers had collected nearby, and Baba distributed sweetmeats, and gave each of them 

eight annas (50 paisa). During the final three days of his fast, both the men and women mandali were also put on a 

partial fast. 

On the 7th at 10:15 A.M., in the presence of all the men mandali, Baba directed Kaikobad to stand before him and 

offer penance to God on behalf of the mandali. Kaikobad prayed to God for 100 percent successful completion of 

Baba's work. Then, taking Kaikobad's hands in his own, Baba kissed them and brought them to his forehead. Taking 

his seat, he distributed prasad of mixed rice and dal to the mandali. Only after he had finished giving each his 

portion did he himself take food and thus break his fast. But Baba's health was still not good. 

 

Earnest replies to Baba's circular issued before his fast, asking whether or not his lovers were prepared to place full 

trust in him, began pouring in as soon as the circular was in their hands. First and foremost, the Meherabad 



 

 

mandali's joint reply was received, and thereafter the ones from the Meherazad men and women mandali. Baba kept 

the replies of all three groups of his mandali with him. 

On one occasion during this time, while mentioning his women mandali, Baba remarked, "Mani is very clever. You 

all say so, but even Eruch, who is himself very intelligent, says so. Even in reading my gestures, Mani has no equal; 

then comes Eruch. [She] helps a great deal in compiling material for [the American magazine] The Awakener. The 

Americans, too, say Mani is really very bright." 

The number of replies continued to increase and, on just one day, 1500 were received! Baba would have every 

single letter read to him in mandali hall, which took from five to six hours daily. Kumar would read the replies. 

Baba would categorize them in different groups according to their response. Bhau would number and group them 

according to Baba's instructions, and Pukar would prepare a list of them. Some letters Baba would have read four or 

five times — at times forgoing his lunch to continue having the letters read out. He would also remember his lovers 

throughout the world during the night, and in this way the Beloved gave his lovers a chance to share in his seclusion 

work. He even commented, “My lovers all help to lessen my burden.” 

Lovers and devotees who did not send replies in time (they had been told to reply before 20 November) would be 

sent reminders. Individual letters from each member of certain families were also received, although the circular had 

been addressed only to the head of the family. Baba himself would sometimes recall certain persons in one particular 

family who would be sent separate reminders. For instance, special circulars were forwarded to the wife of Vinoo 

Kher in Nagpur, Adi Dubash's son Merwan in Karachi, and Srivastava's daughter Saroj in Allahabad. Afterwards, all 

of these individuals surrendered to Baba with deep love for him. Separate circulars were dispatched to Nafde's wife 

and children in Bhopal, who were already devoted to Baba. 

In this way, Baba would remember many persons during the night, and Bhau had to send a long list to Adi every 

morning. Baba's instructions were that circulars had to be sent to each one, and in some cases personal letters as 

well. It went on every night, until Bhau started thinking: "Because Baba is not able to sleep, this is his pastime." 

One night Baba asked him, "What are you thinking?" 

"Nothing," Bhau replied, as usual. 

Baba was in a good mood and explained, "Do you know why I descend on earth? I come on earth in order to 

worship the love of my lovers — and this is a way in which I worship. They worship me, and I worship them. They 

remember me, and I remember them. This is not my pastime." 

Age noted how during this period, Baba was mostly remembering his lovers all over the world. “By remembering 

them throughout the night,” it observed, “he was making an offering of his love to them and worshiping their love 

for him.” 

 

Bhau was punctual in his duty near Baba, presenting himself every day in Baba's room upstairs at 6:30 P.M. and 

leaving each morning at 6:30 A.M. But one day, because he had to jot down some additional names before he left, he 

was two minutes late in leaving the room. Baba's habit was that after the watchman had left in the morning, Mehera 

would be the first to greet him, and then the rest of the women mandali. While Bhau was engaged in writing, not 

knowing he was still inside, Mehera appeared. As soon as she opened the door and saw him, she hurriedly stepped 

back out. From that day onwards, a bell was kept in Baba's room, and only after the watchman had left would Baba 

ring the bell. Mehera would then go to him, followed by the other women. 

In the morning Baba would want to see Mehera first. Similarly, he would not take food, water or anything else 

unless it was given by Mehera. Naja prepared Baba's meals, but only after Mehera's touch would he partake of it. 

Vishnu was called to Meherazad on 20 November 1958; he arrived at 10:00 A.M. by bus. The next day Nariman, 

Meherjee, Ramjoo and Adi came at 9:00 A.M. The question of Francis Brabazon's coming to India was discussed and 

decided. Baba had Adi send this telegram to him in Australia: "Come prepared to stay at least six months, and come 

prepared to obey Baba during this period." 

Adi, Ramjoo and Vishnu returned to Meherazad on the 22nd, and Vishnu was told to remain there until 10 

December. Sadashiv Patil was called to Meherazad on the 25th for two days. Baba wished to stay in Poona for a 

month, from 15 December to 15 January, and Patil was told to arrange for a bungalow. 

Almost 30,000 replies to the circular from Indian, Pakistani and Western lovers had been received by the end of 

November. On Sunday, 30 November 1958, Baba sent for Adi, who arrived at Meherazad at 9:00 A.M. Instructing 

Kaikobad to stand before him, Baba offered penance — slapping his own cheeks several times as a sign of 

repentance. 



 

 

Baba turned over the replies to Adi and asked him, "Do you keep all the office records in steel trunks or almirahs? 

As a precaution against insects and fire, you must do this. The importance and significance of these records is such 

that you can hardly imagine it today." (Feram Workingboxwala, Adi's main assistant, did the filing of all the letters, 

telegrams and circulars.) 

Baba called Adi back to Meherazad the next day, 1 December. After completing his seclusion, at 10:00 A.M. Baba 

was driven to Meherabad by Adi, accompanied by Kumar and Pukar. It was the first time he had left Meherazad 

since starting his seclusion four and a half months earlier in July. 

After alighting from the car, Baba went inside the hall where he called Eruch first and embraced him lovingly. Then 

he met the others and distributed prasad; tea was served, as per his orders. Pendu was told to walk back and forth to 

show Baba his progress. It was painful for Pendu to do so, but he managed it. Baba narrated the events of his 

seclusion and spoke about the immense suffering during that period. "You have no idea of what I am bearing," he 

stated, "but I have the biggest of hearts. I am the Ocean." 

Taking Eruch back with him, Baba returned to Meherazad. On the way, they stopped at the Ahmednagar train 

station to drop off Kharmen Masi’s nephew Noshir Irani, who had been living at Meherabad since 1 October, but 

who was now instructed to return home. He was told he could return to Meherazad in January. 

 

On 5 December 1958, Beams from Meher Baba on the Spiritual Panorama, which Baba had given Ivy Duce during 

his last visit, was published in America. 

Adi brought Chhagan and Dhake from Ahmednagar to Meherazad on the 6th at 10:00 A.M. Both men were gratified 

to see Baba once again after his seclusion period. 

On Sunday, 7 December, Baba sent Pukar and Kumar back to their respective homes with instructions for them to 

return to Meherazad in March. Adi drove them to the bus station. 

The following morning, Adi drove Baba, Eruch and Vishnu to Meherabad, where Baba called Kaikobad’s family 

and Mansari to the hall at lower Meherabad. He played cards with the mandali for a while and took Pendu back with 

him to Meherazad. 

On 10 December, Kishinchand Gajwani came to Meherazad and left after meeting Baba. At 3 P.M. that day, Pendu 

and Vishnu also came from Meherabad. Pendu was instructed to return to Meherazad three days later and to stay 

there permanently. 

Dr. Moorty saw Baba on the morning of the 11th. Also present that day was a young Australian man named John, 

who had been visiting ashrams in India, but who was so far dissatisfied with what he had encountered. A Baba lover 

from Kerala had met him and told him of Baba. Jalbhai came for two days on the 11th, and Adi and Sarosh the 

following day. On the 14th, Adi brought Feram and the Sakhares. Baba was to leave for Poona the following day for 

a month, so Adi drove Kaikobad to Meherabad, where he stayed with his family while Baba was away. 

As so often was the case after a prolonged period of seclusion, Baba wished a different scene or change of scenery 

for a while, for a "change and rest," as he indicated. Poona was the place he chose. 

 

On Monday, 15 December 1958, Baba and the women mandali left for Guruprasad at 9:00 A.M. in Meherjee’s car. 

Eruch, Bhau, Aloba and Pendu followed them in Adi’s car. In Poona, Bhau kept nightwatch from 6:00 P.M. to 4:00 

A.M., and Pendu was on duty for two hours, from 4:00 A.M. to 6:00 A.M. Bhau was suffering from a painful eye 

affliction which had begun during Baba’s seclusion. 

Baba was taken to Dr. Deshmukh’s clinic on the 21st for a stomach check-up, after all the recent strenuous fasting. 

Arnavaz, Nariman and Jim Mistry arrived on the evening of the 23rd to spend a few days with Baba.  

To celebrate Mehera's birthday, a qawaali performance was held in Guruprasad on Wednesday, 24 December. A 

restricted number of close lovers were invited, both from the Poona Center as well as several others from Bombay. 

Godavri Mai of Sakori also attended the program. Baba listened to the singing and intermittently explained the 

meaning of certain verses. The program went on for three hours. At the end, Baba embraced all his lovers. 

Christmas was celebrated privately on the 25th, and Baba went to watch a cricket match that day. The day before, 

Baba sent this telegram to Don at Meherabad: "My Christmas blessings to you to hold fast to my daaman." 

Francis Brabazon had sent a copy of the manuscript of Stay With God to Baba for approval. Baba had a portion of 

the book read out to him each day. 



 

 

During Baba's stay in Poona, a few men, such as his brothers Beheram and Jalbhai, Pappa and Meherwan Jessawala, 

Sadashiv Patil and Meherjee, were free to come to Guruprasad at any time. Jalbhai loved to tell jokes and kept Baba 

amused with his nonsensical tales. Gadekar, Ramakrishnan, Shinde, Kamble, Dhavle and Dinkar D. Pote also came 

whenever they could find time. 

Once Pappa Jessawala came with his brother-in-law Nusserwan Satha (of Ahmednagar). Baba began praising 

Nusserwan for coming to Guruprasad and, strangely enough, this suddenly enraged Pappa. The truth was Pappa had 

been angry with Nusserwan in Bindra House before arriving. Pappa gave Nusserwan a piece of his mind, and 

Nusserwan listened quietly without uttering a word. 

Baba asked Pappa, "Why this sudden outburst?" 

Pappa said, "I have been upset with him since morning, and on his coming here, you begin lauding him!" 

"Why didn't you tell me this before? I would have applauded you!" This made Pappa laugh, and Baba remarked, 

"See, despite your taking him right and left, Nusserwan has remained quiet. Just have pity on him and pardon him." 

"You forgive him," Pappa said. "For him, my tongue holds nothing but curses!" 

"How much love I have for you — and you abuse others?! If you act like this, I will withdraw my love." 

Frightened, Pappa answered quickly, "Don't do that Baba! I forgive him." Pappa’s conversation was a source of 

merriment and entertainment to those present. 

Meals for Baba and the mandali were coming from Bindra House, and Pappa would come each day to see Baba. 

Baba had previously indicated that he was coming to Poona to rest, and consequently not many public programs 

were arranged. But for Baba there was never any real “rest.” Daily, some crisis or other would flare up needing his 

attention and guidance, and it would require much of his time. Baba even lamented one day, "The poor Avatar can 

never have a holiday!" 

During this period, a man unexpectedly arrived asking to see Baba. He sent this message inside: "When will Baba 

really come out of seclusion?" 

Baba smiled and replied, "I am really the only one who is not in seclusion. It is the rest of humanity that is in 

seclusion. I have come to make it emerge into eternal freedom!" 

 

Adi Sr. brought Kaka Chinchorkar and Rangole to see Baba on 1 January 1959, and Rangole was permitted to spend 

the night at Guruprasad. A meeting was held that day between Adi, Mani, Eruch, Ramjoo and Baba about publishing 

matters, including the collection of donations from America to help finance Saib Asmi’s Urdu book about Baba, 

Saheb-e-Zaman (the Messiah), which included an introduction by Ramjoo. 

Shuddhanand Bharati was permitted an interview the following day. On the 9th, Baba stated, “When real Light 

appears, this darkness which you think is light disappears.” 

On Sunday, 11 January 1959, a Christian, who wished to "lead a perfect life of love and service in accordance with 

the teachings of Jesus Christ," expressed a keen desire for Baba's guidance. The man's request for an interview was 

granted. When he arrived at the appointed time, Baba was with a gathering. This seemed to disturb the man, and he 

appeared embarrassed and hesitant. Baba asked, "Why are you worried? Is it because of the crowd you see around 

you when you hoped for an exclusive interview? But that is exactly what you are having, for there is no one besides 

me. So do not hesitate to speak your mind." 

Baba then asked, "What is it that you want?" 

The Christian replied, "I want to behold a vision of Jesus Christ, and to follow his life of love and service. I am 

worried because I am unable to do it." 

When Baba asked if his belief in Jesus Christ was genuine, the Christian replied in the affirmative. Baba then stated: 

Were you to really have that belief in him, would there be any need for you to worry about how you should 

carry out the teachings of Christ? Search your heart for the answer. 

You long for a vision of Christ. It would no doubt help you to some extent to lead a life of love and service, but 

would it be enough by itself to help you attain the perfect life you yearn for? You are imperfect. You want to 

be perfect so as to lead a perfect life. But all aspirants would want what you want. And who would not want a 

vision of Christ? Only you do not know that within yourself you already have what you want. Then why is it 

that you do not get what you want? If you look deep within yourself with complete honesty, you will find that 

you do not really want what you think and say you want. 



 

 

You own so many things, and you feel you want to get rid of them and be free. If you really want to get rid of 

them, you can do so in an instant, for who binds you? It is your own self not really wanting to do so! If you 

want to be free, free you are; but you do not really want to be free, and therefore you continue to feel yourself 

bound. You want to lead a perfect life of love and service. When you really have that want, you will not need 

to worry how to lead the life — you will live it. 

Jesus wanted all his followers to want what they really ought to have wanted from the innermost core of their 

hearts, but none, including the twelve apostles, could really want the real want. It is very difficult, so very 

difficult, but not impossible. Very rarely, one among a million can establish the real want. Only a man of God 

[Mard-e-Khuda] can dare want what one ought to want. 

What you must long for is the real want, and this real want alone must be your perennial want. Once this is 

established, a time comes when you are freed even from this singular want and attain the Freedom that is not 

bound by [any form of] freedom. 

Bhau's eye problems persisted. Dadi Kerawala was present one day and suggested he apply mustard oil essence 

which was reputed to be beneficial. Baba told Dadi to procure it (from Bangalore). When it arrived, Baba himself 

applied it to Bhau’s eyes the first time and then told Bhau to apply it every day. It burned so badly that tears would 

pour forth from Bhau's eyes. He would have to leave the hall, and people would observe his tears and whisper 

among themselves, thinking Baba was giving him an overwhelming experience of love. This went on for a few days, 

until Baba stopped him from applying it. 

The mustard oil did not help. Bhau was on watch one night, his eyes still terribly painful, when at 1:00 A.M., Baba 

inquired, "Do your eyes hurt?" 

"The pain is too much, Baba!" 

Baba sent for the women, ordering Bhau to stand outside the door. He complained to the women, "Bhau is troubling 

me a lot; he does not allow me to rest. He keeps complaining about the little pain in his eyes. He does nothing but 

harass me!" 

Goher said, "His eyes really do hurt, Baba." 

"So? What can I do about it? Is he supposed to think of my comfort or his? It is his duty to see that I am 

comfortable." 

Baba added, "I am fed up with him! I am so disgusted that I want to send him away. These days he gives me a lot of 

trouble. Despite my ill health, I meet people all day long. I feel exhausted. Now, at night, he tortures me!" 

Mani said, "Baba, don't send Bhau away. Give him another chance to serve you." 

"What service will he do? He will kill me! He only thinks of himself." Bhau was listening to every word. Baba sent 

the women away. 

He called Bhau inside and asked if he still had pain in his eyes. Bhau, quite upset, replied, "No!" But Baba gave him 

some eye drops with his own hands. Bhau said, "It is not necessary." 

"Why not?" 

"Before the women just now, you prescribed some very good medicine!" 

"You fool! You have no idea the worth of this medicine. It is priceless and only good luck can obtain it. I have love 

for you, and because of that, I give it to you. But you don't value my love. You should think that whatever Baba 

does is for the best. This medicine is being given to you to give you this understanding." 

Baba embraced Bhau, and Bhau calmed down. The next day, Baba sent him to a doctor in Poona and arranged for 

his treatment. But despite the best care, he had no relief. One day, however, after he stopped the treatment, the pain 

suddenly left him. 

On another occasion, Bhau's body and head ached all over with fever. His eyes were inflamed, and his mouth and 

throat were dry. He was wondering how he would be able to do nightwatch by Baba's side that night. When he went 

for his duty, Baba informed him, "My health is very bad today. My head feels as if it is going to burst open from the 

pain, and my whole body aches. I have a temperature, my mouth is dry and my eyes are burning. Be attentive 

tonight and press my feet." 

Baba had precisely listed all Bhau's symptoms. So what was there to tell him? Bhau quietly continued to massage 

Baba's feet. After some time Bhau's fever lessened, and by midnight he felt quite well. 

 



 

 

On Tuesday, 13 January 1959, Baba met a group of newspaper reporters. He stated: "I am happy to be able to meet 

this group of intelligentsia who possess a warm heart for the spiritual aspect of life." 

Baba gave the following short message (dictated two days before): 

Our very life should be such as to be God's message of Truth in the world. If, in our everyday life, we manifest 

love, service and honesty, renunciation is achieved without renouncing the world. 

The reporters were then introduced to Baba individually. At the end of their ten-minute audience, one of them asked, 

"Meher Baba, what is the spiritual path, and what is the criteria for one being on the Path?" 

Baba smiled, for they had been instructed not to ask questions, but nevertheless, he explained: 

When you begin to think of yourself as being on the Path, then you are not. The Path is not a defined direction 

set apart from yourself. It begins and ends within yourself. It is not so much more of a path added, but so much 

less of the veil of ignorance. In short, the Path is "I want nothing." 

But, although this denotes a freedom from wanting anything, even this desire for nothing is a want and a 

binding that has ultimately to be effaced before you reach the Goal and attain that total freedom from all want. 

One of the reporters remarked, "Although one makes a determined beginning, one's enthusiasm slowly wanes when 

there seems nothing to show for the efforts, and this is followed by a feeling of mental depression." 

Baba answered: 

Yes, this is quite common. Whatever the efforts you make, whatever the failures that seem to result, whatever 

the despair that follows, all have their roots in the fact that you love yourself more than you love God. In loving 

yourself as wholeheartedly as you should have loved God, failures and despair stand up prominently before 

you. This is quite natural. 

Therefore, do not let the fact of your depression depress you. Have you given thought as to where this 

depression was prior to its appearance? It has emerged unasked, and as such, it must vanish. Your forced 

efforts to overcome it will only imprint itself all the more on your mind and create further binding. So be 

completely indifferent to it and it will disappear. 

The solution is to love God as He should be loved. Love for God alone counts. 

 

Ivy Duce was in Saudi Arabia with her husband, Terry, who worked for Aramco Oil Company. She had written for 

permission to see Baba. Baba allowed her to come and be in his presence for "five minutes only" and also "five 

minutes with the girls." She arrived and was brought to Guruprasad by Nariman and Meherjee on 16 January 1959. 

She saw the women immediately (Mehera, Mani, Goher, Rano and Khorshed; at the time Meheru was in Bombay 

for an operation). Ivy was then taken to Baba. Because in his last advent Baba was the Prophet Muhammad, she 

thought he would be pleased to hear all about the changes she had witnessed taking place in Saudi Arabia since she 

had last visited there five years before. Ivy launched into a description of how the king (Faisal ibn al Saud) was 

using huge sums of money made through oil royalties to help the common people. But instead of being pleased, 

Baba commented, "Why all this talk about kings? You are now here with the real thing!" 

Baba then asked, "When are you going home?" 

Ivy replied that when she returned to Arabia, she and her husband had to make a trip to Egypt, and then they were 

going to Beirut, and from there ..."You are telling me the story of your life!" Baba interrupted. "I asked when you 

are going home." 

At the time, Ivy felt rebuffed and thought: "This is how my five minutes are being used up," but later she realized 

Baba was, as usual, "needling” her ego. The five minutes ended, but Baba consoled her by inviting her to be near 

him and watch him for four hours the next morning while he gave darshan. 

Darshan was held on Saturday morning, 17 January, from eight o'clock until noon at Guruprasad. The darshan was 

to be only for selected Poona lovers, yet almost 700 men, women and children heard about it and came, even some 

from Andhra and Calcutta whom Baba had invited. Afterwards, Baba started to walk with Ivy to the women's side. 

Seeing him leave, a boy with a garland in his hand burst out weeping. Calling him, Baba cradled him in his arms. 

Ivy remarked, "I thought, Baba, that the dense crowds would smother or maim you." 



 

 

Smiling, Baba replied, "Oh, this is nothing! You should have seen the large crowds at some of the programs in 

Andhra — you must have seen the film. In that darshan, the mandali were afraid for my life! Thousands rushed 

toward me to be near me." 

Baba then had another private meeting with Ivy. Soon after, she left with Meherjee for Bombay, carrying Baba's 

instructions to his American lovers. 

During the darshan, a Dutch woman, married to an Indian editor and living in South Africa, came to meet Baba. She 

was a social worker and had been traveling extensively in India in the course of her work. She had happened to go 

by Guruprasad and was drawn inside by curiosity. 

Baba asked her to sit down. "You are fortunate," he gestured and then inquired, "Which place did you like best?" 

"The Himalayas," she replied. "I loved them for their grandeur and spiritual atmosphere." 

Baba said: "Yes, there are and have been rishis [sages] and munis [silent yogis] in the Himalayas through the ages, 

but even they have not seen me as I really am. You like the Himalayas for their spiritual atmosphere. But what about 

the place within you where God dwells? Don't you love that place best? Once you visit that place, all other places, 

howsoever beautiful and glorious or filled with spiritual atmosphere, will hold no charm for you. 

"The Himalayas, India, all other parts of the world [waving his hand at the crowds and grounds], that which is right 

here in front of you — they are all maya. Search within your heart for that which is true and lasting." 

One man, while taking darshan, expressed his desire to follow Baba. In response Baba explained: 

You want to follow me? Do you know what it means? It means to leave all and follow me. And do you know 

what it is to leave all? It is to leave everything, even your self, behind you. Mind, you have to follow me and 

not run ahead of me. This is so very simple, yet so very difficult. 

If you walk ahead of me, taking your will as supreme, you become your own obstruction in my way to lead you. 

Again, you do not know the ditches and the pitfalls on the Way, so I have to keep a constant watch on you to 

save you, or else you fall. What this amounts to is that instead of you following me, I have to follow you! 

I am not limited by form. I am within everyone and within you as the Real Guide. Following me does not mean 

that you have to leave everything and stay near me. It does not mean you are to leave your worldly duties and 

responsibilities and become burdensome to me. It does not mean you are to use me as a board on which to 

dump your worries, nor that you are to expect me to fulfill your wants. It means that you are to be completely 

resigned to my will, and abide in a spirit of total surrender. 

To follow me is to obey me, to do as I want. When my will becomes your Way, you are then truly following 

me. Then you are saved; then you are safe. I know the Way and its labyrinths, for I am the Way. I am the Goal. 

Once at Guruprasad, two women happened to arrive at the same time and requested permission to meet Baba. One 

was an Indian and the other was from the Netherlands. Baba called the Indian inside first, and after some time she 

came out happy and radiant at seeing Baba and having had his darshan. Just as the woman from the Netherlands was 

about to enter, Baba sent a message to stop her. Instead, Eruch was sent to comfort her that Baba would not be able 

to see her. Naturally, she was disappointed after all her expectations, and she left quite upset. Sarosh later asked 

Baba why he had not seen her. Baba explained, "The first one was, of course, fortunate to have had my darshan, but 

the second woman was even more fortunate because I pricked her heart, and she will now remember me more." 

A program of bhajan singing by the Poona bhajan mandali was held at Guruprasad in the afternoon of the 17th, from 

3:30 to 6:00 P.M. Only close, selected ones from Poona were invited and they had a good opportunity for Baba's 

sahavas. 

Hoshang Bharucha had secretly planned to visit Baba on 1 December 1958, after Baba’s seclusion ended. He had 

not told anyone his intention except his sister, and he was, therefore, greatly surprised when a letter from Eruch 

came on 29 November, stating that Baba wished to see him in Poona on 17 January. So he abandoned his original 

plan and met Baba at this time. 

During Baba's stay in Poona, except for visiting the Jessawala family at Bindra House a few times, Baba did not go 

anywhere else. But he did make one exception. The superintendent of the Yeravda Reformatory School, B. S. Khare, 

requested that he visit the institution and give darshan to its students. The boys were juvenile delinquents (some for 

thievery) and were kept in the school to learn some vocation and thus be able to take care of themselves in the future 

and fit into society. 

On 19 January, at 10:00 A.M., Baba was driven to the reform school. He had requested that no flowers or garlands be 

offered to him. In a lighthearted mood, he remarked: "When I was a boy, I used to steal things and eatables from the 



 

 

pantry at home, and was full of boyish mischief. But when I grew up, I robbed God outright and became One with 

Him. You boys can now rob me of my love through your love, and I bless you all for it." 

Baba's words were translated into Marathi by Khare for the boys, and all 400 students came in turn for darshan. 

Baba patted some, placed his hand on the heads of others and kissed a few. Thus each of the boys had the advantage 

of receiving the God-Man's love and caress. 

 

Baba left Poona with the men and women mandali at 9:30 A.M., on Tuesday, 20 January 1959 and returned to 

Meherazad. Adi was sent to Sakori the same day with Baba’s message for Godavri Mai, assuring her of Baba 

continuing to have his nazar on her and others at Sakori, as per his promise to Upasni Maharaj. Noshir Irani came to 

Meherazad on the 21st hoping to stay, but he was instructed to return to Bombay. 

By January 1959, Baba was able to walk unencumbered at times (though always with support), but at other times, 

the pain in his hip was unusually bad, and he would have to be carried in his lift-chair. Because of this pain, Mehera 

suggested that Baba discontinue using his bedroom upstairs and sleep instead in what had been (until then) Meheru 

and Goher's bedroom in the main house. The room had an outside door as well, which would be convenient for the 

watchmen to use. Baba approved the idea and shifted downstairs upon his return to Meherazad. 

After the 1956 accident, special sandals were made for Baba with the right side raised about three-quarters of an 

inch higher than the left side to compensate for the difference in length between his right and left legs due to his 

injuries. Baba found it much easier and more comfortable to walk with these. 

Baba visited Meherabad and Khushru Quarters a few times after his return from Poona, and once, Baba took the 

women mandali with him to Meherabad. While driving to Meherabad (on 5 February 1959), Baba referred to his 

two accidents. Baba revealed their purpose when he stated to Eruch: "I got my physical bones broken so as to break 

the backbone of the material aspect of the Machine Age, keeping intact its spiritual aspect." 

At Meherazad, Baba began inviting the Ahmednagar Center lovers almost every week to sing devotional songs 

before him. A young Muslim qawaali singer named Muhammad Sayyed Soonumyan (nicknamed Soonu) would also 

come to sing ghazals. Thus, due to his close contact, Baba's Ahmednagar lovers were inspired to conduct his center 

wholeheartedly. Rangole undertook charge of the work, and meetings were held each week at Rustom Kaka's house. 

Later, when their numbers increased, a regular center was built in Khushru Quarters. 

By Baba's wish, Francis Brabazon arrived from Australia to live at Meherazad on 27 January 1959, for an indefinite 

period.186 He laid the handwritten manuscript of Stay With God at Baba's feet — and literally began staying with 

God! Baba commented about the book: "The unique fact of this epic of the living Avatar being written during his 

lifetime, and being heard by him in physical form, will have a great bearing and significance for posterity." 

Baba remarked to Francis: "My love will touch the heart of all who read it, as no book has ever done. It will appeal 

to the highest intellects and to those with simple hearts," which to Francis was the highest praise Baba could have 

given. 

Francis was working on the notes which were to appear at the back of the book, and he was reading through various 

scriptures. One day Baba commented about them, putting the scriptures in their proper perspective: 

The scriptures are like rotten bones rotted and are as food for worms. Theosophy and philosophy are like good 

bones rotted and are as food for vultures. 

The writings of inspired poets are like fresh bones and are as food for dogs. The writings of spiritually advanced 

saints are like flesh and are as food for tigers. The writings by living Perfect Masters are like brain and are as 

food for men! 

Good bones when rotted have some semblance of bone, but rotten bones when rotted are like filth. 

So, you may go through the scriptures superficially — only to drive away the barking dogs when necessary; for 

instance, when you are called upon to answer the queries of the priests and the orthodox. 

Put all your heart in the notes of Stay With God, which will turn out to be ever-fresh brain. 

 

 
186 Francis was at first accommodated at the far end of mandali hall at Meherazad and later shifted to the 

larger room in the cottage opposite mandali hall. When Francis moved to India in 1959, he left Avatar's 

Abode in the hands of Robert Rouse as manager, although Francis maintained ownership of the property. 

Years later, in 1967, Baba advised the establishment of a trust. 



 

 

Many lovers were writing to Baba for darshan, and so, on 1 February 1959, Baba had this circular issued: 

To those who love me and obey me and to those who would do so: 

In the Meherabad Gathering of July 10, 1958, I had expressed my wish that, henceforth, none should expect or 

seek from me any discourse, interview, darshan or sahavas unless I wish to give, personally, the same to any 

individual, family or group. In spite of this, almost all letters from some of my lovers, addressed to me after 15 

January 1959, have expressed an ardent desire to have my darshan. Some of my lovers, overpowered by their 

devotion, still continue to expect and seek my darshan. 

To save them the struggle between their devotion and obedience, I want all my lovers and others concerned to 

know that, henceforth, anyone who wishes to come to see me and contact me may do so any day between 9:00 

A.M. and 12:00 noon. The person concerned must make his or her own arrangements as regards conveyance, 

stay, food and other personal comforts. These arrangements must be seen to by the person concerned without 

seeking the least aid from the resident mandali, Adi or his office. 

This freedom to see me between 9:00 A.M. and 12:00 noon will NOT necessarily mean that the visitor will be 

granted permission to remain in my presence or in the vicinity of my room for the entire duration of the visiting 

hours. This freedom to see me will not permit anyone to be with me for more than a couple of minutes, which 

is all that is necessary to meet and greet me with love and to receive my embrace of all-embracing love. Nor 

will it permit anyone to linger on, even on the premises, more than is absolutely necessary. 

This freedom to see me will not permit anyone to seek the least opportunity to ask me for spiritual or material 

guidance, gain or aid. The freedom to see me does not entitle anyone to ask from me traveling fares or journey 

expenses even if I do not see or meet the person concerned. This freedom to see me is not an invitation to 

anyone to see me; as such, none should expect any preferential treatment. 

This freedom to see me is granted by me; as such, I remain equally free NOT to see anyone on any particular 

day, even during the fixed visiting hours of the morning. If I so wish, I may not see anyone at all for a number 

of days together. 

This freedom to see me permits anyone to meet me, if I am available, in any city or town, wherever I may be, 

during the visiting hours between 9:00 A.M. and 12:00 noon (local time of the place). This freedom to see me 

will not bind me to remain in one place, merely to be available to visitors during the visiting hours. I might 

frequently be changing my place of residence, to and fro between Bombay, Poona and Ahmednagar, 

particularly during the next six months. 

Therefore, whosoever may want to take advantage of the freedom to see me should venture to come to me fully 

prepared to face and risk consequent inconveniences and the possibility of not seeing me at all for a number of 

days at any particular place. The resident mandali, Adi or his office will NOT be responsible, nor bound to 

inform anyone about my movements from place to place. 

As I do not accept gifts of any kind or of cash, no one visiting me should bring any kind of offerings other than 

the real offering of love. When, for my work, I specially invite any of my lovers to see me at any place, the 

aforementioned points, other than the point about gifts, do not apply to those invited. 

Besides telegrams, all other communications addressed to me will not necessarily be attended to by me. 

Therefore, no one should expect to receive replies from me. 

After the circular was received, many lovers and devotees began coming to Meherazad to briefly pay their respects 

to Baba and receive his embrace. Some traveled from hundreds of miles away just for a few minutes with Baba. 

On 2 February, Baba told one person who had come, "It is not your love for me that matters; it is my love for you 

that counts." 

One day Baba commented to the mandali: "My work is more important than I. I am eternal and my work is 

necessary to make others know about me. 

"It is a fact when I say nothing happens but by my will. For you, it should be said by you thus: 'Nothing should 

happen but what Baba wishes.' This means that my will and wish are two different things." 

Baba said that he would explain the difference clearly one day when he was in the mood, but he added, "As nothing 

happens but by my will, your going against my wish is by my will." 

On 7 February, he stated: “Everyone is doing something; few are doing nothing. Doing nothing is also doing 

something; so doing nothing is doing something. Therefore, everyone doing something is doing nothing. Thus doing 

something, or nothing, or anything is doing nothing. The very act of doing is imaginary. There is no such thing as 

‘doing.’ ” 



 

 

 

On Monday, 9 February 1959, Baba went to Meherabad to give darshan to the Arangaon villagers. 

Philippe Dupuis of Paris (who had participated in the 1954 “Three Incredible Weeks” darshan) had written to Baba 

for permission to come and see him. Baba granted permission, and Dupuis arrived in Bombay on 6 February. On the 

9th, he was brought by Adi directly to Meherabad, arriving at 9:00 A.M. Without obtaining Baba's permission, 

Dupuis had brought with him Vilayat Khan, the eldest son of the Sufi teacher Inayat Khan. 

Baba saw both in his Interview Cabin. Adi, Eruch and Francis were present during the interview. Vilayat Khan 

kissed Baba's hand. Replying to Baba's inquiry, Vilayat said that he had come to India a month before Dupuis. He 

planned to sit in meditation for a certain length of time near the shrine of Chishti in Ajmer. Vilayat said, "I have 

come to Baba prompted by my Murshid to meditate on you in your physical presence." 

Baba found Vilayat Khan of good heart, but his understanding was not deep, and he was not of the same spiritual 

status as his father. Baba dictated the following six points for him to live by: 

Don’t run away from the world; run away from your own lower self. 

Don’t renounce the world; renounce your own lower self. 

Don’t seek solitude anywhere but within your own self, because you are eternally all alone to your own Self. 

Silently cry out within your own self: 'Beloved One, reveal yourself to me as my own, real, infinite Self.' 

It is you who are obstructing yourself from finding your Self. So try to lose your lower self by continual 

remembrance of God, Who is your real Self. 

Do not become Master of disciples until you have mastered your own self. 

In conclusion, Baba emphasized: "The only proper thing for a genuine seeker to do is to surrender completely to a 

Perfect Master. A life of obedience and surrenderance is the only solution when one is fortunate to have caught hold 

of the feet of a Perfect Master. 

"Really speaking, love and devotion for Beloved God are all that are necessary on this path. Meditation is neither 

devotion nor love, but a mental pursuit in pinning down the object of one's thoughts before one's mind's eye." 

Baba asked Vilayat, "Did you listen attentively to what I have told you?" Vilayat replied in the affirmative. 

Baba then said, "Since you have come all this distance to see me, I want you to do one very simple thing. Spare five 

minutes every night at twelve o’clock and meditate on Baba. Concentrate on my face." 

Vilayat said, "This would annoy my Murshid." 

Baba replied, "If your Murshid were a Perfect Master, he would never get annoyed. And if your Master were to be 

annoyed over this, he could never be a Murshid! 

"When you say you were prompted by your Murshid to meditate on me in my physical presence, it is absurd to say 

that the Murshid would be annoyed if his mureed were to spare five minutes every night to meditate on me in my 

physical absence, particularly when I give such an instruction to one who has come all this distance to meditate on 

me." 

Baba ended by instructing Vilayat Khan, "Please yourself, but you should at least do one thing for me. You must 

read God Speaks from the first to the last page." 

Vilayat Khan promised to do so. Baba then sent him out of the cabin. He kissed Baba's hand once again as he left 

the room. Adi gave him a copy of Eternal Song, an Urdu book of poems on Baba by Saib Asmi of Pakistan, and a 

copy of Life At Its Best. He was also given a copy of God Speaks. 

Baba then met privately with Philippe Dupuis in his cabin. He warned Dupuis: "Don't get involved, financially or 

otherwise, in Vilayat Khan's affairs. You ought not to have brought him to see me, for he is not yet ripe to absorb 

my grace." 

Dupuis said, "I brought him in all good faith, thinking that if Vilayat were to accept you, his whole group of Sufis in 

the West [which was a large group] would then have the blessed fortune to be drawn to you, and thus come directly 

under your protecting arms." 

Baba did not appear to be satisfied with this explanation and repeated his query, asking Dupuis again and again: 

"But why did you bring him?" With every repetition, Baba indicated much concern for Dupuis. 



 

 

Baba asked him about his own plan to stay in India. Dupuis said, "I have no plans, but I do not want to return to 

Europe." Baba asked about his financial condition and was told Dupuis had no debts and could afford his passage to 

and fro. 

Baba reminded Dupuis about his reply to the latest circular and assured him that his affirmation of love and 

obedience had made him happy. Dupuis reiterated his affirmation, and Baba embraced him with love. 

Baba instructed, "You should return to the West soon after leaving here and do not get involved in Vilayat Khan's 

affairs." 

Dupuis told Baba that he was bound by the promise to accompany Vilayat Khan to Ajmer and stay with him there as 

an escort or a sort of protection for him. 

In response, Baba stressed, "It is futile to go to Ajmer. I warn you to beware of further entanglements. You should 

realize that it is far more important for you to accept and hold fast to any instructions given to you by me than to 

give a second thought to what you had promised to any man." 

Baba further explained, "It is childish, when mankind has my living presence, to go to shrines, to sit in meditation in 

shrines and to visit saints. It is of paramount importance for you to realize the value of my advice to you, rather than 

to assess the worth of your promise to someone." 

Baba told Dupuis, "Although I have come to Meherabad for three hours today exclusively for the villagers, I have 

spent a considerable time with you because I love you very much." 

Baba called for Vilayat Khan and, as he entered, he heard Baba, through Eruch, instruct Philippe Dupuis the 

following five points: 

"Philippe should return to the West from Bombay as soon as possible. 

"Philippe should now go to Bombay and stay there for some days until Vilayat Khan decides to go to Ajmer. 

"Philippe should go with Vilayat Khan to Ajmer and stay there at the most five to ten days, until Vilayat Khan feels 

settled in Ajmer. 

"Philippe should then go to Bombay and from there return to the West. 

"Philippe should note that Baba wants him to go back to the West as soon as possible." 

Baba asked Dupuis whether he had understood his directions clearly. Dupuis nodded his head. Baba embraced him 

and Vilayat Khan once again and left his cabin to go to the hall to be with the Arangaon villagers who were patiently 

awaiting his presence. 

After the usual greetings from the villagers, Baba called Dupuis and motioned to him to sit in the hall. The villagers 

entertained Baba with bhajans, as did Rustom Kaka and Kokila. Soonumyan sang qawaalis. Baba sent word to 

Vilayat Khan that if it pleased him to join the assembly, he was free to do so; if not, he was to sit outside until 

Dupuis was permitted by Baba to depart. 

At the same moment, Vilayat Khan, who was outside, was asking one of the mandali whether it would be 

permissible for him to join the others in the hall to sit in Baba's presence. When Baba's message was given to him, 

he felt very happy at the opportunity and quickly entered the hall. He seemed charmed to hear the qawaali songs, 

although he did not understand either Urdu or Persian. From time to time, Baba would gesture a word or sentence in 

English to explain the depth of meaning of the Urdu and Persian ghazals' words and lines. 

The substance of almost every ghazal sung to Baba that day was that it is absolutely necessary for a lover to 

surrender all and follow the Beloved, and that to become the dust underneath the feet of the Perfect Master is the 

only solution to all those seeking union with the Beloved. 

Thereafter, the darshan began. 

Bhau's son, Mehernath, had caught a cold, so his mother was keeping him at the back. When darshan started and he 

saw that he was not being allowed to go near Baba, Mehernath started crying loudly. 

Baba asked Rama, "Why don't you let him come to me?" 

"He has a cold," she explained. 

"He won't listen," Baba said. "Bring him to me!" 

When he came, Baba took him in his arms, and Mehernath quieted down. The fact was that the boy's sister, Sheela, 

was sitting near Baba, and Baba was caressing her. The time Baba had called her to Guruprasad alone had made 

Mehernath quite jealous. 



 

 

But Baba, in an innocent manner, now assured him, "I love you more than Sheela," which naturally pleased the boy. 

Baba asked, "Do you love your mother or me more?" 

Mehernath replied, "I love Baba more!" Baba embraced him twice. 

Baba remarked to Sheela, "You love your mother more, isn't it so?" 

Sheela replied, "No, Baba, I love you more!" 

After the villagers had embraced Baba, he instructed Philippe Dupuis and Vilayat Khan to leave Meherabad with 

Nariman, who was driving back to Bombay that day. Both Dupuis and Vilayat had a farewell embrace from Baba, 

and Baba reminded Vilayat to read God Speaks and Dupuis to return to Europe as soon as possible after a short stay 

in Ajmer. Both left Ahmednagar happily; Dupuis went straight to Bombay, and Vilayat Khan was dropped off at the 

Poona train station to travel to Hyderabad for a short visit. 

After he embraced all the villagers who came to Meherabad, Baba returned to Meherazad at about noon. While 

returning in the car, he expressed his concern for Philippe Dupuis, remarking to Francis: "It is so easy to fall and, 

with the fall, to get entangled. On the other hand, it is so difficult to get free from entanglements and to rise 

unfettered." 

The next day, Baba sent a telegram to Nariman in Bombay to meet Dupuis at his hotel and remind him, on behalf of 

Baba, to stick to the instructions given by Baba in Meherabad. The day after, Baba instructed Francis to write a long 

letter to Dupuis with additional reminders, and even advising Dupuis to leave India if he felt like doing so without 

going to Ajmer with Vilayat Khan. 

Nariman was again sent a message to contact Dupuis and tell him to return to Europe before it was too late. 

However, Nariman was unable to meet Dupuis as he had already taken a train for Ajmer with Vilayat Khan. 

Thereupon, Nariman was told to contact Dupuis upon his return to Bombay and remind him of Baba's instructions. 

But this, too, he was not able to do, since Dupuis stayed in Bombay for only a day and left with no forwarding 

address. A telegram was sent to him, via his address in France, but it was returned with a note that the recipient had 

moved. Baba spent much time and energy concerning Dupuis, because he was trying to protect him and keep him in 

his fold. But Dupuis followed his own impulses instead. The unfortunate result was that Philippe Dupuis was never 

heard from again. 

Philippe did not obey any of the instructions Baba had given him and seemed to do just what Baba had told him not 

to do. For example, Baba had told him not to visit saints and holy men, yet Kishan Singh reported to Baba that 

Philippe had traveled to Delhi and had an audience with Kirpal Singh. Baba was not pleased about this and was 

displeased with Kirpal Singh, also, when he heard that Kirpal Singh had referred to Baba as the “head of majzoobs.” 

Eruch wrote to Kishan Singh about this:  

Next time, if you happen to meet Kirpal Singh, you should bring home to this sant the gross mistake that he is 

always committing by calling Baba as the head of majzoobs. Baba has explained to us that majzoobs (of the 

seventh plane) have neither any Head nor Tail among them. This is the status of one who is merged in Infinite 

consciousness — completely drowned in Infinite Bliss. There is no such thing as the head of majzoobs.  

Had Kirpal Singh taken Baba as an ordinary man and called Baba just a man (instead of head of majzoobs), he 

would have said it without untruth, for Baba is also a man and the Lord of the Universe. A majzoob cannot 

give discourses, and cannot indulge in travels and in giving messages, for a majzoob (of the seventh plane) is 

completely absorbed in God consciousness. 

Further, Baba instructed Adi Sr. to write to Kishan Singh to meet Kirpal Singh and inform him: 

Baba says that a majzoob on the lower planes is a mast intoxicated with divine love to the extent of being 

oblivious of his surroundings. A majzoob of the seventh plane, merged in his own Ocean of Divinity, is 

completely dead to the world. 

Meher Baba sees people, meets people, holds sahavas and darshan programs, goes on world tours so many 

times, gives discourses, and dictates God Speaks (the only spiritual book of its kind according to many 

scholars). To call Baba, who in fact is the King of Saliks, the head of majzoobs (which he also is) shows 

complete bankruptcy of spiritual knowledge. 



 

 

After relaying this to Kirpal Singh, Baba wants you to convey to him Baba’s love and to tell him that Baba still 

holds him as one of his precious beloved children.187 

 

In response to the replies that the Westerners had sent to Baba reaffirming their love and obedience to him, Baba had 

this message sent to them on 10 February 1959: 

Each and every reply to the circular letter of 19th October 1958, has been read to me and your response has 

made me very happy. 

Obedience is greater than love. Love is a gift from the Beloved to the lover, whereas obedience is an offering 

from the lover to the Beloved, and accepts any hardship and sacrifice. Obedience is the surrenderance of love 

to Love, in which the wish of the Beloved becomes the happiness of the lover. 

When I say I am happy by your desire or willingness to obey me, you have already received my blessing that 

you will be able to do so — the happiness of the Beloved is his blessing to the lover. 

I send my love to each and every one of you. 

After returning to his home in Poona in November, Gadekar was diagnosed as having Hodgkin’s disease, with two 

cancerous tumors under his armpits. His son Digambar went to America at the end of January 1959 for further 

college studies, and his daughter Nalini Tai was studying at the Poona University Medical School. Gadekar wrote to 

Baba about this on 28 January, and Eruch sent this reply: 

 Meherazad, Ahmednagar 

 1 February 1959  

 My dear Gadekar Saheb, 

Baba took great interest in hearing the contents of your letter of 28th ultimo [last month]. 

Baba knows how you have taken, and are taking great pains to spread your beloved Baba's message of Love and 

Truth in Poona and elsewhere — wherever you are posted. All this labor of love will never and cannot go in 

vain. 

Baba also knows how much pain and discomfort you are undergoing at present due to the swollen glands. All 

this pain should never be taken by you as "paying for your sins." No! It is to give you greater opportunity to 

remember Baba more frequently. Baba wants you to bear the pain patiently in loving him the more. 

Baba says that he is well pleased with your efforts, your deep love for him, and your unfailing support and your 

cooperation with Baba lovers at all times and under every situation, and, this time, under severe physical pain 

and discomfort, Baba feels very proud for having such lovers. 

Now Baba wants you to concentrate your attention on loving him more. So, do this: remember Baba more and 

much more. Repeat Baba's name silently as often as you can do and remain engrossed in your love and 

devotion for the Beloved of all hearts — Baba. 

Stop worrying about Digambar, Tai or Gunatai [his wife]. Let them now worry for your comforts and health. 

You have had enough worries for them in the past. Give them a chance to give their share and let them play 

their parts. Instead of worrying for "this, that and them" get seriously engrossed in "him, his and his work." 

This is the time for you to do this. Now is the time for you to feel completely relaxed from the routine worries 

and to get engrossed in the joy and peace that prevail when one shares Baba's "pleasure and happiness" with 

other fellow beings — relations, neighbors, friends and all the rest. 

Baba sends his very dear love to his very dear Tukaram [Baba’s nickname for Gadekar] and to Gunatai, Tai and 

Digambar. 

Yours lovingly, 

 
187 Three years later, in 1962, Manohar and Mona Sakhare visited Kirpal Singh in Delhi to invite him to a 

Baba birthday function. During their meeting, Kirpal Singh spoke of how happy he was to have met Baba 

and referred to Baba as the Avatar. He stated, “Meher Baba is doing the work of an Avatar and helping 

humanity in his own way. His work is entirely different from that of saints and sadhus. Persons such as 

myself [saints and sadhus] are nothing before him.” (A year later, Baba had Eruch write to the Sakhares 

never to contact Kirpal Singh again.) 



 

 

Eruch 

Gadekar and Gunatai came to Meherazad to see Baba on the morning of Thursday, 12 February. Gadekar had grown 

weak and was suffering terribly. Weeping, he cried out, "Baba, cure me. I want to go to different places to spread 

your love." 

Baba consoled him, "Don't worry; you will be all right soon. You have devoted your whole life for my cause, and I 

am pleased with you." Sending him out of the hall with one of the mandali, Baba informed Gunatai, "Gadekar will 

come to me soon, so serve him well. Keep him as cheerful as possible. Whatever is going to happen will happen. 

You should not worry. Keep your head cool and give him as much rest as possible." 

The day before, Meherdas had come from Hamirpur to Meherazad to stay with Baba for a day. Baba instructed him 

to go to Poona with Gadekar to nurse him. Baba asked Gadekar to repeat his name continuously and not to worry. 

He bid him a loving farewell and when Gadekar sat in the car, Baba sent the mandali to stand near it and shout, 

"Bhakta Shironmani [the crown jewel among lovers] Gadekar Saheb ki jai!" Gadekar and Gunatai left for Poona, 

and it was a very touching departure. 

 

On 20 February, Baba stated, “Today I am entering the last lap of my six months of suffering and humiliation.” 

Wednesday, 25 February 1959, was Baba's 65th birthday. According to Baba's wish, that year it was not celebrated 

in any way, in either Meherazad or Meherabad. The men and women mandali were even told not to wish him happy 

birthday. But in other centers throughout India and the world, it was observed with great celebration. More and more 

people were being drawn to Baba, as he himself had recently stated: "The time has come, and it has to be. It will 

keep growing, spreading all over, and nothing can or will stop it." 

Baba dictated the following message for his birthday, which had been cabled to all centers on the 22nd: "Every 

second in eternity, every one of us is the same One Indivisible God, Who has no second ever, not even on the 25th!" 

On the 25th, he also gave this message for the Andhra Patrika publication: "For ages, I have been giving in silence 

my silent message of love. You ask me for a message from my silence, but silent are the words of my silence. Silent 

is love, and the lover loves my silence and silently adores me in my silence." 

In commemoration of Baba's birthday, the Bombay Center published excerpts from his messages titled Twenty-One 

Fragments by Avatar Meher Baba. Francis Brabazon was asked to write an introduction to the brochure.188 Francis' 

article concluded with these words: 

The words of men are like candles which burn out, leaving both the speaker and his audience in darkness; but 

the message of the Divine Incarnation, both at the time of utterance and for posterity, is as a sun that never sets 

and is always available if one will but pull up the blind of prejudice and partake of its light. 

Baba had remarked at Meherazad during February, “That one Word full of meaning has produced innumerable 

meaningless words, and when I utter that Word all words will have meaning.” 

 

A special train from Andhra bringing 300 pilgrims arrived in Ahmednagar on Sunday, 1 March 1959. The lovers 

sought Baba's darshan, which he agreed to give. Adi reserved two rooms for darshan at the Railway Club near the 

station, and at 8:00 A.M., he and Sarosh brought Baba, the mandali and Minoo Kharas of Karachi there. About 500 

lovers from Ahmednagar also gathered, including many devotees from the village of Bhalwani. Sarosh invited many 

of his acquaintances, and Jalbhai came from Poona to film the event. Allowing darshan to all, Baba himself 

distributed the prasad. When the program was over, the railway officials came with their families and received 

prasad. Baba came out of the room, and Jalbhai took his film with the whole group present. Baba sat in the car, but 

his departure for Meherazad was delayed as people ran up to the car window to kiss his hands. The car drove off 

amidst shouts of Baba's Jai! Despite pain in the hip and swollen ankles, Baba visited Akbar Press and Luktuke’s 

residence before returning to Meherazad. 

Age was touched by the Beloved’s munificence: “Words are insufficient to describe Meher Baba's darshan 

programs. When a person goes for a swim in either a river or the sea, he experiences the coolness of the water and 

feels joy in remaining submerged there. Similarly, when taking Baba's darshan, those persons felt as if they were 

drowning in a sea of bliss! The atmosphere was full of joy, and the deepest happiness was experienced everywhere. 

 
188 Ten thousand copies of the brochure were printed in English and 5,000 in Gujarati. Francis Brabazon 

was also one of the guest speakers at the Bombay Center’s birthday function that year. 



 

 

Forgetting all else, those who had received his darshan would sit aloof and drink in every moment, quietly enjoying 

this state. Some remained in that state for days after the program.” 

On 2 March, for the sixth time in a little over a month, Rustom Kaka and Soonumyan were called to Meherazad to 

sing before Baba. One ghazal Soonumyan sang, which Baba liked especially, contained these words: 

I have no words with which to tell 

What I have found having found You. 

I have found my Goal, I have found my Self — 

Verily, in the form of a man, I have found God! 

 

The first thing Baba did each morning after coming to the hall was to sit privately with Kaikobad in his room. 

Afterwards, the daily routine began of correspondence and briefly meeting any visitors who came, but Baba was 

embracing hardly anyone. He was experiencing swelling on his feet at this time, which seemed mysteriously to 

come and go. 

Kumar and Pukar had returned to Meherazad, as instructed. One day Kumar told Baba that Aloba and Baidul were 

good draughts (checkers) players. Calling both, Baba asked them to play. Aloba chose the white pieces and Baidul 

the black. Both would take a lot of time and think carefully over every move, but in their absorption and 

preoccupation with the game, Baidul would at times move the white pieces, and Aloba the black. 

Baba was highly amused and remarked, "I have never come across such lunatics! They surpass the mad atop 

Howrah Bridge!" 

(Baba was referring to the story of how two madmen once climbed up the high steel frame of the Howrah Bridge in 

Calcutta and, from their precarious perch, began playing cards. The police appeared on the scene, but it was a 

problem to bring them down, as the least movement on the part of the madmen could have meant their imminent 

fall. The police kept a nightlong vigil, and the next day, somehow succeeded in inducing the two men to climb 

down.) 

From that day onward, Baba would give Baidul and Aloba the chance of playing draughts before him at noon, and 

he enjoyed watching how they played the game. 

 

On Saturday, 7 March 1959, Baba departed for Bombay with Mehera, Mani and Goher, in Meherjee's car, driven by 

Waman. They were followed by Adi in his car with Eruch, Pendu, Ramjoo and Bhau. (Kumar, Pukar and Vishnu 

traveled by bus and train; Kaka, Kaikobad, Francis, Aloba and Meherdas remained at Meherazad.) They halted in 

Poona for two hours to have lunch and tea at Guruprasad (sent from Bindra House by the Jessawalas), but before 

taking any food or rest, Baba went to Gadekar's residence with the mandali, to inquire about Gadekar’s health. 

"How is your pain?" Baba asked him. "How do you feel?" 

Gadekar said, "Because you have come to see me, I don't feel the slightest pain." 

"Today is Maha Shivratri [a Hindu holiday in honor of Lord Shiva] and Shankar in person has come to your house 

to see you. Repeat my name day and night. Go on doing it." 

Gadekar wept tears of joy. After embracing him, Baba returned to Guruprasad. It was to be the last time Gadekar 

ever saw his Beloved. 

Baba and the mandali arrived in Bombay at about 5:00 P.M., and he and the women stayed at Ashiana.189 Bhau was 

given night duty from 5:00 P.M. to 2:00 A.M., after which Pendu and Vishnu shared it for two hours each until 6:00 

A.M. Pukar and Kumar stayed in a hotel in Bombay. 

Prior to Baba's arrival, Arnavaz and Nariman had renovated their apartment. It was painted, new curtains and drapes 

were added, and an air conditioner was installed in the room Baba used. Everything was done in a hurry, and Baba 

arrived soon after the work was finished. Baba admired the new decor and asked Nariman how much he had spent. 

"Seven thousand rupees," he replied. 

"You have spent so much for me?" Baba asked. 

 
189 Waman avoided two mishaps on the way, first by braking hard when a young boy dashed out in front of 

their car and second by swerving to avoid being hit or scraped by a truck. 



 

 

Arnavaz replied, "It was our pleasure, Baba." 

Baba looked pleased, and after walking through all the rooms, he came and sat in the dining room and asked for a 

bottle of soda water. Arnavaz had forgotten to buy some, though she knew at the time Baba drank only this. She sent 

Homa to bring some as quickly as he could, but unfortunately, he had difficulty locating the brand Baba preferred 

and took quite a while to return. 

When Baba asked Arnavaz again for soda water, Arnavaz looked flustered and explained that she had forgotten to 

buy some. Baba remarked, "You spent Rs.7,000 for the whole apartment, and you could not remember to send for 

two annas' worth of soda water for me?" This was a lesson to Arnavaz not to neglect anything, big or small, for the 

Master. 

The same day, Baba remarked to Arnavaz, "Why did you spend so much on the apartment because I am never going 

to come back to Bombay again." 

Arnavaz said, "Baba, you are here now and that is all that matters to us." 

Baba gave darshan in Ashiana to about 1,000 of his Bombay lovers on Sunday, 8 March 1959. He embraced all, 

despite the previous day’s long and hot journey from Ahmednagar and not having much sleep the night before. 

Because most were his longtime lovers, Baba cracked jokes with them, and humor and merriment prevailed 

throughout the function. 

That day, Kishinchand Gajwani and Sorabji Siganporia had arranged four different programs of well-known qawaals 

to sing before Baba in Hasman Hall. The first group started as soon as Baba reached the hall with the mandali at 

3:00 P.M. Baba did not like them and sent them away for tea. 

The second group began to play, but they too were stopped after five minutes. The third and the fourth groups met 

with the same fate. Baba was not happy with any of them. He asked Gajwani and Siganporia, "What is this? I didn't 

like even one of them." 

They replied, "Baba, these four qawaals are famous all over Bombay." 

"They may be famous in Bombay, but I like singing to be from the heart!" 

At this point a fifth qawaal, who had sung before Baba in Meherabad in 1955, appeared with his musicians. Baba 

enjoyed his singing immensely. And as the other four groups sat in the audience full of pride in their “art.” Baba 

eyed them occasionally and they realized that to sing before the Avatar required something more than ability. 

After the program, Baba instructed Gajwani and Siganporia to pay the four qawaals in full and not disappoint them. 

On the 9th, Koduri Krishna Rao of Kovvur came with his family to see Baba in Ashiana. He had stayed in Bombay 

for a number of days, finalizing details with the sculptor B. V. Talim for a statue of Baba for Mehersthan. The next 

day, an Indian freedom fighter and former Governor of Uttar Pradesh, K. M. Munshi, and his wife came for darshan. 

Baba remarked to him, "To experience God is difficult and different because the seer and seen are One." 

For five days, from 10 to 14 March 1959, Baba gave darshan in Ashiana daily from nine o'clock until noon. Many 

people streamed in each morning, packing the lobby and stairs to the apartment, waiting to have their turn for 

darshan. Most had not met Baba before. Jagat Murari, 34, a documentary filmmaker with the Films Division of 

India, was one of the first to arrive. He met Baba for the first time at 9:30 A.M. on the 10th. Murari had a deep 

interest in spirituality and had been told about Baba by his friend and mentor, Ezra Mir, who was also his boss. 

Murari subsequently moved to Poona and became close friends with Jalbhai. He and his family saw Baba at 

Guruprasad, and Murari later filmed Baba at Meherazad.  

An American woman named Ursula Sylvia Hellman, 48, also met Baba on 10th March. Born in Berlin, Hellman 

married, but her husband was killed by the Gestapo for helping Jews. She developed an interest in spirituality, and in 

1955 spent six months in Rishikesh with Swami Shivananda.190 She became the first Western woman to be initiated 

into sanyas in 1956 and was christened Swami Sivananda Radha. In 1959, she was on her way back to the 

Himalayas. Arnavaz had met her by chance in a shop and invited her to her apartment “to meet a living saint.” 

Sylvia Hellman later wrote about her encounter with Baba: 

Then came a moment when Meher Baba motioned me by a gesture of his hand to come close. I also bowed in 

reverence to him. I could do no less after having witnessed such a miraculous manifestation of love that I can 

only regard as of a divine nature. 

 
190 Baba had contacted Swami Shivananda in 1953. The Swami had also written the foreword to a book by 

Graham Phelps Stokes, published in 1958, The Ever-Returning Christ And Other Writings. 



 

 

I was a stranger from across the ocean, a woman from a different culture. Meher Baba pulled me up too and 

looked very deeply into my eyes for a few seconds — or was it eternity? I received his blessing as his eyes 

burned like two big suns, and his beautiful smile came from the heart. I could see nothing but this intensity; the 

human being, the man, faded and disappeared … The impact of the beautiful light of love that I had seen in 

Baba’s eyes was so great that all these details [of the surroundings] were almost blotted out.191 

On 12 March 1959, news was received that Gadekar had died in Poona at midnight at the age of 55. He had been 

sitting on his bed repeating Baba’s name when his heart suddenly stopped. Don had been to see him that morning. 

Baba commented, "Only I know how fortunate Gadekar was, who with his last breath called out my name. He has 

come to me forever." 

Baba sent this telegram to Gunatai: 

Gadekar was dear 

Now he has come near. 

Inform all not to fear, 

But to love me with cheer. 

Baba added: "Be happy that Gadekar enjoys my company forever." 

After the 1955 Sahavas, Gadekar had requested Baba to permit him to stay with him as one of the mandali, and Baba 

had promised that, within a few years, “I will call you to stay with me for all time!" Baba had fulfilled his promise 

— but not in the way that Gadekar had thought. 

During Gadekar's final days, the Poona bhajan group had helped him through the long nights of pain by singing 

bhajans to him. Digambar, the couple's only son, had gone to America one and a half months before according to 

Baba's instructions. Baba sent a telegram for him to remain there and continue his studies. "Be happy that your 

father has come to me," Baba cabled. 

When Pleader saw Baba at Ashiana on the 13th, Baba remarked, “Gadekar has gone. I have relieved him.” 

Pleader too was not in good health, but Baba told him, “What you are suffering is but a fraction of the infinite 

suffering that I am going through. Even though I am suffering, I have to embrace you all and take care of you all, 

while working for the universe day and night.” 

Baba told Pleader to bear his current suffering for another four months. “I dare not care not,” Baba stated that day. “I 

have to take care of everything and everyone, good and evil.” 

 

Baba had been invited to visit the Catholic Saint Joseph High School in Wadala, by the principal, Father Rego. Baba 

was also invited to visit the N. S. D. Industrial Home for the Blind in Worli, by the institute’s Secretary. Baba 

visited both institutions on Friday, 13 March 1959. Dr. Alu Khambatta was a homeopathic consultant to the Saint 

Joseph High School, and Father Rego had come to know about Baba through her. On seeing Baba, Father Rego 

seemed dazed, and failed to introduce Baba to the gathering of 1400 school students, teachers and administrators. So 

Alu nervously took over the introduction and asked Eruch to say a few words about Baba, to serve as an 

introduction. Eruch said: 

The name Meher Baba literally means Compassionate Father — but he is even more, being on all levels with 

all. So you can take him as your friend or your brother, your mother or your father, or even as your God — or 

all of these, for he is any and all that you take him to be. 

I remember how exciting it always was for me as a schoolboy to know some distinguished visitor was coming 

to visit our school, and inevitably wondering what he or she would talk about. Now here is a visitor who does 

not talk! He has come to give you not words, but love. He has come not to lecture you but to bless you, not to 

teach you but to awaken you. He does not shake hands with you, but embraces you as the Compassionate 

Father he is. You will some day come to realize the significance of what you have truly received this day. 

Baba then said: "The human form of Beloved God cannot be more humanized than this, by meeting you 1400 

students [and others] and giving you each His embrace. You are now quite young and have innocence and 

receptivity to receive the purity of His divine touch." 

 
191 Gods Who Walk the Rainbow (Timeless Books, B.C., 1981), p. 78. Sylvia Hellman (1911–1995) wrote 

many books and founded a yoga ashram in Canada.  



 

 

Each boy and girl then filed past Baba, who embraced them and distributed sweets. Baba asked only one boy his 

name. The child had an unusual name and replied, "My name is Christ." 

Expressing his satisfaction to the priest for arranging the two-hour program, Baba stated: "He who is God-realized 

can, with the touch of his hand, sow the seed of divine love in the human heart. The seed then germinates, takes 

deep root, blossoms and later flowers, whereby the whole life of the individual is made fragrant, inspiring him to 

serve mankind selflessly." (Father Rego was later accused of embezzlement, but was cleared of all charges. He 

attributed his acquittal to Baba's blessing when he visited the school.) 

Baba then left for Worli, a Bombay suburb, to visit the home for the blind. The young inmates received him warmly. 

Speaking reverentially on behalf of all, one of the young blind men eloquently welcomed Baba. Everyone gave a 

small rose to Baba, who embraced each. All went near the One who is the very basis of love, but whom their 

physical eyes could not see. Baba's fathomless love for them was obvious and truly touching, and their sightless eyes 

wept at his touch. Each blind person’s face was transformed as Baba embraced him, as though an inner light had 

been switched on. 

One person asked Baba why he was so unfortunate as to be blind. Was it because of some misdeeds he had 

committed in a previous birth? Baba replied: "In a way you are very fortunate not to see the evils and sufferings of 

the world. All are blind. Even those you think can see are truly blind, for they see what is not real. 

"You do not see the real either — it is only your desire to do so that binds you. Therefore, do not ask for physical 

eyesight, but ask that you be given the true Sight which will make you see the only thing worth seeing, the only 

thing which IS. Take my name all the time. Think of me constantly. I give my love and blessings to you all." 

According to Baba's wish, Pukar spoke briefly about Baba and his message of Love and Truth for humanity. Baba 

was shown how the blind men wove cloth and made cane baskets and chairs, and he was most happy to hear their 

orchestra perform for him. The honorary secretary, Captain H. J. M. Desai, thanked Baba for coming and blessing 

them. Baba rose, and amidst acclamations, returned to Ashiana at about 6:00 P.M. 

 

Ramjoo was in Bombay at this time preparing drafts for the creation of the Avatar Meher Baba Trust, which was 

shortly to be registered as a charitable trust. It is believed that during his stay, and according to Baba's instructions, 

Ramjoo removed the handwritten papers of Baba’s book (which he had written in 1925–26) from the Bombay bank 

where it had been kept. Although he supposedly turned it over to Baba, what Baba did with it or what happened to it 

afterwards is not known. 

At 2:00 P.M. on Sunday, 15 March 1959, Baba left Bombay for Poona. As he had told Arnavaz, his one-week visit to 

Bombay would prove to be his last. Thereafter, every year Baba would go to Poona and spend the three months of 

summer at Guruprasad, passing the remaining nine months of the year in Meherazad. This routine lasted until the 

end. 

March 15th was Arnavaz's birthday. Baba had planned to leave the day before, but because of her birthday, he 

postponed his departure until after lunch on the 15th. That day, Arnavaz was busy serving food to the mandali. Baba 

went and sat alone in the living room in an armchair. Arnavaz saw him and rushed to ask whether he wanted 

anything. "No," he replied. 

"Baba, you are all alone here," she said. 

"It is all right," he motioned to her. Arnavaz stood looking at Baba "sitting like a king," she remembered, but he 

seemed sad. After a short silence, Baba gestured again, "Arnavaz, I will not come back to Bombay again." 

Baba had not mentioned this to Nariman and as Baba was leaving, Nariman embraced him and said, "Baba, come 

back soon." Baba looked serious and paused. He quickly took a few steps backwards and again embraced Nariman. 

Arnavaz was watching and realized that Baba, by stepping back and again embracing her husband, was fulfilling his 

wish to have Baba "come back soon." 

A few days before he left, Baba emphasized to the devoted couple, "Nothing is yours. Everything is mine. You 

yourselves are not yours, but mine."  

 

From Bombay, Baba, Mehera, Mani and Goher rode in Meherjee’s car, and Eruch, Bhau, Meherjee and Pendu rode 

in Adi’s car. (Kumar and Pukar traveled separately.) Baba arrived at Guruprasad in the evening on 15 March 1959 

and was to spend the next five months there. Once in Poona, Baba sent for Gadekar's widow, Gunatai, and her 

daughter, Nalini Tai. When they approached Baba, Gunatai burst out weeping. Consolingly, Baba assured her, 

"Gadekar has come to me and is enjoying eternal bliss. He is liberated, so don't worry." 



 

 

To help console Gunatai, Pappa Jessawala would go to her home daily and bring her to Guruprasad. He praised her 

much before Baba, who joked, "It seems Pappa would like to marry Gunatai!" This made Gunatai suddenly laugh 

and also Pappa, and the atmosphere turned jovial. Baba inquired about her financial affairs and other matters and 

both left happy. 

Meanwhile, Keshav Nigam had written asking if he and all Baba's lovers and devotees in the Hamirpur District 

should participate in a yagna (sacred Hindu fire ceremony) organized by a yogi named Yogiraj Dharma Dhruwa 

Gaur for the propagation of Truth. 

On hearing Keshav's letter, Baba replied through Eruch on 18 March: 

I know all about him [the yogi]. He is dear to me. He loves me and has a corner in my heart. But what has 

havan yagna or other yagnas to do with spirituality? How can such yagnas help to establish Meher Baba's 

Avatarhood? If such yagnas had any potential to establish Avatarhoods, there would have been a crop of 

Avatars, fully established and enthroned — certified as Avatars by the “seal” of yagnas! 

The Ancient One has repeated his advent this time to put his seal on all yagnas, rites, rituals and ceremonies, 

thereby ending them. His very advent among mankind is the Sacrifice of all sacrifices; his very being in human 

form surpasses all the existing rites, rituals and ceremonies; his very presence on earth is the Seal, sealing 

everything that is of the external and at the same time unlocking the gate leading to the very core of one's 

being. 

My dear ones in the district need no tutoring for them to feel established in their love for me and faith in me. 

Such a yagna would be tantamount to tampering with the innocent hearts of Baba-lovers. Yagnas, rites, rituals, 

ceremonies and even various yogic practices are all obsolete weapons in propagating my message of love. 

Except love, all things and means become obsolete when the Avatar of the Age lives as God-Man amidst his 

own creation. 

Instead of performing sacrificial rites in the form of yagnas (thereby depriving some very hungry creatures of 

their right to eat and drink things which are burned unnecessarily in the sacrificial fire), your friend Yogiraj 

should have seriously thought of sacrificing himself in the far superior and sacred fire of love! 

Baba gave darshan in Guruprasad for two hours on Sunday, 22 March 1959, and the Ahmednagar bhajan group was 

called to sing for the occasion. Other lovers traveled from various localities to be present. Three days later, on the 

25th, Baba held another darshan program during which the Poona bhajan group had the opportunity of offering a 

musical recital before him. 

A contingent of lovers from Calcutta also came for three days. Among them was Anil Kumar Sarkar and his brother, 

P. K. Sarkar, who was a high court judge. They were meeting Baba for the first time and were highly impressed. 

Justice Sarkar had first heard of Baba in February 1957, when he had been asked to preside over Baba's birthday 

celebration in Calcutta. He recalled his encounter with Baba in Poona: 

These three days were an unending feast of love, sweetness and exaltation and an unforgettable memory. We 

could not resist our tears when we received his holy touch and loving embrace, tears of joy and happiness. 

Instinctively we felt that we were in the presence of Love Personified ... His very presence, his holy embrace, 

his looks, his benign smiles, his loving gestures and everything about him bespeak love. In the presence of 

Baba one cannot but feel that he is an embodiment of divine love and that he loves us more than we can ever 

hope to love him. 

Hoshang Bharucha and Cowas Vesuna had been called from Navsari to stay at Guruprasad for several days. When 

they arrived on the 25th, to their surprise Baba asked them to return to Navsari the same day, promising to call them 

to Meherazad later in October. During their return journey, Vesuna fell ill and became feverish, and Bharucha, a 

physician, had to treat him for several days before he recovered. This was the real reason Baba had sent them back. 

At Guruprasad, Ramjoo continued to work on the deed for the creation of the Avatar Meher Baba Trust, finalizing 

the stipulations and wording with the assistance of Kutumba Sastri. One day Ramjoo was seated on the floor in front 

of Baba, with the draft documents spread out in front of him. As he spoke, his breathing became quite labored, due 

to asthma. Baba commented to those gathered, “Ramjoo does so much work for me. Whatever I want from him, he 

will do it even at the cost of his own life. I could cure him within a second, but I don’t do that. A time will come 

when he will be rid of all these problems.” 

On the 26th, Jashan P. Vaswani, Sadhu Vaswani’s nephew and chief disciple, saw Baba at Guruprasad. He presented 

Baba with a box of almonds and sprayed perfume on Baba’s coat. 

On Wednesday, 1 April 1959, instead of making darshan available every day, Baba announced it would be given 

only on Sundays between 9:00 A.M. and noon, and an afternoon program would be held once a month for families. 



 

 

The Bombay lovers now began coming to Poona every weekend, staying in hotels and coming to Guruprasad on 

Sundays. Khorshed and Arnavaz were permitted to stay in Guruprasad for the duration of Baba's stay, as was Nana 

Kher. 

Bal Natu, a schoolteacher, was also a resident at Guruprasad for several weeks during his summer vacation. 

Deshmukh came to Poona during his summer holidays. He and his family stayed at the Patwardhan Lodge, and he 

was allowed to visit Guruprasad daily, as was Dr. Moorty of Calcutta. Nariman, Katie (Goher's sister) and Jim 

Mistry would come from Bombay every Saturday, stay in Guruprasad, and then return with others from Bombay on 

Sunday evenings. 

Deshmukh used to be the butt of everyone's jokes, Baba included. On April Fool's Day at Guruprasad, Baba 

presented him with a lavishly wrapped present which Deshmukh took to be something quite precious. When he 

carefully unwrapped the bundle, which had seven layers of different colored wrapping paper, he found an ordinary 

stone. Everyone laughed, but Deshmukh kept it, accepting it as Baba's prasad, and as a symbol and reminder to him 

to always have “rocklike” faith in Baba. 

M. G. Bhave, the secretary of the Poona Cricket Association, requested Baba's darshan and blessing for the team of 

seventeen Indian cricketers who were about to leave for England for the upcoming test match. Baba made an 

exception to the darshan-only-on-Sundays rule and agreed to see the cricket team on Thursday, 2 April 1959, at 9:00 

A.M. That day Baba was ready in the hall of Guruprasad at exactly 9:00 A.M., but as the cricket players were 

undergoing a medical examination the same day, they were delayed. 

Representatives of the press had also been allowed to come, and they took advantage of the opportunity to put a few 

questions to Baba. Baba was in a welcoming mood and answered them. Telling them about his childhood, he 

related: 

Of all games, I love cricket the most. I used to play as a boy. I was particularly good behind the wickets. I was a 

member of the junior cricket team of St. Vincent High School which I attended, and I was selected as a wicket 

keeper even on the senior team. Ever since my childhood days I was always chosen as the leader by my 

schoolmates, and whenever there was a quarrel or fight among the students, I was invariably chosen to arbitrate 

between the quarreling parties. 

When I was a child, children were attracted to me. When I grew up, God was attracted to me. And when I 

became one with God, people all over the world became attracted to me. 

After St. Vincent's, I went to Deccan College; and there, too, I played many matches. Once a cricket match was 

being played on the grounds of the Poona Club. [Mirza] Yusuf Baig, the famous all-rounder of those days, was 

batting.192 Yusuf knew of my ability in wicket-keeping and he challenged me to "out" him. I accepted his 

challenge. Yusuf played the first four balls very carefully, but he stepped out of his place a bit to strike the fifth 

ball. That was his undoing, as my throw shattered his wickets and he was out. I won the challenge. Yusuf Baig 

came over and congratulated me. 

Although nowadays I am not playing games, I am still interested in watching matches, especially cricket. If I 

happen to pass the grounds near the Maharashtra Club or the Deccan Gymkhana, I stop the car and watch the 

play. Very few important test matches have missed my presence. I have been to Delhi to see the match between 

the Indian and West Indies teams. Last year I was in Ahmednagar to watch the Ranji Trophy match. The D.S.P. 

[District Superintendent of Police] saw me come into the spectators' lounge. By that time a crowd collected all 

around me. More than seeing the match, they wanted to gaze at me! Just to save the spectators any disturbance, 

I left early. I have often explained that my visits to witness cricket matches and sitting among crowds intently 

watching the game has a great spiritual purpose behind it. 

I love children. When I meet them, I become like a child. I love to play marbles with them, fly kites and play 

cricket. Often when I am driving in the car, and if time permits, I find small children playing cricket with a 

plank as a bat and a rubber ball, I ask the car to stop and watch the game with interest. 

While describing his childhood days and love of games, Baba told the reporters: "I am one with God, and when you 

write reports of this meeting in your newspapers, you should include also that, as One with everything and 

everybody on all levels of consciousness, I live all the respective roles at the same time.” 

Thus, for almost an hour through signs and gestures, Baba replied to the questions of the reporters. 

Finally, the cricket players appeared in the hall. One of them asked Baba to bless the team so that they would play 

well in England. Baba said: "Embrace me with all your hearts and love, and be sure to take my love with you to 

 
192 An “all-rounder” is a cricket term, used to describe a player who excels at both batting and bowling.  



 

 

England. I bless you. Don't be nervous because of your poor showing with the West Indies team. If you play with 

one heart, my love will help you to win at least one test, and on the whole you will put up a better show than you did 

with the West Indies. But all will depend on your love for me. Take my love with you and you will shine well." 

Baba lovingly embraced the cricket players and handed each a copy of Life At Its Best and Twenty-One Fragments, 

and also this message, titled “I Am the Greatest All-Rounder,” which Eruch read: 

In going to England to represent India in the field of sport, you also have the unique opportunity of practicing 

and of conveying to the people there the great spiritual lessons of concentration and love. When you take the 

field, and if you play as eleven men with one heart, each enjoying the excellence of performance in another 

player as he would in himself, whether that player is on your side or on the side of the opposing team, and so 

eliminating feelings of jealousy, anger and pride, which so often mar the sport — you will not only be 

entertaining the spectators, but demonstrating the real spirit of sportsmanship. True sportsmanship is 

concentrated ability, enlivened with appreciation of the performance of others. And when this is manifested, 

everyone present, both players and spectators, receives spiritual upliftment as well as good entertainment. 

Some of you are "all-rounders." I am the greatest spiritual “all-rounder” of all times, because I feel equally at 

home with saints, yogis, philosophers and cricketers, as well as with so-called sinners and scoundrels. I give 

you my blessing that in all your actions you show forth the spirit of love. 

Baba again gave a parting embrace to each player. Several had come to Baba with feelings of wonder, 

inquisitiveness and curiosity. But after meeting him and receiving his love, they departed with new enthusiasm, love 

and reverence for him. Two of them, Polly R. Umrigar, 33, and Nari Contractor, 25, became devoted followers. 

Pendu was also very fond of following cricket matches, listening to the radio to find out the score. When the test 

match was being played in England, Pendu came and stood outside Baba's bedroom. Bhau was on watch and Baba 

asked who was outside. On being told, he called Pendu. Joining his hands, Pendu entreated Baba, "Baba, make Nari 

Contractor [the captain of the Indian team] win the match!" At this simple-hearted request, Baba laughed and 

replied, "We shall see." 

"It is not a matter of seeing," Pendu persisted, "you have to make him win the game." 

Baba was much amused and asked Pendu to leave. Pendu went but shortly was back with the same request. Baba 

gestured to him, "We shall see. Why are you so worried?" Baba heard Pendu's prayer. Despite an injury to his ribs, 

Nari Contractor scored 84 runs for India's side and the team won. 

Baba himself was so fond of cricket that on one exceptionally busy morning, he remarked, "The poor Avatar has all 

this to do when he would much rather be watching a good game of cricket!" 

 

On 6 April 1959, Baba was driven in Meherjee’s car to Meherabad, where, in the presence of a sub-register named 

Deshpande, the Avatar Meher Baba Trust Deed was registered on Meherabad Hill at 11:45 a.m. All ten trustees 

were present for the registration ceremony on the hill. They included Kutumba Sastri, who was appointed 

chairman,193 Mani, Ramjoo, Adi, Meherjee, Nariman, Pendu, Vishnu, Padri and Kaka. Approved by Baba, the Trust 

Deed outlined the purpose and objectives of the Trust, as well as made provisions for the support of 41 persons 

dependent on Baba.194 

That same day, Gadekar's ashes were buried at lower Meherabad. Baba himself lowered the box of ashes into the 

grave and covered it with earth. He scattered flowers on top, as did the mandali present, and garlanded the grave. 

Turning to Gunatai, who had come with the ashes from Poona, Baba remarked, "Gadekar is free; he will not take 

 

193 Baba had originally appointed Eruch as one of the trustees, but Eruch, for his own reasons, declined to 

be a member of the board. When the subject of who should be the chairman came up, Eruch suggested 

Kutumba Sastri of Andhra, and Baba agreed. Unfortunately, after Baba dropped the body in 1969, a lawsuit 

broke out between Sastri and the other trustees. Sastri died in 1973 and was replaced by Baba's sister Mani 

until 1996.  

194 Those named as beneficiaries of the Avatar Meher Baba Trust were: Individuals: Mehera, Mani, 

Meheru, Goher, Naja, Kitty, Rano, Mansari, Khorshed, Walu, Katie, Sushila, Kaka Baria, Pendu, Eruch, 

Baidul, Aloba, Vishnu, Jangle, Francis, Jalbhai, Donkin, Padri, Sidhu, Mohammed Mast and Bala Tambat. 

Families: Adi Sr., Ramjoo, Beheram, Kaikobad, Pappa Jessawala, Adi Jr., Kumar, Bhau, Kishan Singh, 

Keshav Nigam, Ranga Rao, B. Bapiraju, Pukar, Matra Dutta Shastri and Mrs. Abdul Ghani. 



 

 

birth again [for a long time]. He is very fortunate that I, with my own hands, have placed the box containing the last 

remains of one of my dear ones in the grave. He will only come back with me after 700 years, when I return as the 

next Avatar." 

Age appreciated Gadekar’s devotion: “Truly, Gadekar did much to spread Baba's cause. He was the link which 

brought many, many souls into the Avatar’s contact. This was the reason that for many years Baba had worn the 

sandals sewn for him by Gadekar's father, Kanhoba Rao, which are preserved in the museum at Meherabad.” 

From Meherabad, Baba was driven to Meherazad. After meeting with Aloba and discussing matters with Kaka, he 

returned to Poona the same day. The trip in the intense summer heat proved extremely exhausting for Baba and 

affected his health. 

The following day, 7 April, in Poona, Baba executed a revised Last Will and Testament, turning over the copyrights 

of his writings after Adi Sr.'s death to the Trust.195 His Tomb had already been transferred to the Trust under the 

Trust Deed. 

On the 7th, Baba dictated a lengthy but interesting explanation on the working of the Avatar and Qutubs, elaborating 

on some of the points he had made before: 

The Avatar draws upon himself Universal suffering, but he is sustained in this stupendous task and burden by 

his infinite bliss and his infinite sense of humor. The Avatar is the center of the universe, the axis or “pivot” 

around which the entire universe revolves. He is comparable to the central pin of the grinding stones. He is 

automatically in equal contact with every one and every thing, and is thus confronted with a responsibility and 

duty toward everyone and everything. 

Each moment in time the Avatar is able to fulfill, singly and collectively, the various and innumerable aspects 

of this universal duty, because his actions are in no way restrained by time and space, and in no way restricted 

by the "here and now" of sense-perception. While engaged in any particular action on the gross plane, he is 

simultaneously working on all the other inner planes. His working on the inner planes is effortless and self-

acting; but on the gross plane, by the very nature of its grossness, it involves effort and exertion for every 

action. However, quite unlike the actions of ordinary limited men, the Avatar's every action on the gross plane 

brings about numberless and far-reaching results in the various planes of consciousness. 

As a rule, each action of an ordinary person is motivated by a solitary aim, serving a solitary purpose. It can, as 

it were, hit only one target at a time, bringing about one specific result. In the case of the Avatar, however, a 

single action brings about a network of diverse results for all persons and objects, he being the center of each 

one. 

The Avatar's action on the gross plane is analogous to the operation of a main switch of an electric powerhouse. 

If well planned, the sole act of putting on the switch can immediately and simultaneously release immense 

forces through many channels, putting into action varied and numerous branches of service, with results 

relative to the capacity and need of each unit. For example, at one and the same time it can propel into action 

various factories and fans, trains and trolleys, and supply illumination through a million bulbs spread out in 

several towns and villages. 

Like this seemingly insignificant exertion of pressing on the switch that can have such far-reaching significant 

results, the physical action of the Avatar causes, in its wake, repercussions on all planes, effortlessly evoking 

overtones in each sphere, bringing about multi-sided results on every plane. Thus an ordinary action on the part 

of the Avatar becomes a starting point for a chain of working and results on both the natural and supernatural 

levels, while the side-effects of the complex interactions caused by release of the inner forces can include the 

entire universe in its range and effect. 

Everything in the universe is, and from the beginning has been, a materialization of the divine whim working 

out automatically and effortlessly through the impersonal law. This expression, as the Divine Will, operates 

invincibly without effort and without deflection or defeat. It is merely like unfolding on the screen of Creation, 

the film that has captured the pattern issued from the original divine whim in all its consecutive sequences and 

events. However, when God in the form of Man plays the role of Audience alongside the unawakened selves, 

he can alter or erase at his Avataric whim any particular thing or happening destined and imprinted by the 

foremost original divine whim. Nevertheless, the Avatar interferes in the divinely determined happenings only 

when he deems it absolutely necessary. Even the occurrence of such a necessity, with the consequent 

intercession on the part of the Avatar, is in itself part and parcel of the divinely willed plan. 

The Sufis make a distinction between qaza, a series of destined occurrences, and qadar, those happenings 

which are impulsive or “accidental.” This divine impulse in qadar springs from the boundless compassion 

 
195 See Appendix H for a copy of Baba’s will (updated in 1967).  



 

 

infinitely flowing from the Qutub or the Avatar. Thus the Avatar's or Qutub's actions come under the category 

of qadar which contains an element of “chance” and relieves the otherwise rigid determinism of the predestined 

course of events. 

Though the Qutub's actions bring about modifications in the previously determined divine plan, these 

modifications are on a limited scale. On the other hand, the Avatar's intervention brings about modifications on 

a universal scale. For instance, suppose that a war was divinely ordained to occur in 1950. In the ordinary 

course of events, the catastrophe must inevitably take place at the appointed time and the train of world events 

will follow the preordained timetable with unerring punctuality. However, if the Avatar happens to be in the 

world at the time appointed for the war to take place, he might, as part of qadar [divine impulse], ward it off by 

some particular action on the gross plane. Thus, in the relentless working of the laws of Nature, there can enter 

the inexplicable divine caprice, spelling out peace instead of war in the "Diary of Fate." As Kabir has said: 

"Fate is inexorable and unavoidable; only Ram [the Avatar] can alter it. He can undo destiny. He is 

Omnipotent, but whatever has been divinely destined has been planned after full thought." 

The Avatar does not as a rule interfere with the working out of human destinies. He will do so only in time of 

grave necessity — i.e., when he deems it absolutely necessary from his all-encompassing point of view. For, a 

single alteration in the planned and imprinted pattern in which each line and dot interdependently mingles with 

the other means a shaking up and reassembling of an unending chain of possibilities and events. The least 

diversion in the pre-drawn line of Fate requires infinite adjustments, not only with the orbit of the individual 

concerned, but also involving in its interminable repercussions all those connected by the bond of past 

sanskaras. 

The Avataric whim is also a part of the divine destiny. Qaza provides the absolute necessity which makes the 

Avatar's “chance” intervention necessary. But this very element of chance and unpredictability is predicted in 

the pattern of qaza, which includes the possibility of the intervention by the Avatar, arising from his infinite 

compassion that will not be denied. 

In the Avataric whim, there is not the least element of “chance” where its working out and results are 

concerned. Although it is the whim that gives rise to the developments that follow, the action engendered by 

the whim is no chance shot, and the sequel is perfect in execution and outcome. 

An ordinary person's whim when put into action may produce consequences completely contrary to what was 

fancied, because his attempts prove haphazard or awkward. Thus, the results would turn out to be quite the 

opposite to the thought originated by the whim. 

This can well be illustrated by the following anecdote: A traveler is resting under a wood-apple tree, on the 

branches of which are perched some birds. Another man, rather the worse for drink, is passing by and seeing 

the wood-apple tree has the whim to taste one of its fruits. Picking up a stone, he throws it at the tree, hoping to 

knock down a fruit. 

Now, as a rule, a drunkard has a distaste for things sour or tart, since they nullify the effects of intoxication. A 

drunkard will neither have a thought or desire for a wood-apple. Therefore, what made the drunkard throw a 

stone at the wood-apple was purely a whim. Thus a whim is utterly independent of thought and desire. 

When the drunkard picks up a stone and flings it at the fruit, he misses his aim and hits one of the birds instead. 

It falls dead to the ground while the other birds fly away. The stone, in falling, strikes the head of the traveler 

resting beneath the tree and causes an injury. The results, as we see, were in complete contradiction to the 

whim of the drunkard. 

This is never so in the case of the Avatar. Both the aim and results are every time unerring and perfect in 

obedience to the wish expressed by the Avataric whim. 

 

On Saturday, 11 April 1959, Baba visited the Poona School and Home for the Blind in Koregaon Park. He had been 

invited by the school's superintendent, Mr. Kale. Baba arrived there at 9:00 A.M. There were about 150 blind 

students and a dozen teachers, also blind. The boys sang before Baba, and one of them sang a welcome bhajan 

composed by Madhusudan and taught to him by Subhadra, expressing their appreciation to the Avatar of the Age for 

sanctifying their institution with his presence. 

Baba gave this message, which Nana Kher read out: 

People generally think that the blind are unfortunate. You may also sometimes think so. But it is people with 

eyesight who are really unfortunate. They think that all the things they see are real. But they do not see God, 

Who alone is real. 



 

 

All those who do not see God are blind. The only thing worth seeing is God. So even those who have physical 

sight may be more blind than those who are physically blind and love God within. 

Today, I embrace you with my love so that some day you may have real Sight and see me everywhere. 

Baba then gave each of the students and teachers a touch of his Reality by embracing them. 

During the program, one of the younger blind boys sat on Baba’s lap for a while and clung to him so tightly that he 

had to be forcefully removed. On the way back to Guruprasad, Baba remarked, “I liked that boy very much. There is 

a reason why he is blind. My visit to the institution was particularly for him.” Baba instructed Ramakrishnan to go 

back to the school and bring the boy to Guruprasad the following morning. When the boy was brought, Baba 

caressed the child again and kept him with him until noon. 

On Sunday morning, 12 April, during the darshan program, Dr. Moorty requested that Baba give darshan in West 

Bengal. Deshmukh requested that he to do the same in Nagpur. Baba made Deshmukh sit on his right and Moorty on 

his left, and insisted they settle between themselves whether he should give darshan in Calcutta or Nagpur. A long 

discussion ensued. At one point, Deshmukh gained the upper hand in the debate. But Baba gave Moorty a few points 

to consider, and again they went on arguing with no definite result. 

Baba took keen interest in their debate and finally observed, "What can I do? You two cannot arrive at a decision. I 

want to go to only one place, but you both want to drag me to your respective homes. So for the rest of 1959 do not 

bring up this issue again. Remind me about it next year; that is, if I don't drop my body. Until then, you [Moorty] 

will have much work to do spreading my name." 

That afternoon, a shehnai player gave a performance and Baba explained about the spiritual planes. The Andhra 

lovers were present, and, seeing Manikyala Rao, Baba remarked to Moorty, "Just see how he is getting leaner and 

leaner out of his love for me, while you grow fatter by the day. You are murdal [lifeless] Moorty!" 

The following morning at 8:30 A.M., Baba discoursed on God-intoxication and a mast's "blissful agony." Part of 

what he stated about masts on this and other occasions was as follows: 

One who burns in the fire of divine love experiences “blissful agony.” For him, peacefulness is death and 

restlessness is life. He never wishes that the fire of love should cool down a bit, but longs that it be ever aflame. 

In reference to the agonies of a lover, Hafiz has said: 

In love, a stage is reached when the pangs of separation 

              from your Beloved gnaw your heart; 

But every gnawing is experienced as blissful agony. 

When a man drinks wine, he becomes intoxicated. He is overpowered with momentary carelessness [free from 

cares]. At the time, in his state of intoxication, he does not care for the world. But when the effect is gone, he 

has a headache and he repents that in his drunkenness he went astray. He is ashamed of himself. 

The mast, on the other hand, is intoxicated, with divine love; his indifference and intoxication are distinct. The 

[mast's] intoxication is always felt. He is unmindful of what the world says. He does not care for worldly 

people. He has no headache, but his heart has a constant “sweet” pain. His heart thirsts to realize the Beloved. 

Under any circumstances and at any cost he does not want this pain to lessen — even at the cost of his life! The 

pain to him is sweet and he tries to perpetuate it. 

For example, a man loves his wife to the extreme. Sometime later, she dies. The remembrance of his dear wife 

is an agony to him, but it is sweet nonetheless. 

The worldly man when intoxicated derives a sort of fearlessness and negligence. But that is only for the time 

being, whereas the fearlessness and indifference of the mast are lasting. Even if you had a taste of that divine 

love just once, all your worries would disappear, and you would continuously enjoy the blissful agony! This 

heartache of the mast is of such a sublime state that he prefers death to losing it. It is not like the heartache of 

ordinary people, but is of a very high order. The pain of separation of the man from his departed wife is 

nothing compared to it. 

One day, after greeting Harjiwan Lal's son, Sugandh, Baba ordered him to return to Delhi, yet Sugandh did not 

leave. Seeing him again on 13 April, Baba asked him, "Why didn't you return home?" 

Sugandh said, "Dr. Deshmukh asked me to stay on." 

With grave displeasure, Baba scolded, "From now on, do whatever Deshmukh tells you and don't do as I say!" 

Baba reprimanded Deshmukh for interfering with his orders, but then embraced him and forgave him. 



 

 

To Manikyala Rao, Baba remarked, "Of the 35 gems in Andhra, you are one of them. Lift up your shirt." When he 

did so, he was so lean that his ribs showed and all laughed. Baba remarked, "In my love he has come to this state." 

Baba visited K. K. Ramakrishnan's residence in Kirkee that afternoon. Baba was seated on a chair, and the lovers sat 

around him on the floor. All were offered biscuits, sweets and sherbet. When the plate was passed to Pesi Irani, he 

found only a few tiny biscuits, whereas on another plate offered to Pratap Ahir, sitting next to him, there were large 

ones. Pesi was a robust, stout young man, and Pratap was skinny and half his size. Both were seated some distance 

from Baba. There were almost 50 people present, but Baba noticed them and remarked, "Look how funny this is. 

Pesi is like a tiger and gets small biscuits, and Pratap, who is like an ant, has a plateful of large ones."  

Deshmukh was present, and just before Ramakrishnan served sherbet to all, Deshmukh went to the toilet. Following 

him there, Baba, who always enjoyed teasing Deshmukh, locked him in. After a while Deshmukh started pounding 

on the door. Baba only opened it after everyone had finished their drink. Deshmukh came out, and Baba teasingly 

remarked, "The sherbet is finished. You missed out. Why did you go to the toilet?" 

"Baba, you would never do that," Deshmukh said. "You must have kept some for me." Without replying, Baba 

proceeded to the car, and Deshmukh felt disheartened. Coming back, Baba slapped him on the back and gave him 

his share. 

Back at Guruprasad, they played cards and other games. Baba commented to Moorty, who had a doctorate in 

philosophy, "Deshmukh can put you in his pocket. He is so intelligent."196 

Then to Deshmukh, he remarked, "You are intelligent, but at the same time a first-rate idiot! Mani can put you both 

in her pocket! She corresponds with the West and spends the whole day typing." 

One day Moorty appeared at Guruprasad in a canary yellow shirt. Baba asked him, "How did you ever get your 

master's degree? You don't even know what color clothes to put on? You look ridiculous!" 

The next day, Moorty came wearing a deep red shirt. Baba commented, "You look more ludicrous than yesterday. 

You really are a fool!" 

The third day, Moorty came dressed in a bright blue shirt, whereupon Baba remarked, "For God's sake, you look 

worse than before! Haven't you got the least color discrimination?" 

This irritated Moorty, and he asked somewhat sharply, "Then what color shirt should I wear?" 

Smiling, Baba retorted, "Ah, except for the color you are now displaying, choose any other color. All this talk about 

your shirts was to bring out the ‘color’ [anger] you have just shown." 

Moorty's leave of absence from work was almost over, but he wished to prolong his stay. Baba advised him to send 

a telegram for an extension, but Moorty said, "I will never be able to get it, Baba. It was with the greatest difficulty 

that I managed to get this much time off." 

Baba replied, "This reminds me of my childhood. A friend of mine could never pass his exam, but falling at his 

teacher's feet he would entreat: 'Sir, I will eat your shit but please pass me!' The teacher would then pass him. 

Similarly, you do likewise, and your superior will surely grant you leave." Moorty hemmed and hawed over saying 

such a thing to his boss, so the idea of applying for an extension was dropped and he returned to Calcutta. 

On Tuesday, 14 April 1959, Deshmukh broached the subject of a certain young man he had chosen as a husband for 

his eldest daughter, Sanjeevani, 23. Baba replied, "I don't like it; he is not suitable." 

Earnestly, Deshmukh rejoined, "Baba, the fellow is very good. He is educated and comes from a good family." 

Seeing that Deshmukh had already settled things, Baba relented, "If that is the case, proceed with the matter and let 

the match be made." 

Coming out of the hall, Deshmukh told others that Baba had given his approval and wished that his daughter marry 

the young man. Overhearing this, Baba called him back and corrected him: "Is it I or you who wishes that 

Sanjeevani wed this boy? Don't talk like that! 

"Want what I want! Instead of wanting what I want, you want me to want what you want. And when you succeed in 

getting me to agree to what you want, you even tell others that it is what I want. You have not only made me agree 

to what you have already made up your mind about, but you go tell others: 'Baba wants so-and-so and my daughter 

to marry.' 

 
196 Deshmukh had been one of Moorty’s professors in college. 



 

 

"It is impossible for you to want what I want as it is impossible for you to love me as I ought to be loved. But at least 

do not always be wanting to make me want what you want. Hold on to me and try to obey me implicitly and fully in 

all I ask." 

Those close to Baba would usually spend their afternoons in Guruprasad. One day Pankhraj came from Jabalpur for 

Baba's darshan. He had used a fragrant hair oil, the scent of which pervaded the entire hall. When Baba embraced 

him, he made a sour face and asked, "What brand of hair oil do you use? You hair is giving out a foul odor." 

Pankhraj said, "This oil is quite good, Baba." 

"Good? Just go and ask everyone to smell it. Their opinion will settle the issue." 

Pankhraj went around the room, bending his head to all. On a sign and a wink from Baba, all with one voice said, "It 

smells awful!" Ramjoo took one whiff and pretended he was about to vomit. Pankhraj remained quiet, and Baba 

asked, "Now do you believe me that the oil smells bad?" 

Pankhraj said, "Since you say so, I have to believe it. I was mistaken not to believe it before." Baba was pleased by 

this. 

A similar incident once took place with Aloba. Aloba was called from Meherazad, and one day Baba asked him to 

wash his glass. When he went near the table to take the glass, Baba made a sour face and remarked, "My God, what 

a smell! Don't you ever take a bath? You stink! What a dirty man you are." 

He asked Ramjoo to smell Aloba, and Ramjoo replied, "Baba, I feel like vomiting! Even for a minute, I cannot stand 

to be near anyone who smells as bad as he does." (Some new persons who were also in the hall took the incident 

seriously and thought Aloba really smelled.) 

Baba then asked Bhau, "Does your sweat smell?" 

"Yes, Baba, it does." 

Baba motioned to Ramjoo to smell him and judiciously he reported, "The smell is there — but less than Aloba." 

 

Meanwhile, Francis and Meherdas had arrived from Meherazad on 20 March. Baba had arranged for Francis to stay 

at Ramakrishnan's home in Kirkee, because it was quieter and Francis found it easier to write there. Every morning, 

Francis would ride a bicycle three miles to Guruprasad. Baba had instructed him to come at 9:00 A.M., and Francis 

would arrive at 8:45 A.M. 

One day he came at his usual time and Baba asked, "Why are you late today? I was waiting for you." 

Francis said, "I have come fifteen minutes early." 

Baba sternly corrected him, "I have been waiting for you for one hour, and you say you are fifteen minutes early. Is 

it proper for you to speak like this?" 

Pained at displeasing Baba, Francis burst into tears. Baba informed him, " ‘Baba-time’ is something different. 

Remember that!” Embracing him, Baba assured him not to worry about it. 

Francis began arriving at 8:30 A.M., but again Baba informed Francis that he had been waiting for him. The next 

day, Francis came at 8:00 A.M., but once more Baba was early, waiting on the verandah, and scolded him for being 

late! This went on until Francis finally moved to Guruprasad. 

Baba would often play draughts (checkers) with Nariman, Jim Mistry and Kumar. Aloba and Baidul’s matches 

continued, as well. During one game, Nariman and Deshmukh were seated on the floor in front of Baba. Baba was 

watching them play when he suddenly stretched out his legs on a stool in front of him and became totally still. 

Ramakrishnan was present and describes: “Nariman and Deshmukh stood up. There was pin-drop silence. Baba was 

physically there, but at the same time he was not there. We were all [metaphorically] holding our breath. Forty-five 

minutes of this absolute silence and immobility passed. Baba then withdrew his legs and stretched his arms, as if 

waking from sleep.” 

One weekend when Jim came from Bombay, he went to take a bath. A small electric water heater was installed in 

Guruprasad for warm water and he switched it on. That moment, Baba called him. Forgetting to switch off the hot-

water geyser, he ran out. The device overheated and exploded. The men went to see what had happened. Baba asked 

what the noise was and was told. Baba asked Jim, "Why didn't you turn off the geyser?" 

Jim gave a witty reply, "Because of my instant obedience! You called me, and I came running. Had I waited to 

switch it off, I would not have carried out your order immediately." His clever answer made Baba laugh. 



 

 

Every day, Baba would go to Ganeshkhind Gardens and there, holding Jim Mistry's hand, he would take walks. One 

day Baba told someone else to walk beside him, and Jim assumed Baba would take his assistance later. Thereafter, 

Baba took Francis by the hand and exercised back and forth with him. 

Jim felt that Baba was in some way displeased with him, and his mind began working feverishly. He was left 

behind, without Baba paying the slightest attention to him. Baba walked a distance and then suddenly turned and 

inquired, "Where is Jim?" Jim came running, and holding him by the hand, Baba walked with him for a long 

distance. This convinced Jim that Baba was always conscious of each one and had purposely been pretending to be 

aloof. 

Jim Mistry's son, Meherwan, once came to Poona to see Baba. He was staying in a hotel and before going to 

Guruprasad, he went to purchase a movie ticket, thinking he would go to a movie that evening. At Guruprasad, he 

sat near Baba, who instructed him, "This evening go to the Poona Center." Meherwan agreed, conscious of the ticket 

in his pocket. Baba did not say anything, and Meherwan went to the Center. 

The next day when he came, Baba asked him, "Did you go to the Poona Center last night?" Meherwan replied that 

he had. "You didn't go to the movies?" Surprised, Meherwan replied no. Baba remarked, "I am pleased with you. I 

know everything. Continue to obey me like this." 

 

In mid-April 1959, Baba again began allowing darshan every day. Lovers from Bombay and other places began 

coming, staying in nearby hotels. Three o'clock in the afternoon was fixed as the time they could come to 

Guruprasad. Dara Dadachanji thought of leaving earlier to see Baba, and Jim Mistry agreed with his idea. Dara 

arrived at 1:00 P.M., and Baba was pleased to see him. Homa Dadachanji (Dara's brother) arrived at 3:00 P.M., and 

Baba asked him, "Why are you late?" 

Homa said, "I am exactly on time." 

"Did you take a nap?" 

"Yes." 

"Have you come to Poona for sleeping or for my sahavas? Dara has been here since one o'clock." 

"From tomorrow, I too will come early," Homa vowed. 

Baba replied with a smile, "This is only for today, not for tomorrow." 

Once Homa was playing carrom with Baba and was on the point of losing. He took a final shot, but the piece failed 

to enter the pocket. Disappointed, Homa cried, "Hai Rama [O God]!” 

Laughing, Baba remarked, "Ram is sitting before you. What other Ram are you calling upon?" 

Once while playing cards with Baba in Guruprasad, Homa was asked to narrate the incident in Mahabaleshwar when 

he had narrowly escaped being knocked off the cliff by an oil drum which had fallen off a passing bus. He did so 

and Baba observed, "Homa was playing tricks with me, but I am an expert in that! He wanted to go back to London 

but was pretending that he preferred to stay in Bombay. I wanted him here near me." 

Another time during a card game, Baba stopped the game and asked Homa, "Have you ever touched a woman?" 

Homa replied, "Yes, Baba, many times." 

"Have you indulged in any other bad actions?" 

"No, Baba." 

Baba motioned him to put his head on his lap, and Baba whacked him soundly on the back with a plastic stick. 

Once Madhusudan failed to appear in Guruprasad on time, and Baba was waiting for him. Baba told all that when he 

walked in they should shout, "Poochichyya [Blockhead]!" and when he arrived he was greeted with this welcome. 

Madhusudan was completely taken aback, and those present laughed at his expression. 

During one period, Pratap was continually late for performances with the Poona bhajan group, though the others had 

warned him to come on time. But when he was late yet again, Baba expressed his disapproval, remarking, "You 

should be cut to pieces with a blunt knife! Why a blunt knife? If the knife were sharp it would cut easily and you 

would not suffer much. But if the knife were blunt, it would cause more pain!" 

On one occasion, a seeker from Bombay named Joshi Maharaj came for Baba's darshan along with some well-

known and highly respected persons from Poona, including Jagannath Maharaj, who had met Baba at the 1955 

Meherabad Sahavas. Joshi Maharaj, like Jagannath Maharaj, had followers, but he was not advanced. He, too, had 

met Baba previously at Sakori. At that time, he had touched Baba's feet, but this time, since he was accompanied by 



 

 

influential persons and some of his followers, he merely shook hands with Baba. Baba pointed out, "When you came 

to Sakori you garlanded me and touched my feet." Realizing his mistake, Joshi Maharaj immediately bowed down at 

Baba's feet. 

After Joshi Maharaj left, Baba remarked, "In the presence of all the dignitaries, his pride prevented him from 

touching my feet. But I am Ustad [the Master]. I purposely made him bow down to me. It was for his own good." 

Homi Desai of Lahore came for Baba's darshan. He came after several years and was eager to lay some of his 

problems before Baba. But on seeing him, Baba stated, "Homi, just sit here quietly for five minutes and then leave." 

Homi sat down, but his mind was in turmoil. After five minutes Baba asked him to go, and he left highly 

disappointed. He thought that he had lost his chance, but Baba sent someone with a message to tell him to come the 

next day. The whole night he kept awake, worries filling his mind. He appeared the next morning, but Baba again 

told him to keep quiet and leave after five minutes. Homi flushed with anger, but Baba asked him to come again the 

following day. 

The third day, deeply troubled, Homi arrived at Guruprasad. His eyes were red from lack of sleep and his mind was 

churning. "Sit here for five minutes and don't say anything," Baba stated. "Then go." 

At first Baba took no notice of him, but the next moment when Baba gazed at him, his clouded mind cleared and 

inwardly he received the sought-after answers to his questions. Greatly heartened, Homi folded his hands and said to 

Baba, "Thank you," and then exclaimed, "What a butcher you are to slaughter one so slowly!" 

Baba replied with a smile, "Only slow butchering leads one to the Goal. A quick end keeps you where you are." 

 

Every Thursday Shinde, Kamble, Pote and Dhavle (all Poona residents) would spend the day at Guruprasad, going 

for their lunch at noon to the Edward Hotel, Jal Dorabjee's guest house near the railway station.197 After lunch, Baba 

would ask them what they had eaten. They would name several dishes, and Baba would inquire, "Do you want to 

drive Dorabjee bankrupt? How could you have so many items for only two rupees?" Shinde, Pote and Dhavle would 

each lay the blame on Kamble. 

This went on for some time, and one day, calling Dorabjee, Baba instructed him, "Tomorrow Shinde, Kamble, Pote 

and Dhavle will come to eat at your hotel. Serve only Kamble. Take two rupees from each in advance, but don't 

serve the other men any food. Tell them fresh food is being prepared and they should wait. Then give them water. 

After ten minutes, give them onions [the usual sliced raw onions that accompanies meals]. Don't serve them 

anything else to eat. After half an hour, I will send Aloba to call them." 

Dorabjee did as instructed. He served food only to Kamble and not to the other three. When Aloba came, Kamble 

had finished and the others were sipping the water and nibbling on the onions. They accompanied Aloba to 

Guruprasad. Baba asked, "What did you eat today?" 

Their faces fell and dejectedly Shinde replied, "The food was not ready, Baba. We were waiting for it." 

"Why wasn't it ready?" 

"Dorabjee kept repeating, 'Just wait for five minutes … Just five minutes more,' but even after half an hour we didn't 

get anything to eat. He was serving others — including Kamble! — but not us." 

"Did you pay him?" 

"The moment we stepped inside." 

"Forget about it now; you can eat here." So the three of them had their lunch in Guruprasad, and they never did learn 

why Dorabjee had behaved as he had. Afterwards Baba commented, "It is so strange. Kamble got his food. Why 

didn't you get yours?" They didn't know. Baba explained, "You were blaming Kamble in the beginning, but God had 

pity on him and he had his food, whereas you had to go without." 

One day the women from Bombay came to Guruprasad. Baba asked what they had eaten. Nargis Dadachanji replied, 

"[Mutton] Brain and spinach." 

Baba joked, "You have all had brain; now don't eat my brain!" (Meaning, tire him with unnecessary questions.) 

Baba once asked Bapai Desai (Mansari's sister-in-law), "Do you eat chicken?" Bapai said no. "That's good," Baba 

joked. "Otherwise you would have to be born as a hen!" 

 
197 Jal Dorabjee was an old school friend of Jalbhai, Padri, Pendu and Adi Sr., and had first met Baba many 

years before, at the Poona Jhopdi. 



 

 

Bapai Desai's daughter Meher had passed her inter-science exam but had not been able to gain admittance to 

medical school. Baba advised her, "Take the bachelor of science course and then apply to medical school. If you 

don't become a doctor, I will not see your face again." 

All thought Baba was joking, but he said, "I am not kidding. I say this seriously." 

Meher began weeping, then uttered, "If I do not get accepted to medical school, I will never have Baba's darshan. 

What an unbearable punishment!" 

Baba asked, "Why are you crying and afraid? Try and see what happens." Accordingly, after attaining her bachelor 

of science degree, Meher applied and was accepted to medical school and became a doctor. 

On another occasion, Bapai Desai's husband Minoo had come with them to Poona. The darshan was scheduled to 

start at 3:00 P.M., so all three were standing outside by the gate. Bapai had recently recovered from an operation for 

cancer and, being weak, was unable to stand for a long time in the sun. The men were allowed to come inside first 

and Minoo went in. 

Baba asked him, "Where are Bapai and Meher?" Minoo replied that they were standing outside near the gate. Baba 

reacted angrily. "Do you have any sense? Bapai is still recovering from her operation and you make her stand in the 

sun? You go stand by the gate, and send them inside!" 

Eruch spoke up in Minoo's defense, "Minoo is not to blame, Baba. Three o'clock was the time fixed for the women 

to come, so how could Minoo bring them in against your order?" 

"Whether it is his fault or not," Baba insisted, "when I say so, it is his mistake!" 

So Bapai and Meher came in and, after inquiring about her health, Baba asked her to repeat an incident that had 

happened many years ago in Bombay. Bapai told the following story: "Once [during the 1920s], Baba was staying at 

Kaka Baria's in Bombay. A woman came to tell Baba that a dear friend of hers had been in labor for hours and still 

had not delivered the baby. Baba heard her and without saying a word covered himself and seemed to be sleeping. 

The woman was astonished and thought: 'What sort of guru is this Meher Baba to have gone to sleep when my 

friend is dying in pain?' After she left, Baba got up and took a bath though he had never done so before at such an 

odd hour. When the woman went back to her friend, she discovered that while she had been narrating her plight to 

Baba, the woman had easily delivered the child and was resting." 

Another day, while conversing with his lovers in Guruprasad, Baba observed, "I will come back after 700 years." 

Meherbai Merchant asked, "Baba, you are coming back after 700 years, but meanwhile what are we to do until 

then?" 

Baba replied, "Sleep for 700 years. Then I will come, kiss you and wake you up!" 

 

Perviz Talati came to Poona for Baba's darshan. Baba instructed her, "The Bombay group will be on my chest from 

tomorrow. If anyone has a cold, I too will catch it. So when they come, give each of them one tablet of Anacin. Do 

you have enough money to buy it?" 

Perviz replied, "Yes, Baba, I do." 

The next day she gave one tablet to each. She had given the pharmacist a 100-rupee note, but she did not count the 

balance when he returned her change. When she came to Baba, he asked, "Have you distributed the tablets to all?" 

"Yes," Perviz replied. 

"How much did they cost?" Perviz was not sure. Baba asked again, "How much did you give the pharmacist?" 

"A 100-rupee note." 

"How much did he give you back?" 

"I did not count it." 

Baba warned her, "Remember, always count your change. Never trust anyone, not even your parents — no one! If 

your mother gives you any money, count it. Even if I give you some amount, count it. Don't trust even me regarding 

money." 

From that day on, Perviz acted according to Baba's advice. Once a shopkeeper returned more to her than the correct 

amount. She counted the change and then counted it again. The man said, "Madam, it can't possibly be less; why are 

you counting it over and over again?" 

Perviz replied, "It is not less — it is more!" 



 

 

"Impossible! I have been in business for 25 years and a customer has never before said that to me." So Perviz gave 

back the change, and on counting it he found he had made a mistake and was very impressed by her honesty. 

Another time Perviz discovered ten rupees extra in her weekly wages. She approached the cashier, who asked 

whether he had given her less than her due. Perviz replied that the envelope contained ten rupees too much, which 

she had come to return. "You are the only person I know who would ever return money this way," the man said 

gratefully. "No one else would have bothered." 

In Bombay, Perviz had had a chance encounter with Homi Vajifdar, the former cricketer who had been in Baba's 

close contact at Manzil-e-Meem, but who had not seen Baba since 1933. Baba remembered him fondly and sent him 

a message of love. When Perviz delivered it, Vajifdar wept. Despite his feelings, Vajifdar never came to see Baba, 

and died in 1961. 

During this period, Dhun Satha came for Baba's darshan from Bindra House. Being a cripple, she was carried in a 

chair by their servant, named Kesar. Baba commented to her, "Seeing your plight, I feel I should heal you, but it is 

good for you to suffer and have patience until I break my silence." 

Dhun said insightfully, "I did not come to you for this purpose, to make you suffer. I do not wish that you should be 

troubled on my account. I want only your love. This body has to go one day anyway." 

Baba expressed how pleased he was by her reply. 

Dhun had suffered for years with muscular dystrophy and every bone in her body was aching. Baba commented to 

her, "One is no doubt helpless without the use of hands and feet, but when God's wrath descends, even hands and 

feet are not enough to save one!" 

Dhun's sister Roshan Kerawala had given birth to a daughter on 21 February 1959, whom Baba named Mehera. At 

the end of April, their cousin, Meheru Mehta gave birth to a son whom Baba named Merwan. Meheru Mehta also 

came to stay in Bindra House, and whenever Baba would visit there with the women mandali, he would cuddle the 

two infants. After being served sherbet, Baba and the mandali would return to Guruprasad. 

When Mehera Kerawala was born, Roshan had to have two or three stitches, but when the doctor took them out, one 

was left uncut by mistake. Roshan started having severe discomfort and consulted the doctor, who examined her and 

said everything was all right. Her trouble persisted and increased. One day when Baba was visiting, finding her 

looking dejected, he asked the reason and she told him. Baba immediately sent for Goher from Guruprasad. Goher 

was told the trouble, but she said, "I haven't brought my surgical instruments with me." 

Baba asked her crossly, "Then have you come here to stare at me?" 

So Goher went back and returned with the required medical supplies. On examination, she found that one stitch 

remained uncut and had become enveloped in a layer of skin. Baba ordered, "Take it out." 

"Baba, it should be done in the hospital," Goher protested, "not here." 

"Oh for God's sake, quit arguing and take it out!" Baba insisted. 

Despite Goher's reluctance and repeated requests to take Roshan to a hospital, Baba insisted she do the operation 

then and there. He assured Goher, "Don't be afraid; just keep looking at my photograph and that will steady your 

nerves." Cutting open the layer of skin, Goher took out the stitch, and surprisingly Roshan did not feel the least pain. 

Gaimai Jessawala's servant, Kesar, had been previously warned by Baba to give up her habit of stealing small items 

from the household. The maid was a bit "out of focus" mentally and after a brief period of reform again succumbed 

to the same weakness. 

One afternoon when Baba visited Bindra House with the mandali, Gaimai complained about Kesar. Baba called her 

near and with a stern look gestured, "If you commit a theft again, you will be born as a pig in your next life!" The 

very thought sent Kesar into a tizzy, and with an expression full of remorse, she promised never again to indulge in 

petty thievery. As soon as she left the room, Baba chuckled with delight. 

He turned to Francis and remarked, "Once you gain a human body, there is no retrogression, no returning to the 

animal form." 

Another time at Bindra House, Pappa or someone else said something critical of the mandali. Baba became annoyed 

and said, “I am your God and you must always remember that I am God — but my mandali is my God!” 

 

Adi Sr. was sent to Mahabaleshwar on 16 April 1959 with a message for Godavri Mai, who was visiting there. He 

reported his conversations to Baba at Guruprasad on the 17th. Kohiyar Satarawala had come with him from 



 

 

Mahabaleshwar. Baba remarked that he looked thin and Kohiyar quipped, "I look that way because I am sitting next 

to Pukar." 

Baba said, "Perhaps it is because of your love for me." 

That day, Baba gave darshan to Sardar Raste’s family and friends at Rastewada, his large residence in Poona. Raste 

and his wife later came to Guruprasad for a private meeting. 

On the afternoon of 18 April at Guruprasad, Jalbhai showed several of the recent films he had taken of Baba. 

Beheram’s family also attended the showing. 

On Sunday, the 19th, darshan was open to all from 9:00 A.M. until noon. Bonala Venkateswarlu of Kakinada met 

Baba, as did 20 others brought by Mallikarjuna Rao and ten from Dehra Dun brought by Prakashwati. 

From Bombay, Sorabji Siganporia and Kishinchand Gajwani came. Baba asked them, "Would you obey me 100 

percent?" They said yes, so Baba instructed both, "Take off all your clothes and walk about naked in the bazaar." 

Siganporia was shocked and could not utter a word, but Gajwani said if it was Baba's wish, he would do it. But Baba 

stopped him, stating, "Don't worry; this was only a test." 

Sorabji and Kishinchand did a tremendous amount of work for Baba, and Baba used to refer to them as the “twin 

brothers of Bombay.” 

 

The next day, Baba gave interviews to Kutumba Sastri and his son Bhasker, who asked for Baba's guidance in 

obtaining employment. Baba had Bhasker sent to Ahmednagar where he was to work as a clerk in Adi Sr.’s office at 

Khushru Quarters. 

Baba also had interviews that day with Sardar Raste and his family, Siganporia and his relatives, and Gajwani and 

others. On the 23rd, Baba was driven to Yeravda, where he gave darshan to the children of the poor tribals residing 

there. He visited Bindra House and Baba House with the mandali on 28 April. 

An American named Eric Bass of Lakeside, California met Baba at Guruprasad on the 29th. During his half-an-hour 

meeting, Baba explained, “Love is the only way to know the Self, through surrenderance to the Master.” 

Bhavnagri Mithaiwala came for Baba's darshan one day, and Deshmukh introduced him. As his surname indicated 

(mithai means sweets), he was a sweetmeat vendor. Baba in a lighter vein warned him, "Don't give sweets to 

Deshmukh on credit. He will finish them off and send the bill here!" 

Once during the summer of 1959, when Deshmukh's entire family came for Baba's darshan, his daughter Sanjeevani 

complained to Baba, "Father is in your contact for years, but why is it that his behavior is a constant source of 

embarrassment to us? Compared to him we are much more sensible." 

Baba said, "I will show you the fruit of my contact." He ordered Sanjeevani, "Strip yourself in front of everyone 

here!" 

Astounded, she asked, "Before all these people, Baba? How could I do that?" 

Baba then asked Deshmukh to strip and he began taking off his clothes. Stopping him, Baba turned to Sanjeevani, 

"Now, see with your own eyes what is the result of my contact. Your father does everything for me; you don't! Don't 

judge his love from his outward behavior." 

One day Baba advised Deshmukh to have a chapati with butter each day with his afternoon tea. Deshmukh would 

spread butter on the chapati and then soak it in his tea before eating it. This amused Baba, who asked, "Do you 

always eat chapati and butter like this? How in the world did you ever get your degree in London?" (Deshmukh had 

a doctorate in philosophy.) 

Deshmukh innocently replied, "Buttered chapati is quite delicious when dipped in tea, Baba. Just try it." And Baba 

laughed. 

For a treat, Deshmukh wished to give ice cream to the mandali and Baba permitted it. Meherjee was there and 

Deshmukh asked him how the brand Kwality ice cream was rated. Meherjee reflected, "If you order Kwality ice 

cream, your skin will be peeled off [meaning, it will cost a lot, because it was one of the best brands]. You'd better 

order a cheaper variety for so many." 

Deshmukh considered this and said, "You are right. I don't want to spend so much." He brought another brand of ice 

cream, which Baba distributed to all. 

Pukar wished to finish his quickly, so he stirred his into liquid by mixing it with water and then drank it. Observing 

him, Baba asked, "Does anyone in the world mix water in their ice cream? You are an idiot! You have no respect for 

my prasad! Pack up your things and leave immediately for Hamirpur!" 



 

 

Baba asked Meherdas, "Did you also put water in your ice cream?" He said no. "Then why didn't you stop Pukar 

from doing it? You also pack up and get out!" 

Baba continued to berate them severely until Pukar was weeping like a child. Eventually he forgave both. 

Deshmukh's less expensive ice cream for the mandali proved quite costly! 

During this period Baba would often ask Deshmukh, Nana Kher and Bal Natu to recite some well-known Sanskrit 

shlokas from the Bhagavad Gita such as "Ramaya Ramabhadrai," ("Salutations to Lord Ram") and as Krishna 

declared, "Yeda Yedahi Dharmasye" ("When the wick of righteousness burns low I descend") and "Shivohum, 

Shivohum!" ("I am Shiva!").198 

Baba once remarked, "When I manifest, I will be seen at 1,000 places at one and the same time!" 

A visitor asked, "Baba, why don't you reveal yourself now?" 

Baba answered, "It is so easy to reveal myself. Concealing myself until you are ready to perceive me is difficult. It is 

like when one has to pass wind; how easy it is to let it go. It is holding it until the right time that is not only difficult 

and uncomfortable, but also can be painful. That is my state." 

On Friday, 1 May 1959, Don came to Guruprasad from Meherabad to spend the day. To the surprise of all, Baba 

walked freely up and down the verandah that day, without the use of canes. Baba commented: 

I alone know how I manage to walk. The severe pain in the hip joint is still there. The socket is loose and the 

joints not well-fitted. I hear a “click-clack” as I walk. It is not possible for any human being to walk in such a 

condition. 

Believe me, it is pure divine power that makes me walk. Formerly, I too did not expect myself to walk without 

canes or crutches, but now I am bent upon walking before I drop the body. In the coming three months, you 

will see me walking freely, of course not in the way I used to walk. But I will be moving here and there without 

canes. 

Undoubtedly, I am the Ancient One and the Avatar. The one who sustains the whole universe must not walk 

with the support of canes before he drops his body! 

Adi Sr. commented on this in a letter to Suloo Meshram (dated 25 June 1959): 

During Baba’s recent stay in Poona we witnessed a sudden and very miraculous change. With all the pain Baba 

has in the hip-joint, we never expected that this would come about. Baba on his own began walking a few steps 

without the aid of sticks. He is doing so, every day increasing the distance of [the] walk. As abruptly as this, 

Baba remarked that world events may take a change for the fulfillment of the Divine Will, about which he has 

been, time and again, giving hints through his declarations. 

 

Baba's brother Beheram's sons, Rustom and Sohrab, were fourteen-year-old identical twins. They would come to see 

Baba at Guruprasad daily and because they looked so much alike, Baba would ask, "Which is Sohrab and which is 

Rustom?" And they would say their names. 

Looking at Maharani Shantadevi, who was a frequent visitor, Baba would joke, "I am God and know everything. 

But I don't know which boy is Sohrab and which is Rustom!" 

Eruch remarked, "Sohrab has a mole on his face, and by remembering its there is no difficulty in distinguishing the 

two." 

Baba replied, "But I don't remember if Sohrab has the mole or Rustom." 

Baba would inquire who was more clever. Sohrab would say he was; Rustom would say he was. Both would 

quarrel, so changing the topic Baba would ask, "Who is stronger?" Again each would claim the honor, resulting in 

another argument, and Baba would go on instigating them and enjoying the fun. 

Once, the electricity went off in Guruprasad and the fan stopped turning. Baba asked Rustom and Sohrab to fan him. 

He named Sohrab Bambia and Rustom Maruti (Hanuman, Ram's disciple). Both boys were on the plumpish side and 

when Baba asked them to leave, they would rise with some difficulty and their bodies would shake before standing. 

 

198 These quotes are the first lines of the Sanskrit shlokas. 



 

 

Teasing them, Baba would make them stand up and sit down several times, and thus enjoy their predicament as they 

sweated, struggled and strained. 

Instead of calling Jalbhai Jal Kaka (Uncle), they would say Jaka. To tease them, Baba would ask over and over 

again, "How is Jaka?" They would reply he was all right. Baba would question, "Who is all right?" and both would 

say, "Jaka!" Baba would have a hearty laugh and joke, "Your Jaka is a good man, but Jaka is a bit crack-a, don't you 

agree?" 

Once Rustom and Sohrab had a fistfight with some other boy. Baba heard about it and warned them, "Don't raise 

your hand against anyone." Their father Beheram asked what if someone strikes them first, what should they do? 

Baba replied, "They should defend themselves, but never beat up anyone." 

One day Baba emphasized to Rustom and Sohrab, "I joke with you, make fun at your expense, play cards with you 

and for my amusement make you act out some scene. I do all this on your level, but never forget for a moment that I 

am God in human form." 

On 2 May 1959, Baba sent this message to the principal of St. Vincent's High School, where the boys attended 

school: "My nephews Rustom and Sohrab should learn to think well of others, see good in others, make others 

happy, tell the truth, shun all hypocrisy and learn to love God. This is true education. All other education is of little 

use. Those who educate themselves in this manner are my real relatives." 

Beheram's daughter Gulnar was to be married later that year. Her fiancé, Jehangu Sukhadwalla, was a daily visitor 

to Guruprasad. Baba fixed the date for the wedding for the following October. Beheram's wife Perin told Baba, 

"Gulnar has doubts about Jehangu's love for you. If he doesn't love you, it will be a matter of lifelong misery for 

her." 

Baba assured her, "Jehangu has a very old and longstanding connection with me. Gulnar should not worry." And, as 

time went on, Jehangu did begin loving Baba as if he were an old-time lover. 

Kamble's wife Leelavati was ill. Being poor, he was not able to pay for her treatment. Baba advised, "Admit her to 

the hospital; don't worry about the expenses. I will see to it." Gratefully, Kamble admitted her in Jehangir Nursing 

Home, a hospital run by Dr. E. H. Coyaji. She was in a serious condition and Kamble was naturally anxious about 

her. One afternoon Baba visited the hospital and saw her. From that day on, Leelavati began improving and after 

some time recovered completely and returned home. Baba later remarked, "She would have died if I had not seen 

her." 

Once Baba told Kamble, "I want to visit your house." 

Kamble wanted to prepare for Baba's visit and said, "Wait a few days." 

"Thousands of people want to come here to see me," Baba reminded him, "yet when I on my own want to visit your 

house, you tell me to wait a few days!" The very next day Baba went to his humble house. He took only a sip of tea 

and gave the rest to Kamble to drink. 

During this time, Baba visited the houses of many of his Poona lovers. Although it was the height of summer and 

extremely hot, it seemed like springtime for them. Baba showered much of his love on them. The following is a list 

of places Baba visited during his stay in Poona in 1959: 

The homes of: 

Sadashiv Patil (301 Nana Peth) 

Kashinath Soman (399/2 Sadashiv Peth, on 15 July 1959) 

Ramakrishnan (133/1 Ranga Hill, Kirkee) 

Bapusaheb Shinde (Shivajinagar, on 13 July 1959) 

Sardar Raste (Raste Peth) 

Madhusudan (392 Nana Peth) 

Dinkar Pote (645-A Sadashiv Peth) 

Subramaniam Ayer (Rasta Peth) 

Gunatai Gadekar (885/5 Bandarkar Road, Deccan Gymkhana) 

Damodar Shivnath Bhavsar (342 Rasta Peth) 

Pratap Ahir (Ganj Peth) 



 

 

Thade Family (Shiv Kirti, Ghorpuri) 

Krishna Bundellu (808 Bhavani Peth) 

Bhikubhai Panarkar (of Meelan Photo Studio) 

Maisaheb Patwardhan (Rani of Kurundwad) 

Beheram’s family (Baba House) 

Jessawalas (Bindra House)  

Ballal, the Assistant Superintendent at Ganeshkhind. 

 

Also: 

Bund Garden 

Deccan College 

Peshwa Park 

Ganeshkhind Gardens 

Sambhaji Park 

A restaurant at Shivajinagar 

Alaka Movie Theater 

The Parsi dharamshala 

Babajan's tomb 

West End Movie Theater 

Samadhi of Mahadhji Shinde, in Wanowri (known as Shinde Chatri) 

Vishal Sahyadri offices (a local Marathi newspaper, on 15 July 1959) 

Coyaji’s Hospital (Jehangir Nursing Home) 

Three proposed sites for Poona Center: near Swargate, near Shivajinagar and on Mudaliar Road. 

Bhavsar would arrange these daily visits. Once Baba asked him, "Where do we have to go tomorrow?" 

Bhavsar replied, "To Sardar Mudaliar's." 

"Is he my lover?" 

"I don't know, but he desires that you visit his home." 

"Does he have my picture in his house?" Bhavsar said he was not sure. Baba did not say anything and at noon when 

he went for his lunch, Bhavsar phoned Mudaliar and asked if he had a photograph of Baba in his house. Mudaliar 

said no. Bhavsar told him he was sorry but Baba could not come to see him and he had to cancel the visit. The 

moment Baba entered the hall after lunch, Bhavsar said to Baba that he had canceled the visit to Mudaliar's. 

"Why?" asked Baba. 

"I phoned him and asked if he had your photograph in his house and he said no. So what is the use in going there?" 

"Did I ask you to call him? Do you have any sense? How do you work in the [Poona] Center?" Bhavsar admitted he 

made a mistake and sought Baba's forgiveness. "I always forgive, but at least you should think first before doing 

anything that might hurt someone's feelings." 

Turning to Maharani Shantadevi, Baba shrugged, "What type of gems I get!" 

 

A lover of longstanding, S. M. Turekar came with his wife to meet Baba. When he saw Baba, tears of repentance 

fell from his eyes. Turekar was a police officer and was then serving as a superintendent of police, a high position. 

There were two reasons for his sorrow. Baba had instructed him to be honest, but he had become corrupt and often 

took bribes, and did not desist despite Baba's order. Once when he accepted graft of Rs.100, his wife fell ill and he 

had to spend Rs.200 for her treatment. He reasoned that whatever was to happen would happen and again began 

accepting money under the table for certain favors he was in a position to offer. Then his son became sick, and he 



 

 

had to spend much more than what he had illegally collected. Finally, finding circumstances so distressful, he 

realized it was due to his disobedience to Baba's order. 

Turekar was also grief-stricken because of his daughter. He had arranged her marriage to an Indian boy whose 

family was living in Africa. After the marriage, Turekar began hearing rumors that his son-in-law was a eunuch. The 

young man wanted to take his wife to Africa and Baba, knowing the stories were untrue, advised Turekar to let her 

go with him. But Turekar wanted to have the boy physically examined; and the son-in-law, coming to know of it, 

immediately left for Africa and never returned. They did not know his whereabouts and subsequently the daughter 

became so depressed that she had to be admitted to a mental hospital. Turekar repented much for his disobedience to 

Baba. Baba embraced him and forgave him. 

Homai D. Malati had been in Baba's contact for some time through Subhadra. She would also visit a saint named 

Amar Jyoti, and once Baba explained to her the difference between himself and Amar Jyoti: "I am the principal of a 

college, and the one you take to be a saint is a teacher in a kindergarten! Is it right for you to go to the teacher and 

forget about the college chancellor?" From that day on, Homai stopped going to the saint. 

Principal Niranjan Singh came from Delhi to see Baba. After the meeting, Baba asked Dadi Kerawala to take 

Niranjan to the railway station on his scooter. 

At the same time another person came. Baba asked Jehangu to take him to the station. Jehangu replied, "Dadi has a 

side car to his scooter and can easily take both." 

Baba sternly rebuked him, "Just do the work I have given you, and Dadi will do his. It is not necessary for you to 

make suggestions to me." Therefore, Dadi and Jehangu did as Baba asked and then returned to Guruprasad. Very 

serious, Baba inquired whether they had carried out his instructions. Both replied that they had, which pleased Baba. 

The next day the subject of Dadi's going to America for further studies was settled, and after a long search Jehangu 

at last landed a good job. Both young men credited their good fortune to Baba's orders the previous day. 

One day a young man from South India came to see Baba. He wished to recite a Sanskrit shloka before Baba, 

claiming he had composed it in praise of Baba's love and glory. Baba allowed him to recite it and appeared to like it. 

Looking at Ramakrishnan, Baba asked, "How did you like it?" Ramakrishnan knew that the verse was from a 

Vedantic book and not the man's own as he had claimed, and he said this. Baba scowled. "You are a fool!" The man, 

who was annoyed and hurt, repudiated Ramakrishnan's statement, asserting again that he had written it himself. 

After the gathering ended and the man had left, Baba asked Ramakrishnan, "What are you thinking?" 

"Baba, there is a conflict in my mind between the truth and love. When you asked me, I said the truth that the verse 

was not written by that man. I know it was from a certain book." 

Baba replied, "Don't worry now. Forget it. I wanted you to admire it so that the man would feel happy and be 

encouraged to love me more. At the same time, he would have realized that he had told a lie before me and would 

have felt ashamed." 

One day Baba ordered Ramakrishnan to repeat in English seven times: "The Sexless Self is the highest experience." 

He tried, but the tongue-twister was too difficult and he faltered after a few attempts. 

Atchyutha Ramaraju from Andhra used to frequently come to Guruprasad. He did not know any other language 

besides Telugu, and for that reason, he could not understand what was being said between Baba and those present. 

Once when he was about to go to Guruprasad with these thoughts worrying him, he heard a person speaking Telugu 

near the Poona Railway Station. Ramaraju hired the stranger to come with him to translate Baba’s words. In 

Guruprasad, the man began translating Baba’s brief explanations into long sentences in Telugu, adding his own 

interpretations. (Perhaps he thought that he might get more money for his lengthy translations!) But Baba, observing 

what was going on between them, asked the man what he was saying for such a long time? Baba then told 

Ramaraju not to bring him from the next day. Baba told the interpreter, “You may be able to deceive Ramaraju, but 

you cannot deceive me.” And to Ramaraju Baba said, “While in Guruprasad in my presence, you only need to look 

at me silently. You will understand everything. Even if you do not understand anything, be happy for your good 

fortune in sitting in the presence of God for two hours.” 

 

 

On Tuesday, 5 May 1959, an artist and professional photographer of Poona named D. D. Rege came to Guruprasad. 

He had previously written, requesting permission to photograph Baba. Permission was granted, but he was informed 

to come a day in advance of the actual taking of photographs. He told Baba he wished to photograph him in a small 

room, but when he came the next day, Baba was seated in the large hall surrounded by people. Baba said he would 



 

 

move to the smaller room if necessary, but Rege said he could stay where he was, provided those in front moved 

away. Rege set up his lights and posed Baba, by turning his head slightly to one side, and took several pictures. Baba 

asked when he could see the contact prints, and Rege said he would bring them on Sunday. 

The following Sunday when Rege returned, Baba held all four prints and commented, "Look how beautiful I look in 

them." He handed them to the Maharani of Baroda, who was sitting at his feet, and also showed them to the others. 

Rege asked Baba which he liked best, and Baba replied, "They are all beautiful." Rege insisted he choose his 

favorite, and Baba finally indicated the three-quarter profile shot. Rege went home and printed the largest copy of 

the picture he could and painted it. When he presented it to Baba, Baba asked if he could give it to the Maharani, 

and Rege said, "Once it has been given to you, Baba, you can do with it what you like." The Maharani had the 

painted portrait hung at Guruprasad for many years.199 

A professor of French from Deccan College came to meet Baba on Sunday, 10 May. The man told Baba that he was 

interested in yoga. 

Baba asked him, "What do you mean by yoga and what do you aspire to attain through it? There is only one true 

yoga and that is ‘you go.’ The meaning of yoga is as simple as that. 

"I know of no other yoga than 'you [ego] go.' You are your own curtain, and only when you go, can You come. The 

problem is how will you go? The only solution is love. When you 'go' [are annihilated] through love for God the 

Beloved, you 'come' [emerge] as you really are." 

 

Sometimes, on Sundays and holidays, Baba allowed some of the Poona lovers to be with him at Guruprasad. 

Occasionally Baba would give a list of the persons to be called. At times he informed Ramakrishnan to call the 

workers of the Poona Center or sometimes various families of Poona. Ramakrishnan related, "Baba was very 

specific in whom he wanted to call, but I was allowed to suggest to him someone whom I felt was left out." 

On one occasion, Baba gave Ramakrishnan a list of persons to be called the following Sunday for a few hours in the 

morning. They were informed accordingly and all came, enjoyed Baba's company and went back home. Afterwards 

Ramakrishnan reminded Baba that some of his intimate ones had not been called and, when they found out that 

others had been, they would feel hurt. Baba replied, "All right, call them at 2:30 this afternoon. I will see only them. 

I will embrace them and send them back." 

Ramakrishnan informed those concerned to be at Guruprasad at 2:00 P.M. so that they could be with Baba at exactly 

2:30. At about 1:00 P.M. Baba began feeling ill and informed Ramakrishnan, "You have called them and now they 

will come, but I am not in a mood to see them. Why not try and cancel the program? Somehow ask them to go 

back." 

Ramakrishnan thought that would be difficult to do once they reached Guruprasad. Baba suggested an alternative: 

"Get some money from Pendu, and take them to the railway station and treat them to ice cream. Then ask them to 

return home." 

Ramakrishnan agreed but, as he was leaving Guruprasad, most of those invited were walking through the front gate. 

Baba was compelled to give them darshan. When everyone was present, Ramakrishnan said, "Where is the necessity 

for ice cream now since they have met you?" 

Baba asked, "Why do you wish to deprive them of their share?" Thus all had Baba's embrace and ice cream as well! 

While at Guruprasad, some of the visitors would have a nap in the hall after lunch before Baba would come back in 

the afternoon. Switching on the fans, all would lie down. One day, when everyone was snoring loudly, Baba came 

with a cane in his hand. Most had jumped up as soon as the door opened and Baba entered. But those who were still 

sleeping got a whack! Baba began poking one after another. The instant the person woke up, Baba would signal to 

keep quiet. Thus, poking each person in turn, Baba woke everyone up and enjoyed startling them from their sleep. 

Kisan Thade's wife Nirmala was quite stout and Baba asked her, "From which flour mill do you consume flour?" 

She replied, "From your flour mill." 

Baba joked, "It is most difficult to obtain flour from my mill, and he who gets it is himself ground into flour!" 

 
199 The photograph taken by D. D. Rege was kept at Guruprasad for several years and was later kept in the 

Blue Bus at Meherazad. Rege was interested in collecting personal items of different saints and advanced 

souls and was given one of Baba’s sadras. 



 

 

Laxmikant Thade's wife Sunita was plagued by a series of miscarriages and once wrote to Baba about it. Baba sent 

for the couple and, giving her a chocolate, instructed her to eat it along with the paper it was wrapped in. During 

Baba's stay in Guruprasad in 1959, Sunita gave birth in Poona to a daughter, whom they named Alka. Baba 

instructed Sunita to come directly to Guruprasad with the child before returning home from the hospital. So she 

came with her newborn baby, and Baba took the infant in his lap and kissed her. Baba then ordered the family not to 

kiss the child for four months, to which they complied. Thus after several miscarriages, a healthy baby was born, 

and by the time the child was three years old she was dancing before the Ancient One! 

Once Baba called some selected Poona workers to Guruprasad. Vinayak Whavale had a high fever and, because he 

was walking slowly, he did not arrive on time. Without inquiring why he was late, Baba gave him tea and bhujias. 

Because of his temperature, spicy bhujias were the last thing in the world he wanted to eat, and he had no intention 

of touching them. He was thinking only of his high fever and how unwell he was feeling, but without asking 

anything, Baba had handed him a plateful of bhujias to eat. Looking at him, Baba signaled him to finish them all. 

Vinayak did so, and soon afterwards he found that his fever had lowered. He felt ashamed for doubting Baba's 

omniscience and concern. 

After getting married, Vinayak’s younger brother, Prabhakar, along with his bride, came for Baba's darshan. Baba 

asked, "How did the wedding go?" 

"Fine," he replied. "But none of my relatives attended." 

Baba quipped, "None came? But I was there! Because I was there, all were there. And if I was not there, despite 

everyone else being present, no one would have been there." 

 

Adi brought Gulmai to Guruprasad on 9 May 1959, along with Kaikobad. The Poona Center lovers would come to 

Guruprasad and describe all the work they were doing for Baba, boasting: "We held such-and-such a program there 

... We had to face many difficulties ... We worked so hard ... We sang such beautiful bhajans that people were 

wonderstruck ... Our lecture created a great impression," and so on. Baba would listen to them and praise them for 

their efforts. 

Once, when their boasts went too far, sending for Baidul, Baba stated, "Tomorrow, visit the Telugu locality of 

Poona and speak to them about me. Take Krishna Bundellu's father with you and do the work well." 

Baidul did as ordered. When the Poona Center workers appeared the following afternoon, Baba asked Baidul, "Tell 

me in detail what you did yesterday." 

"Yesterday's work went off very well," Baidul replied. "The Andhraites were impressed and all are coming here for 

your darshan." 

"Then you have done a good job, haven't you?" 

"Yes, very good work was done. I was roaming about the area all day long and got quite exhausted. I did a lot of 

work." 

"What? You wild barbarian, jungli Irani!” Baba said, appearing to be angry. “Have you the face to do such work? 

What work could you possibly do? Who knows you? Don't you realize that I alone do my work?" 

"Yes, Baba, only you do the work." 

"Then why do you take credit for it, saying that you did it? You were quite put upon to do it, weren't you?" 

"Yes, Baba. I became very tired from the hot sun, moving about the whole day." 

"But what is so great in that? If there was a will to obey me, you would not have spoken about tiredness. You should 

be ashamed to say such things in my presence. Turn into dust; only then will you do my work! Why do you praise 

yourself? You are full of ego! What work of mine can you ever do? Only he who sincerely believes that Baba alone 

does his work can help me. Have you the faith to do any work?" 

Thus Baba kept berating Baidul, and the Poona workers, sitting as silent statues, listened morosely. Baidul was made 

the target that day to teach them a lesson, and from then on they never boasted about their “achievements.” To 

impart a moral to others, Baba would always use the mandali as targets, as they could bear the deep wounds he 

inflicted. 

Once Baba was sitting in Guruprasad with the mandali. Also present were a few lovers from the Poona Center. Bal 

Natu had delivered a speech on Baba at the center, which all were praising. Baba commented, "Bal Natu is a gem, 

and see these two [pointing to Vishnu and Bhau], they are coal!" 



 

 

Those who did nightwatch near Baba encountered many difficulties while doing their duty. The watchman had to 

press Baba's legs, which in the summer heat was exhausting. That too, at a constant pressure. If one massaged Baba 

a bit harder, he would ask, "Are you angry with me?" If done too softly, he would say, "Are you sleepy?" When not 

attending to him, the watchman had to remain absolutely still like a statue. The slightest noise disturbed Baba's rest. 

It is hard to imagine that even the swallowing of saliva would be enough sound to disturb Baba. To keep watch by 

Baba’s side at night was therefore among the hardest duties of all. 

One time when Bhau was keeping watch near Baba, he was wearing a pair of thin pajamas. Baba was lying down 

snoring. He had reminded Bhau not to make any noise, and so Bhau was sitting quietly. 

Suddenly, he saw that Baba's mosquito net was not closed properly, and if it was left as it was, mosquitoes might 

enter it and bite him. Slowly Bhau stood up, very careful not to make any noise, and he began taking a step toward 

Baba's bed. 

Baba got up and asked, "Why did you move?" 

Bhau said, "I did not make any noise, Baba." 

He replied, "I heard the rustling of your pajamas." Bhau had a look of amazement on his face. 

Seeing his expression, Baba lost his temper. He scolded Bhau harshly and motioned with a disgusted look, "Go back 

to your home. You can no longer stay with me. I don't want to see your face ever again." 

Bhau pleaded, "Baba, trains are running nearby, buses, cars and trucks are running on the roads. They are making a 

lot of noise! Occasionally there are even loudspeakers blaring music outside. You do not complain about that noise, 

but you complain about the fluttering of my pajamas." 

Baba sternly asked him, "Tell me whether I have chosen the trains, buses, trucks and cars to serve me, or have I 

chosen you for this purpose? Whom have I chosen? I have concern with you because I allow you to serve me. What 

concern do I have with trains, trucks or anyone else?" 

Bhau realized his mistake and felt touched by Baba's concern for him and for the privilege he had been given by 

being allowed to be near him. 

 

A judge, Prem Khilnani, who had met Baba the previous year, brought his wife, Girja, 33, and their two young sons, 

Vinod and Raj, for Baba's darshan. Girja had her doubts about Baba's Avatarhood. When she found him joking and 

playing cards, her misgivings intensified. Once, she was sitting in Guruprasad when Baba was engaged in a game of 

cards. Suddenly flinging them away, he addressed the gathering: "Tell me, what do you take me for? I will be 

pleased if you speak the truth and pained if you lie." 

Some present said he was the Avatar, or the Messiah; some compared him with Ram, Zoroaster, and Muhammad. 

Girja kept quiet, but she knew Baba was answering her skepticism. 

But this was not the end of her mental agitation. Later she reasoned that since she already had a guru herself, it was 

not good to approach another. Although her guru had passed away, she still thought of him and felt that by coming 

to Meher Baba she was being unfaithful to her Master. While these thoughts were troubling her, without Girja 

mentioning anything, Baba commented, "Your husband is a judge. He has authority vested in him. On the strength 

of that authority he can send offenders to jail. But after he retires, he cannot convict anyone, even if they are guilty. 

Isn't that so?" Girja was impressed by Baba's words and knew he was referring to her deceased guru. 

Still, her doubts persisted. Girja wondered whether her guru was superior to Baba. Baba continued to be deeply 

absorbed in the card game, but simultaneously he was answering her questions without her voicing them. He 

remarked to the gathering: "There are many small shops in the world filled with this and that. But there is one huge 

warehouse where you won't find such trivial things. A prince among merchants owns it. I am the owner of such a 

shop, and the Emperor among merchants." 

Again, Girja knew Baba had spoken to her, and her doubts were removed. She bowed at Baba's feet. While 

embracing Baba, she felt shy and did not do it heartily. Baba snapped at her, "Do you also embrace your husband 

like this?" She laughed and fell into his arms. 

V. R. Bade, an attorney from Pathardi, came for darshan. He wanted to stay in Poona for some time so that he would 

be able to have Baba's darshan daily, but his finances did not permit it. He began thinking that only the rich can be 

near Meher Baba, not the poor. When Bade approached him, Baba stated, "I want you to come to me daily for two 

weeks. Would you do it?" 

"Assuredly, Baba. I was thinking the same and certainly will come." 



 

 

"How will you manage it?" 

"Somehow," Bade replied. 

"I am arranging for your expenses for two weeks through someone. Accept the money without offering any thanks. 

When you can, repay him." Bade accepted the proposal with tears in his eyes. He repented for his thoughts and 

received firsthand experience of the Avatar's all-knowingness and compassion. 

On one occasion, Keki Damania of Ahmednagar and his wife Shakuntala came to see Baba at Guruprasad. Their ten 

month-old daughter Mehernaz had acute fever; but, knowing she would be safe, the couple left her in the hall and 

went out into town. Finding the child there, Baba asked whose it was. No one knew, so Baba had the baby brought 

to him and felt that she was feverish. He passed his hand over her and, sending for Goher, told her to examine 

Mehernaz. The infant was given medication and made comfortable in a room. Soon the couple returned and began 

looking for their child. Baba asked, "Whom are you looking for?" 

Keki said, "We left Mehernaz here." 

Baba scolded them, "You left her here! What wonderful parents you are! The child has a fever of 105° and you went 

out into town, leaving her here. What kind of people are you?" 

"Baba, you are here. Why should we worry?" 

"Despite my being here, if the child died, wouldn't you feel sorry?" 

"No, Baba. Everything happens according to your will." 

"Then I tell you, Mehernaz will pass away tomorrow!" Keki and Shakuntala kept calm and, instead of dying the next 

day, the baby got well! 

 

Several thousand lovers and devotees from Andhra, Hamirpur, Delhi, Dehra Dun, Nagpur, Calcutta, Bombay, 

Navsari, and other places came to Poona for Baba's darshan during these months. Whenever darshan was in 

progress, there was always devotional singing performed. Besides the Poona and Ahmednagar bhajan parties, 

different singers from all over India would participate, but the Poona bhajan mandali group had the chance of 

singing before Baba more often than others. 

One of the main forces behind the Poona group was Madhusudan. He was engaged to another singer, Subhadra 

Bundellu, and their wedding took place before Baba at Guruprasad on Thursday, 14 May 1959. For the occasion, 

Madhusudan had specially composed a new song, which both sang. The wedding was truly an example of the kind 

of "miracles" which Baba's love brought about. Subhadra was a Harijan (an Untouchable, the lowest caste), while 

Madhusudan was a high-caste Brahmin. His family had been opposed to the marriage when they first heard of it, but 

afterwards had relented. Baba blessed the couple, and later they were formally married in a civil ceremony at the 

registrar's office. 

In the middle of the ceremony at Guruprasad, Baba commented: "Only Eruch knows why I am doing this [marrying 

them]. No one knows the work I am doing in between. This is the first and last wedding performed by me as 

Baba."200 

He then said: 

I am God — God the Beyond. I draw you ever closer to me by giving you frequent occasions of my close 

companionship. But too much familiarity often makes you forget that I am God in human form. 

I know all that happens and will happen. In fact, anything that happens, happens not without my will. 

Knowingly, I allow things to happen in their natural course. 

All that I ask of you is to love me most and obey me at all times. Knowing that it is impossible to obey me as 

you should, I help you to carry out wholeheartedly my instructions by frequently bringing home to you the 

importance of obedience. 

Now listen very carefully to what I say. 

Baba then repeated what he had told Deshmukh about wanting what he wanted. He concluded by stating: 

 
200 Baba had given his blessings to other newly-married couples previously and he would again (such as 

Dara and Amrit) — so what he meant by this statement remains a mystery. 



 

 

I know it is not easy to want what I want; it is almost impossible. However, I want you to try your utmost to put 

your heart and soul into carrying out anything that I may want you to do. Only intense love for me can lead you 

to obey me as I want. 

Many Baba lovers gave the couple wedding gifts, and the father of the bride hosted a luncheon for everyone present. 

The list of presents was read out before Baba, and when he heard that Meherjee, who was quite wealthy, had given 

them a very small gift, Baba was so annoyed he threw a basin at him! 

Adi Sr. had arrived that day with Kaka Baria, along with Adi’s niece Naggu and her fiancé Ravi Mehta. Baba 

approved the match and had the couple embrace in front of him.201 

 

In mid-May 1959, Baba began hinting more often that his universal burden was increasing greatly and "the time" 

was drawing near. From 14 May, he began a special period of 56 days, during which time he asked all concerned to 

fully resign to his every wish and not give him the least cause for irritation. He added: 

If all goes well as I wish, my work will be done 100 percent successfully with glorious results. If you do your 

utmost, I will help you to help me. 

These days maya is in full force and tries to oppose my work. Therefore, particularly those who live near me 

must remain very watchful. Knowing my love for you, maya awaits the opportunity to use your weaknesses. 

The moment you neglect my instructions, maya's purpose is served. I have to put up a big fight with maya — 

not to destroy it, but to make you aware of its nothingness. The moment you fail to obey me implicitly, it 

tightens its grip over you and you fail to carry out the duties assigned to you. This adds to my present suffering. 

In God there is no such thing as confusion: God is infinite bliss and honesty. In illusion there is misery, 

confusion, chaos. As the Eternal Redeemer of humanity, I am ever at the junction of Reality and illusion, 

simultaneously experiencing the infinite bliss of Reality and the suffering of illusion. With Reality on the one 

hand and illusion on the other, I constantly experience, as it were, a pull from each side. This is my crucifixion. 

I do not ever let go of my hold on Reality. Imagine for instance that the pull of illusion becomes too great. 

What would happen? My “arm” would be pulled out of its socket, but I remain what I am! 

Bhaskara Raju and his dramatic troupe arrived in Poona on 16 May 1959, and they met Baba that afternoon. Jim 

Mistry had brought mango ice cream to celebrate the birthday of his son Merwan. Baba tasted it and distributed it to 

all as prasad. For fun, he flicked a few spoonfuls of the ice cream into the open mouths of a few of those gathered. 

He remarked, "I am happy to see all of you. So happy, I wish to express my happiness through whistling. But how 

can I whistle? I am silent. So all of you whistle on my behalf." And one by one, everybody did so. The following 

evening at 6:30 P.M., the Andhra group gave a public performance of their Burra Katha play at Gokhale Hall. 

On the morning of the 17th, Bhaskara Raju, Kondapalli Venkatacharya, Parepalli Satyam, B. Satyanarayana Raju 

and Ramabhadra Raju performed a shortened version of their four-hour ballad-play before Baba at Guruprasad. 

Afterwards at 10:00 A.M., Bhikubhai took a photograph of the group with Baba. Baba remarked, "This is a unique 

photograph. People will appreciate it after my physical end and flock around you in recognition of your services for 

my universal cause." 

Meanwhile, Mansari and Kaikobad's family had been brought to Guruprasad on 17 May to spend the day with Baba. 

They lived isolated on Meherabad Hill and seldom left the property, unless ordered by Baba. Mansari’s brother 

Minoo brought a sumptuous amount of ice cream again that day, which Baba distributed to all. 

Baba had asked K. N. Soman to write a play in Marathi, which he began during Baba's stay in Poona, but was not 

able to finish. 

Maharani Shantadevi came to see Baba on 22 May with her daughters, and again the next day for two hours with 

Sardar Raste. Shantadevi would often visit Guruprasad to see Baba, whenever she visited Poona, but she stayed in 

another bungalow while Baba was occupying Guruprasad. Baba once remarked to her, "I want you to come to me 

regularly. But come only when you have the time and it is convenient." She was wondering why Baba did not order 

her to come to him as he would do with others. But Baba never did give her any orders. She would never ask Baba 

anything on her own, but occasionally when Baba would ask her about things on her mind, she would answer and 

tell him about her personal and family affairs. (She had marital problems with her husband, who was considered an 

“international playboy.”) 

 
201 Aloba was sent to Meherazad while Kaka Baria was away. 



 

 

On one occasion, Baba commented to Shantadevi, "You are blessed. I love you more than you love me. I have my 

nazar on you." Baba would also frequently remark to her in later years, "Guruprasad has become immortal. It will 

turn into a place of pilgrimage. With it, you too will become immortal." 

Once, while discussing a center, Baba revealed to Shantadevi, "In your palace, I have done much work for the whole 

universe. It has earned Guruprasad a place of great importance." 

 

Marvin Campen, an American Sufi (under Ivy Duce’s guidance) living in Switzerland, had written to Baba asking 

permission to visit, as he was going to Saudi Arabia on business. Campen arrived in Bombay on 21 May 1959 and 

was taken to Poona the following afternoon by Jim Mistry. Meherjee met them at the train station, took Marvin to 

the Napier Hotel and told him, "Be ready to go to Baba tomorrow morning at 8:15 A.M." 

As usual, Baba came into the living room of Guruprasad at 7:00 A.M. on Saturday, the 23rd. Before going into the 

hall he was busy attending to correspondence and other day-to-day details of his work. At 8:30 A.M. everyone was 

summoned inside, including Marvin. Marvin placed a music box, shaped like a Swiss chalet, at Baba's feet. When 

opened, it played Baba's favorite tune Begin the Beguine, and Baba listened to it happily. 

Baba was in a communicative mood and said: 

The First Song of the Infinite is the beginning of creation. It brings about the apparent descent of the Infinite 

into the domain of multiple duality. Duality implies unending sufferings. 

I am eternally happy, for I know that I am the Infinite One. I alone exist, there is nothing besides me, all else is 

illusion. Simultaneously, I suffer eternally. 

As myself, I am free, but in you, as you, I get myself bound. I knowingly suffer through you to make you free 

from bindings. This is my crucifixion. Your experience of suffering is because of sheer ignorance. Your 

ignorance is my suffering. 

Baba then gave a discourse titled “Awake Dream State to Real Awake State” (printed in The Everything and The 

Nothing) and ended by stating: 

The law of karma is impartial and inexorable. It knows no concessions, gives no preferences, makes no 

exceptions. It dispenses justice. By the Divine Law you are shielded from remembrance of past lives, for it 

would not help you in living your present life but would make it infinitely more complicated and confusing. 

For me, “past” does not exist. I live in the Eternal Present. I clearly see your former lives, with all your intimate 

and intricate relationships with so many individuals. Your various reactions to others, seen in the context of 

your mutual [karmic] connections in previous lives, serves as a mighty joke to me and helps to ease my burden 

of suffering. 

The life of everything and everyone is an open book to me. It is like a film show that I enjoy at my own cost. I 

am the sole Producer of this ever-changing and never-ending film called the universe, wherein I become you in 

your awake dream state in order to awaken you to the Real Awake State. When you experience this state, you 

will realize the nothingness of what was your awake dream state which you experience now. This needs my 

grace. When my grace descends, it makes you me. 

The same day, Baba gave this discourse: 

When I order you, you have to try your best to carry out the same. If I say, "Fly!" since you have no wings, 

even trying is out of the question. What you can only do, as the reflex response to my order, is to take an 

upward jump as high as humanly possible, only to fall back to earth. However, if I ask you to take 10,000 

somersaults, then trying is possible, but this needs your preparedness to face possible death. Begin, and I am 

there to help. 

Now, two more examples of another type. If I say: "Throttle [Strangle] your mother whom you love so dearly,” 

what is your reaction? You feel puzzled and confused. You are nonplussed. This is because you have not 

understood the status and function of the Avatar — the Infinitely Compassionate One. 

The mind plays its trick and you say to yourself: "It would have been better had Baba asked me to throttle 

myself." But if I say: "Throttle yourself," what will you do? How can you carry out this command? Is it 

possible to strangle oneself consciously? 

So in trying to obey me, there are two possibilities — willing and unwilling obedience. As in the case of your 

dear mother, “trying” is possible but you are not willing. In the second case, your willingness to obey is there 

but trying is not possible. 



 

 

I am not going to give such an order now. This is just an occasion for you to test yourself to know where you 

stand. It is possible for you to carry out all big orders. Though not easy, you can even be successful in carrying 

out the small orders of multifarious nature. But to live with me and obey all small and big orders and yet 

remain in a cheerful mood and not worry about anything, that is impossible. 

However, to hold on to me through thick and thin, trying to be as cheerful as is humanly possible while carrying 

out my orders, is an act of fortitude worth appreciating. Hafiz says something unique in this respect. He says: 

Befitting a fortunate slave, carry out every command of the Master, without any question of why and what. 

About what you hear from the Master, never say it is wrong, because, my dear, the fault lies in your own 

incapacity to understand him. 

I am the slave of the Master, who has released me from ignorance; whatever my Master does is of the highest 

benefit to all concerned. 

Therefore, do what I say. Do not worry about anything. Be cheerful and happy. 

Baba concluded by stating: 

Let your heart be pure. Do not act outwardly what you are not inwardly. Be absolutely honest. God is infinite 

honesty. If you have an impure heart, do not try to pose as being pious. Why? Because God is everywhere. God 

cannot be fooled. So why pose as something you are not? 

I do not want anything from you. I have stopped accepting gifts. Give me the gift of love and free yourself from 

the bondage of ignorance. 

Marvin Campen was allowed to come back to Guruprasad the following morning, Sunday, 24 May 1959. About 500 

people came for Baba's darshan. Seeing Baba exert himself to give darshan to one and all, Marvin said, "Baba, you 

work so hard for us!" Baba gestured to the gathering, "Marvin loves me." 

During one ghazal by a qawaali singer, Baba told Marvin: "My unique experience of the Beyond State is so unique 

that I simultaneously experience being everything and beyond everything. I am the song, its words and its melody, 

and I am the singer. I am the musical instruments and the players and the listeners. And on your level I explain to 

you the meaning of what I, the Singer, sing." 

Before Marvin left, Baba urged him, "Give my love to all." 

 

Rano and Naja were staying in Bindra House, where Naja was cooking for Baba and the women mandali. Rano 

became ill in May, as did Pappa Jessawala and Roshan's baby. On the night of 28 May, Rano was stricken with a 

severe attack of gastroenteritis, with constant loose motions and vomiting. Meherwan Jessawala brought a female 

doctor who prescribed medicine for her, and Meherwan did not get any sleep the whole night.  

Baba was of course informed. He visited Bindra House the next morning, but before getting out of the car he drew 

three crosses on the ground with his walking stick. He sat for a few moments looking at them and then rubbed one of 

the crosses out. 

Inside, Baba comforted Rano and then instructed Manu to prepare some lime sherbet. He dipped his finger in the 

glass and, placing some of the liquid in a teaspoon, he fed it to Rano. He told Manu to give it to Rano, sip by sip. If 

Rano could finish the whole glass, she would be out of danger. Rano was told to repeat Baba’s name seven times 

while sipping the sherbet from a teaspoon. With great difficulty, she did so and began feeling better.  

Baba then went to see Pappa who said to him, "Baba, save Rano. She is a foreigner and if she passes away here, 

there will be complications with the police." Baba laughed, telling him not to worry about Rano, that she would be 

all right. Baba gave a glass of sherbet to Pappa also. 

Before leaving, he told Meherwan, "You did not sleep last night, so tonight go to bed at ten o'clock. This is my 

order."  

Baba returned to Guruprasad. That same afternoon, accompanied by the women mandali, Baba was again driven to 

Bindra House. Dhun Satha joked, "Baba this is not a home but a hospital!" 

Baba pinched her ears playfully and remarked, "Have you any idea how much work I have done in this house?" and 

added, "When I speak, you will be walking in Bindra House!" 

Calling Mehera to Pappa's room Baba remarked to him, "Up to now I have not brought Mehera before any man, but 

because I love you so much, I have brought her to you." Pappa was overcome. Baba continued, "I did not come here 

today for Rano; I came for you, Pappa, and [Roshan’s] baby Mehera. I have great love for you, Pappa." 



 

 

Meanwhile, Meherwan was at his office nearby, and when Baba returned to Guruprasad he had the car stopped 

outside the office. Meherwan was summoned and Baba again reminded him to be sure to sleep at 10:00 p.m.  

After they left, Pappa told Gaimai and his daughter Manu, "How pure I must be that Baba presented me to Mehera 

today!" 

That night, exactly at ten o’clock when Meherwan was about to go to bed, Pappa shouted for him. Meherwan was in 

a quandary; Baba had ordered him to go to bed at ten o'clock, and now this unexpected situation had arisen. 

Meherwan lay down quickly to fulfill Baba’s order and then ran to his father’s bedside. He found Pappa breathing 

with difficulty and sweating profusely. Anxious about Pappa's condition, Meherwan went to bring the same doctor 

who had been called to treat Rano, but it was too late. Pappa's time had come. He died of a pulmonary embolism at 

the age of 74 with the word Baba on his lips. 

Guruprasad was informed and Baba sent Nariman and Meherjee to Bindra House. According to Baba's instructions, 

Eruch stayed at Guruprasad. Pappa was merged forever in Baba's Ocean of Divinity. Meherwan was not upset over 

his demise — he was worried about his own disobedience to Baba's instruction. 

Pappa Jessawala's body was removed that night to the Zoroastrian bangli (a place where corpses are bathed and kept 

temporarily for offering prayers). The next morning, Saturday, 30 May 1959, at 7:00 A.M., Baba went to Bindra 

House accompanied by Eruch and sat in Pappa's room. There, Baba put Pappa's hat on his head and gave Eruch 

Homi Damania's cap to wear. Baba asked for something to eat, and Roshan and Naja prepared food for him. He 

wanted bread with it, but there was no bread in the house.  

On the pretext of bringing some bread from a nearby bakery, Baba again sat in the car with the mandali. On their 

way, they were driven past the bangli at the exact moment when Pappa’s body was being taken in a procession to 

the Tower of Silence. Baba had the car stopped. After watching the procession for a few minutes, Baba remarked, 

"The work is completed."  

He then asked Eruch, "What happens after you eat?" 

Eruch said, "You digest your food and then defecate the waste." 

Baba explained, "The body is to the soul as the waste is to the food. The body eventually becomes the excreta of the 

soul. Death is the process by which the soul excretes the human body. How do you feel after you go to the toilet?" 

"Relieved and happy." 

"The soul, too, feels happy and relieved to be free of the body. That is how one should feel about anyone's death." 

Later, Baba remarked how fortunate Pappa was that, even at this final stage, Baba’s glance had fallen on him. 

Taking Pappa's hat with him, Baba returned to Bindra House for lunch with Eruch and his family, and then 

proceeded to Guruprasad. All at Bindra House were as calm as if nothing had happened. This was Baba's love-game 

and his gift to his lovers. They had faith in Baba's words that everything in the world is unreal and they remained 

unaffected. 

 

Adi Sr. came to Poona for Pappa’s funeral, bringing Padri and the Kalchuris, who were accommodated in a hotel for 

four nights. Baba sent his car to bring them to Guruprasad every day. Gaya Prasad Khare and his family met Baba 

on 30 May 1959, along with a few others from Uttar Pradesh. 

At Guruprasad, the topic was brought up that Baba had appeared to someone in a distant place. 

Sheela spoke up, "Baba, once when we were staying at my grandfather's house [near Nagpur], Mehernath said he 

saw you." 

Rama said, "Yes, Baba, he began calling everyone. He was only two or three years old at the time and had only seen 

a portrait of you, yet he described your sadra and said you caressed his face and spoke with him." 

"Did you really come?" Sheela asked. 

Baba nodded, replying, "Yes, certain times I come to my lovers. I came to see only Mehernath, but when he started 

calling everyone I had to leave." 

The first day the Kalchuris came to see Baba, he was very solicitous and loving toward them; but the next day, he 

was in a serious mood. He placed certain restrictions on Rama, cut her monthly allowance and informed her, "Now, 

I will see how much you love me." 

She started crying, and Baba remarked, "If you have love for me, I will now test it." 



 

 

On the third day, before everyone present, Baba asked Bhau, "Did you meet Rama and the children?" Bhau said no. 

Baba ordered him to embrace them before all those present, after which he sent the family back to Meherabad. 

Later, he remarked to Bhau, "Don't worry. I am drawing Rama nearer to me. She is really good and has a good heart. 

She is residing in Meherabad alone with two small children, yet never gives rise to any complications. I love her 

very much and so keep her tied to my orders." 

 

On Monday, 1 June 1959, Baba held a meeting in Guruprasad at 8:00 A.M. with the mandali and the Poona Center 

workers. In their presence, he announced: 

I have decided to stop giving darshan on Saturdays and Sundays from the 8th of June onwards, but I will remain 

in Guruprasad until the end of July. 

I appear to you cheerful, radiant and healthy, but my health is 100 percent hopeless. My personal doctor says, 

"Baba, take complete rest. Don't walk fast. Stop giving darshan. All this is a constant strain on your health." 

The doctor is right. When I retire to rest at night, I feel that my whole body has been wrung out. My pulse is 

between 120 to 130, which is far above normal. Yet you see me busy from morning till late in the evening, 

attending even to the most minute details regarding various work. 

Now, see the contradiction. On the one hand, my health is getting worse, and on the other, I am getting more 

and more active. But let it be clear to you that it is not only for reasons of health that I am stopping darshan. It 

is for my Universal work that weighs on me tremendously, of which you can have no idea. The time that I have 

been hinting at is coming. 

I am the Lord of the Universe. The universe has come out of me and has to come unto me. This is not idle talk. I 

say it with the authority of experience of my being the Ancient One. 

Now I want to be completely free for one month, that is, from 8 June to 8 July [the last day of Baba's 56-days' 

work], for my important work. Do not disturb me at all during this period by bringing insignificant matters to 

my notice. This will cause me to become irritated and excited during my present phase of activity. No one 

should try to see me unless called for by me. 

Continue your work at your Center and outside by holding weekly meetings, singing bhajans and giving talks. 

Those who are meant to come will come. You should try your best to spread my message of Love and Truth for 

the good of all, unmindful of the result of your efforts. 

Naggu and Ravi Mehta were married in Bombay that day. Baba had instructed Adi Sr. to attend the wedding, and he 

brought the couple to Guruprasad for Baba’s blessings at 4:30 p.m. that afternoon. The couple was permitted to 

spend the night at Guruprasad. Naggu stayed with the women and Ravi slept on the men’s side. 

 

Baba's lovers in Ahmednagar were establishing a new center in a large room at Khushru Quarters, which was to be 

officially opened on the 20th of June. Rangole was appointed secretary and Sarosh president. On 6 June 1959, Baba 

sent them this message for the opening ceremony. 

I am happy to hear that my lovers at Nagar are inaugurating the Meher Center at Khushru Quarters. Although it 

is true that my real center is the heart of the individual, it is helpful for my lovers to come together and think 

and talk about me, to discuss my teachings and messages, compare notes with each other and cooperatively try 

to come closer to me in understanding and spirit. The one who does not seek my blessings and desires nothing 

from me but to be able to obey me and serve me is my true lover. 

In view of my long stay at Meherabad and Meherazad, the Nagar Meher Center has a special responsibility and 

role to play. In the future, when Meherazad and Meherabad become places of pilgrimage for my lovers from all 

over the world, the world will be truly looking forward to the Nagar Meher Center for receiving my Love and 

Truth. 

Therefore, it is necessary for you to receive my Love and Truth by keeping your inner contact with me and by 

bringing your lives in tune with my will, and by living in a manner that would inspire others to follow you in 

loving me. 

My nazar will be on everyone participating in the functions of the Nagar Meher Center, which no doubt will 

have a bright future, rising up to the expectations that the world will naturally build up. 

May you all inherit my Life Eternal. My love and blessing to you. 

Dharmarao saw Baba on the 6th, and Baba approved his design for the Mehersthan Center at Kovvur. 



 

 

 

As announced, 7 June 1959 was the last Sunday for open darshan in Poona, and almost 4,000 persons flocked to 

Guruprasad to take advantage of this "last chance" for Baba's darshan and embrace, including a contingent from 

Vijayawada, Shantadevi and the close associates of Dada Vaswani. One person remarked about the crowd at the 

darshan, "It is like a tidal wave!" 

Although Baba stopped giving darshan, certain workers from the Poona Center would come to Guruprasad every 

Sunday to play cards. Meherwan, Sadashiv, Meherjee, his brothers Beheram and Jalbhai, and nephews Sheroo, 

Rustom and Sohrab had permission to visit every day, and Jehangu had permission to visit whenever he had a day 

off from his job. Every day Baba would also go out for a walk somewhere, such as Sambhaji Park, Peshwa Park, 

Bund Gardens, and so forth. Once when he was in Sambhaji Park, a man recognized him, so Baba immediately went 

back to Guruprasad. 

Baba took the women out for drives on the 8th and 9th of June. On 17 June 1959, he took the mandali to the West 

End Cinema to see Charlie Chaplin's film Limelight, which he enjoyed.202 Afterwards, he remarked, "How fortunate 

Charlie is that I have seen his film and enjoyed it." They also went to two other films. 

Each morning, Eruch would read out selected pieces from newspaper articles, both tragic and comic. Baba would 

also ask the mandali to entertain him occasionally with stories, jokes or songs. One day, even though he had never 

traveled there, Baidul gave a lecture in English about New York City to the delight of all. 

On Saturday, 20 June 1959, Baba gave a discourse on Infinite Knowledge in which he stated: "That which you as 

individuals know at this moment, I knew eons ago, and what you as individuals in ages to come will know at a 

particular moment, I know now." 

During June, he also gave this discourse on “The Divine Response”: 

The moment you try to understand God rather than love Him, you begin to misunderstand Him, and your 

ignorance feeds your ego. Mind cannot reach that which is beyond it. God is infinite and beyond the reach of 

mind. 

The Divine Will that brought forth this infinite illusion expresses itself in all its purity through me, and through 

me functions to make you turn away from illusion toward God-consciousness. 

Every moment, I respond to the whole creation. My response, being a divine response, is wholly and entirely 

one of love. The many facets of that one response, as they appear to you, are but the reflections of your many-

mirrored mind. You view and judge my actions from your level of understanding and attempt to differentiate 

them in the light of your own limited standard of values. Thus, it is possible for you to misinterpret the 

different shades of my response to different people. Being unlimited, I am simultaneously on all levels of 

consciousness; and as such, in my response, I differentiate one from the other solely in the light of his or her 

impressions [sanskaras], or the different states of consciousness that the impressions give rise to. Each action of 

mine is discerned with varied responses in accordance with the necessity of the recipients on varied planes of 

consciousness. And so, by its very nature and magnitude, my divine response sometimes appears enigmatic. 

Do not try with your limited mind to understand the significance of my actions, nor try to imitate them. You 

must not do what I do, but do what I tell you to do. To try to bring my every action within the orbit of your 

understanding is but to understand the limitations of your own understanding! 

When I see you confused, at times I am moved to give an explanation, to clarify the reason for a particular 

action of mine. This I do out of my compassion and love for you. And thus it is that sometimes I seem to be 

“defending” my actions with explanations and giving reasons for them. This but depicts your weakness and 

reveals my strength. 

But remember that despite my explaining, the significance of my actions will ever remain beyond the range of 

your knowing. The utter simplicity of my divine game appears to be highly intricate as soon as you try to 

understand it through your intellect. 

The more you have my sahavas [companionship] and receive of my love with an open heart, the more 

wholeheartedly you begin to accept me. And it is equally true that the more you see of me, the more convinced 

you become that you understand me less and less. Exerting to comprehend my divine game through the 

[intellect's] process of understanding opens up vast fields of speculation in which you wander and arrive sooner 

or later at a dead end, finding yourself helplessly lost and none the wiser. 

 
202 Tickets for all were donated by Zal Aidoon. 



 

 

If my actions cause confusion, it is because of your lack of complete trust. Therefore, uproot all doubt and 

remember well that whatever I do is for the best. All my actions are born of my divine response filled with 

divine love. 

 

On Monday, 22 June 1959, at 8:00 A.M., Baba held a meeting of the mandali and those who were frequent visitors to 

Guruprasad. He recapitulated the staggering amount of work done by him since his arrival in Poona in March: 

I have not only given darshan and embraced several thousand persons who have approached me with love, but I 

have also helped many in their personal problems, several of them being of a very delicate nature. During my 

three months' stay, my presence in Poona brought about and finalized two marriage alliances between families 

of my lovers [Gulnar/Jehangu and Madhusudan/Subhadra]; it has also given strength to two other families 

when two important lovers dropped their bodies [Gadekar and Pappa Jessawala]. I also took much interest in 

two families where births had taken place [Thade and Bindra House]. 

Besides this, I have listened to the reading of Stay With God and given my final word for its printing and 

publication. I have taken part in the discussions held in connection with securing a site and a building for the 

local Poona Center. And on three occasions, I met with the workers and exhorted them to conduct themselves 

properly and carry out their work efficiently. I visited the local Home for the Blind, attended a program at 

Yeravda, met the Indian cricket team, took the mandali to see three films, listened to Soman's Marathi 

manuscript of a play that I had asked him to write — all this besides the items of daily routine. 

Although it seems three months have just simply passed by, so much work has really been done. All this is apart 

from my Universal work which I have been doing continuously. 

During this entire period, the condition of my health has been very bad; I have had fevers, headaches and 

stomach pains. I have been suffering a lot and no one can ever have any idea about it. Just as no one ever 

expected me to be able to walk again freely without the help of canes, nowadays no one really expects me to 

break my silence. Even those who are in my intimate contact don’t expect it and even fear that if I do so, there 

would be nothing special about me, as my observance of silence is the one unique thing about me. 

But I tell you, when I break my silence, many things will happen. The breaking of my silence does not mean my 

talking like any other ordinary person does. It will be the speaking of the Word of Words. I assure you that the 

time for that to happen is very near. I have often referred in the past to the present world conditions and the 

anti-God trends prevailing the world over — Tibet being no exception.203 Leaders do not trust each other, and 

the entire world is getting more and more steeped in rank materialism. 

What I want from those mandali who live with me at Guruprasad and those lovers who frequently visit me is to 

help me during the next 40 days until the end of July, by strictly obeying me 100 percent. Try your utmost not 

to give me any cause to get upset. Although each one will necessarily have his own difficulties and problems, 

for the next 40 days I want you not to bring such matters to my ears at all. I want no meetings of any kind and 

no discussions of any sort to be held in my presence during this period. I want you to do your best to remain 

cheerful and never to give in to moods in my presence. 

If you do this, it will be a help to me in my work. I expect you not to break any of my orders, however small or 

trivial they may appear to be. I want no discussion, no excuses and no explanations; I want only 100 percent 

obedience and straight and simple answers if and when questioned. 

During the last three months, I have given my most to make you feel happy and cheerful. Now I want you to 

give me your cooperation by obeying me fully during the coming 40 days. There is stupendous work before me 

to be done and my physical body is very much strained and can no longer bear any more. I need complete 

relaxation for 40 days. 

At the end of the meeting, prayers were offered to God by those present to enable them to hold fast to Baba's 

daaman and to obey him 100 percent. 

 

Eruch and the other mandali kept up their correspondence at Guruprasad. To Elcha Mistry, who had just been fired 

from his job, Eruch wrote these encouraging words on 23 June 1959: “Baba wants you to just face everything 

bravely and cheerfully. Baba wants you to know that nothing can happen without his Divine Will and, whatever 

 
203 In March 1959, the Chinese brutally suppressed an uprising against their nine-year occupation of Tibet. 

Ten thousand people were killed before the rebellion was crushed. The Chinese destroyed thousands of 

Tibetan monasteries, and the Dalai Lama fled to India with 100,000 of his followers. 

 



 

 

happens to one, it is always for one’s own good in the long run.” (As it turned out, Elcha was able to find a new job 

in a matter of weeks.) 

On the 28th, Baba paid two visits to Baba House, the first with the women, and the second with the mandali. The 

next day he sent the women to Babajan’s tomb with instructions for them to place a flower jali (sheet) on Babajan’s 

samadhi. It was a “good” day for the mandali as Baba walked unaided half-way to the Guruprasad gates. 

On 6 July 1959, Dr. Dikshit performed a barium meal examination of Baba's gastrointestinal and urinary tracts, but 

no evidence of any obstruction or lesion in his urinary tract was found. 

Wednesday, 8 July, marked the end of Baba's 56 days of work, but Baba made no reference to it. He also did not 

issue any instructions for the observance of Silence Day that year, and left it entirely to the inclination of each 

person concerned, either to observe, or not to observe silence as they wished. But on that day, 10 July, Baba went to 

the old Poona Center, where 100 poor children were gathered, and Baba washed their feet and gave them each ten 

rupees as a love-gift. 

Meanwhile, Kumar's eldest son, Prashant, 19, who worked as an electrician in a mine near Belgaum, was called to 

Guruprasad in early July. After Baba embraced Prashant, he remarked, "You have fever." Calling Gunatai and 

Nalini Gadekar, Baba asked them to keep him in their home, and asked Nalini (who was in medical school) to treat 

him. They did accordingly, but his illness worsened and he was removed to Jehangir Nursing Home. After a medical 

examination, he was found to be suffering from leukemia. 

The doctor treating Prashant was Keki Byram Grant, 39, who had met Baba through Goher. On the evening of 

Friday, 10 July 1959, Baba sent word to Dr. Grant that if he saved Prashant that night, Baba would restore Prashant's 

health. But the doctor failed to do so, and Prashant died at 10:00 P.M. When the news was received, Baba kissed 

Eruch on the forehead and sent him to the hospital, telling him to do likewise to Prashant's corpse. As instructed by 

Baba, Meherdas had nursed Prashant in the hospital and served him well in his dying moments. 

The passing away of his son had no effect on Kumar, who remained stoic and submitted completely to Baba's will. 

His wife Subhadra was called from Dehra Dun and arrived on the 15th. Gaimai and Eruch were instructed to break 

the news to her tactfully. Baba consoled her and permitted her to remain at Guruprasad for a few days. He then sent 

her back with Kumar. He commented, "It has to be for lovers like them to share some of my suffering happily." 

The hula-hoop craze had come to India and one had been brought to Guruprasad. During one session with Baba, 

before Kumar and his wife left on the 29th, Baba told Kumar, “Come on, get up and show us how to do the hula 

hoop before me.” Kumar immediately rose and moved his hips energetically to keep the ring in motion. This was 

how Baba transformed a sad occasion into one of gaiety. 

During this same period, Pukar's son also died. Baba had sent Pukar to Hamirpur for a month, and he returned to 

Guruprasad at the end of July. Pukar also had not wept over the death of his son, and Baba praised him publically 

for his stoicism and cited him as an example of the type of love he wanted. During Pukar's stay at Guruprasad, Baba 

gave him a good amount of "his special prasad" by daily striking him soundly on his large abdomen with an 

aluminum basin (kept by Baba's side for washing his hands). 

 

Dr. Hoshang Bharucha of Navsari came to Poona several times that summer for Baba's darshan, the last time being 

on 7 June 1959. Baba told him to stay an extra day or two and, on the 9th, he gave him what at first appeared to be a 

simple order. Baba instructed him, "Don't leave Navsari until the end of August." Bharucha agreed, not knowing 

what was to transpire. 

A few years before, Hoshang's sister Tehmie had married a man named Jal Cowasji, and had moved to Bombay. The 

husband, however, would never allow his wife to indulge in spiritual practices for fear she would renounce him and 

the world. One day they had a heated quarrel, and Tehmie left the house and went to live in a hotel. Regretting the 

argument, the husband sent a telegram to Hoshang to tell him that Tehmie had left home. 

Just before receiving the telegram, Hoshang and his other sister, Meheru, had been reading the chapter on the four 

kinds of suicides from the recent book Listen, Humanity. Hoshang Bharucha's mother asked him to go to Bombay to 

bring Tehmie, but he explained that he could not leave Navsari because he had Baba's order. His mother and sister 

decided to leave Navsari for Bombay on the next train. 

On 9 July 1959, exactly one month after Baba had given Hoshang the order, Meheru phoned to tell him, "Tehmie is 

dead. She has committed suicide. Her funeral is tomorrow morning." 

Despite his shock, Hoshang was determined not to disobey Baba's order and resigned himself not to attend the 

funeral. Hoshang’s sister informed Baba about Tehmie's death, and that evening, Hoshang received a telegram from 



 

 

Baba, stating: "Leave immediately for Bombay, attend all ceremonies, then come to Poona to see me for two 

minutes." 

Hoshang's brother-in-law, Jal Cowasji, was terribly upset over the death of his wife. He wondered what would 

happen to her soul. Hoshang, who had read about the types of suicides, told him that she would not get another body 

for a very long time and she would have to mentally suffer in the hell state.204 

"What should I do," Cowasji asked. "It is all my fault." 

Hoshang said, "Only one person in the world can tell you — that is Meher Baba!" 

Jal Cowasji, though he had never desired to talk or hear about Baba, desperately asked if he could meet him, even 

though when his wife had wanted to go for Baba's darshan, he had adamantly refused. On Sunday, 12 July 1959, 

both he and Hoshang left for Poona to see Baba. 

Baba asked Cowasji, "Do you have faith in me? Will you believe what I tell you about Tehmie?" He said yes. 

Baba stated, "Because Hoshang loves me very much and because I was informed within three days of her death, I 

have saved Tehmie. She will not suffer in the hell state, and I will give her another body soon. She will have to take 

another birth, because she loves you very much." 

"Baba, I am responsible ... It is all my fault," Cowasji said, weeping. 

"No," Baba informed him, "you are not responsible. Just like the film you see in the movie theater, so is this life like 

a film. It is predestined. Whatever is in the film will happen. It is already there. It had to happen this way." 

Jal Cowasji returned to Bombay much consoled. 

The following year when Hoshang Bharucha stayed at Guruprasad, his mother and sister came to see Baba. In the 

course of a discourse, Baba stated, "Perfect Masters have the power to bring back to life a person who may have 

died 300 years ago." 

When the mother and sister heard this, they said to Baba, "If Perfect Masters can bring back to life a person dead for 

300 years, you being the Avatar can bring Tehmie back in the same form!" 

Baba replied, "I shall tell you in a dream about Tehmie." 

The following year, when Hoshang's mother and sister met Baba again in Guruprasad, they made the same request. 

Baba smilingly replied, "Tehmie has been reborn in the family of one of my lovers. She has been brought to me here 

in Guruprasad and has played on my lap." 

 

From the 14th of July 1959, both mandalis were instructed to fast by turns, the men mandali for two weeks and then 

the women mandali. During the gathering on 13 July, Baba revealed: "The Soul's knowing that it knows everything 

is dnyan. This means the all-knowing experience of the Soul is dnyan. The Soul says: 'Now I know that I know 

everything.' Therefore, the all-knowing Soul's not knowing that it knows was pure imagination." 

Baba then rhymed: 

Oh, you ignorant, all-knowing Soul 

what a plight you are in! 

Oh, you weak, all-powerful Soul 

what a plight you are in! 

Oh, you miserable, all-happy Soul 

what a plight you are in! 

What a plight! 

What a sight! 

What a delight! 

 

204 Refer to Listen, Humanity, pp. 98–101 and The Nothing and The Everything, pp. 74–75, about the types 

of suicides and the sanskaric problems that suicide causes after death. 



 

 

While at Guruprasad, on Thursday, 16 July 1959, Baba stated: 

As the Highest of the High, I am the Wisest of the Wise, yet I have allowed myself to perform an act more 

foolish than any fool ever would. What is this foolish act of mine? Creating the creation! 

Creation is really a mighty joke, but the laugh is at my own expense — and now the jest is proving a burden on 

my chest. Sometimes, I am so tired I feel like going to sleep for 700 years.205 

To the fool, a foolish action is more natural and effortless. But can you imagine the Most Wise exerting himself 

and stretching out to perform an act which is opposite to his attribute of Wisdom? That is why I say you can 

have no idea of what I mean when I say I am tired — it is beyond human understanding. 

The following day, Baba expounded on “Wine and Love” and, on 18 July, on Saki — “The Wine-seller.”206 Prem 

and Girja Khilnani came to see Baba on the 18th at 5:30 P.M. They expressed their disappointment over not being 

able to see him more frequently. Baba told them: 

Better than your being with me is my being with you! I am in everybody's heart, but I am sleeping there. It is 

my old, old habit. In order to awaken me, you should always call out to me and say: "Baba, Baba, Baba!" 

continuously. Then I, who am asleep in your heart, will not find any pleasure in remaining asleep. Let alone 

sleep, I shall not find time even to doze! I shall slowly be awakened in your heart by hearing your constant call 

— your taking my name constantly. 

Once I am awake in your heart, you too would awake and remain awake for all time. Therefore, repeat my name 

constantly and awaken me in your hearts so that you become awake for all time. 

On Guru Purnima (the full moon day), Baba had the mandali pray collectively to God to help them hold on to Baba 

to the end. In the evening he sent for Francis to come to his room. Among other things, he said, "Your stay with me 

so far has been entirely fruitful for me, for you and your group [in Australia]." 

In a letter to the Australian group, Francis narrated this conversation and also discussed the coming of the New 

Humanity and Baba's suffering: 

The longer one is with Baba, the more one realizes that the only solution to the condition of the world is a New 

Humanity; a humanity oriented to a completely different set of values than that which humanity has now; a 

humanity oriented with "new ears for music," this new music of "love God and each other as oneself," and an 

end of the piggish separateness of "mine and the world" — and the beginning of the New World. 

The trouble is, the beginning of this New Humanity cannot be effected until Baba breaks his silence — which 

means dropping his body. One cannot imagine a world without Baba, a Man-Baba Unit. Then again, when one 

sees daily what is only one iota of his suffering, one cannot help but wish he would drop his body. One really 

feels like begging him to finish his suffering and let the whole world, including myself, go to hell or annihilate 

itself through war ... 

Sunday, 19 July 1959, was a "family darshan" for the close Poona lovers — their final opportunity to see Baba, as 

he was to leave Poona shortly. Baba was with them the entire day. Many brought packed lunches with them. 

Adi, Padri and Kaka Baria came to Guruprasad for four days on Sunday, 26 July 1959 to attend a meeting of the 

Avatar Meher Baba Trust. Don arrived on the 30th. At about 3:00 P.M. on the 28th, while emphasizing the need for 

proper medical treatment for Francis, who was ill, Baba remarked: "The Lord of the Universe has to fight the last 

battle with the infinite force of maya — during August, September and October — and wishes three or four of the 

mandali to help him in that. So he wants them to be physically and mentally healthy." 

On the evening of 31 July, Baba dictated this poem: 

For me is all that seems to be. 

If I were not, where would all be? 

It’s me, not all that seems to be; 

Without me this all would cease to be. 

 
205 In 1952, Baba had remarked to the Westerners in Myrtle Beach: “The whole universe is a joke — 

sometimes a very sad joke, but it is still a joke.” 
206 Both discourses appear in The Everything and The Nothing. 

 



 

 

Let me and you and all not be, 

Then only would we be to be. 

 

On Sunday, 2 August 1959, Professor Rajdurkar of Aurangabad delivered a very humorous kirtan at Guruprasad, 

which Baba thoroughly enjoyed. At the end, Baba remarked, "How can I narrate what I found by finding me?" 

Up to this time, Baba had been walking by holding the arm of one of the mandali; but, on the 4th, he remarked, "I 

have a fancy to walk unaided today," and getting up from his chair, he did just that. Then he started walking up to 

the entrance gates of Guruprasad, resting at two spots along the way. Pukar would kneel down on all fours and Baba 

would sit on his back, using him as a chair. Baba used this "live-chair" for three or four days and then stopped. 

(Jalbhai took a film of one of these occasions.) 

Dr. Chatterjee, one of the doctors who treated Baba after the accident, saw him at this time and remarked, "It is 

exactly the condition that would have resulted from the operation we advised. It seems he has performed his own 

operation!" By the end of the month, Baba was also able to sit on the floor, if desired, as before. 

On Wednesday, 5 August 1959, Baba sent Mehera, Mani and Kaikobad to Hazrat Babajan's tomb, where they were 

to pray that Baba would break his silence at the end of October that year, and until then, Babajan should help in his 

work. The three of them did so. (Since Mehera could not show herself to Kaikobad, the curtain was closed between 

the front and back seat of the car.) 

Later that day, Baba sent Eruch and Francis to Babajan's tomb with the same instructions to pray for Babajan's 

intercession. 

That evening at 7:00 P.M., Baba informed the mandali, "I am going to be very ill at Meherazad; you cannot imagine 

it." 

He added, "There was never yet a fool who was not wise at sometime or the other. Even I, God, shudder at the 

prospect of what Baba has to face at Pimpalgaon during the coming three months!" 

Adi arrived at Guruprasad on 6 August 1959 and saw Baba with Meherjee and Sadashiv Patil. On the 7th, Baba 

stated to a small gathering of the mandali and Poona workers: "Unless you give up the breath of your desire and die 

to yourself, you cannot make me the breath of your life and live forever." 

He continued: 

August 14 until the end of October is going to be the most crucial period for me, and the burden of my 

Universal work will be unbearable. Because of the pressure of this work, I will be infinitely burdened and 

infinitely tired physically and mentally. This will be a period of helplessness, hopelessness and humiliation, 

about which I have been telling you so often. If the physical body remains intact until the end of October, then 

the breaking of my silence will take place, followed by my glorification. 

So, I want your help. How? I will tell you. 

For those not staying at Meherazad, he said: 

1. They should not disturb me under any circumstances until the end of October. They should not come to 

Meherazad during these two and a half months, unless called, and should not express a wish to stay with me. 

2. During these months, none should correspond with me, either by letters or telegraphically, however difficult 

they find their situation. It is better to die with one's worries than to disturb me in the least, as during these 

months, any disturbance will prove most obstructive. 

For the mandali who would be staying with Baba, he gave these points to be carefully noted: 

1. During these two and a half months, no one should step out of Meherazad on any account. 

2. None should bring any disturbing news to my ears. 

3. All should keep me pleased and exert themselves to the utmost toward that end, whereby I will be happy in 

your understanding and efforts. 

4. No one should argue with me or bring up anything for discussion. 

5. During this period, I will not be coming often to the mandali. 

6. All should try 100 percent to carry out my instructions fully and obey me implicitly. 



 

 

Adi was informed that he should only come to Meherazad as and when called for work by either Goher, Mani or 

Eruch, and should not to try to see Baba unless Baba himself wished to see him. If he is called by Baba, he should 

remember the following three orders: 

1. Adi should please Baba. 

2. Adi should not argue with Baba on any subject. 

3. Adi should not convey any disturbing news to Baba. 

Finally, Baba ended by stating that he would impart further instructions to Kaikobad, Francis and Eruch in 

Meherazad to help in his work. 

That afternoon, after a long time, Baba paid a visit to Sadashiv Patil’s house with the mandali. 

  



 

 

Chapter 35: GURUPRASAD, 1960 

 

On Saturday morning, 8 August 1959, Baba departed for Meherazad with the men and women mandali in three 

separate cars. Many Poona Center lovers had assembled in Bund Gardens to bid him goodbye. Baba stopped his car 

and sat under a huge mango tree (the same one under which Babajan often used to sit), and Jalbhai filmed the scene. 

Baba’s arti was sung. After staying in Poona for five months, Baba bid his lovers farewell, amidst shouts of his Jai! 

Baba and the women reached Meherazad at about 11:00 A.M., where Kaka received them. Gajwani had also 

followed in his car, bringing a new upholstered, high-back chair that he had given to Baba at Guruprasad. The chair 

was placed in mandali hall and Baba used it until the end.207 

The mandali now living with Baba consisted of the following ten men and six women: Kaikobad (68), Kaka Baria 

(68), Baidul (65), Pendu (56), Vishnu (56), Francis (52), Eruch (43), Aloba (43), Bhau (32) and Meherdas (29). In 

addition, Pukar (40) was also staying at Meherazad at the time. The six women were Mehera (52), Naja (51), Mani 

(41), Goher (43), Meheru (32), and Rano (57). 

Although other mandali members did not share Baba's physical presence every day, of equal significance were those 

living at lower Meherabad. Baba visited them on 9 August, the day after his return. At lower Meherabad were Padri, 

Don, Sidhu, Mohammed Mast and Bhau’s family; and on Meherabad Hill were Mansari and Kaikobad's family, 

comprised of Jalu, Gulu, Meheru and Jerbai Dastur. Adi Sr., Feram, Sarosh and Chhagan were living in 

Ahmednagar. 

Baidul was sent back to Poona on 10 August to recite a prayer at Babajan’s tomb for her help in Baba’s work.  

At Meherazad, a new wooden chowky (guardhouse) was constructed for Baidul to sit in and to remain on watch 

during Baba’s announced period of seclusion. After it was completed, the structure was carried in a procession, with 

Baba and the mandali accompanying it, and was placed under a mango tree near the entrance to Meherazad. 

Shankar, Bapu and Madho, the Meherazad servants, shouldered the hut, and Meherdas led the parade, uttering: 

"Hari Baba, Hari Baba! Meher Baba, Hari Hari!" Baba embraced Baidul under the mango tree and directed him to 

occupy the guardhouse. 

Baba paid a surprise visit to Khushru Quarters on Wednesday, 12 August 1959 to see Feram, who was suffering 

with neuralgic pain. Baba advised him about his treatment.208 Feram was the “nervous type,” and over the years, 

Baba often had Eruch write reassuring notes to him about his health. In one postcard, when Baba was at Guruprasad, 

Eruch wrote: “Baba wants you not to fear nor worry at all. All the things that seem to pester, frighten and distress 

you are all his doing, for your own good. Baba says, ‘Nothing can harm my Feram!’ ”  

On 13 August, Baba sent for the Ahmednagar bhajan group. Besides the singers and musicians, also present were 

the Satha family, Dhake, Rangole, Waman, Chhagan and Bhagirath — about 50 men and women in all. They arrived 

at 8:25 A.M. in Bhagirath’s truck. After listening to some devotional music, Baba was in a jocular mood. When he 

caught sight of Goma Ganesh, whose chin bristled with a two-inch beard, Baba cracked, "Baidul [who had also 

grown a beard] until now was under the impression that he was unrivaled, but here is Goma Ganesh as his 

competitor." 

Tracing his five-month stay in Poona, Baba began: "I gave my love in full to the Poona lovers during this period, 

and received it in abundance. You were left out; so you are called here today. From tomorrow, you, too, will be shut 

out. I want to emphasize three points: 

"First, meet me with your hearts full of love. Second, take my prasad and eat it to the full. Third, fight out your 

squabbles to the full extent here." 

Baba inquired of a few newcomers as to who they were and what they did, and was duly informed. Baba mentioned 

Maharani Shantadevi, Maisaheb Patwardhan (the Rani of Kurundwad), Sardar Raste and others, both prominent and 

less so, and bespoke of their love for him in very appreciative terms. 

 
207 The chair that Baba had been using was kept on the verandah of the house. 
208 The pain increased to such an extent that in October Feram had to be hospitalized in Bombay for 

treatment.  



 

 

Seeing Bhaiya Panday, the photographer, Baba taunted him, "Your competitor in Poona, Bhikubhai, is a true 

lover.209 Poona lovers are real lovers. In the local [Ahmednagar] Center, too, there are some." Baba chided Panday 

for his material outlook, compared to Bhikubhai. He also asked him, "Why are you looking so old?" 

Panday replied, "My mother passed away recently after suffering much. Night and day, I was attending to her 

needs." 

Baba noted, "Sometimes young and promising careers come to an end unexpectedly. So why should you grieve for 

your old mother? If one becomes old in God's remembrance or in my service, that could be understood." 

Rangole interjected a few words of praise for Panday, who had presented a large painting of Baba for the newly 

refurbished Center. 

Baba inquired of those who had jobs as to how they had managed to be present, and he was informed that they had 

arranged for it beforehand. He then asked, "Is there any disharmony or discord among organizers and workers of the 

Nagar Meher Center?" 

Rangole replied that there was some misunderstanding. Baba replied, "Quarrels are good, but misunderstanding is 

bad." 

A disagreement between Rangole and Soonumyan was brought to Baba's attention. Soonu had stopped attending the 

Center meetings for some time. Soonumyan was building a movie theater, but there was a dispute with the owner of 

the land. A long drawn out court case ensued. Soonu pleaded with Baba to intercede on his behalf; and eventually, 

Soonu won the case. 

Regarding Soonu's financial difficulty, Baba remarked, "These things are immaterial compared to the Truth." 

Turning to Soonu, Baba advised him, "Take part in the Center's activities during the coming two and a half months 

[from 14 August until the end of October], when I myself will remain aloof for my Universal spiritual work, which 

will strain me so much as to make me drop my body. This is an opportunity for you, Soonu, to avail yourself of, as 

such a time will not come again." 

Baba impressed on those present: "Be careful. Be loving and harmonious with one another, and after October has 

passed, if my body remains [alive], I will see. This is a difficult period, and the last phase of my work. Keep aside 

your other worries and take interest in the Center's activities." 

Baba inquired about the Ahmednagar Center's funds, monthly expenditure, and noted as a practical example the 

Poona Center which was very well organized. The Poona Center was to be legally registered and Rs.40,000 was to 

be deposited in a bank account in their name. The Westerners were to contribute Rs.25,000. The organizers and 

workers had also collected some amounts to stabilize the foundation of the Center. Baba added, "Everywhere, in all 

Centers in India, it will happen like this." 

He then stated: 

I wish to deposit Rs.500 in the Nagar Center account in the bank. It should be utilized in spreading my message 

of love to all, and toward the Center's expenses. You, yourselves, should be full of love for one another, so that 

you may be able to impress others by your example and create an atmosphere for outsiders to believe in Baba 

and his work. You may carry out your family and household obligations, but at the same time, you should love 

me and remember that God alone is real and that all else is illusion. Thereby, you will be able to sustain love 

among yourselves and have the courage to tell others about my love for humanity. If there is disharmony 

among you, it is all nonsense to carry on the Center's activities. 

Now that I have stopped accepting gifts and helping others, those who are willing to give, keep the amounts and 

use them for my work. I have asked the Westerners to help the Poona Center with a Rs.25,000 donation. 

Worldly pursuits are meaningless. They lack substantiality. Everyone on the spiritual path undergoes suffering, 

and I am the Master of all. My time is near. After that, there will be an upheaval. After 50 years, there will be 

neither Soonu nor his theater. All these worldly thoughts and talks have nothing in them. 

Baba advised the Ahmednagar Center workers: 

 

209 Bhaiya Panday had a photography studio in Ahmednagar, near Khushru Quarters, and Bhikubhai 

Panarkar had one in Poona called Meelan Photo Studio. Both men took many photographs of Meher Baba 

and sold reproductions.  



 

 

Eschew petty-mindedness. What is the use of the Center if there is discord among my lovers? You can say: 

"Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" only if your heart is clean and you have love for me. Then your Jai will be 

spontaneous, coming as it will from the heart. One single, sincere lover is enough compared to these 

squabblers. Be loving, honest and harmonious. Keep on attending Center meetings and meeting one another 

lovingly. 

Baba instructed Adi to give the Center Rs.500, which would be paid back to Adi after a sizeable donation was 

received from another source. Baba further remarked: 

Let the Center organizers decide among themselves in whose name an account should be opened in the bank, so 

that there may be no cause for any complaint that someone was mismanaging funds. 

The aim of your Center should be to radiate whatever I say and try to live accordingly — according to my 

advice. If you are honest and loving, you will get plenty of funds; if not, the Center will be a burden. If you do 

not follow my advice, then I will see that the Center doors are bolted. The Andhra lovers are doing my work 

and undergoing hardships, and if they have differences of opinion among themselves, it is out of their love for 

me. 

Do not force anyone to attend the Center meetings or thrust your opinions on him. The Hamirpur devotees have 

not had as much of my company as you have, but their love is intense. They celebrate every year the day and 

time of my visits to different places there. In the West, there are lovers ready to sacrifice their very lives on my 

one word. 

The Law is there; the Avatar has to suffer. My time of humiliation is nearing, and I am glad about it. My 

pleasure is that you should love God. From the beginningless beginning, I am the Paramatma, the Parameshwar 

[the Beyond God and the Beyond, Beyond God]. If you happen to have even an infinitesimal glimpse of my 

Reality, you would be walking the streets of Ahmednagar naked! I am what I am, and no amount of disbelief or 

scorn can change this fact. I remain unaffected. 

Discussing things about me and bringing people to your way of thinking about me is all right. Your work is to 

tell people who Baba is and also to clarify that Ram's bhakti [path of love and devotion] is Baba's bhakti. There 

should be no quarrel over "Jai Ram" or "Jai Baba." When people have faith in me, they will begin saying "Jai 

Baba" when they meet one another, as a mark of salute. This they are already doing in Hamirpur. 

There is not the least doubt that Baba is God in human form. Explain about this to those interested. If they do 

not listen, stop talking. But your faith should always be staunch. 

Every Center has its quarrels, but, as elsewhere, such quarrels are as a result of the organizers' and workers' love 

for me. Now that Rangole is caught as the chief worker of the Ahmednagar Center, people will start speaking 

against him and backbiting him and, at times, he will find himself in a quandary. 

To Rangole, Baba said, "Since you are the secretary, you should be prepared to be beaten with sandals and shoes by 

all! And you still must keep your head bent. If after receiving a beating, you are able to check your resentment, I will 

bow to you." 

On hearing that the three-month nam-japa (repetition of God's name) was not going systematically, Baba clarified, 

"Everyone should be free to take the name of God most loving to him. It may be Allah, Parvardigar, Ram, Krishna, 

or simply God. In shariat [orthodox religious tradition] there are all these quarrels. In tariqat [being on the Path] 

everything is washed out; and in marefat [knowledge of God and the Path] there is the vision, seeing only One 

Reality. It does not matter if you disagree, but keep your hearts clean." 

Baba concluded, "I have dictated a message to Francis which, after typing, is to be posted to all the group heads and 

important workers." 

The male members of the audience then went forward, one by one, to receive Baba's kiss on both cheeks. The 

women touched and kissed Baba's hand, according to his wish, and then touched his feet. A basket of bhujias, which 

had been specially ordered to be brought from Ahmednagar, was put beside Baba on a low stool. Baba looked into it 

and asked who had prepared them. He informed those gathered not to drink water after eating the bhujias, but to 

have tea which had been kept ready. After a few moments of rapidly moving his fingers and concentrating on his 

work, Baba handed out the prasad on a dry-leaf plate to each one, who then filed out of mandali hall. Everyone had 

his fill of bhujias and tea. 

Baba called them back into the hall and within five minutes directed them to disperse. As they were leaving, Baba 

called them back and took them to the garden, remarking that Kaka knew the trick of maintaining gardens without 

water. There had been no rain in Ahmednagar for the past two months, and it was truly remarkable to see the 



 

 

greenery and beauty of the flowers at Meherazad. Baba took the gathering in a roundabout way, emerging from the 

front gate. At 10:15 A.M., he told them to leave. 

The message which Baba had referred to for the center group heads was as follows: 

From the 14th of August to the end of October 1959, maya will try to make everything go against me. Maya, 

the Master Showman who displays things that do not really exist, will perform its master trick of making 

everything, including my health, body, energy, words and promises seem to go against me, and this will 

automatically test the extent of the faith and trust of my lovers in me. The only thing that maya cannot go 

against is my work, because maya itself is the means of bringing about the results of my work. 

Maya being the instrument for the fulfillment of my work, it is but natural that it should do its utmost to bring 

about the utmost results of this work. Maya, having existence only in nonexistence, will in the end give way to 

the one and only Reality that is God. And so, God will manifest in His glory. 

Maya is the infinite shadow of God's Infinity. To use an analogy, when the sun appears just over the horizon, 

the shadow projected by any object appears much bigger than the object itself. But when the sun is directly 

overhead, the shadow disappears and the object is trampled, as it were, underfoot. Thus it is that, in my present 

phase of helplessness and humiliation, the sun's rays must appear faint and weak and the shadow appear larger 

and more potent than that which creates the shadow, seemingly overriding the object beyond all proportion. 

But when God [the sun] is at His zenith at the time of His manifestation, maya [the shadow] disappears, being 

virtually nonexistent and powerless under the full and direct force of the sun's rays. This will be the victory 

over maya, when the forces of ignorance and darkness disappear in the glory of God's manifestation through 

me. 

Applying the analogy to yourself as an individual, when you turn your face toward the sun [God], your shadow 

[maya] lies behind you, and although still existent, it has no power over you. But when you turn your back to 

the sun, you carry your shadow before you and are constantly aware of it, following in its wake. Therefore, 

even though you cannot by yourself get rid of your shadow, if you turn your back on it and keep facing the sun, 

at the time of God's full ascendance and glory, your shadow will disappear forever. 

I want all my lovers to guard against maya's tricks and hold firmly on to my daaman. 

 

From Friday, 14 August 1959, the "crucial period" of Baba's work began. Baba would work with Kaikobad daily 

inside Kaikobad's room from 8:00 to 8:30 A.M. No one was to enter or leave the boundaries of Meherazad. 

As Baba had indicated, he issued additional orders for Eruch and Francis. Both were put on silence at night from 

7:00 P.M. to 7:00 A.M. daily. Nightwatch duty was now divided into four shifts: 

Bhau - 5:00 P.M. to 11:00 P.M. 

Vishnu - 11:00 P.M. until 1:30 A.M. 

Pendu - 1:30 A.M. to 4 A.M. 

Rano - 4:00 A.M. to 6:00 A.M. 

On 15 August 1959, Padri was called from Meherabad to repair the well pump at Meherazad. Jalbhai also came that 

day from Poona with Sheroo. Later that evening, Baba had the mandali watch him fly a kite. (The mandali also took 

turns.) Baba did so again two days later, and also took a few strokes with a cricket bat. On the 18th he played seven 

tiles with the mandali. 

On the 16th, Baba dictated: “When the God in man becomes one with the God in the Beyond, the God in man 

becomes Man-God. 

“When the God in the Beyond becomes the God in man, the Beyond God becomes God-Man.” 

The following day, Baba asked the mandali, “Why is it so impossible to find God? It is because you are looking for 

something you have never lost.” 

On the 18th, Baba posed another question: “If God is One, then what is meant by ‘many’?” 

Eruch said, “It must be that which is not-God.” 

Baba said, “What is it that is not-God, because God is Everything?” 

Eruch replied, “God’s shadow cannot be God.” 



 

 

Baba said, “Therefore, not-God is God’s shadow, which is Maya. As God is infinite, Maya — God’s shadow — is 

also infinite. But Maya too is One. Being the principle of ignorance, it cannot be more than One. So if God is One 

and if Maya is one, what is then the many?” 

Baba continued, “God is indivisible infinity; maya is divisible infinitude. Therefore God is indivisible infinite One, 

whereas Maya is One infinitely divisible.” 

The same day, Baba reminded Francis, "Do not forget that I am God. After two and a half months, the whole world 

will see it." He added, "Very hard days are ahead." Baba instructed that from the following day, the reading of 

newspaper headlines and articles to him was to be stopped. 

On 22 August 1959 Baba asked the mandali, “What is the meaning of this: ‘Let me bask in humiliation; protect by 

understanding and not with sympathy. Make it sweet, not bitter.’ Guess what this means.” He did not supply an 

answer. 

 

Although Baba was able to walk unaided from his house to the men's side, his health was far from good. He would 

return from Kaikobad's room looking completely exhausted. After entering the hall, he would rest in his chair for 

several minutes, closing his eyes. A bamboo stool was placed in front of him on which he rested his legs. 

One day, looking very tired after his work, he remarked, "I am not only infinitely tired, but infinitely tired of being 

tired. But my work must and will be done." 

Once Baba was sitting with the mandali and brought up the subject of the play he had asked Soman to write in 

Marathi when Baba was at Guruprasad. Interrupting the discussion, Meherdas exclaimed, "Baba, there should be a 

play in Hindi also." 

Baba agreed, "Yes, I want someone to write it in Hindi, but who will do it?" Remaining quiet for a few moments, he 

then addressed Bhau, "Why don't you write it?" 

"I don't know anything about plays," Bhau protested. "I am not a writer." 

Baba replied, "This is not my order, but try." 

Bhau felt relieved, as Baba had said it was not his order; but in the evening, when he went to Baba's room for 

nightwatch, Baba asked, "How many pages did you write?" 

Surprised, Bhau replied, "Not a single one." 

"Why not?" 

"It was not your order, Baba." 

"Yes, it was not my order — but I said to try? That was my order." 

So Bhau began to write. He would write in the daytime, and Baba would come to his room and ask him to read 

aloud a few pages. Baba had given the title as Divya Leela (Divine Game). As it was being read, although it was not 

very good, Baba would gesture, "Wonderful! Wonderful!" 

During nightwatch at this time, two incidents occurred. Bhau's health too had deteriorated. He was having terrible 

anal-fistula trouble and could not sit for long periods. There was constant throbbing pain and discharges of pus. 

One night, the moment he entered Baba's room, Baba asked him to massage his legs. Bhau sat on a stool by the bed, 

and Baba lay close to the side. Bhau began massaging Baba, even though the pressure on Bhau's fistula was great. 

Gradually, Baba would shift to the other side of the bed, and Bhau had to continue pressing. The further away Baba 

moved, the more pressure and pain Bhau felt. 

When Baba was completely on the other side of the bed, Bhau picked up his stool and moved to the other side. Baba 

did not like it and gradually he would move back across the bed. Again, Bhau took the stool to the first side. Finally, 

Baba positioned himself in the middle of the bed, and Bhau had to bend over and massage his body for a long time, 

causing the rectal pain to be felt more intensely. 

Baba did not let up. He would often remind Bhau, "Use more pressure. Do it harder. Are you sleeping? Don't you 

have any energy today? Didn't you have supper?" 

Thus it went on for four hours, with Baba adding fuel to the fire, and Bhau continuing to massage his legs. Not once 

did Baba sit up. 

In this state, these thoughts came into Bhau's mind: "People call Baba the Ocean of Mercy, but he is the Ocean of 

Cruelty! However cruel a man may be, he can't possibly be crueler than him! Baba knows that I have this trouble, 



 

 

and yet, he is doing this deliberately to cause me more pain. Even an ordinary man would have taken pity on me, but 

he, being God, has no such consideration." 

At that moment, Baba clapped, and asked, "What are you thinking?" 

"Nothing," Bhau said. 

Baba scolded him, "Are you obliging me by doing this? On the contrary, I am obliging you by giving you this 

opportunity to serve me. You frighten easily. This is nothing! Even if I were to cut you into pieces, you should bear 

it without a word of complaint. Not even a whimper should escape your lips. 

"This is love. This is service. My real mercy lies in making mincemeat out of you! 

"This is nothing, not even the beginning!" he continued, "And even then, you complain. You think: 'What service I 

am rendering!' 

"What is there in your service? It has not even begun, I tell you. Were you really to serve me, there would not be any 

thought of self. How will you serve me when you are having thoughts about your small trouble? You are serving 

your affliction, not me! This is not my cruelty, but my kindness." 

Baba's words convinced Bhau of the meaning of real service, and he could only regret his misplaced thoughts. Baba 

then sat up and gave Bhau a painkiller tablet. The next day in mandali hall Baba instructed Goher to give Bhau an 

anesthetic injection. The procedure was repeated four or five times, every week. 

Another incident on nightwatch taught Bhau an equally valuable lesson. One night Baba said he felt hungry. This 

was not unusual, and chocolates or some other snacks to nibble on were always kept in his bedroom. Bhau brought a 

tin of chocolates, opened it, and put the lid on the edge of the bed next to the tin. It was dark inside the room, as 

there was no electricity in Meherazad at that time. The only light source (apart from the flashlight which was used to 

read Baba's gestures) came from a kerosene lantern outside a window. The curtain was closed, so Bhau went to open 

it. As he was opening it, Baba reached for the chocolates without looking at the tin. As he put his hand in the box, 

the lid was accidentally knocked off the bed and fell on Baba’s shin. 

Becoming furious, Baba berated Bhau, "Oh, how hard the lid landed on my foot. The pain is terrible! Have you 

come here to serve me or to cause me pain? How careless you are." 

Bhau felt frightened and realized his mistake. Baba continued, "I will not be able to sleep now with so much pain. I 

cannot bear it!" 

Baba did not take any chocolates and continued to scold Bhau for half an hour, using such choice epithets for him 

as: "ill-omened fellow ... madcap ... fool ... careless idiot ... stupid blockhead," ending with, "You are my enemy; 

you have come to kill me!" 

Baba then said, "I don't think I will be able to sleep, but I will try." He lay down to rest, but after five minutes sat up 

again, gesturing, "There is so much pain in my foot, I can't bear it. I can't sleep now. Why are you so careless? What 

sort of service are you rendering? You are really killing me!" 

Bhau felt repentant and kept quiet. Baba motioned, "I'll try again, but I don't think I'll be able to sleep," and he lay 

down. 

But again, after five minutes Baba sat up and began complaining, "It is terrible, I tell you, terrible! My leg is aching 

so much, it is now unbearable. It is not possible for me to sleep! 

"Have you come here to kill me? Don't you feel bad about my suffering? Don't you at least repent for your 

carelessness? Is your heart made of stone? Do you do nightwatch only to harass me? You are shameless!" He went 

on in this vein for about an hour. 

Bhau felt miserable, but the lid was so thin it could not possibly have hurt much. Bhau's mind began to work. He 

started thinking: "Baba says he bears the infinite burden of the world and suffers infinitely. How can he feel so much 

pain from such a small, practically insignificant injury? Even an ordinary man would hardly have felt it. It was 

nothing!" 

Moments later, Baba sat up again. "What do you gain by tormenting me?" he asked. "Just answer me. I suffer so 

much, and you don't feel it one iota. What a shameless man you are! Now I don't even feel like seeing your face! 

You have come to kill me!" 

Baba laid down, and Bhau's mind continued thinking: "If he cannot bear this much, how is he able to endure 

universal suffering, as he says he does? It is all just words, mere philosophy!" 

Bhau had seen Baba suffer continually. He had observed for himself how, after the second automobile accident, 

even when grievously injured, not a single sound had passed from Baba's lips. Yet, the human mind is like this: It 



 

 

wanders here and there on the slightest pretext. Bhau forgot everything and began to question Baba's unendurable 

anguish. 

Baba got up and gestured, "Come here, sit down." 

Bhau was standing and, because he was upset, he said, "I am all right here." 

"Obey me." 

Bhau sat near him, and Baba explained, "Listen to what I say. What were you thinking?" 

"Nothing." 

"What do you take me to be? Tell me." 

"You are my Master." 

"And what are you?" 

"Your slave." 

"What is the duty of the slave?" 

"To please the Master." 

"And do you please me? If you are my slave, it is your duty to serve me. You should treat me as you would a tender 

flower. Have you any idea what happened to this flower when the lid struck it? Its petals were crushed, not from the 

injury but because of your carelessness. 

"Because you have accepted me as your Master and I have accepted you as my slave, it is the duty of the Master to 

see that the slave does his duty properly. And because I have accepted you as my slave, I am duty-bound to see that 

you serve and please me correctly. 

"If the Himalayas fell on my head, what would that be to me? Nothing. If someone threw a stone at me, it would not 

have hurt as much as what happened here tonight. Why do I have this pain? Because of the carelessness of my slave. 

Because I have accepted you as my slave, I cannot bear the slightest carelessness on your part. 

"But instead of thinking that you have displeased me, you thought only: 'How can he bear infinite suffering?' Have 

you the least idea of my suffering? Your duty is to serve and please me at any cost, not to think about my infinite 

burden. It does not behoove you to think like this. By pondering such things, you cannot really call yourself my 

slave. 

"So remember: Your negligence makes me suffer much more than untold suffering, as I cannot tolerate the slightest 

carelessness on the part of my slave. And since you are my slave, treat me as you would a flower." 

Bhau cooled down at once, and he repented greatly for his thoughts. To make this lesson penetrate his heart, Baba 

had spent four hours over this matter. It was a lesson Bhau would never forget. The Avatar's mercy is unimaginable. 

He is Mercy Personified, and he dispenses only that. 

 

One day Francis told Baba that the Blue Bus and New Life Caravan were of historic interest. "People in the future 

will be interested in seeing them," he pointed out. "And since they are deteriorating in the harsh Indian climate, they 

should be properly restored and preserved." Francis sought Baba's permission to carry out this work himself. 

On 21 August 1959, Baba gave him permission, stating, "Start the repairs and take any help you require. Whatever 

material is not available here will be brought from the market."210 Baba sanctioned Rs.1,000 for this work. 

He commented, "Francis, your idea is a very good one. Mehera also appreciated it. I will give you my opinions after 

personally inspecting your work." 

Baba added, "Still, nothing is certain about me. In the next four days, my body may come here or not. Whether I am 

among you or not, my work goes on. I am that ‘point’ from which flows infinite energy in all directions. I may be 

doing some work, or I may be resting. I may be playing cards, or I may be cutting jokes. My Universal work goes on 

without interruption." 

Baba started a game of seven tiles, but he stopped it when it began raining heavily. 

Daily, Baba would have Meherdas recite some poetry he had composed. On the 24th, after Aloba read out some 

verses of Hafiz in Persian, Baba commented, "The composition of Hafiz's poetry, his selection of words, the flow of 

 
210 Francis and Eruch were ordered to fast the entire day of 21 August, without even water. 



 

 

the language and the style in which he conveys so much in so few words which directly appeal to the heart: all of 

this and the beauty of his poetry is something extraordinary." 

Addressing Francis, he remarked, "Your Stay With God is also an unparalleled composition. You do not know how, 

in the future, it will influence the hearts of humanity." 

Translating some of Hafiz's lines for Francis, Baba stated, "As soon as Hafiz's words are translated into English, the 

beauty of the original gist is lost. The translation cannot really express the intention of the poet. Hafiz had full 

mastery and control of his composition. Very few can compose with such authority. His is not the poetry of a 

philosopher. It is altogether a different thing." 

Changing the topic, Baba reminisced: 

I had an uncle [Khodadad Masa] who had no mustache.211 No hair grew above his lip. He wished to have a fine 

mustache, and someone suggested that if he boiled a lizard in oil in a particular manner, and then applied the 

oil to his upper lip, in a few days hair would start to grow. 

A lizard was caught. My uncle was in the process of dropping it in the boiling oil when I happened to visit him. 

I was ten years old then. I didn't like what he was doing, so I took the lizard out of the oil and threw it away. 

My uncle was furious. In a rage, he slapped me on the cheek. My father Sheriarji was a strong man. He saw my 

uncle slapping me and immediately came and gave him a tight slap. My uncle was aghast, but afterwards, there 

were no hard feelings between them. 

Later, my uncle procured a teashop at Byculla [in Bombay]. He moved there, as he was the proprietor. After 

Babajan kissed me, I went to Bombay. Early in the morning I used to sit on a bench in a park. I used to sit 

alone for quite some time. Before starting his work in the teashop, my uncle used to come to me regularly. 

Holding my hand, he used to place it on his head. This was his routine. He loved me very much, and had full 

faith in me. 

Once, I asked him: "Do you remember the day when you slapped me?" My uncle replied: "How in my life can I 

ever forget the slap of Sheriar?" 

Really, my father was a very strong man. He loved me so much that he could not tolerate seeing me being 

slapped. 

Baba ended by observing, "All of my close relatives and those who studied with me at school love me much." Baba 

then retired to his room. 

Baba came into the hall on Tuesday, 25 August 1959, after working with Kaikobad. The men assembled before him. 

For some time, Baba sat with his eyes closed. He stretched and rested his legs on the bamboo stool. A bed sheet was 

spread over his legs for warmth. After resting for some time in this position, Baba signaled for the men to go 

outside. He remained alone inside for several minutes and then clapped, and the men reentered. 

Baba instructed, "None of you should do anything which might disturb my mood." 

He informed Francis, "In connection with the repairs to the bus, it will be enough to paint it, because if any of the 

work involves hammering, it is likely to disturb and spoil my mood."  

He added, "The world is at stake, and my health is also at stake." 

Pendu was asked by Baba to describe how Baba's health was the previous night. "Last night, Baba's health was very 

bad," Pendu said. "These days, he generally feels unwell at night, but yesterday was worse." 

Baba's face still appeared dark. 

Baba stated that he would dictate a prayer, but before this he asked Aloba to perform namaz (Muslim prayer). Eruch 

was directed to recite the Master’s Prayer. 

"Last night, when I was in a very painful state, this [new] prayer came to my mind." And humorously, he stated, 

"First, I memorized it, and now I will dictate it to you: 

Beloved God, help us all to love you more and more, and more and more, and still yet more until we become 

worthy of Union with you. And help us all to hold fast to Baba's daaman until the very end! 

 

211 Khodadad Irani was Baba's maternal aunt Banu's husband. 



 

 

Baba said that the prayer (which became known as the Beloved God Prayer) would be recited again three days later 

on the 28th. To Francis, Baba commented, "The Mohammedan way of praying to God is that which was performed 

by Aloba. The Parsi way of worshiping is different; they hold a sacred thread in a special manner and complete their 

worship [at the fire temple]. There are different ways of Hindu worship also. What procedure do the Christians 

adopt?" 

Francis made the sign of the cross like a Catholic. "Every religion has ceremonies and rituals," Baba continued. 

"They are like dry bones. Love has no bondage. The prayer of the heart is the greatest thing. The Master's Prayer has 

substantial force and meaning. That is why I have given it to the world." 

That afternoon, Kaka Baria suffered a heart attack, and Padri was called in the evening to stay at Meherazad to help 

look after him. Meherdas was ordered to be with Kaka at night. Baba reassured the men that Kaka would be all 

right. "He won't die now," he stated. 

At about 6:00 P.M., Adi Sr. and Dr. Moorty arrived, just as Baba was going inside. Baba had called Moorty to meet 

with him, and Moorty left the next day, after spending the night at Meherazad. 

 

On the morning of Friday, 28 August 1959, Baba summoned the women mandali into the hall at 9:30 A.M. It was 

Lord Krishna's birthday. The men had been told to wash their hands and faces, and were already sitting facing Baba. 

A curtain was drawn in the hall, separating the men and women. Eruch recited the Beloved God Prayer and then the 

Master's Prayer. Kaikobad stood before Baba, and the Prayer of Repentance was recited. All, including Baba, stood 

during the prayers. Lastly, Kaikobad prayed: 

O God, allow the men and women mandali to prove helpful to beloved Baba in his work. See that none gives 

any cause to disturb Baba's mood. Allow the work Baba wishes to complete by the end of October to be 

completed 100 percent successfully, and also see that Baba's health does not suffer. 

After the women left, Baba issued some instructions for Noshir Siganporia, who was permitted to stay at Meherabad 

for six months with his family. 

On the occasion of Krishna's birthday, Baba sent this message to Sadhu Vaswani and his nephew Jashan in Poona, 

who had sent greetings to Baba: 

Give my love to my very dear Dada Vaswani and to dear Jashan and all dear ones of the Saint Mira High 

School, who remember me and love me. 

I was Ram, I was Krishna, I was this One, I was that One, and now I am Meher Baba. In fact, in this form of 

flesh and blood, I am the same Ancient One who alone is eternally worshiped and ignored, ever remembered 

and forgotten. 

I am that Ancient One whose past is worshiped and remembered; whose present is ignored and forgotten, and 

whose future advent is anticipated with great fervor and longing. 

This short poem from Francis was added to their letter: 

Krishna was Jesus before him, 

Meher Baba is both of them now. 

And whoever cannot believe this, 

Hasn't got the brains of a cow! 

 

The blind chiropractor Harry Kenmore from New York had written Baba and had been granted permission to come 

to India. At 10:00 A.M. on Tuesday, 1 September 1959, Meherjee brought him in his car from Bombay to 

Meherazad, where he stayed until November. Baba asked Kenmore about his journey, and then informed him, "You 

are really fortunate to stay with me once again, especially now that I have stopped meeting my lovers. Excepting for 

a very few important letters, I don't even listen to any correspondence." Baba introduced Kenmore to Francis, and 

then took him inside to the house. Within a short time, they returned. 

Francis asked Kenmore how he thought Baba walked. Kenmore replied, "Baba walks wonderfully. This is possible 

only for him. You can't understand it as I do. Previously, when I felt [examined] Baba's condition, I would have 

declared it impossible for him to walk again at all!" 



 

 

After leaving America in 1958, Baba had written Kenmore: "You are one of my mandali. I expect everything from 

my mandali, and my mandali expect nothing from me. 

On one occasion at Meherazad, Kenmore remarked, "Baba, you are Love Personified." 

Baba replied, "I am very harsh, too, especially with my mandali. I am not the same for the mandali as I am for the 

world. I give my love to the whole world, but my mandali have to face my harsh side also." 

Kenmore would be taken for a walk every morning by Pukar, and every evening by Padri. Kenmore had brought a 

new invention — a Polaroid camera (that produced pictures that developed themselves within 60 seconds). Several 

photographs of Baba, the mandali and ashram were taken by him and Padri. Kenmore had also brought a tape 

recorder, which Baba would refer to as "Harry's baby," as Harry always kept it by his side. Baba would often ask 

Kenmore to recite the Master’s Prayer before him in mandali hall, which he would do in a booming voice. Harry 

was also fond of singing Begin the Beguine, Swanee and other songs that Baba liked. At times, Baba would take 

Kenmore and the mandali to the main house to listen to records in Hindi, Urdu and English. 

In the afternoons during this period, Baba would play seven tiles with the mandali, the garden boys, the cook, and 

Shaikh, the driver. Baba would sit in a chair and throw the ball from there at the pile of tiles. There were two servant 

boys named Rama and Bhaiya who often took part in these games, and the former seldom missed when it was his 

turn. Another garden boy named Shankar was also quite good, and during these lively games, the boys had the good 

fortune of sharing in Baba's close companionship. 

Although Kenmore was blind, he would also take his turn and throw the ball. Once, when he aimed and threw, 

Padri, on a sign from Baba, scattered the pile of tiles, and Kenmore was delighted by his "hit!" Thereafter, he 

practiced and sometimes would actually hit the pile. When anyone struck them successfully, Kenmore would shout, 

"Give the fellow two cigars!" 

Baba remarked to Kenmore, "You are very fortunate. You are not only staying with God, but playing with Him as 

well." 

On 3 September, Baba mentioned to Kenmore how tired he felt: "Formerly I used to go to Kaikobad's room to work 

for five minutes. It used to exhaust me. I thought that the pressure was too much for my body and it would not bear 

it. But now, instead of five minutes, I work for half an hour. Only Kaikobad can help me in that work. Today, 

Kaikobad, too, could not tolerate the unbearable condition. Kaikobad told me that he was awfully tired." 

Kaikobad interjected, "Baba's work is unspeakable and intolerable [for me]. Today, I informed Baba that I was 

unable to help him for more than half an hour." 

Baba continued: 

Until the end of October is the time for my Universal work. Whatever work was done at Poona is nothing 

compared to what I am doing now. Although the mandali cannot understand this work, I tell you the work has 

its own importance. See how it tires me. 

Only when I return from Kaikobad's room after finishing my work do the mandali have an opportunity to see 

and feel my tiredness, and experience my weak state of health. I find it difficult even to open my eyes or move 

my body. Yet, in this terrible state of health, I play with the mandali and express my happiness. At first, I 

appear burdened by the tremendous pressure of work, but after some time people see my face look cheerful. 

Today, I was playing [cards] and immediately I stopped the play and went inside. All of it is related to my 

work. 

Baba further stated: "These days, I have stopped listening to letters, not because I feel weak, but to give more time to 

my work. Generally, I go back to my room at three o'clock. You people think it is for rest, but the fact is, I do so for 

my work." 

Two days later, Baba remarked, "Every part of my body is painful." Another day, he said, "My body feels as if it is 

being squeezed — like a cloth being wrung dry of water." 

Once Baba wondered, “What made me produce this tamasha [farce of maya] that is now hanging around my neck 

and makes me suffer so? I cannot get rid of it!” 

Baba indicated that he would give Kenmore instructions for silence and fasts similar to those given to Eruch and 

Francis, and his instructions would remain in effect for the next two months. Eruch and Francis' times for silence 

were changed. Instead of keeping silence daily, they were to observe it only on specific dates from 8:00 A.M. to 8:00 

P.M. 

Baba further stated, "From the 7th [of September], my work will begin with force." Neither good news nor bad news 

was to be communicated to him, and all games would stop from that date. 



 

 

Baba's nephew, Sheroo, arrived at Meherazad on 3 September 1959, at 12:45 p.m., and was permitted to stay for a 

few days. He had stayed for a few days in August as well. On the 6th, Baba took Kenmore and the mandali to the 

main house to listen to records. He remarked, "The music and my explanations will raise you to the sky; then at 1:30 

P.M., Aloba will bring you all down! He will be enacting the role of Adolf Hitler. My descriptions will raise you to 

the sky, and Aloba will bring you back down to earth." Everyone laughed. 

At 1:30 P.M., all the men assembled in the hall. Aloba had strung a curtain across it, operated by a rope. Behind it, he 

had arranged an artificial microphone. Maps hung behind him, and other material had been placed on a table. A 

large Nazi swastika flag was draped over the table. Aloba then entered, made up to resemble Adolf Hitler. He began 

"broadcasting" a speech to his troops in Arabic, Persian and English. Baba and all were delighted with Aloba's 

enthusiastic performance. He immersed himself in the role, and did all the sound effects himself — a marching 

band, whistling bullets, bombs exploding, and so forth. 

Baba's brother Jalbhai arrived from Poona, and Adi brought him to Meherazad that night. Baba had already retired, 

but on hearing the sound of the car, he sent Bhau to inquire if Jalbhai had come, and with some instructions for 

Jalbhai. 

Harry Daniel Dedolchow, 32, worked in the merchant marine.212 He had first heard of Meher Baba in 1955 in San 

Francisco, when he found a copy of Jean Adriel’s Avatar at a metaphysical bookstore. When he purchased the book, 

the owner of the shop, a Mrs. Armstrong, referred him to Ivy Duce for additional information about Baba. 

Thereafter, Dedolchow began regularly attending the Sufi meetings, where he met Herman Alvarado, Joseph and 

Kari Harb, Don Stevens and others. 

With Ivy's persistent encouragement, Dedolchow had tried for some time to meet Baba, since the cargo ships he 

worked on would often dock in Calcutta. Baba finally allowed him to come "for five minutes," if he could manage 

it. So in September 1959, when his ship docked in Calcutta, Dedolchow took leave and traveled with A. C. S. Chari 

to see Baba. They arrived at Meherazad at 8:30 A.M. on 7 September. Instead of five minutes, Baba allowed him to 

stay for about two hours. 

After they arrived, Dedolchow was told to wait outside mandali hall until Baba called him inside. Soon the call 

came. He followed Chari inside and sat on the floor beside him. Chari immediately took out his notebook to write 

down what Baba, through Eruch, stated. Baba called Dedolchow near him. On approaching, Dedolchow looked at 

Baba continuously and tried to bow at his feet. Baba stopped him and said: "Harry, you have come at such a time 

when I have stopped giving darshan. All correspondence is also closed. Had you come before, you would have seen 

me brilliant, in a jolly mood. I myself would have welcomed you. Still, you are fortunate to get the opportunity to 

come to me when others cannot approach me. And because of you, Chari has the same opportunity. He too is lucky 

to be here. These days, I do not allow anyone to bow down to me." 

Baba added, "I know everything, Harry, and your love pleases me." 

Harry Dedolchow later recounted: 

The moment I entered the building [mandali hall] a very mild electric current flooded my entire body. When I 

sat down alongside Chari and turned slightly to my right to look at Baba, Baba was out of focus, while the 

entire mandali were in focus — similar to a person looking through a camera and focusing the lens for clarity. 

No matter how much I strained my eyes to see Baba clearly, Baba remained out of focus. 

Baba was relating his words through Eruch, but Dedolchow's concentration was on Baba. Baba finally remarked, 

"You are not listening to me!" Baba's pronounced statement broke up Dedolchow's temporary lofty state and he then 

saw Baba clearly. 

Dedolchow said, "Baba, I am unable to love you as much as I wish. I want to love you as you want to be loved. I 

long to do that." 

Baba replied, explaining, "Until now, I have not got a lover who loves me as I should be loved. When a lover is in 

love, he experiences his love continuously and cannot express it. Love has no limit. You can love as much as you 

can because love is not in short supply. As a matter of fact, there is a shortage of lovers! 

"Just remember that obedience is supreme. In the beginning and end of love there is only obedience. You have come 

at a time when it will be difficult to arrange another meeting. These days I have stopped accepting gifts — and I will 

not accept any gift from you. Still, I want something from you — and that is the gift of your love. Do not let go of 

my daaman until the very end, and keep increasing your love from day to day. 

 
212 Dedolchow is pronounced DEEDOL-chow. 



 

 

"When you leave, take Baba with you. Baba is present everywhere, but you must ever keep him in your 

remembrance." 

This ended the explanation and Baba asked, "Have you eaten anything today?" Dedolchow said that he and Chari 

had come directly from Calcutta by train and had eaten very little. Baba called for tea and refreshments and both ate 

before him. Baba asked about their return reservations and Chari replied that they were confirmed. 

Baba was in a splendid mood and started throwing pieces of candy to the mandali. Dedolchow caught one and 

immediately swallowed it, wrapper and all! Baba then commented that he was going to allow Dedolchow to meet 

Mehera. Eruch assisted Baba out of his chair. Baba motioned Eruch away and took Dedolchow with him into the 

garden. Baba walked very slowly and with difficulty, so Dedolchow put his right arm around Baba's waist for 

support. Baba shook his head, indicating it was not necessary. He clapped his hands and Mehera appeared from the 

women's quarters. After briefly folding her hands in greeting, Baba sent her away. Baba rested for a moment with 

his left hand on Dedolchow's right shoulder. Mani appeared and Baba instructed her to show Dedolchow around the 

garden. Baba stood at the other end as she took him on a quick tour. Then Baba clapped and he returned with 

Dedolchow to mandali hall. 

With Baba's permission, Dedolchow began reciting the Master’s Prayer, but he became so absorbed that he could 

hardly speak and Baba had him stop, commenting, "Harry Kenmore recites this prayer the best before me. I like his 

recitation best." Kenmore then recited the Master’s Prayer, and Francis recited the Repentance Prayer. 

When they finished, Dedolchow declared, "I can say it better!" (He meant louder still!) Baba invited him to do so. 

"Stand in front of me and recite the Master’s Prayer," Baba directed him. He repeated the Master’s Prayer first, then 

the Repentance Prayer and lastly the Sufi Prayer.213 Baba was pleased. He embraced Dedolchow and gave him a 

kiss, then had him sit with the mandali. 

Baba asked, "Do you practice any spiritual exercise?" 

"Yes, Baba, I meditate on one of your pictures, and I repeat your name for an hour or so in the evenings." 

"What results do you get?" 

"Usually a headache and bloodshot eyes!”  

Baba laughed and commented, “Just love me, love me and love me more.” 

Baba ordered Padri to take Dedolchow and Chari to Meherabad, where Don was to show them around. Jalbhai was 

to accompany them to Poona before they flew back to Calcutta. While departing, Dedolchow kept referring to Baba 

as “Father.” Baba remarked to him, “I am the Ancient One. I came as Ram in the world. I was Krishna and 

Muhammad. And I was the Christ who was crucified.” 

They left at 9:45 A.M. Jalbhai showed them the sites in Poona associated with Baba’s childhood and school years. At 

the Poona Center, Harry Dedolchow recited the Master’s Prayer with the same gusto he had heard Harry Kenmore 

utter it in Meherazad. He was so loud in fact, the local assembly was completely taken aback. 

On 8 September, Baba spent some time in the morning with Vishnu in connection with his work. Adi and Ramjoo 

arrived at 9:00 A.M. to meet with others about Avatar Meher Baba Trust. Jalbhai returned from Poona the same day, 

and then left with Sheroo the following day. 

 

From Wednesday, 9 September 1959, Baba began a more serious phase of his work in seclusion. He stated, “From 

today, I am beginning 50 days of very special work.” To help him in his work during this seclusion, during the three 

months of August, September and October, the name of God was being repeated by his lovers in Hamirpur, Bombay 

and Karachi continuously, unbroken for 24 hours every day. Thus, in the world of his lovers, the flame of Baba’s 

holy remembrance was burning brightly, though he had physically “cut himself off” from them. 

For a few days, portions of Stay With God were being read out in the hall. Eruch would read it, and at times Francis. 

All were absorbed in its beauty, especially hearing it in Baba’s presence. Francis, of course, was delighted that his 

work had pleased Baba. He wrote to Jean Foster (on 8 January 1960): “What has been the most unbelievable 

 

213 The following is a prayer given by Inayat Khan for the American Sufis: "Toward the One, the Perfection 

of Love, Harmony and Beauty. The Only Being united with all the illuminated souls who form the 

embodiment of the Master, the Spirit of Guidance." 



 

 

happiness has been Baba’s praise, which has been in the highest terms and, or rather I should say, his enjoyment of 

the work. He has had it read through to him three times, the readings being frequently interrupted by his comments 

to the mandali.” 

Adi returned to Meherazad for instructions on the 10th. In addition to his other work, Adi was working towards 

publicizing Stay With God,214 That day, after playing cards with the mandali in the hall, Baba retired to his room. 

Harry Kenmore then went to Kaka’s room, where Padri narrated stories of Baba’s earlier days. Baba happened to 

come by, but he gestured to those present not to let Kenmore know that he had come. Quietly, he removed 

Kenmore’s cane from his hands. Holding it upside down, he tried to catch Kenmore’s neck with the curved handle. 

Kenmore was so intent in listening to Padri’s stories, without a word he kept brushing the stick aside. But Baba 

would catch his neck again and again. 

At last, Baba touched Kenmore with one finger and Kenmore instantly recognized who it was and shouted: “Baba!” 

Those present had a hearty laugh. Baba returned to the hall and the men followed. When they were seated before 

him, Kenmore said, “Baba, you approached like a thief!” 

Baba replied to him, “Likewise, one day I will enter your heart in the same way.” 

Kenmore inquired, “Haven’t you already entered it?” 

“I am talking of entering into the core of your heart,” Baba stated. “When I enter, you will know that I was always 

there.” 

Baba added, “Today, with the cane I caught you by your neck. Someday I will awaken you by giving you a slap on 

your cheek. Be prepared for that slap. One day, positively, I will awaken you.” 

On Friday, 11 September 1959, Baba came to mandali hall at 8:00 A.M. In a serious mood, he stated, “For 40 days 

from the 19th [of September], I will be working with the poor. I will require 40 poor persons. Out of these 40 poor 

ones, a different man should come every day at 10:00 A.M. Thus, in 40 days, 40 [destitute men] will have to come. 

Every day I shall wash the feet of one poor man and bow down to him and then give him Rs.20.” Kaka was to 

arrange the poor program through his acquaintances in Pimpalgaon Village, but he was not to leave Meherazad. 

After going to Kaikobad’s room, Baba returned to the hall at nine o’clock. He inquired, “Eruch, last night you men 

were talking quite loudly. What was the matter?” 

Eruch said, “We were discussing the topic: God is One and He is many, too. Harry was there so we were talking 

loudly.” (Kenmore, besides being blind, had a hearing defect and people would have to speak louder than normal for 

him to hear.) 

Baba sat up in his chair and inquired, “What did he say?” Eruch recounted his words. After a few minutes, Kenmore 

entered the hall, and Baba gave this discourse: 

In Reality there is only One. In illusion there are many. The reason why there is so much confusion as to 

whether there is one God or many is because God is so infinitely One. 

Even to say “There is one God” is wrong. God is so infinitely One that He cannot even be called One. One may 

only say: “One is.” The word God is only an attempt to give that One a name, for in actuality, He has no name. 

Even to say that “God is One” implies there is the possibility of two. For one to say there are many gods is 

madness. 

God is that “One” playing innumerable roles. For example, Eruch is sitting with his eyes closed and in his 

imagination he creates innumerable things, and in the very act of imagining them he preserves them. Then he 

opens his eyes and in so doing destroys all the things his imagination had created and held together. Thus, the 

same one Eruch played different roles, that of creator, sustainer and dissolver. 

Again, when Harry is sleeping and is in sound sleep — which is the original state of God — people say Harry is 

asleep. But Harry in his sound sleep is not even Harry; that is, he is not conscious of himself as Harry. When 

the same one Harry wakes up, people say, “Harry is awake,” and when the same one Harry brushes his teeth, 

people say, “Harry is brushing his teeth.” The same one Harry is seen and understood to be walking, running 

about, speaking, singing, and so forth. The same one Harry is merely playing different roles. In reality, Harry 

cannot be more than one, for there is but one Harry. 

All that we can ever say is: “God is” or “One is.” 

 
214 Elcha Mistry was sent 25 copies of Stay With God, which he managed to present to the ambassadors of 
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There are two things that exist: One and many. One we call God; many we call illusion. Why? Because in 

Reality, only One is. Even to call this One, One, is not right — One is. 

Baba added, “It is best for all to ask God, Baba: ‘O Baba! You who cannot but be One, make me one with you.’ “ 

Baba remarked to Kenmore, “By involving me in this discussion, you people have created a headache for me. To 

remedy this, tell me something funny.” Kenmore immediately complied. 

Baba then said to him, “Now stop. You made me laugh so much that my jaws are paining.” 

Baba used to tease Pukar by prodding his stomach with an aluminum basin used by Baba to wash his hands, and 

which was kept by his side in mandali hall. One morning when Baba prodded Pukar, he smiled at the resultant sound 

it produced and said, “Pukar is full of emptiness,” and added, “To be full of emptiness is the ideal state. Do you 

understand its real meaning?” 

Kenmore replied, “It means to empty yourself of all the ideas, wants and attachments experienced in maya, like 

squeezing out the dirty water from a sponge.” 

Baba nodded and explained further: 

It means turning one’s heart and mind inside out — becoming empty and naked. To be empty means to be rid of 

all desires, and it concerns the heart. To be naked concerns the mind, and means not to care for the opinions, 

criticism or censure of others in one’s pursuit of the true Goal. 

This is what Junaid’s Master meant when he told Junaid to become both empty and naked.215 

[Prophet] Muhammad referred to the populace of his time as deaf, dumb and blind because they did not know 

about God. “Whatever they see is not real, whatever they hear is not true and whatever they say is also not 

true,” he said. “Thus with eyes wide open they are sightless; having ears, they are deaf; and having a mouth to 

speak, they are dumb.” 

Bayazid, on the other hand, once told one of his disciples, to know God you should become deaf, dumb and 

blind. This statement is just the opposite of Muhammad’s, but both have their own point of references. 

Baba asked Kenmore what he understood by this. He replied, “Not to be attached to worldly things.” 

Baba added, “It is correct. Only if you become deaf, dumb and blind to the world can you get God. Ego cannot then 

attack you from any direction. Once he acquires this state, a jewel like Francis will never get irritated with Aloba!” 

One day when Pukar was about to take Kenmore for a walk, there was a heavy rain shower, so they could not go. 

Kenmore was staying in the cottage opposite the main house. Thinking Kenmore’s shoes and socks would get wet as 

he went to his room, Pukar lifted Kenmore on his back and carried him across the short open area to his room. Rano 

was there and reported the incident to Baba, who, the next morning, reprimanded Pukar. “Why did you carry a 

heavy man like Dr. Kenmore?” he asked. “My sitting on your back is different. From this, you may get a heart 

attack.” Several days later Pukar did suffer a heart attack. Baba told him, “You have brought this on yourself. But 

you won’t die. I want to keep you alive until my manifestation. You will see my manifestation. I do not fulfill your 

wants, but I do fulfill your needs.” 

At 8:00 A.M. on Saturday, 12 September 1959, Baba came to the hall and warned the mandali that the proposed poor 

program was not to be made known to any outsider. Meherjee was to come that day, but even he was not to be told 

about it. Pukar was keeping a daily diary (in Hindi) during this period, and Baba mentioned that though he was 

permitted to describe the program in his account, it should be marked in red: Not For Publication. 

After returning from Kaikobad’s room, Baba complained about his health. He remarked to Kenmore, “Today my 

condition is such that I feel as if I am dead. Even your funny stories will not make me laugh today.” 

Adi Sr. came in the morning to discuss some work, and Meherjee arrived at 1:00 P.M. He was permitted to stay for a 

few days. 

On the 13th, Baba again spoke about his upcoming work, “None of you should cause any type of headache to me 

during this period. Everyone should try to keep me happy so that the work I am undertaking will be completed and 

 

215 Junaid (also spelled Junayd) was a Muslim saint, known as the Sufi Sheikh, who lived in Baghdad and 

died in 910 AD. 



 

 

fulfilled. The 40 days commencing on the 19th are the most important days of my working. Therefore, those who are 

entrusted with work should do their duties wholeheartedly. There should not be the slightest negligence.” 

He added, “We have not only to defeat maya, but to crush it completely.” 

On 16 September 1959, mentioning the forces of maya again, Baba said: “During these 40 days, maya will create 

obstacles. It will go to the extreme and, reaching its limits, it will expose itself. By exposing itself, maya will do my 

work. My work is to expose maya. When maya gets exposed, Reality is revealed. As maya opposes my work more 

and more and does its work speedily, it reaches its limit and gets exposed. Thus it becomes the cause of manifesting 

Reality. It works according to my wish. 

“This time, maya will try to overcome you who are my means. All of you will be attacked. Sometimes this one, 

sometimes that one, and in different ways you will do its work. So this time, try your best to assist me in my work, 

and at any cost do not disobey the instructions I have given you. Stick to them as firmly as you can.” 

Baba then allowed Dr. Kenmore to treat him chiropractically on a table that was set up in mandali hall. (Kenmore 

also gave Baba adjustments on the subsequent two days.) 

That afternoon, at 4:15 P.M., when Baba was strolling with the mandali, he remarked, “Harry has taken much trouble 

in treating me and I am feeling much better. At times, whenever I walked, I used to feel sharp pains and at other 

times it was less. But there was always some sort of pain. This is the first time there is not the slightest pain. Today I 

have walked comparatively more than other days, yet I don’t feel any pain.” 

About Harry Kenmore, Baba said, “He is really an unusual man, with a great heart and much intelligence — and a 

wonderful stomach! He finishes his meals in five minutes though he eats a good amount. Still he is healthy and 

strong.” 

Padri had been ordered to visit Meherabad every five days to see to the management there, and he returned just as 

Baba was going inside to his room. 

 

On Thursday, 17 September 1959, in the hall, Baba asked Francis to read out the portion of Stay With God about the 

“OM Point.” Elaborating, Baba said, “It is a secret or mystery which I never explained so vividly in my previous 

advents. All words have come out of [the Om Point].” 

Baba asked Kenmore to answer a few questions with his lips pressed tightly shut, saying yes or no. Baba then 

explained, “The sound formed is hu-hu or om. At times of extreme pleasure or grief, this sound automatically comes 

out of your mouth. Whatever sorrow, pain or pleasure it may be, this sound will always be the same.” 

Next morning, Padri, Adi and Noshir Siganporia arrived. Nehru’s daughter, Indira Gandhi, was reported to be 

planning a pilgrimage to Shirdi. Baba instructed Adi Sr. to meet her there, tell her of Baba and take her to Sakori. If 

she expressed an interest in meeting Baba, she would be permitted to see him for five minutes, even at night!, but 

only if she first visits Sakori. Considering Baba’s strict seclusion, this was surprising. Indira Gandhi never came to 

Meherazad then or ever met Meher Baba, but she did become Prime Minister of India.216 

Baba ordered all the men living at Meherabad to assemble there at 9:30 P.M. that night. Don was to recite the 

Master’s and Repentance prayers before them. 

At 6:00 P.M. at Meherazad, Baba called all to his house. English records were played and the prayers recited by 

Kenmore.217 Baba then gestured for the mandali to leave, and he embraced and kissed Kenmore. 

From the 19th, Baba’s work intensified. He said, “The next 40 days will be the most important period of my Avataric 

work. The present work is of unparalleled magnitude, with more than you can ever dream of in the balance.” Baba 

fasted without food or water from 7:30 A.M. until 4:30 P.M. that afternoon. He washed and bowed down at the feet of 

a poor man and gave him ten rupees as prasad. (Eight days later a typhoon swept through Japan, killing 5,000 and 

leaving a million people homeless.) 

From the 19th, Baba ordered every one of the men and women mandali to repeat God’s name for half an hour daily. 

For fifteen minutes they were to repeat: “O Beloved God, let Baba break his silence before the end of December.” 

No one was permitted to leave Meherazad and no outsider was to be called. Also, for the next 40 days, Baba did not 

allow any of the men mandali to get a haircut. 

 
216 Indira Gandhi did pay her respects at Shirdi, but not at this time. 
217 One of the songs played was Barnaby the Juggler from an album titled “The Christmas Gift” (probably 

brought by Kenmore). 



 

 

Baba continued to work with Kaikobad every morning As soon as Baba entered Kaikobad’s room, he would clap, 

which meant there was to be absolute silence for half an hour. Kaikobad later told the others that during this time 

Baba would hold his hand and both would sit silently facing each other. When Baba was finished at 9:00 A.M., the 

men gathered in mandali hall. One poor man was brought. While the man stood on a stool, Baba, sitting before him, 

would wash his feet, wipe them dry, put his head on them and give him prasad. As soon as this was done and the 

floor cleaned, the doors of the hall would be closed. All would stand with Baba, who held Kaikobad’s hand. 

Kenmore would recite the Parvardigar and Repentance prayers. Baba would then usually bow down to Baidul and 

Meherdas, but, at times, to others or to all of the men. 

After the prayers on the 19th, Baba went to rest in his room. Before leaving the hall, he remarked to Kenmore, “This 

work will kill me.” Later, he explained that he did not mean this literally, but that he would have to endure much 

pain and face numerous troubles. 

Baba’s stomach became swollen that night and he had difficulty breathing. Next morning, after being examined by 

Goher, he asked her, “Now are you convinced that this is not the result of any disease? Whenever I am absorbed in 

grave work, some disturbance arises in my stomach and at that time I become ill.” 

A few days later, Baba revealed, “Whenever I start my special work, something or other goes wrong in my stomach. 

This is not the result of my usual work; it is altogether different. Whenever I am engrossed in some special work, my 

natural breathing stops and I have to adopt other means to breathe. It is not a yogic action. It is different. After 

completion of this work, my stomach will resume its natural shape.” 

He concluded, “In the month of October, I am to face great difficulties. I have told Mehera that if, after passing 

through these difficulties, my body remains, then in the month of December I will break my silence.” 

On 20 September 1959, Bhooty (also called Gulu), the female Tibetan mastiff, died at Meherazad. Baba had brought 

the dog from Uttar Kashi in 1948 when she was a puppy, and Kaka looked after her. She was buried at Meherazad 

that afternoon, and Baba remarked that she would take a human form in her next birth. The Prayer of Repentance 

was recited and Baba himself put the first handful of earth over her remains. Several times Baba repeated: “Blessed 

is Bhooty, for very few get such an opportunity.” Only two dogs then remained at Meherazad: Mastan (Bhooty’s 

pup) and Peter. Mehera was looking after Mastan, and Mani took care of Peter. 

 

On Friday, 25 September 1959, Nariman and Meherjee arrived and were permitted to stay for half an hour. Baba 

told Nariman, “The month of October is critical. Inform all that they should hold on to Baba’s daaman very tightly 

and recite the name of God for some time every day until October. They should take this as my order.” 

Meanwhile, Harry Kenmore became depressed over the thought of his return to America. On the 26th, Baba consoled 

him, “Why do you worry about tomorrow before God? I am in your heart. I know your love; I know what you 

express and what you do not express, too. What will be in your utmost interest, I know it. Then if I keep you here or 

send you to America, why are you concerned? Who knows, I may send you by the end of October, or I may detain 

you until December. In any case, why do you bother about tomorrow? Give all your worries to me and be with me, 

at ease, till October.” 

Baba then joked, “You are really very stupid! My mandali are fools! I thought you were the only sane person here, 

but now you are trying to prove yourself one of them!” Harry laughed. Kenmore laughed. 

On the 28th, Jalbhai returned to Meherazad from Poona for a short stay. Two days later, Beheram’s wife Perin came 

with her sons Sohrab and Rustom, her daughter Gulnar and Gulnar’s fiancé Jehangu Sukhadwalla. (Baba took a 

“holiday” from his work with Kaikobad that day and from washing the feet of the poor.) Baba had approved the 

match and fixed the date of their wedding for 16 October in Bombay. He remarked to Jehangu, “You are really 

lucky to have found Gulnar, for through her you have found me!” 

As they were leaving, heavy rain showers fell — an auspicious sign and tangible proof of Baba’s blessings for the 

couple. Because of the downpour, their departure was delayed by two hours as the nallahs (streambeds) that 

intersected the road were overflowing. 

(Twelve days before the marriage in October, Beheram had a severe ulcer attack. He refused to go to the hospital, 

but after telegrams were sent back and forth between the family and Baba, he relented. An emergency operation was 

performed. His condition was grave, and the doctor said it would be impossible for him to attend his daughter’s 

wedding. Baba was informed and he cabled back: “Go ahead with marriage preparations. Tell Beheram not to 

worry. I am with him.” Baba also told the family, “Leave all to me. The wedding will not be postponed,” and he 

ordered Beheram to repeat his name constantly. The doctor advised Beheram not to go anywhere for one month, but 



 

 

Beheram did accompany his family to Bombay for the wedding. The doctor commented, “In my 35 years of surgery, 

no man has eve” recovered so quickly!") 

 

On Wednesday, 30 September 1959, Baba called Adi for instructions, stating that it was possible he would not see 

him for the entire month of October. He told him and the others: “October will be difficult for me. My serious work 

begins from tomorrow. Today, being a holiday, has passed in a jovial way. Now, from tomorrow the work will start 

with killing pressure. Today, I tell you all with my divine honesty that I shall manifest in December. I am telling you 

this with absolute firmness. Now there is no doubt about it.” Baba said this (“I will manifest in December”) three 

times and directed the mandali to repeat “Amen” each time. 

The next day, 1 October, Baba stated: "The last, most diffic”lt and important phase of my work begins from today 

for 28 days. It is the beginning of my crucifixion. The result of this work will unfold by the end of this year. You 

must all try 100 percent to help me by doing what I want.” 

Having taken a “holiday” the previous day, Baba washed the feet of two poor men, and after bowing down to them 

he handed them prasad. Kenmore said the prayers after Baba did his work with the poor. Later that afternoon the 

women mandali were called to the hall. Kenmore repeated the Master’s and Repentance prayers and then recited the 

following prayer, dictated by Baba: 

O Almighty God, help Baba in his great mission which is commencing today, the 1st of October, and which will 

continue until the 28th of October, so that his manifestation can be made possible before the 31st of December 

1959. Also help the men and women mandali so that they may hold on to his daaman tightly until the end of his 

manifestation. 

Baba’s hours for fasting were then changed to 7:00 A.M. until 4:00 P.M. 

On Friday, 2 October 1959, Kenmore expressed his opinion that Aloba should not be allowed to go near Baba as, in 

his emotional state, he might someday injure Baba. (Aloba, at times, would fall at Baba’s feet and it was feared his 

head would hit Baba’s feet.) Kenmore remarked, “When emotion enters, reason exits.” 

Baba quipped, “When love enters, both emotion and reason exit!” 

The same day, while discussing the topic of the moon and other planets, Baba commented: 

Twenty or thirty years ago, I pointed out that there are other planets besides earth where living beings exist. 

Still, I emphatically say that God can only be realized on this earth. God is everywhere, but he manifests as the 

Avatar only on this earth. Perfect Masters are also found only on the earth and nowhere else. On one planet 

people have enlarged their intellects so much so that they can survive for hundreds of years. But the people 

there are 99 percent atheists. On all of these evolved planets, the mind predominates and the heart is totally 

undeveloped. On some planets, people are totally devoid of heart; there is not even one percent place for 

[feeling love]. Except for the earth, on all other evolved worlds intellect alone prevails. Therefore, God cannot 

be realized on those planets. These souls must take birth on this earth to realize God. 

On the 4th, Baba spontaneously dictated this prayer which he instructed Kenmore to recite in his presence: 

May Thy will be done, O Perfect One, 

My will not prevail, it’s of no avail. 

Where union with Thee is concerned, 

I will toil and I will strive, while I am alive, 

To love and obey, all night and all day, 

Till union with Thee I have earned. 

Adi came on the 6th to discuss a circular that Baba wished to issue. Don and Noshir Siganporia came the same day 

from Meherabad for certain instructions. 

As instructed, both the Meherazad and Meherabad mandali fasted from 8:00 P.M. on the 7th for 24 hours without 

food or water. Bhau had been ordered to keep silence instead of fasting, as he had to be on nightwatch and was 

already foregoing his evening meal. In the hall, he unwrapped a toffee that Baba had distributed the previous day 

and showed it to Eruch, Francis and Pukar. 

Baba asked what was going on, and Pukar informed him, “We cannot eat and he [Bhau] cannot speak.” 

Baba replied: 



 

 

When the tongue is silent, the mind speaks; 

When the mind is silent, the heart sings; 

When the heart stops singing, 

the Soul begins to experience its original Self. 

Baba continued, “In deep sleep, tongue, mind and heart are silent and one is unconscious. The difficulty is to keep 

the mind silent in full consciousness. If one can go into deep sleep and remain awake, one has it! One becomes what 

one originally was and eternally is — God.” 

That day Baba gave further instructions for his lovers; these instructions were issued as a circular. He indicated he 

would continue to be fully engaged in his Universal work during November and December. Therefore, he wished his 

lovers not to write to him or visit him until the end of December. Adi, however, was permitted to inform Baba about 

the serious illness or death of anyone. All those who had volunteered to do the japa (repetition) at various places in 

India and elsewhere were not to continue it after the 28th of October. 

“I will be doing my Universal work alone thereafter,” Baba stated, “and need no help from my lovers. My lovers 

from the West are also very keen to come to India to see me, but I have postponed their visits.” 

Baba concluded, “During November and December, any disturbance of any nature from any quarter, mandali or 

otherwise, is absolutely undesirable. Many of those who have been expecting or hoping to see me or write to me at 

the end of October must now curb their impatience and desire in order to uphold my wish.” 

The first copy of Francis Brabazon’s book Stay With God was received in Meherazad on 8 October 1959. Baba 

cabled those concerned in Australia: “Stay With God has come to stay, and my love to all those who helped make it 

the perfect book that it is.” (On the 28th, Baba signed 200 copies of the book, several of which he later had sent to 

certain lovers in the West.)218 

Baba’s words to Kenmore about his having to undergo terrible suffering seemed to be coming true. On the 9th, he 

remarked that his condition during Pendu’s watch the previous night was so bad that it seemed he would break his 

silence. “Such a difficult and troublesome night I have never spent before,” he said. He informed the mandali that 

after passing through such a night, he could be among them only as the result of their prayers. 

On the 10th, while going inside to the house, Baba remarked, “I am the Endless One, but today I feel as if I am an old 

man, millions of years old.” 

The following day, he said, “I am awfully tired and want to sleep. This type of fatigue is quite different and requires 

700 years of sleep!” 

 

Hoshang Bharucha, 32, and Cowas Vesuna of Navsari, had been called the previous March to stay at Guruprasad, 

but Baba sent them back the same day they arrived, promising to call them later in the year to Meherazad. On 

Thursday, 15 October 1959, they arrived in Ahmednagar by train and were brought to Meherazad by Padri at 9:30 

A.M. They were permitted to stay for eleven days. 

Baba told them: “Stay here until the 25th. I shall then give you important work to be done in some town [Surat, as it 

turned out]. You may then return to your home in Navsari on the 31st [October], after finishing my work. Do not 

leave Navsari until the end of December. You are fortunate and lucky to have been called here during my seclusion. 

On the 17th, 19th, 21st and 23rd, you must keep silence and also fast without taking food or water from 8:00 A.M. to 

8:00 P.M. I have given the mandali duties. During your eleven-day stay, your duty will be to clean mandali hall daily. 

Do not lift my chair singly; both of you lift it together. 

“I gave many discourses before you came, and Francis has recorded them. You will be given something to read 

during your stay here which you will have to explain to others. But do not write about any of the activities going on 

here to your friends. Take care of your health. Don’t remember anything of the world while you are here. Forget the 

world and think of me all the time. Only keep me in your mind. You will get breakfast and tea at 7:00 A.M., lunch 

before noon, tea at 3:00 P.M. and dinner at 7:00 P.M. Eat well.” 

 

218 Among those who received signed copies of Stay with God were Elizabeth, Kitty and Jane Haynes. 



 

 

Hoshang had brought a number of gift-parcels of sweets and snacks from different Navsari lovers. They were kept 

outside the hall, and Baba asked him to bring them. As each packet was opened, Baba would pick up a piece of its 

contents and give it to Kenmore to taste. He liked the sweets very much. When all the packets were opened and 

Kenmore had finished sampling them, he said happily, “This fellow ought to visit us every weekend!” 

Baba laughed and remarked to them about Kenmore. “Harry uses his money very freely for my cause. He is clever, 

witty and has great love for me. He obeys me wholeheartedly. He cannot see, but records everything on his tape 

recorder. He has brought a new [Polaroid] camera which can produce prints within one minute.” 

Soon after lunch, Baba returned to mandali hall and Pukar’s loud clapping summoned all there. Baba asked Hoshang 

and Cowas to repeat a prayer daily from 7:00 P.M. to 8:00 P.M. The prayer that Baba dictated was: 

Almighty God, help us all to hold on to Baba, and help Baba to manifest definitely as Your Avatar before the 

end of this year! 

Baba showed Hoshang and Cowas the newly released copy of Stay With God. Francis was asked to read a passage 

from it. Baba informed them that Brabazon had low blood pressure as he had undertaken many fasts. 

Kaka, who had suffered several attacks of angina in the past, was seated quietly in a corner. Pointing to him, Baba 

declared, “He will not die until I break my silence!” 

Baba then played the card game La Risque with all the men. Hoshang and Cowas did not know how to play, but sat 

with the others in a circle around Baba. The cards were dealt and suddenly someone shouted, “La Risque!” Before 

they knew what was happening, one of the mandali held Hoshang and Cowas’ necks, pushed their heads down and 

rubbed their noses on the floor. Flabbergasted at this game which seemed to have ended before it had begun, both 

looked aghast at Baba who, along with the other men, enjoyed their blank expressions. One game followed another, 

and every minute someone or other would be having his nose rubbed on the floor. Baba’s team invariably won. 

After an hour of playing cards, Baba visited Hoshang and Cowas’ room (in the cottage opposite the hall) to make 

sure they had sufficient sheets, pillows, et cetera. Goher had been told to see to their needs. At 3:30 P.M. Baba retired 

to his room. As Baba would leave from mandali hall each day, the men would stand, and Baba would bow goodbye 

to them from the far end of the hall. The mandali would answer with a bow. Baba would then turn and clap. One of 

the women mandali (either Rano or Goher) would immediately answer the call and lead him to his room. Then the 

mandali would go for their tea. 

On 16 October, Hoshang and Cowas woke early and busied themselves cleaning the hall. Baba came at 7:45 A.M. 

and asked, “Did you sleep well? Have you had your tea? Are you keeping in good health?” After some time he 

remarked, “All my bones are aching today due to the strain of my Universal work.” 

At 8:00 A.M. Baba went to Kaikobad’s room, and after finishing his work, Baba and the men reassembled in the hall. 

Baba again said, “I am not keeping good health. I do not wish to sit with Kaikobad anymore, but I must because of 

the pressure of my Universal work. I would like to take rest for 700 years now!” 

At this time, Baba would usually attend to correspondence or give a discourse. Eruch would also read out something 

Mani was writing, either an article, a Family or a personal letter. Kenmore would come into the hall at 9:00 A.M. and 

sit on Baba’s right, his “baby” (tape recorder) always with him. 

After hearing Kenmore recite the prayers in his booming voice, Hoshang asked Kenmore, “Are you praying or 

fighting with God?” Cowas felt the same way. 

The next day when he was asked to repeat the prayers, Kenmore spoke them almost in a whisper. Baba stopped him 

and asked why he was suddenly adopting a new style of praying. Kenmore replied, “I do not want to disturb the 

auditory apparatus of our new visitors!” 

Baba looked sternly at Hoshang and Cowas, who at that moment felt it would be better if the earth gave way beneath 

their feet and swallowed them up! Baba instructed Kenmore to repeat the prayer as usual. When he finished, Baba 

remarked, “Prayers should be from the heart. It does not matter whether they are said loudly or softly. They should 

be natural. For Harry it is natural to say them loudly. If he had to say them softly, it would not be natural for him.” 

After the prayers, Baba would usually go for a short walk on the private approach road to Meherazad. Hoshang 

carried an umbrella over his head and Cowas a chair for him. Now and then Baba would rest a while. Kenmore was 

always ready with jokes. As soon as he started telling one, Baba would be all smiles and shake with silent laughter. 

Padri would click Harry’s camera often and give the prints to Baba. 

Sometimes instead of walks, Baba would take Hoshang and Cowas to his house, where Mani would play qawaali 

records. Baba would relax as he listened to them, at times explaining the meaning of certain lines. 



 

 

The morning sessions in the hall would end at 11:00 A.M. Baba would return in the afternoon to play cards with the 

men. Referring to the games, he once stated, “You do not know what internal work I am doing while playing cards. 

In the world many people play cards, but the playing here is quite different. It is because God is playing cards!” 

While they were playing cards in the afternoon of the 16th, Barakoti walked into Meherazad and sat under a tin shed. 

Baba and the men went to see him. The new coat Baba had given the mast-like man on a previous occasion was 

worn next to his skin, and eleven others were worn on top of it. Baba asked the mandali if they had given him food. 

On one of his legs Barakoti had wrapped some dirty rags. Baba asked about it, and Barakoti replied that a stray dog 

had bitten him. Baba instructed Hoshang (a physician) to remove the rags and apply a clean dressing. Baba added, 

“After bandaging him, wash your hands thoroughly.” All then returned to the hall. 

That afternoon, Baba gave Hoshang and Cowas a custard apple each as prasad and took them to see his garden. 

Hoshang held the umbrella over Baba to protect him from the hot sun. Baba walked up to the well. In the garden, he 

remarked, “This is a walk in the garden of Allah, and I truly mean it.” They returned and Baba gave them toffees. 

After the usual game of cards, he retired to his room. 

Baba would rarely return to the men’s side after going to his house, but that day, he came back at 5:00 P.M. and 

going to Hoshang and Cowas’ room, inquired whether they were comfortable. He sat on a chair in front of their 

room and gave each a copy of the recent Life Circular of Baba’s statements dictated on 7 October 1959 that Adi had 

published. 

Baba gestured, “I will give something very great to the universe on 30 December 1959. I feel very happy to give you 

this information, and so I decided to come at this time.” 

He then gave them instructions regarding the work he wished them to do after leaving Meherazad. They were told to 

give Rs.500 each to two middle-class families with several children, who, in spite of trying their best, were unable to 

make ends meet, and who out of self-respect would not beg. Hoshang and Cowas were not to choose farmers, as the 

government already provided much help to these people. They were instructed to bow down to the persons 

concerned and then give them the money. 

Baba said, “This work is very important. You do not know the importance of it. This is the last work entrusted to 

you. Search carefully before giving the money. Do not worry. I will help you. The families may be of any caste. 

After finishing the work, return home on 31 October.” Baba asked Eruch to narrate how he used to do this sort of 

work, and the hardships Baba and the mandali encountered in finding such families. 

Before leaving, Baba explained, “I do not undertake this work myself now, and so I have asked you to do it.” 

Some afternoons, Baba would come to Hoshang and Cowas’ room and sit quietly in front of it, immersed in his 

internal work. Always in the evenings when they were talking with Eruch or Kenmore, they would be careful to 

speak in whispers, lest they disturb Baba. One night a water faucet had been inadvertently left slightly open and the 

sound of the dripping water was enough for Baba to send Bhau to inquire why there was so much noise. 

 

Hoshang and Cowas had been instructed to keep silence and fast from 8:00 A.M. to 8:00 P.M. on Saturday, 17 

October 1959. Baba arrived a little earlier than usual so that he could contact them before they started the silence. 

“Do not speak until 8:00 P.M.,” he said. “I have come early today because of your silence.” 

He added, “If by mistake you speak, do not worry, but don’t speak again. I have to see to such minute details for 

everyone, and yet I remain aloof from all activity.” 

Everyone, including Francis, was preoccupied that day, as several articles on Baba were to be sent to the Madras 

Mail newspaper, which was publishing a supplement devoted to Baba. 

In the hall, the talk drifted to ceremonies and rituals. Baba commented, “Today, too much attention is paid to 

ceremonies and rituals in India, particularly in the Hindu community.” He added, “But when I speak, all this fuss 

will be over.” 

Baba took Hoshang and Cowas to the main house, where Mani played qawaali records. Baba explained one song: 

There can never be a compromise between the pious and the mad lover of the Beloved. The pious one [a 

ritualistic person] abhors the cup of Wine, while the mad one craves for it. A moth has great love for the candle 

flame and is only satisfied when it burns itself in it. The mad lover tells the moth that it is in love with the 

flame, and that he is madly in love with his Beloved: “You burn yourself only once in the flame, but I have to 

burn until eternity in the Beloved’s love.” The flame destroys the moth, but this love does not destroy the lover. 

That afternoon, Baba remarked, “It is more important for people to come to know about me at present than after I 

manifest as the Avatar of the Age.” 



 

 

While playing cards, he once mentioned, “If you see me as I really am, then everything else will appear as illusion.” 

Another time, he explained, “After Union, the coming down to the human plane is still more difficult. It is not as 

easy as playing cards! Kaikobad’s experience is quite different from the experience of a Qutub. The Qutub’s is the 

highest stage. Once you reach that stage, you know the past, the present and the future in a split second.” 

This serious talk was suddenly interrupted by Padri bringing in a small golden-colored parrot which had fallen from 

a tree in front of the mandali’s quarters. Baba asked him to put it in a cage and to repeat daily the word Baba to it, so 

that the bird would learn to say it. He added, “If the bird says it at the time of its death, it will get liberation.” A cage 

was procured and the parrot was put into it. But it was not destined to remain in Meherazad for long, as it escaped 

the very next morning. One of the bars of the cage was loose and the bird flew away. 

Baba retired to his room. At 4:30 P.M., he sent word to Hoshang and Cowas: “Be happy. Break your silence at 8:00 

P.M. Eat well.” 

Again at 6:00 P.M. another message came from him: “Be happy in my love. Don’t speak or make even a sound until 

8:00 P.M. If by mistake you do speak, don’t worry.” 

At 7:55 P.M., he again sent word: “Break your silence at 8:00 P.M., repeating the japa given to you. Don’t fear. After 

8:00 P.M., eat well.” 

Finally, at 8:05 P.M., he conveyed: “Be happy. Remember me. Did you eat well?” This is the kind of love Baba had 

for his lovers. His constant remembrance was a source of joy to them. 

At night, the mandali would regale Hoshang and Cowas with stories from their days with Baba. Baidul told them of 

how Baba had once asked him to bring a mast. He was then a novice at it and tried to entice the mast to accompany 

him with all the skill he possessed, but the mast would not budge. Getting angry, he tried to lift him by force. The 

mast had a small stick that he suddenly thrust into Baidul’s eye. Baidul immediately let go of the mast, and to his 

horror found blood gushing from his eye. He thought he had lost his sight, but slowly recovered and regained his full 

vision. Baba explained to him that one should never force a mast to do anything against his wish. 

On another occasion, when Baba was in America in 1956, Baidul related that he went to contact a mast according to 

Baba’s instructions, and to his amazement the mast asked, “Has Meher Baba returned from America?” 

Cowas was not feeling well. Baba sent Goher to see him with this message: “Take care of your health. It is for my 

work that you must keep well.” 

 

Baba seemed in a mood to give discourses on Sunday, 18 October 1959. Hoshang asked about the difference 

between seeing God physically and seeing God on the sixth plane. Baba explained, but ended by stating: “To see 

God is not the final aim. The aim is to be One with Him.” 

Baba called Kaikobad and asked him to narrate his visions and experiences. Kaikobad said: “First, I saw God, and 

when I compared it to Baba, Baba did not look like Him. Then I saw the Father of all Fathers — Ahuramazda — and 

Baba simultaneously. I became convinced that Baba is God. Thereafter, I started seeing Baba in an aura of light. To 

see Baba in a beam of light comes from within me, and I can do it at any time.” 

Baba explained that Kaikobad was an example of one who sees God physically. Baba then began speaking about 

Noor — Divine Effulgence: 

The Noor of God is infinite. It is different from your electric power. All types of powers like electric, atomic, 

heat, light, et cetera, are only small branches of God’s Noor. Noor is not light; it is far more than that. To 

explain it, we will use a simile. If ten million suns are put together, the coolness of these would only be a 

fraction of the coolness of Noor. From Noor the sun, stars, moons, planets derive their light. Noor is infinite; it 

cannot be divided. And so suns, stars, moons, planets, et cetera, must be contained in it. 

It is difficult to explain this since you have had no experience of it. For example, suppose Cowas has had wine, 

and you [Hoshang] have not. However much he may explain what intoxication is, you will not be able to grasp 

it; [in other words] without experience you cannot know what intoxication is. 

If Pukar tells the doctor that he is having pain in the chest, the doctor may only get an idea of the pain from his 

knowledge of medicine, but he cannot experience the pain. When these physical things are difficult to express, 

how much more difficult it will be to understand spirituality, which is subtle. 

After explaining this, Baba stated: “Kaikobad, after leaving this body, will be released from the cycle of births. 

Therefore, he will not require another form. Now, suppose Kaikobad is not a member of my circle and Baidul is. 



 

 

Kaikobad has experiences, while Baidul does not. [Nevertheless], Baidul, being a member of my circle, enjoys the 

higher position.” 

Continuing, Baba explained: “The men and women of my mandali will have union with God. They will get the 

experience of eternal bliss, eternal knowledge and eternal power, while Kaikobad shall only be released from the 

cycle of births; that is, if he were not a member of my mandali.” 

The phonograph was brought into the hall and a few qawaali records were played. Baba commented on some of the 

songs: 

Those who are afraid of the difficulties on the Path are not brave; those afraid to be slaughtered by the sword of 

the Beloved’s love will remain far from the Goal. 

Those low-minded men who talk against the Master and doubt him will never attain the Goal. The Master is not 

under any obligation to the lover, and so he does not apparently care about the lover’s difficulties and 

sufferings. In fact, he remains as if unaware of them. 

The lover says to his Master: “I pine so much for union, but why do you not respond?” 

The Master says: “Do you oblige me with your love?” In other words, the lover should not complain about his 

difficulties to his Master, nor expect anything from him. 

The lover says to his Beloved: “Which night of my suffering should I relate to you? As in my life of love there 

is only one everlasting night of suffering!” 

In the afternoon Baba played card games as usual. Afterwards, he went for a walk with Hoshang and Cowas on the 

Meherazad road and pointed out Ratanshah Gyara’s cabin in the fields, where he used to sleep at night in the 1940s. 

Returning to mandali hall, Baba distributed toffees and custard apples to all. When he retired to his house, Hoshang 

accompanied him with the umbrella. On the way, Hoshang said, “Baba, four days of our stay are already over ...” 

Baba looked at him with love and gave him a kiss. 

In the hall the next morning, Monday, 19 October 1959, Baba asked Eruch to read out a few passages from different 

books. One was a passage by the Perfect Master Sankaracharya on nirvikalp samadhi.219 At the end of it, Baba 

stated, “All this has been explained in God Speaks.” Then a passage was read from The Imitation of Christ, by the 

Christian mystic Thomas à Kempis.220 

In the afternoon, during a game of La Risque, Baba remarked, “I am weighed down by the burden of my work, and 

so I come here to play cards with you in order to get some relief.” 

On one occasion, Harry Kenmore was sitting outside the hall talking to Padri. He did not know Baba had come back. 

Baba walked up to where the two were sitting. Kenmore was telling Padri, “It seems the Old Man [his affectionate 

phrase for Baba] has not been for a walk in ages.” 

Just then, Baba patted him and motioned, “Come for a walk.” Kenmore was startled to find Baba standing next to 

him. During the walk, Baba remarked, “I am infinitely restless today.” 

Baba had instructed Kenmore to fast that day without water until 8:00 P.M. At 7:00 P.M., Baba composed this poem 

and sent it to him: 

One hour more 

Then open your tummy’s door, 

And with eatables galore, 

Your energy restore. 

With God’s name in your heart 

With maya wage a war, 

 
219 Sankaracharya (788–820) is considered one of the greatest philosophers of the Vedas. He taught that 

spiritual liberation is achieved not by ritual and rites, but by the eradication of man's ignorance that believes 

that the illusory multiplicity of the world is real.  

220 Thomas à Kempis (1379–1471) was a German monk who migrated to the Netherlands. 



 

 

And taking Baba’s name 

Make maya lick the floor! 

Baba came to mandali hall at 8:00 A.M., on the 20th, and the above poem was read aloud. Baba also spoke about bliss 

that day: 

A man on the sixth plane of consciousness sees God face to face and experiences bliss. 

A man who has realized God and is not a Perfect Master experiences bliss, knowledge and power. 

A man who has realized God and who is also a Perfect Master experiences and uses bliss, knowledge and 

power. 

A man on the gross plane can also see God everywhere by the grace of the Avatar of the Age or by the grace of 

a Perfect Master. Such a man also experiences bliss. But there is a world of difference between his experience 

and the sublime bliss of the one on the sixth plane. The man on the gross plane has other desires because he 

still has his mind to worry him. The man on the sixth plane has [only] longing to become one with Beloved 

God. 

Baba complained, “I am much pressed by the work and will leave after a short walk for my usual crucifixion.” (By 

“crucifixion,” Baba was, at this time, referring to his work with Kaikobad). 

After being with Kaikobad, Baba went for a walk, and in the afternoon, he played La Risque. At 3:00 P.M., he 

distributed tea and snacks to all. Hoshang did not normally drink tea, but Baba gave him a cup, gesturing, “Take it 

today, but never drink it again in your lifetime!” Baba then retired to his room. 

Baba composed another poem for Harry Kenmore that afternoon at 1:45 p.m.: 

Harry you are very dear. 

That’s why I kept you near. 

Now let this be clear, 

As long as you are here, 

Remain happy and full of cheer. 

About my promise, do not fear. 

I will speak and you will hear 

Whether you are there or here. 

 

October 21st was again a day of fast and silence for Hoshang and Cowas. Baba came and, as usual, inquired about 

their health and sleep. After finishing his work with Kaikobad, Baba sat in a chair on the verandah outside their 

room. He sat silently for several minutes, looking as though seriously occupied in some work, and then walked over 

to the row of mango trees Kaka had planted. Kaka told Baba, “All the trees give good fruit, except one.” Baba went 

up to the tree, despite the long grass around it, and touched it lightly. He then returned to his chair. 

Later, Baba took Hoshang and Cowas to the main house to listen to music on the phonograph. He remarked he 

would not comment or give any explanations this time, but once during a qawaali record, he stated, “However much 

the suffering of the lover may be, he should never open his mouth to complain. His lips should be sealed and his 

tongue locked up.” 

At the end of the session, Baba explained one more line: “The lover says to his Beloved, ‘I have become yours; it 

does not matter if you become mine or not.’ ” 

In the afternoon during a game of La Risque, Baba stated emphatically to Hoshang, “I am the God of Gods! Have 

trust in me. I know everything; don’t worry.” 

He also remarked, “Only three days more for you to go.” Orders were given to Hoshang and Cowas not to sleep 

until 12:30 A.M. on the night of the 27th, and to repeat the japa given from 11:30 P.M. to 12:30 A.M. They were also to 

fast and keep silence from 8 P.M. on 27 October until 8 P.M. on the 28th. Only water and two cups of tea could be 

taken during these 24 hours. 

On the morning of 22 October 1959, Baba remarked to Hoshang that he should look after Pukar’s health and make 

certain that he did not suffer another heart attack, because Baba was going to tell Pukar later that day, to leave in 



 

 

November for his home. On hearing this, Pukar wept like a child at the thought of separation from Baba. Baba 

comforted him, “Don’t worry; just obey me.” 

Baba left the mandali early that day, commenting that the women had not been taken outdoors for a long time, so he 

was going for a walk with them. As usual, before Baba left, Kenmore recited the Master’s and Repentance prayers. 

In the afternoon, while playing cards, Baba asked Aloba to go outside and see whether there was any likelihood of 

rain. There were a few stray clouds in the sky, and he came back and reported this to Baba. Two minutes later, Baba 

asked him to go look again. He did so. Baba was demonstrating to Hoshang and Cowas what obedience meant. 

Baba gave Hoshang and Cowas further instructions about the work he had ordered them to do in Surat after leaving 

Meherazad. When they went to Surat to give money to the poor families, they were not to do any personal work. 

After completing the task, they should send a telegram to Baba, saying whether the work had been done successfully 

or not, and send a detailed report later. Baba instructed, “Before giving the money, bow down and touch your heads 

to the feet of the recipient. Before your departure, I will bow down to you, so that your bowing to the recipient will 

mean that my bowing to you has reached the man.” 

That afternoon, there was another tea session, and Baba distributed eatables. He served tea to all, including Hoshang 

Bharucha, and repeated, “Take it this time, but never again in your life.” 

Adi was called to Meherazad from noon until 3:00 P.M. on the 23rd. That morning, Baba, during the course of 

conversation, remarked: “What can you achieve through talks? Reading also does not help. Any amount of reading 

or hearing has no value. Real understanding comes in a flash!” 

To Hoshang and Cowas, Baba said: “I have called you to Meherazad not for sahavas but to help me in my work. 

This seclusion time is depressing; I pass through very bad nights. Even the day is spent badly. But it is lessened in 

talking and playing cards with you people. Your being here during this critical period is a matter of great fortune for 

you both. Outwardly, I play cards, go for walks, [hear jokes], et cetera, but that is only external. Inwardly, my work 

goes on. 

“People from all over the world want to come here — even for a minute — but I do not allow them. And you have 

had so much time with me! It is my grace. In return I want you to obey me one-hundred percent. That is all I want.” 

Baba then had a poem read out that he had composed for Harry Kenmore the previous night: 

Harry dear, you are fine 

Yet you need celestial wine, 

Wine that makes God out of swine. 

And in one case out of nine 

Makes one Qutub who does shine 

Over the world of mine and thine. 

Baba then stated: “Experience is not the Goal; having visions is not the Goal. Union with God is the Goal. In order 

to attain this Goal, my grace is necessary. For my grace, you should resign to my will. When the climate is cold, it is 

good to take wine; but if it is hot, you perspire, and if you take wine, you may get high blood pressure. Therefore, do 

not ask for it [grace]; I will give it at the right time.” 

Afterward, Baba went for a walk with Eruch, Kenmore, Hoshang and Cowas, and Padri took snapshots of them with 

Harry’s Polaroid camera. 

The next morning, 24 October, after the usual inquiry about each one’s health, Baba advised Kenmore: “During 

your stay here this time, I have told you many things, cleared many doubts, made up poems for you, had 

gramophone sessions with you, et cetera. Besides, you have been reading many of my discourses and also God 

Speaks. Now comes the new book, Stay With God. All this reading and hearing is more than enough food for your 

mind. 

“Some of the discourses of other saints and Perfect Masters are likely to confuse you by their contrary statements. 

For example, it is said that Muhammad and Christ declared there is no reincarnation; and it is said that Krishna and 

Buddha declared there is reincarnation. Now, whom should you believe? 

“So, take my advice and accept God Speaks as the final authority. Nothing of its kind has been recorded before.” 

Baba also had another poem ready for Kenmore: 

It is the law of love divine 



 

 

That you must wither, you must pine; 

That you must suffer, but not whine, 

Speak no words and write no line, 

If you long for Valentine! 

In the afternoon Baba again distributed tea to the men, including Hoshang Bharucha, and once again, Baba told him 

to drink it that day but never again in his life. Some records were played in the hall afterwards, but Baba did not 

explain any of them. 

On Sunday morning, 25 October 1959, Baba discussed the line of medical treatment for some of the mandali with 

Goher and Dr. Hoshang Bharucha. Once when Hoshang was treating someone, Baba called him. Hoshang first 

zipped up his medical bag and then went to Baba. Baba scolded him, “When I call, you should drop everything and 

come at once. You should not have closed your bag.” It was an important lesson for Hoshang which he never forgot. 

In the hall on the 25th, Baba asked Aloba to read a verse in Persian from Hafiz. Baba explained the couplet: 

The pangs of suffering due to separation from the Beloved were as big as a mountain, while my body had 

become as thin as a reed in that suffering. How could it be possible for a reed to support the weight of a 

mountain? But Hafiz says: “I bore it with the grace of my Master for 40 long years.” All of a sudden the Master 

opened the door of Hafiz’s destiny and stood before him with a cup of two-year-old wine.221 He only took one 

gulp of the intoxicating wine and was graced with Realization. 

Baba continued: 

If a Perfect Master gets a whim, he can in a moment make a reed bear the weight of a mountain of the suffering 

of separation. A Qutub can shower his grace on anyone he wishes, irrespective of his readiness to receive it or 

not. If a Perfect Master can do this, just imagine what the powers of the Avatar are, and what he can do for his 

dear ones. 

Baba reminded Hoshang and Cowas that they were to leave that day. They nodded sadly. Their minds had become 

so blank by the prospect that they didn’t know what they were doing or what day it was. Baba asked Cowas Vesuna, 

“What is the date today?” 

He said. “The 25th of September.” 

“No,” Hoshang corrected him, “It is the 15th of November.” 

To give them a bit more of his company, Baba decided to go for a walk in the morning. Cowas held the umbrella 

over his head while Hoshang carried Baba’s chair. After the walk, Baba went for lunch at the main house. 

In the afternoon they played cards, and Baba bid goodbye to them. But soon he returned for another game of cards. 

He left again, only to return a second time. He repeated this three times. A box of toffees lay beside Baba’s chair, 

and a stray desire that Baba should give them some as parting prasad flitted through Bharucha’s mind. Baba picked 

up the box and distributed its contents among all. The clock struck 3:00 P.M., and Baba rose from his chair. Eleven 

days had passed, and the moment of farewell had come. Baba embraced Hoshang and Cowas, who fought to hold 

back their tears. Baba had once told them: “Cry within so that no one knows you are crying, except me.” They were 

crying within, and Baba knew it. His loving eyes poured forth such love that they stood motionless before him after 

the embrace. Padri took them to the station, where they departed by train at 4:00 P.M. 

 

On 27 October 1959 Vishnu suffered a heart attack at Meherazad. Along with the previous circular, Baba had issued 

orders for all his lovers to observe silence and fast for 24 hours from 8:00 P.M. on 27 October until 8:00 P.M. on the 

28th. All his lovers throughout the world, including the mandali at Meherazad, did so. 

The 28th was the last day of Baba’s crucial work in seclusion, and it was also the last day that Baba bowed his head 

to a poor man. After the prayers, Baba bowed down to each of the men mandali, and lastly to Kaikobad. When Baba 

bowed down to him, Kaikobad was instructed to utter: “Baba, keeping your health intact, manifest by the 30th of 

December!” 

At 4:30 P.M., in the presence of both the men and women mandali and Harry Kenmore, the following was recited: 

 
221 In ancient Persia, wine that had been bottled and kept for two years was said to be highly intoxicating. 



 

 

From tomorrow till 30th December (63 days) Baba will work alone (with the help of Kaikobad for fifteen 

minutes [instead of for half an hour] and if possible with the help of a mast). Baba has decided to completely 

finish his spiritual Universal work by the 30th of December 1959. We ask you, beloved God, to help Baba for 

the absolute fulfillment of the desired results and to help us all to hold on to his daaman and to try to obey him 

100 percent. 

From the following morning, 29 October 1959, Baidul was told to break his silence, and no more fasting or silences 

were given to the mandali. The barber was called that day to give haircuts to the men, and Baidul was also told to 

have his beard shaved. 

Baba came to the mandali as usual that morning and called Harry Kenmore. He told him: 

I have never composed any poem for anyone until now. The lovers always write poems in praise of the 

Beloved. And see, I, the Beloved, composed poems for you! 

You will know what you have to do before the end of December. Go to America and start your practice as you 

were doing before. Continue the practice until the end of December, and then you will come to know what you 

have to do after this period. You will also come to know how you have to utilize the money you have. Keep 

aside $1,000 for Stay With God and also $1,000 for other work. Go back to America cheerfully from here and 

give my love to all my lovers there. How fortunate you are that I am sending you to America as a torchbearer 

of my message of Love and Truth. 

Baba asked Kenmore to feel the size of three guavas which were brought from Meherazad garden. He remarked to 

him, “I will give you part of these fruits to eat, and then you will experience the result of this prasad. I will sow the 

seed of Truth in your heart by this prasad.” 

Baba asked Eruch to read two poems that Baba had composed for Kenmore the night before: 

Harry dear, do obey me; 

As did Peter, as did John; 

Keeping in your heart your Daddy [Baba] 

You will go as if not gone! 

Leave your heart in dear Meherazad, 

Mind and body in New York. 

Spiritually, eating Baba, 

Physically, steak and pork. 

            I will miss you, 

          You will miss me. 

But one day, we will be One. 

          And departing 

         Happy, smiling, 

Know your task here is done. 

 

The second poem was: 

Do not wonder, 

                   Do not worry, 

And all will be divinely well. 

                To my dear 

               American lovers 

Message of my blessings tell! 

 



 

 

Baba then went for a walk with Kenmore and the men. Baba instructed Kenmore to go with Padri to Meherabad the 

next day for a day’s visit. The following morning at 8:00 A.M., Baba came to see Kenmore before he left. 

Jalbhai came to Meherazad on 1 November for three days. During his stay, he filmed Baba walking with Kenmore 

and the mandali Meherjee, Prem Khilnani, his wife and children came for darshan on the 2nd.  

Harry Kenmore left Meherazad for Bombay and then New York on 4 November 1959, carrying this message from 

Baba to his lovers: “Tell my American lovers that although they are physically far away from me, spiritually they 

are nearer to me than to themselves; and they are all very dear to me.” 

A final poem from Baba to Harry was: 

Dear Harry, be happy and merry, 

Your woes in Meherazad bury. 

Hurry, Harry, buck up, Harry, 

My love to U.S. carry.  

 

Baba had repeatedly warned his lovers of the critical two-and-a-half months ending in October, during which time, 

he stated, Maya would try to do her best against him. For those in Poona, this became starkly and sorrowfully 

apparent when, on the final day of that period, 31 October, Srinivas Mudaliar, the only son of Appa Rao Mudaliar, 

whose house served as the Poona Center, slipped off of a ladder and died from his injuries. Srinivas was a very 

sincere and devoted worker in Baba’s cause and the sole support of his family. Baba was informed and sent this 

telegram to Ramakrishnan: “Dear Srinivas has attained his blissful niwas [residence] in Baba. Comfort Mudaliar 

family with the warmth of Baba’s love.” 

Baba decided to extend his seclusion by two more months. Aloba wrote and enacted a comic skit for Baba on 5 

November 1959. The next day, Baba gave a discourse on “The One and The Zero” (later printed in The Everything 

and The Nothing), part of which was: 

God is generally spoken of as being One … However, strictly speaking, no number, not even one, can depict 

One who is indivisibly One without a second. Even to call this one “One” is incorrect. We do not speak of the 

ocean as “one.” It just is the Ocean. 

Nariman and Jim Mistry arrived on the 7th and were permitted to stay at Meherazad for two days. By now, Bhau had 

completed the Hindi play, which Baba named Divya Leela, and it was being read to him every day in the hall. 

Calling Keshav Nigam to Meherazad on 9 November, Baba handed him the play for publication, and it was printed 

by Baba’s birthday. Keshav and Pukar left for Hamirpur on the 12th. 

On 13 November, Baba explained, “God is neither good nor bad, and everyone, being of and in God, cannot be good 

or bad. Good and bad are the display of a dual existence which does not exist and is therefore called illusory 

phenomenon.” 

A Baba lover from New York, named Joanna Smith, who had met Baba in America in 1958, was traveling in India. 

She longed to see Baba again, and he allowed her to come. On the morning of Saturday, 21 November 1959, she 

arrived in Ahmednagar by taxi from Aurangabad, and Adi brought her to Meherazad. Baba took her around the 

garden and she was overjoyed to see him walking so briskly. She asked Baba when he would come again to the 

West, adding, “They must see you walk like this, Baba.” Baba gave her a noncommittal smile. Meherjee then drove 

Joanna to Meherabad for a tour, and she returned to Aurangabad the same day. (Meherjee stayed until the 23rd.) 

As he had done the day before, Baba played a game of seven tiles that afternoon. 

Baba announced that the last 40 days of his seclusion work would be of utmost importance. Prayers were recited at 

9:00 A.M. on the 22nd. Each of the mandali was to repeat the following, whilst Baba bowed down at their feet: 

“Almighty God, help Baba to finish his work by December end, and help us all to hold on to Baba’s daaman till the 

very end, and to share both his humiliation and glorification.” 

As instructed, Padri had brought six poor persons from Arangaon. Baba then washed their feet and bowed down to 

them, and he gave each Rs.50 as prasad. 

Baba now entered a deeper phase of his seclusion. Three days later, however, Baba indicated that maya had 

intervened and prevented him from beginning his most important work of 40 days. 

Baidul had been sent to Gujarat on 16 November to find a mast. He returned on the 27th with a mast named Pir 

Saheb, with whom Baba was very happy and with whom he worked satisfactorily. The mast was sent back to Surat 



 

 

the next day, and Baba then commented, “I will now complete my work of 40 days in 28 days, beginning from 

today, until 25 December.” 

On Sunday, 29 November 1959, as instructed by Baba, the Ahmednagar close lovers (Chhagan, Waman, Rustom 

Kaka, Manek, Mandhare, Rangole, Bhagirath) brought two busloads of lepers, the blind and maimed (100 destitutes 

in all) to Meherazad at 9:00 A.M. After the customary washing of feet and bowing down, Baba gave each five rupees 

as prasad. 

On 7 December, Baba gave his discourse on “The Pearl Diver” (later printed in The Everything and The Nothing). 

Two days later on the 9th, he dictated this message to his lovers, which was later issued as a Life Circular: 

This is to all of you who love me and obey me, as well as to all those who would do so. Most particularly it is to 

all of you who have replied in the affirmative [Yes], stating your resolution to obey me and hold fast to my 

daaman under all circumstances, and irrespective of whatever may happen or may not happen, to stick to me to 

the very end. 

This obeying me and holding on to me denotes, on your part, complete and unconditional surrenderance to my 

will, and as such requires from me no statement, no clarification or declaration, regarding the import or results 

of my Universal working in this world or the three worlds and beyond. Whatever I may say or may not say, do, 

undo, or not do — my lovers’ trust in me and resignation to my will cannot seek from me a reason or 

explanation. But because of my love for you, my dear ones, who are part and parcel of my Infinite Self, I state 

the following: 

The infinitely crucial phase of my work has been completed to my entire satisfaction on the 28th of October, as 

stated by me. The essential period of work to follow will end equally satisfactorily on the 24th of December. 

The result of this work of mine will be 100 percent established on the 24th of December. 

This result will manifest in two stages: my humiliation, and my glorification. 

In the stage of humiliation, the measure of your love for me and your preparedness to obey me will be tested, 

not by me but by the phase of humiliation itself. Blessed will be those among you who will hang on to my 

daaman through it all, emerging triumphant in the divine glory of my love. 

The stage of glorification to follow will be when I break my silence with the Divine Word — the Word that will 

indisputably assert the existence of God in the mind and heart of man. The Word that will make the world 

know that God not only exists, but that He alone exists, infinitely and eternally. 

I will break my silence and give the Word in 1960 — in any month, on any day, at any moment. 

The work ending on 28th of October can be compared to the amassing and arranging in a universal heap the 

accumulated rubbish of man’s ignorance in illusion that enmeshes him in the false and prevents him from 

realizing his true identity. The result to be “established” on 24 December will be like my applying the match to 

this rubbish heap. 

The stage of humiliation to follow will be like the smoke that will first result, getting into your eyes and 

“blinding” you, creating confusion and trying to envelop you. Do not let it confound you or cause you to panic. 

The fire that will follow will clear away all the smoke of doubt and confusion, its light will reveal the one Truth 

that Is, and all that is not will perish in its consuming flames. This is my glorification. 

Do not worry. Be happy in my love and continue to hold fast to my daaman to the very end. Rest assured that 

all will be divinely well. God does not abandon those who trust Him. They who love me and obey me as I 

should be loved and obeyed will one day be similarly loved and obeyed. Those who have today willingly 

chosen to become my slaves will become true Masters tomorrow. 

My everlasting love to each of you. 

Baba added: 

The work of these five months has been a tremendous strain on my health. Therefore, although I will not be 

secluded after the end of December, I wish that my lovers would not visit me, nor disturb me with letters or 

requests for interviews, advice and explanations during the month of January. By observing this restraint they 

will be helping me, and I want them all to do so happily and willingly. 

As mentioned, the work of typing, printing and addressing the copies of the intermittent Life Circulars fell to Adi 

and his staff at Khushru Quarters. Invariably, there would be printing mistakes, which sometimes necessitated the 

circular to be reprinted. Eruch wrote a note to Adi about such an instance on 17 December 1959: 



 

 

Baba says that it is not the printer’s devils that involved extra labor and additional expenditure to print fresh 

3,000 copies of L.C. 45, but it is MAYA that never failed to show its face, even at the press and at your office, 

while executing Baba’s work, which had a bearing on Baba’s phase of Universal working. 

Noshir Siganporia was called to Meherazad — first with Padri on 15 December, and then again with Adi on the 20th. 

Dr. Daulat Singh, a staunch lover of Baba, died of meningitis at Victoria Hospital in Jabalpur, at 2:30 P.M. on 22 

December. Baba sent this telegram to his family: “Such a brave and loving soul as Dr. Daulat Singh cannot but 

come to me, his only Beloved.” 

 

Baba’s work in seclusion was to end on Thursday, 24 December 1959, and that day was also celebrated as Mehera’s 

birthday. The Ahmednagar bhajan group was called to Meherazad, where they performed a program of devotional 

music. Baba also washed the feet of 24 lepers, and after putting his head on their feet, gave each a sheet and a 

blanket. He served them tea and rawa (a sweet) with his own hands. Thus, the God-Man completed his work on his 

beloved Mehera’s birthday. 

Dr. Deshmukh arrived from Nagpur and made some recordings on his tape recorder. 

Alain Youell, 21, was an English university student who lived with Don Stevens in The Hague (in the Netherlands). 

Stevens wrote to Baba about coming to India for his annual Christmas vacation and asked if he could bring Alain 

along. Baba agreed and fixed their arrival for mid-December. But, subsequently, they were delayed several days by 

Stevens’ oil business meetings in Paris. After a harrowing journey, involving a torrential rainstorm in Rome, 

detainment in Karachi and delayed planes, they arrived in Bombay on 26 December 1959. They were driven to 

Meherazad on the 27th, along with Meherjee. Baba was quite irritated by their late arrival and stated, “Don, if you 

had been just one more day late, I would have canceled your entire visit." 

Alain had not been at all interested in Baba. His sole purpose in accompanying Stevens had been “to save Don from 

a fate worse than death.” He was coming to “check out this strange thing Don had gotten into,” as he was convinced 

Meher Baba was not all Don believed him to be. When they arrived at Meherazad, Alain surveyed the lonely 

countryside and concluded that no one would want to live there in the middle of nowhere. 

They walked over to the hall, and as they went through the door, Baba came in through the opposite end. When 

Alain saw Baba, he sat on the ground and burst into tears. Baba went to him and gave him an embrace. Alain later 

described how he felt: 

I somehow got up. In that infinite second – from seeing Baba or being in his presence, or a culmination of both 

— I knew exactly that I had come home. I knew exactly who he was. There was absolutely no question in my 

mind whatsoever. 

That day, Baba again washed the feet of 27 lepers, and after touching their feet with his forehead, gave each prasad 

of five rupees. Don Stevens and Jalbhai filmed Baba as he did his work with the lepers. Also present for the 

occasion was Maharani Shantadevi. Alain was given the umbrella to hold over Baba during one part of Baba’s work 

with the lepers. He was nervous, and the experience left him emotionally drained. (“I felt like a piece of furniture 

being stripped,” he recalled.) 

Don and Alain were driven to Meherabad, where they stayed. They were driven to Meherazad every morning by 

Noshir Siganporia, and returned to Meherabad in the evening. Each day Baba asked Alain about his health and if 

there was anything special he wanted to eat, remarking that he should gain weight. In the mornings, Baba would 

discuss with Don publication plans for a new edition of God Speaks, at which times Alain would go out to chat with 

Mani and play with her dog, Peter. 

One morning Baba was sitting in the hall, wearing black horn-rimmed spectacles and shuffling through a sheaf of 

papers on his lap.222 He explained to Don that they were different drafts of his Last Will and Testament and the 

Avatar Meher Baba Trust Deed. Appearing irritated, he described how hard it had been to convey ideas to Ramjoo 

to incorporate into the deed in exactly the right words. 

In the afternoons, there would be card games (with their attendant nose-rubbings on the floor!) and games of seven 

tiles. Francis would be called upon to recite his poetry. Baba had been promising this visit to Don Stevens for a few 

years, and during their twelve-day stay in India, Don was given many opportunities of being in Baba’s close 

company. 

 
222 Editor: There is no record of Baba being prescribed reading glasses; but perhaps a pair was kept on hand 

in case Baba asked for them. 



 

 

One day Baba asked Alain what he wanted to do in life. Don had warned Alain this question would come up. Alain 

said he was interested in studying languages, so perhaps he would become an interpreter, or maybe an interior 

designer. When he said he was fascinated by people, Baba, through Eruch, said, “Psychology! You would make a 

good psychologist. It will be very hard, but you will be a part of the new psychology. The present-day psychology 

does not work.” (Baba did not explain what he meant.) 

Alain, half-joking, said, “Baba, I just want to be here with my begging bowl before you.” 

Baba reacted angrily and pointed out, “You are in the West, and you have to do my work in the West. That is where 

you are to be.” And he added, “There will be things you will be able to do for me.” 

Baba was adamant: “You have come to me and don’t need any ism. You are not to belong to any ism under any 

circumstances.” He did however tell him, upon his return home, to study the lives of different Christian saints, such 

as Catherine of Sienna, Theresa of Avila, Francis of Assisi and the apostle Paul. 

Baba would exercise each day, walking outside the hall on the men’s side. Once, he surprised everyone by waving 

Francis away and walking unsupported in the sun. Another day, he took Don and Alain around the garden. Youell 

was interested in gardening and asked several questions. Baba held Alain’s shoulder as they walked, and a short film 

was taken. 

Baba would ask Alain to tell him silly stories. He said, “Alain is my other clown, Anita [Vieillard] being the first.” 

Another time, he told Alain, “You are one of the last of my old lovers. Now my new lovers will come.” 

During their stay, a group of lovers from Iran came to see Baba. Aloba, being from Iran, was quite happy to meet 

them. 

During this period, Harry Dedolchow arrived unexpectedly. Baba needled him, “Harry, you know you are not 

supposed to come and see me! I have sent letters to everyone telling them not to come. I am in seclusion.” After a 

few moments, Baba’s serious expression gave way to a broad grin. “Come here,” he beckoned and enfolded 

Dedolchow in an embrace. 

Dedolchow had brought two suitcases with him. One was full of medical supplies and whiskey, the other full of 

cartons of cigarettes. Alain Youell, giving in to his British sense of propriety, was thinking: “How could he bring 

such things for Baba?” 

Baba turned to him and asked, “Do you smoke?” 

“Yes, I do,” he replied. 

“Which of those do you smoke?” 

“Salems,” Youell replied. 

Baba gestured to Eruch to hand him a carton, which Baba then handed to Youell as if he were going to hit him with 

it. “You can have them and smoke them, but you must never smoke more than five a day under any circumstances,” 

he ordered. By this time, Alain wanted the floor to open up and swallow him, he felt such a fool. 

During the first few days of their visit, Baba kept asking Alain if something was worrying him. He would abruptly 

stop the conversation in the middle and ask, “Is something bothering you?” to which Alain would always say, “No, 

Baba.” 

Finally, Alain said, “Yes, Baba, there is something that is worrying me. I am terrified I am going to encounter a 

snake. I am petrified of snakes! When I was a young boy I had a horrendous experience with one.” 

Baba nodded gently and assured him, “If you see a snake think of me and say my name.” 

Alain was doubtful the ploy would work and soon forgot about it. Their last night at Meherabad, he awoke in the 

middle of the night to urinate. When he went outside, as he was looking up at the brilliant stars, all of a sudden he 

glanced down and saw a snake at his feet. He began saying Baba’s name internally, and he was surprised at how 

calm he felt. 

The next day, when they went to Meherazad, Baba asked how he had slept. “Is anything bothering you?” he 

inquired. Alain had forgotten the incident, but he now remembered it. When he was asked to describe the snake, he 

was told, “That was a krait, one of the deadliest snakes in India. It strikes without any warning or provocation 

whatsoever.” 

Meanwhile, Hoshang Bharucha and Cowas Vesuna came to Meherazad on the 28th, and Bal Natu arrived two days 

later. On 1 and 2 January 1960, Baba allowed Don and Alain to spend the night at Meherazad in the cottage opposite 

mandali hall, where Hoshang and Cowas had recently stayed. 

 



 

 

M. C. S. Chari saw Baba at Meherazad on the 1st. Jalbhai arrived also. That day, Baba sent word to Padri that 

he would give darshan in Arangaon the following day. The villagers were overjoyed to receive this news 

and started preparations for Baba’s first darshan after his seclusion. The rough dirt roads of the village were 

full of dust, and to try to mitigate its effect, the villagers sprinkled water over them. They prayed that the 

dust would remain settled during Baba’s visit, so that every particle could be stamped with Baba’s 

footprints. The time at their disposal being short, the Arangaon villagers labored day and night to clean 

their homes and village. Although they had to cart water from a distance simply for their daily needs, still 

they watered the roads to make them fit for their Lord’s arrival. On the night o’ 1 January, when they were 

engaged in this, appreciating t’eir efforts, Age witnessed how Indra, the god of rain, shed tears of love in 

the form of a shower. Thus, with the short time they had, better walking arrangements than were originally 

possible were made, since it usually does not rain in January. 

On Saturday, 2 January 1960, the rising sun beheld a glorious sight. The newly-built Avatar Meher Baba Arangaon 

Center was decorated with buntings and with flowers, which gave off a sweet fragrance. Every house in the village 

left nothing undone to beautify itself, awaiting the Avatar’s arrival. Early that morning Adi brought a few visitors to 

Meherazad: Anil Sarkar, with his family, and Chari (both from Calcutta) and Yogi Shuddhanand Bharati. Baba 

arrived at Meherabad at 8:30 A.M., and after remaining there a while, he was driven to Arangaon. The tender rays of 

the sun welcomed the Lord of Creation, as the interspersing clouds tried to shelter him. 

Baba first entered the humble Arangaon Center, which was a room in the Family Quarters compound, where Bhau 

and Jangle’s families resided. Baba was accompanied by Don Stevens, Alain Youell and the other visitors. Seeing 

Baba, the villagers could not control their feelings, and loud cheering of “Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!” burst forth. 

The Arangaon Center had recently been constructed, and this was the first time Baba was gracing the small room. A 

ribbon had been tied across the door, which Baba cut. Entering the premises, Baba took darshan of his own 

photograph there. Coming out after a while, he sat under a pandal, erected outside the structure where a devotee, 

named Yadav Kamble, devoutly sang his compositions in praise of Baba’s divinity. 

Jangle’s eleven-year-old daughter Prabha began to sing Baba’s arti melodiously. Overcome with emotion, tears 

began streaming down her cheeks and she began crying out of control. The intense feelings of the atmosphere 

impressed everyone present, and most of those assembled had tears in their eyes. Alain noticed that even the animals 

were still. It reminded him of Jesus in the manger and he felt as if he were “floating on a white velvet cloud.” 

Still weeping, Prabha received Baba’s loving embrace. Although she tried her best, she could not continue singing 

and finish the arti, but Baba told her, “Such a song as yours is the true arti, as it comes from the fullness of your 

heart and needs no words.” Through the unceasing flow of tears, Prabha offered Baba not a song but the silent 

symphony of her heart, which the Beloved heard. 

Baba met with, and embraced, everyone in the Family Quarters compound and then went to Rama Kalchuri’s house. 

From there, he set out through the village, led by dancers expressing the immense joy in their hearts by excitedly 

leaping and jumping and beating the drums hung around their necks. Love, like an electric current, was running 

through the veins of their thin physiques, and they experienced extraordinary energy. Baba was followed by his men 

mandali and the rest of the villagers. Close behind Baba, little Mehernath and Sheela were carefully collecting the 

dust on which Baba had walked. The women of the village had laid out their best saris for Baba to tread upon, and 

he stepped on the threshold of every house, thus fulfilling the long-cherished desire of each family. 

Alain kept lagging behind, as he continued to break down in tears. He could not understand what was happening to 

him. Baba would send someone to bring him next to him, but again the dancers, noise, drums, cymbals and heat 

would send tears streaming down his face. 

Baba’s neck and shoulders were covered with garlands of various hues. They were quickly taken off, but again more 

would appear around him. It was a touching give-and-take of love between Baba and the villagers, and all were 

mindful of his pleasure. Despite the hundreds of villagers present, the atmosphere remained quite peaceful, though 

excited, and no confusion or trouble arose. 

Baba had begun walking a little after the second auto accident, but that day the villagers were stunned at finding him 

walking continuously for over an hour and a half. Not minding his physical pain, Baba continued his tour of the 

village until he had visited every home. It seemed that the longing of the villagers was so intense, Baba simply could 

not ignore it. Every man, woman and child revered Baba from the depth of his or her heart, and Baba expressed his 

joy at meeting each one of them. His willingness to walk the estimated two miles around the old village was ample 

testimony of his love for these poor simple folk. 

The doctor and nurses managing the nearby tuberculosis sanitarium requested that Baba visit their hospital, 

reasoning that some of the patients were Arangaon villagers and, therefore, rightly deserved Baba’s darshan that 



 

 

day. Kamlabai Pusalkar, a staff nurse and a devoted Baba lover, further pleaded the patients’ case, and Baba agreed 

to bless the sanitarium with his presence (as he had done previously in 1954). He went and personally handed prasad 

to every patient, and the members of the staff. 

Afterwards, everyone assembled near the dhuni at lower Meherabad. Two lepers from Ahmednagar had been 

brought, and Baba washed their feet, wiped them dry with a towel and handed them prasad. 

After washing his hands, Baba took his seat in the car and they headed off to Meherazad. In the car with him were 

Eruch, Alain, Don and Shuddhanand Bharati. Baba turned around from the front seat and gestured to Don, “As the 

Avatar, I have many responsibilities and duties of course, but of them all there is none that touches me more deeply 

than bowing down to and washing the feet of the lepers. They are like beautiful birds caught in an ugly cage.” 

He continued, “These villagers may be poor in the eyes of the world, but they possess more wealth to make even the 

richest envious, for they are rich in love of the Ancient One.” 

During the drive, Alain spoke a few words of French to Don. Shuddhanand Bharati said he knew French, too, and 

the three began conversing in that language. After a few minutes, Baba turned around and gestured with a smile, 

“Speak English. How do you expect Baba to understand French?” At Meherazad, Baba gave Alain one of his 

garlands, and in good humor put it on him. 

Don Stevens and Alain left the following morning at 8:00 A.M. with Meherjee; they flew from Bombay at midnight 

on the 8th. Before leaving, Baba gave Alain a blessed (touched) picture of himself. Although this was Alain’s first 

meeting with Baba, by the time he left he was completely taken with Baba. Each morning, Baba would clap Alain 

on the shoulder and ask, “How much do you love me? Do you love me any more this morning?” he would tease. 

Alain would say, “Baba, I love you 101 percent; how can I love you any more?” In later correspondence, Alain 

would write that his love had now grown to “101 and ¼ percent” and after that to “101 and ½ percent.” 

 

Meanwhile, the Ahmednagar lovers and Center workers were eager for Baba’s darshan, and prayed to him for it. 

Because of his seclusion, they had not been able to see Baba for a long time. Lovers in Andhra also wrote requesting 

darshan, and so, Baba decided to give darshan on Monday, 4 January 1960, at the Ahmednagar Center. The large 

room at Khushru Quarters which served as the Center was cleaned, and the entire area decorated with a stage and 

pandal. Baba arrived with the mandali in Adi’s car (driven by Waman) at 8:30 A.M. Alighting from the car, he first 

entered the hall, where he remained for several minutes. 

He asked adi Sr. about the Andhra lovers who were to arrive that morning. Adi told him the Andhra lovers were 

eager to see Meherabad and Meherazad also. Baba replied, “Since I have come to Ahmednagar, there is no use in 

their going to Meherazad.” But out of his love for them, he added, “I will leave Ahmednagar at ten o’clock instead 

of at eleven and meet them at Meherazad.” 

The Andhra group arrived at Khushru Quarters at 8:45 A.M., 65 in all, led by Chinta Sarvarao, Majety Ramamohan 

Rao and Manikyala Rao. Coming out of the meeting hall, Baba was led to a large room where the Ahmednagar 

lovers and Andhra lovers were awaiting his arrival. The moment he stepped into the room, the song Pyare, chalo, 

Meher darbar! (Dear ones, let’s go to the court of Meher!) greeted him. After he had taken his seat, the Andhra 

lovers approached him first with burning camphor, garlands of flowers, baskets of fruit and sweets. Manikyala Rao 

introduced everyone, one by one, and Baba embraced and kissed them on both cheeks. 

Besides two photographs, one of the women offered Baba a letter which contained a description of how, during 

Baba’s recent seclusion, a large number of his women devotees in Masulipatnam had done his nam-japa 

continuously throughout the period of his seclusion. The lady who had handed him the letter stood transfixed by 

Baba for a long time, and would not budge, despite requests that she move on. Baba looked radiantly happy meeting 

his lovers. 

Afterwards, the local populace of Ahmednagar came. Baba had stated he could not embrace the hundreds gathered, 

because it would take too much time and he wanted to return early to Meherazad to meet the Andhra lovers who had 

traveled the long distance (a two-day train journey) to meet him for just a few hours. Despite Baba’s declaration, 

some of his old lovers could not keep themselves from embracing him, and many of the mothers laid their babies 

and infants at his feet for his touch. 

Several local children seemed to have come especially to receive the banana Baba was distributing as prasad. They 

had no idea — nor did they care — who Baba was. These innocent ones’ love was for the banana! Seeing these poor 

street urchins, Baba would smile and sometimes hand them two bananas. 



 

 

When Bhau’s seven-year-old daughter Sheela Kalchuri approached the stage, she was carrying a garland. She 

wanted to embrace Baba and reasoned that if he allowed her to come up on to the platform to garland him he would 

embrace her also. Eruch motioned to her to hand him the garland, which he would place around Baba’s neck, but 

Sheela refused. Baba instructed Eruch to pick her up and she got to garland Baba, who embraced her, thus fulfilling 

her wish. 

Although Baba did not embrace all, he did impart his physical touch to each by gently placing his hand on their 

hands, shoulders or head, thus allowing them direct contact. Goher’s sister, Roshan, brought 80 children from the 

Remand Home (an orphanage in Ahmednagar), where she was a teacher, each of whom received Baba’s prasad. 

Some of the orphans were frightened and would step away hurriedly after receiving prasad, but Baba would not miss 

touching them gently. 

The villagers of Padale and Bhalwani had come to know of the program and arrived in bullock carts with their 

numerous children and family members. From the number of children present, it seemed as if the adults were in the 

minority that day. 

Almost 1,000 persons had gathered at Khushru Quarters for the occasion. Merchants, the staff of the post office, a 

civil judge, a deputy superintendent of police and other government officials were present. The police 

superintendent placed his head on Baba’s feet, and Baba patted him on the back for a few moments. When his turn 

came, Navle (a longstanding Ahmednagar lover) got a chance to whisper a few words to Baba. Another old lover, 

Kaka Chinchorkar, was so overcome to see Baba and have his darshan, he absent-mindedly forgot his ever faithful 

walking stick, which Adi had to hand to him later. 

The entire gathering received Baba's darshan, and some youngsters who came late had it after the arti was sung. The 

police superintendent requested Baba’s permission to send his family to Meherazad, and Baba agreed, providing 

they reached there within half an hour of Baba’s departure from Ahmednagar. 

Baba had not yet had an opportunity to meet the close lovers and Center workers individually, so they were directed 

to gather in the hall after the arti. The arti was sung in a solemn and love-drenched atmosphere, after which Baba 

went back to the Center. Some of the public followed him inside, but they were informed that Baba wished to meet 

only his lovers and workers. 

In the hall, Baba asked, “Does Pandoba attend the Center meetings?” The reply was that he attended sometimes. “As 

he has such a big parivar [family],” Baba teased, “his absence is forgiven.”223 

After meeting his Ahmednagar lovers, Baba entered his car, which left for Meherazad amidst the usual vociferous 

acclamations. In Meherazad, he escorted the lovers from Andhra around the garden and pointed out Seclusion Hill. 

As he did so, Baba folded his hands, joined them to his forehead and bowed his head in salutation toward the hill — 

a symbol of his Universal work. He motioned to the lovers from Andhra to do likewise. The group subsequently left 

Ahmednagar and returned to Andhra. 

Somehow, Daulat Singh’s son Upkar missed going to Meherazad, so Baba permitted him to come the next morning. 

 

One day, in reference to Bhau’s play Divya Leela, Baba remarked, “The play is wonderful, but some songs should 

be included in it.” 

“But who will write them?” Bhau inquired. 

“Suggest someone.” 

“What about Keshav?” 

“Good idea,” Baba replied. But, after a few minutes, he observed, “The songs should be according to the context, 

and Keshav does not know what the play is about ... Why don’t you write the songs?” 

“But I don’t know anything about writing songs!” Bhau protested. 

“When I asked you to write a play, you said, ‘I don’t know how to write plays,’ and now again, you are repeating the 

same thing. Stop repeating this.” 

So, Bhau wrote five songs and sent them to be included in Divya Leela. 

A few days later, Baba told him, “The other day you composed five good songs. Now I want you to compose more.” 

Much to his own surprise, Bhau continued composing songs, and in 20 days, he had written more than 100. They, 

too, were printed in a book which Baba titled Meher Jyoti (The Flame of Meher). Baba liked the songs and 

 
223 Pandoba Deshmukh died on 17 August 1964.  



 

 

instructed that they be sent to Rustom Kaka, and ordered him to sing them every week at the Ahmednagar Center. 

Bhau had never written devotional songs in his life (he had studied chemistry, agriculture and law in college), and 

his abilities in these literary pursuits were all due to Baba’s encouragement, inspiration and inner help. 

One day, however, when Baba asked him to write something else, Bhau protested, “Baba, I am neither a writer nor a 

poet. I don’t know the use of language properly. Why do you give me such work? There are many good writers and 

poets in India, and if they come to you they would write sublime things.” 

Baba considered this for a moment and then asked, “Do you know any of these writers and poets?” 

“Yes, I have heard of them,” Bhau said. “They are very popular in India.” 

“All right,” Baba acquiesced. “Write to them about me, and if they are interested, I may call them.” 

Bhau wrote to several well-known poets and writers, and Baba appeared anxious to bring them in his contact. Bhau 

thought that they would definitely come, because Baba was showing so much interest in them. After a few days, 

polite letters were received from a few of them. They were read out to Baba and he felt happy to hear them, but he 

did not give any instructions to be conveyed to them, which disappointed Bhau. Bhau wrote to them on his own and 

sent them some of Baba’s messages. 

Again, he informed Baba, “Some of these famous persons will definitely come to you, and if they come they will 

write sublimely about you.” 

Baba asked, “Have you got any of their writings?” Bhau said he had a few copies of some of them. Baba asked him 

to bring them and read them out to him. After he did so, Baba commented, “What is there in these writings? It is 

most dry! Only the language is good, nothing else. Is there any flow of love? Tell me the truth, isn’t it just words? 

Never write to them again. They will not come to me.” 

He then said, “Do you think I ask you to write in vain? Have you got any idea about your writings? There is a flow 

of love in it. It flows and flows. Remember that I like your writings. What more do you want?” Bhau kept quiet, and 

continued writing when Baba requested. 

 

In 1945, due to family pressures, Eruch had married his cousin Khorshed Damania; but according to Baba’s orders, 

soon after the wedding, he joined Baba permanently and never lived with his wife again. As mentioned, Khorshed 

became involved with Mangharam Mirchandani, who claimed to be a guru. Mirchandani was the same “bogus saint” 

who had sent three of his followers to confront Baba at Ashiana in Bombay in 1957. 

Baba forbade Khorshed from visiting Bindra House and also wished that the four Akbar Press families not get 

involved with this so-called guru. Correspondence between Mani, on Baba’s behalf, and Eruch’s uncle Meherjee 

Satha, at Akbar Press, had been going on about these matters for more than a year. Finally, after several 

postponements due to Baba’s recent seclusion, Baba called a meeting of the Jessawala, Kerawala, Satha and 

Damania families at Meherazad at 9:00 A.M., on Sunday, 10 January 1960. The meeting lasted until noon. Baba 

made it clear that only those who agreed to obey and abide by his decision should attend the meeting. 

Of the four families, 24 members were present that day, as were Eruch, Mani and Goher. Baba asked whether each 

had slept well. Someone asked Baba whether he had slept, and he replied, “I sleep 24 hours, and yet at the same time 

I am always awake!” 

Baba opened the proceedings by remarking: 

Today I will clear up all the misunderstanding and confusion and give my decision, which will be final and 

irrevocable. It is said that I am envious, that I do not like to see people getting attached to saints. The fact is 

that I am envious, but I can only be envious of myself, for there is nothing greater or beyond me — I am above 

and beyond everything. India is dotted with saints — real and false — and I warn people against attaching false 

importance to the “experiences” they receive from such saints. 

Khorshed is sincere when she speaks of her having experiences and they are genuine. But from my height, these 

experiences have no importance or value whatsoever. Whenever people relate their experiences (even when 

such experiences are based on my personality), I emphatically discourage them and warn them not to pay 

attention to them. 

Eruch related the experience of Balak Bhagwan, the seventeen-year-old boy from Madhya Pradesh, who was filled 

with Baba’s light and presence, and saw Baba everywhere and in everything. He imagined himself to be on the fifth 

plane and was giving darshan and prasad to people. Baba had Eruch write a very firm reply, putting an end to such 

false interpretations to the experiences. Baba likened the experiences to a tamasha (roadside magic show) which 

dazzles for a while and distracts the pilgrim’s progress, proving more of a hindrance than a help. 



 

 

Baba explained: 

These “experiences” are like the trickles of water oozing from tiny chinks in a great big dam, and which I have 

to watch out for and constantly keep blocking up, lest they cause destruction. There are many who have various 

experiences, such as seeing colors, circles and lights, levitating and so forth. They attract a group around them 

by giving them similar experiences through a common process, which is never indulged in or dreamt of by the 

pilgrim who experiences the various planes of consciousness on the Path. Thus not having progressed on the 

Path [planes], they can bring their followers up to only their own level of experiences, and no further. Then 

there often follows dissension, and the group splits, forming yet another branch with its own following under a 

different head. 

The real danger of these experiences is that it misleads the seeker into thinking that he has reached the Goal and 

has mastered the Path. This even applies to the experiences of the Path, which remain insignificant when 

compared to the one and only real experience of God-realization. 

Hafiz depicts this beautifully in his verses. Hafiz says that in the beginning he was like a man who goes down to 

the seashore and paddles in shallow water, and in his enjoyment, thinks he has gained the Pearl. Then after a 

long time, Hafiz realized that he had yet to learn to swim; and when he learned how to swim, there were the 

many waves he had to encounter and overcome. Then he realized he had yet to learn to dive. The next step he 

had to master was holding his breath under water before, at long last, he could reach the bottom of the ocean 

for the Pearl — the Goal. 

For one who is an aspirant on the Path, it is not seeing, but becoming that is the objective. 

Baba then asked Eruch to say what he wished on the subject at hand, and the others were free to add their remarks 

and ask questions. In the end, Khorshed Jessawala chose to continue to associate herself with Mirchandani, and 

Baba ordered her not to write to Eruch or him, or see either of them ever again; however, he assured her of his 

continued love for her. Baba made it clear that from now on Khorshed would be responsible for her own actions. 

She was ordered to remove her things from Bindra House (where she had been staying) and to shift to Akbar 

Press.224 

 

As described earlier, one of Baba’s methods of working was of keeping those mandali living with him at 

loggerheads. For example, on hints from Baba, Kaka would at times torment Aloba so much that even to be in 

Kaka’s presence felt like an anathema to Aloba, so gradually Aloba grew despondent. 

Once in the hall, Eruch was reading a letter to Baba in English. When he finished, Baba asked Kaka, “Did you 

understand it?” Kaka shook his head no. Baba remarked, “You are illiterate; how could you understand English?” 

Then he indicated to Aloba, “From today, teach this jungli English!” Aloba was elated and went after Kaka with 

such a vengeance that poor Kaka was really in trouble. Aloba would make him write one word a dozen times, and 

according to Baba’s behest, Kaka would do it silently without a word of protest, and actually try to remember it. If, 

unfortunately, Kaka forgot the word, Aloba would have him repeat it again and again and write it over many times. 

Thus, this “play” went on for several days until Baba stopped it. 

Once at Guruprasad in front of Bhau, Baba told Aloba that Bhau had said something against him. Bhau said, “No, 

Baba, I didn’t say that.” Baba looked at him disgustedly and commented, “You are like an earthen pot that hasn’t 

been fired. If you thump it, it will break, not ring out tong-tong.” This meant Bhau was still quite raw and did not 

understand how Baba wanted him to act. 

For every mandali member, man or woman, life with Baba was like walking on the edge of a sword. Words cannot 

describe the life one had to lead. It was Baba’s love that enabled the mandali to stay with him, and to pass through 

different tests and severe situations, all of which, of course, he purposely created for his work. 

After years of serving Baba, Eruch was given a two-week holiday at Bindra House on 18 January 1960. During his 

absence, Feram came to Meherazad for two weeks, and Bal Natu came on the 15th for ten days. Pukar arrived the 

next day, according to Baba’s orders, and also Kumar and Meherjee. Dhake was called to stay at Meherazad for a 

week from the 20th, and Nariman and Jim Mistry arrived for a week’s stay three days later. Sheroo had been staying 

 
224 Khorshed Jessawala later informed Baba that Mirchandani had promised her Realization after a certain 

period of time. Baba assured her that Mirchandani had no power to bestow Realization, and that she should 

leave him and come back to Baba after that period passed. Of course she did not get Realization, but she 

did not obey Baba either, and because of her disobedience, Baba did not wish Eruch to be associated with 

her. 



 

 

at Meherazad, but he returned to Poona on the 16th. Noshir Siganporia had been staying at Meherabad with his 

family, but they too left at this time. 

On 3 February, when Eruch returned to Meherazad, Baba remarked to him, “Bhau was very happy at your 

departure.” This was completely untrue, and Bhau was taken aback on hearing it. But what could he say? He had to 

keep quiet. This was another example of Baba “stirring” the kettle. 

 

In January 1960, Satpal Singh of Uganda wrote to Baba asking several questions. One of them was: “Why were we 

created?” 

Baba’s succinct reply was: “To make me suffer.” 

Indeed, Baba’s words seemed to manifest immediately, as on 30 January, Baba complained about acute pain in his 

throat. He experienced difficulty in swallowing and could not rest. The skin was tender, but there was no 

inflammation, although he had a fever. The next morning the pain was worse, so Goher was allowed to contact Dr. 

Anderson of Booth Hospital, who was brought to Meherazad by Adi. Though he could not determine a definite 

diagnosis, he prescribed a medication and suggested fomenting the skin area. The pain persisted and continued until 

the 15th of February. Don and Padri were occasionally called to consult with Goher. 

When Elcha Mistry arrived for a two-month stay on the 2nd, Baba remarked to him, “I am unwell, still I have come 

among you.” He then stated, “Elcha, I am God. There is not the slightest doubt in my being God. I am 100 percent 

God!” 

Elcha affirmed, “You are God, and I accept you as God from the bottom of my heart.” 

On Thursday morning, 4 February 1960, Meheru’s brother Jangoo, her sister Naggu and Naggu’s husband, Ravi 

Mehta, were brought by Adi for interviews with Baba. The following day, Bade came with other lovers from 

Pathardi. After taking Baba’s darshan, they left. The same day, Kishinchand Gajwani and Sorabji Siganporia came 

with Thirumala Rao. Gajwani presented Baba with a radio. 

In a lighter vein, Baba asked Gajwani, “Why did you come?” 

“To get peace of mind, Baba.” Gajwani replied. 

Baba joked, “You come to me for peace of mind. But where are these restless ones [the mandali] to go for peace?” 

The fact was that at the time, all of the mandali were feeling uneasy. Baba had brought feelings in the ashram to 

such a pitch that they had no thought except of death. Such conditions always prevailed, but at times they grew 

unbearable. 

Bhau’s anal fistula had become severe. On the 6th, Baba dropped him off at Booth Hospital in Ahmednagar where he 

was to have surgery two days later. Don attended the operation and looked after him, assisted by Sidhu. Baba also 

visited the Satha family at Akbar Press at 8:15 A.M. on the 6th, and again at 8:30 A.M. on the 15th, when he also 

visited Bhau in his room at Booth Hospital. 

On Sunday, 7 February 1960, Baba went to Meherabad to see Mansari, Kaikobad’s family and the Kalchuris. On the 

20th, Bhau was moved by ambulance to Meherabad where he stayed until the end of March. 

When Baba was at Akbar Press on 15 February, he explained to Meherjee Mama: “From your birth till now you 

have never once thought that you never were! All these years, months and days, you are fully aware that you are — 

irrespective of what may have happened to your body and in your mind and what not.” 

Meherjee Mama interrupted saying, “But we should have the dnyan for all times to have the ultimate experience for 

all times.” 

Baba continued, “For this dnyan it is up to you to know with full and complete consciousness and at all times that 

‘What you are is not.’ 

“In your lifetime [i.e., in your ignorance], you are fully conscious that in all your life you have never felt even once 

in complete consciousness that you were not, for you always felt and will remain always aware that ‘you are.’ 

“What ‘you are’ [now] should be continually experienced as ‘you are not.’ This is the dnyan which makes one know 

everything in an instant for all times, for one then becomes the very source of dnyan.” 

 

In Bombay, one of Baba’s old disciples, Pleader, had a heart attack, and Baba was informed about it through letters 

and telegrams. Pleader was in much pain and the Bombay devotees continued to send reports to Baba, asking what 



 

 

should be done. Finally, fed up with the constant flow of correspondence and telegrams, Baba asked them to bring 

Pleader to Meherazad, and they did so at 10:30 A.M. on 19 February 1960.  

Pleader was on a stretcher and Baba asked him how he was feeling. In a feeble voice, Pleader complained to Baba, 

“Either fulfill your promise or stop calling yourself God!” (This referred to Baba’s telling Pleader he would be given 

a glimpse of the Reality of God.) 

Touching Pleader’s palm with his own, in a gesture of promise, Baba assured him, “I will fulfill my promise before 

you drop the body; don’t worry.” 

Baba kept Pleader in a separate room and Goher began treating him. Many Bombay lovers had brought Pleader by 

train, among them Gulabdas Panchal and (his distant relative) Ratilal Panchal, Kishore Mistry, Kharmen Masi’s 

sons Homi and Sarosh, Sarosh’s wife Khorshed and their son Meherwan. (Pleader had been staying with Sarosh and 

Khorshed). 

Baba told them, “The disease from which Pleader is suffering is due to my wish, and it is for his own good.” 

Baba called Aloba to recite this verse from Hafiz: 

God says that I prosper my enemies and butcher my friends! 

And no one has the right to speak against it or question why it is so! 

Baba added, “Every one of you must have suffered in one way or another, but after recovering, the suffering 

becomes a dream. Are those pains and troubles still with you? No, they have faded like a dream. 

“What I accomplish by passing through ill health, no one knows. I tolerate it eternally and derive pleasure out of it. 

In spite of intense suffering and various pains, when pleasure is experienced, it becomes eternal bliss.” 

Baba concluded by stating, “Those of my lovers who experience pain and suffering participate in my pain and 

suffering.” 

Baba kept Homi and Shapur P. Parekh (Pleader’s cousin) in Meherazad to look after Pleader, and he sent the others 

back to Bombay. Baba would visit Pleader several times in the course of the day, pass his hand over his face and 

kiss him. At times, Pleader would call out Baba’s name. 

Baba went to Wadia Park in Ahmednagar to see a Ranji trophy cricket match on 20, 21 and 22 February 1960. On 

the 21st, he sent word to Padri to have a grave dug for Pleader, and Baba informed him that he would be sending 

Pleader to stay at Meherabad from the 24th. 

On the 23rd, Baba called Padri and Don to Meherazad and gave them instructions about Pleader. Sarosh (Irani) came 

that day; and Baba later visited Akbar Press. 

The next day, 24 February, an ambulance was sent for Pleader. Before going, Pleader again requested, “Carry out 

your word, Baba!” 

Slapping Pleader’s palm with his own, Baba promised, “Before you give up your body I will carry out my word. Go 

to Meherabad, where you will receive my grace. Before leaving the body you will have a glimpse of me as I truly 

am.” 

Baba then kissed Pleader’s cheeks, his head, his forehead, his hands and passed his hand over his body in love and 

blessing. Pleader was then carried to the ambulance. Baba stood by and watched. “I have no pain now, Baba,” 

Pleader told him. “Make me sleep in Meherabad.” 

Baba replied, “Very soon now I will make you sleep in me, and your physical remains will mix with the earth of 

Meherabad.” Pleader thanked him and the ambulance drove off for Meherabad, where Don did his utmost to give 

him the best possible treatment and see that he was comfortable. 

 

Baba’s 66th birthday was celebrated with great pomp on Thursday, 25 February 1960. Celebrations were held all 

over India in different centers dedicated to him. In Meherazad it was observed in simple fashion. At 5:00 A.M. both 

the men and women mandali shouted his name. Baba was wearing a new pink coat and Mehera garlanded him. 

Meherdas and the Meherazad servant boys had decorated the hall and erected a small stage. They dressed up in 

costumes and presented an enactment of Lord Shiva and his heavenly contingent coming down from the heavens to 

pay homage to Baba on his birthday. 

Francis then read out a birthday ode to Baba. The women returned to their quarters, and Eruch began reading out the 

birthday letters and telegrams. After some time an automobile arrived. It was a 1956 blue DeSoto, which Nariman 

and Arnavaz had purchased as a birthday present for Baba. Homa Dadachanji had driven it from Bombay and said 



 

 

that, besides the car, the couple wished to contribute its entire maintenance costs. Baba accepted their loving and 

practical gift and then went for a short drive with Homa. Until this time Baba had been using Nariman’s 

Ambassador. 

At eight o’clock that morning, Baba washed the feet of and bowed down to 60 schoolboys from Pimpalgaon Village. 

Each was given a new shirt, a pair of shorts and a packet of sweetmeats as prasad. Chhagan brought the lunch that 

day for Baba. 

In the afternoon Meherdas and the other men performed a number of humorous skits. The first was about Prahlad, a 

staunch devotee of Lord Vishnu, who was tortured for his faith by his father, a cruel king. In the second sketch, 

Kaka played the role of a rich man and Pukar his fat wife. The third was about a false sadhu. Baba enjoyed the 

performances, remarking the best part was when Kaka’s false mustache fell off and he calmly picked it up and stuck 

it back on. 

Matra Dutta Shastri came from Hamirpur with printed copies of Divya Leela, which he laid at Baba’s feet. Raja 

Kher also arrived, and Baba kept both in Meherazad the whole day. They also came the following day along with 

Homa Dadachanji. Baba paid a visit to the Ahmednagar Center on the 26th to embrace those who had labored for his 

birthday celebrations there. 

This birthday message from Baba was sent to his lovers throughout the world: “The true lover is born only at that 

moment when he dies for God.” 

Previously, on 20 February, Baba had sent this message to the Bombay Center: “When one remains fully and 

completely resigned to the divine will of God, all service, sacrifice, solitude, seeking and surrenderance merely 

symbolize one’s love for God.” 

To the Calcutta group, he sent this message: “Drown all sound in my silence to hear my Word of Words.” 

That day the foundation stone of the Andhra temple, Mehersthan, in Kovvur was laid by Dhanapathy, according to 

Baba’s wish. The temple was meant to house a life-size statue of Baba in bronze. Baba sent this message to Koduri 

Krishna Rao: “I was with you when you laid the foundation stone of your temple of love.” 

Anil Sarkar had had an accident and had broken his leg after visiting Meherazad in January. On 25 February, Baba 

sent him this telegram: “Let Anil Sarkar rejoice in the thought that he is sharing a bit of my infinite suffering, for 

which I am born today and for ever and ever.” 

A few months later, his wife Rama Sarkar informed Baba that Anil had developed septicemia and, in the agony of 

his physical pain, he was abusing Baba for not relieving him of it. Baba’s reply to her by cable was: “Abuse from 

my lovers is sweeter than praise from my hypocritical admirers.” 

 

Meanwhile, by Baba’s order, Pleader had been kept in Pendu’s old room, next to the hall at lower Meherabad. His 

condition was serious. At 1:00 P.M. on Friday, 26 February 1960, he told the servant in attendance, “Put out the 

lantern; it is too bright in here!” 

Shapur told him, “It is daytime; no light is on in here.” 

But Pleader complained, “There is a brilliant light on! It is too bright!” 

Shapur reminded him, “Remember what Baba said about giving you his darshan? Perhaps you are seeing his luster.” 

Later Pleader stated, “I have had Baba’s darshan! He has kept his promise! Now stay near me until I breathe my last. 

Don’t leave the room. After I give up the body, when Baba comes here convey my deep gratitude — for I have 

achieved the Goal by his grace. Tell him I am eternally grateful to him.” 

During his last moments, it seemed as if Pleader was enjoying infinite peace. At 6:45 P.M. he gave up his body. 

News was immediately sent to Meherazad and telegrams to Bombay. The next day Pleader’s brother Ardeshir, other 

of his relatives and a few lovers arrived in Meherabad. 

On the 27th, Sarosh drove Baba to Sarosh Motor Works at 9:00 A.M., where Baba’s presence blessed Sarosh’s new 

office premises. Baba then sat in the DeSoto and rode to lower Meherabad, where he watched as Pleader’s body was 

placed in a casket and lowered into the grave Padri had kept ready, near Gustadji’s. At a signal from Baba, Kaikobad 

offered Zoroastrian prayers. To those who had come for the funeral from Bombay, Baba stated, “Normally, I don’t 

go near a dead body. But here is my special person, whom I have freed today in all senses, and he has not to come 

back.” 

Baba asked everyone to repeat the Master’s Prayer and the Prayer of Repentance. During the prayers, Baba held 

both arms outstretched heavenward. Afterwards, Baba was the first to scatter earth and flowers on the coffin. 



 

 

Pleader’s physical remains mixed with the soil of Meherabad for all time. Baba remarked to Ardeshir, “How 

fortunate he is that he got mukti [liberation].” 

At noon, Adi drove Baba back to Meherazad in the DeSoto. At 4:00 P.M. that day he played seven tiles with the 

mandali and servants. Jalbhai had come and left for Poona the next day. Dhake came on the 28th to see Baba, and 

again on 1 March. Bal Natu arrived for a ten-day stay on the 3rd, and Meherjee and Meherwan Jessawala arrived the 

following day. Sardar Raste and his wife met Baba at Meherazad on the 28th also. 

 

When Baba would come to the hall every morning, the mandali would take up what had become their fixed 

positions over the years inside the hall. Kaka would sit on a stuffed “poof” to the right of Baba’s chair; next to him, 

Aloba and Kaikobad. Baidul would sit in a chair against the wall opposite Baba (towards the back of the hall) and to 

Baidul’s right, Eruch, Francis, Bhau and Pendu.225 The men would sit on the cowdung-plastered packed earth floor 

on burlap sacks or mats.  

Their positions were as follows: 

 

Each day Baba would ask for the “real news” — that of his lovers or their group activities — and then perhaps the 

“bogus news” − from newspapers or an interesting magazine article. Even though Baba banned correspondence at 

this time, lovers from all over the world would write seeking his advice. “Should I get married? … Should I go 

abroad?” they would inquire. “Should I pursue this career? ... I am in legal difficulties ... My business is failing.” 

When the mail would come, one letter or telegram would contain the joyous news, “Baba, by your grace we have 

been blessed with a son.” The next might say, “Baba, it seems it was your will that our son not recover from his 

illness, and he passed away.” One letter would contain an engagement announcement, and the next, word of a 

husband and wife fighting bitterly. Eruch said: “It was one thing to hear Baba tell us time and again that the world is 

just a passing show and illusion, but the nature of much of the flood of correspondence that came to him each day 

made us believe it as nothing else did.” 

Through Eruch, Bhau, Mani and others, Baba would send replies and then ask every day, “Has there been any word 

from so-and-so?” Telegrams would be sent and a second and sometimes a third letter. For example, at the beginning 

of March, Baba had Elcha write to Keki Desai in Delhi, informing the Desais that Sorabji Siganporia’s son Noshir 

and his wife were coming to Delhi for a two-month job-training course. Baba asked the Desais to accommodate the 

couple, and Baba directed Noshir to pay the Desais Rs.150 per month toward their board and lodging. Others in 

Delhi were also written to guide the couple and introduce them to other Baba lovers in the area. 

 
225 If Adi Sr. came, he would sit in Bhau’s position and Bhau would move to the opposite wall; Don usually 

stood while speaking with Baba, and then went out to discuss medical issues related to Baba and the 

mandali’s health with Goher. 

 



 

 

No word was received from Keki Desai for a week or so, and Baba appeared anxious about the matter. Ten days 

later a telegram was sent to him. More letters followed back and forth. This is a typical example of the sort of 

seemingly trivial things which filled Baba’s days and apparently occupied his time. 

Baba would likewise often arrange for different people’s support. He might tell Sarosh or Nariman, “Pay so-and-so 

Rs.100 a month for the next six months,” or he might arrange for someone’s education as he had done for Goher, or 

for singing lessons as he did later for Lata Limaye. If someone were going abroad for further studies, he would write 

to lovers in that country with instructions to look after them (such as for Digambar Gadekar, Dadi Kerawala and 

Najoo Kotwal, who went to America). Besides this, Baba would always remember to send a birthday card or 

telegram to his close lovers whether they be nearby or far away (such as Dhake, Dhun Satha, or the Kalchuris in 

Ahmednagar; Delia DeLeon in England or Kitty Davy in America, among many others). Thus, for the Beloved of 

all, there was hardly a moment’s rest. 

 

Adi suggested a darshan program at Khushru Quarters before Baba left for Guruprasad, to which Baba agreed. The 

darshan was scheduled to take place on 6 March 1960 and a shamiana was erected in the compound. The Navsari 

group came for this, and Baba called them to Meherazad the day before. Many newcomers were in the group. 

Hoshang Bharucha’s brother Marzban was among them and Baba asked him, “What do you think I am?” 

Marzban, who was not a Baba lover, replied bluntly, “A crook!” 

Baba smiled and replied, “I am God, a crook and everything [in between]. I am glad you have given me your frank 

opinion. 

“Do you love me?” Baba then asked. 

“I do not know what love is,” Marzban replied. But soon after this, he began to weep and did not want to leave 

Baba’s side. Baba called him and embraced him several times. Marzban was a changed man from that day on and 

became an ardent lover. 

Baba pointed out that those who have firm faith and belief in him never find cause to be worried: “The question of 

worry does not arise.” About his recent birthday celebrations, he joked, “Seeing how enthusiastically my birthday 

was celebrated in this country and abroad makes me feel it is going to be my last.” 

The public darshan was held on Sunday, 6 March 1960, in Khushru Quarters from early that morning until 2:00 P.M., 

and nearly 8,500 persons availed themselves of his darshan. The Ahmednagar bhajan group sang as Baba sat on a 

dais under the shamiana and handed out prasad to the many people who had come from distant places such as 

Bombay, Poona, Hamirpur, Nasik, Surat, Pathardi and Calcutta. The Maharani of Baroda, as well as Nari 

Contractor, the famous Indian cricket player, were also present. Baba had also brought the women mandali from 

Meherazad, who watched the proceedings from behind a screened-off area. Lunch was prepared for them and Baba, 

but Baba had not time to eat and took the food with him to Meherazad. 

The group of devotees from Hamirpur and Raja Kher were allowed to see Baba at Meherazad the following morning 

at 9:00 A.M. 

Ala Sathiraju of Kovvur sent a telegram to Baba that he was to undergo an operation because of a serious medical 

condition. On the 8th, Baba cabled this reply: “Nothing can ever be serious except lack of love for me, and that you 

have in abundance.” 

At 7:30 A.M. on 9 March, Baba was driven to Khushru Quarters briefly, on his way to Meherabad for a small poor 

program. Padri had been informed to keep fourteen poor persons from Arangaon ready on the back verandah of the 

hall. Each of the villagers was to have washed their own feet. Baba stood on the ground and the recipients on the 

verandah. He handed each four rupees after bowing to them. Kaikobad was staying at Meherabad at this time and, as 

instructed, was present for the program. Baba returned to Meherazad at about 10:30 A.M. 

A few days before, on the 3rd, Baba's feet had begun to swell. On the 7th he had fever, aches and pains all over his 

body, and both his face and his feet were swollen. Padri gave him some homeopathic medicine, but the swelling 

persisted for a few days. Suddenly, a week later, by the 14th, Baba recovered. There was no explanation for his 

illness, other than the strain from the large darshan on the 6th. 

On 14 March Kaikobad was called to Meherazad for a one-hour prayer program. Eruch left for Poona that day, 

ahead of Baba and the other mandali, and stayed with his family at Bindra House, as usual. 

All of the Meherazad mandali were to join Baba in Poona, except for Kaka Baria and Kaikobad. Kaka stayed at 

Meherazad as its caretaker, and Kaikobad continued to stay with his family at Meherabad during Baba’s three-

month absence. 



 

 

That year, Aloba too stayed behind to help Kaka oversee major repair work to be done at Meherazad. Eruch’s uncle, 

Homi Mama Satha, was also enlisted to help, and stayed at Meherazad during Baba’s absence. Harry Kenmore had 

suggested that mandali hall — once used as a garage for Elizabeth’s car and then as a stable for the horse Sheba — 

have a more proper stone and cement floor. Baba would thereby be able to walk up and down in the hall on a 

smoother surface and thus exercise more each day. The laying of this new flooring was the main work to be done 

while Baba was absent. 

 

On Palm Sunday, 20 March 1960 at about 8:00 A.M., Baba along with the women and men mandali (including Elcha 

Mistry) left Meherazad, and arrived at Guruprasad three hours later. Baba had permitted his Ahmednagar lovers to 

wait for him at Sarosh Motor Works, where he stopped to meet them on his way to Poona. Baba also met with the 

Collector of Ahmednagar, S. B. Kazi, at Khushru Quarters. But his Poona lovers were informed in advance not to be 

waiting on the roadside when he arrived in Poona, and they obeyed his wish. Yet no sooner had Baba arrived than 

M. J. Rangole of Satara was seen standing near the gates. His wife was holding a baby, and standing with him. The 

previous year the couple had been extremely depressed when they approached Baba and, on his inquiry, the wife 

had said, “I am childless, Baba. People ridicule me and call me barren. I have to hide my face before them.” Baba 

assured her not to worry and promised that he would see about it. This was the result and the couple had come to 

express their gratitude. 

Baba met his chief Poona workers. An hour later Harry Dedolchow and Amiya Kanti Das, an elderly attorney from 

Calcutta, arrived. Amiya Das had been longing for Baba’s darshan since 1931, but he had never been able to manage 

it for one reason or another. Baba embraced him first and the old man wept.  

Dedolchow brought a suitcase full of gifts for Baba and the mandali. Baba remarked, “This is unnecessary. All I 

want is your love.” 

Dedolchow informed Baba that Das had also brought some presents. Baba frowned and continued, “Baba does not 

need anything, only love from his lovers. I appreciate what you do; I know that it is the love in you that compels 

your actions. But all these things brought to me are illusory. Only love is real.” 

Baba embraced them and asked Dedolchow about his difficulties, and he described the rigors of life at sea as a 

mariner in the merchant marine. He also spoke about the division he felt in himself between his impure thoughts and 

actions on the one hand, and his urge to go toward his “Father” (Baba) on the other, which he said he lacked the 

courage to do. 

Baba asked Dedolchow: “Why are you afraid to come to me with all your impurities? Where else are you going to 

dispose of your dirt except in this Ocean? Throw all your impurities in this Ocean! Give them to me and be free. By 

surrendering to me both good and bad, anyone can be free. But it is very difficult. Out of millions, only one can do 

it! 

“Don’t be afraid of bad thoughts. They do no harm if they come, but don’t put them into action. Don’t entertain 

them willfully, either. Nothing will happen to a man if he thinks of taking poison occasionally, but if he constantly 

thinks of it, a time might come when he gets the poison and swallows it.” 

Baba then explained to Dedolchow about this “imaginary” creation: “Close your eyes and imagine a ten-headed 

elephant. [Dedolchow did so.] Now when you open your eyes the image ceases to exist. By imagining, you created a 

ten-headed elephant, and by your imagining you got rid of it. Thus, you are the creator in imagination of the ten-

headed elephant. As long as you imagined it, the elephant lasted. As long as you go on imagining, you maintain 

imagination. Similarly, this whole creation is the outcome of the mind. Creator, preserver and dissolver is a play of 

the mind!" 

Explaining about love, Baba asked Dedolchow, “Do you know how to swim?” 

Dedolchow said, “I can swim but I can float better.” 

“You are in the navy, a sailor, and you don’t know how to swim? What if your ship sinks?” 

Dedolchow said, “I will keep floating and you are there to guide me to the shore.” 

Baba replied, “You should learn how to dive! If you don’t know how to dive in the Ocean of Love, how will you 

reach the bottom and find the Pearl? Be a diver in the Ocean of Love and you will find the Pearl of Baba!” 

Dedolchow used to address Baba as “Father.” Baba joked, “Whenever you call me Father, I am reminded of my old 

age. Call me Baba. I am the Ancient One, but if you call me Baba I won’t remember my old age!” 

Dedolchow and Amiya Das saw Baba the next day, along with various Poona workers. About 60 persons had 

gathered. At one point a mother approached Baba, cradling her infant in her arms. The baby was fast asleep, but 



 

 

Baba wanted to hold it. So the mother placed the child in Baba’s arms, and Baba started tickling it and patting its 

cheeks until it woke up. Instead of crying, the baby stared at Baba intently and would not look away. Finally, the 

mother took the baby from Baba’s arms — and then the baby started to cry! 

Baba began a discourse and Das started to take notes. Baba signaled him to stop; he did not want any notes taken 

then. After the morning session, Dedolchow, Das and Jalbhai went out to lunch, and then to the zoo until one 

o’clock, after which they were to return to Guruprasad for the afternoon session with Baba. 

While at the zoo, Jalbhai asked Harry Dedolchow, “Next time you return to see Baba, will you bring me an 

inexpensive transistor radio, about $20, no more?” 

Dedolchow said, “No problem, Jal. I’ll get you a nice one. However, only if Baba says so.” 

Jalbhai replied, “I know Baba’s ways. I will ask him when we return to Guruprasad.” 

When the three arrived a few minutes after one o’clock, the session was already in progress. Dedolchow quickly 

took off his shoes and entered the room. Baba looked at him and remarked, “I am the chief transmitter and receiver. 

All this business of ‘I want this, get me that’ — try to get away from those wants and say: ‘I want Baba, I want 

God.’ It isn’t easy, but try.” 

After the session, Dedolchow approached Baba and told him of Jalbhai’s request, adding, “Jal said he knows your 

ways ...” 

Baba retorted, “No one knows my ways,” and he did not allow Dedolchow to bring the radio for Jalbhai. 

As Dedolchow and Amiya Das were leaving, Baba remarked to Harry, “I know everything. Do you know how I 

know everything?” 

Harry said he did not. Explaining, Baba said: 

The nature of the infinitely complicated phenomenon — the universe — is infinitely simple. But to know and 

understand this is infinitely difficult. When you know what Universal Mind, Universal Energy and Universal 

Body are, and what their relation is to individual mind, individual energy and individual body, you will 

understand how the Perfect Master knows everything. 

If we compare the individual mind to a radio station, those having radios can hear everything broadcast by the 

radio station if they are tuned to the correct frequency. In this instance, the Perfect Master is the radio set that is 

connected to every individual broadcasting station and consequently hears everything that is broadcast. 

In my Universal Body are contained the bodies of all the innumerable beings and things in creation. In the same 

way, the subtle body (energy) and the mental body (mind) of each and every individual is also a part of my 

Universal Energy and Universal Mind respectively. 

Infinite distance between a drop here and a drop there in the same ocean makes no difference whatsoever to the 

drop’s relationship with the ocean. Any drop anywhere within the ocean is but within the entirety and 

homogeneity of the ocean. 

What one individual (drop) mind thinks in the ocean of Universal Mind is not known to another individual 

mind, but the Universal Mind knows it immediately, as drop-minds are in the Universal Mind and an 

inseparable part thereof. 

This all-comprehensive Knowledge is obtained in a flash. But to know everything in a flash takes an eternity in 

the illusion of time while you gradually die to your self. This dying to your self means completely losing 

yourself in God to find yourself as God. 

This dying to your false self is no easy task; raising a corpse to life is child’s play compared to it. But once the 

“impossible” is achieved, there remains nothing else that is impossible. 

Baba permitted Harry Dedolchow and Amiya Das to accompany him to Bindra House that afternoon. They then 

returned to Calcutta. Baba urged them as they were departing, “Take Baba with you.” 

 

Baba was to stay at Guruprasad for the next three months, and like the previous year, Age saw how hundreds of 

lovers from all over India came to “bathe in the Ocean of Love.” Darshan was given every Sunday. Besides this, 

each day Sadashiv Patil, Meherjee, Jalbhai, Beheram and his sons Sheroo, Rustom and Sohrab would visit, and a 

jovial atmosphere prevailed. 

Every other weekend many from Bombay came, and Nariman and Jim Mistry were allowed to stay at Guruprasad 

itself. Dr. Deshmukh was a daily visitor and later his family also. Once a week the Poona Center workers 

(Ramakrishnan, Pratap, Thade, Madhusudan, Shinde, Kamble, Pote, Dhavle and others) came. 



 

 

Meherwan Jessawala and Jehangu Sukhadwalla would come whenever they could, and thus things were always 

busy, if not hectic. Jehangu had been transferred to Bangalore the previous December, and moved there with his 

wife Gulnar. Jehangu relates how they happened to return to Poona: 

In 1959, on receiving my transfer orders from the Air Force, Gulnar and I conveyed our reluctance to beloved 

Baba and expressed our desire to stay and continue working in Poona. Baba told both of us, “Happily proceed 

to Bangalore and take me with you. My nazar is on both of you.” Baba gave us an autographed copy of Stay 

With God before we left for Bangalore. 

Our stay in Bangalore was very uncomfortable as the conditions were deplorable and there was an intense effort 

on our part to return to Poona. I sent a cable to Baba asking for his permission to resign from my job. Baba 

cabled this reply: “Do not resign. Leave all to me.” 

Miraculously, we returned to Poona in three months. 

When I met Baba in Guruprasad in April 1960, he was happy to see me back in Poona, and remarked, “God’s 

will has prevailed.” 

I told Baba, “Your will has prevailed.” 

Baba, with a sweep of his hand, pointing to everyone sitting before him in the men mandali hall in Guruprasad, 

stated, “If my will were to prevail, I would have liked to turn all of you into lepers!” 

Baba gave many explanations and discourses during this period. To all those who came to Guruprasad for Baba’s 

darshan, this directive was to be read by them: 

Oftentimes beloved Baba has stressed the fact that if you pay a visit to any sadhu, saint or shrine during your 

visits to Baba, for his darshan or sahavas, it is tantamount to your not having come expressly for Baba. 

When you have the rare opportunity of coming in contact with Baba, the Ocean of Love, you should not vitiate 

the Baba-atmosphere prevailing in your heart at that time by having a passing thought, even under the guise of 

idle curiosity, to visit any saint or shrine. 

In the summer it is customary for sadhus, saints, yogis and such others to visit Poona for a change. Among such 

visitors, only some are genuine. Baba has said that he is the slave of the genuine lovers of God, and at the same 

time he is the Highest of the High. In short, during your stay in Poona it is expected of you that you do not visit 

any saint, sadhu and the like, but remain happy and careful in Baba’s love. 

During one session (on 30 May), Baba told his lovers: 

I often warn my lovers not to visit any saints. Why do I do so? Because in that case there is a likelihood of your 

breaking the instructions that I give you. For your personal, spiritual upliftment, such incidents are most 

undesirable, and for me, as I take you to be mine, it becomes an added suffering. If you have faith in me as the 

Ancient One, it is unnecessary for you to visit any saint or sadhu, or promise any such persons to obey his 

advice. 

For instance, suppose I have ordered you to observe fast and during that period you visit a saint who offers you 

prasad and asks you to eat it. This will put you in a dilemma. If you eat this prasad you break my order; if you 

don’t eat it, you insult the saint. Such incidents have already happened, and so to save you from such a 

predicament, I have to warn you again and again to stay away from saints. 

It is best that you stick to me alone. You will be benefited most by your unflinching loyalty and devotion. If you 

go on running hither and thither, you unnecessarily get more involved. This is my advice to my dear lovers 

only, and not to the visitors who come merely for my darshan. 

My advice to the followers of other saints, whether false or real, is that it is not necessary for them to come to 

me unless they are ready to follow my instructions. No one should come to me for help unless he is prepared to 

obey me implicitly. 

Baba quoted a few couplets of Tukaram, which meant: “Be careful in your dealings and contacts with saints, for, if 

you disobey them, there is a possibility of your best sanskaras being wiped away in no time, or of contacting such a 

type of sanskaras that are extremely difficult to efface.” 

So it is better to respect the saints from a respectable distance. 

I am not a saint, I am the Avatar [God Incarnate]. Tukaram, the Perfect Master, had warned people about their 

attitude and contact with saints. So how much more careful one must be about one’s contact with the Avatar, 

and especially about the specific instructions given, if any. Beware when you disobey my instructions willfully, 

for any disobedience will create a very tragic situation for the lover concerned. 



 

 

The best course for my lover is to remember me wholeheartedly as much as he can and remain happy. So try to 

love me by remembering me, and leave the rest to me. 

 

Many of those who came to see Baba from faraway places stayed in a local dharamshala. Baba specifically advised 

Madhuban Das not to go roaming about to any shrine, but despite this, when he came to Poona (in April), he went to 

Alandi, 20 miles away, to take darshan at the tomb of the Perfect Master, Dnyaneshwar. Upon his return, the whole 

night he was feverish. When he came to Baba the next day, Baba, to correct him, scolded him: “Why did you 

disobey me and leave Poona? Why do you wander here and there? When you take me as Paramatma [God], why run 

after idols of gods and goddesses? I am within you, I am everywhere. I am the Lord of the Universe! Beware, if you 

leave me and go wandering, my daaman will slip from your hands!” 

Baba also said: “During the recent Meherabad darshan, I told my lovers that those who had come for my darshan 

and sahavas should, after having it, go straight home. If some wanted to go to other places on work, or to see their 

friends or relatives, it would be better for them to first go to those places and then come to me prepared to go home 

directly from my presence. If after my darshan you travel about here and there before returning home, you scatter 

the exceptional sanskaras gathered after my darshan and company. Thus you lose that which I have given you!” 

When some lovers asked if they could visit a few places of pilgrimage before returning to their respective places, 

Baba replied: “I have no objection to your visiting such places, but come to me after you have finished with your 

pilgrimage. I am the God of gods and after my darshan, the darshan of no other place or being is required.” 

Yet Baba would never dissuade people who were already following other Masters. When the followers of a certain 

saint who was then living in Poona came for Baba’s darshan, he informed them: “Every heart is Baba’s House, and 

the one with whom you stay is a wonderful soul. I am in everyone. I am everyone. I am happy to see you here. Keep 

on following sincerely the one whom you are following now.” 

 

At Meherabad, Bhau had recovered from his operation under Don’s care. He arrived in Poona by train on Sunday 

morning, 27 March 1960. That day was a day of darshan at Guruprasad, and on that day and the next, Baba suffered 

from loose bowel movements. On the 30th, his feet began to swell again and he was not able to pass urine. 

Several Brahmin devotees were among those who came for Baba’s darshan on the 27th. One named Subramanium 

had painted long sectarian marks on his forehead with saffron-colored paste. Commenting on it, Baba remarked: 

Various castes have distinctive marks applied to their forehead. Similarly, people of different religions stick to 

traditional customs. Hafiz used to tell this story in reference to this. Once there were 72 very ugly old hags who 

represented the different religions of the world. The one belonging to the Hindu religion says to the others: 

“Among all, I am most beautiful. None can compare with my beauty.” 

The one representing Islam declares: “No, I am younger and more beautiful. No one can match me!” 

The one of Zoroastrianism speaks out: “I am the finest and prettiest of all. None can hold a candle to me!” 

“No, no,” the Christian hag asserts. “No one can compare with my beauty!” In the same way, all traditionalists 

of various religions take their religion to be the best, and belittle and put down that of others. 

As the 72 hags are quarreling back and forth, a woman treading the path of divine love passes by. She is a true 

seeker and beautiful. Hearing their boasts, she feels pity for the old, barren ones who consider themselves 

good-looking and progressive, but who sadly only indulge in worthless, superfluous chatter. Keeping Beloved 

God aside, they act as the spokesperson for their religions and give importance to dogmas, rituals and 

ceremonies. All 72 hags, on seeing the seeker, shout out against her, “See how ugly she is! She follows no 

religion!” But the true lover of God goes her own way, without caring for such babblers. She tastes the essence 

of divine love, while they fight over dry bones! 

The true lover can also be represented by an elephant, and those opposing her as dogs. The dogs, by nature, 

bark at the elephant, but she goes on her way without any fear of the dogs. 

The God-Man or Sadguru knows that these 72 women and also the follower of true religion are none other than 

himself. 

In conclusion, Baba observed, “To be a lover is most difficult. The real lover never poses, and this type of lover, 

which I want, is most rare. To [reveal the utter] helplessness of a lover, Hafiz has said, ‘In loving my Beloved, I 

have become like an ant under the foot of an elephant — safe and secure, but helpless to move!’ “ 



 

 

This message from Baba to the editor of Kalpavriksha magazine in Ujjain was sent by telegram on 30 March: “The 

more you discuss God the less you understand Him. So love God and become God.” 

On 31 March, Amiya Das of Calcutta returned for darshan, and Baba presented him with a glistening white rose. 

That afternoon at 4:30 P.M., Baba and nine of the mandali were driven to Bindra House and then Peshwa Park. 

 

Regular darshans began from the 1st of April. Bal Natu arrived on the afternoon of the 2nd to see Baba, and Raosaheb 

came from Bombay that evening. Elcha returned to Simla, via Bombay, at the end of March. 

A large darshan of mostly Bombay, Poona and Ahmednagar lovers was held on Sunday, 3 April 1960 from 8:00 

A.M. until noon. Abdul Karim, a professor of Persian at Ahmednagar College, had come in Baba’s contact through 

Bhagirath. Baba asked the professor what he had eaten for breakfast and lunch. The professor enumerated a long list 

of items, and Baba remarked, “A delicious breakfast and lunch indeed. Now you must be feeling satisfied and 

happy. You have tasted so many things, but you have not tasted me! You may eat as many eatables as you like and 

drink as much of whatever you want, but the satisfaction you derive from that is only short-lived. 

“The real enjoyment lies when a drop gulps the Ocean! One should aspire for such a drink! What can make this 

possible? Continual wholehearted remembrance of God. The alternative is my grace. 

“This is not a matter of just whitewashing the mind, but the mind itself has to be washed away — annihilated. Love 

alone can accomplish this.” 

The subject of the mind’s false ego came up again when L. Neurgaonkar, an engineer of the Poona municipality, 

saw Baba that day. He was a learned and religious man, and Baba explained to him: 

You have read much of spiritual literature. You are well-known for your lucid expositions. Spiritual 

understanding takes one nearer the Path. But remember well that the experience of the Path is quite a different 

subject. The higher states of consciousness can never be imagined through book-knowledge. 

As one traverses the spiritual path, one comes across varied experiences such as visions, sweet notes of sounds 

and delightful scents. In the more advanced state, one can be detached from the physical plane and watch his 

body moving about. 

The many experiences that one has on the Path are not lasting, but the Experience in which one becomes what 

he really IS is perennial. Then, in whatever thoughts or actions such a one may seem to be engaged, maya 

cannot touch him. In that state, everything is experienced in its infinite intensity. How can spiritual 

understanding derived from books imagine this state? Intellect is bound to fail to fathom this Experience. 

God is everlasting. God ever was. What does this mean? You may say that billions and trillions of years ago 

GOD WAS. But how far will you take a backward sweep in the span of time? The result will ever be that God 

was ever before the time you can imagine. How can you succeed to bring God, Who is beyond time, into the 

bounds of time? To experience the timeless experience of being God the Infinite, patience and impatience are 

necessary. How can this be achieved? The first step toward this achievement can be taken by having an ardent 

aspiration to become like the dust at the feet of the Perfect Master. The more lightweight you become, the 

higher you get wafted by the ever-blowing breeze of his compassion. 

Pointing to Pukar, Baba remarked: 

Here is a fatty, a heavy person. Suppose he wants to fly high in the air — not in an airplane. I am only giving a 

simile. What should he do? What should he become? If he becomes light, like a dry leaf, then just a breeze is 

enough to lift him high up in the air. Owing to ego, your life becomes infinitely heavy and bulky. Ego is the 

obstacle. 

This false ego of the mind must be effaced. But it is almost impossible. Removal of the false ego is the end of 

separate existence. 

Ego generally expresses itself as pride. So a man says: “I alone did that work. It is only I who could do that 

work that way.” Pride nourishes the ego. 

The other aspect of the ego is still more subtle. It is connected with your so-called inalienable identification 

with the body and mind. You feel that it is perfectly natural for you to say, “I am so-and-so. I see, I touch, I 

smell, I speak, I taste, I dream, I sleep, I am awake,” et cetera. To have the Real Experience, the false ego has 

to be transformed into the Real I. 

This is not easy. In this process the false ego, with all its subtlety, wages guerrilla warfare. It tries to deceive 

one at every step. Keeping company of saints and Masters is the remedy. The hard shell of the ego becomes 

softer and softer in their company, and one becomes courageous enough to face one’s own weaknesses. 



 

 

By leading a fearless and honest life, hypocrisy gradually gets weakened. When the heart becomes absolutely 

clean with honesty, hypocrisy is completely wiped off. This is a very long process, not only in terms of years 

but in terms of reincarnations [lifetimes]! 

When the false ego is effaced, God manifests and plurality is merged in Unity forever. This is the Real 

Experience. If such a One lives among man as Man and leads a life of God, he is called a Sadguru. He brings 

Unity into plurality. Try to get a glimpse of the Perfect Master’s infinitude within you. And for this, you have 

to leave all and follow him alone in the manner he decides for you. 

Such dedication is not so easy. Mind stands in your way. It says: “What a hasty decision! Is it good to surrender 

to the Master? Are you sure that he is the Real One? What are his credentials? He may be a fake.” 

Then the heart steps in and says, “Do you not feel yourself to be a changed person in his company? Is such a 

loving and calm atmosphere experienced elsewhere? Is he not the One whom you were seeking?” 

Thus the conflict between the mind and the heart goes on. Particularly when you are away from the Master, the 

mind begins to play its tricks more powerfully, and the voice of the heart becomes feeble. That is why it is 

difficult to have unswerving faith in the Master, and still more difficult to become dust at his feet. 

Unless I help you, you cannot surrender. The moment your surrender is complete, my grace descends and then, 

in less than a fraction of a second, the goal of becoming consciously infinite or infinitely conscious is realized. 

Tukaram was a Perfect Master. In one of his abhangs [verses of song] he has said: 

“The Master, by his grace, 

can make the disciple like himself in no time.” 

Here, someone may ask, “Why is there this long period of tests and trials? Why the delay in bestowing grace?” 

On the part of the Master, there is actually no delay. His is the state beyond time. In relation to the creation, 

only the present moment exists for him. To the illusion-bound beings, Tukaram has also said the following: 

“Unless and until the opportune moment arrives, 

undue haste is of no avail!” 

So ages and ages have to roll on for the arrival of that opportune moment when, by the Master’s grace, one is 

established in Reality as the Reality of God. 

Neurgaonkar informed Baba about his resolve to observe silence for several days. He asked Baba whether, during 

that period, he could make exceptions by speaking only about God. Baba did not approve of this and said: 

Silence means silence. If you want to observe it, observe it thoroughly. Do not leave room for the mind to play 

its tricks. Mind always creates obstacles in your one-pointed resolve. Its ways are very elusive. In the 

beginning, you will speak about God or spirituality, but in the guise of this desire, mind will soon make you 

feel fed up with your silence. Then, indirectly, you will go on expecting others to come to you and converse 

with you about God. It is not impossible for the tricky nature of the mind to induce you into creating such 

situations. 

While observing silence, let the mind remain silent. It is this silence for which the outward silence is to be 

helpful. We see many dumb children, but of what avail is their silence? Put your heart and soul in your 

anticipated meditation and observance of silence and I am there — there in you — to help. 

 

On Monday, 4 April 1960, Baba had a fever and cold, and also complained of a sore throat. The swelling of his feet 

and a “heaviness” in the soles of his feet lasted on and off the entire month. Baba allowed Goher to give him 

whatever treatment was necessary, but he would not allow her to consult any outside physician, or take him for any 

checkup, which could have been done easily in Poona. And, in spite of the sufferings, Baba kept permitting darshan 

programs. 

That afternoon, Baba saw Shinde, Kamble, Dhavle and Pote and informed them that Sadashiv Patil would be 

allowed to come to Guruprasad from 2:00 to 5:00 P.M. daily. 

On the morning of 5 April, Baba heard a poem sent by a Poona lover named N. M. Bhagwandas. Pleased with it, 

Baba sent him word to come to Guruprasad at 8:30 A.M. on the 17th. 

On the 5th, Baba expounded about himself to the Gujarati group: 

Being the highest and becoming the lowest, I manifest Knowledge and assume ignorance at the same time. I 

play a dual role of Knowledge and ignorance, of simultaneously Knowing and not knowing. 



 

 

Even though I know a certain thing will happen within a month, I may chalk out plans as if it were not to occur 

for years. Again, knowing that an event will not take place for years, I appear to expect it to happen shortly. I 

know that you are not to go to a foreign country; yet, I promise you that within the next few months, you will 

leave for the place and tell you to get yourself ready. Then you do not go. By promising you that you would go, 

it seems as if I do not know what will happen. 

In dnyan [Knowledge] there is adnyan [ignorance or not knowing]. But in adnyan there cannot be dnyan. 

Having all knowledge on the highest level, I can assume full ignorance on your level. In fact I am Infinite 

Knowledge, and as such I know what is to happen even after hundreds of years, yet I profess ignorance while I 

am on your level. 

Even on the gross plane and in ordinary circumstances, knowledge and ignorance can be manifested 

simultaneously. For instance you say: “I do not know how to swim.” This implies that you know that you did 

not know how to swim. Were you not to know that you did not know, you could not have had this 

understanding. This is “knowledge of ignorance.” 

In the same way, I who am Knowledge Itself manifest ignorance of knowledge. Thus it is that knowing all, I 

seem not to know, at one and the same time. Such is the ignorance of the All-knowing One. 

 

R. Chakrapani came to Guruprasad from Talegaon on Thursday, 7 April 1960. He had previously been given certain 

orders by Baba. He looked like a sadhu, with a long beard and long hair, and he was observing silence. Baba asked 

him, “Do you permit anyone to fall at your feet?” Chakrapani shook his head no. 

Baba gestured, “That is very good.” 

Addressing the gathering, Baba continued at length: 

The only obstacle on the Path is the ego. Volumes have been written on the nature of the ego. But book 

knowledge helps very little and by one’s own efforts, the ego remains insurmountable. Whether you fast or 

feast, whether you become aggressive or humble, the ego goes on nourishing itself. Even the natural tendencies 

of the ego such as “I see, I read, I sleep” create bindings. So night and day in the very act of expending old 

sanskaras, you create new sanskaras and get bound. 

Then [if] you wear long hair and put on the robe of a sadhu, you thereby are indirectly courting respect. A false 

sense of advertisement in spirituality is liable to be created when you try to lead a life in some other way than 

that of the common people. Others begin to look upon you with respect, and you begin to accept homage 

without the spiritual authority to do so — outwardly in the name of God, but deep within there is nothing but 

self-gratification. As time passes, the superiority complex is nourished, and the ego craves greater honors. This 

is a dangerous pitfall! 

In the God-realized Master, the Real Ego is established. He sees himself in each and every thing, in every being. 

And his divinity is so complete that he becomes the object of meditation and worship for all. So he has the 

authority to accept homage. All his actions are non-actions and therefore are non-binding. 

To become completely free from all the sanskaric bindings, the intercession of the Master is necessary. The 

awakening of love is the remedy. Only then does one rare being get released from all the sanskaric bindings 

through the grace of a Perfect Master. 

Turning to Chakrapani, Baba remarked, “So it is good you do not allow others to bow down to you.” 

Chinna Subbarao asked, “Then, is it proper for a wife or children to bow down to their husband or parents?”226 

“This is quite a different thing,” Baba replied, “It does not create more binding.” 

“How can I be honest?” one of the visitors asked. 

[First,] become honest with yourself. There should not be the slightest tinge of hypocrisy in your actions and 

behavior. Act according to your conscience. If you don’t listen to the voice of your heart, it would be 

hypocrisy. If you are a saint, call yourself a saint, and if you are not, call yourself an ordinary man. If you are 

not a saint and call yourself one, your heart will prick and pain you, and a storm will be created within! So why 

unnecessarily bring down trouble on your head? 

 

226 Bowing to one's husband or parents is a customary practice of honor and respect in most households in 

India. 



 

 

If someone requests your blessing, and if you have not that power or right to give it, your heart is troubled with 

the thought that if you give the blessing and it is not fulfilled, what will happen? The secret will be out! You 

have no power to bless. So it is better that you show yourself as what you are within to avoid all conflict. It is 

easy to be cut into pieces, but the upsetting of the heart is very terrible. By constantly disregarding its dictates, 

it becomes numb without feeling. That is like going down into a ditch! 

One man expressed his desire to ask Baba a question, to which Baba replied, “Just listen to what I say without 

asking anything; if you don’t, I will make your skull go phut! 

“Learn to love! Because you have come for my sahavas, give some rest to your head [brain]!” 

“Baba, for that your blessing is required,” the man asserted. 

“Don’t even ask for that! I love you very much. If you keep on questioning me, I will go on answering you, but you 

will be nowhere! What I say myself, hear it, and if you don’t understand it, don’t worry. Whatever I have to explain, 

I will explain myself. It is no use your troubling yourself about trying to understand.” 

Continuing on the subject of honesty, one day Baba gave this discourse: 

Absolute honesty is essential in one’s search for God — for Truth. The subtleties of the Path are finer than a 

hair. The least hypocrisy becomes a wave that washes one off the Path. 

It is your false self that keeps you away from your True Self by every trick it knows. In the guise of honesty, 

this self even deceives itself. For instance, your self claims, “I love Baba.” The fact is, if you really loved Baba, 

you would not be your false self making the self-asserting statement! The self, instead of being effaced in love, 

believes and asserts, “I love Baba.” Isn’t that self-deception? 

How will you get rid of this false self? How will you give up this shadowy I-am-ness and get established in the 

I-Alone-Am or God-Alone-Is state? Hafiz has given the answer: 

“O lover, separation and union are none of your business! 

Seek only to resign yourself to the will of the Beloved.” 

Even the craving for Union with the Beloved creates bindings. Therefore, do not bother about separation or 

Union; just love and love all the more. Then as you love more and more, you are able to resign yourself and 

find your path to the Perfect Master, who is the Way. And as you undergo a gradual change, your ego asserts 

itself less and less. Then whatever the Perfect Master tells you to do, you are able to carry out. In the 

beginning, the mind grumbles, “Why should I obey someone?” But Hafiz consoles the mind by saying: “O 

Mind! This bondage to the Master alone can give eternal freedom.” 

The chosen ones of the Perfect“Master obey him implicitly” He who becomes the perfect slave become“ a 

Perfect Master. 

 

Baba wore a pink coat every day during the hours of darshan. On 8 April, some lovers expressed their desire to see 

him wear a coat of some other shade. Baba smilingly replied: “If I started changing the color of my coat and clothes 

at the suggestion of my lovers, could you imagine what a variety of colors would be introduced in my wardrobe? I 

am the slave of your love, not of your whims!” 

Someone who wanted Baba’s blessing for a job reminded him, “Baba, you say you are the slave of your lovers. Well 

then, you must give me your blessing that I get this job.” 

Baba retorted with a smile, “I am not your slave. I am the slave of your love. Remember that.” 

On Sunday, 10 April 1960, from 2:00 to 6:00 P.M., Jaffer Qawaal sang before Baba for four hours. Shakila Banu and 

others, including Gajanan Watve, also sang, and Mangala S. Apte sang bhajans. As usual, Adi was also present for 

the occasion, as were those from the Ahmednagar Center. (Adi had arrived the day before at 8:00 A.M. with Chhagan 

and Sidhu.) 

Baburao Kale, who was practicing a particular sadhana (spiritual practice) came that day for Baba’s darshan. He told 

Baba about his dream wherein he found himself flying in the air and asked Baba, “Does this have any special 

meaning spiritually?” 

Baba replied, “What meaning? Only that of a dream! We see the birds flying. What does that mean spiritually? In 

ancient times, some yogis were so powerful that they too could fly like birds. For a lover of God, such things are 

neither important nor essential.” 



 

 

Baba asked those sitting before him whether they had such dreams. Some hands were raised. “Then such dreams are 

not uncommon,” Baba commented. Pointing to Pukar, he joked, “Even such a plump person can fly in a dream! 

What a wonder!” 

Baba continued, “Whether you walk on water or fly in the air, maybe in a dream as you had, or maybe in the normal 

awake state as the ancient yogis did, it has no meaning spiritually or very little meaning — worth ignoring. 

“Try honestly to love God, and you will realize that except love, all other things are meaningless.” 

“Do you meditate?” Baba asked Him. “If so, on whom?” 

Baburao Kale replied, “On God.” 

“Where is God?” 

Kale replied, “God is everywhere and in everything, in every particle of dust, and beyond it also.” 

Baba asked, “Is not this mere book knowledge? Is this your experience? Even a child can make such statements. So 

unless you have experience, it is useless to make such statements. 

“If you are really keen about the Truth, try to meditate with love on the Divine Form of your choice, or remember 

the name of God wholeheartedly. Then with divine grace, a fortunate one sees God face to face, everywhere and in 

everything far more clearly and intimately than you see the things in this room now with your physical eyes. 

“Before the real ‘seeing’ is revealed, one gets many experiences on the Path. If not rightly valued, these experiences 

prove very alluring and deceptive, too. If one starts feeling proud about one’s flight in a dream, how much pride will 

the experiences on the Path nourish? One has to be very watchful about the tricky nature of the ego which tries to 

maintain its separateness more and more. 

“One thing is certain. The more importance and attention you pay to such experiences, the more bound you get. 

Don’t run after experiences, but remain steadfast in your love for God.” 

Wing Commander Manohar Sakhare managed to come by plane to Poona for darshan that day, but he was unable to 

bring his wife Mona, who was longing to be near Baba. Sakhare told Baba about her love for him and her 

disappointment at having no chance to come even for a short while. Hearing this, Baba said, “Tell her I am not only 

here but there also. I am everywhere. Also tell her I love her more than she loves me.”  

He asked one of the mandali to recite a few lines in Urdu which he translated as follows: “The Master says: ‘My 

light stretches from here to the Beyond! I simply watch to see to what extent my lovers can succeed in seeing me.’ ” 

Baba concluded: “I am on your level, on all planes and beyond all planes too.” 

 

From Wednesday, 13 April 1960, Maharani Shantadevi began coming every morning to see Baba from 8:30 to 

10:30 A.M. The time set for darshan was from 9:00 to 11:00 A.M. 

To those seeking personal interviews, one day Baba stated: “I want to rest for 700 years. All here want me to see 

them alone. Therefore, let two or three see me privately, and the rest go out. Everyone says he will only take two or 

three minutes, but once the interview starts it takes a long time to end. Meanwhile, the others get tired of waiting.” 

Every afternoon, except Sundays, Baba would hand out glasses of cold sweetened sherbet to the mandali and 

everyone present. They had afternoon tea at 1:30 P.M., and within half an hour, the sherbet distribution would take 

place. Baba would first give everyone one glassful, and then refill their glasses. Sometimes, when there was more, 

he would hand out a third round. 

On 14 April, the following couplets of Hafiz (which Baba had previously translated into English) were read out: 

Hafiz says: 

O ignorant one! Strive, so that one day you become a Master of Wisdom. 

Unless you yourself have traversed the Path, how can you guide others? 

 

In the Divine School, in the presence of the Perfect Master, O son, 

Try, try, try to obey, so that one day you may also become the Father. 

 

Like the brave men on the Path, wash your hands of this copper-like existence, 



 

 

So that one day you gain the alchemy of love and become gold. 

 

Wants of the body, sleep and food have kept you away from the threshold of Love. 

You will attain union with the Beloved when you become free from all wants. 

 

Baba explained: 

It is very difficult to be without wants. “I want to sleep, I want to eat” — these are wants. “I do not want to 

sleep or to eat” — this also is a want. It is therefore rather impossible to be without wants. What then is the 

solution? Hafiz provides one. 

Hafiz has said: Only the grace of the Perfect Master can make you free from all wants. Even if a wee bit of the 

effulgent glory of God were to be revealed, you would become millions of times brighter than the earth’s sun. 

If for one slight moment you have the fortune to drown yourself in the Ocean of Love, do not hesitate. That 

moment does not come frequently. As soon as the Master says, ‘Drown!’ do not hesitate. Drown the moment 

the Master commands you to drown. Don’t worry about what the world will think of you. The world will call 

you mad, but you should not hesitate. 

If even one hair of yours is dipped in the Ocean of Love, you become “wet” eternally. In that bliss of Union 

with the Beloved that you then enjoy, there is no break. It is continuous. From head to foot you become God if 

in this Path you become footless and headless. 

“How to become footless and headless?” asked Baba. 

Do whatever I tell you. Do not use your mind. When the Will of the Beloved becomes your will, then you are 

footless and headless. Yet all this is impossible — even the very desire for union with Beloved God is 

madness. So there remains only one solution, and that is to become the very dust at the feet of the Perfect 

Master. 

Implicit obedience to the Perfect Master is the only answer. Where his orders are concerned, follow them 

literally. Do not use your head to analyze their significance. Do what the Perfect Master wants you to do. Let 

your feet move at his command. Let your life be lived in accordance with his behest. This is becoming footless 

and headless. 

Baba asked Sanjeevani Deshmukh to translate this into Marathi. She hesitated, saying that it was difficult as the 

passage dealt with philosophy. Her father, Dr. Deshmukh, agreed. Baba corrected him: 

Do not call it philosophical. It is not philosophy! It depicts Life Perennial. This is the life expected of a real 

man. The life that you lead is the life of an animal! It portrays nothing but animality. 

One may be an intellectual genius, but unless one realizes the Truth, his so-called knowledge is nothing but a 

play of words in ignorance. His interpretations of life and the commentaries on Truth can be likened to the 

blind leading the blind. 

What is the picture of life in general? At first you are a child absorbed in games. Then you grow young and 

pretty, become lost in youthful reveries and in course get married. You have children. As you grow old, the 

worries pile up and get multiplied. Old age with all its inevitable weaknesses draws nearer each day, when 

finally with an unsatisfied feeling you have to leave the gross body. Can you call this a life worth living? It is 

not much different from the life of an elephant. 

I know your innumerable incarnations wherein the selfsame story is repeated over and over again. Remember, 

this is all a dream, but a significant dream. Its purpose is to make you aware of the nothingness of the dream 

itself. But you are so overpowered by ignorance and the self-sown illusory worries that you do not wake up to 

the situation, and do not firmly resolve to lead the life of a real man. 

In the couplets, Hafiz gives an indication of Life Perennial. This is the life one should aim at. It is for this life 

that you have a human form. And unless you decide to live Life Perennial now and make sincere efforts to do 

so, all previous human forms, so to speak, are likened to those of animals. So only the life of love [for God] 

leading to Life Perennial is worth living. One who loves God has only one longing, one worry, and that is, to 

become one with God. This is the Real Life which leads the lover to the Everlasting Life. 

 

On the morning of Good Friday, 15 April 1960, Baba explained about the Perfect Master Bayazid: 



 

 

Bayazid was a Qutub, well known in the Sufi world. A Sufi poet has sung: “Only after cycles is one born like 

Bayazid!” He hailed from Khurasan [Iran]. Once a man, who walked 70 miles, came to him and told Bayazid, 

“My brother has deep love for you. He is seriously ill and is calling you to him. He could not travel such a 

distance, so he has sent me to you with a request for you to visit him before he dies.” 

Although very old, Bayazid went to his lover, walking ten miles every day for a week. People were amazed that 

he, who had never set foot in their town before, came only to see one man. 

After seeing the man, Bayazid declared, “My work is done.” And covering ten miles each day, he walked back 

home. 

It was his habit to change his kafni [robe] each day and see if anything was left in the pockets. When he 

returned home, he took off his kafni and on examining it found an ant. Bayazid thought: “This ant has come 

from that town,” and so saying, he started out on foot again back to that place. He walked the 70 miles and, 

leaving the ant in the town, he walked back home again and soon after gave up his body. 

Why did he go back? How meaningful was it? How much work did he do? Intellect cannot grasp it. Only he 

knew why he was doing this particular work. So, I always say: Do as the Perfect Master tells you to do, and do 

not use your common sense. The Perfect Master’s work and statements are beyond the reach of intellect. Just 

go on doing as he directs. 

Once, an inquisitive and doubting man went to Bayazid and said, “You, being perfect, ought to know the 

thoughts of others. What am I thinking of just now?” 

Bayazid replied, “You are thinking that which you ought not to have thought of, and asking that which you 

ought not to have asked. Had you come with an open mind and curbed tongue, you would have received that 

which you ought to have received, instead of this well-deserved rebuke.” 

Baba spoke about other Perfect Masters the same day: 

Ramakrishna Paramhansa was uneducated. One day a man approached him desiring to give a piece of land to 

Ramakrishna. A government officer was to come to register the deed. This “frightened” Ramakrishna and he 

wondered what would happen when the big official appeared! Although being all-powerful and knowing 

everything, he played such a game. 

Sai Baba used to enjoy smoking a chillum [clay pipe]. Once a poor woman went to him with her child. The 

small boy was standing naked before him; still he asked the mother: “Is it a boy or a girl?” Thus, though 

knowing everything, Sai Baba was displaying ignorance. 

I am the same way. I promise a person God-realization tomorrow, but at that very moment I know that he 

requires hundreds of births for the same. In such an act of promising, ignorance is manifested. It is difficult to 

grasp how I, as the Highest of the High, can be so ignorant! 

It is because, being the Avatar, I do not act but become everything as everything. The Avatar, who is Infinite 

Knowledge, becomes infinite ignorance, too. But how can you imagine my state of being simultaneously on 

and between the highest and the lowest levels of consciousness? From the Highest level, I know everything, 

while on the rest of the levels I do not know anything. 

This dual role that I play has been depicted to some extent in one Persian couplet: 

I appear in the Highest Sphere, but at the same time, 

I seem to appear not to know what is just near my leg. 

I am God and Man as the Eternal God-Man, and as such I stoop down to all levels of consciousness to make 

myself available to all things and beings, so that they may know me as the One Indivisible Self. 

I am the Lord of the Universe. I know everything. I have given you your body; I reside in you, yet I ask you 

daily about your health. Do you know why? I want you to be healthy so that I can pulverize you in my love! 

I give and I demand. Such is the dual role I play eternally with creation. 

 

As usual, Bhau continued his nightwatch duties at Guruprasad. One night Baba asked Bhau to give him a glass of 

water. When Bhau was filling the glass, Baba motioned for him to turn on the lights. When he had done this, he took 

the water to Baba. Baba instantly became angry, gesturing, “I asked for water, and you went to put on the lights? 

What a fool you are!” 

“But you told me to put them on,” Bhau said. “How can I do two things at once?” 



 

 

With displeasure, Baba gestured, “I wanted water first. You should have given it to me first and then turned on the 

lights.” Baba continued to lambast Bhau, and, calling Goher and Eruch he complained that Bhau was not properly 

obeying him and harassing him terribly. 

When Bhau was on watch the next day, Baba motioned to him to turn on the lights. When he was about to do this, 

Baba asked for water. Remembering the “lesson” he had been taught the previous day, Bhau first switched on the 

light and then took the glass of water to Baba. Highly annoyed, Baba asked, “Why didn’t you give me water first?” 

Bhau replied, “You asked me to turn on the lights first, and so I did. Yesterday, you told me that I should carry out 

the order given first.” 

“But today I wanted you to give me water first.” 

“But how am I to know which you want first?” 

“That is why I have been saying that obedience is impossible! Still, in such a case, you should have admitted your 

mistake. You should have said, ‘Yes, Baba, I am sorry. I made a mistake.’ But instead, you go on arguing with me, 

which annoys me more! To sincerely confess our faults is really admirable. Never argue with me. 

“I am telling you the truth. Today, I wanted you to give me the water first. When you don’t know what I want, it 

proves that you are ignorant. And when you are ignorant, why do you argue with me? Why don’t you just accept 

what I say? Today, I wanted you to obey the second order first. 

“If you cannot understand my ways, then at least accept your mistake without an argument. If you admit your 

mistake wholeheartedly, then one day you will know what I desire. Then I will not have to tell you what I want.” 

Besides nightwatch, one day Baba asked Bhau to write a play, and Baba explained its theme. Baba titled it Prem 

Mahima (The Glory of Love). He gave certain points to be included and which Bhau expanded upon. The play was 

finished while Baba was still at Guruprasad and was read out to him. Baba composed two ghazals to be included in 

it and these were sent to Rustom Kaka, who was told to begin the meeting at the Ahmednagar Center with the songs. 

One day Francis told Baba, “The more I see, the more I wonder why anyone wants God-realization — it is a big 

affair. God is just too big, that’s all!” 

Baba chuckled and gave him a kiss. But sometimes Francis too came “under fire.” One day, when Baba reprimanded 

him about something, Francis started weeping and felt much regret. Later Baba called him and gave him instructions 

about some writing work. Baba assured him, “Don’t get discouraged; you are really doing well, and I am quite 

satisfied with you. I only said what I did earlier so that your heart will be more comfortable!” Baba gave him a kiss, 

and Francis, now all smiles, left bursting with gratitude and happiness. 

One day N. S. Agrawal of Nagpur came for a few hours and, seeking solace, pressed his head on Baba’s feet. As he 

returned to his seat, he requested that Baba give him darshan, “I have come for darshan; I have got to have darshan.” 

“You have just had Baba’s darshan!” Eruch remarked. 

Still, with folded hands, Agrawal repeated, “Baba, I pray to you to give me darshan.” 

“You mean real darshan,” Baba stated. “Only a rare one is fortunate enough to have that darshan — seeing me as I 

should be seen.” 

“If you bless me, as Lord Krishna blessed Arjuna, then I will have Vishwaruup darshan.” 

“Vishwaruup or Virat darshan which Arjuna had was not real darshan. It was just the darshan of Krishna’s Universal 

Body. In Virat darshan, there is fear. That is why Arjuna felt afraid. In real darshan there is only bliss.” 

One man interrupted, telling Agrawal, “And that is why Arjuna repeatedly prayed to Krishna to withdraw the cosmic 

vision and begged him to reappear in his usual attractive human form. So you, too, should now feel content to have 

Baba’s darshan in this Avataric form, which is due to your good fortune.” 

Agrawal replied, “Why? I am not content. The mind rebels, remains dissatisfied and the heart craves for real 

darshan.” 

In response, Baba stated, “Good! But you have no idea about real darshan. It is quite different from Virat darshan. In 

real darshan, there is ever-renewing bliss; there is no fear. The only way to have such darshan lies through love, and 

to love me is not easy. To follow love is to keep oneself prepared for greater and greater sacrifice. In leading the life 

of love, you must have that readiness to leave anything or everything at my signal; or willingly retain your 

connection with the family, business or society, if so desired by me. 

“This is not easy. Try to love me in your own way and obey implicitly the instructions as and when they are given. 

But of your own accord, don’t ask for any instructions. Don’t worry. I like you.” 



 

 

 

Sunday, 17 April 1960, was a very crowded day at Guruprasad. Thousands attended the darshan from 8:00 A.M. until 

noon, including a Zoroastrian high priest named Dastur Bodh, who had heard of Baba while in America. Polly 

Umrigar, the well-known Indian cricket player, also came with his wife Dinoo. 

Baba heard a part of an Urdu translation of God Speaks that day, done by Professor Dastgir. Afterwards, Baba 

remarked to him, “You are dry in heart but soft in mind. Whatever you have written by your intellect will make 

many weep. In making others soft-hearted, you, too, will become like them. I will keep an eye on you. I am pleased 

with you.” 

Meanwhile, Hilde Halpern had published a small book of Baba’s messages translated into German, titled Liebe und 

Weisheit (Love and Wisdom). Baba informed her, “I bless your efforts to spread my love and wisdom in your 

mother tongue.”227 

During this period, Jehangu Sukhadwalla, Baba’s niece Gulnar’s husband, was working at the Poona airport. One 

evening as he was riding home on his scooter, he hit a pothole in the road and his brakes jammed. He was flung to 

the far side of the road, and his scooter went flying in the opposite direction. He emerged unscathed, and he 

attributed it to his crying out Baba’s name with all his heart. 

The next afternoon, when Jehangu excitedly recounted his “miraculous” escape to Baba, saying it was he who had 

saved him, Baba corrected him: “It is not my miracle. I do not perform miracles! You say that at the time of the 

accident you were wholeheartedly remembering me. So, call it the miracle of my name. 

“When everything goes wrong, the mind becomes helpless and it has to rely entirely on the heart. These are the 

moments when you resign to my will and so rely solely on my help. When you leave all to me, I dare not care not, 

and you are relieved from the predicament.” 

On 18 April, Maharani Shantadevi provided a delicious lunch for Baba and those with him, and Watve sang again 

for Baba at a special program from 2:00 P.M. until 5:00 P.M. On another occasion, Deshmukh and Dinkar V. Dhage, 

an attorney from Nagpur, also provided the mandali and a few close Poona lovers with a catered lunch, and Baba sat 

with them as they ate. 

Lovers from Andhra and Hamirpur were given time with Baba on the 18th. Pukar’s family came, and Baba asked his 

wife, “Where should Pukar stay, here or in Hamirpur?” 

She replied, “At both places.” 

Baba gestured, “Only I can do that, and I am living at both places! 

The following day, Baba again spent time with his Hamirpur lovers. They were all poor, but had made the long and 

costly journey nonetheless. Baba remarked: 

I like their love! They don’t need discourses and explanations. They come with love and for love. To them, my 

embrace and darshan are sufficient. I do not have to undergo the headache of explaining things to them. 

When the Avatar descends, he receives love from the poverty-stricken, the downtrodden, the backward classes 

and those suffering disease. Fishermen were the companions of Christ, cowherd boys of Lord Krishna. And it 

is these [Hamirpur] people who are my lovers! They are poor, but their hearts are clean. Their love pleases me. 

Explanations and discourses are necessary only to create love in the literate and intellectual people who come. 

Not for these people. 

One day Baba remarked to those gathered: “For me, all of you are presidents, prime ministers and cabinet ministers. 

They can come, they may come, and they will come, but those who come for love: that is quite different.” 

 

One day after bhajans were sung, Baba remarked to the singers and musicians: 

It is mentioned without any exception in all the holy books that God exists. The mystics, saints and the God-

realized Masters from all faiths confirm that God Alone Is. So it clearly follows that God can be seen, and you 

are duty bound to find Him and see Him. 

 
227 Hilde Halpern was an internationally renowned graphologist who had a wide-ranging circle of important 

clients. She met Baba in Los Angeles in 1956 at the home of Hilda Fuchs (who most likely told her of 

Baba). Hilde's husband Otto was a famous theoretical physicist. 

 



 

 

This becomes possible only when you carry your life in the palm of your hand. Only then can you aspire to see 

God. You can see God far more clearly than the things you see of the material world. It matters very little 

whether you visit temples, mosques, churches or fire-temples, or whether you follow or do not follow the 

rituals and ceremonies that are current in society. What is really needed is an insatiable longing to see God. For 

this, you must have an unswerving faith in your Master and undaunted courage to carry out your Master’s 

every command most willingly. 

A few days back, you sang a song in my presence, the chorus of which was: "My Master has told me this’..." 

And today, all that I have told you just now is the real thing worth telling, hearing and practicing, too. 

Baba would play cards in Guruprasad. One day a judge participated in the game of La Risque for the first time. Baba 

explained to him: “I play cards for three reasons. First, the burden of the Universal work gets lightened; second, the 

minds of all the players are focused on me in a very natural manner; and third, in this game of La Risque, the players 

are divided into two parties. At the end of each game, those who lose in the game have to rub their noses on the 

carpet before me, the Highest of the High. This is a rare privilege, and thus, the losers become winners.” 

Baba ended by quoting a line in Urdu that means: “It is a game in which the winner feels ashamed, and the loser 

rejoices.” 

 

On Sunday, 24 April 1960, the Ahmednagar bhajan group (26 persons, including children) had an opportunity to 

sing before Baba in Guruprasad. 

Two days later, on the 26th, Baba was discoursing about the Path when he remarked: “The fun of it is that the One 

who is sought is Himself the seeker. It is the same One God who prompts the seeker to ask, ‘Where can I find God?’ 

... ‘How can I find God?’ 

“The seeker asking ‘Where can I find God?’ is really God saying, ‘Where indeed is the seeker?’ ” 

A young devotee asked Baba this earnest question one day: “Will I realize the Truth in this incarnation?” 

Baba replied, “Why be so eager, so impatient? How will you profit by my reply? If I were to say that you will 

realize the Truth in this very life, will you gain anything more than merely hearing these encouraging words? And if 

I were to say, ‘No [not this lifetime]’ and that you need many more births to realize the Truth, you will feel nervous 

and dejected.” 

The young man answered, “Nothing will affect me in either case.” 

“Then forget your question altogether! This much is certain, that the Truth is infinitely more anxious to reveal Itself 

through you — and through everyone — than your seeking It with utmost efforts. 

“Even wanting Truth is an unwanted want, and Truth is far beyond wanting. You cannot demand Truth; it dawns 

unawares. The way lies through successive unconditional surrenders to the Perfect Master.” 

Baba continued, “Again, remember the Path is slippery. Guard yourself against posing. It is the worst thing. Let the 

lamp of honesty ever burn within you. Be sincere in your seeking. My nazar is on you. Don’t worry.” 

Explaining to one woman devotee about slander, Baba cited this couplet of Kabir: 

He who slanders me is my friend, 

Because with his own soap, he cleanses me of my dirt! 

“So,” Baba emphasized, “the first thing required is love. And the second is do not backbite.” 

He added, “Feel glad if anyone slanders you, and always be careful that you don’t slander others.” 

The woman said, “Baba, I don’t slander anyone.” 

“It is good if you don’t slander anyone. But generally, he who drinks liquor says: ‘Do I get intoxicated? I am never 

drunk!’ 

“The same is the case with slanderers. A slanderer will slander, and if anyone were to draw his attention to it, he 

would reply, ‘Who says I am slandering? I never slander.’ “ 

The woman said, “But really, I never backbite. It is the truth!” 

Baba explained: 

If anyone speaks about another’s shortcomings behind his back, even though what he says may be true, it is 

slander. 



 

 

What effect do the sanskaras of backbiting produce? Suppose Mr. A says to Mr. B: “Mr. C has not come; he is a 

bad man.” Mr. C is not present. Mr. A has told this directly to Mr. B. Consequently, there is an exchange of 

sanskaras in an indirect way between Mr. A and Mr. C, and in a direct way between Mr. A and Mr. B. Thus, 

the sanskaras of slandering are of two types — direct and indirect. Thereby, the most minute sanskaras are 

created and for millions of births it is difficult to be freed from them. 

Sanskaras are of seven colors. Sanskaras of lust and anger have different colors, and the sanskaras created by 

backbiting are still deeper. We do not know them as such, but they are some of the worst type and nearly 

impossible to eradicate. Viruses are very subtle germs and invisible, but they are the most troublesome. 

Similarly, the sanskaras of calumny and defamation are most wicked and troublesome. 

Therefore, do not defame or vilify others. If someone does it to you, you should be pleased. If someone kicks 

you, press his leg. What Christ has said about presenting the other cheek [if slapped] has meaning. If you love, 

you cannot slander. So try to love all. If you do it, I will believe in you! Otherwise, your coming to me has no 

meaning. So what is the benefit? It is the luck of you all that you are connected with me. 

If you keep all four fingers in front of your eyes, you will not be able to see me. So, how can profound subjects 

be discussed? Tukaram has said: 

How can I thank the Perfect Master? 

He is that one who keeps me alert every moment! 

Consequently, I have been warning you often about backbiting, and I previously had a Life Circular issued 

about it. 

Observing one woman who looked worried about something, Baba remarked: “Shut the trap of your mind and end 

all your worries. Open the trap of your heart and release love.” 

To another who was likewise facing difficulties, Baba urged: “Don’t worry over physical suffering. Even if the body 

were cut to pieces, it matters little in comparison with the heart getting stained. Try your utmost to keep the heart 

pure. Let your faith remain unadulterated. Through the body, you get a chance to suffer, but a time gradually comes, 

and it must come, when all sufferings are over. Then you leave the body for good and experience eternal bliss.” 

 

On Friday, 29 April 1960, about 50 lovers and devotees arrived from Calcutta, Jabalpur and Hamirpur. To a group 

from Madhya Pradesh and Uttar Pradesh, Baba said: 

The untold Infinite Treasure is within you. The only problem is that you do not seek it within you. You look 

without. This has been your habit from your apparent birth in the Beginningless Beyond. 

The moment you awaken from sleep, you start looking outside of yourself. On the Path, as you begin to look 

within, you see some sparks of the Treasure. But these are just the shadows of the Real Treasure. 

The Perfect Master has the key that opens the last gate which leads to and opens this Infinite Treasure. To aspire 

to have a look at, or to become one with, the Infinite Treasure — God — is in a way sheer madness. It has to be 

that degree of madness which remains unaffected by the most alluring pleasures or the most sorrowful pains. 

The infinitely affectionate “look” — nazar — of the Perfect Master can awaken such “madness.” But for this, 

you have to lead a life according to the Master’s instructions with complete resignation to his will. It makes no 

difference whether you are physically near or away from him. 

[Someone interrupted Baba with a question.] When you are in my company, be fully attentive and receptive to 

what I dictate without questioning. Love me and be silent. Pampering of the intellect brings forth innumerable 

questions. All these questions of the mind can be answered, but that is hardly spiritually indispensable. Mere 

intellectual explanations will not take you out of the internal muddle, but will puzzle you all the more. Very 

rare persons have the necessary acumen. 

Try to grasp what I have already said. The more you love me, the less you question. Love answers all questions, 

for it ignores questioning itself. 

Hold on to my daaman, even if it amounts to hell and heaven becoming one! Worry not about the conflicting 

thoughts, but be aware that your grip has firmly clasped my daaman. Let not the grip be loosened in any event. 

To demand anything from the Beloved is an insult to love. Love only gives and goes on giving until the Will of 

the Beloved alone manifests through the lover. 

Beauty and love are linked. There is always a sweet tussle in the heart of a lover between God’s beauty and 

love. God’s beauty and love demand sacrifice and total surrender. The lover of God has to do whatever the 

Beloved wants. 



 

 

One of the mandali told Baba that he had trouble giving a satisfactory answer to one of his friends when the latter 

asked him, “What is God?” 

“You should have counter-questioned him, ‘What is not God?’ ” Baba said. “The answer is so simple.” 

 

A large darshan was held on Sunday, 1 May 1960, when thousands attended. Notable among them was a famous 

Indian actor, Prem Nath, 34, who came late in the evening with his small son. Baba surprisingly agreed to grant him 

an interview. The precocious boy recited [from Shakespeare] Hamlet’s soliloquy in English before Baba “To be, or 

not to be …” 

Often, during Baba’s previous stays at Guruprasad, many screenwriters from Bombay would come to Baba, wishing 

to obtain his blessings for success in their film ventures. Baba would always impress on them the necessity of 

portraying spiritual truths in their movies. During 1960, several influential persons connected with the film industry 

came for Baba’s darshan. 

One day (23 May) D. D. Kashyap, 50, a Bombay film director, came for darshan in the morning and stayed for two 

hours. Baba remarked to him, “I know everything. Even then, I want you to introduce yourself to me. All this is to 

meet you on your level. I am happy to see you. Are you happy? Have you any worry?” 

Kashyap said, “Nothing special.” 

“When one attains a human form, whether well placed in life or not, worries in a way become inevitable, but one 

should not succumb to them.” 

Kashyap said, “Formerly, I was well placed in life and high in the film world as well. During these last few years, 

however, I’ve had to experience many ups and downs. And today, as I have the fortune to sit at your holy feet, I 

realize all the more that whatever has happened was worthwhile, and that it was all the will of God.” 

Pleased, Baba commented: 

This is a good way of understanding events in life. Read God Speaks. If you understand it properly, you will 

grasp what I am saying. You will find that there is nothing in the world to worry about. Whatever happens, 

happens due to impressions or sanskaras. Sanskaras make the dream of creation appear to be real and lasting, 

and create undue worries. 

The so-called good times are like happy dreams. Owing to the congenial atmosphere, they become a long and 

pleasant sight, and you want to enjoy them more and more. But when you awake from sleep, you find that the 

world of dreams has no value. 

Bad times are like frightening dreams. You crave to remove yourself from such situations as early as possible. 

For example, if a tiger leaps right onto you in your dream, you awaken instantaneously. 

It is God’s Plan to awaken everyone from the Dream of Creation and make him live in Him and experience His 

infinite bliss. The law of opposites operates unfailingly to stage the so-called good and bad times. And in His 

compassion, God leads everyone and everything toward Himself, Who is beyond good and evil. So there is 

really not a thing to worry over. 

I am Eternal Bliss. I eternally suffer too for those who remain steeped in ignorance, as the being of everything 

and everyone in illusion. 

The director told Baba part of the story of his recent film, Maya, about a wealthy boy who falls in love with a poor 

slum girl and uses his wealth and influence to help the poor. Baba commented: 

If you read God Speaks you will have a wider view of the spiritual panorama of the Divine Drama which 

reveals the secret of creation. The entire creation is a “Game of Love” or leela [divine sport] which God enjoys 

at His own cost! 

In the motion picture industry, you should also introduce spiritual truths, but do so gradually. This is the need of 

the time. If you become successful in it, it will be profitable to you in both ways, materially and spiritually. 

However, while directing or producing such films keep in mind that, except God, everything is illusion. Then 

the work will not bind you, and the heart will become more and more pure to reveal God’s treasure. 

One Persian couplet states the following: 

God the Beloved says to the lover: 

Vacate your abode of its millions of strangers; 

Then only, will I enter. I feel shy of strangers! 



 

 

And who are the strangers? Wants, desires, thoughts! They are all so compressed within you that they leave no 

room for God the Beloved, whom you would invite in. 

As the strangers begin to leave the heart, it becomes cleaner and purer. Then God peeks into it, and His all-

loving glance wipes out all worries. And the glimpse of God that one experiences leaves no scope for any 

doubts about His sweet will that manifests through “good” and “bad” times. 

The God-realized Soul lives in the world, but the world does not and cannot touch him. But to achieve God-

realization is not child’s play. For this, one has to surrender all — body, mind and heart — to the Perfect 

Master. 

At this point, Kashyap quoted some lines referring to the intense longing for union with God. Baba liked them and 

remarked: 

It is a nice quotation, but how does one create such longing in his heart? That is the difficulty. One must feel 

from the core of one’s heart that it is impossible for him to live without seeing God. His condition should be 

like that of a fish taken out of water. When such longing continues, one has the fortune to see God — the 

Ocean of Effulgence. 

The intensity of longing necessary for one to become one with God can never be measured, howsoever high the 

gross standard. Such longing is a rare experience, altogether unique, and it is exclusively for one who is ablaze 

with the spark of divine love from the Perfect Master. 

I am pleased with you. You can contribute much toward making good films by introducing spiritual truths to 

the public. But be honest. Let not hypocrisy creep into your dealings. Try to respond honestly to the dictates of 

your conscience. I am with you; I am within you. But you should take me with you. My blessings. 

 

On the morning of Monday, 2 May 1960, Baba visited the homes of some of his Poona lovers such as Dhavle, 

Ranisaheb of Kurundwad, and others. He also visited the hospital where Kamble’s wife was admitted. Shinde had 

built a new house, and Baba visited it and held the housewarming ceremonies, naming it Meher Prasad. Shinde sent 

lunch to Guruprasad for all. 

A number of devotees from Andhra visited Guruprasad that same day, including Koduri Krishna Rao and Bonala 

Venkateswarlu. A touching incident occurred as B. Bapiraju, of Tadepalligudem, entered wearing a pink coat. He 

was an innocent and pure man, and his small sons were dressed similarly. On his head was a solar topee given to 

him by Baba after Baba had worn it in Andhra. Their visit and Bapiraju’s unintentionally funny remarks had Baba 

almost doubled up with laughter. “In five minutes, he has lessened the weight of my universal burden,” Baba said. 

Bal Natu also arrived on the 2nd and stayed at Guruprasad during his six weeks of school holidays. 

On 3 May, there was an afternoon qawaali program by Jadhav Qawaal. The singer and his group had sung before 

Baba twice before: at Meherabad for Baba’s birthday in 1953 and again the following year at Satara. On this 

occasion, Baba liked Jadhav’s performance so much that he gave him one of his handkerchiefs and remarked: “If 

you were to hear just a wave — a single vibration — of that Aadi Naad [Original Sound], you would lose bodily 

consciousness. I am the Oceanic Sound or Param Naad. Being on your level, when I hear a piece of exquisite music, 

I appear pleased even with the seventh shadow vibrations of the Param Naad.” 

Once, a singer from Gunjoti (Aurangabad District) came to Guruprasad and sang Keshav Nigam’s Meher Chalisa 

before Baba. He butchered the song, but Baba kept nodding as if enjoying it. He gestured to the mandali, “He has 

made a mess of it!” But he told Eruch to tell him, “It was quite good; your performance has pleased me much.” And 

the singer left quite happy. 

 

Baba’s nephews, Sohrab and Rustom, used to perform skits for Baba occasionally. Beheram’s servant, Narya, would 

at times take part. Narya would be sent to Guruprasad practically daily on some errand or the other. He would 

stutter, and when Baba would ask him his name, he would utter, “Na-na-na-narya!” Baba took great delight in this, 

and each time Narya came, he would ask him the same question and always enjoyed his reply. Baba’s questions had 

their effect, because after Baba dropped his body, Narya completely stopped stuttering. 

There were always music programs at Guruprasad during the darshans, mostly performed by the Poona bhajan 

group. In addition, other singing groups from different centers throughout India were called to perform for Baba. 

From Bhopal, Nafde’s children had a chance to sing before Baba once, as did Pophali Pleader’s son, Shriram. A 

devotee from Nagpur named Vaman Nathuji Naik also sang before Baba. On 4 May, Nene’s and Siganporia’s 

daughters were asked to sing. And then for fun: Dr. Deshmukh! 



 

 

Once, during a recital, Baba asked someone whose eyes were drooping, “Are you sleeping or awake?” 

Startled, the man replied, “I am awake.” 

“Whether you sleep or remain awake,” Baba remarked, “you are only dreaming! You can only be called awake 

when you see me as I really am! But no one can see me as I am until I open myself to him.” 

Baba quoted these words of Krishna from the Bhagavad Gita in relation to his Avataric state: 

I have placed myself under the veil of maya and so, 

although I am the Effulgence, all cannot see me as I am. 

Baba then quoted this line from Hafiz: 

The emperors and the angels stand in adoration 

with hands folded at the feet of the Real Dervish. 

The editor of the Marathi newspaper Sahyadri, Anantrao Vithal Patil, had come for Baba’s darshan several times, 

and on Friday, 6 May 1960, Baba paid a visit to his office.228 

The following day, Baba approved the draft of a circular, stating that he would be leaving Poona for Meherazad on 

20 June, and that from the 10th of June he would stop giving darshan and not be available to visitors until the end of 

1960. 

The circular read: 

From July 1st till the end of the year, Baba will remain completely secluded at Meherazad. During that period of 

six months, except for those whom he will call expressly for some work, no one should visit him or express a 

desire to do so. 

No one should correspond with Baba till the end of the year. Only in case of emergency, a reply prepaid cable 

direct to Baba is permitted. However, necessary correspondence other than with Baba may continue as usual. 

Baba was feverish all that night. During darshan the next day, Sunday, 8 May, a bank manager named Wagh, a 

kindhearted person, came with a number of questions. Baba told him: 

God is not to be argued about. Mere arguing will take you nowhere. In love, arguments and discussions have no 

place. Let the argumentative attitude slacken and be more and more open-minded. Don’t be dogmatic. 

Then, in the course of life, if you fortunately get an opportunity to meet the Divine Beloved — a God-realized 

Master — the heart rejoices. The love-filled heart longs to dedicate one’s life to the Beloved. It says, “Let the 

Beloved’s will be foremost.” 

It is always the mind that doubts. Mind says: “Is he the Beloved worth loving? Will I be right in sacrificing for 

this Beloved?” 

Heart replies: “Why argue? Take a plunge in the Beloved’s divinity. Place your life at his feet. Surrender.” 

Mind remonstrates: “What about my capability to judge and argue? Why should I plunge? Am I blind? Why 

should I follow the dictates of the heart? Am I good for nothing?” 

In this way, the struggle goes on between the mind and the heart. 

Later a visitor requested that Baba give him his blessings. Baba replied: 

It is very easy for me to give blessings. It is very difficult for me to give love. It is very, very rare for me to 

bestow grace. Why? It is very easy for me to give blessings, because you are eager to receive them. The 

necessary receptivity is already there. But it is not so with love, because no one really wants to receive it as it 

should be received. The “warmth” of love is so unbearable that one who receives it has his whole being 

“blistered” and “blasted!” If you withstand this, your heart becomes clean. Then it is filled with love.   

The one wh” rece“ves my l”ve is completely ruined in the eyes of the world. To receive love, you have to lose 

everything — even your own self! You have to give up all desires to such an extent that you become dead to 

yourself and the world. Then you are eligible to receive love. Rarely has one the longing to receive love. I am 

the Ocean of love. I am ready to give love to such a one, but where is the one to receive it? No one is ready, as 

he should always be, to receive love. 

 
228 Baba had visited the office in 1959 also. 



 

 

As for my grace, I bestow it when I get the whim to do so. Grace means grace, and it is perfectly independent of 

merits and demerits. When grace descends, instantaneously you become what you ever are -- God. But this is 

very rare. 

On the 11th, when Baba visited Maisaheb Patwardhan’s bungalow, a woman of the family asked Baba for the same 

thing — his blessings. To her, Baba explained, “No sooner you came for my darshan then you have my blessings, 

for darshan itself is a blessing.” 

 

Zal Aidoon, a friend of Jalbhai’s, was one of the Poona lovers who had permission to spend the entire day at 

Guruprasad. Once, when Baba was sitting with the mandali and close lovers, Baba asked, “How do I look?” 

All except Zal said he looked splendid. Zal, being a simple, guileless person, said, “Baba, to me you look old.” 

“Do I really seem old?” Baba (who was 66) asked with an astonished expression. “Just think twice before 

answering. Then give me your opinion.” 

Zal considered a moment and said, “Yes, Baba, you do look old!” 

Baba asked him to leave the hall, think the matter over carefully and then come back and answer him. On his return, 

Zal innocently repeated the same thing. Baba sent him out, and on his return to the hall, he again said that Baba 

looked old. But when for the third time he was told to leave the hall, after “deep” thinking he came back and replied, 

“Baba, you look young!” 

Baba beamed, gesturing, “Now you have come to your senses! Sit down.” 

The same thing happened with Pukar. One day Baba asked him, “How do I look?” 

Pukar replied frankly, “You look somewhat old today.” 

“What?” exclaimed Baba, “Pack your things and immediately leave for Hamirpur!” 

Pukar hastily reconsidered, “You look young, Baba!” 

“That’s better. Remember this, I never grow old. I am eternally young.” 

Daily, Baba would make Zal repeat this verse (in Gujarati) in his presence, which Zal did with all appropriate acting: 

Nanak says: “Listen, Bharthari, it is good to act as directed. 

If not, then you will be beaten with a pumpkin, and we will not give a damn about you.”229 

 

One day a distinguished looking man came to garland and bow down to Baba. He said, “I have read God Speaks so 

many times that I have it on the tip of my fingers. Now please instruct me how to realize the Truth.” 

Baba said: 

That which is meant for the mind, mind grasps through the intellect. To know what is beyond mind, destruction 

of the mind is required. You want to know that which is beyond mind through the medium of the mind! That is 

impossible. So it is far better for you to love God. 

I am free eternally, still, within you, I am bound. What is required is experience. Only then will thoughts, 

doubts, questions vanish forever. A man may have read and studied God Speaks, but if he claims he is God, it 

is hypocrisy! 

For example, you are a man. Is it necessary for you to tell others that you are a man? No. But if you are [living] 

among donkeys, you would vehemently declare that you are a man. In the same way, I am God, but I have not 

to speak of it, because it is quite natural. Yet sometimes, I have to declare it. 

How can you experience the Infinite? You can try to imagine it, but you can have no real idea of it. No sooner 

the I goes, the veil is torn and the Infinite is realized. What is the veil between you and God? It is only your 

ego! Annihilate it and let God take its place. 

 
229 Kahta Nanak soono Bharthari, kahna maana accha hai 

Nahi man-e-tau kaddu maari, ham-e garaj kya parvah hai! 

Raja Bharthari is the hero of many North Indian folktales and is sometimes referred to as Sant Bharthari. 



 

 

How can you annihilate your own self? If you want to tear the veil, destroy your ego! How? All efforts to 

remove the veil strengthen it, and knots upon knots accumulate and become twisted tighter. The easiest way is 

to surrender your ego to me, regardless of how I handle it. 

Baba continued: 

On the spiritual path, the only sin is hypocrisy. Be honest. You yourself are the veil. Realization is simple, but 

you yourself make it extremely difficult. From the beginning, you are God! Who has bound you? Your mind! 

When you are asleep, you are free, but not consciously. When you wake up, all the worldly paraphernalia 

surrounds you. 

So you must become fully conscious in your deep sleep state. Garlanding and bowing down are not enough. If 

you long for God, you should long for Him on the strength of the worth of your life! 

If your mind tries to deceive you, it does not matter. But beware lest your hands deceive you, resulting in the 

slipping of my daaman from your grasp! 

When some academic scholars from Poona visited and asked various questions, Baba explained things to them for 

some time and then remarked, “Intellectual giants are pygmies before the true lovers of God.” 

 

A young college graduate who had been loving Baba from his teenage years came for darshan with his two sons on 

Thursday, 12 May 1960. Baba remarked to him: “Once you were a child, and now you have come with children. As 

one grows in age there is a nonstop flow of positive desires. ‘I want this ... I want that ... I want a wife ... I want 

children ... I want position ... I want, I want, I want!’ 

“Whether you become successful or unsuccessful in fulfilling these desires, at a later stage there surges a wave of 

negative desires [in reaction], such as, ‘I don’t want this ... I don’t want that ... I am fed up with my wife ... I am fed 

up with my position ... I don’t want, I don’t want,’ et cetera. 

“The real thing is that you should neither be carried away by the so-called pleasures, nor feel bored with them. You 

should face every situation with complete faith in God’s will.” 

That day a Catholic priest, Father Anthony Elenjimittam, 45, came for Baba’s darshan. The priest was the founder 

the St. Catherine of Siena School in Bandra, whose aim was to educate poor children and orphans irrespective of 

caste, creed and community. Baba remarked to him: 

I am well pleased with your work among destitute and abandoned children. By serving the abandoned, you are 

really serving Jesus Christ, because he was also abandoned by all, even by his own apostles. The emblem of 

abandonment is the cross. Hence, to serve the abandoned is to serve the Christ — and I am he, undoubtedly. 

I am with you in your work, as I am myself in you. Difficulties, lack of sympathy, and hostile opposition will be 

there in your work, but I will help you. You have my blessing and love. 

The cross of Christ is also the symbol of sacrifice. Hence I say that you should sacrifice your whole self and 

plunge yourself unreservedly into the work of helping the destitute children. By sacrificing your everything, 

you will find All. 

The priest was so happy to receive this spontaneous message from Baba, he asked permission to publish it in his 

quarterly journal Basic Education. Baba agreed and made him repeat the message (which had been taken down). 

This he did, except for the last sentence of the first paragraph, at which Baba stated, “You have left out the most 

significant part,” and Baba repeated: “I am he, undoubtedly.” 

On a previous occasion a month before (on 4 April), Baba had commented about Jesus to the mandali: 

Jesus sometimes used to tell his disciples things which they could not understand at all. But despite all that, they 

stuck to him wholeheartedly and followed him till the very end, because they understood this much, that the 

working of the God-Man was a subject far beyond human understanding. 

It is the same with me. Sometimes, I say things which you are at a total loss to understand. This is the last cycle 

of cycles, so I observe silence that it may bear fruit. I will speak only one Word. Innumerable such cycles have 

gone by, and innumerable are the times I have descended. It is not for the first time that I am observing silence. 

Such observance, and the subsequent breaking of the silence, is an occurrence in eternity from time to time. 

When an atom is split, a great amount of energy is released. Similarly, when my silence is broken and I utter the 

Word, infinite wisdom will be released. When an atom bomb strikes the earth, great upheaval takes place in the 

form of vast devastation. Similarly, when that Word will strike the universe, great upheaval will occur in the 

form of material destruction; but, above all, there will also occur a tremendous spiritual upliftment. 



 

 

On 13 May 1960, Baba asked Deshmukh’s daughter Sanjeevani (who held two master’s degrees), “Have you read 

Stay With God?” The young woman had a poor excuse of “no time.” Baba asked, “Is that really so? Are you being 

honest in your answer? Hypocrisy is the worst thing, and in every walk of life it consciously or unconsciously 

persists.” 

Sanjeevani put forth another excuse of “pending work” at her job. 

Baba continued, “It is good to be frank and honest in all matters, whether most ordinary or important. Let not 

hypocrisy persist and try with every breath to keep it at a distance.” 

The girl had one more excuse: “Unlike my father, I have no interest in philosophy.” 

Baba replied, “There is no philosophy in the book. A simple thing made difficult is philosophy. The book contains 

food for the brain and a feast for the heart.” 

Someone interrupted, saying, “Expounding of a certain principle is philosophy.” 

Baba remarked, “Statement of facts and philosophy are not the same. Can you call the Gita a philosophy?” 

The person claimed, “It can be called so.” 

“Then here is my philosophy: I am in everything; I am everything; and I am beyond everything. To know me as I 

am, you must lose your all in me. 

“I am the Ancient One. Also, remember well that this is not mere philosophy but a statement of fact based on 

Experience.” 

Baba had asked another visitor, Govind Joshi, a learned lecturer in a college, to come on a certain date, which 

Govind had missed. He came to see Baba a few weeks later (on 19 May), and Baba also asked him if he had read his 

books. Joshi replied, “Yes, Baba. They are truly a blessing to the whole world.” 

Baba inquired, “But what about you? What have you digested by reading? Had you read the books as they should 

have been read, you would have left the work at hand to keep the previous appointment with me. It was for your 

own good. My love is impersonal and unconditional, too. In spite of your failure to keep the previous appointment, I 

love you nonetheless.” 

Joshi asked, “Baba, are you coming to Poona next May also?” 

Baba replied, “For me, there is no tomorrow, and you talk of next May! Even so, I know what is to happen at any 

time in the seeming endless future, including the next day. I live in the Present Moment, which has Eternity within 

it. Time is not there. The past and the future exist for you. 

“Retaining the timelessness of the Present Moment, I am simultaneously conscious of all planes, including this gross 

plane — anna-bhumika. From the gross plane, today I say this much: that I will leave Poona on the 20th of June for 

Meherazad and will stay there in seclusion for six months, beginning from the 1st of July 1960.” 

 

Almost two hundred lovers from Hamirpur arrived in Poona on 13 May (in a train compartment meant for 96), and 

Baba was so touched by their love, at 3:00 P.M. he went to see them at a high school’s dharamshala (Saraswati 

Vidyalaya) where they were staying. Devotees from Andhra also came, and Baba gave darshan to both groups at 

Guruprasad the next morning and afternoon. That morning, for the first time, Baba himself walked to the main gates 

of Guruprasad (where everyone was made to wait until the gates were opened at 8:30 a.m.), and he escorted the 

groups inside. In the hall, Baba informed them: 

I am very pleased with my lovers from Hamirpur. I know everything; nevertheless, I hear reports that are being 

sent to me by you from time to time, and I am happy with the work you are doing to spread my message of 

love among the people. 

I know it was a crucial time for my lovers when last year non-stop japa was arranged in Hamirpur. That period 

tested you and you emerged successful in your love for me. This makes me very happy. Particularly when, at 

the invitation of one of my lovers named Bhagwandas, who comes from the so-called depressed class, my 

lovers from Hamirpur, irrespective of class, color or creed, assembled in Sarsai village and lived together as 

members of one Baba-family in Baba’s love. 

Today, I tell you again one important thing. I am that One who is beyond everything. When I leave this body, 

you, the lovers of Hamirpur, will ever be remembered and immortalized because of your deep love for me. The 

coming generations will sing of your love and make you immortal. 

From 1 July until the end of December, I will be in seclusion. No one should try to see me during that period. 

Hold firmly to my daaman during the remaining months of this year. Remain happy and cheerful in my love 



 

 

and face all situations bravely with courage and faith in me. As the time for the breaking of my silence draws 

nearer and nearer, the circumstances will be such that there will be greater and greater risk of my daaman being 

snatched out of your grip. 

I am very pleased with your love for me. 

Babu Ramprasad, of Nauranga, came with a sculptor from Jaipur. He requested that Baba sit for the man, and 

Ramprasad’s love made Baba consent. Although Baba would occasionally sit for him, at the same time he would 

“complain,” “What sort of love do I have? This is a bother; yet, I cannot disappoint the love of my lovers.” 

Sunday, 15 May 1960, was another day of public darshan in Poona and many people came from 7:30 until 11:00 

a.m. A large group of men and women from Hamirpur entered Guruprasad, singing songs in Baba’s praise. 

Nusserwan Satha had been working several years for a social service organization he helped establish called Friends 

of the Depressed League.230 When he came to Guruprasad once, Baba told him: 

One should dedicate his life to the service of the downtrodden, serve God in the abandoned and the depressed 

ones. The so-called depressed class is very dear to me. About 35 years ago at Meherabad, I used to bathe, feed 

and dress the Harijan [Untouchable] children. I used to clean even their latrines. 

Recently, one very good thing happened in Hamirpur District. My lovers, irrespective of class, color or creed, 

gathered at a Sarsai at the invitation of a sweeper and lived there as one Baba-family. Through their love for 

me they achieved what so many others could not achieve in years. 

To one devotee who regularly worshiped Baba’s picture, Baba stated, “Continue with the puja [worship] of my 

picture wholeheartedly until you can do it in your own heart. Love Baba more and more until you see me within 

you.” 

A Sanskrit scholar came one day and chanted some hymns of Sankaracharya. Baba stated, “Don’t translate the lines. 

It is not necessary. I like to listen to the naad [sound, chant] of the hymns. It pleases me, because it has come out of 

me.” 

 

Meanwhile in Meherabad, Bhau’s daughter, Sheela, had fallen ill with measles, and Padri informed Baba about it. 

Baba asked Bhau if he wanted to go see her. Bhau replied, “What good would it do for me to go? I do not wish to 

leave my duty here.” Bhau did not go, and in a few days Padri sent word that Sheela had recovered. 

Baba remarked to Bhau, “Had you gone, Sheela would have died.” 

Later, Baba sent for Bhau’s family to come to Poona, and they stayed in a local hotel for a few days. Baba sent his 

car for them each day, to bring them to Guruprasad. He asked Sheela, “What does Mehernath do all day long?” 

“He composes songs and sings them,” she said. 

“What sort of songs?” 

Mehernath sang this one (in Hindi): “Every house is on fire with suffering! One lies ill here, another there; there is 

sickness everywhere!” 

Baba smiled and asked, “Oh, you make everyone sick? Is there some meaning behind it?” 

“There is,” he declared. “Mother was lying ill here and Mamaji [his maternal uncle] there at his place.” 

“But who is ill everywhere?” asked Baba. 

“Everyone here is sick, some have a cold, some a cough. It is all sickness and sickness!” 

Baba laughed, remarking, “You are a poet of present conditions! Have you composed any other songs?” 

“Yes, I have,” he said proudly and sang, “In memory of Shankar, the drum is beaten tananana, tananana, 

tananana!” 

Baba was amused and asked, “What does it mean?” 

“You are Shankar [God] and in your remembrance the drum goes tananana!” 

 

230 Nusserwan Satha (Eruch’s maternal uncle) was a former associate of Mahatma Gandhi during India's 

independence movement.  



 

 

“I like your song very much,” Baba remarked to him. “You compose songs and also explain their meaning! You are 

only seven years old, but already a poet.” Baba then embraced him. 

Baba asked Rama if she knew a song. She said she had composed a song about Lord Ram years ago. Baba 

remarked, “Sing it. It was for me, but you had not met me yet.” 

In response, Rama sang: “Small is my boat, magical are your feet! How can I seat you in my boat; I am afraid 

something will happen!”231 

Hearing Rama’s song, Baba related this incident: 

Once, I was crossing a river in a small boat with Pendu. It overturned in the middle of the river. Pendu was 

about to drown, but I caught hold of him by the throat and brought him safely to the bank. He was bald even 

then, so I had to hold him by the throat. If I had not done so, he would surely have gone under. 

 

Jim Mistry of Bombay was allowed to stay at Guruprasad for some days that year. During his stay, Baba ordered 

him not to smoke more than ten cigarettes per day. Jim tried but found it very difficult. To circumvent Baba’s 

orders, he would break the cigarettes in two, and thus have 20 smokes a day. But his cleverness bothered him, as he 

knew his act was compromising Baba’s order. One day Baba asked about it, and Jim admitted his weakness. Baba 

told him to try his best to obey. If Jim happened to smoke more than ten times in a day, he should not worry. 

Jimmy and his wife Roda requested that Baba perform the navjot (sacred thread ceremony, usually done by a 

Zoroastrian priest) of their three sons Meherwan, Falu and Sarosh, and Baba agreed. On 14 May, two days before 

the ceremony, Baba embraced the three boys. Falu had the mumps, and afterwards Baba complained of having 

caught it from him. He reprimanded Roda and her sister, Nargis, “Had you any love for me, you would have seen to 

it that Falu did not come near me! It proves that you love him more than me! What sort of love is it when you are 

not attentive to my health?” 

Baba’s persistent complaint that he had caught the mumps and about his health in general took a serious turn, and 

the possibility of postponing the navjot was raised. But Baba informed Jim, Roda, Nargis, Arnavaz and Nariman, 

“Don’t postpone it; but keep Falu a good distance from me.” 

Monday morning, 16 May 1960, was fixed for the occasion, and on that day lovers from Bombay, Poona and other 

places assembled in Guruprasad. With his own hands, Baba handed each of the three lads a sadra and kusti (thread), 

as this message from him was read by Eruch in English and Soman in Marathi: 

May Ahuramazda, Zoroaster, Meher Baba free you from the superfluous binding of shariat and help you to lead 

a life of good thoughts, good words and good deeds, and bestow on you the grace of loving Baba. I have given 

you this emblem of superficial binding to make you free from this binding and give you the real binding of 

love. 

Unless you free yourselves from the bindings of ceremonies and begin to love God as He should be loved, you 

can never, never know the Truth. 

Baba embraced the boys (including Falu), and the Gujarati arti was sung. Despite complaining about his health for 

the past two days, that day he looked as fresh and radiant as a thousand blossoming roses, and his smile filled the 

hall. Jim and Roda served lunch to the more than 150 people gathered. The group from Hamirpur left the following 

day, after having darshan in the morning, and Baba handed each of them a packet of snacks from Jim and Roda, and 

tea and ice cream were also served. 

Baba was not always so willing to participate in such religious ceremonies. On another occasion, a wealthy man 

beseeched him to perform his child’s confirmation ceremony. Baba replied, “I have come to do away with all these 

dogmas and rituals, so how can I take part in it?” 

Just a week before, on 9 May, Baba had told another person: 

Many people of the world say that God is. Every religion and religious book states that God is. God IS. People 

believe it. You, too, believe in His existence. Despite all this, only rarely does one resolve firmly to see God. 

Rare is the one who says: “I will see God at any cost,” even at the expense of renouncing his home, family and 

all else. 

 
231 Mention of Ram's feet is in reference to the story of how Ram one day stepped on a stone and it turned 

into the woman Ahilya, who (Baba explained) had become a stone after having fallen from the fourth plane 

ages before. Ram had redeemed her. 



 

 

When one becomes like a fish living out of water in order to see God — thirsting with all his heart for His 

darshan — then one surely attains it. And he sees God with far more clarity than you see one another here. 

Darshan has no connection whatsoever with rites, rituals, dogmas and daily religious routine. Zoroaster has 

shown that with good thoughts, good words and good deeds anyone can become like Zoroaster. And what is 

the state of affairs now? Zoroaster laid stress on good thoughts, good words and good deeds, but today his 

followers lay stress on wearing the kusti. They get annoyed if some fail to perform the ritual of kusti each 

morning. They do not bother much about the precious precepts Zoroaster gave. If once they forget to perform 

the kusti, they grieve over it, but they do not grieve while telling lies! 

Thus, as long as such falsehoods like unclean thoughts, words and deeds are not given up, then no matter with 

what zeal you do kusti — however energetically you whisk it about early in the morning muttering prayers — 

there is not the least progress toward the Path. Study as many religious books as you can, they will not gain you 

God’s sight! Even the worms destroy books! So create within you the sincere longing for the sight of God. 

Cults and religions have no importance. Love holds the key. Do your duty but have the thought at the back of 

your mind that all this is maya, and Baba is the only Truth. 

 

On Tuesday, 17 May 1960, a group of Andhra lovers came to Guruprasad. One devotee expressed his desire to 

worship a photograph of Baba, and asked if Baba had any special instructions for this. Baba said, “To take my name 

wholeheartedly is my worship.” 

Two days later, while being introduced to Khare, a Hindu pandit (religious scholar) from Andhra, Baba asked him, 

“Are you a true pandit in all respects? Are you a pandit in my love?” 

After someone recited several poems, Baba remarked, “This is not poetry, it is your views. Where there is an 

experience of love, that is poetry!” 

On the 18th, a Hindu priest named Pandurang Shastri Goswami bowed to Baba and then sat down near his chair. 

Goswami had also come the previous day when Baba was with the Hamirpur lovers. At that time, while the priest 

was present, Vishnu Sharma of Dhagwan entertained Baba by reciting his story, Chai Puran (a humorous “Tale of 

Tea”). Goswami had left in the middle of the recital. 

On this day, Baba asked him, “Why did you leave the hall yesterday so abruptly?” Goswami replied that he had an 
errand to do. “Did you feel disturbed by the Chai Puran? Whatever the disturbance may be, you must try to remain 

calm.” 

“No disturbance; nothing of the kind. Yesterday, I went early because I had to bid goodbye to some of my 

houseguests.” 

“Did you feel hurt while listening to the Chai Puran because it was composed in Sanskrit verses? Did you take it as 

an insult to Sanskrit?” 

“Perhaps so, but that was not the reason for my leaving early,” Goswami said defensively. 

“You should not be affected even when insulted. I am Paramatma; I am insulted every moment, but I respond with 

love. Had you remained seated until the end, you would have felt differently, as if having participated in a love-

feast. It was a good pastime too, as the prasad packets for distribution to the lovers of Hamirpur were not ready as 

yet.” 

“I am trying to tolerate things and surroundings which are not to my taste,” Goswami said. “As for verses on tea, I 

have come across one Chai Gita that imitates the Bhagavad Gita in having eighteen cantos on tea and its merits.” 

This episode prompted Baba to discourse on the ego’s tricky nature: 

Our ego keeps us aloof from our own Real Self. Ego is so mighty that it makes us deceive our own self. It has 

been attached to one’s self from the very beginning. It appears to be so natural a part of our own self that, under 

the pretext of our understanding, this ego gets tickled instantaneously and the very next moment gets 

depressed. 

Deshmukh, if I say: “You are a wonderful person,” you will be at once tickled. But you will express it by 

saying: “Baba, I am just your slave.” This apparent humble statement may imply anything but humility. 

The next moment, if I were to point out one of your weaknesses, you would at once feel depressed, but you 

would not express it. You will say: “Baba, after all, I am a human being.” By this statement, you try to conceal 

what you feel within you, for ego assumes false appearance. It is very difficult to be natural and to express 

what you feel within. The false ego is the stumbling block. 



 

 

What is meant by annihilation of the ego? It means to be fully conscious in sound sleep: fully conscious in the 

fully unconscious state! Until the Sadguru bestows his grace, this is not possible. 

“Has not the God-realized One an ego?” asked the priest. 

Baba replied: 

He has. But the ego of the God-realized is altogether different. When you say: “I am so-and-so,” it is the false 

ego asserting the false self. When you become God-merged [a majzoob or Brahmi-bhoot], you have no mind; 

you are only conscious of being God. This is the state of superconsciousness. But when, retaining that state, 

you come down to normal consciousness, you have ego, but it is the Real Ego. If you read God Speaks, you 

will know the details about the different stages and states of consciousness. 

Also, you must bear in mind that mere intellectual understanding has very little value by itself. Whether one 

understands the details of the Path or not, it is just the same. Only love counts. 

To learn God is to unlearn yourself. It is a rare privilege to meet a Sadguru, and still more rare to love him as 

God-in-human form. It is well said: “One who has the Knowledge of God is not known to others.” 

Baba concluded, “God alone exists.” 

Goswami said, “If it is so, from where does ignorance creep in?” 

Baba explained: 

God is One, Indivisible. The many divisions you see are only apparent. They are the outcome of ignorance. 

How can this be explained? How can ignorance know itself as ignorance? The dream state that you experience 

will give you some idea about this. 

Suppose you go to sleep, and I appear to you in your dream, saying: “Shastri, this is just a dream.” You will 

reply: “How can this be so? I see the sun, the sky ... I see you so lovingly talking to me. It is too true to be a 

dream!” But when you wake up, you say to yourself: “What Baba had said in the dream is a fact.” 

At present, you see me sitting with you. Now I say: “All that you see and feel in this ‘awake’ state is also a 

dream!” The whole universe is but a dream. Call it a ‘waking-dream.’ When by my grace you will realize God, 

you will know that what I am saying now is the Truth. 

 

On Friday, 20 May 1960, according to Baba’s instructions, Kumar arrived from Rishikesh with Nilkanthwala mast. 

The mast was kept at Gunatai Gadekar’s house, and Baidul and Kumar looked after him. From the next day, Baba 

began going there every day at 2:00 P.M. (in the intense summer afternoon heat) to work with him. During the mast’s 

five-day stay in Poona, Nilkanthwala delighted in pouring Himalayan-brand talcum powder over his head and body. 

Prem Khilnani came to Guruprasad one day with his wife Girja, and another woman who was a relative. They had 

not sought Baba’s permission before bringing their relative. Baba asked Khilnani, “Why have you brought her [the 

relative]?” 

Khilnani replied, “Girja has brought her.” 

“Send Girja and the woman home immediately!” 

Without understanding why, Khilnani complied with Baba’s wish. The relative was startled and asked, “What kind 

of a saint behaves like this and insults devotees who come for darshan? I made a mistake by coming here.” Girja 

then realized that the woman was not ready to accept Baba as God, being too narrow-minded. 

Baba sent Aloba (who was visiting) to tell Girja not to worry, and later Baba told Khilnani to bring Girja to 

Guruprasad. 

Prem and Girja would quarrel incessantly. When they came to Guruprasad, the couple would invariably argue with 

one another before Baba, who would patch things up. On one occasion, Baba addressed both, “I control and manage 

the whole universe, but I cannot manage both of you! Despite my daily explanations, you continue to fight.” 

On another occasion Prem, Girja and their ten-year-old son, Vinod, came to Guruprasad. Prem embraced Baba, who 

then asked, “Where is your younger son, Raj?” 

Khilnani said, “He has chickenpox.” 

“Who looks after him?” 

“I do.” 



 

 

“Then why did you embrace me when you are nursing a chickenpox patient? If I catch the disease, what will 

happen? Why didn’t you think about this?” 

“You are God, how can you catch chickenpox?” Khilnani asked. 

“I am God, and also man. I eat, drink and do everything an ordinary man does. Why doesn’t that thought sink into 

your thick skull? Now I have to embrace so many people. Instead of giving them my love I will be giving them 

chickenpox!” 

When the couple said that Raj had been given some homeopathic doses, Baba commented, “Homeopathy is a perfect 

science, but to administer it properly requires a perfect dispenser, which is difficult to find.” 

Vinod and Raj attended a convent school, where they heard many stories about Jesus. Vinod became confused and 

once asked Baba, “You say you are God, but in school the nuns say Jesus Christ is God. Who is the real God?” 

Baba answered, “Jesus was; I am!” 

Vinod recalls, “I was satisfied with Baba’s simple and clear answer and was never confused again.” 

 

A music program was held at Guruprasad on Sunday morning, 22 May 1960. Madhukar M. Golwalkar, a celebrated 

musician with All India Radio in Poona, gave a wonderful performance on the sarangi (an Indian string instrument 

played with a bow), accompanied by a tabla-virtuoso, Chandrakant Kamat, 27. 

Afterwards, Baba remarked to the audience, “If at four o’clock this morning someone had played such tunes on the 

sarangi accompanied by such fine tabla-playing, I would have been so pleased with him that, who knows, perhaps 

by my grace I would have given him God-realization!” 

To the musicians, he remarked, “By playing the sarangi you have made me happy, and Baba is not easily pleased. 

Today, you have really pleased me much.” 

The following day, Baba repeated an earlier message to some visitors, “Let your heart be pure. Do not act outwardly 

what you are not inwardly. 

“Be absolutely honest. God is infinite honesty. Do not pose as being pious, because God is everywhere. God cannot 

be fooled — so why pose as something you are not? 

“I do not want anything else from you but the gift of your obedience. Give me that and you will free yourself from 

the bondage of ignorance.” 

Adi and Rhoda Dubash, their 13-year-old son Merwan, and Adi and Dolly Arjani from Karachi had been staying in 

Poona since 14 May. Baba did not take much notice of Rhoda for several days and an avalanche of depressing 

thoughts overcame her. “Perhaps he doesn’t love me anymore?” she fretted. 

One day Baba was handing out ice cream, saying something witty to each one. Rhoda thought that Baba would 

surely speak with her that day, but when her turn came he dished out her ice cream and looked away without saying 

a word. She felt miserable and tears welled up in her eyes. 

The next day Baba called her and, without offering any explanation, embraced her with so much love that all her 

clouds of worry were dissipated! Rhoda realized that Baba had been acting that way purposely to uproot such 

thoughts from her mind. 

The Dubashes were staying with relatives in a congested area of Poona. They would bicycle to Guruprasad and 

return home for lunch, and afterwards Adi and Merwan would cycle back to Guruprasad. On the afternoon of the 

22nd, on the way back to Guruprasad, they were cycling through a small street when a car suddenly came from the 

opposite direction at high speed and narrowly missed hitting Merwan. An old man walking by saw what happened 

and exclaimed, “God saved him!” 

On reaching Guruprasad, as they stepped into the side room where Baba was seated, Baba turned immediately to 

Adi and asked, “How does Merwan ride his bicycle?” Adi mentioned that the boy had just escaped a serious 

accident. Baba became very serious and looking annoyed said to Merwan, “Don’t you think I have anything better to 

do than to keep my nazar on you?!” 

From that day on, Baba forbade Merwan from cycling while in India. After Baba retired that afternoon, the mandali 

and others in the room mentioned that for the past week Baba had been asking everyone if they knew how Merwan 

rode his bicycle. “Does he ride carefully?” Baba wanted to know. “Is he rash? … Does he drive fast?” Now they 

understood the reason for Baba’s concern. 

 



 

 

Deshmukh arranged for a well-known sculptor of Poona named Naresh Mansing Dhondphale to visit Guruprasad, 

and the artist had then done a large head study of Baba.232 He returned with the sculpture on 23 May to show Baba 

and the mandali. Baba graciously agreed to sit for him (on 12 June), so that he could make some final adjustments to 

his work.  

Meanwhile, Deshmukh became most anxious about Baba’s health. Daily he recounted to Baba the merits of taking 

nutritious food and plenty of fruit. Once he bought 25 oranges from a sidewalk vendor. They were small and dried 

up, but inexpensive. He took them to Guruprasad and told Baba, “I have brought oranges for you; no one else should 

eat them.” 

Meherjee interposed, “Just let us have a look at them.” 

“I have brought them for Baba!” Deshmukh protested. “I won’t show them to anyone else.” 

At first Meherjee thought they must be of the finest variety, but when Deshmukh reached into the bag and took one 

out, everyone present, including Baba, burst out laughing. Again Deshmukh insisted, “Baba, you alone should eat 

them and not give them to anyone.” 

Winking at those present, Baba replied, “I will eat them and not give them away. They have no juice so I will have 

to chew them like this,” and he began working his mouth up and down with a comical expression. 

“But they are good for your health!” Deshmukh insisted. 

Turning to Indumati (Deshmukh’s wife), Baba asked, “Couldn’t your father have found a better match for you than 

this madcap husband?” 

Indumati laughed and Baba remarked, “Deshmukh is quite a good man, but he has gone mad in my love!” 

Indumati was translating God Speaks into Marathi and daily read to Baba the portion she had translated. Her 

daughters, Jaishree and Pragnya, sang songs to Baba that Indumati had composed, and her son, Pranav, told him 

funny stories. 

Baba remarked to Deshmukh, “How lucky you are! Your wife is educated, your children are quite clever, and all 

love me.” 

 

On 24 May 1960, 20 lovers from Hyderabad arrived at Guruprasad for Baba’s darshan. That day, Baba spoke about 

hypocritical saints (persons who pretend to be saintly). An abhang of the Sadguru Tukaram was read aloud, wherein 

Tukaram mentioned: “The act of beating a hypocritical saint cannot be thought of as a sin.” 

Couplets of Hafiz, which pertained to such hypocrites, were also recited in Persian. One couplet of Hafiz was: 

“These rogues are in a way courageous; they try to deceive God! They should be flogged!” 

Previously (on 13 April 1960), Baba had commented: “The only sin which God does not forgive is hypocrisy. The 

hypocrite deceives himself and others too. These days the hypocritical saints have increased in such numbers that, 

though I am the Ocean of Compassion, it has become nauseating even to me!” 

He also said, “It is no sin if one does not believe in God, but to be a hypocrite is a sin! If you have no faith, it does 

not matter. By coming to me you do not lower or raise my status. It is immaterial if you do not come to me. But 

when you come, if you continue being hypocritical, it displeases me. I will not be displeased if you speak against me 

or do not come to me. But I cannot tolerate hypocrisy because a hypocrite not only harms himself, but also disturbs 

the faith of others.” 

Lud Dimpfl of California had written asking permission to visit, as he was being transferred to Iran on business and 

would be permitted a stopover in India for a few days.233 Baba had given his consent, and Lud was brought by 

Meherjee at 2:00 P.M. on the 25th Baba saw Lud for about an hour. 

Lud returned the following day, and spent the morning and afternoon with Baba. At one point, Baba explained to 

him, “I am the Ocean of Love. So whatever you do with love pleases me. When love draws you to me, don’t ask for 

anything. Only love. If you want to ask me questions, you could have done so through correspondence. But now that 

you have come here, be a silent recipient. 

“Ask and you lose! Love has no questions, and hence expects no answers. Love is ever eager to respond to the 

slightest wish of the Beloved Master. There is no scope for why and wherefore while obeying the Master. To those 

 
232 Naresh Dhondphale was originally from Nagpur, which is probably how Deshmukh knew him. 
233 Like Don Stevens and Ivy Duce’s husband, Lud Dimpfl was in the petroleum business and worked for 

Chevron Oil Company. 



 

 

who want to follow the Master, Hafiz has said: ‘About what you hear from the Master, never say it is wrong 

because, my dear, the fault lies in your own incapacity to understand Him.’ 

“In another couplet, Hafiz says to the impatient lover: 

O dear, separation and union are none of your business; 

seek only to relinquish yourself utterly to the will of the Beloved. 

Lovers from Andhra, Sholapur and Navsari had arrived the same day as Lud. One of those from Navsari declared, 

“Baba, I see you everywhere!” 

Baba answered, “Good. Try wholeheartedly to see me all the time. But remember well that your present feeling of 

seeing me is not the ‘real seeing.’ 

“It is very difficult even to have intellectual conviction of God’s all-pervading Existence. This requires rocklike faith 

in God’s omnipresence. When you cross the hurdle of intellect, you have the ‘conviction-by-sight.’ Then God is 

seen as He should be seen, every moment and everywhere. This is real seeing, but even this implies duality. 

“As you cross the hurdle of this second type of conviction by tearing off the last vestige of separate existence, there 

dawns unawares the third type of conviction, the ‘conviction-by-becoming’ God. This is a very, very rare occasion, 

a gift of grace from the Perfect Master.” 

 

Baba finished his work with Nilkanthwala on the 25th, and Kumar was instructed to take the mast back to Rishikesh. 

They left by train the next day. 

That day, 26 May 1960, Baba went out for three house visits. The following day, he went to two more with Lud 

Dimpfl accompanying him. One of the homes visited on the 26th was that of Balwant and Laxmibai (nicknamed 

Amma) Thade at Shiv Kirti, Ghorpuri in Poona. The Thades had four sons and three daughters, all of whom, along 

with their families, were devoted to Baba. Amma was an excellent cook and used to send special meals that Baba 

liked to Guruprasad. She had also prepared many delicious dishes for this visit, which Baba and the mandali 

sampled. The family sang a song for Baba, “Aaj Oh Sudin Aaye,” which means: “That auspicious day in our lives we 

have been longing for has come today.” 

Baba remarked to Lud, “The Thade family is one of my most devoted families in India. Their love touches my heart 

very deeply.” 

That evening, Bhau was keeping watch in Baba’s room as usual. A taxicab suddenly pulled up outside. Hearing it, 

Baba sent Bhau to find out who had come. From it stepped Dr. R. P. Asthana, the principal of Nagpur College where 

Bhau had gone to school. But neither recognized the other until they introduced themselves. Asthana asked, 

“Kalchuri, what are you doing here?” 

“I am a night watchman,” Bhau said. 

Surprised, Principal Asthana declared, “A night watchman? What do you mean?” Bhau just smiled and inquired 

where he was staying. Asthana said, “I am staying at the Aga Khan’s bungalow,” which was a grand residence. 

Bhau asked him to be seated and went to inform Baba, who said, “Tell him to come tomorrow morning at eight 

o’clock. But since he was your principal, send him to the Aga Khan’s bungalow in our car. He will feel pleased that 

his former student takes such good care of him. Instruct the driver to come back immediately after dropping him 

there.” 

Bhau went and told Principal Asthana, who protested, “No, no, that is not necessary. I will walk. I have sent the taxi 

away with that in mind.” 

Bhau tried to dissuade him, “The Aga Khan’s bungalow is far away and Baba wishes you to go by car.” Without 

listening further, Principal Asthana left on foot. 

When Bhau returned, Baba teased him, “You are a fool! At least you could have sent your own principal in the car. 

How does it look? He is staying such a long way from here, and you allowed him to go on foot. You are an idiot!” 

The next morning, Principal Asthana came for Baba’s darshan and was highly impressed upon meeting him. 

But later, from one of his colleagues, Bhau found out that contrary to what Principal Asthana had told him, he was 

not staying at the Aga Khan’s bungalow but at a much cheaper hotel. He had only mentioned the Aga Khan’s to 

impress Bhau. Baba had known this and therefore kept insisting Asthana use the car. Baba wished to expose his 

deceit, and thus Asthana immediately realized that Baba knew everything. 



 

 

When Bhau learned of this, he informed Baba, who remarked, “I thought I was the only deceiver in the world, but 

even your principal has turned out to be one!” 

That same day, Principal Niranjan Singh, Professor Jagindar Singh and Lala Tehlram came from Delhi for Baba’s 

darshan. Baba asked, “How many principals are here today?” School administrators were attending a conference in 

Poona, and thus many of them came to see Baba. 

On Saturday, 28 May 1960, Baba gave darshan in Guruprasad and visited three more homes, from 2 until 3:30 p.m. 

Lud Dimpfl left that day. A group of 50 lovers from Calcutta arrived two days later, on the 30th. 

 

Once a college student from Srinagar named Avtar Kisan Tiku, who had been constantly writing to Baba, came for 

his darshan. Baba embraced him, but after some time, Baba asked Tiku to leave with the injunction not to come back 

to Guruprasad again. The young man did not stand up, but said, “I will sit a while longer, Baba, if you don’t mind.” 

Baba signaled to Pukar, who immediately shouted, “Are you going, or should I throw you out? If you come to 

Guruprasad again I will break your leg! You are an ass!” According to Baba’s signs, Pukar reprimanded Tiku 

vociferously, and finally Tiku was escorted out of the palace. 

Ordinarily such behavior would have created an adverse reaction, but in this case, on the contrary, Kisan Tiku 

eventually came very close in Baba’s love. As wished by Baba, that same day Pukar personally sent Tiku all the way 

back to Kashmir by train, but Baba kept his “heart” with him. He had come for darshan for the first time but was 

treated as no newcomer had ever been treated before! 

Kisan Tiku again began writing to Baba, and during a later period of Baba’s seclusion (in December 1965), when he 

was seeing no outsiders, Baba called him to Meherazad. Tiku speedily came again from far away in Kashmir, and 

this time Baba greeted him most lovingly and took him in a warm embrace before sending him back the same day. 

As Age noted, “Observing such behavior, who can understand the God-Man’s play?” 

 

Irwin Luck, 22, of Miami, Florida, had found out about Baba the previous year from his younger brother, Edward, 

who had been in a New York City public library and “by chance” checked out a book titled Listen, Humanity. 

Edward phoned Irwin and said, “I just read a book about a Spiritual Master in India. I think this is someone you 

should know about.” 

Irwin was already interested in God and felt himself inwardly guided by Him. He went to New York and after 

reading the book was impressed by Baba’s love and his statement that he was “the Highest of the High.” Irwin and 

Edward were determined to meet Baba and to know him as he really is. 

In late 1959, Irwin contacted Fred and Ella Winterfeldt. As soon as he entered their apartment he “felt an incredible 

sense of well-being. Baba’s presence was intense.” He wrote to Baba, stating that he was planning to make a trip to 

see him, though he had little money. Within two weeks he received a reply from Baba, which stated: “You may 

come and see me for one hour only,” and instructed him to get in touch with Nariman Dadachanji when he landed in 

Bombay. 

Six months passed, but as hard as he tried, Irwin could not raise the plane fare. Correspondence continued between 

himself and India, and he received permission to bring Edward, who likewise wanted to meet Baba. Baba cabled on 

5 April 1960: 

If [your] father agrees to bear expenses, Baba permits you both come to India middle May only to see Baba 

with or without father for two/three days staying in Poona. Cable decision Meherbaba Guruprasad Poona for 

further directions. 

It was mid-May 1960 by the time Irwin Luck read the Family Letter in which Baba’s circular of 7 May was given 

about the cessation of darshan from 10 June, and Baba’s going into complete seclusion until the end of the year. 

Irwin became desperate; his chance was slipping away. He sent another letter to Baba, which read: 

I want very much to have the benefit of your love, direction and guidance, but the only thing preventing me 

from coming to see you is that I do not have all the money to make this trip. I cannot see where money should 

stand in the way of such an ideal, but I know if it is your will I will be able to come and see you. 

Baba sent this reply: “Don’t worry. Circumstances will adjust themselves.” 

True to Baba’s promise, they did: Irwin got the amount needed and left within a day. Though he had originally 

planned to travel with his younger brother, their father put an end to Edward’s coming by having the New York 

police stop him at Idlewild Airport just prior to their departure. They had not told their parents they were going, 



 

 

knowing they would object, and since Edward was still under legal adult age (21), his father was able to prevent him 

from leaving. Baba had informed them to come together, so Irwin thought he should return to Miami along with 

Edward. But Edward told him to go ahead, saying he would follow later. (When Baba heard the story he punned, 

“One has more luck, the other more pluck!”) 

Irwin arrived in Bombay in the early hours of 1 June 1960 and was driven to Poona later the same day by Homa 

Dadachanji. Don had been summoned from Meherabad to stay in Poona to help look after and guide Irwin. Irwin 

was accommodated at Napier Hotel, where Don was staying, and told to get a good night’s sleep and that he would 

be taken to see Baba the next morning at 7:30 A.M. 

The following morning, 2 June, Irwin was brought to Guruprasad by Meherjee. As the car drove up, Irwin saw Baba 

standing in the doorway of one of the rooms, motioning him to come to him. Someone in the car said, “Baba is 

calling you.” He got out and went inside. Meherjee had suggested he purchase a huge garland for Baba. Irwin had 

thought: “Why get a garland — I will be Baba’s garland!” He bought it anyway and now put it around Baba. Baba 

immediately took it off, enfolded Irwin in a tight hug, kissed him on both cheeks, and then made him sit near him. 

Here is an account of Irwin Luck's first meeting: 

Ordinarily I am not the nervous kind, but as I went up to the door to see Baba, I started to get a little shaky. I 

peeked in and he spotted me, called me in and embraced me. He was very affectionate. The way he received 

me left an impression I will never forget. He reminded me of someone with a puppy dog. He made me feel 

very good. I felt like a long lost son that had one day come home. 

Baba was very warm, very loving. One felt very comfortable with him. He was someone very dear, that loved 

you very much and who really had your own best interests at heart. No self-interest existed in him. When he 

told people things it was for their own best good. He had such amazing mastery and control of everything. You 

felt very secure with him. No worries. 

When I first came I was very nervous. But Baba had his ways of making a person calm once more. So how did 

he do it with me? He appeared more nervous than me! He was looking at me as if he was very nervous! When I 

came in his legs were shaking as if he was nervous. I thought to myself: “I’m the one that’s supposed to feel 

nervous, not him! What’s he got to be nervous about?” And after a while I began to calm down, and he began 

to calm down, and everything was okay once more. 

Baba asked, “How did you manage to come?” 

Irwin said, “Baba, I was able to come because it was your will.” 

Baba motioned that Irwin should stand, and gestured, “Repeat that to everyone here.” 

Irwin said, “I am here because it is Baba’s will.” 

Someone at the back raised his hand and asked, “But how did you earn the money to come?” 

Irwin thought: “That man has missed the point.” As if to confirm this, Baba made a sweeping gesture, indicating, 

“That is unimportant. The way he said how he came is important.” 

After quite a while, Baba turned to Irwin and asked, “How long will you be here?” 

Remembering Baba’s first letter to him six months earlier, he replied, “One hour.” 

Baba tapped his wrist asking the time, and looked at Irwin with a humorous and puzzled expression. He remarked, 

“You have already been here for two and a half hours. You said one hour, but now it is almost three hours! How can 

that be?” 

Irwin did not know. Baba continued, “I want you to be here every morning at 7:30 A.M. Meherjee will pick you up at 

your hotel and you will stay with me during the day. He will take you somewhere for lunch and bring you back, and 

you will remain with me until I dismiss everyone. After that he will take you for dinner and show you a different 

part of Poona each day.” Baba then instructed Meherjee to take Irwin to Babajan’s tomb that evening, and to other 

places of interest on subsequent days. 

Irwin told Baba of how disappointed his brother Edward was not to have been allowed to come. Baba assured him, 

“Edward has done something noble. I am pleased with him. It would have been better if you had come together as 

you had written, because you would have benefited more. But Edward should not worry. Edward will benefit the 

same as yourself. It is just as if he were right here, as far as any spiritual benefit he could derive is concerned.” 

Baba instructed that a telegram to this effect be sent to Edward. Francis was to assist Irwin in composing it, as Irwin 

found it difficult to concentrate on anything but Baba. 



 

 

When Irwin returned home, Edward informed him that when he received the telegram, it confirmed an amazing 

experience that was happening to him. When Irwin had gone to Baba in India, Edward had begun to feel Baba’s 

presence so strongly and so much love from Baba, that when he would walk in the street or on the beach, people 

would often turn around and look at him. They, too, apparently felt something wonderful as he passed, and looked at 

Edward, trying to identify its source. 

For the next seven days, Irwin Luck came to Guruprasad every morning at 7:30 A.M. and stayed all day until 5:00 

P.M. During a few riotous games of La Risque in the afternoons, Irwin was so confused he would look up at Baba 

and say, “I just can’t figure this game out!” 

Baba would pat him on the head, and gestured with his expression, “It’s okay.” Francis tried to explain it to him, but 

he only became more confused. 

On Thursday, 2 June 1960, devotees from Andhra arrived for darshan. There were so many from Andhra that two 

programs had to be held the next day, one from 9:00 to 11:00 in the morning and the other from 1:00 to 3:00 in the 

afternoon, to accommodate all and enable each person to have Baba’s darshan. 

Those from Andhra had brought many parcels for Baba, who asked, “Why do you bring these fruit baskets and tins 

of sweets? It is better you come with empty hands — but of course not with empty hearts! The garlands and other 

offerings are not necessary.” 

He further explained, “As you sit in my presence, there is a possibility that your thoughts are diverted toward the 

garlands and other offerings. You are here, but your mind runs after the garlands and baskets. I have to give the 

signal, ‘Garland Baba and be free of the botheration!’ 

“Again, you bring so many things as offerings, but I do not taste those things. You know my simple diet. I have to 

distribute the sweets and the fruit to the mandali.” 

With a twinkle in his eye, Baba added, “And when the mandali do full justice to the things, it is I who get a 

stomachache!” 

One day Dadi Kerawala brought a cake for Baba. Baba distributed it among those present, but rebuked Dadi, “If 

anyone presents a gift to me, he places a load on my head. You [think you] put a straw on my head, but it is enough 

to bring down the entire roof! Henceforth I forbid you to give me anything, as it is a burden to me.” 

On the 3rd about 15 or 20 close ones came, including Adi Sr., Aloba, Homi Satha and Kaikobad, who had been 

called for a few days. Bachoobhai and Madhusudan sang. That day, a member of India’s Parliament in Delhi named 

Sardar Amar Singh Saigal, 57, met Baba for the first time.234 Saigal had first seen Baba’s picture three years before 

and was deeply drawn to it. He was a staunch follower of Guru Nanak, but as soon as he focused on Baba’s 

photograph, he saw Guru Nanak’s face in it. That vision was enough for Amar Singh, and thereafter, the enthusiasm 

and energy with which he devoted himself to Baba’s work were exemplary. He became very close to Baba, and 

Baba would often remember him. 

A respected man had come to meet Baba at the exhorting of his friend, who was a devotee of Baba’s. A day before, 

the man drew up a long list of questions, starting with: “Why do you call yourself the Avatar?” 

Knowing what was in his mind, Baba asked, “What do you wish to ask me?” 

The man replied sarcastically, “Since you are the Avatar, you should know without the question being expressed.” 

Baba smiled and said: 

Why bargain with the Master? Expecting intellectual answers to various questions from the Master is to belittle 

him. 

From the very beginning, the question that confronts every individual is “Who am I?” This is the Original 

Question which gets expressed in infinite ways. It is the driving force behind this question that brought about 

the entire evolution of consciousness, and after innumerable reincarnations and through the involution process, 

the real answer to the original question is arrived at as “I Am God.” 

By studying Vedanta, you may become intellectually convinced about the logical deductions such as, “I am 

God” and “Everyone is God.” But of what avail is such dry knowledge? Love is the way, and it is only the 

experience of the “I-Am-God” state that solves all questions once and for all. 

To gain such an experience is not child’s play. Cycles and cycles have to roll on before one becomes worthy to 

experience the Real Answer. 

 
234 Saigal was a Congress Party representative from Bilaspur, Madhya Pradesh, in the Second Lok Sabha. 



 

 

On the 4th, 148 men, women and children from Hamirpur (who had arrived in Poona the day before) came for 

darshan. Chanda Subba Rao of Andhra also came that day and read out a poem to Baba. This was the first time he 

had come, and at one point troublesome thoughts came into his mind: He doubted whether Eruch was interpreting 

Baba’s gestures correctly, and wondered whether Eruch and Baba were simply colluding with each other and 

cheating the public. As Subba Rao was thinking this, Baba gestured something which Eruch could not follow. 

“What Baba?” he asked, and Baba repeated the gesture, but Eruch could still not catch what he meant. Finally, Baba 

gestured, “Drop it!” Subba Rao then understood that Baba knew everything, and his doubts were dispelled. 

That morning, a cabinet minister named Jagjivan Ram was granted an interview with Baba. Ram was working for 

the upliftment of the so-called “depressed classes” (Harijans) and Baba assured him of his help. 

 

Sunday, 5 June 1960, was the largest public darshan that summer. An estimated 10,000 persons poured into 

Guruprasad seeking the God-Man’s touch. Again, two sessions were held: from 8:30 until 11:00 a.m. and from 2:00 

until 3:30 p.m. Yogi Shuddhanand Bharati had also come that day, as had Nana Kher, Harjiwan Lal, Todi Singh, the 

Raja of Kurundwad, Pilamai Irani and her family, Nari and Dolly Contractor, Polly and Dinoo Umrigar, Soonamasi, 

Naggu, Haribhai Patel, Jagannath Maharaj, Maniben Parakh, Niranjan Singh, Adi P. Ghaswala of Bombay, 

Yeshwant Rao of Sakori and the Ahmednagar bhajan mandali. A man named Swami Anand also came with an 

Australian and a Scotsman. Irwin Luck sat next to Baba throughout the program and was overwhelmed by the 

procession of humanity filing past him. 

To one of the upcountry groups, Baba stated: “You will be leaving on the 6th, isn’t it? So today will be the goodbye 

day. But no goodbye to Baba at any time! When you realize me as I am, you will bid goodbye to the three worlds for 

good.” 

To one who was weeping while leaving, Baba consoled, “Why shed tears? Although you may not see me physically, 

be certain I am always with you. The only place that can hold me is the heart. Keep me close with you — I am 

always there.” 

The darshan continued the next morning, 6 June 1960. The distinguished Sanjiva Reddy, the president of the All-

India Congress political party (and later President of India), was among the visitors. Baba dictated this message for 

him: 

It is better to deny God than to defy God. Sometimes our weakness is considered as strength and we take 

delight in this borrowed greatness. To profess to be a lover of God and then to be dishonest with God, with the 

world and with oneself is unparalleled hypocrisy. Difficulties give us the opportunity to prove our greatness by 

overcoming them. 

A child’s trust in his mother is complete because he leaves all his worries to her. She has to take care of him. So 

if we trust in God and let Him worry for us, we live contented and happy. When the leader of a nation puts 

complete trust in God, God makes him the instrument to guide the nation rightly. 

We should think well of those who think ill of us. 

To a highly educated group of his lovers, Baba stated something similar: 

It is better to deny God than to make a show of devotion. You may be extraordinarily clever, but in the eyes of 

God your intelligence has no value if you indulge in hypocrisy. On the other hand, if you are the most 

unlearned person and if you have no trace of hypocrisy, you become the wisest in the eyes of God. 

The same day at 1:00 P.M., Baba gave an interview to Sorabji Siganporia of Bombay, and also one to Yogi 

Shuddhanand Bharati about Bharati’s proposed trip to America. 

Along with them came Captain A. V. Rajagopal, who, although still in the army, arrived dressed in the ochre-

colored robes of a sanyasi. He too was given a private interview on the 6th. Baba remarked to him, “The ‘final 

interview’ does not need even a split second, and within that fraction of a moment you know everything. Compared 

with the final interview, all other interviews matter very little.” Baba then embraced him and he left. 

Unfortunately, Captain Rajagopal later wrote several vituperative letters to Yogi Bharati, Adi Sr. and others, 

reminiscent of Colonel M. S. Irani’s attempts in the late 1930s to stoke the fires of opposition against Baba. 

Rajagopal had been warned by Baba not to have anything to do with Baba’s work or his lovers and, as a result, 

Rajagopal called Baba an “international fraud … a seasoned criminal who preys on the gullibility of the poor 

children of India … an unscrupulous rascal” and other regrettable terms. 



 

 

When Baba was told of such communications, he asked Eruch to remind Yogi Bharati “to beware and be very 

careful of such characters, who spare no pains in order to vitiate the hearts and minds of true lovers of God.” 

Baba added, “My embrace for Rajagopal will not go in vain, for it was the expression of my divine love for him, and 

one day he is bound to feel the warmth of my compassion in spite of the vagaries of himself.” 

On 5 June 1960, a renowned Sanskrit scholar and philosopher, Dr. Gopinath Kaviraj, 73, sent his friend Amiya 

Hazra to Guruprasad to ascertain whether Baba would give him darshan, as he happened to be in Poona.235 Baba 

informed Hazra that he would see Kaviraj the next day at 8:00 A.M. Hazra explained that as Kaviraj was observing 

silence two days a week, on Mondays and Thursdays, it would be better if he could be allowed to see Baba on 

Tuesday. But Baba replied, “I am also continuously silent.” 

Therefore, Gopinath Kaviraj came to see Baba on Monday, 6 June, and since Kaviraj was keeping silence, Baba 

permitted him to come again the following day also. Kaviraj came again the next day and was embraced by Baba, 

and Baba kissed him on the forehead. Baba took him into the side room and had the door closed. Only one of the 

mandali was present to interpret. Baba spoke with Kaviraj at length about the future of the world, life’s ultimate 

purpose and an individual’s duties, all of which convinced Kaviraj of Baba’s omniscience. 

Kaviraj asked about himself, and Baba replied, “I have nothing to say except that you should continue to do 

whatever sadhana you are doing every day at midnight.” 

Hearing this, Kaviraj was wonderstruck, because no one knew what spiritual practice he did at midnight, and there 

had been no mention of it. Thus, he was further convinced of Baba’s omniscience. While leaving, Baba gave him a 

copy of God Speaks and told him, “I have an inner connection and association with you, which will dawn upon you 

by and by.” 

In the afternoon that day, Sardar Raste brought a famous classical singer of Poona, to gave a performance. The 62-

year-old singer was named Vinayak Narayan Patwardhan. Baba was highly pleased with the quality of his voice. He 

removed the garland around his neck and gave it to the master singer. Afterwards, Patwardhan said he had never in 

his life sung as well. 

The Maharani of Gwalior was also present that day. 

Baily’s sister-in-law, Dolly Bastani, 38 (who had met Baba for the first time in Bindra House in 1952), came one 

day with a young man named Shapoor Irani from Bombay. Shapoor was soon to join the Indian Navy, but was 

frightened by the prospect and in tears. Baba joked, “People are flying towards the moon, and you are afraid to sail 

the seas? Don’t be afraid; join and do as I tell you. Don’t lose heart, but keep me in your heart and know I am 

always with you.” Baba embraced him and gave him courage. 

Chhagan’s daughter, Shakuntala, 26, had married in May and came to Guruprasad in June with her family and 

husband, Suresh Kirtane, to receive Baba’s blessing. 

The police superintendent Turekar came to Baba again with tears in his eyes. His family problems had not abated. 

Baba consoled him, “Why worry? Be courageous. Think more and more of me. Don’t wear yourself out. I know 

your love for me and the circumstances you are put in. Thank me for the suffering that has fallen to your lot.” 

Baba quoted the following Persian couplet: 

I cause my enemies to flourish and kill my friends. 

This I do, and no one has the right to demand why I do so! 

“To a lover drowned in despair, Hafiz has said: 

Even taking it for granted that you have no hope to reach the Goal, don’t lose courage. 

Be brave. Don’t doubt the Master until you become lost to your self. 

“As you come in my contact, at times you become 100 percent miserable. But be sure that I know everything. I am 

the Ocean of love and compassion. Every individual is meant to be happy because God, Who is infinite bliss, is 

within everyone. One must love God, see God and become God.” 

Turekar left comforted. 

 
235 Gopinath Kaviraj was an ardent devotee of Anandamayi Mai, whom Baba had contacted in Dehra Dun 

in 1953. 



 

 

Irwin Luck was with Baba every day during the gatherings at Guruprasad. One day Baba asked him, “If I give you 

knowledge, what would you do?” 

Irwin said, “Baba, when I have knowledge, I will know what to do.” 

Another time Baba told everyone in the room to leave. Irwin began to rise but Baba motioned him to remain seated. 

Eruch was the only other person present to translate Baba’s gestures. Baba asked, “Do you believe that I am the 

Avatar?” 

Irwin nodded. 

“Speak up.” 

“Yes.” 

“Are you ready to obey?” 

“Yes.” 

“What if I asked you to walk about the streets naked? Would you do that?” 

“Yes.” 

“And what if I ask you to eat food that you didn’t like? Would you eat such food?” 

“Yes.” 

“And what if I asked you to give your head for me? Are you ready for that as well? Would you do this — give your 

head for me?” 

By then Irwin was not even thinking. He had made up his mind to say yes no matter what, and he felt he would obey 

if it was possible. Baba motioned for the doors to be opened again and everyone came back inside. As mentioned, 

Kaikobad had come from Meherabad and Baba turned to him and said, “After I dismiss everyone, I want you to tell 

Irwin Luck what your experience is. Both of you sit on the bench outside.” Irwin did not know who Kaikobad was 

but had been feeling sorry for him as he looked so emaciated. 

Kaikobad revealed to him: “Even in a dark room, sometimes such brilliant light comes out of me that if I wanted to I 

could even read a newspaper from it. I see planets, solar systems and worlds revolving within my own being. 

Sometimes I see a light which is more brilliant than any sun could ever be. In that light I see Baba’s face; it comes 

out of that light. I can see Baba physically even when he is not there. But it is easier to see God in his impersonal 

form than his physical form.” 

Another day, Baba addressed Francis, “If Irwin has any questions you should answer them,” and he told both to sit 

together later and talk. Irwin did not really have any questions but to please Baba he thought of some. 

On another occasion, as Baba was leaving, Irwin followed him out and began to lightly stroke his back. Baba did not 

seem to mind. He went into the adjoining room where a large vat of orange sherbet had been kept. Baba took a sip 

from the ladle, swished it around in his mouth and spat it back into the vat. He mixed it carefully with the dipper 

before pouring out some into glasses for each. 

One day Baba revealed to Irwin, “You were sent to me by another guru.” Irwin felt as if Baba was looking back into 

the history of souls as he said this — into past ages. But Baba did not mention who the Master was. 

Each day when Irwin came to Guruprasad, Baba wanted him to sit next to him. Also when they went out for a walk, 

Baba would walk with his arm around Irwin’s shoulder. If someone happened to come between them, Baba would 

stop and pull Irwin close to him. Once this also happened in the car. Baba had gone to visit the home of one of his 

lovers with Irwin and a few others. While returning, one person sat in the back seat of the car between Baba and 

Irwin. The car started to drive off, but soon Baba took hold of the driver’s shoulder and motioned for him to stop. 

Baba opened the door and stepped out. He then opened the door on Irwin’s side, got in and sat down next to him. 

Once when they were out driving in the car, Irwin suddenly had the urge to look at Baba. Knowing his thoughts, 

Baba on his own gestured that he wanted his head shielded from the sunlight coming through the back window. 

Someone in the car had a fan, and Baba gestured that Irwin should hold it behind his head to block the sun. To do 

this, he had to face Baba, and he became quite absorbed in him. 

As they were driving, a thought came to Irwin. It had to do with a book he had read prior to reading about Baba. The 

book was the Autobiography of a Yogi by Yogananda. In it, Yogananda mentions a Master named Shri Yukteswar 

Giri. Irwin suddenly asked Baba, “Was Shri Yukteswar a Perfect Master?” 

Baba’s reply was: “Did you come all this way just to ask me this question? You could have written me and I would 

have answered it.” 



 

 

Irwin realized his mistake and said, “You are absolutely right.” Baba smiled and they continued their ride. 

The next morning, when everyone had gathered around Baba, he asked if anyone had any questions. Irwin’s 

question about Yukteswar came back to him, but he dismissed it as unimportant. Everyone was quiet. Baba repeated 

that if anyone had any questions, now was the time to ask. Irwin had the distinct feeling that Baba wanted him to ask 

something, but he could not think what question to ask. Again no one said anything. 

Then, Baba looked directly at Irwin and asked if he had a question. Irwin Luck recalled: “There was what I thought 

was a long pause on my part as my mind was working at high speed. If I had only one question to ask it should be 

the one that answers all others. But what is that question?” 

Baba was patiently waiting for his reply. Irwin then recalled that he had read that Baba once stated: “The one who 

asks for his love will be the chosen one.” He looked at Baba and said, “Baba, can I have all your love?” 

Baba asked the mandali, “Do you experience all my love?” 

“Not as the Ocean of Love,” Eruch said. 

“A fraction of your love,” said Prem Khilnani. 

“Not even a fraction!” answered Ramjoo. 

“And do you believe that I am the Ocean of Love?” 

“Something more than belief, Baba,” Ramjoo replied. 

“Rarely is one given that love,” Baba stated. 

Baba looked back at Irwin and asked, “Why shouldn’t I give it to him or her? Why should it be you?” 

Irwin said, “Baba, I would like you to give it to whoever you want to, but I would like to experience it, too.”  

Baba said, “Why should I give the Ocean to anyone? It is there. Everyone is destined to experience it one day. When 

I see it is worth giving, I give — the Experience, not the Ocean.” 

Baba had just finished distributing chocolates and the empty plastic jar was lying in his lap. He picked up the jar 

and, as he waved his hand around it, he used the following metaphor to explain: 

I am the Infinite, Almighty Ocean of Love, and you are within the confines of this jar — in ignorance — which 

is in my Ocean. But the jar has a lid on it. So even though you are in the Ocean of Love itself, you cannot 

experience it because of the lid that separates you and keeps the Ocean from you. All you have to do is remove 

the lid, and then the Ocean that I am will pour in, and you will immediately experience my Infinite Love and 

know me as I really am. 

In my inalienable Oneness of Love, you cannot expect me to do two things — open and pour. Likewise it is left 

to you to open your heart and receive love from me. 

Irwin was thinking: “If I could have removed the lid, I would have done so. But how can one remove the lid from 

inside? It takes someone who is free on the outside to remove the lid.” He then realized that was precisely why he 

had come to Baba. Baba was free and could free all.236 

Baba continued: “And again, why should I give you or a particular individual the Ocean of Love, which certainly I 

am, and not to others or to the whole of creation? It is a gift, and it ever remains the gift of grace!” 

Someone said, “I will try to ...” 

“Don’t try,” Baba interrupted. 

The more you try, the less are the chances to receive love. It is said that those who want love should, in the 

midst of life, become deaf, dumb and blind! This will gradually free you from the wants you would like 

fulfilled and also from those which you dislike. 

In the end, you have to free yourself even from the want of “I want love,” or “I want to become one with the 

Beloved.” Of course, such a want frees you from all other wants, but even this singular want belittles the glory 

of love and it becomes a burden to the Beloved. 

If this is not possible then you should, at the least, desire to become like dust at the feet of the Beloved. For this 

you have to obey me implicitly. 

In the following lines a lover states how impossible it is to obey the Master: 

 
236 Years later, when Eruch heard Irwin narrating this incident, he commented, “To remove the lid what is 

required is either to ‘boil inside’ so much or to expand like ice until the lid is thrown off!” 



 

 

O Beloved! You have tied my hands and feet to a plank 

and have thrown me in the midst of a stormy ocean, 

and you command me that I should not get my clothes wet! 

This simply means that unless the Master helps you and you trust him 100 percent, it is not possible for you to 

obey him absolutely. 

I am God in human form. Be prepared to obey me with all willingness. I bestow the gift of love as and when I 

like. Better leave it to my will and pleasure. 

Don’t worry, be happy. 

On another day, Baba spoke in a similar vein: 

One should approach me as if deaf, dumb and blind. He who has a tongue but does not “speak,” having ears but 

does not “hear” and having eyes but does not “see,” can see me and follow me and speak about me! Only he 

who turns a deaf ear to others, speaks of no one else and sees no one else can remain absorbed in God! 

This does not mean that you have to remain inactive or lazy. On the contrary, it means that you have to be very 

much more alert toward the expressive beauty of the all-pervading Beloved. 

In one of his couplets Hafiz has said: 

O Hafiz! If you want your Beloved to be present, 

do not absent yourself for one moment from his presence. 

This means that if you have an intense longing for your Beloved, leave all else and remain near him. Let not 

your mind wander for even an instant; keep it focused on him alone. 

So beware, let not the Divine Beloved find you absent when he knocks at the door of your heart! 

 

Baba paid another house visit on 8 June 1960, and on the 9th he visited the Hindu Women’s Rescue Home, an 

institution for neglected women and abandoned children. First the teachers bowed to Baba, and then the orphan girls 

filed past. Baba embraced some and gave this message: 

Love and understanding never condemn, but seek to help and encourage. Men and women have departed from 

the custom and laws of Truth and Goodness, but God never condemns us or turns us from His door. Therefore, 

we should not condemn even those who condemn us. 

I bless you to try to understand and love those who are trying to help you to take your place in God’s work 

through serving His humanity. 

Irwin Luck was with Baba and at the end of the program Baba remarked, “It was a short but sweet visit.” 

On the way back to Guruprasad in the car, Baba asked Irwin what he was thinking. He replied, “Baba, I was 

thinking I would like to know you. I would like to know your Reality.” 

Baba asked, “Are you willing to pay the price?” 

Irwin wondered: “Is the price my ego?” Frightening images of being burnt at the stake came to mind. But Baba 

patted him on the knee, gesturing for him not to worry over it anymore. 

Changing the subject, Irwin said, “A lot of good must come to these orphans when you are there.” 

Baba replied, “A tremendous amount of good is being done to them.” 

When Irwin had first arrived, Baba instructed him to write to his father informing him that he was all right. Irwin 

found it difficult to do anything, and Baba had to remind him about it two or three times. 

As he would sit before Baba each day, at times thoughts would come into his mind such as: “I want to stay here and 

live with Baba. But if I am in Miami with my father, it would be the same as being with Baba.” 

One day, just as this thought surfaced yet again, Baba asked, “Would you rather be here with me, or would you 

rather return back and stay with your father?” 

“I would rather be with you, Baba,” Irwin said. 

“You will benefit the same whether you are here or there. But you don’t have to decide this minute. Think about it 

and tell me later.” 



 

 

Irwin needed no time to consider; he knew he wanted to be with Baba. However, nothing more was said about it, 

and he realized Baba had put these thoughts into his mind for some purpose. On the morning Irwin left, Baba 

remarked, “Distance means nothing to me. Time and space are no barriers for me. I will be with you wherever you 

are. Don’t worry; remain happy and cheerful. And remember: I am always with you.” 

Baba motioned Irwin to come to him and he embraced him. Irwin recalled: “When I stepped back I felt as if my 

arms were dripping. The sensation was so strong I had to look down and see if anything was dripping! I was 

charged.” 

Baba continued, “Return back to the States and tell the New York group what you have seen and heard. Meherjee 

will help you with everything. Now go. And send me a telegram when you arrive home.” 

Irwin left for America on the 10th. His telegram to Baba read: “Arrived in New York. Thought of you all the way.” 

 

Although outsiders were stopped from coming to Guruprasad from the 10th of June, during the last ten days of 

Baba’s stay in Poona, Baba visited two homes of his close lovers on Monday, 13 June 1960, and Bindra House four 

days later. 

When Dr. Ghani died in 1951 he had left the family in some debt. His wife Khatunbi had tried unsuccessfully to pay 

off the loan, and it was a constant source of worry for her. On 14 June, she was permitted to come to Guruprasad 

with her unmarried daughter Nurjehan to lay the matter before Baba. Weeping, she told Baba of how they had tried 

for nine years to sell some property to pay off the debt, but it remained unsold.  

Baba heard her, but said he was helpless to do anything. “My ears are deaf to prayers of this kind,” he said. “But if 

you pray to Allah from the bottom of your heart, He will most certainly listen. Therefore, here in my presence, pray 

to Allah sincerely to help you.” So Khatunbi prayed to God that the family should get a reasonable price for their 

property and release them from the loan incurred by her late husband. 

The very next day, when Baba came to the mandali, news was received from Khatunbi that her property had been 

sold at the desired price. Baba commented that she must have prayed wholeheartedly, and therefore God had heard 

her prayer. Baba ended, saying, “I was deaf to her prayer, but God listened.” 

Kishanchand Gajwani had been present the previous day and was at Guruprasad on the 15th also. He said, “Baba, 

this is beyond my understanding. What is the difference between God and Baba? Sometimes you call yourself 

Avatar and state that you are God, but to Mrs. Ghani you said that you were deaf and only God could hear her 

prayers?” 

Baba replied, “God is the malik [owner, boss] of the universe and I am the malik of God. I am the God-Man [Nar-

Narayan]. God is the only Reality, and I and God are one. However, God acting as God is different; God acting as 

God-Man is something else, something more.” 

Gajwani asked, “Is the difference between God and Baba that God is Nirgun Narakar [formless and attributeless] 

whereas Baba is Sagun Sakar [with form and attributes]?” 

Baba explained, “I am with form and attributes. I am also without form and without attributes, and I am beyond 

attributes, and also beyond that. While I manifest in form and with attributes, I always maintain my experience of 

being without and also beyond attributes. That is why I say God is the malik of the universe, and I am the malik of 

God.  

“For example: Suppose you wear glasses. You can give your glasses to anybody you want. It is under your control 

and you can give them to anyone easily. Similarly, I can give God to anyone, just by lowering my eyelids or without 

even moving them — anywhere and at any time I want.” 

While this conversation was going on, Meherjee informed Baba that Vishnu, too, had won a long pending court 

matter. Baba commented, “All these things keep happening automatically, naturally. It is not my miracle. If a good 

thing happens, people say it is according to Baba’s wish.” 

On the 18th, Baba along with 40 persons visited Sadashiv Patil’s home at 2:00 P.M. That afternoon at Guruprasad, 

Jalbhai showed three films of Baba from 4:00 to 6:00 P.M.237 

On Sunday, 19 June, a poor program was held in Guruprasad. One hundred and sixty poor men and women had been 

selected in advance, and given an admittance ticket. These poor people were not beggars but were from the lowly 

 
237 The films shown were: Charmian Duce’s 1958 Myrtle Beach Sahavas; Don Stevens’ 1959 visit to India; 

and some of Jalbhai’s recent films shot in 1960. 



 

 

working class. They came in the morning, and each received five rupees from Baba’s hands after he had placed his 

head on their feet. The poor people had been warned not to express their thanks or reverence by word or gesture to 

Baba. One particular individual, the head of a middle-class family in desperate need, was given Rs.200. 

Baba left Guruprasad for Meherazad early on Monday morning, 20 June 1960. Bhagirath’s truck took the luggage, 

and Baba and the mandali rode in a convoy of four cars: Nariman’s DeSoto and his Chevrolet Fleetmaster, 

Meherjee’s car, and Adi Sr.’s car. In addition, Gajwani had been permitted to accompany Baba to Meherazad in his 

car, along with Siganporia and the Dubash family. On the way they stopped at Bund Gardens, where the Poona 

lovers had gathered. Among them was the singer Patwardhan. After half an hour, Baba’s arti was sung and he was 

bid farewell with vociferous shouts of “Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!” He and the mandali arrived in Meherazad at 

10:45 A.M. Baba looked fatigued, but he inspected the modifications to the mandali hall flooring, made at 

Kenmore’s suggestion, and appreciated Kaka’s efforts.  

“During Baba’s stay at Guruprasad that year,” Age recorded, “thousands of lovers from all over the country and 

from all walks of life came to Poona and returned home after bathing in the Ocean of Love. The glory of it was 

something great to witness! Those who came for darshan were in fact birds (souls) of the Beloved’s Garden, as it 

was only their love which prompted them to undertake such long journeys, and to flock to be in the Lord’s presence 

for a relatively short period of time. But those who came were amply rewarded as Baba seemed to open the portals 

of his heart that year and allow a free flow of love to all!” 

  



 

 

Chapter 36: INTERESTED IN REMAINING DISINTERESTED 

On 21 June 1960, the day after his return from Poona, Baba visited Meherabad in the morning. After meeting with 

the resident mandali and families there for three hours, Baba returned to Meherazad. 

Five days later, on Sunday, 26 June, Baba came to Khushru Quarters at 7:00 A.M. with Eruch, Pendu and Francis. He 

went to the Avatar Meher Baba Trust office room (on the north side, next to Adi’s bedroom), where a chair had been 

specially kept for him. Sarosh’s eldest daughter Gulnar was getting married that day, and she and her physician 

fiancé, Hirji S. Adenwala, garlanded Baba, along with other family members, and received his blessings. Nariman 

also came. 

At 9:00 A.M., a poor program was held in front of Adi’s office in the open compound. According to Baba’s wish, 

Adi, Chhagan, Rangole, Rustom Kaka, Waman and Bhagirath had found and brought 106 lepers. Forty-four 

destitute persons were also brought. Baba washed and wiped the feet of the lepers, and after touching his forehead to 

their feet he handed each five rupees as prasad. He did the same with the 44 poor destitutes. Each leper was given 

the towel Baba had used to wipe his feet. After Baba had bowed to the first few persons, the elevated wooden 

platform, on which the lepers were asked to stand, was shifted to Piroja’s verandah, as a breeze was bothering Baba. 

The program took one and a half hours, and afterwards Baba returned to Meherazad. Mrs. Dhakephalkar was the 

only woman permitted to witness the program. 

A well-known singer of Ahmednagar named Habib Nizami Qawaal gave a performance in Meherazad on the 28th, 

from 8:30 to 10:30 A.M., and several persons from Ahmednagar were also invited. Baba had previously heard some 

of Habib’s records and enjoyed his ghazals. The singer had also performed once at Meherabad, in 1952. Although 

Habib had agreed to perform for free, he was given Rs.50 as prasad. 

While Baba was at Guruprasad each year, Kaikobad stayed with his family on Meherabad Hill. On the morning of 

the 29th, Baba was driven to Meherabad to bring Kaikobad back to Meherazad. He stopped at Akbar Press and 

Khushru Quarters for fifteen minutes on the way and returned to Meherazad at about 10:30 A.M. 

The next day, 30 June 1960, this circular was issued: 

This is to all of you who love me and obey me, and as well as to all those who would do so. Most particularly it 

is to all of you who have replied in the affirmative (Yes), stating your resolution to obey me and hold fast to 

my daaman under all circumstances and, irrespective of whatever may or may not happen, to stick to me to the 

very end. 

I want you, all my lovers, to take this period of my seclusion as most important from all angles. 

I want you to help me by helping one another through practicing greater tolerance toward all, even toward those 

who cause you provocation. I want you to do this through love and not through compulsion. 

I want you to live in agreement and to maintain cordial relations with all, especially during these six months of 

my seclusion which will test to the utmost your forbearance, thus making you aware of the extent of your love 

for me. 

I want you to know that I will definitely break my silence, and I want you to cling to my daaman until the very 

end, irrespective of whether I speak or not. I am the Highest of the High and want you to love me not for any 

spiritual or material gain, nor for the impending breaking of my silence and my manifestation, but I want you 

to love me for myself as being God in human form. 

I want you to remain undisturbed and unshaken by the force of life’s currents, for whatever the circumstances 

they too will be of my own creation. 

I want you to remain absorbed as much as possible in thinking of me during my seclusion of six months, when 

circumstances will be so created during this period that they will try to drift you away from me. This is the 

reason why I have repeatedly stressed while at Guruprasad that the time has come when I want you all to cling 

to my daaman with both hands — in case the grip of one hand is lost, your other hand will serve in good stead. 

And lastly, I want you all to remember NOT to disturb me in any way during my seclusion, not even by writing 

to me to acknowledge this or to reaffirm your love for me. 

My love to you each. 

 

Baba’s six-month seclusion at Meherazad began from Friday, 1 July 1960. Eruch’s mother, Gaimai, had been 

allowed to stay at Meherazad for 20 days, and she arrived that afternoon. 



 

 

Baba was not feeling well. He looked pale and tired. Because he would not take proper nourishment and informed 

the mandali that he would be fasting during his seclusion, Goher convinced him to allow her to give him a vitamin 

B12 (500 mg) injection, and a liver supplement (2cc) injection. Although these injections were painful, Baba 

submitted to one on 4 July and to another on the 8th. 

From the 5th of July, Baba began sitting secluded with Kaikobad for a fixed period each day, and this lasted until the 

end of his seclusion. 

On Sunday, 10 July 1960, the 35th anniversary of Baba’s silence was observed. Baba fasted that day, and all his 

lovers in the East and West, including the mandali, were instructed to remain silent from 8:00 P.M. of 9 July until 

8:00 P.M. of the 10th. 

According to Baba’s instructions, on 12 July Kumar arrived at Khushru Quarters from Rishikesh with the mast 

Nilkanthwala, and brought him to Meherazad the following morning. For the next fifteen days, Baba sat with the 

mast twice a day in Bhau’s room, where the mast was kept. Nilkanthwala was usually quite jovial — chuckling and 

holding forth in Hindi on various subjects — but on 27 July he grew extremely anxious and expressed his ardent 

wish to return to Rishikesh. Kumar, Baidul and Eruch did their best to persuade the mast to stay, but he would not 

listen. He appeared so restless, as if his body were on fire! So, after working with Nilkanthwala on the 28th, Baba 

sent him back to Rishikesh by train with Kumar. 

From Monday, 1 August 1960, Baba began intensive work with Kaikobad. He would work with him every morning 

for half an hour, but not on Sundays. Each day the Master’s and Repentance prayers were said aloud by all the men 

in the hall. On the 2nd, Goher gave Baba another vitamin injection. (On 20 July, Baba’s feet had begun to swell.) 

Eruch was instructed to fast for four days at the beginning of August. Baba was eating only one meal a day. But, in 

addition to that routine, from 4 August, Baba began fasting on liquids every Thursday for three weeks: two ounces 

of tea taken twice and four ounces of buttermilk taken once. Because he was fasting, Goher increased the doses of 

his vitamin injections when she administered them on 12 and 22 August. 

Meanwhile, among the mandali, Francis was occupied in editing various discourses of Baba’s, given mainly in 1959 

and 1960 at Guruprasad, which would later be published in a book titled The Everything and The Nothing. Francis 

was also collecting material to begin writing Baba’s life.238 

In September 1960, the manuscript of The Everything and The Nothing and other explanations were given to Bhau 

to translate into Hindi. As the years went by, Bhau did other translation work as well.239 

Saturday, 6 August 1960 was celebrated as Khordad Sal (Zoroaster’s birthday). Baba called the women to mandali 

hall in the morning to participate in prayers.  

During Baba’s present seclusion, he continued giving discourses. On the 6th, he drew a diagram and expounded on 

the infinite atmas (souls) in Paramatma (Oversoul or God) and gave some further points on the working of the 

Avatar. He also gave a discourse on mental consciousness, part of which follows: 

Those on the mental planes are not conscious of the gross or subtle planes. How then is it possible for one on 

the mental plane to speak, eat, drink, et cetera — in short, to perform actions similar to those of an ordinary 

man on the gross plane? 

It is just as we hear of persons walking, or eating, drinking, writing, stealing and so forth in their sleep, and yet 

they are absolutely unconscious of these gross actions. It is not uncommon for a person to talk in his sleep. All 

those around him can hear him speaking in his sleep, but the person himself is not aware or conscious of his 

own speaking. In the same way, the ones on the mental planes are totally unconscious of gross and subtle 

actions and spheres, although all their gross and subtle actions are the outcome of their thoughts and feelings 

— the functions of mind ... 

Any action performed by one on the mental planes, as observed by the gross-conscious or subtle-conscious 

atmas, is nothing but a gross or subtle manifestation of a mental action. The apparent gross action that you on 

 

238 Only one volume of Francis Brabazon's biography of Meher Baba's life was published, titled The Silent 

Word. 

239 In 1967, Bhau was instructed to translate The Wayfarers into Hindi, and add Meher Baba's work during 

the 1950s with other masts, the poor and lepers.  



 

 

the gross plane see performed by one on the mental plane is merely the pattern of that mental function 

translated on the screen of your own gross consciousness. Hence, the one on the mental plane is totally 

dissociated from the gross and subtle, does not speak, eat or drink in the sense that those on the gross plane eat, 

drink and speak, though he may appear to do so. When you see such a one eating, drinking, speaking, et cetera, 

it is nothing but your own gross interpretation of the reflection of his mental activity. 

For example, when you see the moon reflected in a lake, to all intents and purposes it is in the water as long as 

your gaze is directed at the lake. The moon is not in the water. The reflection of the moon is in the water, but it 

appears as if the moon is in the water. So the consciousness of the one on the mental planes is not here. The 

reflection of his consciousness is here, but it appears as if he is conscious of the gross plane. 

When one on the mental planes performs an action, that act cannot be comprehended by anyone having 

consciousness only of the subtle or the gross. That same act is interpreted differently by the ones on the subtle 

planes and the ones on the gross plane, in the light of their own respective consciousness. 

In short, the function of mind expressed by one on the mental planes, when perceived by you on the gross plane, 

comes through the channel of your gross consciousness and reaches you in the shape or movement familiar to 

your range of awareness and capacity of comprehension. 

On 16 August 1960 when a discussion arose over whether something Baba had stated was an order or not, Baba 

clarified: 

I want you to do this means I would like you to do it if you can. That is, it is a request. I wish you to do this 

means I want you to obey whether you can or you cannot. That is, it is an order. In such cases there is a chance 

of the wish being thwarted by disobedience, by not obeying. I will you to do something means that you are 

definitely, automatically to do it, and you are able to do it because I make you do it — because it is my will. 

Baba also once explained: 

When I give an order, it is not like an order given by a commander in the field of battle. Rather, when I give an 

order, it implies my pleasure. It should not be equated with the order given by a general. In my case, it is an 

expression of my pleasure. Thus, I give you scope to exert your very most to please me. 

On 23 August, Baba said: 

“Seek and you shall find” has become such a commonplace slogan that spiritual aspirants have begun to wonder 

what it means. To them I say: “Do not seek and you will find.” 

Do not seek material pleasure and you will find the spiritual treasure. This means, seek only God by not seeking 

material pleasure and you will find God. 

You can only seek God through self-denial. The spiritual treasure cannot be obtained by merely stretching out 

your hand for it. Only in the completeness of self-denial can the spiritual treasure become self-evident. 

There are three ways of obtaining the spiritual treasure: First: to earn it yourself by self-denial. Second: to 

receive it as a spontaneous gift from God given to His lover whose self has become effaced in the intensity of 

his longing for his Beloved. And third: to inherit it directly from the Perfect Master who bequeaths it to those 

who remain completely resigned to his will. 

Therefore if you wish to find the Treasure, stop seeking material pleasure. Seek the kingdom of Heaven by not 

seeking the kingdom of earth, and you will find it. 

During his nightwatch on Friday, 26 August 1960, Baba dictated this ghazal to Bhau in Hindi: 

Do not fall in love with maya, it will ruin you. 

It will drag you from love and leave you a pauper. 

 

Surrender to the Perfect Master, he will better your lot 

He will adorn you with the jewelry of spirituality 

          and make you the richest of the rich. 

 

Then what power will the angel of death have over you? 

It behooves you to always remember this! 



 

 

Two days later while on nightwatch, Baba dictated another ghazal to Bhau as follows: 

Sip the nectar of love and become like a mast [for the Beloved]. 

Turn the heart to kabob and eat it; then drink its blood. 

 

How long will you sew stained patches of sins to the daaman? 

Let the Master-Tailor-of-Love stitch the pieces of your heart. 

 

Die that death which makes you live after dying. 

Die to your self and live exclusively for others. 

 

Surrender your all to the Perfect Master and receive All from him. 

Bhau says if you want to talk about anything, speak only of love. 

 

Baba played a game of seven tiles with the mandali for a few afternoons during the last days of August. During this 

six-month seclusion period, Baba had stopped Adi Sr. from coming to Meherazad daily. Adi, however, was 

permitted to see Baba on 27 August, when he brought Meherjee, who was allowed to stay overnight. Khorshed also 

came for a week on the 23rd. 

From 1 September 1960, Baba took a three-day “holiday” from his fasting and seclusion work. On the 4th, he 

resumed his work and began a week-long fast, taking only one cup each of coffee, tea and buttermilk per day. The 

fast took a toll on Baba’s body: his blood pressure rose; he caught a cold; he had severe headaches; and he 

sometimes experienced tremors. Nevertheless, Baba continued to remain absorbed in his Universal work and sat 

with Kaikobad every day. 

On the final day of his fast, Sunday, 10 September, another program for the poor was held from 8:45 until 10:15 

a.m. in mandali hall at Meherazad. Baba bowed to 220 poor persons (167 men and 53 women) from eight 

surrounding villages, and handed ten rupees to each as prasad. Noshir Irani and his brother Boman were permitted to 

witness the proceedings as they had donated the Rs.2,200 amount given as prasad, as per Baba’s request of them. 

(“Baba has no money to give to the poor,” Eruch had written them, “and give he must!”) 

Three days later, on 13 September, Baba declared, “I shall not break my seclusion until I break my silence.” 

Although Baba stopped fasting, his health continued to weaken. On the 14th, he felt giddiness and had slight edema 

in both hands and feet, which continued until the end of the month. Goher gave him a vitamin B12 injection (1,000 

mg), and another injection of a liver supplement (2cc). 

On the morning of the 17th, Baba mentioned Vinayak Patwardhan with fondness and how he had sung so well before 

him in Guruprasad. Eruch was instructed to write to Ramakrishnan to inform Patwardhan: “As Baba was 

remembering you this morning in his seclusion, it behooves you to remain in touch with him.” 

On Sunday, 18 September 1960, Baba explained how the world is a prison: 

The whole world is a prison, for the Soul experiences being behind the bars in a cell of its gross-subtle-mental 

body. The hold of illusion is so strong that it imprints the feeling of perpetual bondage. And the eternally free 

Soul — though lone Sovereign and supreme Lord — experiences itself as serf rather than Soul. 

Illusion stages the Lord’s imprisonment so perfectly and establishes his serfdom so convincingly that even at 

the moment when the Perfect Master bestows his grace on the Soul, it experiences itself as breaking out 

through the bars of a prison which never existed. 

The [embodied] Soul’s apparent imprisonment becomes so suffocatingly unbearable that a time comes when, by 

the Master’s grace, it literally tears itself free as if from shackles. And when at last freed, the feeling of 

exultation is as powerful as was its feeling of suffocation. The experience of both imprisonment and release is 

of illusion, but the experience of the final freedom is of Reality. The emancipated Soul then experiences 

continuously and eternally its own infinite freedom. 

The world exists only as long as the Soul experiences bondage. When the Soul realizes itself as Reality, the 

world vanishes — for it never was, and the Soul experiences itself as being Infinite and Eternal. 



 

 

Vishnu was staying at Meherabad at this time. He, Don, Padri and Sidhu were called to Meherazad on the 19th and 

were taken there by Adi. Baba discussed their work with them and distributed biscuits, chocolate and chiwada. 

Three days later, Baba was in the mood to hear the complete speech Soman had written on the Prophet Muhammad 

for the Muslim festival of Id-e-Milad. While Eruch was reading it, Baba would often gesture, “It is very good, very 

good.” Eruch was instructed to write to Ramakrishnan to inform Soman that Baba had listened to it. 

The delayed monsoon rains had come at last, and on Sunday, 25 September 1960, Baba was driven in the DeSoto, 

accompanied by the men and women mandali (driven separately), to have a look at Pimpalgaon Lake, which was 

overflowing. Baba had earlier remarked, “The reason there has not been any rain is that Indra [the god of rain] has 

no pity for me in my suffering and refuses to weep!” 

Meanwhile, the swelling of his hands and feet persisted, particularly in his right foot. On the 26th there was also a 

slight swelling in the right half of his scrotum and puffiness in his face; nevertheless on that day Baba walked 

around the property with the men, taking them to see the fruit trees in Mehera’s garden. Despite his poor health, 

Baba remained preoccupied with Kaikobad, as usual, and indicated his work was being done satisfactorily. 

Baba’s nephew Sheroo visited on 30 September, and the next morning, Manu Jessawala arrived along with 

Meherjee. She was permitted to stay until 22 October. The next day (Sunday, the 2nd), Maharani Shantadevi visited 

Baba and spent the day at Meherazad. Meherjee departed on the 4th. 

From Wednesday, 5 October 1960, Baba began fasting for seven days, this time on only sweetened water. Eruch, 

too, was ordered to fast in the same manner. The rest of the men and women at Meherazad were put on a partial fast 

of one meal a day and tea twice during the day. Baba began running a slight fever of 100° that day, and his blood 

pressure was a little high. But worst of all, a rash developed on the right side of his face and he felt a burning 

sensation from it. His mouth was swollen, red and sore, and painful blisters erupted all over his tongue, especially at 

the root. 

The next day, his condition was diagnosed by Don and Goher as herpes zoster, and they speculated that he had 

contracted the infection when bowing to the lepers and poor in September. The ailment was to continue to plague 

Baba for the next month and a half. Although he was extremely uncomfortable, he remained absorbed in his 

seclusion work. 

Baba had chills on the 6th, and swallowing became painful. Although there was no fever on the 7th, the eruptions on 

Baba’s face and the inflammation increased. The pain was intense. The entire right side of his face from below the 

eye ached. All of the cheek, ear, chin, glands underneath the chin, and inside of his mouth and tonsil area (even 

down in the pharynx) was affected. It was such a severe attack that Baba could not even open his mouth. Although 

cortisone ointments were applied externally, Decadron (steroid) tablets taken, and an injection of penicillin given, no 

sufficiently strong medicine could be administered internally as Baba was fasting. 

By 8 October, Baba’s condition had worsened, and Don and Padri came and were consulted. The lesions were 

increasing. Baba agreed to take an antibiotic for the herpes and something also for the pain, though his fast 

continued. There was no improvement the following day, and since Baba was not taking enough fluids, an 

intravenous solution was administered. He was given a vitamin injection, and also a sleeping pill at bedtime. 

After Mehera and the women mandali coaxed and begged him to take some nourishment, Baba agreed to ingest 

something on the 10th, and broke his fast with a glass of buttermilk and some soup. (Eruch also stopped his fast.) But 

the swelling on the right side of Baba’s face continued to increase under the right eyelid, lip and tongue, and the 

swallowing was still painful. 

The next day, Baba had soup, buttermilk, toast and biscuits. The right side of his face became more painful, and 

though the tongue blisters were sloughing, the pain increased, eventually penetrating into the right ear and root of 

the tongue. Daily injections from Goher continued, and Don came each day to assist. 

All this time, Baba refused to listen to the pleas of those near him that he stay in bed, or at least confine himself to 

his room and rest. He insisted that everything go on routinely. He would walk about in the main house and be taken 

in the chair to the men’s quarters, where he would do his Universal work. 

On Wednesday, 12 October 1960 (the original date for the end of his fast), Baba had some rice and dal, and also 

buttermilk and soup. But eating the food only made his pain greater, because swallowing hurt terribly. 

Strangely, Baba slept well that night. However, the next day, 13 October, the pain was the same all over his face. It 

was more concentrated on the right temple, ear lobe and root of the tongue. Scabs were forming on the blisters. 

These areas were fomented and ointment was applied. Two vitamin injections were also given. Baba would 

complain of a “screwing” type of pain inside his right ear that made him feel as if he were now going deaf. 



 

 

While discussing matters in the hall with the mandali later that day, Baba expounded on the purposelessness in 

infinite Existence: 

Reality is Existence infinite and eternal. Existence has no purpose by virtue of its being real, infinite and 

eternal. Existence exists. Being Existence it has to exist. Hence, Existence, the Reality, cannot have any 

purpose. It just is. It is self-existing. 

Everything — all the things and all the beings — in Existence has a purpose. All things and beings have a 

purpose and must have a purpose, or else they cannot be in existence as what they are. Their very being in 

existence proves their purpose; and their sole purpose in existing is to become free of purpose — meaning, to 

become purposeless. 

Purposelessness is of Reality; to have a purpose is to be lost in falseness. Everything exists only because it has a 

purpose. The moment that purpose has been accomplished, everything disappears and Existence is manifested 

as self-existing Self. 

Purpose presumes a direction, and since Existence, being everything and everywhere, cannot have any direction 

— directions must always be in nothing and lead nowhere. Hence, to have a purpose is to create a false goal. 

Love alone is devoid of all purpose, and a spark of divine love sets fire to all purposes. The goal of life in 

creation is to arrive at purposelessness, which is the state of Reality. 

 

Besides Baba’s acute physical suffering, there was another element which made those times even more trying and 

unbearable for the Meherazad mandali, and that was Baba’s mental attitude. It was as though he were only interested 

in remaining disinterested. If anything was told to him, he would not pay the slightest attention to it, and he seemed 

totally unconcerned about everything going on around him. He was so deeply merged in his inner work that for the 

first time he became indifferent to day-to-day activities. 

To try to bring his attention back to everyday things, the men and women mandali urged him to take part in card 

games, carrom and seven tiles, but when he played, he played without the least interest. During a card game, he 

would suddenly throw down the cards and quit; in the midst of a game of seven tiles, when it was his turn to throw, 

he would drop the ball and look away. When playing a game of carrom, he would aim anywhere. He was in a 

seemingly most peculiar depressed state. Never before or since during his Avataric work was Baba found to be like 

this. Outwardly, he appeared totally unmindful and unconnected with everything. 

Finding Baba in such a state, the mandali resorted to different types of amusements to please him — all in vain. 

They would shoulder Baba in his chair and take him long distances for walks, tell him funny stories, yet his 

disinterestedness did not let up but, on the contrary, increased. On the festive day of Diwali (20 October), 

Meherazad was gaily decorated by Meheru on the women’s side and Meherdas on the men’s side, and Baba showed 

a glimmer of awareness of what was going on around him. But soon, he reverted to the same aloof condition.240 

One night, when Bhau was on watch in Baba’s bedroom, he saw a scorpion. Baba was resting on his bed. Because 

the least noise would disturb him, Bhau could not kill it. He just kept staring at it, and the scorpion remained where 

it was. Three hours passed. When at last Baba sat up in bed, Bhau killed the scorpion. Baba did not say anything. 

This was another example of his indifferent state. 

Bhau would keep watch until midnight, and afterwards, Vishnu (when he was there), Pendu and Rano would share 

the duty for a few hours each until six o’clock in the morning. Once when Pendu was on watch, a scorpion stung 

him, but Baba did not say a word. Pendu writhed silently and could seek treatment only after his duty was over. 

Baba would usually be attentive to the smallest things, but during this period his listlessness increased to such an 

extent that it seemed no event, however calamitous, could move him. 

During that time, Baba asked neither for a drink of water, nor for his commode to answer nature’s call. These were 

to be given to him unasked. One night Bhau handed him a glass of sherbet. Baba poured it into the glass that he used 

to pass urine, and then looked at Bhau. Bhau immediately grasped what he meant, which was that Baba wanted him 

to drink it. So he drank the sweetened water, and Baba quietly watched him. Bhau then washed the glass and gave it 

back to Baba for urinating. Baba just sat there like a statue, and Bhau had to remind Baba repeatedly to relieve 

himself. Finally, he did. 

During those days, Bhau felt as if a thunderstorm were bursting over his head. Baba showed his aversion to him and 

would not allow him to come near him. At night, Bhau would be on watch, and during the day he would remain in 

 
240 Bal Natu arrived on 25 October to spend part of his Diwali vacation at Meherazad. 



 

 

his room writing. He was working on Hindi ghazals at the time (later titled Meher Geet Suda [Songs of Meher’s 

Wine]), but Baba was totally indifferent toward his efforts. Bhau felt as if Baba’s days were numbered and his life 

was coming to an end. All the mandali felt similarly. 

Becoming indifferent to all, Baba made them interested in his disinterestedness. The more passive he was, the more 

attentive they were to him. On account of his indifferent attitude, the mandali were more determined and cautious 

than ever in following his behests to avoid the least cause of annoyance to him. 

A few weeks later, in November 1960, when Eruch’s brother Meherwan came to Meherazad, he too was struck by 

Baba’s condition. He described: 

It was the first time that I had seen Baba so completely withdrawn within himself. At that time there was no 

verandah [on the men’s side]. Baba’s chair would be placed in the open and the mandali would sit around him, 

but not a word would be spoken. Eruch would try to strike up some conversation, but Baba would not respond, 

sitting with his chin down, and only occasionally forcing a smile. 

It would be so painful for us. We never saw him this way, as if for the first time Baba had lost his sense of 

humor, which had never happened before. It was an extremely distressing atmosphere. He said he was having 

tremendous pressure of work, “You have no idea what I am suffering.” Such stray remarks he would make. It 

was sort of a nerve-shattering experience [for us]. 

Once, it became so unbearable that for the first time I heard Eruch burst out, “Baba, really this is now 

unbearable for all of us. We request you to stop this suffering upon yourself. We don’t care for any benefit for 

us; we don’t care for realization. Burn us all up! We request you to please ease a little the burden on yourself. 

We can’t bear to see you suffer like this.” 

There was hushed silence, and in spite of all this, Baba looked up. There was a slight shadow of a smile on his 

lips and Baba brushed him aside, “Restrain yourself and don’t get carried away!” That was the only response 

Baba gave. We could only imagine what stress he must be under at that time. 

 

Baba again had one night free from fever on 13 October 1960 and slept well. But the next day, the pain was the 

same continuous throb, but more on the root of the tongue and the right ear. On the 18th, Don and Padri were called 

to Meherazad to examine Baba and suggest some treatment. 

The following day and night, Baba’s condition was poor. The throat ulcers were very painful and Baba could not 

sleep at all. The pain in his ear was intense and swallowing for him was almost impossible. Goher was afraid the 

ophthalmic nerve might become damaged and affect Baba’s right eye. She consulted a skin specialist in Poona for 

treatment on post-herpetic neuralgia, as the pain was becoming so neuralgic that even a cool draft would hurt it. 

Only warmth would help. Winter was approaching in India, but Baba would not stay in his room as the women 

mandali wanted, so that they could keep his face covered with warm clothing and compresses to prevent this pain. 

Since Baba insisted on continuing his work, it was impossible to keep his face covered. As Baba once explained to 

them: “God takes on human form to shoulder the load of suffering that humanity suffers through ignorance.” They 

did not argue with him further. To try to make it easier for him to rest, Goher gave Baba a sleeping pill at bedtime 

that evening. 

On 20 October, Don and Padri were consulted again. Baba’s condition was about the same. The ulcers in the throat 

were painful, as was his ear, but the scabs were drying. He was very restless. Several injections were given to him. 

Baba slept well that night, but he suffered agonizing pain inside his right ear and throat the next day. 

The swallowing became so painful because of the blisters on his tongue that Meherjee was asked to bring an E.N.T. 

(Ear, Nose and Throat) doctor from Poona named Dr. Waman G. Atre, 54, whom he brought to Meherazad on 

Monday, 24 October 1960. Don was also present when Dr. Atre examined Baba. Atre prescribed a different 

medicine, and treated Baba’s throat with silver nitrate. As the right side of Baba’s face was becoming weak, the 

doctor suggested that Baba do certain facial exercises. 

The pain continued the next day, and the facial palsy became marked. Goher and Mehera lightly massaged the area 

and applied silver nitrate to Baba’s tongue and palate. 

Over the next few days, the facial paralysis increased and Baba’s pain became even more intense. His eye began to 

water, and there was a lot of sinus congestion. Goher was overcome with worry about his condition. “I just did not 

know what was happening,” she confessed. 



 

 

Nariman was informed, and at 11:30 a.m. on Sunday, 30 October 1960, he brought a world-renowned neurosurgeon 

from Bombay, named Dr. Ram Gundo Ginde, 48.241 Ginde had heard of Meher Baba and seen his photograph at the 

home of his friends, the Nagarwalas, in Bombay. After examining Baba very gently (as if he were treating a child), 

Ginde said that Baba should be given an injection of alcohol to deaden the spot. For this, X-ray facilities were 

necessary as the needle had to be inserted two inches into the right temple and touch the exact spot on the nerve to 

deaden it and relieve the pain. Ginde explained all this, but Baba indicated, “No, do what you have to do here.” 

“How is it possible?” Ginde protested. “Without the assistance of an X-ray machine, I would be [doing it] like a 

blind man!” 

Baba gestured, “Go ahead. Do it!” 

Dr. Ginde finally agreed. He took precise measurements and then inserted the needle into the temple until it reached 

the second and third trigeminal nerve. He instructed Baba to tell him when Baba felt any sensation in his tongue. 

When Baba indicated he did, Ginde put alcohol in the needle and deadened the nerve. Ginde did an excellent job 

without any external aid, but unfortunately with no positive result. Baba asked how long it would last, and Ginde 

said it was permanent. But no sooner had Ginde left, than Baba’s pain returned. In addition, the pain at the site of the 

deep injection gave Baba a severe headache. 

Baba said that he would wait a month more, and if the pain had not subsided, he would go to Bombay to be treated 

by Ginde. Although such a visit and injection would have normally cost between Rs.1,000 to 2,000, when Adi asked 

him what fees he would take, Ginde refused to accept any money for his services. It was highly unusual for so 

famous a surgeon to spend an entire day traveling to a remote location to treat one patient, but somehow he had 

agreed. Ginde had never met Meher Baba before, but on seeing him, the great doctor was so moved that he became 

his devoted slave. He began coming to Baba often — and his affection and love for Baba deepened profoundly over 

the years. He had come as a doctor to treat Baba but he left as his patient! In Baba’s state of disinterestedness, it 

seemed he had undergone such suffering to create interest about himself in Dr. Ram Ginde. 

Here is Dr. Ginde’s description of that first meeting: 

[Baba] was in extreme pain. There were multiple ulcers on his face, inside his ear, on the tongue, on the lips, 

and I learned that beloved Baba had not had a morsel of food for more than three weeks because of the intense 

pain that he was suffering. So, naturally, I tried to talk to him and I find that Baba does not talk! I said, “Oh 

God! What have I come to? Am I a vet [veterinarian]?” I said to myself in my own mind. “Here is a patient 

who cannot talk and I have to make up my mind.” 

I tried to examine him. He was extremely gentle and cooperative in spite of his intense pain. He gave a 

benevolent smile. 

I examined him, and I thought that I had made a correct diagnosis. Immediately, Dr. Don and Dr. Goher entered 

and they said to me, “Why don’t you come and let us talk in the next room.” So, in the next room, we went 

there and what do they show me — they show me reference books on anatomy, on the diagnosis, on pathology, 

on the treatment — about six or eight books opened out with references, laid out on the table for me to read and 

they were ready to just throw questions at me about my diagnosis, about my findings and what I was going to 

do about it. They asked me various questions. 

So, I told them that this is a case of a difficult type of syndrome known as “Ramsey Hunt neuralgia” — where 

you get two nerves of the face affected, the seventh and the fifth, as a result of which he had excruciating pain 

both in the facial distribution and also in the ear. But I thought the ear pain was not so bad, because Baba was 

not able to eat and the sores on the face, on the tongue, on the inside of the cheek, on the hard palate were very, 

very painful indeed. One could see actual sores and he was bleeding from some of them. So, I thought the only 

way to do it is to give an injection and block the nerve on the face by which, at least, the pain in all over the 

face including the inside of the mouth and on the tongue would stop immediately. If I succeeded in blocking 

this nerve, Baba would be able to eat something immediately. 

Well, I do not know what happened to me because I had no other thought in my mind, because I had forgotten 

Bombay, I had forgotten Ahmednagar, I had forgotten everything else. In fact, I had forgotten myself! And I 

just told Baba, “I have decided to give you an injection of alcohol into one nerve.” 

He said, “Go ahead! Why are you waiting?” Dr. Don looked at me. Dr. Goher looked at me. They were rather 

worried, but Baba says, “Go ahead!” 

 
241 Meherjee accompanied them from Poona and stayed at Meherazad until 4 November 1960.  



 

 

I had taken with me my electrical stimulator to know that I am in the nerve that when you touch it with the 

electric current the patient gets typical facial pain. Ordinarily, it takes 20 minutes, or 25 minutes, to make a 

successful injection for an experienced surgeon. I have also seen very experienced surgeons, including my 

teachers from whom I had learned, taking one and a half to two hours fiddling about trying to hit the nerve. So, 

I knew that in a place like Meherazad with the two cottages, with what little equipment that I had, this was 

going to be a very, very difficult proposition. But that thought did not come to my mind at all. I said, “I am 

going to hit this nerve and Baba is going to be all right.” That is the only thought that came to my mind. And, 

believe me, that this was the quickest injection that I have ever done in my life! I must have given over 700 to 

800 injections, by now, but I just put the needle inside and within half a minute I had pushed the needle about 

four to five centimeters inside from a given point and Baba just winced. I stimulated and the same pain came 

and Baba says, “Yes.” I injected the alcohol and Baba is all smiles within a minute. 

And he says, “I am hungry. Give me some food!” And immediately, they brought a huge plateful of Indian 

pulao containing meat, and I have never seen a hungry man eating and gobbling that plate of pulao in the way 

he did. I thought this man has not seen food in his whole life. In less than a couple of minutes, practically the 

whole plate was completely empty. But, as you know, Baba is not so selfish! The last morsel he kept. He said, 

“Open your mouth,” and he put that in my mouth, which I gobbled very quickly. And there were all smiles and 

he put his hands ”n his stomach as if he was very satisfied, asked for some water and he had two glasses of 

water. 

I was much surprised as to what I had done. Well, actually, he had cured himself! If you believe me, you see I 

had become, at that time, nothing but completely a channel, entirely in his hands, without any thought of 

myself as a separate entity, because I still do not know how I did it and what had happened! I have no 

knowledge even to this day, because the needle just went in, within half a minute it was in the nerve, I injected 

the alcohol, it was blocked, and the whole thing, like a drama, was finished in less than five minutes.242 

 

After Dr. Ginde departed at about 2:30 p.m., Baba slept on and off that night of 30 October, but felt feverish the 

following day and the pain in the tonsil area, tongue and ear was at its maximum. His headache also continued. 

Besides this, the injection spot on his skin was sensitive and swollen. Ginde was informed. He said the pain would 

disappear; if not, another treatment would be given later in Bombay. 

On 2 November 1960, there was more pain than there had been before the injection. Sedatives and sleeping pills had 

no effect. Although the facial paralysis was not increasing, there was about a 70 percent loss of sensation to the face 

with increased tenderness, and the muscle weakness persisted. Baba continued his facial exercises suggested by Dr. 

Atre. Urgent notes and phone calls about Baba’s condition went back and forth between Goher (in Meherazad), Adi 

(in Ahmednagar), and Nariman and Arnavaz (in Bombay) to Ginde. Don drove to Meherazad every day. 

Baba’s pain became very severe on the 4th, and he was restless throughout the day. He began taking some 

homeopathic medicine that Padri recommended. That night, Baba again slept off and on. 

After two days, on 6 November, there was some noticeable improvement. The intensity of the pain was slightly less 

and not as frequent. Baba’s facial palsy also showed some improvement, and his face looked more symmetrical. He 

was able to open and close his right eye fully for the first time in several days. The mandali had been thinking of 

sending for Dr. Ginde again, but Baba instructed them to wait, since there was slight improvement. 

 

Although there was a little change for the better after the injection given by Ginde, Baba’s state of indifference did 

not change. In that depressed state, he would infrequently impart a few instructions. On Thursday, 10 November, he 

dictated orders that his lovers should repeat any one name of God 500 times daily for 21 consecutive days from 26 

December 1960 through 15 January 1961. He also stated: “Under any and all circumstances, they must fast for 24 

hours during these 21 days.” 

Baba went on to give men the option of fasting for any number of days during the 21 days, and for women not more 

than five days. He said: “Whether one fasts for 24 hours or more, the fast so observed should be done at one stretch 

— without letting any gaps occur in between the fasting. The person fasting should drink plain water and sherbet 

[syrup and water] or weak tea (without milk) as many times a day as desired.” 

Lovers were informed that, on 16 January, they should fill in a card which accompanied the Life Circular giving 

their name and address, and stating when they had started and ended the fast. 

 
242 Transcript of a talk given by Ram Ginde to New York Monday Night Meeting on 7 October 1968 

courtesy of Suhas R. Ginde. 



 

 

From the 10th, Vishnu began staying at Meherazad, where he took over Pendu’s nightwatch duty for some days. 

Over the next five days more injections were given to Baba by Goher, as once again his pain became intense. 

Nariman arrived on Sunday, 12 November, with a letter from Dr. Ginde, suggesting no new treatment be given 

because the nerve was affected. Ginde recommended large daily doses of vitamin B1 and B12 for eight to ten days. 

During this period, Chhagan also came to Meherazad and began administering an ayurvedic preparation to Baba. 

Meherdas was ordered to leave Meherazad on the 15th and attend different melas in Hamirpur and other districts to 

deliver Baba’s message. Meherwan Jessawala arrived on the 16th and was permitted to stay at Meherazad for a 

month. 

By 15 November, Baba’s facial muscles had regained their tone and his face looked normal. But two days later, the 

pain was so severe, especially on the right side of Baba’s chin, that there was spasmodic twitching of the facial 

muscles with acute pain. The paste Chhagan had prescribed was applied daily, but Baba felt no relief from it, and it 

was stopped after four days. 

On Sunday, 20 November, for the first time the pain was not continuous for half a day. But two days later, Baba had 

a slight fever and complained of physical and nervous exhaustion. 

He was extremely restless during the day on the 24th, yet slept well that night. He remained restless and 

uncomfortable for the next four days. It was a terrible ordeal for Baba and a terrible time for the mandali also — to 

see him suffer so. The mandali felt so helpless to alleviate his suffering or share in the burden he had chosen to 

carry. As Mani related: “Once again, we were afforded a glimpse of an outer expression of his inner working 

through the aspect of physical suffering.” 

More than once, Baba told them: “The pain is bad, but the extent of my work being done is good.” It must also be 

remembered that during all this time, in addition to the herpes, Baba was still suffering from the pain in his fractured 

hip joint. 

Despite such physical suffering during Baba’s seclusion, he wished to call a meeting at Meherazad on the 4th of 

December of 138 close, male followers from all over India. Baba wanted to give them a message to be delivered by 

them personally to all concerned at their respective places. Accordingly, circulars were sent stating what each man 

was expected to adhere to and abstain from, to which every participant willingly complied. As Baba’s health 

worsened though, on 1 November, Adi was told to inform all the men: “Due to a most important factor having arisen 

in his seclusion, there is a one percent possibility of Baba postponing the meeting.” After a short period of suspense, 

another letter was sent which read: “Despite the seclusion work having taken its toll upon his health, Baba will 

definitely hold the meeting at Meherazad on 4 December.” But, on 21 November, a third letter was sent, stating that 

the meeting was canceled and Baba's seclusion would continue indefin“tely. 

On Friday, 25 November 1960, Baba said: 

My silence must break. There is no escape from it. I shall not lay down my body until I have given the Word to 

the world. 

Of my own, I shall not break my silence; universal crisis will make me do so. When the crisis will reach its 

absolute culmination, it will make me utter the Word at that moment. 

Circumstances are converging and fast gathering momentum toward precipitating the right moment, which will 

come completely unawares — at any time, any hour, any day. That moment is not far away. 

As I am the Pivot of the universe, the full pressure of the universal upheaval will bear on me, and 

correspondingly my suffering will be so infinitely overwhelming that the Word will escape from out of my 

silence. 

Remain completely resigned to my will, and do not let any circumstance or situation shake loose your grip from 

my daaman. I shall not come out of my seclusion until I break my silence. The divine moment for my giving 

the Word is not far off. 

 

During this period, Ben Hayman and Joseph Harb (Baba’s term of affection for the two men was “BenJo”) had been 

planning a trip to India to see Baba for almost a year. Telegrams had gone back and forth. Baba had given them the 

choice of seeing him for five days now or ten days in February. They had opted for the “bird in the hand” and were 

scheduled to arrive at the end of November. Baba had already postponed their visit so often before that, despite his 

physical discomfort, he did not want to do so again. Ben and Joseph left Bombay airport early in the morning on 28 

November 1960 with Baba’s brother Adi Jr. (who had joined them in London and was returning to visit India after 

almost five years). Meherjee had picked them up in his car and was to drive them to Ahmednagar via Poona. Baba 



 

 

sent Meherwan Jessawala from Meherazad with an urgent telephone message for Meherjee that Baba definitely 

wanted to see Ben and Joseph by four o’clock that afternoon. 

The group was late arriving in Poona, due to a forgotten parcel at the airport, but they rushed to Meherazad, arriving 

at 5:15 P.M. Since the start of Baba’s poor physical condition in the previous months, the mandali had not seen him 

smile. His smile was their lifeblood, and without it, everything seemed lifeless. But when Ben and Joseph entered 

the hall, Baba opened his arms to embrace them and a smile spread across his face. Baba gestured, “I am very happy 

to see you.” 

They replied, “We, too, are very happy and most grateful for your granting us the privilege to be here with you 

during your seclusion period.” 

Baba remarked, “The mandali are in such a state that they seem to be always unhappy of late. But perhaps your visit 

will cheer them up.” 

Ben and Joseph brought in the presents they had brought: Ivy Duce had sent a folding serving cart and a small clock 

for Mani; Herman Alvarado had sent material for a new coat for Baba; Fred Frey’s family had sent vitamins; 

Elizabeth Patterson had sent a microscope for Goher and also a typewriter. 

After a little more conversation, Baba reached for Ben and Joseph’s hands, stood up and walked with them up and 

down the hall. Then he let go and paced briskly back and forth alone (though with a limp). Those present were 

bursting with joy at seeing Baba so active after his near immobility under the heavy strain of his work. 

Baba asked about his lovers in America and showed his concern for each one. He then bid them goodbye, indicated 

that he would be seeing them the next day, and went to his room. Along with Meherjee, Ben and Joseph were taken 

to Meherabad, where they were to stay,. They were to be at Meherazad each day from 9:00 A.M. to 3:00 P.M. for the 

five days of their visit. Adi Jr. stayed in Ahmednagar, but he was also permitted to come to Meherazad every day. 

BenJo’s arrival certainly lessened the serious atmosphere prevailing in Meherazad at this time, and the mandali were 

happy Baba had allowed them to come. Eruch told them, “We must thank you for choosing to come now and giving 

us the opportunity of seeing Baba look so well, for we haven’t seen him like this in a long time.” Indeed, despite his 

ill health, during the five days Ben Hayman and Joseph Harb were there, Baba looked radiant. The mandali were 

stunned by the sudden change, but Baba informed them, “You see me radiant and glorious, but you have no idea 

what I am passing through inwardly.” 

Baba saw Ben and Joseph as soon as they arrived the next day, Tuesday, 29 November 1960. After inquiring about 

their welfare, he took them for a walk around the garden. “All this,” he said, pointing to the flowers and fruit trees, 

“is the work of Mehera.” Joseph took several films of Baba. 

When they returned to the hall, Baba discussed with Joseph his coming to live in India the following September. 

“For the next eight months,” Baba said, “I will remain in seclusion, seeing no one. Correspondence has also been 

stopped and will remain stopped as long as I prolong my present seclusion. I was to hold a meeting of my close 

lovers on December 4, but it has now been canceled. Instead, I will bow down and distribute prasad to 100 poor 

people on December 2.” 

They went for their lunch, and in the afternoon, Baba had a few recent unpublished discourses read to them. One 

was on his will and worry: 

Duality signifies separateness. Separateness implies fear. Fear causes worry. 

The way of Oneness is the way to happiness; the way of manyness is the way to worry. I am the One who has 

no second, so I am eternally happy. You are separate from your Self, so you always worry. To you, what you 

see is absolutely real; to me, it is absolutely false. 

I alone am real, and my will governs the cosmic illusion. It is the truth when I say that the waves do not roll and 

the leaves do not move without my will. 

The moment the intensity of your faith in my will reaches its height, you say goodbye to worry forever. Then all 

that you suffered and enjoyed in the past, together with all that you may experience in the future, will be to you 

the most loving and spontaneous expression of my will; and nothing will ever be able to cause you worry 

again. 

Live more and more in the Present, which is ever beautiful and stretches away beyond the limits of the past and 

the future. 

If you must worry at all, let your only worry be how to remember me constantly. This is worthwhile worry 

because it will bring about the end of worry. 



 

 

Think of me more and more, and all your worries will disappear into the nothing they really are. My will works 

out to awaken you to this. 

Ben and Joseph returned to Ahmednagar at 5:00 P.M. to see Adi Sr. and Sarosh and then went back to Meherabad. 

Baba’s health was still not good, and he was quite restless after they left, but despite the pain, he had spent all day 

with them. 

The following morning, 30 November, Baba had qawaali records played on the verandah of the main house, which 

he interpreted for Ben and Joseph. When they returned to the hall, the card game La Risque was played. Joseph’s 

team seemed to be winning most of the time. Baba asked to see his hand, and finding it good he exchanged cards 

with him. Baba’s side won, and Joseph had to rub his nose at Baba’s feet for once. He said, “Baba, I lost, but still I 

won.” Baba lovingly tousled his hair. 

Baba called them into the hall again at 9:00 A.M. when they arrived in Meherazad on 1 December. He spent the day 

discoursing and explaining to them about Sufism, Hafiz, the mystical relationship of the lover and the Beloved — 

similar things he had said at Guruprasad the previous summer. 

On the morning of Saturday, 2 December 1960, 100 poor persons from Pimpalgaon Village were brought to 

Meherazad. Baba washed their feet, bowed to them and handed each ten rupees as prasad. He allowed Ben Hayman 

and Joseph Harb to help in the work. He positioned Ben on his right and Joseph on his left, during the first half of 

the program. Ben would pass a ten-rupee note to Baba for each poor person, which Baba then handed to them. 

Joseph was busy giving Baba water and handing him the towels. He was keeping careful track of the number who 

had been washed and was amazed when, at exactly 50 (half), Baba reversed Joseph’s and Ben’s positions. At the 

end of the program, Baba went to his room to rest, as his head ached from all the bending down. 

Baba returned at 2:00 P.M. to spend a final afternoon with Ben and Joseph. Joseph intended to settle permanently in 

India with his wife, and he discussed the practicalities and logistics of this with Baba and the mandali. More 

discourses were read and humorous incidents related. Seven tiles and also card games were played. While Baba had 

been resting, Ben, who was an osteopath, adjusted the vertebrae of the men mandali, especially Pendu’s hip.243 They 

received Baba’s embrace, and at 4:00 P.M., left in the car with Meherjee, but, remembering Pendu, Ben asked the 

driver to stop and got out to see if Pendu needed any further adjustment. Because one of them had gotten down after 

he and the ma’dali had said goodbye, Baba made Joseph and Meherjee also get down, and he embraced all three 

again. 

Adi Jr. continued to visit Meherazad daily until he left for Poona on 12 December. Ben and Joseph returned to 

America on 17 December after spending a few days in Poona, and also visiting the Ellora Caves and Mahabaleshwar 

with Nariman. Just before their departure from Bombay with Adi Jr., they received this express telegram from Baba: 

“Let Baba’s Banjo play a Baba tune of Baba love over the oceans and across the continents. My love to BenJoAdi 

and all en route and at destination.” 

 

Khorshed arrived from Bombay on 3 December 1960 and was permitted to stay at Meherazad for a few weeks. The 

Hindu Women’s Rescue Home of Poona, which Baba had visited in June, requested a message from Baba on the 

occasion of its Silver Jubilee. On 8 December, Baba dictated this poem for them: 

If from now till I depart 

You love me with a single heart, 

All stains will be washed away, 

Your soul will be as bright as day. 

 

World is loss and God is gain; 

World draws soul again, again. 

Pay world’s debt with loving labor — 

Cross life’s seas to my safe harbor. 

 
243 Ben Hayman adjusted Baba, too, as Baba lay on a table that had been placed in the open on the 

mandali’s side. 



 

 

 

After Ben and Joseph left, the atmosphere at Meherazad reverted to its previous state of Baba’s disinterestedness 

and gloom. This letter from Eruch to his family at Akbar Press on Sunday, 10 December, aptly described Baba’s 

condition: 

Beloved Baba’s health is not at all good. He has terrible pain all over his body, but he does not tell us what it all 

is. From all outward appearances he looks to be terribly in pain, and he makes us feel that he is much interested 

in being disinterested. He has totally left [given up] taking any interest in anything whatsoever. It seems that he 

has not only stopped speaking by observing the SILENCE, but has now apparently stopped hearing, seeing, 

feeling, eating and drinking, sleeping & breathing! He does not even move about in the compound. 

In short, he is not taking any exercise or walking and, therefore, his appetite for food and water is at present 100 

percent nil. He has brought everything to a standstill as far as he is directly concerned physically. We, of 

course, are ignorant of what is truly going on within him. There might be a volcano fully active! 

He appears to be absorbed in something very serious and, along with his unique silence, he has obviously 

silenced all activities immediately around him. He does not want to hear anything and he does not want to see 

anything, nor take part in the sort of conversation we usually hold while we sit near him ... 

The atmosphere around Meherazad is charged with a kind of intense “stillness” — not inactivity (far from it!) 

but a sort of HUSH personified. 

Beloved Baba has wished me to make quite clear, to whomsoever I write, that in the future he will not pay any 

attention to any correspondence, nor see anyone whom he on his own has not called. And, even if he were to go 

to Poona or elsewhere in 1961, he will continue to be in seclusion until such time that his silence is broken. 

In short, he wants his loved ones to remain completely resigned to his Will and continue to learn to seek his 

pleasure rather than their own! Beloved Baba, it would seem, in his own imperceptible way is now 

compressing into the hearts of his loved ones the spirit of complete surrender to his will ... 

Our compassionate Beloved seems to have taken us into his hands to help us carry out his wish. And the 

weapon which he seems to use to this end is this present atmosphere, as aforesaid. He has withdrawn himself to 

such an extent that we, and all others elsewhere, feel utterly helpless. And when this helplessness reaches its 

peak the only recourse is to just surrender to his Will — without the least expectation of any return or reward. 

— Eruch 

Mani added in her Family Letter [of 1 January 1961]: 

Guessing the import of Baba’s work in all periods of seclusion, and knowing the gravity of this one, this phase 

of all activity appearing outwardly to be at a standstill would seem to signify the tremendous rate of 

accomplishment of his inner work — just as anything revolving at great speed appears to the onlooker to be 

stationary. 

Don was summoned to Meherazad on 19 December 1960, after Baba developed an abscess just above his right knee 

where Goher gave him an injection. He also had a fever of 101.8. Padri accompanied Don. Jalbhai had taken films 

at the recent Hamirpur melas, and on the 23rd he brought these to Meherazad, where Rustom Kaka showed them to 

Baba and the mandali. 

On the 24th, according to Baba’s wish, Rama Kalchuri sent a dish of eggplant for Baba and the mandali. Previous to 

this, she had sent Baba chakoli (a thin pretzel-like dish made from dal), and he would have some every day. 

 

On Monday, 26 December 1960, both the men and women mandali fasted for 24 hours on plain water and two cups 

of tea taken twice. Eruch was asked by Baba to remain on sweetened water for seven days. 

From the 26th, for the next 21 days, the sweet melody of the repetition of God’s name was heard all over the world, 

as lovers began carrying out the instructions that Baba had given through the Life Circular issued in November. 

“Baba’s disinclination had roused their interest in him,” Age recounted. “In every center, Love’s glory reigned 

supreme! The attention of the world of his lovers was focused on him, and the echo of their love-songs became 

intense. The Wine was blooming, so that many people came to know of Baba during this time.” 

At night, Baba would become restless and sit up in bed gesturing, “I feel very hungry!” He did this every night 

during the entire period of the 21-day fast, while his lovers were fasting at different places. 

Bhau knew from experience that whenever there were floods, famine or starvation prevalent anywhere in the world, 

Baba would silently cry out at night, as if he were suffering from their effect. During such crises, he would eat 



 

 

chocolate or some sweet several times during the night. Through this medium, the Avatar was “feeding” those who 

were going hungry. 

The same was also true during this period. After the fast, when the lovers had an opportunity to see Baba again and 

speak of their experiences, they would describe feeling crazed with hunger at night, but abruptly — and 

inexplicably! — they would feel as if their stomachs were full. Baba was, in fact, lessening their hunger by being 

restless and eating something himself. This was his leela (divine play); but how could they know or understand it? 

Only those who kept watch by his side witnessed it. 

There was a great deal of hustle and bustle in the main house at Meherazad on 28 December, as the women began 

giving Baba a Turkish (wet cloth) steam bath daily for a few days.  

On the 30th, Meheru made a cushioned seat for Baba resembling Laila’s seat fitted for the back of a camel. The 

steam bath was a success, and after it, Baba did not bathe for a month and a half. 

Francis became ill at this time with intermittent fever and was taken to Meherabad on 5 January 1961, where Don 

looked after him until Francis returned to Meherazad on the 22nd. 

Sunday, 15 January 1961, was the final day of the 21-day fast and repetition of God’s name. On that day, both the 

women and men mandali at Meherazad fasted for 24 hours as directed by Baba. The fast ended, but Baba’s 

disinterest toward things persisted, although less pronounced than before. 

That day Baba saw Adi Sr. and Ramjoo after a long time. Ramjoo was working tirelessly on legal and tax exemption 

issues related to Avatar Meher Baba Trust, and Baba discussed developments with them again on the 19, and also on 

23 January and 2 February. Padri and Don were called on 27 January. 

 

On Thursday, 9 February 1961, (Baba’s birthday according to the Zoroastrian calendar), Baba gave the following 

message for his birthday on the 25th: 

I am the One Who is always lost and found among mankind. It is your love for yourself that loses me, and it is 

your love for me that finds me. Love me above everything, for now while I am in your midst, I am most easily 

found as I really am. 

On the 15th of February, a circular was issued stating that although Baba would be traveling to Poona in the middle 

of March, for a stay of several months, certain restrictions were to be imposed: 

Baba wants all his lovers to know and to bear in mind that no one should come to see him for any purpose, 

much less for his darshan or for private visits to Guruprasad at any time during his stay in Poona. 

For reasons of his very strict seclusion and very bad health, Baba expressly wants all his lovers to help keep 

him absolutely undisturbed throughout his stay in Poona — until such time as Baba, on his own, asks anyone to 

see him at Meherazad or Poona for his work. 

In short, please note that the Beloved will continue to remain in strict seclusion irrespective of where he may be 

residing, at Meherazad-Ahmednagar, or at Poona, or at any other place. 

Baba, from his seclusion, sends his love to all who fasted for any duration between 26 December 1960 and 16 

January 1961. 

The ban on correspondence also continued, although to some Baba had Mani write, asking why they had not 

written! For example, Alain Youell was to appear for his Oxford exams, and Mani wrote to inform him that Baba 

was concerned about not having heard from him in a while. Alain wrote back: “I thought we were not to write unless 

it was a dire emergency.” 

In a humorous vein, Mani replied, “Baba asks, who said that included you?” 

Baba never liked to take a bath, especially so because the Meherazad and Ahmednagar water was very hard. (It had 

too much lime in it and Baba’s skin was very sensitive.) At the mandali’s insistence, Baba agreed to have a bath 

once a week, provided softer water was sent from Poona. So from mid-February 1961, each week (at times daily), 

the Jessawalas began sending Poona Cantonment municipal water in two large brass cans and two large-sized 

handas (water vessels), with which Baba used to bathe.244 

Transporting water from Poona to Meherazad required intricate logistics. At first Meherwan sent the water on the 

return trips of Bhagirath’s truck, which carried goats from Ahmednagar to Poona. Later Meherwan found space in 

 
244 The vessels had tight lids and had been given by Sadashiv Patil from his old house in the city. 



 

 

various private cars or on the roof of public buses. Meherwan would phone Adi to let him know when it was coming 

(the bus number, et cetera) and Adi would arrange to have it picked up and delivered to Meherazad, and then return 

the empty cans to Poona. This lasted until Baba left for Guruprasad. 

To have bath water sent from 75 miles away seemed something peculiar to Age. But then it reasoned that this was 

all part of Beloved Baba’s work. By creating this condition, he was, among other things, contacting those 

individuals along the “water-supply-chain” and giving them an opportunity to remember him as they performed this 

service.245 

On 16 February, Eruch prepared a special paste made from flour, shaving cream and milk, and he, Pendu and Kaka 

applied it to Baba’s body and gave him a bath after a long time. 

At the mandali’s urging, Baba took a short walk and a car ride on 19 February, when Ramjoo and Adi Sr. again 

visited. Padri and Don were called on the 22nd to advise Goher about Baba’s treatment. 

Baba’s 67th birthday was celebrated with great éclat at different Centers throughout India on Saturday, 25 February 

1961, but at Meherazad, it was observed quietly and simply as usual. The men and women mandali would get up 

very early and bathe. At 5:00 A.M. — the women standing before him in his bedroom and the men from their side — 

all would shout “Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!” seven times. Mehera would garland Baba, who would then embrace 

each of the women one by one as the record Happy Birthday To You! Was played on the phonograph. At the 

breakfast table, Mani would read out all the good-wishes, telegrams, letters and cards received from his lovers. Baba 

would also dish out a sweet dish (rawa) which Naja had specially made for the occasion. 

The servant boys would decorate mandali hall and vicinity, and Baba would then come to the men mandali and give 

each one of them his embrace. Francis would recite the birthday poem he had written, and Bhau would read one of 

his poems. Eruch would read out telegrams and cards of congratulations in English, and Bhau read those in Hindi. 

(Baba had permitted his lovers to send a telegram, card or greeting for his birthday, even though the correspondence 

ban was still in effect.) Thus the whole day would pass, and it took a few days to read out all the birthday cards and 

messages. 

In response to the greetings received that day, Baba gave this message: “Convey my love-blessings to all who are 

close to me in my love on this day.” 

In later years, when anyone chanced to be in Meherazad on Baba’s birthday, they were struck by the utter simplicity 

prevailing, as there was nothing like the celebrations going on at every other place on that day. Baba would tell 

them: “To see my glory, go to Hamirpur or Andhra; there you will find it!” Sometimes Baba would send certain 

persons to Hamirpur or Andhra for his birthday celebrations, and the love and splendor they witnessed there 

changed their lives. In this Avataric advent, Hamirpur and Andhra have replaced Mathura and Vrindavan — the 

sacred places of Krishna’s advent. For ages to come, they will remind the world of Avatar Meher Baba’s love. 

 

On the morning of 3 March 1961, Baba was taken for a drive in the DeSoto to Bhingar and back. Don and Padri 

came to Meherazad on the 6th and 12th, and Adi and Ramjoo came on the 15th, to discuss the Trust’s tax status. 

Kutumba Sastri, the Chairman of the Avatar Meher Baba Trust, was also in Ahmednagar at this time, meeting with 

different income-tax officials. 

At 7:30 A.M., on Wednesday, 22 March Baba left Meherazad for Poona with the men and women mandali. They 

traveled in three cars: the DeSoto, Meherjee’s Chevrolet and Adi’s car.246 That year, at first a silent peace reigned in 

Guruprasad as no visitors (except for Meherjee) were permitted to visit. Nariman Dadachanji and Jim Mistry were 

allowed to stay on weekends, as were Arnavaz and Katie Irani — but Baba’s disinterestedness continued. 

Our seeking of personal pleasure, instead of keeping his, was the cause of Baba’s disinterest. It is for us to merge 

our individual likes and dislikes in his pleasure, because only by keeping happy in his happiness can we keep him 

from his mood of disinterest. During Baba’s seclusion, his silence gradually silenced individual pleasure, and his 

will, by degrees, established its supremacy in his lovers’ hearts. 

 
245 When Elcha Mistry visited Bindra House during this period and learned of Baba’s request for water 

from Poona, he remarked that it was not a good sign. It turned out to be a prescient observation when, six 

months later, there was a tremendous flood in Poona. 
246 Usually when Adi Sr. was in Poona, he would spend the night with K. K. Ramakrishnan. But that year, 

Adi was instructed to spend two nights at Guruprasad before returning to Ahmednagar. 



 

 

As Age explains, “During this period, the restrictions enforced by Baba about not disturbing his seclusion were not 

restrictions, but a beautiful reflection of his will, whose every aspect we must absorb in our lives. By following his 

will and not disturbing his seclusion, his lovers helped in lessening his disinterest and, in turn, his suffering.” 

In Guruprasad, as a diversion for Baba, Francis, Pendu, Meherdas and Vishnu played Ping-Pong, cards and carrom 

with him. To play Ping-Pong, Baba would perch on a high stool, as standing for any length of time tired his injured 

hip. In the evenings, he would sit on the front verandah with the women, or go for a drive. 

From 26 March, the mandali began taking Baba out for 40-minute rides in the car. He would go with the men every 

morning at 8:00 A.M. and with the women every evening at 6:30 P.M. Because of the ban on visitors, when the 

mandali had Baba walk for very short distances in public parks, if someone happened to recognize him, they would 

keep away with great respect, displaying a willingness not to disturb him in the least. Therefore, Baba’s 

“disposition” gradually improved, and physically, too, his condition became noticeably better. Dr. Dikshit, the 

radiologist at Sassoon Hospital, examined him at the beginning of April 1961, took X-rays and also did a barium 

meal exam of Baba’s gastrointestinal tract. 

Although visitors to Guruprasad were strictly banned, Adi was called on the 7th and 16th of April, and again with 

Ramjoo on the 23rd about Trust work. Baba, himself, would sometimes contravene his own orders. For example, 

Baba had given orders that his lovers were not even to look inside Guruprasad if they happened to be passing by, as 

Baba might be on the verandah at that time. Not to risk breaking his order, several avoided traveling via Bund 

Garden Road altogether. 

One evening a few young girls came inside and began frolicking about. Eruch saw them and came out to scold them 

that they were trespassing. “What do you want?” he demanded. 

“We just wanted to see what was inside,” they said. 

“Is this the time to come when the gates have been shut? What is here? A zoo?” 

The girls had been steadily approaching the main building, because, from behind Eruch, Baba was standing waving 

for them to come closer. Pointing to Eruch, Baba remarked, “Yes, this is a zoo, and here is one of the animals!” 

Baba greeted the girls, who then scurried away. 

Baba, being the Compassionate Father that he is, eventually decided to allow his lovers darshan. As Mani wrote in 

her Family Letter of May 1961: 

Having bound his lovers with the invisible cord of his wish that he might be left completely undisturbed, the 

first week of May found Baba in the mood to decide to open the door of his seclusion the merest slit to allow a 

glimpse of himself again. 

The one chosen to be first to enter was Maharani Shantadevi, who was allowed to come and see Baba at 5:00 P.M. on 

Thursday, 4 May 1961 for an hour. The Rani was permitted to return two days later, as were Meherwan Jessawala 

and the twins, Sohrab and Rustom, who entertained Baba with a magic show. 

The following day, Baba had this circular issued throughout India: 

Avatar Meher Baba is happy in the way his lovers are doing their best to help him remain absolutely 

undisturbed in his strict seclusion. He says that his seclusion will continue to remain as such, and he wants his 

loved ones also to continue to help him remain undisturbed, whether he is in seclusion in Poona or in 

Ahmednagar or elsewhere. Baba will be in Poona at Guruprasad Bungalow, until the end of July 1961. 

In response to the silent yearning in his lovers’ hearts to see him, Baba has lovingly agreed to allow them to 

visit him once during his seclusion, during two weeks only from the 15th through the 31st of May, and only 

between 4:30 and 5:30 P.M. Lovers may visit on any one day at Guruprasad, providing each strictly abides by 

Baba’s following wishes: 

Baba wishes the visitors to see him only once on any one day during the specified fortnight, anytime between 

4:30 and 5:30 P.M. in the evening. Baba will NOT see anyone individually. 

Baba says he would not wish his lovers who live at very distant places from Poona to undertake the long and 

strenuous journey incurring heavy expenses to see him only ONCE for such a short time. Baba says that those 

unable to see him this time should not feel worried, for later on he might give them a better opportunity in his 

own way. 

Baba wants his lovers visiting Guruprasad to fully help keep his seclusion undisturbed by: 

NOT bringing any offering to him; 



 

 

NOT seeking to garland him; 

NOT bowing down to him; 

NOT seeking to have an interview with him; 

NOT seeking his advice on personal problems of oneself or others; 

NOT putting questions to him, spiritual or otherwise, nor expecting any spiritual discourse; 

NOT seeking permission to put up at Guruprasad, nor to repeat the visit. 

Baba says that by observing all these points his lovers will help him keep his seclusion intact, and those 

deciding to visit must come fully determined to please Baba by observing his wishes. 

It was made clear that this permitted visit to Poona was only for those closely connected in Baba’s love and not for 

the general public. 

 

Sunday, 7 May 1961, was the day Baba’s state of disinterestedness turned into one of interest, for on that day he 

gave darshan to over 300 children in Guruprasad. At a time when he had been threading the hearts of his lovers with 

the “garlands” of his Will Supreme, Baba’s heart was touched by the children of his lovers, whose hearts contain 

absolute dependence. Children are fully dependent on their parents, and their dependence binds their parents with 

the responsibility of looking after and maintaining them. In turn, the parents’ responsibility is fulfilled by depending 

entirely on the God-Man’s will in every way. 

Therefore, that year Baba first allowed his darshan to children, and while among them, his apparent distaste in 

everything around him was replaced by the joy of his usual keen interest in all. The function took place in the 

afternoon from 4:30 to 6:00 P.M. Children of Poona lovers (up to twelve years of age) were invited. To care for the 

tiny toddlers, one adult from each family was permitted to accompany them. So mostly mothers and an occasional 

aunt had the good fortune to enjoy the delightful interplay between Baba and their children. (Two among those who 

came were not more than a month old.) 

Toffees were purchased as prasad, and each candy was fashioned so that it whistled. Starting the function, Baba 

picked up one of the sweets and blew it, and the shrill sound drew the attention of all toward him. Sardar Raste, who 

brought an orphaned boy, looked at Baba amazed. Baba said, “The first prasad must go to the biggest baby of all!” 

Amidst the cheers and clapping that followed, Baba gave the toffee to Raste, and gestured, “Take this and whistle it! 

Be a child among children!” Taking the toffee, Sardar blew it so loudly that none of the other children could match 

him. 

Baba’s grandniece, Gulnar’s nine-month-old daughter, Mehernaz, was one of the youngest participants; but his 

nephews, Sohrab and Rustom, being almost sixteen, had not been invited. To gain admittance, they decided to dress 

up as a mother and her child. Donning a sari, Sohrab was the mother, and Rustom her bonny baby boy. Sohrab 

entered Guruprasad with her “baby” on her back and went toward Baba. Rustom was holding a bottle in his hand, 

sucking it with such force (and hollering for all he was worth), as if he had been starving for days. Everyone was 

laughing loudly, but the greatest merriment arose when, being unable to bear Rustom’s weight, Sohrab collapsed. 

The baby clung on! Rustom at once changed positions and laid down on Sohrab's lap, and Sohrab gave him his 

bottle. Everyone enjoyed their performance, and Baba rewarded each with a toffee. 

Baba met all 300 children, kissing some, patting others, taking a few on his lap and distributing prasad to all. The 

program had originally been scheduled to last an hour, but it went on for an hour and a half. No garlanding or 

bowing down was allowed, but at the end of the program, all 300 children shouted in unison “Avatar Meher Baba ki 

jai!” Baba stood and, taking Shantadevi’s hand, unaccompanied by any of the mandali, he briskly walked the length 

of the verandah and around the house, followed and surrounded by laughing children — himself happy and smiling 

like a child amongst them.  

Age noted, “After months, at last Baba appeared in a joyous mood that day. His face was glowing with divine 

beauty and his smile spread its message of joy. Seeing him, no one could imagine how terribly he had suffered; they 

could not see what lay behind the veil of his smile! Such was his divine play.” 

On 10 May, Baba was in a happy mood again when Rustom and Sohrab, along with their servant Narya, enacted a 

humorous skit about a father agonizing over finding a suitable match for his daughter. Baba enjoyed it thoroughly 

and remarked: 

The world is a drama. You weep, you laugh — to weep and laugh again. It is all a tamasha [a show]. When the 

inner eye is opened, you will see this clearly. 



 

 

Mind is always caught by some sort of attachment. You free yourself from one and get tethered to another. The 

grip of maya gets tightened in your very attempt to loosen it. It can be unfastened in a flash of a second, or it 

may not be loosened at all after billions of years. The trickery of maya continues until you discern the Divine 

beneath this mayavic mischief. 

Adi Sr., Ramjoo, Manohar and Mona Sakhare, Digambar Gadekar and Girja Khilnani were also present, and they 

too enjoyed the performance. 

 

As announced, the portals of Guruprasad were to be flung open once more from the 15th of May, but before that, at 

4:00 P.M. on Sunday afternoon, 14 May 1961, Baba called his local lovers and those who had already come to 

Poona. About 50 close ones spent a joyous two hours with the Divine Beloved. 

One of those meeting Baba for the first time that day was Shaligram Sharma, 33, of Hamirpur. After Pukar 

introduced him, Baba asked, “What do you most desire?” 

Shaligram answered sincerely, “To surrender to you, Baba.”  

Baba observed: 

He met me only today and wants to surrender himself. Why do you want to do that? If you get it you will 

become useless to the world. 

No one knows how to surrender to me. They love me, yes, obey me, also, but no one knows how to completely 

surrender to me. Instead, I have to surrender to you all [pointing to the audience]. Mind makes you conscious 

of the body and of doubts. You must have the consciousness of a human, but become as a stone. Only then can 

you become dust. Your body will not be here a hundred years hence, but the mind does not leave you. It is the 

mind that wants attachments and keeps you entangled with worldly things. To completely surrender to my will, 

your heart must be pure and your mind empty of all thoughts.  

Baba gave the simile of a log. If you beat it, it won’t produce much sound. But if you hollow it out, it becomes like a 

drum. “Similarly [to overcome all obstacles on the Path], you have to empty your mind of all thoughts.” 

Sharma repeated, “If you are to give me anything, give me complete self-surrenderance. Give me your shelter and 

give me the capacity to accept it.” 

Baba raised his right hand and pointed upwards with two fingers. Immediately, there was a tremendous clap of 

thunder and flash of a lightning outside. “Khuda [God] has heard your voice,” Baba pronounced. “Everything is 

granted and this is the proof!” 

Also among those gathered that day was a woman from Australia named Diana Snow. Diana, 52, had first heard of 

Baba from Francis Brabazon in October 1953 and she met Baba in Australia in 1956 and 1958. She had been in 

England, and her day-long halt in India on her way back to Australia just happened to coincide with the relaxation of 

the barring of visitors. Before leaving England, Diana had written to Francis, asking if he thought Baba would allow 

her to leave the ship at Bombay and come to see Francis for a day. She did not suggest seeing Baba and, in fact, did 

not expect to, since she knew it was strictly forbidden. 

Francis received her letter and, while with Baba one day, he purposely let it fall out of his pocket. “Who is it from?” 

Baba asked. After being told, Baba inquired, “What does she say?” Her story was related and Baba agreed to see her 

for five minutes at 4:00 P.M. on the 14th. 

Diana Snow arrived in Bombay and drove to Poona with Nariman, Arnavaz and Katie, arriving just before the given 

time. Francis was waiting for her at the Napier Hotel and took her to Guruprasad. Baba explained to her about his 

seclusion and stated it would continue, despite his giving darshan for an hour each evening until the end of May. 

“You have no idea how much I suffered during the last few months and how I am still suffering,” he remarked. 

After Diana sat for some time in the main room where Baba met the Easterners who had gathered, he sent her inside 

to greet Mehera, Mani and the other women. She spent the night in Poona, and the next morning she was taken to 

the various Baba places in Poona by Francis, who then put her on a train to Bombay from where she flew to 

Colombo, to rejoin her ship to Australia. 

 

The open darshan began on Monday, 15 May 1961, at 4:30 P.M. and lovers from all over India streamed in to take 

advantage of it. Lovers from Hamirpur and Uttar Pradesh led by Pukar were there. Also present were Deshmukh, 

Bal Natu and hundreds of other devotees. Some children danced for Baba, and there was a singing performance. 

Maharani Shantadevi attended the darshan. At one point, the electricity went off and portable gas lamps had to be 

brought to provide light. 



 

 

After the usual inquiries about travel and health, Baba announced to the crowd: “You have come here to see me; but 

I am here to see who dares to really see me!” 

He quoted one of his favorite couplets in Urdu, wherein the Master says to his devotee: “My glory is from here to 

there; it has no end. So, let me find out to what extent you are prepared to go [sacrifice] to see my glory, and how 

much of it you can see.” 

Baba explained the couplet: “Each one can perceive my glory according to his own capacity — either small or large. 

My glory is boundless. I am the shoreless Ocean of Love, unmindful of filth or nectar. Anybody can come to me, but 

how much love one can receive depends on the receptacle he brings. If it is a cup, you can only take a cupful; if a 

pail, only a pailful. But once in a long while there comes the true hero, the giant in love who can gulp the Ocean 

itself!” 

At 4:30 P.M. on the 16th, only the volunteers (such as Ramakrishnan) and those who had not yet seen Baba were 

permitted to visit Guruprasad. Pukar, Deshmukh and Bal Natu gathered outside by the gate, hoping that Baba would 

call them inside. Deshmukh said, “It is good we are sitting here outside the gate. Baba wants us to learn a lesson — 

to feel his presence in his physical absence.” 

Within minutes, Aloba brought the message that the three men were wanted inside. 

When they entered, Baba chided, “Is your squatting outside in conformity with the circular issued about coming for 

darshan?” Deshmukh pleaded their case, and the result was that Baba allowed them to visit Guruprasad every 

afternoon. 

A few days later when some reference was made to the recent circular, Baba looked at the three men and gestured, 

“It is better that three are pleased instead of one,” meaning, himself. 

Bal Natu felt guilty for not literally obeying Baba’s instructions and said, “Baba, permit me not to come from 

tomorrow.” 

Baba replied, “Why? If you commit a theft even once, you are a thief. If you steal ten different times, you are still 

the same thief. So continue to come.” 

To one educated man, Baba advised, “Read God Speaks. It will test your intelligence and also open the heart. It will 

provide food for the mind and for the heart, too.” 

Although these daily sessions in the evening were only meant for lovers and not the general public, one afternoon 

Baba permitted the mayor of Poona to come with his two predecessors. Baba explained to them about maya: 

God alone exists as Existence Eternal, and all else is illusion — a creation of maya. And what is maya? Maya is 

the principle of ignorance. Maya makes you feel what, in fact, does not exist. In reality, neither man nor 

woman, neither the so-called animate beings nor the inanimate things exist. It is maya which causes the unreal 

to appear as real and existing. 

Mind, the issue of maya, imagines infinite divisions and so creates innumerable worlds of worries. As long as 

mind exists, ignorance persists. And what a joke that mind tries to gain bliss through furious thinking and 

worrying, which is empty dreaming! For bliss to come into being, mind has to be quiet. You cannot invite bliss. 

It is ever-present, everywhere. 

Sarosh saw Baba at Guruprasad on 17 May 1961. Dolly Dastoor of Bombay came for Baba’s darshan that day. Baba 

asked, “Why hasn’t Roshan [her sister] come with you?” Baba then remembered and innocently asked, “Isn’t she 

pregnant?” Dolly said yes. She returned to Bombay that day and learned that Roshan had given birth early the same 

morning, to a daughter who was named Mehernaz. 

Ten days later, Roshan and the baby came for Baba’s darshan. Baba inquired whether the baby was covered 

properly. “Otherwise, she will catch a cold,” he warned. 

As per Baba’s conditions, those who came to have his darshan could only have it once for one hour. Many had 

traveled from a long distance despite the fact that Baba had discouraged this in his circular and also hinted that later 

they might have a better opportunity of his company for a much longer period. When one such group was in 

Guruprasad, Baba referred to this point, inquiring, “Didn’t you read the circular properly? Haven’t you noted about 

the possibility of a much better opportunity mentioned therein?” 

Someone from the group replied, “We have implicit faith in you as God, but not so much in your promises! So, we 

could not even dream of missing such a chance and so here we are.” 

Baba smiled and remarked, “I, too, have complete faith not only in myself as God but also in my words, although 

not as you understand them.” 



 

 

One afternoon a physician from Nagpur who suffered from leukoderma (a skin disease called white leprosy) came 

for Baba’s darshan. He requested a five-minute personal interview. Baba asked, “Haven’t you read the Life 

Circular? You have come here, taking me to be God. I am God and I know everything. So what is the use of telling 

me anything? And suppose I didn’t know anything, then what would be the advantage in informing me? Mental 

leprosy is the worst suffering! You seem very fine to me. I see only inner beauty. I know everything, so don’t 

worry.” 

When Niranjan Singh approached, Baba asked him to sit near his chair. In the course of the afternoon, Baba made 

reference to the heartfelt talk Niranjan’s wife had given to the college students in Delhi about Baba’s divinity during 

Baba’s visit there. He turned to Niranjan and teased him, “Your wife loves me more than she loves you.” 

Niranjan Singh shook his head in agreement. Then he said, “Baba, that was during your visit to Delhi. Now I am 

staying in Bombay. Will you pay a visit to Bombay?” 

Baba replied, “Yes, next year — maybe in February. But you know my way of making promises! Will you be 

staying in Bombay until then?”247 

An influential man, the Deputy Director of Medical Services of the Army’s Southern Command stationed in Poona, 

Major General B. N. Bhandari, 55, heard of Baba that year. Since he was living just a few miles away, he came one 

afternoon with his wife, Kamla, 42, who was a physician. Their first meeting made a tremendous impact on them. 

They said they felt “transported by the overflow of love emanating from his Divine Being.” 

When Kamla Bhandari approached Baba, he asked her, “How are you?” 

“Thank you, I am all right,” she said. 

“Are you happy?” 

“Yes, Baba.” 

“What do you want?” 

“I am in search of God.” 

“Your objective will be realized.” 

Baba’s reassurance drew the couple close to him, and they became his devoted followers. 

The Khilnani family also came to see Baba one evening. 

One retired judge had been on a pilgrimage to Badri Narayan, a sacred Hindu shrine in the Himalayas. As he told 

Baba about his visit, Baba asked, “Did you see me there?” The man was silent. 

Baba then stated: 

The fun is, although I am with you and within you all, you travel far and wide to find me. I am the Infinite One, 

infinitely near to everyone, but because of this infinite nearness, it becomes infinitely difficult for you to find 

me. Until you see the world as worthless, you cannot see me. Once you have a glimpse of my divinity, you 

have an infinite longing to see me as I am. Owing to this intensity you get ‘painted’ unawares spiritually. 

Baba quoted these lines of Kabir in Hindi: 

One very, very slowly gets painted spiritually; 

Mind takes a very, very long time to vanish completely; 

And the man who has slept for ages [in ignorance] 

Gets awakened very, very gradually. 

On the spiritual path, in the subtle world at different stages, the aspirant gets unusual and splendid experiences 

of sweet music, perfumes and the sights of lovely lights. In the mental world, the seeing of God has its 

beginning and culmination. A rare one, who with enough patience keeps his heart open, sees me as I should be 

seen; but even this “seeing” is not the goal. You have to become me. 

Time steeped in infinite eagerness and patience rolls on and, at the opportune moment, the aspirant begins to 

lose the awareness of himself as being a separate “self.” Although awake, he becomes literally blank to all that 

 

247 As it turned out, Baba never visited Bombay again. 



 

 

can be seen in the six planes of consciousness and thus experiences infinite vacuum, or the complete 

“blackout” of the Nothing. Then, in an instant, he becomes fully conscious of God as Everything. 

Consciousness of the Nothing is the Vacuum State. Consciousness of Everything is the God State.248 But this 

needs my grace. 

One of the devotees interrupted, pleading, “So, Baba, we seek your grace.” 

In response, Baba replied: 

No one gets it from his seeking or asking. You may be ready even to give up your very life for it, but with all 

this you cannot claim grace. How can you demand grace? The very desire to possess grace is a barrier in 

receiving it. It is an act of unbounded spontaneity. 

However, in a sense you cannot love me without my grace, and as such all of the “experiences” you have are 

nothing but a game of my grace. 

But grace as grace is quite different. It is not received in parts. It is infinitely indivisible and so indescribable. It 

is the whim of the fully conscious Infinite to make the apparently finite realize its Infinity. On the part of the 

finite it can be likened to a drop gulping the Ocean! 

Baba then gestured, “Enough of this subject now. Only love counts. Is it not mentioned in the circular that you are 

not to expect any discourse from me? So let us have some songs now.” 

A program of music began. 

The next day as the devotees took their seats in the hall, Baba asked them, “What program do you have planned?” 

Someone replied on behalf of the newly arrived group, “As you wish, Baba.” 

Baba replied, “It is not the question of my wish. I am asking you about your wish.” 

“If you permit us to visit Guruprasad for several more days, we can stay in Poona for that period.” 

“Have you read the circular?” 

“Yes, Baba.” 

“Accordingly, you are not to seek advice from me on any personal or spiritual problem. You are not to expect any 

discourse from me. And you are not to seek permission to repeat the visit to Guruprasad.” 

“We are not claiming permission. Can we not request you, Baba?” 

“But then, what will you do here?” 

“Just sit in the hall.” 

“All right,” replied Baba, “stay in Poona, but without jeopardizing your jobs or family responsibilities. And, if there 

is nothing to be attended to in Guruprasad, we will just sit or doze!” 

 

On Wednesday, 24 May 1961, there was a large gathering for darshan when the Andhra, Bombay and other groups 

came. Baba expressed his surprise and concern at those from Andhra traveling such a long distance for just one 

hour, as his previous circular had discouraged lovers from coming from distant places. There were also many new 

persons among the Andhra group.  

Baba “scolded” Dr. Dhanapathy Rao about this and asked him, “Didn’t you read the circular that only close lovers 

should come, and you’ve brought all these new people?” 

Dhanapathy Rao replied, “Although they have not seen you before, Baba, their love for you is not new. I did not 

bring them, they insisted on coming.” 

Baba smiled, pleased at his answer, and assured them, “I am happy you came; it was I who drew you to me.” 

To Dhanapathy, he remarked, “I like old men and children!” As Dhanapathy lowered his head and closed his eyes, 

Baba joked, “But you are neither an old man nor a child. Your clean shave makes you look young!” 

When Bhaskara Raju came, Baba asked, “How is it that you look like you are becoming weaker day by day?” 

Bhaskara did not answer, and Baba asked, “Is it due to loving me?” He nodded. Baba embraced him again and 

 
248 Baba was referring to the divine states of nirvan-nirvikalp. 



 

 

Bhaskara wept bitterly on Baba’s lap. Baba made him sit near him and jokingly pushed his head so that it fell at his 

feet. 

One hundred persons came in a bus from Chirle Village (near Panvel) under the guidance of their village headman, 

Ramrao S. Patil, who was the chief Baba worker in the area. The entire village had come. They had tied their 

animals at home and left enough fodder and water for two days. The villagers were mostly fishermen, and Baba was 

very pleased by their simple devotion. 

Since visitors were not to expect any spiritual discourse from Baba and were not to tell him about their personal 

problems, the group heads would tell Baba how Baba’s birthday had been celebrated in their areas that year. After 

hearing the report of the celebrations in Vijayawada, which included a grand parade of Baba’s picture through the 

streets, music programs, feeding the poor, et cetera, Baba looked at Majety Ramamohan Rao, Chinta Sarvarao, and 

Manikyala Rao and asked, “Have you three gone crazy in my love? Don’t you have to attend to your jobs and 

businesses?” 

During these evening programs at Guruprasad, Madhusudan sang bhajans, and often the scheduled one-hour 

sessions stretched to two hours or more. 

One singer from Poona named Shankar Rao Sholapure would sometimes sing ghazals. One afternoon he sang a 

ghazal in Urdu that Baba liked very much. Summarizing its meaning, Baba explained: “The lover says: ‘O Beloved, 

my moods and whims depend on your moods and whims. If you are pleased, I am pleased. If you are happy, I am 

happy.’ “ 

Looking at his lovers gathered before him, Baba stated, “You take me to be your Beloved God. Now, if I ask you to 

vacate the hall immediately and return to your respective places, will you feel happy? Be honest in replying what 

you feel, not what you should feel.” 

Several were honest enough to answer, “No, Baba. To be frank, we would not feel happy to leave this hall.” 

Baba continued, “It is said: ‘It is very difficult to love.’ Why? Love is a gift rarely received, and only the recipient of 

such love can obey the Beloved quite willingly and in a natural way.” 

To those who had said they were not prepared to leave, Baba joked, “All right, remain seated. Your Beloved God 

will sit here, too, to please you!” 

Continuing his explanation of the ghazal, Baba stated, “In these lines, the lover says: ‘O Beloved, do not ask me 

anything about how I pass my life. It is steeped in restlessness. I burn in your love and every moment sets ablaze the 

fire of separation.’ “ 

In the end, he remarked, “Only the one in whose heart the flame of love has been kindled as a gift of grace can 

experience what the state of ‘burning within’ is!” 

 

The Poona bhajan group had organized a drama depicting the seven Avatars and their predominant message to 

mankind. The play was performed before Baba on Saturday, 27 May 1961. All the actors were the children of 

Center members, aged five to sixteen. In the final scene, Sohrab walked in as Baba, leaning on “Eruch’s” 

(Rustom’s) arm. Seeing the twins go through the familiar scene of Baba giving darshan and prasad, while Baba was 

right before them, brought forth an uproar of delighted clapping and laughter from the audience. Baba laughed so 

heartily he had to wipe the tears from his eyes — especially when Sohrab’s false mustache fell off! At the end, when 

“Baba” gestured, “I am the Ancient One!” the entire audience shouted several times, “Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!” 

shaking Guruprasad to its gilded ceiling. 

The neurosurgeon Dr. Ram Ginde came to Guruprasad several times to meet Baba and, despite the restrictions, Baba 

did not deter him. Dr. Ginde was greatly drawn to Baba and, although his practice in Bombay left him hardly any 

free time, whenever he could, he would rush out of town to see Baba. Baba expressed much love for him. In fact, it 

appeared that Baba had passed through suffering the herpes infection just to bring Dr. Ginde into the intimacy of his 

contact. 

On some days, Baba met his lovers in the living room adjacent to the hall. One day, as Savak Kotwal entered the 

room, Baba noticed that he had one of his teeth removed. “Savak, now you look old!” he teased. 

Later, after every visitor had a chance to take his darshan, Baba asked, “What is to be done next? No discourse and 

no personal talk.” 

On that particular day, no bhajan singer had come, so to pass the time, Baba remarked, “Today is the time for those 

who want to sing but never get a chance.” All those present looked at each other, but soon one with a high-pitched 

voice plucked up the courage and broke the ice. 



 

 

When Pukar finished singing a song of Surdas: “O Lord, pray pay no heed to my weaknesses!” Baba quipped, 

“Pukar, you have a huge body, but a very weak voice!” 

Deshmukh recited a Sanskrit hymn by Sankaracharya. He also used to enjoy singing this brief marching song in 

Hindi: “Beat the drums, beat the drums! Sing Meher, sing Meher!” 

Once, after hearing Deshmukh sing that song, Baba was prompted to explain: “Only when the heart is clean and the 

mind completely empty can one be as hollow as the flute or drum to give forth divine music.” 

Bal Natu sang an abhang (hymn) of Sadguru Tukaram. Next, K. M. Madon, an elderly Parsi (nicknamed Balmwala), 

stepped forward to entertain Baba. He tried to read some lines of a poem about Baba, but he was so absorbed in 

gazing at Baba, he stumbled through it and could not finish it properly. “Perhaps you have forgotten your glasses?” 

Baba jibed. 

Madon then tried to sing one of Madhusudan’s compositions. He closed his eyes and as he sang his body began to 

shake. All clapped at the end, and Baba remarked, “See what courage he has shown! During my present stay in 

Guruprasad, not before today have I enjoyed such fun!” 

Manu Jessawala also sang one of Tukaram’s abhangs. Baba looked solemn as she sang and then commented, 

“Tukaram wants one to surrender completely to the Perfect Master. But I rarely find anyone who surrenders to me as 

he ought to.” 

On another occasion, a song in Hindi which also stressed the need of surrender to the Master was sung. Baba 

remarked, “In this song, the lover expresses his earnest desire to surrender to the Beloved Master. And what do you 

understand is meant by real surrender?” 

He clarified, “Unless you become as dust, you cannot realize God. But first you have to become stone, for you 

cannot become dust right away. What is needed is to retain human consciousness and become as stone, and then 

wear yourself down to dust at the feet of the Perfect Master.” 

To tease one lover from Andhra, Baba asked, “Have you such daring to surrender to me?” 

The reply was, “Yes, Baba, if you so wish.” 

“But what about your wife? Won’t she catch hold of your neck?” 

“No, not at all, Baba.” 

With a smile, Baba concluded, “Then, perhaps she may catch hold of my neck, and then that will be my surrender to 

you!” 

The hall resounded with laughter, and Baba, too, appeared pleased. Baba’s arti was sung as the day’s program came 

to an end. 

 

During those final two weeks of May 1961, an American journalist named Ann Margaret Conlon, 29, was expected 

at Guruprasad any day. Baba’s nephews, Sohrab and Rustom had been listening to the discussions about Ann, so on 

Friday, 26 May 1961, they disguised Sohrab as a young lady and hired a taxi to take him to Guruprasad. Pictures 

had been sent to Mani of Ann Conlon at the New York birthday celebrations, so when Eruch and Meherjee saw a 

stocky “woman” arrive, they went to greet whom they assumed was Ann Conlon. Sohrab was so well made-up he 

managed to deceive them. No one except Baba recognized him. He was even taken to meet Mehera, but Baba gave 

orders that Mehera was not to embrace “Ann.” It was all in good fun and Baba was happy Sohrab had fooled 

everyone. 

Ann Conlon had first heard of Baba in 1956 from Ginny Gloor and her sister Liz Sacalis, who worked for the same 

newspaper Ann did in upstate New York. Ginny and Liz had met Baba with Henry Kashouty two weeks earlier at 

the Delmonico Hotel in New York City. When they told Ann that Meher Baba was the Christ, her reaction was: 

“Everything inside me just turned over. I accepted him immediately. It just had to be right. He could not be anybody 

else.” 

Despite that experience, Ann Conlon did not travel to see Baba in Myrtle Beach in May 1958, because she felt she 

did not fulfill the prerequisites of complete love and obedience to Baba meant for those invited to the sahavas. 

However, on the last night Baba was in Myrtle Beach, Ann, sleeping at home 800 miles away, suddenly woke up at 

4:00 A.M. and was frightened by an apparition. She saw Baba standing at the foot of her bed. 

Baba was wearing a blue coat and looked as he did in earlier years. He had one hand on his hip, the other on her 

bedpost and was smiling as he looked at her. But as soon as she sat up and put her feet on the floor, she knew she 

was awake and Baba’s divine image disappeared. Liz and Ginny had gone to see Baba, and when they returned, Ann 



 

 

narrated her experience. Shortly afterwards, Liz drove Ann to the Center in Myrtle Beach, where she met Elizabeth 

and Kitty and was drawn closer into Baba’s “love-orbit.” 

While at Meher Center, one day in the Lagoon Cabin, though Baba was by then in India, Ann suddenly felt a wave 

of love come from Baba go through her and return to him in a circle. There was then no question of who loved and 

who was loved. For the first time Ann could truly say she loved Baba — but only because he had first given her the 

gift of his love, which she was returning to him. 

In the ensuing years, though correspondence with India was mostly banned, Kitty and Beryl Williams were allowed 

to write to Mani and Mehera, and would always add in their letters how much Ann Conlon wanted to meet Baba.249 

Replies would come to the effect, “Baba realizes how much Ann wants to meet him and sends her his love.” 

Life went on like that until Ann reached the point where she almost could not stand to be with anyone who had met 

Baba, when she had not. Then came the Family Letter of May 1961, informing about the relaxation in Baba’s 

seclusion and the two-week period of darshan. However, by the time Mani’s letter was received in America, one 

week had already expired. Ann’s first reaction was of absolute panic. She was frantic. She felt strongly that this 

would be her only opportunity. She had no money saved, but Liz and Ginny came to her rescue by offering to pay 

for her trip, not as a loan but as a gift. The next morning, Ann booked her flight. 

Baba had mentioned in the circular of 5 May that he did not wish his lovers living at long distances to come, 

incurring so much expense. So before Ann departed, she sent a cable to Baba: “No distance too great, no expense 

too high,” and she gave the date and time of her arrival. Fred Winterfeldt had also decided to go, but Ann was not 

about to wait for anyone, and she flew for India on 27 May. Filled with joy for Ann, her friends saw her off at the 

airport. At last she would be meeting the beloved God-Man. 

Ann had been told to telephone Mani at Guruprasad from the Napier Hotel in Poona. When she arrived on Saturday, 

27 May 1961, Eruch came on the phone to say, “Baba says to stay at your hotel and rest. Someone will come to pick 

you up between 3:00 and 3:30 P.M.” At three o’clock Meherjee drove her to Guruprasad. Ann got out of the car, and 

when she stood up, the front doors were open and there was Baba seated at the back of the hall. Even from that 

distance of about 75 feet she could see his eyes. Then suddenly all she could see were his eyes! Ann later related: 

Baba’s eyes filled that room. There were shafts of light coming from behind his eyes. I thought: If he drops his 

eyes, I’ll drown in that light. Then everything went back to normal. 

I went running up the steps, past Meherjee, and when I stepped into the hall, I felt again the same wave of love 

that I had felt at Myrtle Beach, only so much stronger that it stopped me in my tracks and my knees started 

shaking. Baba looked at me and smiled. He held out his arms saying, “Come on!” 

I went running into his arms and burst into tears. It was the first time in my life that I felt that I had a home. I 

had never felt so completely safe, so completely loved and so completely protected in my life. I had always 

thought that I had brought myself up from a little child, done everything on my own; but at that moment, I 

realized that it had always been him — that he was mother, father, everything. There was nothing else to look 

for. I had found it all. 

When Ann stepped back from Baba’s embrace, she was stunned to see that Baba too appeared to be crying. She 

stood looking at him for a moment and Baba nodded. “Do you have any questions?” he asked. 

“No, Baba,” she whispered, thinking: “Anything Baba wants me to know he will tell me. I won’t have to ask.” 

Mehera, Mani and the other women had been watching Ann’s meeting from behind the louvered doors. Baba called 

them out and introduced them. For the next fifteen minutes or so, Baba asked about her health, whether she had slept 

and other mundane questions. He then asked Ann to sit at his feet and inquired, “Did you read the Family Letter?” 

Ann thought: “Uh oh, he is going to throw me out and tell me I should not have come. But I don’t care. All I wanted 

was to see Baba’s eyes and I have done that.” 

“Yes, Baba, I read it,” she answered. 

“What did it say?” 

“It said people should not come great distances or at great expense.” 

“You came anyway?” 
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“Yes, Baba.” 

“It is all right. I am glad you came in spite of the letter. What are you going to do when you leave here this 

afternoon?” 

Ann said, “I was planning on going home on the Air India flight tonight from Bombay at 1:00 A.M., but they tell me 

I can’t make it. There is not sufficient time. But I’ll try.” 

“No, no, you can’t make it,” Baba motioned. “So what will you do? There is not another flight for five days. No 

sightseeing!” 

“No, Baba. I guess I will just sit in the hotel and wait for the plane.” 

Baba stated, “No, come here every day for five days and sit with me until the plane goes. What will your office think 

of that?” 

Scarcely believing her ears, Ann said, “Baba, they said it would be fine if I stayed, just to let them know.” 

“Well, make sure you do,” he replied. 

Keshav Nene’s daughter Sandhya danced for Baba that afternoon. One dance depicted the life of a gopi absorbed in 

her love for Krishna. In the course of the conversation there was a reference to the songs of Mira. Baba asked Ann, 

“Do you know the story of Saint Mira?” She said she did not, and Baba gestured to Eruch to relate a few incidents 

from Mira’s life. 

Afterwards Baba remarked: “Mira was not born at the time when Krishna manifested himself as the Avatar in 

human form. Even then her love surpassed that of the gopis. In this sense her love is unique, unparalleled. The same 

can be said about Francis of Assisi’s love for Jesus Christ. He had not seen Jesus physically but his love for Christ 

excelled that of Peter, the Rock. Because Francis never met Jesus, his longing and love were that much greater.” 

Baba looked at Ann Conlon and stated quite seriously, “Mira was not concerned about offending her husband. Her 

only concern was about offending her Lord. She never put anyone or anything between herself and Krishna.” 

Baba repeated the last sentence again, and Ann knew there was a message in it for her. Baba asked her, “Have you 

read any of my books?” 

Ann said she had and mentioned a few. “Did you read God Speaks?” Baba inquired. 

Embarrassed, Ann said, “I tried, Baba. I got to page 64 but did not understand a word of it.” 

Baba laughed, gesturing, “Never mind, forget it. It is not important.” 

After a few more songs in praise of Baba’s Godhood, newcomers were introduced to Baba individually by the group 

heads. At one point, seeing that Ann was uncomfortable sitting at his feet, Baba gestured, “You were not born to sit 

like that.” He had a chair brought and put against the wall. Rano was called to sit next to Ann to keep her company. 

Throughout the darshan program, Ann kept her gaze steadily fixed on Baba. Several times Baba turned around 

suddenly and asked, “Are you happy?” Ann was so lost in his beauty, Rano had to elbow her in the ribs and whisper, 

“Answer him.” By the end of the day, Ann was exhausted from being in the presence of Baba’s overwhelming 

vitality. 

 

The next day, Sunday, 28 May 1961, Fred Winterfeldt of New York arrived at 12:30 P.M. That afternoon Fred saw 

Baba alone. His wife, Ella, thought it best to remain home, though she was longing to see Baba again. Commenting 

on her devotion, Baba remarked to Fred, “You are here with me, but I am there with Ella.” He also stated, “Your 

being with me is immaterial. It is my being with you that matters. So keep me with you always.” 

Baba asked Fred, “How did Ann manage to get here?” Fred told him, and when he got to the part of how Liz and 

Ginny had given Ann the money to come, Baba again had tears in his eyes. He stated, “I am touched by such love 

for Baba and for a friend.” 

When Ann saw Baba later that same day, Baba stated, “Fred has told me how you were able to come. All helped 

you.” 

“Yes, Baba, it is true,” Ann replied. 

“All helped you because I helped you,” stated Baba. “I wanted you to come.” 

Baba told her he had sent Liz and Ginny a telegram. He asked Eruch to bring a copy for her to read. It had been sent 

in Ann’s name and read: “Baba says because you have helped me come to Baba, you have made Baba come closer 

to you. Baba sends his love to you both. Love, Ann.” 

“Do you think they will like it?” Baba asked. 



 

 

Ann grinned, “Of course!” 

Baba informed Fred that he wanted them to return to New York together; therefore, he, too, could stay in Poona 

until then and come to Guruprasad each day. 

But the biggest surprise of all came the next day at 4:30 P.M. when Arnavaz saw blind Dr. Harry Kenmore standing 

in the long queue waiting for darshan. He had not sent any intimation that he was coming. When Baba spotted him, 

he asked, “Harry, what are you doing here?” 

“I have come to see my Beloved Pop!” he called back. 

Eruch brought him to Baba, who embraced him, remarking with affection, “Your Beloved Pop is very happy to see 

his dear son,” and he had Harry sit near him. 

Baba then inquired of Kenmore, “Harry, you could have at least phoned from the hotel about your arrival. Perhaps 

you wished to give me a pleasant surprise? How long do you intend to stay in Poona?” 

“Until 5:30 P.M.,” Harry replied. Baba was pleased and allowed him to visit Guruprasad every afternoon until 31 

May. 

“Harry, what made you come?” Baba asked him. 

“God tempted me with the bait of one hour’s sahavas.” 

“Had you sent a telegram to me for permission, you anticipated a ‘No’ from me. So to avoid that reply, you decided 

to come directly to Poona. Anyway, I am very happy to have you here. And do you know, Harry, how proud your 

Pop is because of your coming here, just for one hour of sahavas? You are a great lad!” Instead of putting the candy 

prasad in his hand, as he would do with everyone else, Baba unwrapped the candy and placed it in Kenmore’s 

mouth. 

Two others from the West also had the opportunity of seeing Baba that day. They were Francis and Olla Goldney, 

who were on their way home to the Faeroe Islands from Japan, where they had attended a conference. 

The same day, Pukar, Bal Natu and a few others from Hamirpur put on a delightful performance, the object of which 

was to invite Baba to Nauranga Village to unveil his own life-size marble statue there. Briefly, the skit depicted the 

entire district of Hamirpur in the grip of a strange fever. A doctor diagnoses the epidemic as “Baba-fever” and tells 

people to write to Meher Baba imploring him to visit the area, which would be “the only remedy.” People begin 

writing, but one patient, Hiralal, becomes seriously ill. He is about to breathe his last when a telegram comes stating: 

“Baba definitely coming to visit Hamirpur District.” These words act as an elixir for the patient and he becomes 

completely well, stands erect and shouts “Jai Baba!” repeatedly. 

There was loud applause in the hall when Hiralal walked straight to Baba to confirm the contents of the telegram. A 

discussion ensued with lovers from various centers in India expressing their ardent desire to have Baba pay a visit to 

their town. Baba patiently heard everyone’s request. One man said, “Baba, you are now in seclusion, but the present 

darshan and sahavas programs, in a way, do not impede or disturb you in your seclusion. Likewise, though you wish 

to continue this seclusion period, can you not be compassionate enough to permit us to arrange a darshan tour? We 

will strictly abide by the rest of the conditions laid down by you.” 

Deshmukh stood up and entreated, “Baba, please accept his prayer.” Then he extended an invitation to Baba to visit 

Nagpur, too. 

Baba stated, “I will agree to the tour on one condition. Deshmukh must be ready to bear the expenses of the entire 

journey. If Deshmukh gives me one lakh [100,000] rupees, I am ready to proceed to Nauranga.” 

Koduri Krishna Rao said, “Baba, why should Deshmukh alone bear the charges?” 

Baba answered, “That’s my condition!” 

Pukar addressed Deshmukh, “We will pay a lakh of rupees for your cap; accept it.” 

Deshmukh said, “I don’t wish to deceive Baba.” 

Everyone scowled at Deshmukh, and Dr. Moorty observed, “Baba, you will have to come to Bengal also. Your visit 

there is long overdue.” 

Thus the arguments over where Baba should give darshan went back and forth. Finally Baba stated, “It is such a big 

problem for me to visit where I already am. I would go anywhere, wherever you all are, if I were not there already. I 

am ever-present everywhere, and so the darshan tour as desired by you has become a problem. When I visit on my 

own accord, it is a different matter. I am in Nauranga and so it is not necessary for me to go there. Had I not been 

there, I would surely have come.” 



 

 

Adarsh Khare responded, “Yes, Baba, you are everywhere. But now we request Baba from Meherazad to visit 

Hamirpur District to see Baba at Nauranga.” 

Baba replied, “Baba is Baba! So Baba from Meherazad sees Baba at Nauranga without visiting Hamirpur. How can 

I pay a visit to myself when I am never absent?”  

Eruch quipped, “So it would seem that first you must oust Baba from your district for him to pay a visit there.” 

Baba added, “Remember that Hamirpur is my heart, and Andhra my head. Both places are very dear to me.”250 

The Maharani of Baroda came to Guruprasad on 30 May, and at 4:00 P.M. the “Seven Avatars” drama was reenacted 

for her benefit. Madhusudan and Subhadra had gone to great pains to produce it and it was a grand success. 

One day a woman approached Baba for darshan with her child. She requested that Baba bless her baby. Baba 

commented, “As you wish. But do you remember how last year on your request, I permitted you to visit Guruprasad 

to have my darshan a second time? You did not come.” 

From the hundreds who had visited Guruprasad that year it seemed incredible to the woman that Baba would 

remember such a small detail. The woman felt ashamed and apologized, explaining, “Baba, treat me as your 

daughter ... I had to attend my brother’s marriage, so I could not come. Please pardon me.” 

Baba as usual pardoned her, but also remarked, “I forgive you but remember, you yourself asked for an opportunity 

of which you did not avail. Any appointment with the God-Man has special significance which cannot be repeated. 

It is difficult to make up that loss. However, now be happy and forget about it.” 

Kusum Singh’s husband, Mohkam, of Delhi, was a cynical sort of fellow and was skeptical about Baba’s claim to 

Godhood. He was reading a popular science-fiction novel, Chariots of the Gods, in which it claimed that God was 

an astronaut from another planet. As they sat before Baba, he nudged his wife and told her to ask Baba which planet 

he was from. Kusum held up her hand and said, “Baba, my husband wants to know which planet you are from, or 

which you belong to?” 

Baba laughed and remarked, “I do not come from any planet — all planets come from me!” 

Mohkam was having trouble with his back and Kusum asked if they should have Dr. Kenmore adjust it. Baba 

remarked, “No, I am the biggest doctor. My nazar is on him.” 

Kusum’s brother-in-law, Raja Bhalendra Singh of Patiala and his second wife, who were meeting Baba for the first 

time, had also come. 

 

Baba met the Hamirpur contingent of lovers at 10:00 A.M. on the final morning of darshan, Wednesday, 31 May 

1961. Each morning when Baba was meeting with the men, Ann Conlon was sent with Arnavaz to visit Baba’s 

family house, Bindra House and other places of interest in Poona. The last morning, Baba permitted her to come to 

Guruprasad. He stated, “Now you are not supposed to be here. No women are allowed in these morning sessions 

which are exclusively for men. So you can only stay for five minutes.” 

After five minutes had elapsed, Ann was told to leave, but Baba then asked her to remain seated. Harry Kenmore 

began to tell jokes. At one point Baba stopped him and remarked, “Harry, are you sure you want to tell that one? 

Ann is here.” 

“She is over 21, Baba,” Kenmore retorted, and Baba laughed and gestured all right. 

After a few minutes, Baba gestured to Ann, “Now go to Mehera and Mani.” She started to get up, but Baba called 

her again for another five minutes. After it too had expired, Baba motioned, “Now you really have to go.” As she 

was leaving, he remarked, “When I come back in 700 years, make sure you come back as a man so you can attend 

these exclusive meetings.” 

Ann was taken inside, where Mehera told her they wanted her to try on a sari. The women helped her put on one of 

Mehera’s, a beautiful lavender sari flecked with gold. “Put your hands together and say, ‘Namaste, Baba,’ “ they 

coaxed. Ann had no idea what they were up to until Goher shoved her into the crowded hall where Baba was sitting 

with the men. Ann was afraid the sari would fall off, but, as rehearsed, she put her hands together and said, 

 
250 Baba’s remark that Hamirpur represented “his heart,” meant that the people there felt his love deeply, 

even though many were illiterate and had not read any of his books or messages. Andhra Pradesh 

representing “his mind or head” meant that the people there, though they also loved him intensely, were 

more intellectually inclined. 



 

 

“Namaste, Baba,” and Baba’s eyes lit up. What the women mandali did not know was that same morning Ann had 

had an urge to ”ress up f’r Baba. Baba had fulfilled her wish. 

The final afternoon of darshan on 31 May proved to be the most crowded, when at 4:00 P.M. no fewer than 3,000 

persons poured through Guruprasad. Baba permitted those lovers still in Poona to repeat their visit on that last 

occasion, and lovers from all over India also came. The singer Narsing Qawaal performed as each lover filed past 

Baba, in what seemed like an unending procession, to receive prasad (in the form of a sweet) from his hand. 

Two young men from America who slipped in “under the wire” were Irwin Luck and his brother, Edward. Like Ann 

Conlon, soon after they read the Family Letter, they left America without informing their parents, since their father 

was still vehemently against their going to India. They arrived at the Napier Hotel at 4:00 P.M. just as Meherjee was 

picking up Harry, Fred and Ann to take them back to Guruprasad to see Baba. The Luck brothers got into the car, 

too, and in the hall went to Baba, who embraced them warmly and asked them to sit beside him. Edward was 

transfixed by the translucent quality of Baba’s skin and “the purity of a newborn baby” emanating from Baba. 

At one point Baba stopped the darshan and introduced the Westerners present. He introduced Fred and Harry as 

being from New York and, although Ann was too, when her turn came Baba remarked, “This is Ann Conlon from 

the United States. She is a blessed woman. Otherwise, why would she have come here when she had never seen me? 

Her love brought her and that love is my gift to her.” (This confirmed again what Ann had felt in the Lagoon Cabin 

in Myrtle Beach.) 

Baba called Irwin Luck to stand on one side of him and Edward on the other. He remarked, “These are the Luck 

brothers. They have come a great distance to be with me for a very short time. They had to overcome many 

obstacles to come to be with me. They crossed continents and did everything they could to be here. Such love must 

be rewarded.” He repeated, “Such love must be rewarded.” 

Baba told Bhikubhai (Meelan Studio photographer) to take a photograph. Baba asked Irwin and Edward how they 

had come to India. Irwin began to narrate all the things they had done to earn the money. Baba did not respond. 

Irwin then realized he had made a big mistake by not saying, “It was your will, Baba,” as he had done the past year 

when asked the same question. 

Baba related to the audience, “All of them coming from so far for such a short time, not knowing if they were going 

to get anything when they did arrive, this touches me very much. It is a test of the daring of the lover to come so far 

when he is uncertain if he will even get to actually see the Beloved.” 

Kenmore interjected, “You know, Baba, it is no distance for us and no great cost for us Americans. I feel some who 

have walked 1,000 miles to get here for the one hour have much more daring.” 

Narsing Qawaal continued the musical entertainment as Baba distributed prasad to all. Prakashwati Sharma also 

sang, and Dr. Moorty, Pukar and Sripat Sahai presented a skit (“Death and Back to Life”) about a Baba lover who 

died out of frustration because Baba had not come to his place for darshan in spite of his repeated prayers. 

Baba was only to give darshan for an hour, but he extended the session until 6:00 P.M., stating, “This is the most 

important day of the two weeks that I have allowed people to come to me.” 

Irwin was told to hold a pillow over Baba’s feet so that no one would touch them. Edward volunteered to take over 

after some time, but Baba had only instructed Irwin to hold it. 

While the two brothers were seated at his feet, Baba began making circular motions near his head and pointing with 

two fingers at them. Irwin looked at him and wondered what it meant. “Baba wouldn’t be saying that we are crazy?” 

he asked himself. 

A short time later Baba repeated the gesture: he spun his fingers near his head and pointed at Irwin and Edward, but 

did not explain. Irwin thought: “Baba thinks we are mad.” But when Baba made the same gesture a third time, he 

remarked through Eruch, “You are divine idiots!” and he told the crowd, “Such love will get them ample reward!” 

Later, Irwin asked Eruch, “What do you think Baba means when he says we are divine idiots?” 

Eruch tried to explain, “Baba says if you want God you have to be mad. It means those who are mad after God are 

idiots to the world. The world will not understand you; people will think you are crazy ... mad ... an idiot.” 

Irwin’s confusion was settled. 

At one point Baba asked Irwin and Edward what they were thinking. Edward said something, and Irwin’s reply was: 

“I was thinking I would like to look into your eyes, Baba.” He had read somewhere that it was almost impossible to 

look into the eyes of a saint as there was too much power there, and for that reason a saint never looks directly into 

anyone’s eyes. 



 

 

Baba only commented, “These are both very good thoughts,” but he did not look at Irwin. Irwin was mulling over 

this, when he suddenly looked up and Baba looked straight into his eyes. What did he see? “I saw Baba had brown 

eyes!” But later he felt there was a certain part of himself that had not looked up. “Physically I had looked up,” he 

says, “But there was another more subtle aspect of myself which did not.” 

Harry Kenmore brought the program to a close at 6:00 P.M. by reciting the Master’s Prayer in a booming voice. Baba 

informed the five Westerners to come the next morning to say goodbye before Meherjee drove them to Bombay to 

catch their flight back to America late that night. As they were leaving, Baba made a sign of four levels over his 

head and gestured to the Luck brothers, “One day I will give you the highest experience.” 

 

Although the two weeks of darshan had come to a conclusion, on Thursday, 1 June 1961, Deshmukh appeared at the 

gates of Guruprasad with his family from Nagpur. Meherdas prevented them from entering. Deshmukh’s family had 

had Baba’s darshan, but his daughter, Sanjeevani, brought her husband for the first time. Baba saw them from the 

verandah and beckoned them to come. Seeing Baba, Indumati burst out weeping and Deshmukh too. Allowing them 

to see him from a distance, Baba retired inside. 

Another who lingered on in Poona was Dr. Moorty of Calcutta. He would keep watch at the gates of Guruprasad 

from morning to evening with the hope that if someone happened to come by and be allowed inside, he would 

follow and thus be able to see Baba again. 

Baba made Aloba sit on the verandah and told him, “If Moorty comes inside, stop him at a distance.” Moorty would 

accept the mail from the postman at the gates and bring it in, but Aloba would run and take it from him. If Moorty 

came with the excuse of conveying some message or information, Aloba would ask what it was. 

Vishnu’s cousins, Vishwanath Haldankar and his wife Indu, came to Guruprasad one day. Moorty thought this was 

his chance to cross the gate. Happily he entered the precincts to give the news, but Aloba stopped Moorty and he 

himself went to inform Vishnu. 

Hearing Aloba, Pendu came outside to the gates and explained to the couple about the restrictions against darshan. 

They insisted on seeing Baba. Becoming fed up with their resistance, Pendu returned inside and the Haldankars sat 

down under a tree. Moorty was anticipating that surely Baba would call them. But after waiting a few hours, the 

couple became frustrated and left. Vishnu, too, did not come out to see them and Moorty lost his chance.251 Still he 

waited patiently near the gates two or three days, trying to devise a means of entry. All his efforts were in vain. 

Worn down, he returned to Kharagpur, realizing it was far wiser to obey Baba’s behests and come only when called. 

Godavri Mai of Sakori, however, was permitted to visit Baba at Guruprasad for fifteen minutes on Tuesday, 13 June, 

at 6:15 P.M., with four of her kanyas. S. N. Tipnis accompanied them. Godavri’s health was not good and Baba 

advised her about her medical treatment. 

A Baba lover named K. Rangarao passed away at this time. Chari informed Baba and requested a message for a 

gathering in the man’s honor. Baba dictated this reply to Eruch on 11 June: “Life and death do not affect an ardent 

worker of Baba, for he who loves Baba lives to die in his cause and abides in the One who is Existence infinite and 

eternal.” 

On 20 June 1961, a circular was issued, informing all that Baba would be leaving Guruprasad for Meherazad in the 

first week of August. The circular stated: 

Baba will indefinitely continue his seclusion undisturbed by visits from anyone. Baba also desires that no one 

should correspond with him on any matter, except by a reply prepaid telegram in case of emergency. 

As Age recounted, “1961 was a year which taught Baba’s lovers many lessons in obedience. They were learning 

how to build nests in the Garden, for they had not only to sing there, but also to learn how to make it their permanent 

home!” 

 

As a daily morning outing, as mentioned the mandali would take Baba in the car to Ganeshkhind Garden, and to 

Sambhaji and Peshwa Parks for walks. On 22 June, Baba went with the mandali to the Poona Race Course, where he 

 
251 Later, the couple was permitted to meet Vishnu, Pendu and Eruch in relation to problems involving the 

Belgaum land in Baba’s name. Before coming to Guruprasad, Baba had signed a power of attorney to 

Vishnu to deal with the property. (The property had previously been registered in Mehera's name.) The 

Haldankars were fighting with Vishnu over the property, and at one point faced a trespassing suit from a 

neighboring factory. Ramjoo was enlisted to help resolve the matter. 



 

 

had a long walk. Jalbhai took 8mm films of Baba on these outings. Maharani Shantadevi saw Baba on the 27th and 

28th for two hours each day. She was leaving Poona for Baroda. 

At Peshwa Park on 2 July the elephant named Sumitra, who gave rides to children, came in front of Baba. Her 

mahout knew Baba and would make her salute whenever he came. That morning Baba fed her a loaf of bread and a 

bunch of bananas. The elephant touched Baba’s toes with her trunk and bowed to him. It was a marvelous sight. 

Once during his Poona stay, without any prior notice, Baba unexpectedly made house visits to a few of his lovers. 

Ramakrishnan and the mandali accompanied him in two cars. Baba left Guruprasad at 9:30 a.m., driving first across 

the Bund Garden bridge and towards Alandi. He visited the homes of Manohar M. Joshi (at Kasba Peth), V. Y. 

Agashi (at Yeravda), Vishnu Chavan (near the airport), the Gadekars and Dr. Niphadkar, before returning to 

Guruprasad at 11:30 a.m.  

For Silence Day, the mandali at Guruprasad and Meherabad and Baba’s followers throughout the world were 

informed to observe complete silence from 8:00 P.M. on July 9 until 8:00 P.M. on Monday, 10 July 1961. That day 

also was the release of the first issue of an English and Telugu quarterly devoted to Baba called Divya Vani (Divine 

Voice), published in Andhra by Swami Satyaprakash Udaseen. Kutumba Sastri had introduced Swami Satyaprakash 

to Baba in May at Guruprasad. 

On the morning of 12 July, Baba was driven to Bund Gardens where Babajan used to sit. Eruch, Francis, and Jalbhai 

accompanied him. Baba stood against a railing and watched the river below, and Jalbhai took some final shots, 

though Baba’s sensitive sinuses were bothered by the windy conditions. Baba pointed to the river and then, moving 

his hand in a sweeping motion, remarked, “The waters will rise and overflow, and everything will be submerged – 

washed away.” After walking around for some time, Baba dipped his feet in the waters of the Mutha River. This was 

surprising to Francis and Eruch, inasmuch as Baba did it suddenly. They returned to Guruprasad, and a few hours 

later a Baba lover high up in the public works department telephoned warning that the Mutha River would burst an 

earthen dam and flood waters would pour into the city.252 

To quote from a Times of India article: 

 
252 Meherwan Jessawala explained, “A year prior to this, in 1960, a new dam was being constructed near 

Poona. Poona’s water came from the Khadakwasla Dam, which also supplied water to the military, about 

10 or 12 miles to the south of Poona. They foresaw water shortages because Poona was expanding very 

rapidly, getting industrialized. Upstream to Khadakwasla, they built another dam. Khadakwasla was a 

masonry dam, built in the British times, and this new Panshet Dam, upstream, was an earthen dam, because 

the engineers thought that an earthen dam would be all right and it would save on the cost. The engineers 

warned the government that because it was an earthen dam, it would require a couple of years at least to 

settle down and be strong enough to support a body of water.  

Very soon, though, there were to be elections, and a political expediency was resorted to. The chief 

minister, despite protests from engineers, gave the order that the dam should be allowed to be filled up. The 

sluice gates, which had been kept open so that no water would build up, were lowered. Already people had 

been suffering water shortages, and the minister wanted to proclaim how much he had helped the people by 

giving them this new source of water. He thought that by doing this he would have a feather in his cap. The 

engineers reluctantly had to agree. But sometime in mid-July 1961, there was a big cloudburst in the 

monsoon season, and I don’t think we ever had rains before or after of that intensity. For three days and 

nights, there was a continuous downpour. A huge body of water began to accumulate behind the earthen 

dam. The engineers tried frantically to raise the sluice gates, but they jammed. A terrible catastrophe was 

foreseen by the engineers. They sent a warning all downstream that they were unable to do anything. 

People all along the banks of the river should be evacuated. Poona had never had any such occasion in the 

past, so these warnings were taken lightly. People just ignored them. There were quite a lot of slum 

dwellings on the riverbanks, and the river flowed through the heart of the city. So, people had nowhere to 

go, and it was raining cats and dogs.  

There was no letup in the rains. It just went on pouring and pouring, until at last the poor dam could hold it 

no longer. It just suddenly gave way. A huge body of water gushed out from the breech and downstream 

was the Khadakwasla dam, a solid masonry dam, but the force of the water and its mass was so great that 

eventually Khadakwasla failed. There was a huge breech there, and now the full impact came to Poona. 

Within minutes, the low-lying parts of Poona were under 20 ft. of water. Many people died.” (Meherwan 

Jessawla tape #25 transcript.) 



 

 

Floods from the river — worst in living memory — hit the city twice in four hours. The first wave came in the 

forenoon when the raging river destroyed the Panshet Dam. Another mass of water cascaded into the city when 

the Khadakwasla Dam gave way in the afternoon. The entire city is without water supply and electricity. 

Although some prior warning was available, the people had to take the full fury of the swollen Mutha River. 

The men and women and Baba moved to the top floor of Guruprasad. Although the floods had inundated the 

business and residential areas of the city, the waters stopped some distance from Guruprasad, leaving the bungalow 

unaffected. 

However, the railing at Bund Gardens that Baba had leaned against was completely submerged and there were boats 

on the spot where he had stood. Nearly half of Poona was under six feet or more of water. Shinde’s shoe shop was 

completely flooded, as were V. M. Pandit and Ali Ramjoo’s homes. Pandit was a schoolteacher at whose house (by 

the riverbank) weekly meetings were held in Baba’s name. While all the neighboring houses had collapsed in ruins, 

Pandit’s home remained intact, though many of his belongings were lost. But the most astonishing thing was that the 

water that submerged the area stopped rising just beneath the framed picture of Baba that hung on his wall. 

Similarly, at Ali Ramjoo’s house, though the flood waters surged in carrying away tables and chairs, his collection 

of Baba books on a high shelf was spared. He also had a large stack of literature which belonged to the Poona 

Center. He was anxious that he would be liable for its cost if it were all ruined, but that material too was undamaged. 

However, at Shinde’s shoe shop his entire stock of shoes, boots and sandals was damaged. When the waters receded, 

Baba went to the shop and sat among the debris. Slimy mud covered the footwear, but Baba assured Shinde not to 

worry. Shinde had every pair cleaned and disposed of at half-price. (The following year, Baba himself performed the 

opening ceremony of his new shop, and his business prospered.) 

Naja had to have her tonsils removed, and the operation had been performed by Dr. B. P. Apte prior to the flood, at 

his clinic on Jangli Maharaj Road. Baba had been to see Naja on the 12th and had instructed her to return 

immediately to Bindra House, despite the doctor’s advice that she remain at the clinic for another day or so.253 Naja 

had been staying on the first floor of Apte’s clinic and the flood waters had risen to the second floor. 

Hearing of the critical situation in Poona over the radio and with telephone lines not working, Adi arrived at 

Guruprasad on the 13th, bringing drinking water, bread, food and kerosene. But when he found all were safe he 

returned to Ahmednagar the same night. 

Due to the shortage of drinking water, those few who had wells in their houses made them available to the public. 

Outside Baba’s childhood home, where Jalbhai and Beheram and his family were residing, there was a virtual mob 

every morning wanting to use the well there. From 4:00 A.M. a queue would form and Jalbhai and Beheram and 

Beheram’s sons would help people draw up the water and carry it to their homes. Beforehand, Baba had visited and 

taken a sip of water from the well and then poured the remainder back in; thus, those who came for water were 

unknowingly receiving Baba’s prasad. For several years no one had used the water, though it was suitable for 

drinking. Years before, Baba had dropped a live turtle in the well and it had kept the water clean from algae. 

On 27 July 1961, Baba and a few of the mandali paid their respects at Babajan’s tomb. Gajwani and Siganporia had 

a two-hour audience with Baba on 1 August. Adi arrived that same evening. 

During those days in Poona, Eruch used to spend the day at Guruprasad and return to Bindra House in the evenings. 

Baidul would also stay with his family at night. Naja would always stay at Bindra House to cook, as food for Baba 

and the women came from there. The men’s food came from Jal Dorabjee’s guest house. Once Eruch brought 

mangoes from Bindra House. They were delicious, but the next day Baba complained to him, “The mangoes are 

sour.” 

Eruch replied, “They are sweet, Baba. I bought them myself after tasting them.” 

Sending for Mani, Baba asked her whether they were sweet or sour. Mani answered they were somewhat sour, and 

Eruch could only remark, “Well, perhaps they are.” 

One day Baba remarked to Eruch about his mother and sister, “I was thinking of calling Gaimai and Manu to 

Guruprasad, but after consulting the women, they said that if I called them, I would have to call others also.” Eruch 

kept quiet and Baba added, “I am so guileless! All are fooling me!” 

Eruch replied sardonically, “You are not guileless, Baba, but ghag [cunning]! You are ustad [masterful]!” Eruch’s 

remarks made Baba laugh. 

 
253 Baba had visited Apte’s clinic in 1958 also, prior to leaving for the West, but it is not recorded whether 

he was visiting a patient there or if he himself was being examined. 



 

 

 

 

On Monday morning, 7 August 1961, after spending five months in Poona, Baba returned to Meherazad with the 

men and women mandali. Once again before leaving, Baba stopped at Bund Gardens, where he sat under Babajan’s 

tree and bid farewell to several hundred of his Poona lovers. Madhusudan sang bhajans and the arti. The lovers lined 

up on both sides of Baba’s car and touched his hand as he drove past. 

In Meherazad, his seclusion continued. Baba warned: “The months ahead will be most difficult ones for those 

staying with me and for my lovers everywhere in India and abroad. The patience of my lovers will be greatly taxed 

and their love for me tested by the measure of their forbearance. 

“As for myself,” he added, “my seclusion work will further batter my already fragile health, for I still have much to 

suffer. And already I feel so tired.” 

Sometimes it would seem there was a definite change for the better in Baba’s health, and sometimes a change for the 

worse. There would be marked improvements followed by heavy setbacks. This pattern continued for the remainder 

of his life. 

Kaikobad was brought back to Meherazad from Meherabad on 10 August. Three days later, on the 13th, Baba sent 

Bhau to Meherabad for three nights, where he was to spend time with his family. 

Viloo had a Ping-Pong table at her home that was not being used, so Adi arranged for Bhagirath to transport it to 

Meherazad on the 19th. On 23 August, Baba’s trouble with piles again surfaced, with pain and bleeding. 

One day in Meherazad, Baba remarked: “He who says he understands God has not understood anything! For the 

One Who is to be understood is beyond understanding. I am far, far beyond human understanding, and he who 

knows me becomes me!” 

On another occasion, he commented: “How can one earn Godhood? You earn your livelihood by the sweat of your 

brow, and Divinity by the blood of your heart.” 

At this time in Germany, the Berlin crisis was coming to a head. Within a week of Baba’s return to Meherazad, the 

city was divided and the Communists began constructing the Berlin Wall to divide East and West Germany. 

Although Baba was in seclusion and had no plans to travel, his passport was renewed at the end of August 1961 and 

again six years later, at the end of August 1967. 

 

On Thursday, 14 September 1961, Baba arranged for the poor Arangaon villagers to be treated to a feast. Padri 

supervised the arrangements. Baba stopped first at Khushru Quarters at 9:30 a.m. that morning, accompanied by 

Eruch, Francis and Kaikobad. He told Adi that his seclusion would continue and Adi was to come to Meherazad 

only when called. Baba met Gulmai, Piroja and Feram. Gulmai, who was then 78, was suffering from colon cancer. 

She was like a mastani and would throw water over herself or others. She would often say she saw lights and tiny 

fairylike figures. Baba embraced and comforted her. Piroja said she wished to stay with Baba, and he told her to ask 

him again after his seclusion. 

Baba then went to Meherabad, where he met the villagers. Several devotees sang bhajans before him. Later in the 

day when the food was served, the assemblage began the feast with shouts of “Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!” 

At lower Meherabad, Baba sent for Bhau’s family from the Family Quarters. While Baba was in Poona, Bhau’s son 

Mehernath had been ill with jaundice. One night his skin turned dark yellow and his condition became serious. That 

night when Bhau was on watch duty, Baba asked him, “Is there any letter from Rama? How is Mehernath?” 

Bhau replied, “I have no idea. I have not received any letter from her. It is your order not to write.” 

Baba did not answer, but he was ill at ease throughout the night. Every few minutes he started asking Bhau, “Would 

you feel bad if Mehernath died?” 

Bhau said, “No, I won’t grieve for him.” 

“You wouldn’t, but Rama would,” Baba observed. 

There had been no news about Mehernath while they were at Guruprasad, but when they returned to Meherazad it 

was learned that he had been seriously ill. That very night during which Baba had been so restless in Guruprasad 

was the same night that Mehernath’s condition had worsened. Padri treated him with homeopathic medicine, and he 

recovered without having to have a blood transfusion. 



 

 

Mehernath and Sheela used to call Bhau “Babuji.” On this occasion or another, when they came, Pendu began 

teasing Sheela, saying, “Babuji is mine!” 

Reacting upset, Sheela retorted, “No, Babuji is mine!” and she caught hold of Bhau’s arm. Baba wanted to know 

what the commotion was about, and Pendu told him. 

Baba remarked to Sheela, “Now I have come to a decision: Babuji is yours and Mehernath is mine.” 

“No!” Sheela protested. “I want Babuji and Baba both!” 

“If you want Babuji, how could you have Baba?” 

“Then I want only Baba!” 

Smiling, Baba teased, “It has been decided; now don’t worry!” 

Baba asked Mehernath, “Do you love Babuji or your mother?” 

Mehernath said, “I don’t know Babuji; I love Ma.” 

Baba asked Sheela the same question and she replied, “Babuji!” 

Baba smiled and remarked, “Now think it over and say it again.” Sheela repeated that she loved her father more. 

Baba asked Mehernath, “And you? What do you say? Whom do you love more?” 

He replied, “I love Baba!” 

Baba embraced both children, and Mehernath told him, “My birthday is on October 22. Please call me to 

Meherazad.” 

Baba gestured, “I will have to call you, because you love me so much!” 

Baba then addressed Rama, “I am very pleased with you. You are staying alone with the children and in that way are 

helping Bhau, who is with me. Thereby you are serving me. Were I to send Bhau away anytime, who would do 

nightwatch?” 

Bhau’s family was extremely fortunate to be in Baba’s contact, and it is only his compassion that kept them near 

him. For his own reasons, Baba always kept a few children near him: In the 1920s it was the Prem and Meher 

Ashram boys; in the 1930s and 1940s Meheru and her brothers and sister, and Savak Kotwal’s and Baidul’s 

children; and in the late 1950s and 1960s Sheela and Mehernath Kalchuri. 

After seeing Kaikobad’s family, Mansari, Jangle’s family and Walu Pawar, Baba returned to Meherazad. 

 

At Meherazad, Baba began listening to qawaali music on the record player in the afternoons from 3:00 to 4:00 P.M. 

On 14 September, he indicated he was in the mood to hear a singing program by the Ahmednagar bhajan group, and 

Eruch was instructed to write Adi to arrange it. The lovers, however, were given three restrictions: no one was to 

take his darshan; no one was to bring any garland of flowers; no one was to put any personal questions to Baba, 

knowing well that they were being called simply to entertain him. Three days later, on Sunday, 17 September 1961, 

eighteen lovers of Ahmednagar came to Meherazad at 9:00 A.M., and for one hour Rustom Kaka, his wife Silla 

Kaku, a 24-year-old woman named Usha Kulkarni, and Kokila Tiwari sang bhajans.254 Others from Ahmednagar 

were also present, among them Nusserwan Satha and his brother Piloo Mama, Burjor Mehta and his wife Meheru, 

Rangole, Chhagan, Waman and Dhake. 

When Baba entered mandali hall, he called three or four members of the Ahmednagar bhajan group before him for 

some time, and then called everyone inside. As usual, before the singing, Baba inquired of a few about their health. 

He remarked, “It should be clearly understood that my seclusion remains unbroken, despite your presence here. You 

are here only as a result of my sudden whim to hear music.” 

He also conveyed, “If there is no rain next Sunday, I will see all my lovers who regularly attend the Ahmednagar 

Center [about 50 persons].” 

Manek had come from Poona the day before, and Baba asked him, “Why did you leave your studies in Poona and 

come to Ahmednagar? If you fail your exam, I will not see your face.” 

 

254 Rustom Kaka had told Usha Kulkarni about Baba three years before. 



 

 

Manek was a fine mimic, and Baba told him to mimic his father Rustom Kaka. Before he began, Sarosh arrived and 

Baba asked about his upcoming business trip to Italy. Baba explained to him, “You are lucky. Due to my love for 

and nazar on you, you are again doing well in business. You should remember me wherever you are.” 

Baba had a couplet from Hafiz recited to the effect that the world and its affairs are absolutely zero, “nothing into 

nothing.” He added, “Within 30 years when Sarosh is no longer here, everything will be forgotten and left behind. 

The only one to be remembered is Baba, who is the solace and refuge of his lovers.” 

Manek began imitating his father’s style of singing, much to the delight of all. Baba remarked to Sarosh, “Manek is 

a pucca [expert] mimic.” He told Manek, “Next time I would like to see you imitate Sarosh and Adi — but on no 

account should you ever mimic me!” 

Then the singing started, led by Rustom Kaka on the harmonium. He sang one song written by Bhau, which Baba 

liked very much. Baba advised him to set more of Bhau’s compositions to music and sing them. At the end Baba did 

not want the arti to be sung, stating that it could be done next Sunday. 

Before the group’s departure, Baba embraced some and kissed others on the cheeks, and handed one and all a 

handful of toffees. Then the group went out into the compound and mingled with the resident mandali. Baba stepped 

into the compound, remarking, “I have not set foot here since my return from Poona about 40 days ago, and it is 

only today that I am doing so.” Eruch added that, despite their persuasion, Baba would not leave the hall. Baba sat in 

a chair while all partook of jalebis and bhujias brought by the Nagar lovers, and then were served tea. 

Twice again Baba remarked that his seclusion remained unbroken and that it was to be clearly understood. Because 

of his sudden mood to hear music, they were there. “Next Sunday only those who have already seen me and who 

frequent the weekly Center meetings should come, besides those who are present today. After next Sunday’s 

meeting, for three months starting in October, most of you gathered here will not get another chance to see me.” 

While talking with Sarosh, on coming to know of some discord among the Center workers, and Sarosh remarking 

that if he were more active in the Center’s activities he could bring about improvements, Baba humorously 

remarked, “Discord is necessary to give a little zest to the Center’s working.” He added, “No one should worry, 

especially when these differences are superficial.” 

After spending over an hour in Baba’s company, the Ahmednagar group departed. 

Baba called the group of singers back a week later, on Sunday, 24 September 1961. This time more people had been 

invited and about 70 of his Ahmednagar lovers came. All had gathered in the Meherazad compound well before 9:00 

A.M., after which Baba met everyone individually, the women first and then the men. Chhagan’s daughter, 

Shakuntala, had given birth to a son in June, whom she brought to show Baba. It was about 9:30 A.M. when the 

embracing was over. Pointing to the clock, Baba commented, “The music is to go on exactly for one hour, until 

10:30 A.M., and after receiving prasad, the whole group should disperse outside and have tea and whatever delicacy 

Chhagan has brought to celebrate the birth of his grandson, named by me Meher-Ram.” 

Before Manek began playing his electric violin, Baba again asked how he was studying when he was coming to 

Ahmednagar every week. Manek then played and also imitated the sounds of a bird chirping and an automobile 

honking its way around the mountainous ghats. 

Afterwards, Baba asked Rustom Kaka to sing first a Hindi song he had dictated to Bhau, which Rustom had put to 

music. More songs by Bhau followed, and a poem of Francis Brabazon’s in English, which Rustom Kaka played in 

Indian strains. At one point Baba interrupted the singing to allow Professor Abdul Karim Khan of Ahmednagar 

College to recite his Urdu lines in praise of Baba. Baba advised Rustom Kaka to put the lines to music in the form of 

a ghazal, and he had two records of Saigal’s and Ghalib’s ghazals played to give Rustom an idea of what he 

meant.255 

Afterward, Baba related this incident: “[Although a Muslim], Ghalib was a regular wine drinker, and had once fallen 

down in a street so drunk that he was arrested and brought to the court. The magistrate coincidentally happened to be 

his disciple, who imposed a fine on Ghalib but paid it out of his own pocket. Thereupon Ghalib stated: 

We were taking loans and spending on drink 

But we knew someday our penniless state would be exposed. 

 
255 An Arabic name of God, Ghalib was the pen name of the eminent Persian and Urdu scholar/poet 

Najmuddaulah Dabirulmulk Mirza Khan (1797–1869).  



 

 

Baba had dictated these two lines of Ghalib’s to Bhau. 

Baba asked Dhake if he composed ghazals. Dhake had attempted some years ago but nothing ever came of it. Baba 

asked the same of Kaka Chinchorkar, who laughed and said he did not know the first thing about writing ghazals. 

Next in line was Feram who, though he would often pen witty nonsense rhymes, had likewise never attempted 

ghazals. 

At the end of the singing, one by one, the lovers went before Baba to receive his prasad, and each then filed out into 

the compound where refreshments were served. Baba, too, came out and was with the group for about half an hour. 

Baba asked Nusserwan Satha about his charitable institution. (He had been running a school for orphans and 

destitute children for many years). Baba then called Rajan Tiwari, a nine-year-old boy, before him and motioned to 

him to recite this couplet of Ghalib’s: 

Ghalib! Beware before entering the Maikhana [Tavern]! 

Here, if one is not careful, the turban is whisked off one’s head [one’s ego is crushed]! 

Rajan also recited another couplet. After a few moments, Baba again called him to hear him imitate the Australian 

cricket commentator on the radio. He did it quite expertly, at which Baba laughed and then kissed Rajan. 

At 10:30 A.M., Baba instructed the Ahmednagar group to depart for their homes. 

On Sunday morning, 1 October 1961, Habib Qawaal came to Meherazad at 9:00 A.M. and sang before Baba. Baba 

enjoyed his performance. A few persons from Ahmednagar had been called, as well as Meherwan Jessawala, who 

arrived that day from Poona and stayed overnight at Meherazad. 

Although Baba was in seclusion in Meherazad during the month of October, besides the singers he would 

occasionally call someone on specific work or for a casual visit. On 2 October, Goher’s sister, Katie, was allowed to 

visit for the day from Bombay. The following day, Baba was driven with the women to the Pimpalgaon water 

pumping station, where he strolled about under the tall trees. Some mornings around eleven o’clock, Baba would 

take a walk on the Meherazad approach road as far as the huge mango tree. 

As instructed, Rano began preparing a chart at this time titled “The Four Journeys.” 

Although all correspondence had been stopped, still people from all over the world would write to Adi. He would 

forward their letters to Meherazad, whereupon Mani and Eruch were told to reply to them. 

Olivia Maugham of New York had met Baba in Myrtle Beach in 1958. On 19 October 1961, she telephoned Adi to 

say that she and her husband were in Bombay on their way to Lebanon, and she wished to see Baba. Adi sent the 

message to Meherazad, but Baba’s reply was that it was not possible because of his seclusion. “Baba sends his love 

and blessings to you,” Olivia was informed, “along with his assurance that he is with you.” 

Savak Kotwal, a night watchman for Baba for many years, had been living with his family in Bombay since Baba 

returned from America and Australia in 1958. Savak’s health had deteriorated and he had no job. It became 

increasingly difficult for him to maintain his wife Nergiz and son Adi. Nergiz became desperate and pleaded with 

Savak that he should commit suicide along with her. 

The day when both had decided to take this drastic step, a letter arrived from Adi, saying Baba had been inquiring 

about their condition. Nergiz wrote everything in detail, and Adi sent them Rs.100, informing them that Baba was in 

seclusion and could not be disturbed at present. After a few days, Baba called Savak to Meherazad and had him 

disclose his troubles. Baba assured him not to worry and gave him Rs.20. Savak returned to Bombay, where his son 

soon after got a good job, paying him Rs.300 per month. 

 

Rama, Sheela and Mehernath Kalchuri were called to Meherazad periodically during this time. On one occasion, 

Baba asked Rama, “You are living alone with two small children. What would you do if a thief enters your house at 

night?” Rama answered that she would cover herself and pretend to be asleep. 

They returned to Meherabad and some days later, on Dassera (circa 19 October 1961) as they were sleeping at 

night, thieves broke into the Family Quarters and stole Rama’s gold ornaments. But, instead of covering herself and 

feigning sleep, Rama confronted them and gave chase. Fortunately, because of Baba’s nazar, the robbers did not 

manhandle her. She received only a slight injury to her neck when the thieves tore off her necklace. 

When the Kalchuris saw Baba next, Rama told him of the incident. He remarked to Rama, “I saved your life! Now 

forget about it. One day I will give you your gold back. The thief has done you a favor; he is your friend, not your 

enemy. You have no idea about this. He took the gold, but with it, so many of your bad sanskaras. Never remember 



 

 

it or feel bad over the loss. If you keep happy in your heart you will be benefited more and the bad sanskaras will go 

to him. Don’t worry; it is as I wanted it to be.” 

The robbers’were never caught. Several days later Baba had a sewing machine purchased for Rama and gave it to 

her as a present. 

As promised, on Mehernath’s eighth birthday on Sunday, 22 October 1961, Baba called him, Rama and Sheela to 

Meherazad.256 He embraced first Mehernath and then Rama and Sheela. He asked him, “What are you holding in 

your hands?” 

Mehernath said, “A shawl for Babuji.” 

Baba remarked, “You say you love me but you have not brought me anything. This shows that you love Babuji 

more.” 

Mehernath quickly said, “Mother has brought this shawl, not me. I would have brought one only for you, Baba.” His 

answer pleased Baba, and every year thereafter he would call the family to Meherazad on Mehernath’s birthday. 

On 4 November 1961, Baba was given spring hand-exercisers to strengthen his forearms, hands and wrists, and he 

would do the exercises daily for a little while. Adi brought Katie for a visit that day. After several Sundays of no 

entertainment, Baba’s music-mood revived when he received a letter from Rustom Kaka highly praising the voice 

and talents of a new singer, who had recently begun attending the Ahmednagar Center. 

Baba was still in seclusion and it seemed he was starting to lose his interest in mundane things again. The mandali 

thought perhaps the singing would make him feel better, and so Rustom Kaka was written that he should come to 

Meherazad with the singer on Sunday, 12 November 1961. But when they arrived at 10:00 a.m. Bhau asked, “Where 

is the singer?” 

Pointing to a girl of sixteen, Rustom Kaka replied, “She is the singer.” 

“Her?” Bhau asked, incredulously. “She is so young.” 

Bhau kept quiet, although he was much irritated with Rustom Kaka. Baba always appreciated good singing and had 

been looking forward to the performance of someone new. How would Baba react to a child’s singing? Was Rustom 

Kaka wasting Baba’s time? But when the girl began singing before Baba, everyone present was taken aback by the 

strength and exceptionally pleasing quality of her voice. Baba, too, liked her singing and gave her his blessing. 

The girl’s name was Lata Limaye. Her father worked in the military accounts department and had requested a 

transfer to Ahmednagar after the family’s home and all their possessions had been destroyed in the recent Poona 

flood. After performing before Baba that day, Lata made rapid progress in her career. She entered an all-India music 

competition, and before she left for Delhi to attend the contest, Baba called her twice and had her sing before him to 

practice the song she would be singing in Delhi. The result was that Lata Limaye won first place, winning the 

President’s medal. When she returned, Baba would often send for her to sing at Meherazad. He also began financing 

her musical education. 

 

For the past two months, Eruch had been quite ill. In mid-August he suffered from severe viral pneumonia and, after 

getting acute hemolytic anemia from a drug reaction, he was admitted to the Salvation Army Booth Hospital in 

Ahmednagar on 8 October 1961 for a blood transfusion, and treated by Dr. Ernest Pedersen, an Australian 

surgeon.257 Meherjee was at Meherazad at this time and stayed with him in the hospital the first few nights. Gaimai 

arrived the following day to attend him, along with others from Eruch’s family from Akbar Press. 

Eruch had to remain in the hospital for a few weeks, and Baba was driven there twice — on 12 and 22 October — to 

see him with some of the mandali. Eruch was discharged from the hospital on 31 October. He was driven first to 

Akbar Press and then to Meherazad, before going to Poona for three weeks to convalesce at Bindra House. He 

returned to Meherazad on 23 November. 

At that time, from Akbar Press, Eruch’s cousin Alu Satha wrote Baba through her sister Roshan Kerawala, pleading 

with him to make Eruch well and to let her die instead! Alu was afflicted with muscular dystrophy and was crippled. 

Both she and her sister, Dhun, had suffered from the disease since childhood. But Alu’s condition was growing 

worse day by day and she was prepared to die, though she was only 40 years old. 

 
256 Baba may have gone to Meherabad to see the family that day.  
257 Vishnu also became ill with pneumonia at Meherazad, but was not hospitalized. 



 

 

Baba once visited Bindra House and asked Alu to read him a passage from a book of the Christian saint Theresa of 

Avila. He comforted her, “You are my Saint Theresa. Remember me as she did. When you die you will see me, and 

I will see you. I will give you bliss after death.” 

Hearing this, her sister Dhun said, “What about me?” Baba laughed and embraced her. The sisters were very close, 

and Baba instructed that Dhun should go stay in Poona for a while. 

Meanwhile, Alu Satha’s condition worsened. She stopped eating and drinking. On Saturday, 18 November 1961 she 

asked her sister to write again to Baba, “I feel that I will not be long in this world, and before I go I would like to 

have your darshan. So please come and see me.” Baba was in seclusion and feeling quite ill himself that day. Roshan 

explained to Alu that there was no chance that Baba would come just to visit her. Nevertheless, her message was 

sent to Adi’s office to forward to Baba. 

Unexpectedly, when Baba received her message he indicated that he wanted to go see Alu. He was driven there at 

3:00 P.M., accompanied by Goher, Pendu and Kaka. At that time, Baba had a fever and his hip was paining. Before 

leaving, Goher tried to dissuade him, but Baba insisted that he wanted to go. Getting out of the car, the first thing he 

asked Roshan was, “Is Alu still alive?” and he went inside Akbar Press to see her. 

Baba sat on the bed next to Alu and embraced her. “This world is a zero,” he told her. “It has no meaning. It is like a 

movie you watch and get so involved in that you think it is real, but it is not. This life is like a movie. Now forget 

everybody and everything, and think only of me.” 

Baba asked for a glass of sherbet. He drank most of it and gave the remaining amount to Alu. He consoled her, 

“Why do you worry? I have done much work through you and there is much still to do.” As mentioned, Baba had a 

fever and was perspiring. He took a handkerchief from his pocket, wiped the sweat from his forehead and gave it to 

Roshan to tie on Alu’s right hand. 

He gestured to Alu, “Look, my daaman is firmly in your grip. Forget the whole world. It is all illusion. I alone am 

real. Think only of me and take my name. Don’t worry at all. I will be with you.” Baba instructed Roshan to place 

his photograph on the small refrigerator opposite Alu’s bed, so that she could see it and focus her attention on it. He 

then returned to Meherazad. 

Alu lapsed into a coma that evening and never regained consciousness. Four days later, Alu Satha merged in him 

forever and was at last free of the intolerable suffering she had borne for years. Baba observed, “She has come to 

me. I could have cured her in an instant, but it was best for her to suffer. Now, no more births!” 

 

In mid-June 1961, Kumar, in Dehra Dun, had been informed that it was Baba’s wish that he should visit 

Nilkanthwala Mast in Rishikesh every fortnight, to keep in touch with him in case Baba wished to call him. Five 

months later, Baba wrote to Kumar to bring Nilkanthwala to Meherazad, but only if and when the mast showed 

complete willingness to do so. Kumar, who was longing to return to Baba, could only do so if the mast agreed to 

come and, therefore, he had to exercise great patience. At last, Nilkanthwala was not only willing but anxious to 

come. Baba sent a telegram to Kumar to bring him at once. They arrived on 25 November 1961, and Baba soon 

began working with the mast.258 Aware that at any moment during the ten days Nilkanthwala stayed, he might have 

the sudden urge to want to leave, Baba crammed in more hours than usual, working with him daily for at least an 

hour in seclusion. After Baba’s work was complete, Nilkanthwala was sent back to Rishikesh with Kumar on 5 

December. This was his last meeting with Baba, since after this the mast passed away. Nilkanthwala had beseeched 

Baba to free him from the burden of his body and his wish was fulfilled. 

As Age noted, “This last contact with Nilkanthwala was most significant. Baba’s mast work came to an end and he 

did not contact any other God-intoxicated soul for the remainder of his life on earth.” 

In mid-November 1961, Manohar Sakhare and his wife Mona, Kusum Mohkam Singh and other staunch lovers of 

Delhi wrote to Adi about their idea to set up an information booth with Baba literature at the Indian Industries Fair, 

soon to be inaugurated in Delhi. Adi consulted Baba about it, who gave his approval, and a parcel of pamphlets and 

books was sent. Many came to know of Baba through their efforts, which also proved a catalyst for their 

counterparts in America during the World’s Fair in New York in 1964. 

During Baba’s stay in Guruprasad in 1960, several lovers from Hamirpur expressed their desire to have a life-size 

marble statue made of Baba, and to house it in a mandir (temple) built for it in the village of Nauranga. Baba 

acceded to their wish, but at the same time warned against making his statue a focus of empty ceremonial worship, 

 
258 During one of his stays at Meherazad, Nilkanthwala was kept in the small room in the cottage opposite 

mandali hall, where Baba worked with him. 



 

 

reminding them of what he had often said regarding temples and ceremonies, that the real house of God is the heart, 

and the real worship is that service done in love to one’s fellow beings. 

Over the next year and a half, the temple and statue were built, but the unveiling of the statue was not to take place 

until the annual mela (fair) held in Nauranga from 25–27 November 1961. For that purpose, Baba sent Adi and 

Maharani Shantadevi to Nauranga. Meherdas also was sent from Meherazad, with several of Baba’s old personal 

articles (a much-used coat, a pair of sandals, an old cricket bat, a letter in Baba’s handwriting dated back in 1922, a 

curl of his golden-brown hair from younger days, and other items) to be exhibited in the temple for the lovers to bow 

down to and thereby take darshan. The main function was held on the 26th of November. The building where the 

statue was to be housed had been named Meher Mandir (Meher Temple), but sending a telegram that day, Baba 

changed the name to Meher Dham (House of Meher). 

Baba sent word to them that no ceremonies or rituals should be performed in the temple — no ringing of bells or 

puja — and that people should take darshan of the statue as if they were taking Baba’s darshan in person. He also 

ordered that over the entrance of Meher Dham should be written in large letters — carved in stone, not painted on 

boards — so that pilgrims might read it before entering: 

I belong to no religion. My religion is love. Every heart is my temple. Although it is in love that you have built 

this house of stone, I am only in it when your heart brings me here. 

And inside the building should be carved: 

Always remember that ceremonies cover me but pure worship reveals me. 

Baba sent this message with Adi to be read out to all who attended the mela: 

On this particular occasion I will be among you as one of my own lovers. All those who surrender themselves 

in love to me will see and adore and realize the Reality behind my form. 

Thus, through the combined labor and untiring effort of dedicated lovers such as Babu Ramprasad, Hiralal, 

Mungalal, Dillipati, Siddh Gopal, Narsingdas and others, the temple called Meher Dham came into being. 

Narsingdas, in fact, literally sacrificed his life in Baba’s cause while laboring so hard on this project, and he died 

before seeing its successful completion. 

Adi returned to Ahmednagar and on 2 December 1961 gave a detailed account to Baba of the proceedings. A week 

after returning from Hamirpur, Adi and Jalbhai were sent to Andhra to inaugurate Mehersthan, a new center built by 

Koduri Krishna Rao in Kovvur. There a life-size statue of Baba in bronze was to be installed.259 

Meherdas returned to Meherazad around the 10th of December. 

On the 15th, Baba had a Life Circular issued describing the function held in Nauranga. He also added that the strain 

of his seclusion had taken its toll on his health so severely that wherever he would be, “his strict seclusion would 

continue until he broke his silence.” 

Joseph and Kari Harb received permission from Baba to move to India, as they wished to live near him. Baba 

indicated to them that living in Meherazad or Ahmednagar would prove rather difficult, so they decided to settle in 

Poona, a more modern city. They had arrived in Poona on 25 September that year, but Baba did not call them 

because of his seclusion. 

Finally, after three months, on Friday, 15 December 1961, Joseph and Kari Harb were allowed to come to 

Meherazad. They were accompanied by Meherjee, and saw Baba for an hour and then returned to Poona. Marvin 

and Jeannie Campen also came with the Harbs. As a Christmas present, the Campens brought Baba a Swiss music 

box that played “Silent Night.” Marvin Campen was working in the petroleum industry. The Campens had been 

living in France and Switzerland for the past five years, but were moving to New Jersey, where Marvin had been 

transferred. 

Mehera’s birthday fell on Saturday, 23 December that year, according to the Parsi calendar. Khorshed from Bombay 

was a guest at Meherazad that weekend, as were Meherwan and Manu Jessawala and Meherjee from Poona. Manu 

was allowed to stay for a month at Meherazad with the women. 

On Christmas morning, Baba distributed chocolates to each of the mandali. He stated: “Christ lived for love and 

died for love. He was Love Personified; his crucifixion was an expression of his universal love. Christ abides in all; 

therefore, selfless service to humanity is service to God.” 

 
259 The statue was sent from Bombay at the end of May 1962. 



 

 

Don and Padri saw Baba at Meherazad on the 28th to discuss his health and other matters. Deshmukh arrived in 

Ahmednagar that day, and on the 29th morning Adi drove him to Meherazad, where, instead of the promised “five 

minutes,” Baba spoke with him for an hour. Baba asked about his family and listened to a little of Deshmukh’s 

English translation of Keshav Nigam’s Meher Chalisa. Deshmukh left that same afternoon. 

Dadi Kerawala was permitted to see Baba for an hour on 3 January 1962. 

 

Baba’s Western followers in Europe, America and Australia were longing to see him again, and in January 1962, 

Baba discussed the possibility of allowing them to come to Poona during May while he was at Guruprasad. But no 

definite plans were announced. On Tuesday, 9 January, Baba’s secretary Adi was called to Meherazad to discuss the 

proposal. The Gajwani family were permitted darshan for half an hour that day. Gajwani’s son Kumar had recently 

gotten married in London and he and his wife Mira came and received Baba’s blessings. Arnavaz and Nariman 

accompanied them. 

Baba continued to have severe aches and pains in his body, and was generally feeling very weak. Padri was called to 

Meherazad on the 11th and began administering homeopathic medicine to Baba daily for a week. Baba’s stool was 

sent to Ahmednagar for examination on the 19th and that day, Eruch sent this note to Adi: 

Since last few days, Baba has been telling me to inform you that he is not at all feeling well. He cannot even 

move about freely and is feeling extremely weak. I have been putting off this for some days thinking Baba 

might feel better. But as he is not well yet and as he wants me today to inform you, I am writing this today for 

your personal information. 

Adi was naturally concerned and surmised that Baba’s weakened condition “portends something grave for the world 

situation.” He went to Meherazad on 20 January to check on Baba’s health. He was told to write to Maharani 

Shantadevi, requesting her to allow Baba to stay again in Guruprasad that year. Baba also gave his consent to the 

proposed marriage between two Ahmednagar lovers, Bhasker and Usha. 

Eruch too had fallen ill again. On 23 January 1962, he was admitted to Booth Hospital and had his tonsils removed 

the following day. Don was with him during the operation. Eruch returned to Meherazad on 1 February, along with 

his mother and sister Manu, who were permitted half-an-hour of Baba’s company. 

Meanwhile, over a period of about three weeks, Bhau wrote a brief life story of Baba in poetry and prose, which 

Baba titled Meher Leela (Meher’s Divine Game). 

Toward the end of 1961, letters were received from a group of lovers in Dehra Dun, stating they wished to perform a 

play for Baba’s birthday. Baba instructed Bhau to write a short play based on God Speaks, depicting the meaning of 

Creation and humanity’s hope in the Avatar. Bhau did so, and the play, Jai Meher was read out to Baba. Baba liked 

it and it was proposed that it be staged in Ahmednagar. Members of the local Center were called on 4 February 

1962, and Baba encouraged them to take part in it. Also he would occasionally send Bhau to Ahmednagar to assist 

in the play’s direction. 

Khorshed arrived in Meherazad from Bombay on the 8th of February and stayed for three days. That day at 4:00 P.M., 

Meherjee brought an ophthalmologist from Poona named Dr. Deshpande, who examined Baba’s eyes. 

The next day, Don Stevens arrived in Bombay from Europe. Don (Donkin) was sent to meet him, and they drove 

directly to Poona. On 11 February, according to Baba’s instructions, Don accompanied Don Stevens and Joseph and 

Kari Harb to Satara and Mahabaleshwar to see the places connected with Baba’s work there. 

On the morning of the 13th, Don brought Don Stevens to Ahmednagar in Meherjee’s car. In Ahmednagar, Adi and 

Francis joined them at Khushru Quarters and the four men left for Aurangabad. This was the second time Baba, for 

his own purposes, sent Don Stevens and Francis to the Ellora Caves, the first time being the 1955 Sahavas program. 

Baba instructed them to return to Meherazad at exactly 4:00 P.M. on 16 February 1962. They were early, so they 

stopped at Happy Valley for tea. Baba remarked he would not see Don Stevens until the morning, but within two 

minutes of their arrival, Eruch called Don Stevens, who saw Baba smiling, standing in the doorway of the hall. Baba 

met with them for two hours. They related their trip to Aurangabad and vicinity. Among other things, Baba stated, 

“Long ago 30 great Sufi saints migrated from Persia to the hill at Khuldabad. Five stayed there and the rest 

disbanded in one’s, two’s and three’s to various parts of India.” (The most famous of them was Qutub Zarzari Zar 

Baksh, the Master of Sai Baba.) 

According to Don Stevens, “Baba always seemed to have a devilish way of diving and then zeroing in on my 

instinctive convictions of what the Christ of our times would certainly do and what he would obviously avoid.” The 

first time Baba did this to him two years before, Stevens was completely unprepared. Previously in 1960, during that 



 

 

visit to Meherazad, Baba had Eruch describe the proposed center in Hamirpur, Meher Dham, which was to be 

dedicated to Baba’s work. Stevens was listening to Eruch’s detailed description, just waiting for Baba to end it all 

with the clearly necessary punch line often emphasized by Baba that, “he had not come to establish a new church or 

religion.” Therefore, with the exception of the Meher Center in Myrtle Beach and a few other establishments, such 

as Meher Mount in Ojai, which he had encouraged for special reasons, such “church-like centers” were not needed 

and Baba would have to correct this misguided effort. 

Finally, Eruch finished his description, and Don Stevens waited confidently for Baba’s capping statement. It did not 

come. Baba just sat there looking happy and pleased, and instead it was obvious he was waiting for Stevens’ praise 

of the Hamirpur people. Don Stevens recollected: “I stuttered something utterly inane, and then spent several very 

heart-searching days digging into the unthinking Stevens’ prejudices that had obviously landed me with a superficial 

conclusion.” Often after that, Baba had Eruch describe other new centers that were being built or rented which were 

devoted to his work, such as in Andhra and Poona. 

But Baba was not finished with Don Stevens yet, concerning this matter of his ingrained ideas about establishing 

“temples” or “churches.” When he arrived at Meherazad in February 1962, Stevens later related, “the warm embrace 

had hardly stopped tingling through my chest into my spinal column, when the next depth charge was lobbed right 

under my sternum and exploded.” 

Baba gestured to Eruch to bring Don Stevens up-to-date on the latest chapter of the concrete forms that devotion to 

the Avatar had taken in India. Meher Dham had been beautifully completed and now functioned as a focal point of 

praise for that One. But the Hamirpur lovers’ devotion had now taken an even more concentrated personal turn. A 

life-size statue of Baba had been sculpted and set up among the other sacred objects in that atmosphere where they 

performed their devotions. Don thought: “Now we will really get to the line that divides practical devotion and 

commitment from the idolatrous!” 

Once more, he looked at Baba for his signal to Eruch that he should explain to Don Stevens about idolatry. Centers 

were all right because they could function as places of devotion and deposits for books and literature. But statues! 

Don had misunderstood. Once again, Baba looked to Don for joy in this further sign of love and devotion for God in 

human form. Don Stevens later deadpanned: “Sometimes, I think Baba would get Eruch to praise grand larceny to 

me, if it were necessary to bust up one of my pet ideas!” 

Don Stevens was instructed to sleep in the Blue Bus during his week at Meherazad.260 Meherjee had arrived the 

same day and also stayed for a week. 

The next morning, 17 February, Baba allowed Mani to come and talk with Don Stevens about various business and 

personal matters. Baba came at 10:00 A.M., and Stevens joined the mandali in the hall for the regular two-hour 

session. In the afternoon the mast-like man, Barakoti, arrived at Meherazad. 

Goher brought Mehera’s 8 mm movie camera (which she had received the previous November) and asked Don to 

take some footage of Baba as he walked to the hall from the main house. Don had brought a 16mm movie camera 

and took some footage with each, as Baba walked unaided from the house to the entrance of mandali hall. He took 

some film shots of Baba with Barakoti also. Baba then came inside the hall, where he discussed different matters 

with Stevens. 

 

On Sunday morning, 18 February 1962, at 9:45 A.M., the Ahmednagar bhajan group came to Meherazad to sing for 

Baba. Eruch and Don Stevens had gone out for a walk, as they would do every morning, but the Ahmednagar group 

had arrived fifteen minutes early. By the time Eruch and Don returned to Meherazad, Baba was already with them in 

front of mandali hall. 

“Where have you been?” he asked Eruch, his eyes flashing with anger. Eruch explained. Baba asked, “But why 

weren’t you here when the singers arrived?” 

Eruch said “The program was to start at ten o’clock, and it is only a quarter to ten now.” 

“You should have been here,” Baba insisted. “You should know what I want.” On and on, Baba reprimanded Eruch. 

Don was mortified. “Good heavens, what have I gotten poor Eruch into,” he thought, as it was Stevens who had 

wanted to go out that morning, despite Eruch’s misgivings. “I really ought to bear some of the weight of this 

debacle,” he thought to himself. 

Just as he had this thought, Baba turned on him and gestured, “Don, you have ruined my day!” 

 
260 Don Stevens was instructed to sleep in the Blue Bus on a few other visits to Meherazad, as well. 



 

 

To have the Avatar himself say this to him was more than Don could bear. Something “absolutely snapped, broke, 

foundered,” inside him. But just as he knew he could never feel the same again, Baba looked deeply, quietly, 

steadily at him for five seconds, snapped his fingers, pardoning him, gesturing, “Don’t worry. Let’s have a good 

time.” 

To see Baba one minute in a storming rage and a few seconds later with absolutely no trace of his apparent anger 

was something unique for Stevens and a deep object lesson in his life. He saw for himself the total freedom which 

Baba enjoyed from any sort of binding by emotions. 

The music program was held that morning. 

Later in the afternoon, Baba was back with the men mandali from 4:00 to 6:00 P.M., but he was not feeling well. Don 

was again given the opportunity of talking with Baba about his personal affairs. 

The next morning, Baba played qawaali records for Don Stevens and the mandali at the main house. This was 

repeated in the afternoon inside the house when qawaali records of Hafiz were played. Baba beat on a drum in time 

to the music, and Stevens filmed him. Despite the fact that Stevens was seated at Baba’s feet, as Baba had ordered, 

using movie film which required artificial light — the living room was extremely dim since there was no electricity 

in those days — to Don Stevens’ amazement the films came out splendidly when he viewed them later in Bombay. 

On the 20th of February (the same day the American astronaut John Glenn orbited the earth in a space capsule), Mani 

persuaded Baba to sit outdoors while Don took more film shots. Baba came at 10:00 A.M. and sat quietly in the back 

compound. Eruch suggested going out by the front gate to the little hut where Baidul and the other watchmen sat. 

Eruch tried to get Baba to sit in the hut, but Baba gestured the floor was too low, and he did not want to sit so far 

down. Eruch sent Aloba to bring a cushion, which was put on the floor of the shack. Baba sat on it. Each time 

Stevens stopped the camera to rewind it, Baba asked, “Are you finished?” Each time, Stevens told him he was 

rewinding and had a few more feet. Finally, just as Don finished the reel, Baba signaled that the filming was 

through. 

One day Baba, making certain that Don Stevens was not getting bored during his stay, instructed Don(kin) to take 

him out for a drive. Thinking Stevens would be interested in seeing a band of wild monkeys, Don drove him to the 

nearby forested canyon, Happy Valley. While climbing, Don warned Stevens to be careful of a poisonous vine 

indigenous to the area that sticks to the clothing and gives a terrible rash if touched. Bent on locating the monkeys, 

Don hiked on ahead, and soon Stevens lost sight of him. 

After a while, Stevens decided to return to the car when all of a sudden he found he could not move. He looked 

down and saw that he had become entrapped in the poisonous vine that Don had warned him about. Cautiously 

lifting the end of the vine off his trousers and arm to unwind himself, he finally got loose and met Don by the car. 

When they arrived back in Meherazad, Baba immediately wanted to know if they had spotted any wild monkeys, but 

they had not. 

The next morning, Don Stevens woke up and found a small rash on his hands. Baba came to mandali hall as usual in 

the morning of 21 February. Stevens had forgotten about his hands, but all of a sudden in the course of talking with 

him, Baba stopped gesturing and looked at him. As Baba watched him, Don Stevens noticed that he was 

unconsciously scratching his right hand. 

“Don, what is that?” Baba asked. 

Trying to evade the issue to protect Donkin, Stevens replied, “I don’t know, Baba, just a little bit of a rash.” 

Baba pried further and soon found out about the incident. “But where was Don?” Baba asked, raising his hands in 

dismay. Again, Stevens tried to be evasive. But, soon after, he had to admit that they had gotten separated. 

Baba was even more upset. “Go fetch Don,” he gestured angrily. 

Furious, Baba asked Don for all the details. He was extremely annoyed and lashed out at Don for his carelessness. 

This was one of the first times Don Stevens had seen Baba take anyone to task so severely, and perhaps this was the 

reason Baba had brought about the entire episode. “I wanted to crawl right underneath my cushion and disappear,” 

Stevens related. “I liked Donkin very much and hated to see him being raked over the coals for my own 

carelessness. I felt sick at heart.” 

In the afternoon Baba came to the hall again. While discussing matters with the mandali, Baba looked at Don 

Stevens, who realized he was again scratching away at his hand. Red splotches now appeared on his arm. Baba 

asked Eruch to bring some medicinal powder, which Eruch brought and applied. The powder did stop the itching to 

some extent but not the spreading; for when Stevens woke up the next morning, the rash had spread all over his arms 

and down one leg. 



 

 

In the hall, Baba called him to come near and examined the skin on his hands and arms. Baba motioned him to sit 

back down, remarking, “Eruch, your powder does not seem to be doing much good.” After a few minutes, Baba 

reached over to the small side table next to his chair, unfolded a fresh linen handkerchief and wiped his brow. He 

beckoned to Don Stevens to come over and then placed the white handkerchief in his hands. The discussion 

continued. When the session ended, Stevens realized that he had not been scratching and knew Baba had alleviated 

his discomfort through the gift of his kerchief. 

Mani was concerned that the film of Baba playing the drum might not have come out due to the low evening light, 

so she “conspired” with Mehera and the others to get Baba to sit outside again so that Don Stevens could take some 

more shots. Baba came with the drum at 4:00 P.M. on 21 February, “looking a bit like a lamb being led to the 

slaughter,” Don recalled. 

They sat outside in front of the hall under a tree. Francis Brabazon had been composing songs for Baba and would 

sing a new one each day. Baba suggested Francis sing one of the songs he had written, so Baba could accompany 

him on the drum. (“Francis looked as if heaven had just dropped on his head!”) After a few moments of inner 

debate, Francis sang forth while Baba beat on the drum. Don Stevens took shots from several angles and continued 

filming. Baba instructed Don to purchase 100 copies of Francis’ collection of 25 songs, titled Let Us, The People, 

Sing, which was being printed on paper from Meherjee’s factory, White Cloud.261 

As observed, Baba seemed a bit perturbed with the filming, but Don Stevens reminded him, “Baba, you told me I 

could continue shooting anywhere at any time for the remaining days.” Once again, just as the reel came to an end, 

Baba signaled that Stevens had taken enough. 

Baba later consulted with Don Stevens about Kari and Joseph Harb’s continued stay in Poona. Stevens and Francis 

were pessimistic because of Joseph’s poor health; only Eruch thought it could work out. 

On the morning of Thursday, 22 February 1962, Baba held a meeting in the hall with Adi, Eruch, Mani, Francis and 

Don Stevens about a new edition of God Speaks. It was agreed not to have Baba’s photo on the cover, not to change 

the text, and to continue their association with Dodd, Mead. 

Later, at 10:00 A.M., the Harbs arrived with Meherjee in their new Chevrolet. For two hours, Baba discussed with 

them the pros and cons of their remaining in India. Joseph felt he could and had made an easy adjustment; Kari was 

not so sure of her ability, as she had been ill, but summed up the situation when she said, “I would rather die in India 

than somewhere else!” 

Adi and Francis both felt the Harbs should return to America. Don Stevens said he thought Joseph’s mind was 

unalterably set for at least the present, and Kari would never leave him. In the end, Baba gave Kari a week more to 

think it over and then to write him with her final decision. 

After lunch, Joseph Harb was quite ill but recovered enough by 4:00 P.M. to be cheerful when Baba returned. 

Photographs were taken with Don Stevens nervously supporting Baba’s arm. Afterwards, Baba sent everyone out for 

five minutes to say goodbye to Stevens, who was leaving that day. 

Don Stevens vividly recalled those moments: “I felt no problem as I went to him to be embraced, but as I backed 

away and looked up to Eruch to smile, I found I could not, and that my eyes were filled to overflowing. It was 

strange to find a level of feeling that knew even deeper than I what my feelings were.” 

Don Stevens left with Meherjee and the Harbs, and from Bombay toured Mount Abu, Ajmer, and other points in 

Northern India for ten days, according to Baba’s instructions, before returning to Europe. 

 

Baba’s birthday, 25 February 1962, fell on a Sunday, and it was celebrated in various ways at different places 

throughout the world. Because it was his 68th birthday, several Centers in India arranged programs for 68 

consecutive days in advance. Baba gave this message (on 2 February) for his birthday: 

On this anniversary of my birthday, I give you my blessings for the deathday of your false selves and for the 

birthday in me of your one True Self! 

 

261 Meherjee Karkaria owned a filter paper factory in Poona, which Francis named White Cloud. Later, 

Meherwan Jessawala became a partner and worked in the factory for many years. 



 

 

In Bombay, Adi spoke at the dedication of the new “Meher Hall,” which Sorabji Siganporia had acquired at 167 

Lamington Road to be used as the Bombay Center. The opening ceremony was performed by Maharani Shantadevi. 

Baba sent this message for the Bombay group: 

Make Meher Hall the house of all hearts that seek to hear my messages of Love and Truth. I give my love 

blessing to all gathered at Meher Hall on the 25th. 

In Poona, Joseph Harb spoke at the ground-breaking ceremony for a new Poona Center, and as expressly wished by 

Baba, he laid the foundation stone. Baba’s message for the Poona group was: 

Lay well and truly in your hearts the foundation stone of my message of Love and Truth, so that this Avatar 

Meher Baba Poona Center may be a light for all who come here. I give you all my love-blessings. 

In Bhopal and Dehra Dun, Bhau’s play Jai Meher was performed. But in Meherazad, as usual, the birthday was 

celebrated on a simple, quiet scale. That day, Francis presented Baba with the first copy of Let Us, The People, Sing. 

In 1950, during the New Life, one of the bullocks from the caravan had been given to a friend of Kumar’s named 

Lekh Raj. Lekh Raj was the founder of Nanhi Duniya, a school for deaf and mute children in Dehra Dun. When 

Baba had given darshan in Dehra Dun in November 1953, the children had come with a long flower garland and 

crown for him. On Baba’s birthday in 1962, the children sent a unique greeting card. It was a small portrait of Baba 

painted on a sliver of tree bark, and beneath it they wrote: “Give us speech, O silent Meher Baba!” 

Baba sent this telegram in response: 

Your love for me speaks more than any speech, and the only thing worthy of hearing is my Word of words. I 

send my love blessing to you all of Nanhi Duniya. 

On Sunday, 4 March 1962, instead of calling his lovers to Meherazad, Baba was driven to Arangaon in the DeSoto, 

where he listened to the Arangaon Center lovers perform bhajans and he distributed prasad. Eruch, Bhau, Francis 

and Pendu accompanied him. Nariman and Jim had arrived that morning from Bombay and also attended the 

program. 

On Thursday, 8 March, Bhau’s play Jai Meher was enacted by members of the Ahmednagar Center on the spacious 

stage of the Sarosh Cinema, a movie theater in front of Khushru Quarters. Baba went to see it with both the men and 

women mandali. The men and women living in Meherabad were also invited. At 9:30 a.m., as Baba’s car drove into 

Ahmednagar, he and the women heard loud chanting and saw several hundred Muslims bowing toward the west 

(toward Mecca) at the Mohammedan prayer ground next to Khushru Quarters. It was Ramzan Id (a Muslim holy day 

of fast). Age noted ironically, “Little did the people realize that the One to whom they were praying was at that 

moment driving past them!” 

In the play Jai Meher, Kokila took the lead role of Maya, and her husband, Bhagirath, played the Ancient One; 

Edke’s daughter Shobha enacted the part of Shireenmai (Baba’s mother); Shivaji Mandhare became Dukhiram (the 

Suffering One); Shobha’s elder sister played Earth. Rustom Kaka and Usha Kulkarni sang so soulfully that it was as 

if creation were starting over! A local devotee, named Shelke, painted a beautiful backdrop of the sea. At the start of 

the play, with the sound of “Ommmmmmm,” waves appeared in the Ocean, and Time, Maya and the drop-souls were 

born. 

Baba and the audience of nearly 200 persons thoroughly enjoyed the production. Rustom Kaka, his wife and son, as 

well as Rangole and Waman labored tirelessly to put on the performance. When the two-hour play ended, Baba 

embraced all the actors and praised those who had worked on it. 

Khorshed from Bombay, a few other close lovers from Poona, and Kutumba Sastri and others from Andhra had 

come to attend the play. 

Kutumba Sastri’s son, Bhasker, was working in Adi’s office, and, as mentioned, his marriage had been arranged 

with Usha Kulkarni. The day after the play, their wedding took place in the Ahmednagar Center. Afterwards 

Kutumba Sastri, Bhasker, Usha and their relatives went to Meherazad, where Baba blessed the couple. Usha sang a 

song before Baba, who was pleased by her efforts. He advised the young couple: “Love each other and love me with 

your combined love.” The Sastri family then happily returned to Ahmednagar. 

 

In March, Baba announced that he would not give darshan to his Western lovers in Guruprasad in May, or at any 

other time during his stay in Poona that year. He also stated that during this period, except for those whom he called 

expressly for work, no one should visit him or express a desire to do so, because his seclusion would continue to 

remain as strict as it had been. Instead, Baba announced that he would make a special visit to Guruprasad with the 



 

 

mandali to give darshan to his Western and Eastern lovers for seven days from the 1st of November 1962. This 

darshan was only for his lovers and not for the general public, and he made it clear that he would not see any lovers 

individually. To help keep his seclusion undisturbed, his lovers were not to seek an interview or his advice, nor put 

any questions to him, either spiritual or otherwise, and they should likewise not expect any spiritual discourse. 

Baba loved the game of cricket from his childhood. In 1959, he promised one of his devotees, Nari Contractor, a 

professional cricketer, that he would make it possible for him to lead the Indian cricket team. Later that year when 

the team went to England, Nari was in fact made captain. Polly Umrigar, another Baba-lover, was also on his team, 

and the captaincy should rightfully have been his. In 1962, the Indian cricket team went to the West Indies for a 

match. On 17 March a ball struck Nari in the head, resulting in a serious injury. He was taken to a hospital, where a 

four-hour emergency operation was performed. Daily reports of his condition were relayed over the radio and in the 

newspapers, which Pendu relayed to Baba from the 19th. Since Nari was injured, Umrigar replaced him as captain, 

and thus Baba gave both men the chance of leading the Indian team. Baba sent messages to Nari’s wife, Dolly, not 

to worry about him. 

On 25 March, Adi, Sarosh and Dhake saw Baba at Meherazad in relation to an encroachment from a neighboring 

Pimpalgaon landowner. Jalbhai also arrived that day. 

Baba left for Poona at 8:00 A.M. on Saturday, 31 March 1962 with the men and women mandali. He stopped at the 

Sarosh Motor Works Petrol Pump on the way, where more than 100 lovers had gathered. He then went to Khushru 

Quarters to see Gulmai, who was not well. Baba proceeded to Poona with the women in Meherjee’s Chevrolet; Adi 

drove Naja, Rano and a few of the mandali in the DeSoto; and Waman drove the remaining mandali in Adi’s 

Chevrolet. They took up residence in Guruprasad, where Nana Kher of Nagpur joined them. 

Soon after their arrival, on the evening of 3 April, Pendu had much pain passing urine and was admitted to the 

Jehangir Nursing Home. He had to have a prostate operation, but when the surgery failed to relieve his condition, he 

was operated upon a second time. This operation failed as well, but fortunately the third attempt (on 9 May) was 

successful. As Meherwan Jessawala pointed out, “It was so obvious that such a capable surgeon would not fail three 

times. All these procedures were extremely painful for Pendu, and it looked as if Baba was making Pendu share in 

the suffering that was always the lot of the mandali who were with Baba.” 

So during Baba’s stay in Poona, Pendu had to remain in the hospital, with Aloba and Meherdas attending to his 

needs. Don also stayed in Poona to oversee Pendu’s treatment. 

One day Aloba came to Guruprasad from the hospital, and Baba asked him the purpose of his visit. He replied, “To 

see you!” 

Baba corrected him, scolding, “When you don’t obey me, what is the use of seeing me? Only by following my 

orders will you ever be able to really see me! You will never be able to ‘see’ by seeing me physically!” Aloba 

immediately returned to care for Pendu. (Eruch and Bhau would visit Pendu occasionally, but they could not stay 

long.) 

That summer, despite the fact that no darshan functions were scheduled, Baba did allow the Poona and Bombay 

lovers to visit occasionally, usually on Sunday afternoons. On Sunday, 1 April 1962, the first of a series of meetings 

was held to discuss arrangements for the upcoming darshan program known as the East-West Gathering. Another 

meeting was held on 8 April, concerning the darshan. 

During the weekends, most of the Bombay lovers would come to Poona and stay in nearby hotels. Nariman’s 

brothers Rustom, Beheram and Hoshang and their wives Freny, Bapu and Havovi came close to Baba during this 

period. Freny Dadachanji’s younger sister, Zarine Mavalwala, came from Karachi with her family. She was reluctant 

to meet Baba, thinking that she would fall victim to “some mind trap.” When Freny brought them to Guruprasad, 

Zarine made sure she was the last to be introduced to Baba. But when Baba embraced her, she started weeping. 

Freny said, “Baba, she loves you very much.” Baba took Zarine’s face in his hands and gestured, “She is mine.” 

One visitor in mid-April was Baba’s maternal aunt Banu Masi, who came to Poona from Karachi with her son 

Merwan. She wept much as she greeted Baba and her nieces, Mani and Naja. She visited her nephew Pendu in the 

hospital, also. Mona and Manohar Sakhare of Delhi also saw Baba at Guruprasad in April. Sampath Aiyangar’s 

daughter Lakshmi, his grandson Kasthuri and other members of the Aiyangar family were also visitors that summer. 

“I am for all in Creation,” Baba told them, “but I come for a few like Sampath Aiyangar.” 



 

 

One day Baba visited Mobo’s Hotel not far from Guruprasad on the same road, where a number of the Bombay 

followers were staying.262 Roda Mistry served him sherbet. Baba gave a glass to each person present. Roda’s son, 

Sarosh, was eight at the time. Baba asked for a cup and pretended to fill it with the sweetened water, but did not 

pour in a single drop. He handed it to Sarosh and asked him to drink it and, although Sarosh was just a boy, he 

obeyed and seriously tried to drink it. Baba was very happy and then gave him a full cup. 

Roda sometimes prepared food for Baba on a small stove in her room at the Mobo’s Hotel. One day when she was 

carrying the food to Guruprasad with the help of Khorshed Khan, Baba was seated on the verandah with the women 

and called her for an embrace. Before he did so, he said, “Your hands smell like onions!” Roda didn’t say anything, 

but simply nodded. The other women were shocked, “You didn’t wash your hands after cooking?” Baba again said 

Roda’s hands definitely smelled of onions, and Roda again silently nodded.  

Baba embraced her anyway, and on the way back to the hotel, Khorshed Khan said, “Roda, you didn’t chop any 

onions today while cooking! Why didn’t you say that?” Roda explained in one short sentence: “Never contradict 

your Master.” Roda’s life was a living testament to the oft-quoted Hafiz line, “About what you hear from the 

Master, never say it is wrong …”  

Rustom, Beheram and Hoshang Dadachanji, with Sadashiv Patil, Jalbhai and Beheram, Sheroo, Sohrab and Rustom, 

Jal Dastoor, Jal’s brother-in-law Fili Engineer, and Meherjee came to Guruprasad every day to play cards. Jim 

Mistry and Nariman came on weekends and stayed at Guruprasad. Joseph and Kari Harb were also frequent visitors. 

In the mornings, Joseph would take Baba out for a drive in his car. In the evenings, Baba would sit on the verandah 

with the women, and Mani would read some book to him.263 Then at 8:00 P.M., he would retire to his room, followed 

by Bhau. 

While Baba was in Poona, Sidhu was instructed to stay at Meherazad to assist Kaka Baria. On a previous occasion, 

Mohammed Mast had stopped eating for a week in Sidhu’s absence. Padri complained about this to Baba, who 

permitted Mohammed to accompany Sidhu to Meherazad that year. So on 12 April 1962, Adi drove Sidhu and 

Mohammed there. This was most unusual, as it was the first time in years that Mohammed had left Meherabad. His 

stay, however, only lasted for five days. On the 17th, Mohammed asked to be taken back to Meherabad, and Waman 

drove him there, along with Sidhu, who then returned to Meherazad. 

 

Occasionally that summer there were music performances at Guruprasad. Madhusudan and the Poona group sang 

often before Baba. Baba asked Maharani Shantadevi to come to Guruprasad for three consecutive days, 13, 14, and 

15 April, and entertainment programs were arranged for Baba on these days between 4 and 6:00 P.M. Baba gave 

permission for a few of the Poona Center group to attend, and on Sunday, 15 April 1962, close Poona families were 

permitted to come for darshan. 

A professional comedian, mimic and ventriloquist named Narayan Swami had performed at the Bombay birthday 

celebrations that year, and Sorabji Siganporia brought him to Poona on 13 April, where he gave a half-hour 

performance for Baba. Besides imitating two cats fighting, dogs barking, birds whistling and the sound of various 

musical instruments, the Swami also impersonated several Indian leaders delivering speeches. Baba enjoyed his 

performance and gave him one of his handkerchiefs as a reward. When the comedian heard Pendu was in the 

hospital, he went there and performed for him to cheer him up. 

On Saturday, 14 April 1962, Habib Qawaal entertained the Divine Beloved for a few hours from 4:00 P.M. Several 

from Ahmednagar attended his concert, including Bhagirath, Chhagan and Rustom Kaka and his family. Baba 

remarked to Habib, “None of these people will really understand the songs. But do not let that bother you. You are 

singing to me, and that is enough — for I alone know their true meaning.” 

One couplet that Baba particularly appreciated, he translated: 

I have no wish, I have no desire — not even for God-realization. 

May the agony of Your love abide with me always. 

 
262 Mobo’s Hotel (previously known as Pabani Mansion) was the former home of the original 

Mohammedan family who owned the Guruprasad property at the turn of the century. 

263 Baba liked the Nero Wolfe detective mysteries by Rex Stout, and Mani would read those and other 

books, such as J. R. R. Tolkien's books, Lord of the Rings and The Hobbit. 



 

 

The young girl with the beautiful voice, Lata Limaye, sang before Baba at Guruprasad on 8 April, and she was 

called to sing again on Sunday, the 15th. That same day Professor Gangadhar V. Kulkarni of Kolhapur met Baba at 

Guruprasad along with D. R. Nirgundikar. Noshir Irani also came, but kept pestering Baba for permission to go on 

pilgrimage and visit certain saints. Baba did not like this. 

On Wednesday, 18 April 1962, Baba gave this discourse on the “Dream of Materialism”: 

The condition of the world, the strife and uncertainty that is everywhere, the general dissatisfaction with, and 

rebellion against, any and every situation shows that the ideal of material perfection is an empty dream and 

proves the existence of an Eternal Reality beyond materiality. For if this Reality did not exist, the increased 

material well-being of millions of people that science has brought about would have produced contentment and 

satisfaction, and the tremendous imagination science has projected into the general consciousness would have 

let loose happiness. Man thinks that there was never so much achievement and promise of greater achievement 

as now, but the fact is there was never such widespread distrust and dissatisfaction and misery. The promises of 

science have been proved empty and its vision false. 

Reality alone is real; the only true thing that can be said is: Reality exists, and all that is not the Real has no 

existence except as illusion. In their heart of hearts, people know this and, although for a time they get beguiled 

by the false promises of illusion and think of them as real, nothing else than the Real can satisfy them. And 

they become fed up with the misery that the almost limitless play of false imagination gradually brings about. 

This is the condition of the general people now. 

Even I am fed up and miserable. Why should I be so, when I am free? Because as the Buddha said: “I am 

eternally free and eternally bound.” I am bound because of peoples’ bondage, and fed up and miserable 

because of their fed-up-ness and misery. The greatest scientists themselves are becoming dismayed at the areas 

of knowledge still beyond them and appalled at what their discoveries may unleash. It will not be long now 

before they admit complete bafflement and affirm the existence of this Eternal Reality which men call God, 

and which is unapproachable through the intellect. 

The ordinary man, although he is completely fed up with being cheated of the prize that materialism promises 

and appears to deny the existence of God and to have lost faith in everything but the immediate advantage, 

never really loses his inborn belief in God and faith in the Reality, which is beyond the illusion of the moment. 

His apparent doubt and loss of faith is because of a desperation of mind only; it does not touch his heart. 

Look at Peter; he denied Jesus! Desperation made his mind deny, but in his heart, Peter knew that Jesus was 

what he was — Christ. The ordinary man never loses faith. He is as one who climbs up a mountain a certain 

distance, experiencing cold and difficulty in breathing, and returns to the foot of the mountain. But the 

scientific mind goes on up the mountain until its heart freezes and dies. But this mind is becoming so staggered 

by the vastness still beyond it, that it will be forced to admit the hopelessness of its quest and turn to God, the 

Reality. 

At the end of April, Khorshed joined the women in Guruprasad, until the end of their stay in Poona. Baba would 

occasionally call her mother, Soonamasi, to stay in Bindra House for a few days, but in later years, because of her 

poor health, Baba indicated it was best that Soonamasi remain in Bombay. Arnavaz, Nargis and Alu Khambatta 

visited on the 25th. 

A meeting was held of 30 volunteer workers on 1 May to discuss arrangements for the upcoming East-West 

Gathering. Deshmukh, who had arrived from Nagpur, was also present. 

Another meeting was held on Sunday, 6 May 1962, and that same day about 150 close ones from Poona and 

Bombay gathered to hear three professional musicians of the All India Radio station in Poona. Golwalkar played the 

sarangi, Kamat the tabla and Laxman Waze the sitar. It was a stirring performance. When Baba commented to them 

that their performance was the best, Golwalkar said, “It is solely due to your presence, for we have never played so 

well before.” Baba embraced each of them. Baba did not usually enjoy a solely instrumental performance, but he did 

that day. 

 

Quite unexpectedly, Dr. Harry Kenmore arrived in Poona on 7 May 1962. He telephoned Guruprasad from the 

Napier Hotel and Eruch picked up the phone. Surprised to hear Kenmore’s voice, Eruch asked from where he was 

speaking. When Kenmore bellowed that he was in Poona, Eruch laughed as he thought he was calling from New 

York City, as he frequently would do. Kenmore stayed in Poona for two weeks and was allowed to visit Guruprasad 

daily to be with Baba and the mandali. 



 

 

Deshmukh would perform kirtans for Baba each day. Francis would sometimes get irritated because so much was 

recited in Indian languages, which he could not understand. So one day he suggested that Deshmukh perform kirtans 

in English, and Deshmukh began composing some. 

Abdul Majid Khan also visited that month. He would often give speeches about Baba at the birthday celebration and 

other occasions, and Baba urged him, “Tell the whole world I am God!” 

On the morning of Sunday, 13 May 1962, Vishnu was sitting on the doorstep of the hall in Guruprasad. Baba saw 

him and remarked to Nariman, “Vishnu has one foot in this room and one foot in the grave.” At the time, none of the 

men understood what Baba meant. Vishnu was in a very pleasant mood that day; his cousin Sushila had come, and 

he was quite animated while talking with her. 

That afternoon, Guruprasad was filled to overflowing during a program of qawaali singing held from 4:00 to 6:30 

P.M. Many from Bombay and Poona were present, including the cricket players Polly Umrigar, Nari Contractor and 

his wife Dolly, and the Khilnanis. Siddiq Qawaal from Jaipur was the singer that day and he put his heart and soul 

into his music, making Baba very happy. 

Francis had hurt his foot and was sitting uncomfortably. He would often ask Bhau, “What is this tune called?” and 

Bhau would reply, “I don’t know.” It irritated Francis, so Bhau started making up titles. Francis was satisfied and 

then started questioning Jim Mistry for translations of the songs. Jim, too, began making up lines to appease Francis. 

When the program ended, Baba went to his room. Bhau and Vishnu both went for their evening milk, because Bhau 

would soon have to be on watch near Baba. It was already a bit late due to the qawaali singing. While having their 

drink, Bhau related to Vishnu how Francis kept pestering him to translate, and how he had fun misleading him. 

Vishnu laughed heartily. 

After that, Bhau went to wash his face, and Vishnu went to give Goher a message. It was at about 8:20 p.m. when 

Vishnu rang the bell to call Goher, that he then collapsed. Vishnu’s worldly journey had come to an end. He had had 

a fatal heart attack. It was just a month shy of his 59th birthday when he attained union with the Divine. Vishnu had 

been suffering from coronary thrombosis for some time. 

Baba was informed and came out of his room and sat near Vishnu, who was laid on the sofa. Although Vishnu’s 

heart and pulse had stopped completely and his eyes were half-closed, when Baba came and stood by him, one of 

the men said, “Look, Vishnu, Baba has come. Baba is here.” Vishnu’s eyes opened wide and gazed upon Baba, and 

they remained so until they were gently shut. 

Baba remarked, “See how he obeys me, even in death!” 

Eruch, who would go to Bindra House every evening and return to Guruprasad in the morning, had already left. He, 

Meherjee and Sadashiv Patil were informed, and Eruch, in turn, told Sushila. Later, Eruch accompanied Sushila to 

Guruprasad so she could be near Vishnu. 

Adi, Sarosh, Rustom Kaka, Silla Kaku and Manek were also in Guruprasad that day and were about to return to 

Ahmednagar when Vishnu died, so they stayed for a while. 

Eruch and Adi took over an hour to console Sushila, who was greatly distraught. And Baba sat next to Vishnu until 

then. He remarked, “The qawaali made me so happy today, that in my happiness I merged Vishnu within me!” He 

added, “Never before have I sat near the body of any of my mandali as I am doing today by Vishnu. He is indeed 

most fortunate!” 

At one point Baba joked, “All these years Vishnu kept watch by me — now I am keeping watch over him!” 

Baba decided that Vishnu’s body should be cremated in Poona that night, and the ashes sent to Meherabad. Vishnu’s 

body was carried away and placed in the DeSoto, as Baba stood and watched it until it was driven out of sight. It 

was taken to Vishnu’s family home (where Sushila was living) and cremated sometime after midnight.264 

O Vishnu, our profoundest salutations to you! Age has recorded how Vishnu came into Baba’s contact as a teenage 

boy in 1918 and, from the days of Manzil-e-Meem in 1922, he was always with Baba. His almost 40 years of 

service, love and obedience to the God-Man were as close to perfect as perfect can be described. His mother, 

Kakubai, had died in Meherabad, and now Vishnu had laid aside his body at the Beloved’s side. Vishnu was 

incomparable in forbearance, and Baba was always pleased with him. Even under the most trying circumstances, he 

would never utter a word of complaint, and he put up with every hardship. Baba remarked to the mandali that 

Vishnu had held on to his daaman until the very end. 

 
264 Vishnu’s ashes were given to Padri on 19 May 1962, with instructions that they be kept for burial at 

lower Meherabad until Baba returned from Poona. 



 

 

Vishnu was called one of the “four pillars” of Meherabad, along with Adi, Pendu and Padri. Among the men, he was 

sorely missed. 

On Tuesday, 15 May 1962, at 4:00 P.M., another musical program was held in Guruprasad, featuring Ram Sindhi 

Qawaal. It lasted for two hours, and local Poona lovers were allowed to attend. Adi came from Ahmednagar for two 

days with Dhake, and they discussed with Baba what was to be done with the Belgaum land and Vishnu’s other 

property. The discussions continued the following day with Meherjee, Eruch, Ramjoo and Sadashiv Patil. Sushila 

came and met Baba briefly.265 

Vishnu’s relatives the Haldankars came on the 17th and wept before Baba, begging his forgiveness over the suit they 

had filed against Vishnu. Haldankar was made to sign a letter of unconditional withdrawal of his complaint, which 

Baba countersigned as having accepted. 

Being a judge, Prem Khilnani had been called to effect a legal solution. During the discussion, Khilnani asked 

Baba’s opinion, “Do you think it would be better if the compromise is settled in this way?” 

Smiling, Baba replied, “I do not think; I know!” 

 

Another meeting of the Poona workers was held on Sunday, 27 May 1962 to discuss accommodation problems for 

the East-West Gathering. Keshav Nigam arrived on 2 June. 

There were a few more Sunday gatherings with Baba, before he returned to Meherazad. On Sunday, 3 June, 

Patwardhan gave a recital from 4 until 6:00 P.M. Baba enjoyed it so much that, with his embrace, he gave the singer 

his handkerchief. Among those gathered were Joseph and Kari Harb. Bal Natu had been staying at Guruprasad 

during his summer holidays and left that day for his home in Kurduwadi. 

At 7:00 P.M., on the evening of 4 June 1962, Joseph showed Baba slides taken during Baba’s two visits in America, 

in 1956 and 1958. About 100 intimate lovers attended. Just before the slide show began, Baba turned to Kamla 

Bhandari and remarked, “I see myself in each one of you. This experience of Oneness is unique. It cannot be 

explained, it can only be experienced. It is Infinite.” 

During one Sunday gathering, an attorney narrated to Baba how his son, Govind, asked him whether Baba would be 

able to speak audibly at the breaking of his long years of silence. Turning to the boy, Baba smiled and nodded 

emphatically. “Yes, I will speak audibly,” he gestured. “In fact, when I break my silence it will be heard infinitely 

more clearly than the loudest of speech uttered by anyone.” 

One day a Parsi barrister who was not a Baba lover came to see Baba. He was not convinced of Baba’s divinity and 

asked, “Why don’t you prove what you claim to be? Why don’t you do any miracles?” 

Baba first laughed and then stated at length: 

The Creator [God], Who is limitless, formless and unbounded, is not bound to prove to His own creation that 

He is the Creator. It is for the creation to know, find and realize the Creator. 

A father never even dreams to prove to his own son that he is his real father. In spite of this, if the son doubts 

him, naturally he tries to search for his real father — and ultimately, the son is convinced that what his father 

said is true. 

You talk of open miracles. Do you take me to be a madari [magician]? Jesus Christ was publicly humiliated, 

stoned and spat on by the ignorant ones. This his apostles, such as Peter and [James], could not bear to see — 

and they persuaded Jesus to do miracles to pacify the crowds.266 Although Jesus was reluctant to do so, yet, in 

order not to displease his apostles, he openly performed miracles. 

 
265 After Vishnu's death, Sushila moved permanently to Meherabad in a room built for her attached to the old 

dharamshala at lower Meherabad. 

266 The original text read "Peter and Paul," but Saul of Tarsus (later named Paul) was not associated with 

Jesus Christ while Jesus was alive in Jerusalem. A zealot rabbi, Saul became a persecutor of Jesus' 

followers. It was several years later, after Jesus' crucifixion and physical disappearance from Jerusalem, 

that Saul "saw the light of Christ on the road to Damascus" and met Peter and the other apostles, and was 

renamed Paul. James was one of the first twelve apostles and the elder brother of the apostle John. 



 

 

What happened as a consequence? He was accused of being a magician, tried, found guilty and crucified. 

If I really am that One I have been claiming to be for the last 40 years, do you think it is essential on my part to 

do such things? When God, Who, as I said, is formless, takes a form in a mortal, human body to awaken people 

when they need awakening — only a few accept him, and whatever he says is laughed at and mocked. But the 

same [Impersonal] God — whom very few fortunate ones have realized — without form, is faithfully and 

convincingly accepted. 

As I have often said, this body is not really what I claim to be. And these childish questions simply amuse me. 

God needs your intense love. He needs you to become dust for his love, instead of defying Him. It is better to 

deny God than to defy him. 

God’s ways are mysterious, and He alone understands his mystery. “Khuda ki baten Khuda hi jane.” God alone 

knows and understands His own language. 

The real testing time for you will definitely come, and you will have to determine whether to stick to me and 

hold on to my daaman. 

One Saturday, out of curiosity, a Christian Seventh-Day Adventist came to meet Baba at Guruprasad. The man 

asked Baba to give a discourse, but Baba replied, “How can I do that? Jesus said not to work on the Sabbath, and for 

me this is work.” But he did explain a few things to the person. 

 

During the first week of June 1962, Baba began having continuous headaches and pain in the cervical region of his 

neck. Goher asked if she could go to Bombay on the morning train, consult Ginde and return in the evening. Baba 

permitted her to go. At their meeting, Ginde suggested taking X-rays of the cervical region of the spine. When 

Goher returned to Guruprasad, this was done on 6 June, and Dr. Dikshit was consulted. The X-rays were then sent to 

Ginde. Examining them, he discovered that Baba had cervical spondylosis and a few of the discs were eroded. He 

suggested a metal traction collar to stretch the neck so it would not press on the nerves. 

Baba permitted Dr. Ginde to come to Poona and take a cast of his neck so that the collar could be made. This was 

done, and Baba was made to wear it for a couple of hours each day while lying in bed. While wearing the collar, 

Baba could not move his head or even open his mouth. It was extremely uncomfortable. After three months of 

wearing the metal traction collar, it was replaced by a soft collar, which Baba wore off and on for the rest of his life.  

Because of this distressing neck condition, Baba announced in the middle of June that he was curtailing the 

November darshan program from seven days to four days, and all in the East and West were informed through 

Mani’s Family Letter (dated 22 June) and a Life Circular. 

Pendu was brought back to Guruprasad from the hospital on 6 June. He had been particularly close to Vishnu and 

had not been told of his demise until he returned. On the 8th, Meherdas suddenly left Guruprasad for his home in 

Hamirpur, without informing anyone. After this, although he would come to Baba during public functions, he never 

again resided with Baba and the mandali. 

On 16 June, Koduri Krishna Rao came to Guruprasad and invited Baba and the Westerners who would be coming in 

November to the unveiling of the life-sized bronze statue of Baba he had commissioned for the Mehersthan Center. 

Baba said that would not be possible, but he permitted Shantadevi and Adi to attend the ceremony. 

On another casual outing, Baba visited Bapusaheb Shinde’s shoe store. Shinde had replenished his stock after much 

of it had been nearly ruined in the flood. 

On Sunday, the 24th of June, a celebrated singer from Poona named Hirabai Barodekar and her sister Saraswatibai 

Ranay gave a musical performance before Baba. 

Baba was to visit K. K. Ramakrishnan’s house in Kirkee that morning, and Eruch suggested he postpone it. Baba did 

not wish to cancel the visit and left with a few of the mandali. Baba kept Ramakrishnan so preoccupied in 

conversation that Eruch had to prepare the tea. Baba returned to Guruprasad after an hour. Later, Gajwani arrived 

from Bombay, and the Khilnanis arrived from Ahmednagar. Judge Khilnani had recently been transferred to a court 

in Ahmednagar. 

Khilnani returned to Guruprasad with his wife, Girja, on Sunday, 1 July 1962. Bal Natu was also present. Baba came 

into the mandali’s room at about 9:30 A.M. He seemed preoccupied, in a serious mood. “I had no sleep last night,” 

he stated. “My whole body is still aching.” 

From Hamirpur, the son of Bhavani Prasad Nigam sheepishly walked into the room. He had gone to Bombay 

without his parents’ permission, and there had had his wallet pick-pocketed and lost all his money. Baba met with 

him for a while and arranged for Nariman to provide the train fare for his journey home. 



 

 

When the boy left the room, Baba commented, “His father is the head of a joint family, a very practical and loving 

man. But see how the son is! How worried his parents must have been, but what does he care? He was having the 

time of his life in Bombay! Is this not a film show? The day-to-day events of the universe are like a movie. Some 

feel happy and some miserable.” 

Aloba was called and Baba asked him to recite a few lines from Hafiz in Persian. The meaning of the couplet was: 

Happiness and misery are the lot of life 

And are experienced in the circle of duality. 

Once one gets out of this circle, the duel of opposites in duality ceases. 

Hence, happiness and misery both mean nothing. 

Khilnani commented to Baba, “We understand this quite well on an intellectual level, but we cannot live up to it, 

and we cannot help being miserable, even though this is all a game of nothing.” 

Baba replied, “Mere verbal knowledge does not help much. But remember one thing: If misery and happiness are in 

the domain of Nothing and are really nothing, then why not always choose to be happy? Remain happy. Try to 

remain happy. Know that God alone IS, and all else is nothing.” 

Gajwani interrupted, saying that understanding derived through reading is vague and later on becomes confusing. 

Therefore, he had stopped reading books on spiritual subjects. 

“This is only partially true,” Khilnani observed. “When we are with Baba, our Master, reading becomes 

unnecessary, but when we are away from him, reading of his books and meditating on their themes are a real solace 

in life, at least for me.” 

Baba said, “Truth can never be expressed in words. However, words have their own importance within certain 

limits. The effect of reading depends upon the kind of books and the value you attach to them. We find people 

quarreling in the name of religion over their holy books. Is it not like dogs fighting for the bare bones which have no 

marrow in them?” 

Baba asked Aloba to repeat the lines of Hafiz referring to orthodox believers and fanatics, wherein Hafiz says: “O 

God, forgive the orthodox and fanatics, for they do not see the Truth.” 

Baba continued, “The real men [lovers of God] do not pay heed to ritualistic books, but instill in their lives the truths 

revealed by the Perfect Masters.” 

Khilnani asked, “Yes, but why is it that man, although he desires to be good and honest, fails to do so? This is the 

question.” 

Baba replied, “When one honestly desires, one never fails. Not one, but many questions crop up in the mind and will 

continue to do so. There is only one way out, only one remedy: Obey the Master. That will answer all your 

questions. That will lead you, guide you and make you understand what is in fact not understandable. All your 

problems will be solved. Hafiz says: ‘Whatever the Master says, obey him without asking the why and wherefore of 

it.’ ” 

It was almost noon and time for the visitors to leave. They were quite happy that Baba had been in a conversational 

mood that morning. They departed after a loving embrace, and Baba went inside to have lunch. 

Khilnani had had difficulty finding suitable accommodations for his family in Ahmednagar. Eventually, Baba 

permitted them to stay in the rooms on the western side of Khushru Quarters.267 That day, Baba ordered Khilnani, 

“Leave Poona for Ahmednagar at 4:00 P.M.” Khilnani would have obeyed the instruction, but his driver did not 

show up on time. As soon as he did come, Khilnani and his family left. After going ten miles, the car broke down. 

Khilnani got a ride back to Poona and, taking Gajwani’s driver with him, they returned to the vehicle to repair it. 

The driver thought he fixed the car, but after going ’ive miles, it broke down again. The problem was looked into 

and rectified, but after proceeding two miles more, the car again came to a halt. The driver of a goods truck that was 

passing by then stopped. He was able to fix the car, but afterward, it again halted one mile further down the road. In 

the end, the car had to be towed to Ahmednagar by a truck and it was past midnight by the time they arrived. The car 

was new, and these constant breakdowns made Khilnani realize that it was the result of his failing to do precisely as 

 
267 Rangole had been staying in one of these rooms, but he now shifted to a room next to Adi’s on the north 

side of Khushru Quarters. 



 

 

Baba had asked. He had failed to tell the driver to come early, and all this trouble was because the man had come 

late. 

 

1 July 1962 was the final Sunday before Baba left Poona to return to Meherazad, so the “card-players” had been 

called at 4:00 P.M. Meanwhile, the principal of the Cooperative College in Poona expressed his desire to meet Baba 

that day. Since it was the man’s birthday, Baba consented. The principal, accompanied by his wife, brought a fine 

garland and a box of sweets. Baba mentioned the upcoming East-West darshan, and the man willingly agreed to 

keep the college hostel at the disposal of Baba lovers for the first week of November. After their ten-minute 

meeting, the couple left. 

By this time, 30 of Baba’s close men had arrived. A game of La Risque was played. It was not easy to know just 

who was on which side, and often some members of the winning side would inadvertently rub their noses before 

Baba. Baba enjoyed the game. That morning, he remarked, “Don’t think that I play cards for nothing. It is all in 

connection with my work.” 

At about 5:15 P.M., the card game was stopped, and Baba gave this explanation about fana, baqa and the Sadguru or 

Qutub’s state. He began by quoting this line of Shams-e-Tabriz: “It needs cycles after cycles for just one advanced 

soul to realize God.” 

And at present, what do you find in India? The word Sadguru, which really means a man who has become God 

and who lives the life of God, is used very loosely. In towns and cities, you invariably find persons who are 

referred to as Sadgurus. Is it so cheap an experience, so common a state? The state of man becoming one with 

God and simultaneously One with all in creation! 

The term saint, sant in vernacular, is generally used for persons whose dress and conduct differ from a common 

man and who lead a life of prayer and devotion. The word sat means real or, in common usage, good. 

Therefore, a man of good conduct and with a lifestyle different from the normal man is treated as a saint, 

particularly by the villagers. The fun [irony] is even those, who are honored with such titles, rarely realize the 

meaning that these words signify. 

Those who have the necessary courage to tread the spiritual path are not many. People talk too lightly about 

spirituality. The spiritual path, in fact, is far above what they could possibly conceive. It is a matter of 

experiencing. To be on the Path is to become gradually dead to one’s material and mental existence. This 

process proves very trying for the fickle and the worldly-minded people who lack fidelity of heart. The Path 

leading to sainthood is not easy. 

One who sees the Sat [Real] is a sant. The saint on the sixth plane of consciousness sees God face to face. Such 

an experience is the result of lives upon lives of honest search and sincere longing for union with Beloved God. 

This state of “seeing” God culminates in final fana and that is the end of the First Journey. In the First Journey, 

there are seven stations of which one is referred to as the state of a Saint — the one who sees God. 

Final fana implies the merging of the drop (individual atma) in the Ocean (Paramatma) and consequently the 

drop becoming the Ocean. In final fana there are two stages. In the first stage, there is conscious experience of 

the absolute vacuum state, and in the second, there is conscious experience of the “I-Am-God” state. These two 

stages are, in fact, so completely one that each implies the other. This is the state of real majzoobiyat of a 

perfect majzoob [one drowned in God]. 

Not all [God-realized souls] are destined to undertake the Second Journey. In the Second Journey there are no 

stations. In fana, one’s limited existence is entirely and permanently effaced. This is the state of unconscious 

consciousness, except for Self being God. In the Second Journey, baqa, one has consciousness of the Unlimited 

Infinite, and at the same time, individuality is retained. This is the beginning and ending of the Second Journey. 

This is the state of perfect sulukiyat of a real salik. 

Baba pointed to one of his lovers named Soman. 

For example, you are called Soman. In the experience of final fana you are not left as Soman. Only God exists. 

In the state of baqa you become Soman the Infinite; for example, you leave your limited Somanship and get 

established in God. To others you appear as the same person you were before, but they are not in the least 

aware of the change, of the transformation within from finitehood to Infinity. Outwardly you behave as an 

ordinary person behaves: you eat, you drink, you work, you play. You talk and joke, but you are not understood 

as you really are. They take you as someone with a finite form and mind. Some may regard you as an 

exceptional person, but only a few can know you as Soman-the-Infinite. This is the baqa state. 



 

 

The number of Perfect Masters is always restricted to five. In any age or cycle it is neither more nor less. (The 

Avatar is an exception after the eleventh age.) When one of the five Perfect Masters drops his body, one from 

among the baqa state — not in the fana state — takes the place as a Sadguru or Qutub. So goes the Divine 

Scheme. 

One day or the other, everyone has to experience final fana which is the Goal of creation. It is a long, long 

journey, but if my nazar [glance, grace] descends on you, you will experience the fana state in no time, for in 

reality there is no time, and no journeying. That nazar is entirely different from my looking at you now. 

In short, first one has to experience final fana, and then abide in God retaining one’s individuality. Such a one is 

entitled to Sadguruship. 

What then is the surest and safest way to realize the Self? Worry not, crave not for the seven stations of the First 

Journey — not even the Second Journey which baqa implies. Leave it all to me. Only obey me and love me 

more and more. Hafiz in one of his couplets says: 

Don’t pray to God! 

Pray to the Qutub! 

Hold fast to his daaman. 

Relinquish all rituals and ceremonies and maybe one day 

the grace of the Qutub will descend on you. 

The Sadguru has the authority to liberate anyone if he so wishes. He is the Man-become-God. 

This concluded Baba’s detailed explanation. Smiling, he gestured, “Now, it is more than enough! Without lingering 

here and there, leave Guruprasad quickly and quietly. I am with you — in all states!” 

 

Eruch once narrated this story, related by Baba, about a Perfect Master who lived in Lucknow, between the 13th and 

14th century. The Perfect Master was known as Mahboobi (androgynous), as he dressed like a woman and wore 

bangles. In medieval India there was a class of hijaras (eunuchs) who lived as wandering minstrels. Although they 

were outcasts from normal society, to earn a living they were hired to sing and play music at weddings, and also 

hired to wail and mourn at funerals. Such was their profession. This Sadguru was one of those and the leader of a 

tribe. No one in Lucknow, other than his fellow hijaras, knew he was spiritually advanced, or was, in fact, a 

Sadguru. And this is how his fame spread: 

One day a group of ruffians, in a bullying mood, were about to harass and do violence to the small band of 

hijaras. One of the ruffians pointed out the leader of the hijaras (the Sadguru). As the man pointed to the leader 

and caught his eye and was about to confront him, the man suddenly stopped and could not take another step 

and could not lower his arm. For several minutes, no matter how he struggled, he was paralyzed in his tracks. 

Only when the man pleaded with the leader to release him from this spell and assured him no harm would 

come to the band of the hijaras did the leader restore the ruffian’s ability to move. Soon after, the story spread 

and the occult power of the leader became known, and people recognized him as a Master. 

Later, as the people of Lucknow began to worship this hijara, opposition naturally arose, for he was of a low 

and disdained class. To disprove the power of the leader of the hijaras, two influential families in Lucknow 

plotted a ruse. It is was decided that two boys, the sons of these two families, would approach the Master 

disguised as a married couple. One of the two boys would dress as a woman and together they would appear 

before the Master, asking him to bless them with a child. Naturally, this would be impossible, for both were 

males, and this would prove to the people of Lucknow that the Master was false and they would cast him into 

exile.  

According to the plan, the two boys appeared before the Master, one dressed as a woman, and acted the part of 

a couple seeking the Master’s blessing for a child. 

The hijara inquired if they were sincere and if they were certain they wanted a child. They assured him that a 

child would prove a blessing. 

“So be it,” said the Master. “You will bear a child.” 

The boys returned home with the news, and the families were convinced that this would put a stop to the 

worship of the hijara and expose him as a fraud. 

Weeks passed and the boy who had disguised himself as a girl started to undergo subtle physical changes, 

which he was afraid and embarrassed to admit. His body was changing into a girl’s, and to his utter horror he 



 

 

was indeed showing all the signs of being pregnant. Finally, the boy, not knowing what else to do, confessed to 

his family what was happening. The family now knew that they had cursed themselves. They had no recourse 

but to confess to the leader of the hijaras that they had tried to deceive him and beg him to lift his curse from 

their son. 

The hijara explained that he did not curse the boy and could not undo his blessing, and that the child was 

destined to be born. Within months that boy turned into a woman who bore a child, and the family became 

devoted to the hijara. Thus his name and fame spread. 

 

Baba was to leave Poona for Meherazad on Sunday, 8 July 1962. Adi arrived in Guruprasad on the 7th to drive some 

of the mandali back to Ahmednagar the following day. That night, heavy monsoon rains fell, and continued the next 

morning. So instead of seeing his Poona lovers at Bund Gardens to bid them farewell as planned, Baba sent Aloba to 

call them to Guruprasad, where he gave the almost 200 people gathered an hour of his company. After arti was sung, 

each person was allowed to kiss Baba’s hand before he or she returned home. 

Baba and the mandali left at 8:30 a.m. Baba sat first in Joseph Harb’s car and, after driving some distance, changed 

into Meherjee’s car for the trip to Ahmednagar. Adi drove the DeSoto and Waman drove Adi’s car. Reaching 

Ahmednagar, Baba stopped briefly at Sarosh Motor Works, where he met Gulmai, Sarosh, Rangole and the 

Khilnanis. 

When Baba reached Meherazad the same morning, Kaka was happy to see him. In Baba’s absence, only Kaka 

stayed in Meherazad. His only companions were Sidhu, the garden boys and the two dogs Peter and Mastan, whom 

Baba dearly loved. 

The eight men mandali staying at Meherazad after Baba’s return consisted of: Eruch, Pendu, Kaka, Baidul, 

Kaikobad (who returned from Meherabad on 20 July), Aloba, Bhau and Francis. Six women formed Baba’s women 

mandali: Mehera, Mani, Meheru, Naja, Goher and Rano. These fourteen individuals remained with Baba until the 

end. 

For Silence Day that year, Baba wished his lovers to observe complete silence for 24 hours, from midnight of 9 July 

to midnight of the 10th. Those who found it impossible to observe silence were told to observe a complete fast for 

twelve hours on 10 July, from 8:00 A.M. to 8:00 P.M., consuming nothing, not even water. They were instructed to 

take only one cup of tea or coffee in the morning before beginning their fast. 

In honor of the 37th anniversary of Baba’s silence, on 15 July 1962, lovers of the Ahmednagar Center cooked and 

served a free meal to hundreds of poor people. They asked Baba’s permission to send the food for him and all at 

Meherazad, and Baba replied, “I, being the poorest of the poor, am happy to accept it.” (Chhagan and Rustom Kaka 

proposed that food be sent for Baba and the mandali once a week, but Baba did not permit it.) 

Two days later, on the 17th, according to Baba’s instructions, Padri, Sushila and the Kalchuris were driven to 

Meherazad in the DeSoto at 9:00 A.M. They were with Baba the entire day, and left at 4:00 P.M. for Meherabad. 

Final preparations now began for the East-West Gathering. Mani and Eruch were busy with correspondence and 

other matters, as were all the mandali. The darshan was a topic of constant discussion in Meherazad, and Baba gave 

instructions for it. The names of those from the West who had informed Meherjee of their coming were read to 

Baba. To those who wanted to come but could not, he sent this message: “Do not worry. I am always with you, and 

will be more so during the darshan time.” 

Baba also dictated a few discourses to be read at the East-West Gathering. On 4 August, he gave an explanation of 

“The Four Journeys.”268 

Hoshang Bharucha was given permission to visit Ahmednagar later that month. Before he arrived, Baba sent him 

this telegram on 6 August: “You are one of those who should stick to me till the very end, because the time is near 

when maya might make my lovers let go their hold of me. After November [1962], you will have to sacrifice 

everything to gain what you are longing for, so you will then have to obey me 100 percent.” 

According to the Irani calendar, Monday, 6 August 1962, was the Prophet Zoroaster’s birthday. That day, for the 

first time since his return from Poona a month before, Baba left Meherazad and visited Meherabad, to see the 

mandali and the resident families there. Usually, whenever Baba went to Meherabad, he would stop near Khushru 

 

268 See The Everything and The Nothing (Meher House Publications, Australia), pp. 22–26.  



 

 

Quarters to see Gulmai. At this time, Gulmai was ill. But Eruch had sent a note to Adi three days prior to this, 

stating that Baba did not wish to stop on the 6th, but would stop briefly at the Akbar Press Gate, meet his lovers 

there, and come to see Gulmai at Khushru Quarters on the 12th. 

On his return to Meherazad, Baba expressed his dissatisfaction with Padri and his management of Meherabad. 

Pendu and Padri were old friends, and Baba remarked, “No one is allowed to visit Meherabad, but the relatives of 

Padri’s servants Nana and his wife Tani go there. This is not good, and Padri should be informed about it.” 

Addressing Pendu, Baba reprimanded, “Why haven’t you mentioned this to Padri? Are you afraid of him?” 

“I am not afraid of even his father!” Pendu declared. 

The next day, Padri was summoned to Meherazad and Baba asked Pendu to tell him, “There is a ban on any outsider 

entering Meherabad. Why do you allow Tani’s relatives to come there?” 

Padri replied, “Tani stays in Meherabad all day long, and those in her household come to see her about work.” 

Pendu said, “If anyone comes to meet you, he is made to stand near the dhuni platform, where you go to speak with 

him. Can’t Tani walk to the dhuni to meet with her relatives?” 

Baba agreed. “What Pendu says is true. This partiality is not good. If Tani wishes to see anyone, she should meet 

them at the dhuni.” 

Padri said, “All right, from now on I will send her there.” 

Pendu continued, “If Tani is in Meherabad throughout the day, where does she bathe?” 

“In Meherabad.” 

“In the mandali’s bathroom?” 

“Yes.” 

“Look at this!” Pendu declared, “Is the bathroom meant for the mandali or for Tani?” 

Baba commented, “Pendu is right. Tani should not bathe there. She has a house in the village and can bathe before 

coming to work.” Padri acknowledged the validity of this point also. 

Pendu continued the interrogation, “Nana and Tani are cultivators. Where is the thrashing yard for their grain?” 

“In Meherabad,” Padri answered. 

“This is too much!” Pendu declared, “Are Nana and Tani your servants, or are you theirs?” 

Baba remarked, “I did not know of this. Padri, what are you doing? I don’t like it at all! It is good Pendu is bringing 

this out into the open. Reflecting on it, he has been unable to sleep at night because of it. This is why I have called 

you. Remove Nana’s thrashing apparatus from Meherabad!” Padri agreed to do so. 

Continuing, Pendu probed, “Where are Nana’s oxen kept?” 

“In Meherabad — but only when the grain is thrashed,” Padri answered. 

Pendu remarked to Baba, “Padri has become the king of Meherabad! He does what he likes there!” 

Padri could be short-tempered. Upset, he retorted, “I will stop it all! If you want, I will also drive Nana and Tani 

away!” 

“It will be better if you do so,” shouted Pendu. “What a mess you have created!” 

Baba was quite pleased with Pendu and instructed Padri, “Do not dismiss Nana and Tani, but stop everything else.” 

This incident is an example of obeying the Master’s wish. Although close friends, Pendu put all his heart into 

scolding Padri, as Baba wished. Such incidents often occurred among the mandali. Baba would purposely create the 

friction. It was all to keep his pleasure, to help his close ones to burn up their attachments, and master perfect 

obedience. The same was the case with the women. Yet the clashes flourished against a background of amity in an 

atmosphere where, despite their personal differences, all resided as one family. 

 

Meanwhile, Adi’s mother Gulmai’s condition worsened in August due to both cancer and kidney disease. While at 

Meherabad on 6 August, Baba informed Padri to be prepared for Gulmai’s burial on the hill, as she would be dying 

shortly. 

On the evening of the 8th, Gulmai’s condition became serious, and Adi sent Sarosh to Meherazad to inform Baba. 

Baba instructed Sarosh that when Gulmai passed away, he should be informed and her body removed to Meherabad 

Hill, where her coffin would be lowered into the grave in his presence. 



 

 

On the morning of 9 August, Baba unexpectedly asked to be driven to Khushru Quarters to see Gulmai. Although 

she had ceased to recognize anyone and was almost in an unconscious state, she opened her eyes and her face 

brightened when she saw Baba. She caressed his face and managed to utter, “Ba … ba.” After kissing her on the 

forehead and embracing her, Baba returned to Meherazad. Eruch sent Adi this note: “Baba wants you to be happy 

and feel happy, for Gulmai is and will ever be HAPPY.” 

The next day, taking a critical turn for the worse, Gulmai was unable to speak and suffered spells of 

unconsciousness. Even so, with great difficulty she was moving her lips and repeating Baba’s name. At midnight, 

she startled from a coma-like sleep and loudly called out Baba’s name. With all her strength, she continued this for a 

few minutes without pause. While uttering Baba’s name, Gulmai merged in him forever at the age of 78. Waman 

Padale was sent to Meherazad to inform Baba of Gulmai’s passing. 

Gulmai’s body was taken to Meherabad in the early hours of Saturday, 11 August 1962. Her open coffin was placed 

in a room adjacent to the hall at lower Meherabad. At 9:00 A.M., on the shoulders of some of the workers, the coffin 

was carried up the hill, where a grave had been dug. It was placed under the Tin Shed until Baba arrived. Baba came 

at ten o’clock, and Adi and Padri met him at lower Meherabad. Baba went up the hill and sat under the Tin Shed 

near Gulmai’s body. He then instructed that the coffin be lowered into the grave, without the coffin lid in place.  

After this was done, Baba came near and performed the last rites by placing flowers on Gulmai’s forehead and body 

while Kaikobad offered prayers. The coffin lid was then positioned and secured. Almost 200 persons from Arangaon 

and Ahmednagar were present. Thus Baba’s spiritual mother Gulmai came to rest in Meherabad, the place she 

herself had been so instrumental in laying at his feet. 

Baba remarked to Adi, “She is very fortunate that I was present at her burial.” Gulmai was, in fact, the first person 

whose body was buried on Meherabad Hill. As if in an additional tribute to her greatness, this was the last time 

Meher Baba ever went to Meherabad. 

Age bowed to Gulmai’s dedication, service and love for Meher Prabhu! She and her husband, Kaikhushru 

(Khansaheb), were the ones who gifted Baba the land in Arangaon which became Meherabad. 

Prem Khilnani was present for the funeral, and as Baba was looking at the tower of the Meher Retreat Building, 

Prem said to him, “Someday Meherabad will be like Benares, a place of world pilgrimage.” 

Baba nodded, “Yes, you are right. It will.” 

On the way back to Meherazad, Baba stopped briefly at Khushru Quarters, expressly to see Gulmai’s daughter, 

Dolly, whom he embraced. He visited Gulmai’s room first and then sat for ten minutes in Adi’s office before 

departing. 

The next morning, Sunday, 12 August 1962, Baba again went to Khushru Quarters, where he had a brief discussion 

with Adi and Adi’s sisters, Dolly and Piroja. He gave darshan to his Ahmednagar lovers, and Lata Limaye sang two 

ghazals. Hoshang Bharucha had arrived that morning for a day’s visit and he returned to Meherazad with Baba. Adi 

was called there at 5:00 P.M. and Baba reiterated to him how fortunate Gulmai was that Baba had seen her before she 

died, and had also attended her funeral. 

Soonamasi (Gulmai’s sister) and Khorshed had not been able to attend Gulmai’s funeral, but they came from 

Bombay on the 15th to pay their respects. After visiting Meherabad and Gulmai’s grave, they went to Meherazad for 

a few hours in the afternoon to be with Baba and the women mandali. 

To those who wrote Adi to convey their sympathies, he responded: 

It has been a very happy bereavement. The more I think of the departure of Mother Gulmai, the greater joy I 

feel in the thought that she aspired for and got an eternal place in the Infinite heart of Beloved Baba. 

 

Jalbhai came from Poona on 21 August 1962 to discuss transport arrangements for the East-West Gathering. Noshir 

Irani saw Baba at Meherazad on the 23rd. 

On Sunday, 26 August, Baba held a special meeting at Meherazad with a few of the Ahmednagar and Poona 

workers (who were brought by Joseph Harb in his car). The meeting lasted for three hours, and important points 

regarding arrangements for the East-West Gathering were finalized. An estimate of costs for the arrangements was 

worked out and submitted to Baba for his approval. It was estimated that at least Rs.7,000 would have to be spent 

for arrangements inside Guruprasad (the pandal and rented chairs, microphone and electrical fixtures, lavatories, 

water supply and daily labor charges). Baba selected nine close lovers to share the burden of these expenses: Joseph 

Harb to pay Rs.1,500; Nariman Dadachanji, Hoshang Bharucha and Kishinchand Gajwani to pay Rs.1,000 each; and 

Sorabji Siganporia, Meherjee, Bapusaheb Shinde, Minoo Desai and Minoo Bharucha, Rs.500 each. 



 

 

On 31 August, Baba dictated two more discourses, the first on “The Lover and the Beloved”: 

God is love. And Love must love. And to love there must be a Beloved. But since God is Existence infinite and 

eternal there is no one for Him to love but Himself. And in order to love Himself, He must imagine Himself as 

the Beloved whom He as the lover imagines He loves. 

Beloved and lover implies separation. And separation creates longing; and longing causes search. And the wider 

and the more intense the search, the greater the separation and the more terrible the longing. 

When longing is at its intensest, separation is complete, and the purpose of separation, which was that love 

might experience itself as lover and Beloved, is fulfilled; and union follows. And when union is attained, the 

lover knows that he himself was all along the Beloved, whom he loved and desired union with; and that all the 

impossible situations that he overcame were obstacles which he himself had placed in the path to himself. 

To attain union is so impossibly difficult because it is impossible to become what you already are! Union is 

nothing other than knowledge of oneself as the Only One. 

The second discourse was titled “Forgive and Forget”: 

People ask God for forgiveness. But, since God is everything and everyone, who is there for Him to forgive? 

Forgiveness of the created was already there in His act of creation. But still, people ask God’s forgiveness, and 

He forgives them. But they, instead of forgetting that for which they asked forgiveness, forget that God has 

forgiven them, and instead remember the things they were forgiven — and so nourish the seed of wrongdoing, 

and it bears its fruit again. Again and again they plead for forgiveness, and again and again the Master says: “I 

forgive.” 

But it is impossible for men to forget their wrongdoing and the wrongs done to them by others. And since they 

cannot forget, they find it hard to forgive. But forgiveness is the best charity. (It is easy to give the poor money 

and goods when one has plenty, but to forgive is hard; but it is the best thing if one can do it.) 

Instead of men trying to forgive one another, they fight. Once they fought with their hands and with clubs. Then 

with spears and bows and arrows. Then with guns and cannons. Then they invented bombs and carriers for 

them. Now they have developed missiles that can destroy millions of other men thousands of miles away, and 

they are prepared to use them. The weapons used change, but the aggressive pattern of man remains the same. 

Now men are planning to go to the moon. And the first to get there will plant his nation’s flag on it, and that 

nation will declare: “It is mine.” But another nation will dispute the claim, and they will fight here on this earth 

for possession of that moon. And whoever goes there, what will he find? Nothing but himself. And if people go 

on to Venus, they will still find nothing but themselves. Whether men soar to outer space or dive to the bottom 

of the deepest ocean, they will find themselves as they are, unchanged, because they will not have forgotten 

themselves nor remembered to exercise the charity of forgiveness. 

Supremacy over others will never cause a man to find a change in himself; the greater his conquests the stronger 

is his confirmation of what his mind tells him — that there is no God other than his own power. And he 

remains separated from God, the Absolute Power. 

But when the same mind tells him that there is something which may be called God and, further, when it 

prompts him to search for God that he may see Him face to face, he begins to forget himself and to forgive 

others for whatever he has suffered from them. And when a man has forgiven everyone and has completely 

forgotten himself, he finds that God has forgiven him everything, and he remembers who, in reality, he is. 

 

Meanwhile, Francis was preoccupied with polishing the English of these two and other discourses to be included in 

a new collection which Baba titled The Everything and The Nothing. Mani and Rano were typing them. Bhau was 

translating some of the discourses into Hindi. One day Baba handed him the manuscript for the book and gestured, 

“I want you to translate this into Hindi and make it interesting [for the Hindi speaking people].” 

Bhau said, “If it is interesting in English, naturally it will be interesting in Hindi.” 

Baba replied, “That I don’t know. I want you to make it interesting and the language should be simple.” 

Bhau thought over what Baba had said. It occurred to him to put the whole book in conversational form, and he 

completed one discourse in this style. He read it to Baba, who was pleased and complimented him, “Yes, this is 

what I meant.” 

Baba also suggested songs should be included, and mentioned there should be a prayer, too. Bhau remembered that a 

few years before, in 1959, Baba had given him a special couplet in Hindi: 



 

 

O priceless treasure of Knowledge! You are within and without, 

     And you are the Ocean of Mercy. 

You are in all worlds; You are the Ocean of attributes! 

     O Meher, God-Incarnate, You alone exist! 

He found the couplet, made it the first couplet of the ghazal, and composed eleven more to go with it. 

The next evening when he went for watch, Baba asked, “Did you compose the prayer?” and hearing that he had, 

Baba asked Bhau to read it to him. Baba was pleased, but stated the prayer should be longer. Baba was in a very 

good mood that day and, drumming his thighs with his fists in rhythm to the lines, he began composing new 

couplets, which Bhau wrote down. Sitting on his bed, Baba dictated seventeen more couplets, and thus, the prayer 

Tumi Tau Ho (You Alone Exist) came into being. Later, Baba said that one day this prayer would be recited 

throughout the world. 

On 5 September 1962, Kaikobad’s family was called to Meherazad to see Baba. That day, another dear and old 

follower of Baba’s, Mary Backett, died in England. She was 86 years old. Baba would always refer to Mary and her 

husband Will as his “archangels,” and he sent Will this telegram on the 7th: “My Archangel Mary has come to me 

after fulfilling her appointed task. Be happy in my love.” 

The 7th of September was Eruch’s uncle Piloo Mama Satha’s birthday, and Baba agreed to visit Akbar Press that 

morning at 11:00 A.M. for ten minutes with Eruch, Bhau and Francis. He stopped first at Khushru Quarters, where he 

met the Khilnanis and others. At Akbar Press, Baba gave a birthday embrace to Piloo Mama and met all from the 

Satha and Damania families. No outsiders were called. Food had been prepared, which Baba took back to 

Meherazad and had for lunch. 

Kishinchand Gajwani’s daughter, Shyama, who was devoted to Baba, now resided in America. She had returned to 

Bombay with her husband and son for a visit, and with Baba’s permission, Gajwani brought them to Meherazad on 

10 September. The little boy was full of daring and mischief. After Baba had given each a piece of candy, the boy 

put one in Baba’s mouth, saying, “Baba, you, too, should have a toffee! You give it to all and they eat it, but I will 

not eat mine unless you eat one first!” 

His mother tried to calm him down, but”Baba prevented her, assuring her, “Don’t stop him; I like it. It is his day 
today!” And Baba ate the candy. They stayed for two hours, during which time everything in Meherazad came to a 

standstill on account of the boy’s rambunctiousness. 

On the 14th, Baba dictated the discourse “The Love of Woman and God” for the upcoming sahavas. On the 19th, 

Baba dictated for the gathering: “There are some who exist to hate others, be jealous of others and make others 

unhappy; and there are some who exist to love others and make others happy. One who has become one with God, 

exists for all, both good and bad. And to become one with God, one has not to renounce anything but one’s own 

self.” 

On 20 September 1962, a circular was sent to all in India, Pakistan, Europe, America and Australia who would be 

attending the November East-West Gathering, informing them of certain last-minute instructions for their visit. The 

lovers were told that: 

… they should come with the sole idea of enjoying Baba’s presence collectively, and NOT hope or want to ask 

for any individual personal attention or guidance from him regarding any matter concerning themselves, or 

their families and friends, or in connection with Baba work or group and center activities. No question should 

be asked, spiritual or otherwise. 

Baba says that this November gathering will be uniquely different from any of the past sahavases or darshans, 

and he therefore stresses that any expectations other than just being in his presence would be an intrusion into 

the atmosphere that Baba desires, and would cause the person thus intruding to lose the real benefit of being in 

Baba’s presence. 

 

Kitty Davy also noted the uniqueness of this gathering in a letter to Vivian Agostini (dated 15 September 1962): 

You are to be one of the group flying East so soon now to Baba. This is a decision which I know you will never 

regret — an opportunity whose magnitude our finite minds cannot grasp. 

Do you realize that this is the first time in the 30 years since I came to Baba that “all” have been called who 

love Baba. Baba has from the very beginning said his mission was to bring East and West together, and for this 

reason a handful [of us] went East in 1933.  



 

 

So I do feel most strongly that this “call” so near to the completion of Baba’s mission on this earth at this cycle 

of time has great importance to Baba in this work, and by going when “called” we are helping in this work. Of 

greatest significance perhaps is that only those who love Baba, it would seem, can help, for others have not 

been called at this moment in time.  

Great indeed is our privilege and great indeed is our responsibility. 

 

Meherjee Mama Satha had recently undergone a hernia operation at Booth Hospital and Baba went to see him there 

on 23 September. He then came to Khushru Quarters. In Meherazad that day at a meeting of the trustees of the 

Avatar Meher Baba Trust (which Baba did not attend), Sarosh was made a trustee in Vishnu’s place. 

On the 25th Joseph Harb suffered a heart attack in Poona and was hospitalized. Bhau was sent to Meherabad on the 

26th for a few days. 

On Sunday, 30 September 1962, the One who is Love Personified explained about each one in creation being 

“ignorance personified,” and dictated another message on this theme. On 2 October, he dictated a short message for 

the East-West program: “No one dies, no one is born. The only fortunate rare one who does die dies the real death 

and takes birth in God.” 

Preparations to leave for Poona at the end of October continued at a heightened pace, as time for the gathering drew 

near. Something new would crop up daily demanding Baba’s full attention and instructions. Sarosh and Jalbhai 

came on the 2nd, and from that day Feram was kept at Meherazad to assist with the increased amount of typing. On 7 

October, Meherjee, Ramakrishnan, Sadashiv Patil, Shinde and Madhusudan were called from Poona, Nariman and 

Jim were called from Bombay, and Adi, Sarosh and Chhagan were called from Ahmednagar, to finalize a few 

matters for the gathering. Meherjee came again on the 14th for the same purpose. 

In addition to the increased amount of darshan-related work, Baba’s health continued to be poor at this time. He 

began suffering very severe jerks and muscle spasms. While he was resting, when Baba had a violent spasm, his 

whole body would rise off the bed. He had a fever and did not seem to respond to any treatment. But he refused to 

allow Goher to consult outside doctors, and with all the preparations to go to Poona, she had no time to read up on 

the problems. 

Baba’s right leg was still very painful because of the injury from the second automobile accident. Whenever he was 

resting in bed, Bhau or one of the other mandali would massage him. Reluctantly, Baba agreed to have his leg 

treated with a slightly warm fomentation for ten minutes at a time. 

Then he began suffering continual abdominal pains for several weeks at this time. His urine was sent to Booth 

Hospital for examination, and at 3:00 P.M. on 17 October 1962, Baba permitted Adi and Don to bring Dr. Pedersen, 

the Australian surgeon at Booth Hospital, to Meherazad to examine him.269 Nothing conclusive was diagnosed. 

Baba explained to Dr. Pedersen (a Christian): 

God is indivisibly in everyone and everything. The apparent separateness is due to ignorance. A drop in the 

ocean is one with the ocean, and as soon as a bubble forms over it, it becomes separate from the ocean. And 

when the bubble bursts, the drop is again one with the ocean. 

In the same way the soul, when it is covered by the bubble of mind, energy and matter, becomes separate from 

God. But as soon as the bubble is burst (which is when the ego-self is annihilated through love for God), it 

finds that it is one with God. 

When one comes down to normal consciousness on the human level after union with God, he attains Christ-

Consciousness and suffers continually — spiritually, mentally and physically — for all humanity. 

Baba agreed to allow Don to stay at Meherazad to help in his diagnosis and treatment. Don spent the next five nights 

at Meherazad to be near Baba. He began studying updated medical books all day long, but he could not figure out 

the cause of Baba’s ailments. He and Goher tried several different medicines, but none of them helped to relieve the 

symptoms of Baba’s strange affliction. 

Despite his poor health, Baba would not rest from the current work; he remained active, carrying on his daily routine 

of instructions and correspondence. 

 

 
269 Dr. Pedersen had recently treated Gulmai and, for which, in appreciation, Baba had sent him a gift of 

apples.  



 

 

The inception of the Ahmednagar Center in Khushru Quarters had occurred in 1959. With the growing number of 

devotees in Ahmednagar, the need developed for a larger facility, as the old building could only seat about 50 

people. Sarosh headed the renovation committee, and two rooms at Khushru Quarters were joined to form a single 

large hall. Sunday, 21 October 1962, was fixed as the opening day and, despite not feeling well, Baba accepted 

Sarosh’s invitation to attend the function and declare the Center open. Baba arrived at Khushru Quarters at 9:00 A.M. 

with Eruch, Bhau, Pendu, Don, Francis and Kaikobad. They traveled in the DeSoto, and in Sarosh’s station wagon. 

About 500 people were present. 

When he arrived, Baba walked up the three steps to the Center’s front verandah, cut the seven-colored ribbon and 

opened the doors. He then walked around to the two other side doors, cut red ribbons on each of them and entered 

the hall. It had been beautifully decorated and Baba took his seat on the dais. Sarosh garlanded him first, followed 

by his son Merwan’s fiancée, a Swiss girl named Anita. Baba assured her not to worry and to remain happy. 

The Ahmednagar bhajan party, including Lata Limaye, sang a few welcome songs composed by Bhau. Lata had not 

been selected as a candidate for a singing competition to be held in Delhi that year, but Baba assured her not to 

worry about it. “A day will dawn when you yourself will be one of the selectors,” he told her. 

Eruch then read Baba’s message for the occasion: “Baba declares the Avatar Meher Baba Ahmednagar Center open 

for all those whose hearts are open to receive his love-blessing.” 

Baba said: 

All of you present today will always be able to receive my full blessings if you love God wholeheartedly — so 

wholeheartedly as to completely forget the affairs of the world. But remember, the slightest hypocrisy on the 

spiritual path debars one from further progress. To love God wholeheartedly is to see God in everyone and in 

everything. Therefore, you should love God in such a way that everywhere you look you see nothing but God! 

For Sarosh, the renovation of the Ahmednagar Center, which has been done so beautifully, has been a true labor 

of love. My love and blessings to him and all those who have worked to make this Center possible. 

After a song, Baba gave this discourse about love: 

Love for God is a gift from God to man, and therefore it is impossible for man on his own to love God as he 

should be loved. Unless man becomes the recipient of this gift, it is not possible for him to love God. However, 

the grace of the Perfect Master can enable man to love God as He should be loved, and when one begins to 

love God, the world and its affairs no longer exist. 

Baba emphasized, “Love is the cementing force that keeps the world going and gives meaning to our life. Without 

love, everything of the world is nothing but trash!” 

Lata sang a ghazal Adi had given her, and as she did, Baba gently nodded his head and beat out the rhythm with his 

hand. Explaining its meaning he stated: “The ghazal conveys that one should not feel satisfied basking in the rays of 

the Sun but should become the Sun itself. It is not easy to become the Sun! It requires daring, and only one in a 

billion can achieve the impossible through total effacement of his self and surrender to the Perfect Master. The 

obligation of love is total surrender to the Perfect Master.” 

Navle was near the dais, and Baba asked him if his family were present. On Navle’s replying affirmatively, Baba 

commented, “Everything is illusion and there is no substance in it.” He then informed Navle about the East-West 

Gathering and joked, “You will not be admitted unless you have the token of my love!” 

Sarosh spoke a few words, thanking Baba for attending the opening ceremony. Dhake stood and spoke in his usual 

lively Marathi, rambling about the cause and purpose of creation and declaring Baba to be God in human form, who 

comes time and time again to redeem humanity by making it aware of its True Self. 

Dhake’s verbosity was checked by Baba, who remarked to the audience: “Whatever he has said is not easy even for 

me to follow! Although the mind can grasp it to some extent, the irony is that when the mind is gone [annihilated] 

then only can one experience what Dhake means! It is not only that one then knows It, one becomes It!” 

Baba further stated: “I am not what you see. I am the Infinite Ocean of Love which is infinitely vast. It is the play of 

your mind which makes you see me as I appear, and it will be the play of the same mind that, when I leave this 

place, will make you forget that Baba was here. Even so, your love has pleased me ever so much, and I give you all 

my blessings.” 

Baba joined his hands and offered his namaskars to the gathering. Several military and civil officers were there with 

their families, and Adi brought a few to the dais to meet Baba. One was the District Superintendent of Police in 

Ahmednagar, D. S. Soman. Adi informed Baba that he had given a copy of God Speaks to the man. Baba remarked, 

“If you read through the entire book carefully, you will come to know what true spirituality is.” 



 

 

Baba then touched the sweets meant for distribution as prasad. His arti was sung by the Ahmednagar singers and 

Baba stated, “Before I leave, I have asked Lata to sing a ghazal. When she is finished, none should come forward to 

bow down to me as I leave the hall.” 

Lata sang the song which Baba explained: “It says that one should drink deep of the wine of divine love, and get 

intoxicated to such an extent that one forgets everything and is aware of nothing but God. To realize God, that sort 

of intoxication is required!” Baba embraced Lata and the program came to an end with acclamations of “Avatar 

Meher Baba ki jai!” He left for Meherazad in Adi’s car at about 10:15 A.M. 

That same day, Baba dictated this telegram to be sent to his Western lovers in Europe, America and Australia: 

My health is very bad but your love will help to support me during the days of the East-West Gathering. Pass on 

this information to all concerned traveling with you. 

 

 

Chapter 37: EAST-WEST GATHERING 

 

On Tuesday, 23 October 1962, Baba, Mehera, Mani, Goher and Meheru left Meherazad for Poona in Meherjee’s 

Chevrolet driven by Adi Sr. Naja, Rano and the men mandali came in two cars — the DeSota driven by Shaikh, and 

Adi’s car driven by Waman. Khorshed, Arnavaz, Nariman and Jim Mistry arrived in Poona from Bombay, to stay 

with them in Guruprasad, and Bal Natu also arrived from Kurduwadi. Krishna Nair was another one of those 

allowed to stay in Guruprasad for a week. Preparations in Poona for the gathering had started a few months before. 

Meherjee, Sarosh, Jalbhai, Jehangu Sukhadwalla and Meherwan Jessawala were coordinating the Westerners’ stay 

in different hotels. Ramakrishnan and other Poona workers were doing the same for the Easterners at various 

institutions, schools and dharamshalas. 

Shinde supervised the construction of a huge pandal (tent) 300 feet by 90 feet in the dirt field behind Guruprasad 

with a seating capacity of more than 5,000. Baba came to inspect it on the 24th. At the south end of the pandal, a 

high, grand dais was built, on which an armchair for Baba was placed. At the front entrance to Guruprasad, a long 
tent was put up by the side of the road, under which people could wait if they came before the fixed time for darshan 

each day. Across from this tent was a smaller one that served as an improvised hospital. Three doctors were 

appointed to treat any medical problems: Dr. Kamla Bhandari for women, Dr. Hoshang Bharucha for Eastern men 

and Don for Western men. 

Eruch and Pendu lent their expertise to the arrangements. Everything was done in the best possible manner. Baba 

was consulted on every detail and would direct the mandali, and survey the last-minute construction work. The 

splendor and beauty of Guruprasad Palace was profound, for the light emanating from it had its source in the 

brilliance of Divine Wine! 

But marring the excitement and anticipation of these festive preparations was Baba’s continued poor health. The 

muscle spasms continued unabated day and night, exhausting him. He was given muscle relaxants by one of the 

doctors, but the spasms did not stop. As in the past, Baba’s health seemed to suffer just prior to (and immediately 

after) any mass darshan program. It was the outward manifestation of his inner work of removing sanskaric 

impressions, about which we can have no idea. 

Another cause for worry was the rising tension in two parts of the world, almost simultaneously. Two serious crises 

were brewing — one in the West between America and Soviet Russia over Cuba, and the other in the East between 

India and China. The day Baba left Meherazad for Poona was the start of what would come to be known as the 

Cuban Missile Crisis. Early in October, American reconnaissance planes had discovered that the Soviets had 

installed missiles in Cuba, capable of carrying nuclear warheads to any spot in the hemisphere, and of destroying all 

major American cities. On 24 October, the President of the United States, John Kennedy, ordered the U.S. Navy to 

implement a blockade of ships trying to enter or leave Cuba, and he threatened that the U.S. would invade Cuba if 

the nuclear missiles were not removed. For a few days, it seemed the world hovered on the brink of a nuclear war, 

but on 28 October, the Russians agreed to remove the missiles, provided America would end its blockade and give 

assurances it would not invade Cuba. 

Also that same month, the potential military confrontation between India and China grew to alarming proportions. 

China attacked India on its northeastern borders and Chinese soldiers pushed across and down the Himalayas. Had 

any other nations taken part, it might well have turned into a world conflict along the lines of World War II. 



 

 

Manohar Sakhare was working in the Cabinet Secretariat (military wing) in Delhi, on the joint intelligence staff, and 

although the work load was extremely heavy and intense, with an undeclared war on the borders, still he managed to 

come to Poona for the gathering. He arrived on 26 October. When he and his wife met Baba at Guruprasad, after a 

loving embrace and inquiry about their travel and well-being, Baba had them sit down. With a teasing smile, Baba 

remarked to Sakhare, “There is a telegram here for you, asking you to report back to work immediately. So go 

back.” 

Sakhare tearfully implored Baba that, since he, Baba, had got them to Poona, he should keep them for the gathering 

for at least a few days. With a broad smile, Baba consented to let them stay until 4 November, stating, “But you 

must start back on the 5th.” Sakhare happily agreed. 

A few days later, some Indian Air Force personnel came to Guruprasad seeking Manohar Sakhare, who was 

frantically called outside. Baba joked, “They have come. They will handcuff you and take you away!” 

Sakhare started pleading with him, “No, Baba ...” but Baba waved him to go quickly and meet the army officials. 

Another message came from his office in Delhi, ordering Sakhare to return immediately. Baba remarked, “Wait, 

wait, now they will fix you!” But after many messages back and forth, the couple finally left on the 5th, as Baba had 

foretold. 

On the morning of 28 October, when Manohar Sakhare was sitting with Baba and the mandali, Baba suddenly asked 

him, “What is happening on our borders?” 

Sakhare answered, “The Chinese are pouring across the Himalayas and are pressing us down the foothills. They will 

soon be in the plains of Bengal, cutting the army off from Assam.” 

Baba gestured casually, “They will not come down the plains, but will go back.” 

Sakhare was doubtful, thinking a victorious army would never retreat on its own, and India certainly did not have 

the military strength to push them back. But in the rush of preparations, he forgot about Baba’s statement, which 

turned out to be true. 

There was concern that the Westerners would have trouble traveling to India because of the political and military 

confrontations. But nothing of the sort happened. Only part of the Australian group was a day late, as some of those 

who had come by ship from Australia had to take another ship from Colombo to Bombay because their flight from 

Colombo had been canceled. The airlines in the country were occupied with rushing soldiers and supplies north to 

the battle front. 

 

On 27 October 1962 in the small hall of Guruprasad, Baba met about 100 of his lovers who had already arrived from 

Karachi, Calcutta and Bombay. Maharani Shantadevi was also present. 

The Westerners had been informed not to arrive in Poona before the 28th, but a few had come early. The first to 

arrive was a thirty-one year old American from Woodstock, New York, named Tom Riley. Tom had first met Baba 

four years prior at the Myrtle Beach Center, with his wife, Yvonne (Andrau). Riley traveled to India by ship, but by 

the time he got to Poona a few days before the darshan, he had practically no money left. He was called to 

Guruprasad, and he fell in front of Baba with his head in his lap. Baba remarked to him, “You have no idea how 

blessed you are today. You have broken the ice for the East-West Gathering.” 

Tom recounts his meeting with Baba: 

I was alone. Magically, a stillness came, transforming into sacredness, suffusing my being. I was surprised to 

see that my hands were pressed together as in prayer. Holiness came over me and from within me; it was 

everywhere. The world became unreal and at the same time blessed and divine. In this state I ascended the 

steps [of Guruprasad] toward the opened doors of mandali hall. 

As I approached the room it appeared dimly lighted and I was vaguely aware that men were seated on carpets 

facing toward my left. I entered and turned in the direction of their gaze. Meher Baba was seated in an 

armchair. He was radiating. His eyes shone like glistening silver. He was beside himself with joy at seeing me. 

In an instant he swept away the surreal revelations of his holiness in me and, now, again, as I stood before him, 

renewed and more intense waves of grief and despair descended upon me. In this state, disconnected from 

rationality, I knelt before him, placing my forehead upon his knees, and wept. He caressed my head as he 

moaned softly, reaching deeply into me across immense barriers, touching me spiritually, mending my sorrow 

and creating union with me. 



 

 

Timeless moments passed. Then, all at once, my eyes fell upon an extraordinary lacework on the hem of his 

sleeve; a labor of love, undoubtedly created by one of his women devotees. It was the fineness of this 

craftsmanship which brought me now, into the moment. 

Baba asked Tom, “Have you read God Speaks?” 

Tom answered, “Yes, Baba, I have read it three times.” 

“Can you sum up for me in a nutshell the essence of God Speaks?” 

“The whole of creation exists so that the Soul can find its way back to you.” Baba beamed and made the sign of 

perfection with his right hand. 

Baba asked Tom what kind of work he did. Tom longed to be a full-time artist, but he answered, “I’m supposed to 

be a teacher, but education is very bad in America.” 

Baba nodded and said, “You will know what you have to do upon your return home.” 

Tom had been smoking hashish for three years, and Baba asked him about it and said, “It is best if you don’t smoke 

[hashish] again. Smoking is very bad for you.” (Later, on the opening morning of the gathering, Baba repeated to 

Tom, “If you continue to smoke hashish it will be your end. There will be nothing I can do for you then.”) 

Baba began expounding on the nature of his love, stating at the end, “You have to love so much that all this world 

you see around you becomes completely unreal.” 

Tom relates what happened next: “The beauty of [Baba’s] love was so singularly present in my heart in those 

moments that I as a separate personality ceased to exist and, at that instant, I heard myself cry out wildly, “O God!” I 

threw myself before him, pressing my head upon his feet.” 

It almost happened a second time, during a morning meeting when the other Westerners had come. Baba stated: 

“Nothing at all can compare with this love which I offer. It is only for those who are willing to risk everything. 

There can be no compromise in this.” 

Tom recalled: “What [Baba] was saying was so clearly related to what he revealed to me at mandali hall [in 

Guruprasad] ten days before. The beat of my heart quickened. I felt him within me, his love crowding out everything 

superficial and extraneous. I felt so strongly at that second the need to cry out and express the intensity of this love 

presence. In that instant, in the midst of 300 people listening to him and gazing at him, and yet, unknown to anyone 

of these people, he caught my eyes with a stern look and said so vividly in my mind, ‘Don’t make a display of love!’ 

” 

 

After Tom Riley, Fred Marks of London and a fellow Englishman were the second and third persons to arrive in 

Poona. Brynar (Jimmy) Mehl and Enid Corfe of America, and Delia DeLeon of London were the next to arrive. 

About 100 people were coming from America, 33 from Australia, 17 from Europe, Carrie Ben Shammai alone from 

Israel, 50 from Pakistan and 4 from Iran.270 In addition, there were almost 3,500 people from various parts of India, 

and 1,500 from Poona, Ahmednagar and Bombay. After several postponements, the long-awaited East-West 

Gathering was about to take place. 

Brynar Mehl, 25, had first heard of Meher Baba in Los Angeles, in August of 1956, when he had happened to pick 

up a copy of God Speaks from his dance instructor. When Brynar asked for more information, his teacher directed 

him to another student, Joyce Romney. Surprised by Brynar’s interest, Joyce exclaimed, “You just missed Baba! He 

left Los Angeles the day before yesterday.” Joyce was an acquaintance of Malcolm Schloss, and she, along with her 

teacher, had met Baba at the Roosevelt Hotel. She mentioned Sufism to Mehl, who eventually went to San Francisco 

and became a Sufi under Ivy Duce. He had been financially unable to come to Myrtle Beach in 1958 and since then 

he had longed to meet Baba. 

Brynar had been drafted into the U. S. Army and was stationed in Germany. Unaware that Baba had changed his 

plans, he tried unsuccessfully for weeks to come to India in June. He cabled his frustration to Baba, who replied, 

explaining: “It was through no fault of yours that you were not able to come. It was a test that you passed 

beautifully. When you do see me, it will more than be made up for.” 

Mehl had not planned on arriving early in India for the East-West Gathering. From Germany, he traveled to Paris for 

a few days to relax before his trip. But when he heard the news on the radio of the possibility of war because of the 

Cuban Missile Crisis, he feared he would be recalled to a military alert. On Anita Vieillard’s advice, he took the next 

plane to India and landed two days before the darshan began. Mehl stayed at the Napier Hotel in Poona. The 

 
270 See Appendix G for a fuller listing of Westerners who attended the East-West Gathering. 



 

 

following morning, Francis Brabazon came and informed him that Baba wanted to see him that afternoon. Francis 

left, but soon returned to say that Baba wished to see Mehl immediately. Here is Brynar Mehl’s description of his 

first meeting with Baba: 

As the car drove closer to Guruprasad, I felt like somebody was pulling my brains out of my head! I could not 

think. I was being emptied out, literally. It was like having a vacuum tube stuck in my head, sucking my brains 

out. When we arrived, Francis pointed me toward the door, and I stumbled up. He told me to take off my shoes. 

I got to the door, and he said, “Go on in.” I looked in, and to the front of me and to the right there was a 

horseshoe of men. I knew that Baba was on the left, but I could not look. I was absolutely frozen. I did not 

know what to do. Time stopped. My brain stopped. Everything stopped. Eruch said, “Baba says you may 

embrace him.” That broke the spell, and I was able to look. 

My first impression was that Baba was so tiny. He was like a little bird. I felt I could have picked him up in my 

hand, held him and stroked his feathers. And his overwhelming beauty! At that moment, I knew beauty. Baba 

was beaming at me, literally beaming. Smiling from ear to ear. Absolutely radiant. 

As I started walking toward him, so much was going through my mind. I was concerned about how I was going 

to embrace him, he was so tiny and delicate. I was afraid I was going to crush him. Also, I did not know if my 

head should be above his or below his. If I went down on my knees would I knock him over? I was in a real 

tizzy. At the same time, I was aware that this was the most beautiful being that I had ever seen. 

As I got closer, everything disappeared. The material world around Baba disappeared. He was, in a sense, 

floating in a halo of absolutely pure light. Everything was emanating from him. It was overwhelming. As I got 

to him, these two arms came out and embraced me so forcefully that it dispelled all of my worries about how I 

was going to embrace him. I don’t think that I have felt such strength before in my life. That little bird was very 

strong, very strong indeed. 

Baba told me to be seated. I was looking straight ahead toward the door. I was frozen. I had a big grin on my 

face. It was like ecstasy. Baba asked me: “Are you happy?” I looked at Baba with a big grin on my face (I can 

still feel it) and said: “Oh, yes.” As soon as I said that, Baba clapped his hands and dismissed me. That is what 

Baba had meant when he had written that when I did meet him, it would be more than made up for. It was. 

The impression of these first moments with Baba remain alive and vivid. I will never forget it. In my life, in 

times since then when I would go through periods of doubts, I would go back to that initial impression and it 

would always dispel any doubts I had. It was not anything that could have been manufactured or faked. It was 

absolutely real. Instead of fading, these times with Baba become even more clear. Everything else starts to fall 

away. They are so intense, so real. The rest of your life seems very unreal compared to the times when you 

were with Baba. 

 

Most of the Westerners arrived by 30 October 1962 and were accommodated at the Turf Club, Poona Club, and the 

Poona, Napier and Wellesley hotels. Those from Pakistan stayed at the Ritz Hotel near the Poona railway station. 

The Indian devotees stayed at different places, such as Bhave’s Girls’ School, an orphanage, and in five other 

locations that were wedding venues. 

On the morning of 29 October, Baba called John Haynes to Guruprasad first, because it was his 15th birthday. Adi 

brought him from the Turf Club. In Guruprasad, John was greeted by Baba with a birthday hug.  

John later recollected: 

It was as if after meeting Baba in 1958 I had gone to sleep and woken up the next day to get another hug. Those 

four years were nothing. They were just a blink of an eye. It was unbelievable to me, as if I had never left him 

at all. I was so overcome with gladness to see him, I just wanted to embrace him, to see his eyes and feel that 

warmth again. 

In fact, John Haynes was so happy as he backed away from Baba to sit down by his feet, that he almost tripped over 

the Maharani of Baroda! Baba looked at the young man and proudly raised his hands in graduated steps, inquiring, 

“How tall you have grown since I saw you last. Do you have any questions for me? Is there anything you want to 

ask?” John had come to India full of intellectual questions, but after seeing Baba, all his questions were answered. 

He later recalled: 

It is not as if my mind went blank. I can honestly say I did not have any questions at all. There were none to 

ask. It wasn’t confusion. There simply was no need to ask any. Baba took them away. 

For that brief moment, Baba for the first time let me see his authority, his power, his strength; whereas before, I 

had seen him as all-love, as Jesus. I saw that he was in complete control, and I knew that he had an 



 

 

understanding, a divine mission that we had talked about in meetings but which I had trouble intellectually 

understanding. He let me, for just a second, see that, and as a result, my questions just faded away. I knew that 

I was in his hands, and because I was in his hands there was no need to worry about what college I was going 

to attend or anything else. 

John Haynes just smiled and said, “No Baba, I am just so happy to be with you. I don’t have any questions.” Baba 

beamed and gestured, “That is good.” Baba gave him a tin of candy as a birthday present, and Baba sent him back to 

the Turf Club with Adi. 

Diane (3-B) Dimpfl was sent for the following morning. A few others were also called on the 30th. Filis Frederick 

had gone to the bank to change currency and missed Baba’s call. When she learned what had happened, she rushed 

to Guruprasad; the others had already come and gone. Here is how Filis described that first meeting with Baba after 

four years: 

When I walked into the inner hall, the first thing I saw from afar was the white light beaming from Baba’s eyes 

— it seemed soft and brilliant as a sun, and of all the glimpses of the Beloved that came afterward in the 

crowded sahavas calendar, I still remember that first marvelous nazar or glance of Baba. He was seated alone 

on the couch, dressed in his dear, familiar pink jacket and white sadra. 

Filis leaned over to embrace Baba, and kiss his cheek. Baba asked, “Are you happy?” 

She nodded, “To see you!” 

She had hurt her hip, and Baba asked about it and how she had fared on the journey over. She met the women 

mandali, and Baba asked, “How do I look?” 

“Beautiful,” Filis replied. She later said: “I fell silent, my eyes traveling over every line of that beloved and oft-

recalled face.” Then, Baba beckoned for her to leave. 

In the afternoon the Westerners were taken by buses to various special places around Poona, such as Baba’s 

childhood home, Sassoon Hospital, St. Vincent’s School, Deccan College, et cetera. 

That day, Baba sent this telegram to Irene Billo in Switzerland who, due to ill health, had been unable to come: 

“While your love is with me here, I am with you there.” 

This statement of Baba’s was actually experienced by Alain Youell, who also planned to come to India, but was sick 

in Brussels. One night, during the week of the gathering, he went to bed feeling sad and melancholic. But in the 

middle of the night he suddenly awoke to see Baba standing at the foot of his bed, with his arms wide open and with 

a wonderful smile on his face! The apparition of Baba’s physical form was visible to him for fifteen minutes before 

disappearing. 

 

The Easterners began arriving on Wednesday, 31 October 1962, and they were guided and helped to their various 

accommodations by the reception committee of the Poona Center. This receiving and guiding of lovers continued 

day and night until the final day of the program. From all lodging places telephone connections had been made to 

Guruprasad, from where the workers were managing everything. Everyone had been assigned duties, and all were 

kept busy with them day and night. 

That morning, separate small groups of Western women were called to Guruprasad. Jeanne Shaw, Ella Winterfeldt, 

Adele Wolkin and Filis Frederick arrived first, at 9:30 A.M. Baba embraced each of them. The women mandali, and 

also Arnavaz and Maharani Shantadevi were present. Mani read Baba’s gestures. 

Baba asked Filis, “How is your hip today?” She said fine, and she asked about his hip. Baba gestured, “So-so.” 

Knotting up his sadra in his hands, he pointed to Ella Winterfeldt, “Hold on tight to my daaman. You all say I look 

well, but I carry this whole burden [meaning the world].” 

When Jeanne Shaw’s turn came to greet Baba, she fell on her knees to embrace him, and Baba hugged her for a long 

while. He questioned her about her heart attack. “How long before the sahavas did it happen?” Jeanne said four 

days. Baba was pleased that she had been brave enough to come. She began to sob with great love, and Baba took 

her face between his hands and kissed her cheek. She kissed him back. Her earring fell off in Baba’s lap, and he 

picked it up and handed it back to her, kissing her again. 

Jeanne later recalled: “It was really one of, if not the, happiest days of my life. There was so much joy, the very air 

was vibrating with it, and I felt myself vibrating with the waves of love. I felt warm, tearful, joyful, as did several of 

the women.” 



 

 

Others came in, including Margaret Craske, Elizabeth Patterson, Ivy Duce, Kitty Davy, Delia DeLeon, Enid Corfe, 

Anita Vieillard, Jane Haynes and Carrie Ben Shammai, followed by several women from Australia. After embracing 

all, Baba commented, “Tomorrow there will be discourses. Anita has to be serious! It is something new — about the 

‘Four Journeys.’ A new book of discourses is coming out [The Everything and The Nothing]. I am giving it to Denis 

O’Brien, an Australian, to publish — not to Ivy! Ivy has too much on her mind!” Baba kept teasing Ivy Duce about 

all her problems, but she took it in good humor. 

When Adele remarked how wonderful Baba looked, he replied, “I look all right on the outside, but on the inside, I 

am like a volcano. The world situation is weighing on me. Jesus Christ suffered; I suffer.” 

That day, it was announced in the newspapers that the Russians had agreed to pull their missiles out of Cuba. Baba’s 

eyes twinkled as he intimated that he had averted a nuclear war: 

It was touch and go! The whole world hung in the balance. You people have been worrying about Berlin. It was 

not Berlin you should have worried about; it was Cuba. Cuba’s situation has caused me a terrible time. You 

have no idea how serious it was. 

Now China has invaded India. I am the nut in the nutcracker! The Chinese are my children, and the Indians are 

my children. You might find the Chinese at our gate any moment, so be careful. 

After 1962, everything will be topsy-turvy, upside-down. World War III will not be fought where it has been 

fought before. It will be fought here and will spread into the Near and Middle East. The Chinese will retreat 

this winter, but they will return after the snows melt. But India will win in the end. 

Reverting to the subject of discourses, Baba continued: 

No amount of reading will give any person God-realization! But, once one gets it — it comes suddenly. God is 

love, infinite love, and this world is nothing. Yesterday is gone; it is nothing. The future is nothing, too. And 

when you get that Realization, then everything goes; it no longer exists. One realizes it is all nothing, illusion, 

maya. 

There are so many divisions, even though God is One. Why are there so many divisions? It is all because of 

illusion and our ignorance of it. 

Speaking of “dreams” and “illusions,” Baba remarked to those present about an American man who was now giving 

up the use of drugs for Baba’s sake, and who was having a rough time during his withdrawal. Despite the difficulties 

adjusting, the man never used drugs again. 

On this same occasion, Baba remarked to Dorothea Foote who had an alcohol problem, “Fill your cup with the Wine 

of divine love; then, you will not want to drink anything else.” In this case, the woman did not give up drinking 

alcohol totally; however, her husband Ned did and became active in Alcoholics Anonymous. 

Baba cautioned those present to take care of their health, but also hinted, “You might have to suffer for the sake of 

your being here with me.” (Later some of them did experience upset stomachs and flu.) 

Those who had not yet met Mehera and the other women mandali did so, and then the various buses and cars that 

had been specially hired took them back to their hotels. 

In the afternoon Baba called the Western men to Guruprasad to receive his embrace. Charles Purdom, seeing him 

that afternoon for the first time since Myrtle Beach in 1958, recorded his impressions of Baba: 

To meet Baba again after more than four years was to find him greatly changed. He was, now more than ever, a 

suffering man. His expression was as bright, his eyes as keen as ever, and his alertness seemed not to have 

diminished, but he was withdrawn, and for much of the time looked far away, as though not belonging to the 

world. He constantly smiled and was ready to joke, and his humor had not deserted him, but there was a certain 

indifference that I had not noticed before. Above all, there was an immense sadness that moved me strangely. 

When he walked, one saw that he moved heavily. 

A friend of Margaret Craske named Buddy Rossin, from New York, was meeting Baba for the first time. The first 

thing Baba asked him was, “How is your ear?” Buddy was taken aback. He was deaf in one ear from a war injury 

but had never told anyone. 

In September, Joseph Harb had suffered a heart attack and was hospitalized. When he approached, Baba asked, 

“Why didn’t you take my name at the time of the attack?” Joseph too was stunned by Baba’s omniscience, but 

happy that Baba had been watching over him. 



 

 

Gary Mullins, 22, had found out about Baba in San Francisco one year before from a chance encounter with Ivy 

Duce (he had picked up a package she had dropped on the street!): “Baba appeared like a perfect rose. He was the 

most beautiful human being I had ever seen in my life. [Meeting him] was an experience of aesthetic perfection.” 

As Eruch called his name, Gary came forward: 

I would give up everything in life, and I mean everything, if I could experience, once again, those few moments 

when I first met Meher Baba. It is my supreme memory of being with him while in India…We were being 

introduced to Baba by Eruch…Baba, sitting on his couch, beckoned for me to come to him — so simply, so 

childlike, and so far beyond any words I could possibly create. I walked to him and he reached up and pulled 

me down in an embrace that is forever. I experienced his hug as the essence of intimacy. At the same time, his 

embrace was perfectly impersonal. For a few seconds, I was simply in another world, in a tranquil pink and 

blue cloud, in a sky far, far higher than words can convey. Although only a faint glimmer then, but now a fuller 

intensity, I experienced something coming from Baba that was precisely what I had felt as a child sitting on 

that street curb in San Diego, realizing my father had come home from the war in the South Pacific. It was 

overwhelming radiance and the fullness of love. For one eternal moment, which grows richer with each passing 

year, I was at home with my real father, Avatar Meher Baba.271 

Meanwhile, back in America, in the town of Hampton, Virginia, Henry Kashouty’s wife, Kecha, was pregnant and 

had not been able to travel to India. Baba rubbed his tummy when he met Henry and asked about her.272 

After Baba embraced each one individually, someone asked about habits and becoming a slave to them, to which 

Baba replied, “If you become addicted to God, then all your problems are solved. Go on drinking the divine Wine of 

love until you become one with God. It is good to be addicted to the love of God.” 

Interpreting Baba’s gestures, Eruch said, “Baba says he is infinitely tired, with the whole world on his head. He has 

had to undergo all kinds of suffering within these four or five days. One danger has been averted [the Cuban 

situation], but two more are facing him [China and India].” 

Baba continued: 

One who knows what love is, enters deeper and deeper within, and finds that he has four journeys to make 

there. These journeys within have no space, yet it is an infinite process. 

Only Jesus Christ knew what Baba knows: how to suffer. No one is more eager than I to break my silence. As 

soon as I break it, everything will go easily. 

God is so close to each of you, closer than the very breath of your life. You have to renounce everything, 

including your self; then you will realize Baba fully. God is beyond religion, beyond love. When you begin to 

love God intensely, then you will know what real separation is. When you have the gift of love, you love your 

Real Self. The false self then becomes the lover of the Real Self. There is nothing but God. 

Purify your hearts completely — not a stain, no desires, not even the desire for God-realization — and just be 

conscious. That is the solution. 

I have been telling my lovers: No ceremonies, just love me. Ages have come and gone, but I keep telling them 

that they should worship God with love, step after step within, until they find within them the Infinite Ocean. 

Yet, they seek God outside. 

Changing the topic, Baba also said: “I am with those who wanted to come, but could not.” 

And: “Do you know what would happen if I gave you my real embrace? Maybe I would crush you and make you the 

dust at my feet. If I gave you the real embrace, you would burst. Christ did not give this embrace, even to Peter. 

“Repeating my name is not enough. It should be done with all love and faith. You should continue to love me more 

and more. It is true that man can become God just through loving me. Hafiz has said: 

It is foolishness on your part to desire union with God. 

But if you are mad enough, 

Become the dust under the feet of the Perfect Master! 

 
271 Gary Mullins, Dancing The Beguine (Xlibris, 2000). 
272 In February 1963, a son was born to the Kashoutys on Baba's birth date, and they named him Merwan. 



 

 

Referring both to the recent global crises and rain in Poona, Baba stated, “The clouds will disperse; the end of the 

crisis is coming.” Putting his thumb and forefinger almost together, he gestured, “But it was that close to a full-scale 

nuclear war.” 

Fred and Ella Winterfeldt had stopped in Geneva on their way to India, where they met Max and Gisela Haefliger. 

The Haefligers were unable to attend the gathering, but Fred conveyed Max’s message of love to Baba, who smiled 

radiantly. 

The men then returned to their hotels to rest for the big day to come. 

 

Baba had observed that the clouds would disperse, but that night a heavy deluge fell. Rain began leaking inside the 

pandal, wetting the chairs. The program was to start that afternoon, and Baba remarked to the workers, “I am 

omnipotent, but helpless. If the rain is to stop, you must stop it.” 

He did not explain how, but fortunately the rain stopped in the morning on Thursday, 1 November 1962. Early that 

morning truckloads of earth were brought to spread over the wet ground. The chairs were wiped dry, and by the 

afternoon, everything was ready. Red ants were also discovered, and Baba informed Eruch to have the entire area 

sprayed with a pesticide, for although he had once ordered them not to kill ants, he remarked that “The love of my 

lovers who will be coming are more important in this instance than the ants.” 

Each day, morning sessions were reserved for the Westerners. At 9:00 A.M., several buses arrived and 144 Western 

men and women entered the hall of Guruprasad to meet their Beloved. Baba was dressed in a white sadra and pink 

coat, and the rays of his smile filled the room. His smile was radiant as he met his lovers, and his glance penetrated 

every heart. Virginia Rudd asked Baba how he had slept. Baba replied, “I cannot go to sleep now or else I would not 

wake up until after 700 years!” 

There were no introductions. Each man and woman walked before Baba and said his or her name, as Baba embraced 

them. He gestured to the Australian Clarice Adams, “You look exactly the same — and Ena [Lemmon] too!” 

He asked Leonard Willoughby if he remembered the song he had sung for Baba in Myrtle Beach in 1958, He’s Got 

The Whole World In His Hands, and asked him to sing it again. Baba pointed to his palm and gestured, “I have the 

whole world in my palm,” and added, “Remember that.” After the song, Baba embraced Leonard, but remarked, 

“Tomorrow, there will be no embraces; otherwise, we will fill up the session only with embraces and I will be 

limp!” 

Vivian Agostini had accompanied her husband, Louis, but she was not yet prepared to accept Baba as the Avatar. 

She had agreed to come but vowed: “I will never kneel down before any man who calls himself God!” After 

meeting Baba, she announced her intentions to return to America, complaining to her husband, “Baba did not look at 

me. I don’t know whether he was even aware that I was being presented to him. I feel as if I were treated by him as 

nothing!” 

However, suddenly Rano appeared calling out, “Vivian Agostini! Baba wants to see Vivian Agostini.” 

Vivian Agostini later recounted: 

I approached Baba and knelt at his feet as his gestures indicated that he wished to give me a special embrace. 

No mother’s hands could have been more gentle as he held my head in his hands and gazed deep within my 

eyes. All I could say was: “Baba, I love you. I love you so very much.” He nodded his head as if to say “I 

know, I know,” referring perhaps to my genuine anguish of the evening before when I felt so forlorn and 

abandoned. 

And, I had the strange feeling of melting into a vast and endless domain. Then the tears came pouring out as 

though a dam holding back a large expanse of water had suddenly broken, and the uncontrollable torrent 

poured down my face and over my clothes. If that was the edge of the cyclone of Baba’s love which I had just 

experienced, what must the very center be like? 

Dazed by the experience, Vivian left and wandered into Baba’s room, where Mani greeted her. Instead of returning 

her greeting, Vivian could only say in wonder, “I never knew I would look into the eyes of a man and know that he 

is the Christ.”273 

 
273 Vivian Agostini was a sculptor and after her return to America, she sent Baba a sketch of a bronze 

medal with Baba’s portrait on one side and the Mastery in Servitude motto on the back. Baba approved the 

project and design, and Vivian began producing the medals in 1964. Louis Agostini was working as Paul 

Brunton’s secretary, but after meeting Baba he left Brunton’s service. 



 

 

After moving from Myrtle Beach in 1958, Baba had ordered Jane Haynes to try to revive her acting career. She and 

her three children (“the Trio” as Baba called them) relocated in New York City, where Jane briefly appeared in a 

Broadway play. She had a rough time finding roles to act and for many months had no work. When she came before 

Baba, he asked with a mischievous expression, “Tell me Jane, do you have work?” 

Thinking, “You know very well, Baba, I haven’t had any work,” she replied, “Yes — Baba’s work!” as she had 

been working on a children’s book about Baba. 

Baba slapped both hands on the arms of his chair twice in a strong and vital gesture and looked happy. He stated, 

“So be it — always. It will always be only Baba’s work,” a hint perhaps of her future role helping Elizabeth 

Patterson at Meher Center.274 

Baba asked Bunty Kelley Bernstein, “Are you worrying about little Margaret [her three-month-old baby girl]?” She 

said she wasn’t, and Baba remarked, “Do not worry about her, because if you do then I cannot.”  

Baba commented on how thin Tex Hightower was and added, “He loves me very much.” 

He asked Ben Hayman, “Are you awake?” (in reference to Ben’s drowsiness in Myrtle Beach 1958.) Baba directed 

both Ben and Harry Kenmore to stay near him on the platform. 

Baba expressed his pleasure at Dr. James Allen Chamberlain’s presence, remarking, “I am very happy you could 

make the trip.” Dr. Chamberlain had been lecturing in the Far East, and joined the group flight in Bangkok. 

To Warren Healy of Seattle, Baba remarked, “I am pleased with the pamphlets you have printed.”275 

Baba also asked several present if they had slept well. When Charles Purdom replied, “No,” Baba asked, “Were you 

thinking of me?” He then asked Joseph Harb about his health. 

Baba remarked to Ruth White (the oldest Westerner to travel to India, at 93), “Do not think of anything but me, so 

when you drop the body you will be with me.” 

Baba then handed Denis O’Brien and Bill Le Page of Australia the manuscript for The Everything and The Nothing, 

which O’Brien was to get printed with Le Page’s help. (Bill Le Page had come with his entire family.) 

Referring to the book, Baba teased Anita Vieillard, “You won’t read it. You don’t want to know anything about 

God! At least read it to know what I have said.” 

Baba informed all about the gift of 1,000 copies of a booklet titled Sparks from Meher Baba, which Kitty and Delia 

had given him on behalf of the Western lovers. The booklet, which was to be sold at the gathering, was compiled by 

Delia with Kitty’s encouragement and was financed jointly by American and British lovers. Purdom wrote the 

introduction and helped with the editing. Baba remarked he was happy with their gift, and then began: 

What is the aim of life? It is to see God and become one with God. If God is, then we must see Him! That is our 

sole aim. There are different ways of seeing God, called yogas. Some try to see God through meditation and 

concentration on the Absolute within. That too is a very long process. And this process of concentration does 

not help you to rip open the veil that separates you from the Beloved and allow you to see God within. 

There are many yogis all over the world. Many of them try to gain bliss through extraneous means and become 

drug addicts. Many of them become addicted to smoking hemp [marijuana]. After one or two puffs they get a 

feeling of elation; then gradually the effect wears off. Different types of yogis try to see God through different 

means, and naturally they get different experiences. But these are in fact only different kinds of hallucinations. 

There are many fakes who dupe people and advertise their so-called experiences, although they are nothing but 

hallucinations. People flock around them to have some experience also, and thus they have their own circle of 

followers. They pass around a pipe of drugged [hashish or opium] tobacco, and when their followers smoke the 

pipe, they begin to have [drug-induced] “experiences” too! 

One in a million, through intense concentration, does see God within himself. Then for him nothing exists 

anymore; he sits absorbed within. Even a yogi who is genuine and who gets absorbed in this real experience 

 

274 Elizabeth Patterson died in 1980, and Jane Haynes replaced her as the titular head of the Meher Center 

board of directors, until she died in 1997. 

275 In his small printing shop, Warren Healy also printed The Awakener magazine for Filis Frederick during 

the 1950s and 1960s. At that time it was the only periodical about Meher Baba printed in America. 



 

 

cannot reach the Goal, the aim of his life, unaided by the Perfect Master. It is all made so complicated, and 

books on yoga have made it still more complicated. 

No amount of reading and understanding can lead to God-realization. You must be made to see God. When you 

get that conviction through sight by the grace of a Perfect Master, you are ready for Union with God. 

He asked Anita, “Do you want to be one with God?” 

Anita replied, “I just want to see you!” 

Smilingly, Baba chided her, “How can you have two things — see me here, and see me as I really am?” He 

continued: 

How very complicated a simple thing has been made! I am giving you a hint. The easiest way to achieve the 

Goal of life is to leave all and follow me through love. I don’t mean that you should leave your house and 

family and come here! Don’t do that! [People laughed.] I mean that you be in your house and with your family, 

but love me as I want you to love me — love me above all. That is the simplest way. 

Another hint. A still more simple way to attain God is to obey me. Obey me implicitly. Is it possible? That is 

simpler than the simplest thing! Try. If you try, I will help you. 

It is because of love that I have drawn you all to me. If I did not love you, you would not come to me or care for 

me. It is not your love that has brought you to me; it is my love that has drawn you to me. Good old Margaret 

[Craske], she helped two other lovers to come to me. 

Eruch read out Baba’s message for that day: 

No one dies, no one is born. The only fortunate and rare one who does die, dies the Real Death and takes birth in 

God. Otherwise, no one dies and no one is born. 

What does this mean? It is like going to sleep. When you take another birth, another form, it is like waking up 

in the morning, but in a new body, in new circumstances. This process goes on repeating itself until you die the 

Real Death and take birth in me. 

“Harry, do you have anything to say?” 

Kenmore said, “This represents the ultimate blessed culmination of the supreme purpose of life.” 

Baba continued: 

Another point. There are some who exist to hate others, to be jealous of others and make others unhappy. And 

there are some who exist to love others, to make others happy. One who has become one with God exists for 

all, both good and bad. Jesus Christ existed for others. To become one with God, one has not to renounce 

anything but one’s own self. How does one renounce his own self? 

Anita, can you tear yourself out of yourself? 

I remember an incident when I was a boy. There were four spiritually-minded Iranis who had read in books that 

one must renounce one’s self. They decided the best way to lose themselves was to get intoxicated on wine. 

They started to drink and, for them, their experiences were wonderful. Near the tavern was a bullock cart. 

Trying to get rid of themselves, all four pulled hard and continually at the bullock cart in an attempt to tear 

themselves out of their selves and thus renounce themselves. By morning they were exhausted. They had lost 

body-consciousness. This is how they tried to renounce their physical selves. They only had books; they had no 

living guide. 

“How will you renounce your self, Anita?” Baba asked. 

Anita said, “Through obedience to the Perfect Master.” 

Once you have determined to obey, you are no longer your own. But the slightest hypocrisy spoils your 

determination and makes the whole thing a farce. You must be honest and sincere in your obedience to the 

Perfect Master. It is not that easy. Only one rare one can do that! 

“Ivy, can you obey implicitly?” Baba asked. 

Ivy Duce answered, “I am awfully tired of me!” 

“Harry, can you obey me implicitly?” Baba asked. 

Kenmore said, “If I have to, yes!” 

Baba continued: 

The third point to which I want to draw your attention is titled “Love of Women and God.” 



 

 

A man loves a woman living in a distant place. His love makes him think of her all the time. He can’t eat; he 

can’t sleep. He longs for her continuously. When his longing becomes too great, he either goes to her or 

compels her to come to him. This is called ishq-e-mijazi or physical love. There are two kinds of love, physical 

love and love for God. Spiritual love is the gift of God to man. Even a man who has this physical love 100 

percent is rare. That kind of love is well-nigh impossible. Majnun had 100 percent love for Laila. 

At Baba’s request, 3-B Dimpfl told the story of Majnun and Laila, after which Baba continued: 

Majnun loved Laila; that was ishq-e-mijazi. He loved Laila 100 percent the way a man should love a woman. 

He went mad for love of her — he could not sleep, he could not eat; he lost everything but his love for Laila. 

Even this sort of love of a man for a woman is rare. Then what about divine love? 

There is a difference between these two kinds of love. You cannot have love for God until it is a gift from God. 

Then it is effortless. Once you receive this gift, you go on loving. It is all a burning within. The lover thinks 

only: “When will I see the Beloved, my Christ, my Baba; when will I become one with him?” He lives only for 

this. This is ishq-e-hakiki or spiritual love, the real love. 

Majnun had ishq-e-mijazi, physical love for Laila. When he could not find Laila, he asked everyone where she 

was. He even went to Mecca and embraced the pillars of the Kaaba, pleading: “Where is Laila?” He almost 

went mad for her love. Then he met a Perfect Master who told him: “God is real, the world is illusion. There is 

no Laila at all; how can you find her? Only God exists and is real.” 

Majnun said: “Whether my Laila is real or illusory, I want her!” Then the Perfect Master had a whim — he 

touched Majnun on the head. Majnun became God-realized and experienced himself also as Laila! There was 

no one but himself! 

In love one has to suffer a lot. If I tell you, Anita, to discard your dress and go naked around the city and beg, 

would you be able to? You won’t do it willingly. 

“Ella, will you do it?” Baba asked. 

“I’ll try,” Ella Winterfeldt said. 

“Ben, you won’t do it!” 

“I won’t keep awake!” Ben Hayman joked. 

Baba joked, “It is your duty to keep awake this afternoon when all the Easterners come. And if you keep awake, I 

will keep awake.” He continued: 

To love God, one should think of God, long for God and suffer the fire of separation until such longing reaches 

its utmost limits and is quenched in Union. But one who obeys the Master, who is one with God, need not 

suffer, for in obedience there is the grace of the Master. Even obedience is not easy. Therefore, there is no 

solution at all. Eruch is with me, he loves me, he works for me wholeheartedly, but even for him it is not easy 

to obey me. 

Eruch interjected, “I just tell Baba we are helpless in this and all other matters. I found that out during my long stay 

of many years with Baba. I thought obedience was easy; but I did not know Baba would say ‘Get up’ and ‘Sit down’ 

at one and the same time! So I tell Baba: ‘I am absolutely helpless. I cannot obey you, I cannot love you!’ “ 

Baba commented, “Eruch loves me very much. He is my right hand; but obedience is a terrible affair. The apostles 

of Jesus also knew how difficult it was to obey him.” 

Eruch added, “We cannot please Baba even with obedience; so it is not obedience. Yet to please him is the aim of 

everything we do.” 

Baba explained at length: 

The best is to just remember me and forget everything else, leaving everything to me. This is a complicated 

matter for those who are very interested in spirituality, but not for those who love me. Try to remember me, try 

to please me, try to do as I wish. That is how you should live in the world; otherwise, it is too complicated. 

Hafiz says: 

When I first began to love God, 

I thought that was the end of everything, 

That I had fathomed the Ocean of Love; 

But I was only on the beach! 



 

 

Hafiz did not know anything about the Ocean. As soon as the Ocean touched him, he got a breeze of love; but 

then the waves tossed him back on the beach. He shouted: 

O why did I crave for you, God? 

What is this being tossed back and forth 

              from the Ocean to the shore? 

I have left the world for you, 

But I cannot find you! 

Then the Perfect Master comes to Hafiz’s rescue. He teaches him that the “Pearl” [of Realization] is on the 

Ocean-bed. You have to learn to swim, then learn to dive, then find the Pearl and bring it back. After 40 long 

years, Hafiz got the Pearl in his hands. It took 40 years for him who was absolutely determined — not like you 

people here who have just heard of it! 

Baba smiled, and continued: 

A person on the spiritual path gets the urge to know God. Then, if on the Path, he begins to see lights, colors, et 

cetera. He thinks he has reached the Goal, he thinks that he is experiencing God. He does not realize he has not 

even begun the journey. It is all tamasha [farce]. There are lots of experiences of the Path, but all of them are 

but a passing show. 

The sign of having realized God is that a person continually experiences, without a break, that he is everything 

and everyone. He is the Infinite Ocean of Bliss; he is Omnipotent and Omniscient. But this Experience is not 

obtained by everyone. Only one rare soul realizes God. 

To realize God is not as easy as one thinks. But this can be gained through love for God — by becoming dust at 

the feet of the Perfect Master. You are no longer your own; you belong completely to the Perfect Master. 

Hafiz says: 

If you want to be the chosen one, 

Leave everything and stick to him in obedience. 

Then the questions of why, wherefore and what 

Should not enter your mind. 

“Harry, Margaret, is it clear to you?” asked Baba. 

They nodded affirmatively, and then he continued: 

Another point is that God alone is and there is nothing but God. God is indivisibly one, and He is indivisibly in 

each and every one. He cannot be divided. Yet we see everywhere these divisions! What is this separateness? 

There are Anita, Beryl, Ella, Harry, Charles, and others. Why this separateness? Why are you all separate? God 

is in everyone and in Baba too — God is everyone. Baba himself is God. Then what are these divisions? It is 

only the play of maya and your ignorance! There are no divisions! 

God is the Ocean — Infinite, Shoreless Ocean. Every drop in the Ocean is the Ocean Itself, for there are no 

drops at all — it is all an Indivisible Shoreless Ocean. But once you have a bubble, there is an appearance of 

separateness. Here is one bubble, there another, and there another. Each bubble encloses a drop. Mind is the 

bubble. You do not know that you are the Ocean, because the bubble gives you an impression of individuality, 

until it bursts. When the bubble of Anita, for instance, bursts and disappears, then Anita as the “drop” comes to 

know that she is really the Ocean. 

Aloba recited three Persian couplets by Hafiz, which were translated by Baba: 

Obey the Master implicitly and willingly, 

then that solves all your difficulties. 

 

What you hear about a Perfect Master, never say it is wrong, 

Because, my dear, the fault lies in your own incapacity to understand him. 

 



 

 

I am the slave of the Master who has released me from ignorance. 

Whatever the Master does is of the highest benefit to all concerned! 

Baba added: 

God is indivisibly One; He is in each and every one. What then causes these apparent divisions? There are no 

divisions as such, but there is an appearance of separateness because of ignorance. Drops in the ocean are not 

separate from the ocean. The bubble around a drop gives the appearance of separateness. When the bubble of 

ignorance bursts, the individualized self realizes its Oneness with the Indivisible Self. The “drop” is not; the 

Indivisible Ocean is! 

Eruch was then asked to read 21 points which Baba had dictated. Eruch said, “Baba has given us 21 points, some not 

even as long as a line. They are not for the lovers of Baba, but for general use.” He read them out and Baba 

elaborated on some of them: 

1. God is absolutely independent. The only way to approach Him is through love, through constant repetition of 

His name and invocation of His mercy. 

2. Mercy is God’s nature. 

3. Bliss is God’s original state. 

4. Power is God’s Existence. 

5. Knowledge is God’s duty. 

God cannot be ignorant. It becomes His duty to be all-knowing. God knows everything. He is Knowledge 

personified — knowing the past, present and future, knowing what has happened millions of years ago in the 

past and what will happen in millions of years in the future — that is all-knowledge. He cannot help but know 

everything. Knowledge is His duty. 

6. The Infinite state of God gets lost in the infinite jumble of infinite contradictions. 

There is no “time,” only eternity. How can you grasp eternity? The one who has realized God realizes there is 

no such thing as time, space or anything; there is nothing but God. God is all-knowing; He is all-alone; He is 

One. But the infinite state of God gets lost in the infinite jumble of infinite contradictions. Then God, though 

all-knowing, asks “Who am I?” through each one of you — that also is a contradiction. 

When he reaches that Christ state, he says: “Oh, I am God!” It takes many, many births for anyone to arrive at 

this answer to the query of “Who am I?” In between this final answer and the Original Question, there are 

infinite contradictions, many false answers such as, “I am so-and-so, I am man, I am woman, I am big, I am 

small, I am rich, I am poor, I am white, I am colored,” and so on. 

7. To know God in His infinite contradictions is to become conscious of His Consciousness of His 

Unconsciousness. This is His Beyond, Beyond state. 

“Do you follow it, Harry?” Baba asked. 

Eruch interrupted, “Baba says even he cannot follow it!” Everyone laughed. 

“Explain it to me, Harry!” 

Kenmore gave his interpretation, and Baba replied: 

If I were in your place, I would say: “Baba, give me your love. I have nothing to do with all these 

contradictions, all this consciousness and unconsciousness, and consciousness of unconsciousness. I just want 

your grace and that would settle all accounts in a flash.” 

When by the grace of a Perfect Master, one gets that experience of the Infinite for which one has gone through 

millions of births and deaths, it comes in a flash. A poet says to his Master: 

I cannot understand all this; 

It goes in one ear and out the other. 

Why can’t you give me a glimpse of your Infinite State? 

Aloba recited another couplet of Hafiz in Persian, which Baba translated: “The Master can turn this dust into the 

touchstone; he can bestow his grace by only a glance. Hafiz says, ‘I don’t want your full attention; just a side-glance 

of yours is enough to turn this dust at your feet into gold!’ 



 

 

“Harry, when will that be?” asked Baba. 

“When we are fortunate to receive the grace of a Perfect Master!” Kenmore said. 

Baba continued: 

You are more fortunate to have the Avatar. My lovers are more fortunate to have God in human form in their 

presence. Just a glance from me can give you all you need — can turn your vision inward. You will be sitting 

here, without any outward change, but you will become what you really are. It will make an infinite difference. 

“When will that be, Margaret? Harry?” asked Baba. 

Kenmore said, “Well, the time comes when Baba gives that urge — that whim.” 

In reply, Baba continued: 

And that whim has no time — otherwise it would not be a whim. A whim has no time. It is all of a sudden. 

Tukaram, the Perfect Master, says: 

“No amount of knocking your head at the feet 

of a Perfect Master will give you that grace. 

It happens at the appointed moment.” 

You have to wait for that moment. The moment is near, and for that you have to love me wholeheartedly; 

otherwise you will miss it. If I knock at your door and you are asleep, I will go away! 

Eruch reminded Baba, “You said that today you would give an explanation of the Four Journeys.” 

In reply, Baba remarked, “I am infinitely bored!” 

Why should I give explanations when you cannot understand anything? It cannot be understood. I am infinitely 

bored, so much so that I am waiting for the moment when I can break my silence — when at last the heart of 

the world can be touched. I am eager for the Word to come out! But I have infinite patience. I know that just 

that Word can solve everything; for the Word is the Source of all words. Yet, I am so infinitely patient that I go 

on day after day repeating the same old truths. 

The book of discourses will come out and give many explanations and answer many questions. But as for 

Christ-Consciousness, one has to have the Experience to know it. 

“Charles, what do you think?” 

Charles Purdom replied, “It amounts to the fact that we are helpless. We can only have the will, and the will will 

bring us grace.” 

“True,” Baba gestured. 

He then indicated it was time to disperse. It was then 11:30 A.M. and they were to return to the pandal at 2:45 P.M. 

when the Easterners would be arriving. However, Baba resumed explaining certain points: 

To know God in His infinite contradictions is to become conscious of His Consciousness of His 

Unconsciousness. It is not meant for you all, but for those very eager for attaining spirituality and with an 

intellect to back them up. 

Eruch continued the 21 points: 

8. To achieve the God-state, do absolutely nothing while doing everything. 

“Harry, isn’t it true?” Baba asked. 

“Everything is done by doing nothing,” Kenmore observed. 

“You are not to do anything but become the dust-like aspirant, leaving all to the Perfect Master,” 

9. To find God, you must find yourself lost to yourself. 

10. To be infinitely conscious, you consciously lose consciousness of yourself. 

What does it mean? It is not like taking chloroform; you must be consciously unconscious of yourself. 

11. Space is the gulf between imagination and Reality. The evolution of consciousness fills this gulf. 

12. Time is the interval between your very-first imagination and your very-last imagination. 



 

 

Yesterday has gone, today is today and by tomorrow, today will have become yesterday, and again comes 

another today. So it is eternally TODAY … NOW. There is no yesterday, there is no tomorrow. There is only 

Now — the moment, the instant — and eternally it is only this Now. There is no time. Again, time is the 

interval between your very-first imagination and your very-last imagination. 

13. Where imagination ends, God IS and Godhood begins. 

14. Imagination is an eternal mimicry of Reality affecting the shadow-play of illusion. 

15. God is not anything comprehensible. He is Reality, Consciousness — Absolute Consciousness, Infinite 

Consciousness. 

16. The Realization of God is Absolute Consciousness minus consciousness of imagination being imagination. 

“It is all a headache. Do you all want to hear this? Harry says it is very clear to him!” Baba gestured. 

Eruch said, “Just reading it is a tongue-twister for me.” 

Baba explained, “There is nothing like space consciousness. Here is an ant on the floor. You are all sitting on the 

same floor. The ant crawls up your body. But its consciousness is different from yours. What is the difference?” 

Anita replied, “The ant is only conscious of its crawling, I am a little conscious of this room, but you are conscious 

of the whole universe.” 

Baba continued, “There is a world of difference between my infinite consciousness and your ant-like consciousness. 

You are all ants before me in my consciousness. You are all crawling on my body! Although I am sitting here in the 

same room with you, we are really nowhere in space, just within God — neither up nor down, neither here nor there! 

You are ants, big ants, and you sting me all the time!” 

Baba then asked Don Stevens, “Tell us that story you wished to narrate.” Don Stevens told of how he came to show 

his movies of Baba to the executives of ARAMCO, who spoke of “that silent man.” 

“I am very pleased to hear this,” Baba stated. “I am not silent. How can I be silent? I don’t speak with my tongue. I 

speak continuously with my heart. But when I open my lips to speak the Word, then all sorts of things will happen. 

Everything will be topsy-turvy. But the hearts of the world will get the Word. The time for it is very near.” 

Eruch then finished reading the last five points: 

17. To be ever present with God, never be absent from Him. 

18. Do not desire Union with God, but long for Union until you go beyond longing for Union and long only for 

the will and pleasure of Beloved God. 

19. Mind may die, maya may die, body dies and dies, but hope and thirst never die. Thus has said the slave 

Kabir. 

20. Complete forgetfulness of self is to even forget that you have forgotten! 

21. Complete remembrance of God, honesty in action, making no one unhappy, being the cause of happiness in 

others, and no submission to low, selfish, lustful desires, while living a normal worldly life — can lead one to 

the path of Realization. But complete obedience to the God-Man brings one directly to God. 

Baba then asked all to leave and return at 2:45 P.M. He said, “There will be no discourse or explanations then. Just 

sit there quietly and be witnesses. There is nothing beyond sitting near me, loving me, remembering me. This 

session of discourses is good for Charles [Purdom] because he has to write a book that will do my work. [Purdom 

had begun updating, The Perfect Master, his biography of Baba’s life.] It is also good for Harry’s baby [Kenmore’s 

tape recorder].” 

Baba mentioned how hot it had been in the hall of Guruprasad last May: “Even Colonel Goldney could not bear it 

and had to dash out after a few minutes.” Baba commented that many Easterners were trying to attend the three days 

of the East-West Gathering, demanding sahavas badges so they could enter the pandal. 

“Charles, are you happy?” Baba asked Purdom. “Who is not happy? Raise your hands!” The hand of Kenneth Timur 

of New York went up. 

Timur said, “I cannot say I am unhappy, either.” When asked why, he replied, “I don’t know; that is the problem!” 

Baba remarked to Timur, “I am ready to make up for it. I will give you five minutes near me. Now others will want 

to put up their hands, too.” Everyone laughed. 

Baba inquired about the work at the centers in America. He then said: 



 

 

In Andhra, there are about 72 centers. All my lovers from places all over India want to come to me here. If by 

some miracle I were to change their circumstances, the population of Poona would be doubled! My lovers are 

very poor; they love me and compete with one another to work for my cause. In spite of their circumstances, if 

one prints a calendar, another prints a larger one. If one feeds 100 poor, another feeds 1,000, and so on. 

The condition of my lovers in Hamirpur is very different. When I went to a village there years ago [1952] in a 

car, the villagers had never seen a car before. They had to improvise a road. They joined hearts and hands and 

tried to give me all the conveniences they thought of — such as oil lamps, an improvised bed, a hot bath. They 

had seen these things done at the Meherabad Sahavas. When they saw me for the first time in their village, they 

were overwhelmed. They are all so poor — all over the district — and yet so rich in my love. They feel that the 

statue of me which they erected a year ago is not a statue; it is Baba himself! This is what is meant by having 

Baba as one’s constant companion. That is why their love always makes me very happy. 

At one point, a discussion occurred about similar idolatrous representations of Baba. At the end, Purdom said, 

“Baba, smash the idols!” Baba merely smiled. Such things were an expression of love and hence not to be rejected. 

The Westerners then adjourned to their hotels for lunch. The Luck brothers were the last to leave the room. 

Lingering at the door, Edward Luck said, “Why don’t we ask Baba for his bliss?” 

Irwin Luck thought, “We could ask him to be the dust at his feet.” 

Baba was alone in the hall. The Luck brothers went back inside and sat on chairs on either side of him. Baba was in 

the middle, not looking at either one. All of a sudden, he reached out to them and motioned them to come to him. 

“What is it?” he asked. 

Irwin said, “Baba, I would like to become as dust at your feet.” Edward said the same. 

Baba’s face began to change. His face filled with love and then with suffering. It was a mixture of so many different 

emotions and feelings — perhaps reflecting what it would really mean to be like dust. 

On another occasion, the Luck brothers were again the last to leave the hall. This time two friends from Miami, Phil 

Cowans and Edward Short, were with them. (Irwin had told Phil about Baba when both were in the U.S. Air Force, 

and Phil had in turn told Edward Short.) Baba asked what their plans were now. Irwin said they were intending to go 

back to New York, where he drove a taxi to earn a living. 

Something more was discussed about this; Baba asked a few questions. Their father had refused to give them any 

financial assistance, so Baba had sent a telegram to Harry Kenmore on 17 October, instructing him to lend the Luck 

brothers the necessary amount to travel to India. On this occasion, Baba instructed them to clear themselves of all 

debts when they returned to New York, and added, “Free yourself from all bindings and stand ready for my call.” 

Looking at the four young men, he motioned them to leave. 

Baba had sent Phil Cowans this telegram on 29 July 1962: “Don’t worry, my love will help you be happy. 

Remember me.” On 15 August Baba wrote him: “Know that the paramount need, more than Self-Realization, is 

simply the friendship of a God-realized Master gotten by resigning yourself completely to his will. The more you 

clean your heart of otherness — the more you will love.” 

Like several Westerners who met Baba for the first and only time at the East-West Gathering, Phil Cowans, a young 

man in his twenties, had memorable encounters. When he first went to embrace Baba, Baba held onto him tightly for 

a long time, so tightly that Cowans actually felt that he was being crushed by him and that he was about to lose his 

life! Gasping, with all his strength, he pushed Baba away. Baba did not convey anything, and Cowans walked back 

to his seat in tears. However, that experience of feeling Baba’s power, remained forever embedded in his memory. 

On another day after darshan, Phil found himself all alone with Baba. Phil spoke; Baba listened. It had to do with 

women. Baba gestured in reply, and Cowans told him he did not understand a word from his hand signs. Eruch came 

and conveyed Baba’s words: “Don’t worry about this problem. Baba will help you with this.” 

 

From noon on Thursday, 1 November 1962, hired buses began plying between Guruprasad and the places where the 

Easterners were staying, dropping them at the entrance of Guruprasad to wait. At two o’clock, the gate to the 

meeting pandal was flung open and the crowd swarmed in. Within minutes the pandal was full. More than 5,000 

people had assembled. The Westerners sat in front, the Easterners behind them, women on Baba’s left side and men 

on his right. 

Although Baba continued to have muscle spasms during the four days of darshan, the spasms miraculously 

disappeared whenever he came to the pandal. Baba arrived smiling at 2:30 P.M. and mounted the dais as the entire 

audience stood. Spontaneous shouts of Avatar Meher Baba ki jai! Erupted from the crowd. Baba’s face was 

glowing. He wore a long, spotless white sadra which set off his luster. Accenting the beauty of his broad, perfect 



 

 

forehead, his hair was pulled back, braided and tied with a pink ribbon. He looked radiant, like a burning sun, and 

was as splendidly brilliant to those at the back as he was to those in front. Those seated far away felt as if they were 

close and saw him quite clearly. 

Seated on the dais with Baba were Maharani Shantadevi, Yogi Shuddhanand Bharati, Balak (Meher) Bhagwan, 

Eruch and Adi (who was staying at Guruprasad). To translate Baba’s statements in different languages were Keshav 

Nigam, Kutumba Sastri, Dhake and Burjor Mehta. Eruch read Baba’s gestures as the unspoken words were 

translated into Hindi, Telugu, Marathi and Gujarati. Dr. Dhanapathy Rao was also on the stage behind Baba. 

Baba began by stating: 

I am very happy that you are here. Your love has brought you here, but it is really Baba’s love that has drawn 

you to me for this gathering. This love will make you experience one day that only God exists, only God is 

real. 

The weather was becoming warm, and as if to witness the exceptional sight of so many from the East and West 

gathered together as one family, clouds began forming in the sky. On Baba’s asking, Harry Kenmore stood and 

recited the Master’s Prayer over the microphone. It was absolutely still in the pandal; a sweet, sacred atmosphere 

prevailed. 

After the prayer, Baba remarked, “Harry’s recital of the prayer has made a few of you feel that God is present here. 

May my love make you feel one day that God is in everyone!” 

He continued: 

I have been seeing the Westerners and giving them my embrace and love and also discourses. Today is the first 

day of the East-West Gathering. I want the Easterners to come to me one by one and put their hands on my 

knees, and I will pat each one. That will amount to my embracing and meeting them. Come; come one by one. 

All of you will not be able to come to me today. Those remaining can come tomorrow. 

The purpose of this gathering is not to give discourses or messages to my lovers. Many discourses and 

messages have been given in the past. Another volume of discourses will soon be printed in Australia. More 

than all messages and discourses, your love for me will bring you to me as you should come to me. 

After this was translated and a song sung by the Poona bhajan group, the contact began. First the Australian group 

met Baba, followed by the Eastern women. Suddenly, it turned very dark and rain began to pour down. Age noted, 

“The gods in heaven, gladdened at the sight of the Father of all creation on earth meeting his children, let loose a 

shower of love! The Father of all humanity bathed his children inside and out, showering them with his blessings!” 

Tex Hightower recollected: “The feeling inside the pandal was volcanic. We have all been in heavy rain before, but 

here there was something, not ominous, but such a feeling of immense power. I saw Baba weaving back and forth in 

his chair. His face held an expression of power. It was an awesome sight.” 

The cloth roof of the pandal flapped furiously in the wind and began to tear in places. Water cascaded down, 

soaking men, women and children who awaited their turn to approach the Father. Almost everyone was shivering. 

Water was everywhere and the dirt floor turned to mud. But even with this sudden 30-minute downpour, Baba went 

on contacting his lovers who were approaching him in two rows. He motioned to Ramakrishnan to hurry the lines of 

people so that each would not have to wait long. 

Baba instructed the Western women to enter the Guruprasad bungalow, change out of their wet clothes and put on 

whatever would fit them from the women mandali’s wardrobe. It was an amusing spectacle of “East-West” 

exchange, and no doubt carried some hidden significance. Mani speculated that this sudden exchange of clothing 

was somehow symbolic of Baba’s remarks that world conditions would change greatly after December 1962. Many 

of the ladies who had wanted to look especially beautiful for Baba and had their hair done were now dripping wet! 

Outside the microphone shorted out, and Baba gestured, “Even though there is no microphone, think of me.” 

At 4:45 P.M. the Westerners mounted the dais to meet Baba. He remarked, “This rain is most significant. This is a 

unique gathering of the East and West.” 

Maya was playing its part and the Ancient One his; and his wet children played their part by going to him in turn, 

one by one. It was a wonderful scene. Though completely “bathed,” none left the pandal. Age noted, “People go to 

places of pilgrimage to take a bath in the holy Ganges River, but here our Beloved, the Yugavatar [Avatar of the 

Age] is washing away our sins and cleansing us within and without!” 

The individual meetings with Baba continued, and after some time the clouds dispersed and the sun made its 

appearance once again. Thus in rain or sunshine, the Father contacted his dear children until 5:00 P.M. People had 



 

 

started crowding the dais to meet Baba, and thirteen-year-old Charles Haynes and his brother, John, were helpful in 

keeping them in order. A marvelous atmosphere prevailed and the lovers enjoyed it to the utmost. 

At 5:15 P.M. a group of seven women led by Madhusudan, each dressed in one of Baba’s seven colors, gathered in a 

semicircle before Baba on the stage and performed his arti. Four of them held lighted camphor on trays. Uttering 

Puranic mantras, first they did Baba’s puja and then began singing the Hindi arti that Madhusudan had composed. 

The audience joined in the singing. Bunty Bernstein, one of Margaret Craske’s ballet dancers, was summoned on the 

stage by Baba to perform with them.276 

With that, the first day’s program ended. Many thronged to the dais to gaze at Baba to their heart’s content. 

Acclamations rent the air and enthusiastic hearts, taking Baba with them, left to come again the next day. 

That night heavy rain showers again poured down. So the next morning eight or ten truckloads of dry earth were 

brought into the pandal and spread over the paths, which had become muddied. The civil engineer of the Poona 

Municipality, Burjor Bode, was extremely helpful in this endeavor. By the afternoon the situation was fixed, and the 

pandal was rendered usable. 

 

At 9:00 A.M. on Friday, 2 November 1962, the Westerners arrived at Guruprasad. Baba asked them, “Who got wet 

yesterday?” All raised their hands. “Did anyone catch a cold? No? It was a good dress rehearsal!” All enjoyed the 

joke. 

“Elizabeth, you looked very nice in that brown dressing gown of yours.” 

Elizabeth had left the gown in India and she said, “It came back to me after ten years!” 

Baba observed: 

It was a real East-West Gathering! I could greet only one-quarter of the visitors; today I will complete the three-

quarters remaining. So be early today; come at two o’clock. Be ready for the rush and struggle. These crowds 

are nothing. You have no idea of the mass darshan programs. I had to satisfy thousands, and I did. Those who 

have come are only the close ones who obey the instructions. That is why they have been given badges. When I 

give public darshan, the masses do not realize I am in a human form — they fall on me. The mandali have to 

stop them from breaking coconuts at my feet, throwing colored powder and rice over my head. They do not 

realize the gulal [red colored powder] can get into my eyes. 

Baba asked about their health, and then he mentioned that Marion Florsheim and Zaronhi Bahjejian had their 

passports and money stolen from their hotel rooms. He asked, “Isn’t it surprising Energy has lost something?” 

She replied, “If I lost everything, I could stay here!” 

Baba explained that word of a big meeting like this gets around, and the thugs and pickpockets are lured to town. 

But on his mass darshan tours (in Andhra) when there were 60,000 or more, there were no thieves in the crowd. 

Once a man had his arm around Eruch’s neck and tried to take rupees out of his shirt pocket. Eruch caught him, but 

Baba made Eruch give him the money. “It’s your fault, not his,” he told Eruch. 

Baba then said, “Yesterday, there were 5,000, not the 3,000 expected. Many came at the last minute. So I have more 

work today. Did you notice the boy with a red loincloth on the dais? He is called Balak Bhagwan, and in Central 

India people believe him to be an Avatar. I told him not to accept homage and that he had no authority to do so 

without first attaining God himself. Bhagwan has come to pay his respects to me; he loves me very much. 

“There are so many saints of this type in India. There was a man [Krishnaji] claiming to be my chargeman, and he 

asked for money from my lovers. He holds classes on spirituality but does not himself know the Path, its difficulties, 

love, surrender — let alone God-realization. Very recently he visited Canada and made innocent people believe he is 

a Spiritual Master.”  

Francis Brabazon set up the large chart Rano had prepared on “The Four Journeys.”277 Baba stated, “This is the chart 

of the Four Journeys.” Pointing to Purdom, Baba asked, “Charles, are you able to see it? A difficult thing is depicted 

here in a very simple form. Through your learning, the simplest things have been made very difficult.” 

Baba then began his explanation: 

 
276 The seven women were: Niruben Panchal, Kusum Mohkam Singh, Gunatai Gadekar, Bunty Bernstein 

(who wore a dress), a Bengali woman, a Parsi woman, and a woman from Andhra. 
277 See The Everything and The Nothing, p. 24–25. 



 

 

When you set out on a journey from place to place, as you have journeyed from the United States, Australia, 

England and Europe to India, and as some men try to reach the Moon, Venus or Mars, you go on an outward, 

external journey. We will talk here about the inward journey, the real journey. I want you to have a clear 

understanding of these two sentences: God is Infinite; His shadow also is infinite. The shadow of God is the 

infinite space in which is the infinite gross sphere. 

Francis pointed to the lines on the chart, as Baba continued: 

This infinite gross sphere is within the infinite shadow of God. All this is God, Infinite God. Of course, He is 

boundless, limitless, but we have to show this somehow in the chart. [Francis pointed to the dotted lines on the 

outer edge of the chart.] God is not bound by limitations. God is Infinite; therefore, His shadow is also infinite. 

Within His shadow is this infinite gross sphere, having millions of universes. There are innumerable gross 

universes, countless galaxies — you could not count them at all. There are innumerable galaxies known and 

unknown, countless stars, suns, moons! — and there are some worlds inhabited by human beings. But of all 

these non-habitable and habitable worlds, this earth has a special position. It is the only place where the 

experiences of the subtle and mental worlds can be had by human beings. Only on this earth can one realize 

God. 

In the subtle world there is no space. One finds the subtle world within oneself; it has nothing to do with space 

— it is a journey within. Therefore, all the celestial things we see or hear about in outer space are not only 

insignificant, but are absolutely nothing. The infinite gross sphere itself is illusory; it has no value at all. 

But value may be attached only to the earth, where one begins the real journey, the inward journey. The 

wayfarer then begins to experience the subtle world, but it is not an experience of space, because the subtle 

world is not a world of space, but of higher consciousness. It is a much different degree of consciousness, a 

more mature consciousness. For the one who journeys within, everything remains as it is; his experiences are 

of a different nature. When he experiences the subtle world, he does not experience the gross world. That gross 

consciousness is no longer there; it has now become the subtle consciousness. 

When he journeys farther on — but not in space; he remains where he is — his consciousness gets still more 

mature. It is now of the mental world, not of the subtle or the gross. Then he begins to know the thoughts of 

other individual minds, he knows what one is thinking. Then a stage is reached when he actually sees God the 

Infinite within himself; and this “seeing” is seeing God everywhere. 

Then there comes a stage in the mental world when he finds himself facing a valley. There are two summits for 

him to cross. In between himself and God, he sees an abyss, a gulf. He sees God with conviction, but he cannot 

become one with Him. This is the stage of longing — of infinite longing and separation. He wants to become 

one with God, but it is impossible because of the gulf between illusion and Reality. 

If he is bent upon journeying deeper within, he becomes God. Illusion vanishes. He knows there was no 

universe, no three worlds, no body, no space — it was all just a shadow-play. He experiences that GOD 

ALONE IS. He experiences God’s knowledge, God’s power, God’s bliss. But he cannot use that knowledge, 

power, or bliss for others or for anything. 

One rare one who gets that experience of Infinite Consciousness — which also includes the experience of the 

mental, subtle and gross worlds — can bring God to all levels of all the three worlds. He brings unity in 

diversity, the One in the many. That is the Christ State. He experiences infinite knowledge, infinite power, 

infinite bliss and is also able to use it for every being in illusion. 

In short, the most difficult thing is to begin the real journey. It is easy to succeed in outward journeys in space, 

to go from continent to continent, from planet to planet, as compared to the inward journey. But this chart 

shows that very few persons arrive at the seventh station of fana, and come to the end of the first journey and 

become God. Very, very few embark on the second journey, and end it in baqa and abide in God. 

One rare one ends the third journey in Qutubiyat [a Perfect Master] and lives God’s life. The fourth journey is 

the passing-away as God. The Perfect Master as God drops his physical, subtle and mental vehicles, while 

retaining the infinite individuality. Christ, as Jesus, is as he was and ever will be, as God, because he retains his 

infinite individuality in God and as God. 

Are you able to follow something of it? If not, there is no harm; don’t worry about it. Jesus Christ knew that it 

was not possible for men to love God; therefore, Jesus said: “Come unto me, follow me,” and that is all that is 

needed for you all. 

In Avataric periods, one does not necessarily have to make these inward journeys by stages. If you have the 

grace of the Avatar, he just takes you from where you are to where you should be — where God wants you to 

be. There is no need for “trains or planes” when he is here! 



 

 

 

Eruch then read the discourse on “The Four Journeys” (published in The Everything and The Nothing), explaining 

some of the points Baba had just given spontaneously. Baba continued: 

The Creation-point is a finite point; out of this finite point the whole of the infinite creation is issuing forth. It is 

a continuous process; there is no end to it. Out of a Speck in the Infinity, called the Creation-point, has sprung 

forth this whole creation in stages. This world of ours is nothing but a most finite speck in the Speck. Although 

to you it appears to be the world, for me it is nothing, not even a tiny speck. 

Eruch continued reading the discourse on the many universes, visible and invisible, and many planets, of which a 

large number (18,000) are inhabited by human beings. 

Baba stated: 

Scientists will gradually come to know what I have been saying for many years and also today. It is not possible 

to see all the universes and the worlds. They are not visible even with all the modern means. Nor will it be 

possible for man to reach them or contact them; yet, the scientists will come to know about them. 

From the discourse about the Four Journeys, a paragraph on the seven kingdoms of evolution was read. Baba 

continued: 

Only on the planet earth do human beings come to reincarnate and begin the involutionary path to God-

realization. The earth is at the center of the millions of universes, to which all souls must migrate to begin the 

Inward Journey. 

In Infinity, you cannot have a point as center; otherwise, it is not Infinity. And yet on the chart we have made 

the earth the center of infinite space. Why? Because though there are many inhabited worlds in infinite space, 

human beings of those planets have to migrate eventually to the earth. In some worlds, the people are very 

intelligent, much more so than on earth; yet, they must come to this earth-speck for the sake of the “heart,” the 

involutionary journey. 

The discourse continued. While referring to Charles Purdom, Baba explained: 

Charles has individuality as Charles, the human being. He knows he is Charles. When he is God-realized, he 

has infinite consciousness; he loses his limited individuality and merges in God. The world does not exist for 

him, nothing exists but God. And he then experiences infinite bliss. When Charles regains his individuality, it 

is infinite, and he is still Charles, but he comes back with infinite consciousness. He is Charles and God 

simultaneously. 

Baba asked Francis, “Have you understood this?”  

Francis replied, “No,” and Baba joked, “Neither have I.” 

Baba smiled and said: 

All this is not meant for you people — but it’s all useful for posterity. For you, it is sufficient to obey me, love 

me, and hold on to my daaman. Then wherever I am, you will be also. If you were to begin your inward 

journey, you would also be with me, because I am also there on those journeys. All this is illusory; God alone 

is real. 

You must love God, see God, become one with God; that is your duty. Your duty is to know this is all illusion; 

God alone is real. But to love God is also not in your hands. It is a gift from God to you — and the one who 

receives His grace has nothing to do with these journeys whether outward or inward. Where you go on the 

journey is not important if you hold on to my daaman. Everything is immaterial. 

Baba concluded, “Hafiz has given us consolation.” 

Francis Brabazon read his own rendition of Hafiz’s ode, titled “Be Not Grieved.” 

Although you have not received love’s guerdon, 

One day this desert will become a garden — 

so be not grieved. 

 

Do not turn your heart away, 

nor expostulate against the Beloved, 



 

 

But bear your present state — 

and be not grieved. 

 

Let this disgusted mind 

and troubled heart be stilled, 

One day desire for union will be fulfilled — 

so be not grieved. 

 

Behind the curtain a secret game is being played 

that you know not, 

So do not give up, nor be dismayed — nor grieved. 

 

Once you have set out for the Beloved’s abode 

Do not let mere stones and thorns 

turn you from the road — 

nor be much grieved. 

 

Maya will do her best to thwart your labor, 

But when you have a captain like Noah, 

you will reach safe harbor — 

so be not grieved. 

 

Although the way is full of dangers 

and seems to have no end, 

There is an end to every beginning with this Friend — 

so be not grieved. 

 

When this Friend is the same as God, 

do not plague him with petitions, 

But suffer gladly love’s rules, trials and conditions — 

and be not grieved. 

Baba then commented, “What is there to worry about? So don’t worry! Yesterday, it rained and you got drenched. 

What did happen? Nothing! Today, it is just the same here. Nothing happened yesterday; it is just today!” 

Baba took a large glass in his hands which was covered with bright golden paper and marked “GOD.” Inside the big 

glass were three other smaller ones. He explained: 

Would you like me to play some tricks? Take this glass as God the Infinite. God cannot be seen with our limited 

eyes. He is Infinite, absolutely invisible, independent, yet He pervades everything. 

Now see that there are three illusory existences inside God — three smaller glasses inside the large glass. Here 

is one of them, the gross world; it is the smallest [the innermost glass covered with a coppery shade]. Although 

to us it is so big, so infinite. This gross world depends on the next illusory existence, the subtle world [second 

inner glass]. The gross existence depends on the subtle and is within the subtle. And this subtle existence 

depends on the mental world [the third inner glass]. 



 

 

This mental existence depends on God [the large glass]. Thus the gross depends on the subtle, and the subtle 

depends on the mental, and the mental depends on God, and God is independent. Note that there are four 

glasses, and that each one is different and separate; but each one is dependent on the other; except the large 

outer glass marked GOD. Only GOD is independent — like the outermost glass that holds all the others. 

Changing the topic, Baba said, “Today, I have to embrace 4,000 lovers from outstations. On the 4th [of November], 

more than 10,000 will come for my darshan, since it is the darshan day open to the public. So, be prepared. It might 

rain again today and you might have to change clothes. 

“Did you get wet yesterday, Ben? Were you awake when it rained?” Ben Hayman jokingly replied that during the 

rain he fell asleep. 

Baba commented, “I get infinitely bored, so I brought on the showers. I would like to retire to my sound sleep state 

for 700 years, but I have to give my Word to the world. The heart of the world has to feel the impact of my Word. I 

cannot help it, though I would like to go to sleep for 700 years.” 

Baba inquired who got wet yesterday and remarked, “No matter how hard it rains or blows, stick to your posts.” 

Baba quoted this couplet of Hafiz: 

Be firm as a rock in the midst of the storm of love, 

Or it might turn you topsy-turvy. 

“That was nothing yesterday, only a shower. Let us see what happens today. Dr. Chamberlain, were you wet?” 

Chamberlain said, “I had no protection.” 

“I was the protection there. Joseph, did you get wet?” 

Joseph Harb answered, “It was the universal baptism!” 

“Harry?” 

“The outside was as wet as inside,” Kenmore quipped. 

“I am happy to hear it. But when you feel completely wet, soaked in love for God, it will be so glorious that even the 

brilliance of the sun will be dim before that glory. You must become saturated with love!” 

Eruch interjected, “The Australians [traveling via Ceylon] have not come yet. They are expected at 12:30 P.M.” 

Baba asked, “Will they be able to go back home?” 

Eruch said, “There is no news that they can’t.” 

Baba informed his lovers, “When you reach your homes, write one letter directly to me — only to me — then no 

more letters. Next year, I want to finish my Universal work, so I do not want crowds of people coming to me, not 

even the Easterners. This will help me finish my work soon. 

Looking at Anita, Baba teased, “When you are here, I cannot work!” 

Baba then asked all the Westerners to be in the pandal at 1:45 P.M. There would be no embraces. 

He asked Dana Field, “Are you worried? Didn’t you hear what Hafiz said, not to grieve? 

“Who else is worried?” No one answered. 

“If no one is worrying, I have to worry. But my worry is great fun for me! It’s a very old habit of mine to worry for 

the whole creation, to worry continuously for the release of souls from the bondage of life and death. 

“It’s great fun! Some come to me to heal their diseases, to bless them with better prospects, or for a job, or for 

children, or because they have too many children! And I have to worry about all those things in addition to my 

universal worries.” 

Baba continued, “You see me sitting here with you, but I am simultaneously on all the planes of consciousness, on 

all those stations on the chart that is here before you. There are souls in the subtle world who want me, and I am 

there with them. And there are those in the mental world who want me, and I am there with them. 

“You are in the gross world, so you find me with you in the gross world. Those in the subtle world find me in the 

subtle world, and those in the mental world find me in the mental world. And one rare one who finds me as I really 

am is blessed. 

“But remember not to worry. Take the advice of Hafiz and do not worry. Do not grieve.” 

This ended the morning session. 



 

 

One morning after Baba dismissed them, everyone filed out except Aneece Hassen’s sister, Nancy Ameen. She 

came forward and had a few private moments with Baba. Brynar Mehl too once asked if he could come forward 

after the hall had emptied. Baba smiled and motioned for him to come. “I didn’t know why I wanted to see him,” 

Mehl recalled. “I just wanted to be there.” 

Brynar Mehl fell on his knees on Baba’s right side, and these totally unpremeditated words came out, “Baba, I just 

wanted to tell you that I am yours to do with as you please.” Baba scooped him up and kissed him beneath his right 

eye. “It was the biggest, most delicious wet kiss and hug I had ever received in my life,” Mehl recollected. 

Baba gestured to Brynar, “You have made me very happy,” and the young man dissolved into tears. 

 

For the afternoon session on 2 November 1962, 1,000 more chairs had been added inside the pandal. On the 

platform, the Poona bhajan group was singing when Baba came onto the dais at about 1:45 P.M. As he entered, all 

6,000 present rose and shouted repeatedly: “Avatar Meher Baba ki jai! Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!” 

Baba embraced a tall Sikh and gestured, “It may rain.” 

Yogi Shuddhanand Bharati and Maharani Shantadevi sat next to Baba’s chair on the stage as they did throughout the 

gathering. 

Darwin Shaw stepped to the microphone and read Baba’s message called “My Dear Children”: 

My Dear Children, 

Your coming to me from different places and from across oceans has pleased me. And although no sacrifice to 

be near me is too great, I am touched by the sacrifice that some of you have made to come here. 

Those who have not been able to come to me should not feel disheartened, for my love is with them as always, 

and especially so at this time. I know how they are longing to be near me even for an hour, and how helpless 

they are in their circumstances. 

You have come from great distances, not for some convention or conference, but to enjoy my company and feel 

afresh my love in your hearts. It is a coming together of children of East and West in the house of their Father. 

All religions of the world proclaim that there is but one God, the Father of all in creation. I am that Father. 

I have come to remind all people that they should live on earth as the children of one Father until my grace 

awakens them to the realization that they are all one without a second, and that all divisions and conflict and 

hatred are but a shadow-play of their own ignorance. 

Although all are my children, they ignore the beauty and simplicity of this Truth by indulging in hatreds, 

conflicts and wars that divide them in enmity, instead of living as one family in their Father’s house. Even 

among you who love me and accept me for what I am, there is sometimes lack of understanding of one 

another’s hearts. 

Patiently have I suffered these things in silence for all my children. It is time that they become aware of the 

presence of their Father in their midst and of their responsibility toward Him and themselves. I shall break my 

silence and with my Word of words arouse my children to realize in their lives the indivisible existence which 

is GOD. 

Throughout the years, I have been giving many messages and discourses. Today, I simply want to tell you who 

are gathered here in my love to shut the ears of your minds and open the ears of your hearts to hear my Word 

when I utter it. 

Do not seek my blessing, which is always with you, but long for the day when my grace will descend on all 

who love me. Most blessed are they who do not even long for my grace, but simply seek to do my will. 

Baba motioned that the translations of this message should be read out before the rain started. He remarked there 

was no need for a Gujarati translation, and he called for the remaining people waiting for darshan to come for their 

embrace, starting with the women. Each man, woman and child approached their Divine Father in an orderly 

manner, and Baba appeared pleased. At 3:15 P.M., rain seemed to threaten again, and Baba gestured, “I am very 

happy you stayed in your places, and everything is going well. Even if it rains, I want you to remain silent and 

disciplined.” 

While meeting his lovers, Baba’s eyes roved across the assembly. He teased Ben Hayman again, “Ben, are you 

awake? Keep awake, so I can keep awake!” 



 

 

To Niranjan Singh, he remarked, “You aren’t afraid of the clouds.” 

Before coming to Poona, Shuddhanand Bharati had written that he wished to be accommodated in a hotel which 

could fulfill his dietary needs of fruit, nuts and milk. Baba had everything arranged, and Dr. Moorty was entrusted to 

look after him. When Bharati was seated next to Baba on the stage, Baba turned to him and remarked, “You need 

plenty of fresh fruit, as your diet consists mainly of fruits, so be on the lookout. When people offer fruit at my feet, 

quickly swipe it and put it in your satchel. Don’t forget now. Be alert.” 

But each time Baba began giving darshan, Bharati was lax about collecting the fruit, and Baba would immediately 

point it out to him. After a while, the Bharati was not thinking of Baba or the darshan, but only of oranges and 

bananas! He was probably sorry he ever wrote to Baba about his diet. 

At 4:00 P.M., the few Australians, whose flight from Ceylon had been canceled, arrived at Guruprasad and 

approached the dais for their first embrace from Baba. 

Amar Singh Saigal had to return to Delhi for important work in Parliament, so he too came for an embrace. His 

companions, Hem Singh and Ganesh Singh, who had accompanied him for Baba’s contact, remained. 

The weather had been quite hot at first, but after Baba’s fatherly sermon a slight shower fell. The children remained 

quiet and unperturbed. Baba asked all, “Are you feeling tired? If so, I will stop. I am not tired.” Voices throughout 

the crowded pandal joined in a loud, “No!” 

Baba said, “We should thank the Indian climate for the slight showers that fell again, as they have helped somewhat 

to cool the oppressive heat.” 

After the rain started on the first day, Baba asked Jal Dastoor of Bombay, who was helping direct the people in line 

for darshan, “Why don’t you turn the key?” (Meaning, Jal should make it stop raining.) Jal replied, “I don’t have the 

key, you have it!” That day, when the rain let up almost immediately, Jal joked, “Baba’s chabi [key] worked!” And 

Baba laughed. 

At one point, Baba noticed an invalid woman amongst the crowd. It was his old lover, Baily’s sister Tehmina 

Bomanji.278 Baba signaled Dolly Bastani to bring her, and Dolly lifted Tehmina and carried her through the crowd 

near Baba. 

At 5:00 P.M., the darshan was stopped. Baba directed that those who had still not had their turn should be present in 

the meeting pandal the next afternoon at 1:30 P.M., and those who had already met him should come at 3:00 P.M. 

Baba’s arti ended the program, and all departed for their respective places. 

 

About 50 men, women and children from Chirala in the Guntur district of Andhra had come for Baba’s darshan. 

After arranging fodder for their animals, the villagers locked their houses and traveled to Poona. As they were poor, 

they could only afford to stay for two days, but during both days they had no chance of meeting Baba. Deeply 

disappointed, they went to the train station that night to return home. At that moment in Guruprasad, Baba 

remembered them and instructed that they be sought out and given this message: “Those from Chirala can see Baba 

tomorrow morning at eight o’clock.” Bal Natu found them at the station and delivered the message. The villagers’ 

joy knew no bounds. They postponed their departure, convinced that Baba knew their hearts. 

The Chirala villagers arrived in Guruprasad at 7:30 A.M., on Saturday, 3 November 1962. Baba embraced each one 

on the verandah. He also allowed them to sing bhajans and perform his arti. Their singing may have been off-key, 

but their hearts were full of love. To the children among them, Baba gave extra prasad. Several of the Westerners 

arrived an hour later and, watching the scene, they were impressed by these poor villagers’ deep expression of love. 

After each embraced Baba again, the villagers departed for their homes. 

M. B. G. Sastry of Guntur met Baba for the first time in 1962. During the gathering, he had become so choked up 

that he could not utter a word. Pointing to him, Baba stated, “If I were in your place, I would not have been able to 

love me as you do.” 

At 9:00 A.M., Baba went inside and sat in the hall with his Western lovers. He informed them he would be seeing 

individual groups that day, because there would be no time the following day. Just then, Chinta Sarvarao, Majety 

Ramamohan Rao, and Manikyala Rao entered the hall. Baba introduced them to the Westerners, explaining that they 

had brought all the Andhra lovers in a special train. Although these three men had been in Poona for the past three 

days, they had not had an opportunity to meet Baba until then. 

 
278 Tehmina’s husband Bomanji, who had lived at Meherabad with his family for a few years from 1925, 

had recently expired. 



 

 

Baba observed that some 20 years before he had remarked to the mandali, “A day will come when you will want to 

approach me from far away, but won’t be able to see me.” This referred to the great crowds that would come in the 

future. 

Baba embraced the three stalwarts from Andhra and joked, “The only work you three have to do now is to see that it 

does not rain here!” The trio embraced Baba with such love that after they left he remarked, “My arms have gone 

limp, but by one o’clock, I will be strong again to embrace people.” 

Baba reminded Ben Hayman, “I had promised you five minutes. Today’s the day! Shall we send all these people 

away?” 

At Baba’s request, Leonard Willoughby sang He’s Got the Whole World in His Hands, and all applauded.  

In response, Baba remarked, “The words are true. It is a fact. I am very happy to have the whole world in my hands. 

It seems so quiet, calm, peaceful! Just a little speck!” Everyone had a smile, including Baba, about the “little speck” 

in his hands. 

Then Baba began meeting the different groups such as the New York Monday Night group, the Myrtle Beach group, 

the Sufis, and those from Europe and Iran. To the Sufi group, headed by Ivy Duce as their Murshida, he stated: 

The only thing I must give is the Word — next year. That is the reason why I plan to stop everything next year. 

I will not send for anyone, either Easterners or Westerners — no one. I will prepare for the urge to break my 

silence. It is simple, but I must have that urge. You do not know how eager I am to give that Word. I am 

preparing everything. I must see to the affairs of the whole world. Meanwhile, I stress that when I give that 

Word, all of you who love me will know it in your hearts. Much will be revealed to you then. 

God is the Truth. So, why worry about the future? Didn’t you hear yesterday what Hafiz said? “Why worry?” It 

never means anything … Murshida [Ivy], give up some of your worries! 

Do your duty, but don’t feel worried about it. Remain 100 percent happy, 100 percent honest. Do the best you 

can; then at night, relax and forget about everything. Keep happy. That is your duty. And remain honest; don’t 

compromise. When you do, you get a fear complex in the heart. 

I am telling the whole world not to worry. The time is fast approaching when I will give the Word. The whole 

world will know about it, and there will be many changes. You have no idea how insignificant your worries 

will become then. So why not stop worrying today? Try to live until I give the Word. You may worry yourself 

to death unnecessarily, and then when I give the Word, you won’t be there! 

Some of the younger Sufis were concerned about their careers. “The whole world is bound by worry,” Baba 

informed them. “I am full of worries — you have no idea what real worries are! But with me, there is infinite bliss 

and that sustains me. Otherwise, it is a burden.” 

Lud Dimpfl described how he worried briefly about some money left in a pair of trousers sent to the cleaners. Baba 

sent for his wife, Bea, who said she had not worried about the lost money at all. Baba remarked to Lud, “Why not 

lose your self so that you can come to me? Forget your worries, and find me within you. When I give out the Word, 

let it touch your heart. It will give you such happiness that the loss of even millions of dollars will not matter! No 

amount of money can give you that Experience. The time must come when I must give my Word. Meanwhile, I 

want your love; I want you to love me as you should!” 

When asked about the Sufi Center in America, Baba replied, “It is one of my channels. I am the Source. I have so 

many channels, tributaries!” 

Then he remarked, “Now that Francis [Brabazon] is with me, he knows how much I suffer. And the end of all 

suffering will be the giving of the Word. That will be the release for me. But I tell you again, do not worry!” 

Suddenly, Baba said, “You should wish for my time to come.” Those present were allowed to see a glimpse of his 

suffering, by the expression on his face. 

Baba further stated, “When I am not bound, I will be closer to you than I am now.” 

Baba approved Selma Hassen’s brother, Khaled Al-Faqih, becoming a chiropractor, and Brynar Mehl, a dancer. He 

instructed Gary Mullins to finish his college education. 

When Ivy asked Baba about what Brynar should do with his life, Brynar was mortified. He later explained: “I was 

trying to crawl under the carpet. Once I had met Baba, the thought of asking him anything was so absurd. What was 

there to ask? Baba had asked me if I was happy. In his presence, you are so happy — you’ve never had a problem. It 

was incredible.” 



 

 

As Brynar was leaving the room with the Sufis, Margaret Craske and the ballet dancers were entering to be with 

Baba. Mehl boldly marched up to her and said, “Miss Craske, Baba says I am to go back to dancing. May I come in 

with your dancers?” She said all right, so he went back in and had another meeting with Baba. The second meeting 

was completely different from the first. The Sufis’ meeting had been very serious and full of heavy problems. But 

when the room was full of Margaret’s dancers, “Suddenly it was like carnival time!” Mehl said. Baba was laughing 

and joking amidst his lovers. 

When Baba saw Margaret’s dancers, Baba asked each of them, “Are you happy?” Observing one dancer, Baba 

commented, “He is happy here, but not there [in America].” 

Filis Frederick came to Baba with the New York group. She mentioned some American lovers who could not come 

for his darshan. Baba inquired about her hip pain and work, and in the same way made personal contact with others 

in the group. He remarked, “I am very happy to see you all. How is the group, Fred? How do you all manage among 

yourselves?” Someone said there were hitches, hindrances caused by petty personal things, but that everyone met on 

common ground. Baba commented, “To maintain an atmosphere of cooperation and harmony is essential. Do you 

know that I am also there with you at the meetings?” 

About the question of establishing other centers in America, Baba said, “All these problems will be solved when I 

give the Word. The problems of the whole world will find a solution. Continue to love me, and those who love me 

will feel the impact of that Word in their hearts. … You may even topple over or do a somersault! 

“That new book of discourses [The Everything and The Nothing] will give satisfaction to some; even the scientists 

will find information in it that will help them a great deal. But what is wanted is help through the heart. One has to 

find me there. That feeling gives such happiness that you will even stop reading my discourses. When I give out the 

Word, then all problems will be solved. ... Are you happy?” 

Discussing matters with other groups, Baba remarked that in the aspiration of attaining God-realization, to go from 

one saint to another was useless. He stressed that roaming about in that manner was actually harmful, because at the 

moment the world was full of so-called saints, mahatmas and yogis who, instead of benefiting the seekers, did them 

much harm. 

Warning his Western lovers about cults and doctrines for achieving Realization in seven days, Baba remarked, “Talk 

of Realization in seven days is ludicrous! So long as the seeker does not become like dust under the Perfect Master’s 

feet, there is no solution to free himself from the net of ignorance. In the whole world, at any and all time, there are 

only five Sadgurus; and so the seeker has to be very careful lest he becomes prey at the feet of a false Sadguru. 

“In short, it is of the highest benefit for all to hold to the Avatar’s daaman. Even if you lose everything, hold fast to 

it. I am the Avatar of this Age!” 

 

Baba was on the stage to meet his lovers in the afternoon of Saturday, 3 November 1962, long before the scheduled 

time of 1:30 P.M., and he began greeting lovers from Nagpur, Jabalpur, Bhopal, Hamirpur and a few other places. 

This continued until 3:00 P.M. Several people were still waiting. Stopping the line, Baba asked those who had not yet 

met him to come to the meeting tent at 7:30 A.M. the next morning, the last day of the gathering. 

Assuring his Western lovers of a parting embrace on the morning of the 5th, Baba added, “Once you have my Real 

Darshan in your hearts, there is no need to come up on the stage for darshan. I want you to love me as I should be 

loved, so one day you will have my Real Darshan.” 

Baba started the day’s program with this message titled “My Dear Workers,” which was broadcast over the 

microphone in Hindi, Telugu and Marathi. It was read by Darwin Shaw in English: 

My dear workers: In spite of telling you very often that I will not give you any more messages or discourses, I 

find myself doing just this thing which is what I do not want to do. This is because most of you do things which 

I do not like you doing. 

I had to give you a message yesterday because you expected one, and the theme of the message was on your 

being my children, because despite much talk about a Baba family, there is more a semblance than a reality of 

kinship among you who are the children of one Father. True children of one Father do not greet one another 

with smiles and embraces and, at the same time, harbor grudges and ill-feeling; but they have an active concern 

in their hearts for the well-being of one another and make sacrifices for that well-being. If you make me your 

Real Father, all differences and contentions between you and others and all personal problems in connection 

with your lives will become dissolved in the Ocean of my Love. 

You are all keen on spreading my message of Love and Truth, and many of you in the East and West have 

labored hard in this work, publishing magazines and other literature, organizing meetings, sacrificing your 



 

 

vacations by traveling, building halls and having statues made of me. But I wonder how much of my love and 

truth has been in your work of spreading my message of Love and Truth! Unless there is a brotherly feeling in 

your hearts, all the words that you speak and print in my name are hollow; all the miles that you travel in my 

cause are zero; all organizations for my work are but an appearance of activity; all buildings to contain me are 

empty places and all statues that you make to embody me are of someone else. 

I have been patient and indulgent over the way you have been doing these things, because you have been very 

young children in my love, and children must have some sort of games to play. But now you are older and 

beginning to realize that there is a greater work ahead of you than what you have been doing. And you have 

been searching your minds and hearts as to what this work might be. 

It is not a different work to what you have been already doing. It is the same work done in a different way. And 

that way is the way of effacement, which means the more you work for me, the less important you feel in 

yourself. You must always remember that I alone do my work. Although only the one who has become one 

with God can serve and work for all, I allow you to work for me so that you have the opportunity to use your 

talents and capacities selflessly and to draw closer to me. You should never think that in your work for me you 

are benefiting others, for by being instrumental in bringing others to me, you are benefiting yourself. 

My work is your opportunity. But when you allow yourself to intervene between you and my work, you are 

allowing the work to take you away from me. When you put my work before yourself, the work will go right, 

although not necessarily smoothly. And when the work does not go right, it means you have put yourself 

between it and its accomplishment. 

The way of my work is the way of effacement which is the way of strength, not of weakness; and through it you 

become mature in my love. At this stage, you cannot know what real love is, but through working for me as 

you should work for me, you will arrive at that ripeness where, in a moment, I can give you That which you 

have been seeking for millions of years. 

Through this undying message, Baba in a straightforward manner confronted his children. Throughout the program, 

he continued to urge them to change for the better in his love. 

 

After the message was read, Baba gestured, “If it rains, the program is finished!” Again he remarked to Ben 

Hayman, “If you go to sleep, I will go to sleep!” 

Lata Limaye of Ahmednagar was called to sing a ghazal of Jigar (Baba’s favorite contemporary poet), and Baba 

urged her to sing it with all her heart without paying attention to the presence of the vast audience. She sang it 

melodiously, and Baba translated Jigar’s words: 

The lover says: “Never let anyone drink the Wine of love!” His life is then nothing but turmoil. He is like a fish 

out of water; he experiences a volcano within. His entire existence gets torn to pieces.” 

And yet, he pleads: “Let me have that Wine of love!” But once he gets that experience of Union with Beloved 

God, he realizes the divine bliss. Then he experiences himself as the only One, the Reality. 

Extremely pleased with her singing, Baba embraced Lata amidst the crowd’s appreciative applause. 

Next, from Andhra under the direction of Bhaskara Raju, a scene from their Telugu play Burra Katha was staged, 

depicting Baba’s life and work. Four men walked on stage to the accompaniment of tabla and harmonium. One 

narrated Baba’s life, while the others, dressed to represent a Muslim (Bhaskara Raju), a Christian (Venkatacharya) 

and a Hindu (Satyam), interrogated him. In between, Baba’s glory was extolled in songs. By staging the play at 

many different places in India, they had disseminated Baba’s messages. That day was their 150th performance. 

Baba quipped, “My workers make me naked! They tell of my childhood, how mischievous I was!” 

Eruch then approached the microphone and relayed the management’s request for all to pay their transport fees. 

Eruch added, when Baba gestured to him, “Baba says he has been talking about God, and now I have spoiled the 

atmosphere by talking about transport charges!” 

Around 4:00 P.M., Jaipuri Qawaal began singing. He and his qawaali group had sung before Baba the previous May 

in Guruprasad, and Baba enjoyed his performance very much. 

Habib Qawaal also sang a ghazal. During his singing, at times, Baba would explain the meaning of certain verses. At 

one point, he translated: 

These are wonderful words. The lover tells the Beloved, the Perfect Master: “O my Beloved, I am also 

nonexistent in your love. I am burned up from head to foot. I am a live volcano all aflame! Don’t stop the tears 

that fall in the pain of separation from you! Don’t comfort me — don’t wipe away my tears with your daaman 



 

 

— otherwise your own daaman will burn. I only want union with you, nothing else; otherwise, keep away!” 

This is the complaint of the lover. 

The lover warns other lovers: "Beware! Once you drink the wine of love, you do not belong to yourself. You 

are dead to the world. You cannot complain, for love seals your lips!” 

Here is a warning to Baba lovers: Either keep away from this wine of love of Beloved Baba, or if you taste it, 

seal your lips against all complaints! 

The joke is that the lover says: “I try my best to tread the Path; yet when I see you, I lose myself; I do not know 

where I am!” It is impossible to appreciate this qawaali song without understanding the depth of the meaning of 

the words. They are full of love; it is the language of the heart. 

Another couplet sung by Habib Qawaal was: 

Whoever is struck by this disease of separation from the Beloved never feels rested; 

He is always restless like a fish out of water, but he cannot complain. 

And: 

In the court of the Perfect Master, 

Wavering faith has no place. 

Explaining that couplet, Baba observed: 

It is not easy to take me as the Avatar of the Age. It requires great daring. Here in the meeting hall are the select 

few who dared to drink the Wine of love. Here there is no room for those that are shortsighted and weak of 

heart. Here one must have great daring; one must be prepared to carry one’s head in the palm of one’s hand. 

It is no joke to love. If you have come to see this as fun, you will become fun yourself! The singer is saying: 

I tried to see you a thousand ways, but I could not see you! 

I see a beautiful face, eyes, nose, limbs, but I cannot see your Oceanic Form. 

I have knocked my head on a thousand thresholds, but I cannot see your Real Form. 

But only one in a billion can see me as I really am, in my Real Form. The meeting in Oneness is quite different 

from this sort of darshan. For that, unique love for and unflinching faith in me are essential. But do not worry. 

In this hall, all the cups of Wine are empty. But when the Divine Wine-seller opens his eyes, simultaneously all 

cups will be filled with love. Let us hope it will be soon! When I break my silence with that Word of Words, all 

your cups will be filled to the brim full of love — and then you may drink to your hearts’ content. 

I am that Drop that has swallowed the whole Ocean! If you were to really love me, maybe one day you will see 

me as I really am. Love me wholeheartedly and you might one day get a glimpse of my Reality. 

As Jaipuri Qawaal sang, Baba’s face looked more radiant than a thousand suns. His being in all states of divine love 

was seen physically on his face. None knew how the two hours passed so quickly. All longed to be in his presence 

for some time more. Neither words, nor music, nor anything else was required. It was pure joy just to look at Baba. 

His luminous countenance contained Wine and intoxicated all. 

At 6:00 P.M., the musicians sang Madhusudan’s arti and then embraced Baba. With the arti, the day’s function came 

to a close. 

 

On Sunday morning, 4 November 1962 at 6:00 A.M., those who had not met Baba before, arrived by buses, and as 

instructed, began streaming through the gates of Guruprasad. Hearing their shouts of acclamation, Baba, the all-

merciful Father, was already on the dais, and he immediately commenced embracing his children, one by one. The 

darshan pandal was empty — there were no throngs at this meeting — and by nine o’clock, all had had Baba’s 

darshan and embrace. 

After meeting with his Eastern lovers, Baba went to the hall in Guruprasad to see the Westerners. “He looked 

terribly tired, infinitely tired,” Filis Frederick recorded. “His face was full of Christ-suffering.” 

But within a few moments, Baba seemed fresh and glowing. He greeted his lovers, “Since six o’clock this morning, 

I have been on the dais. All else is suspended for the sake of my lovers. I cannot give embraces. I have to be free for 

the public at 2:00 P.M. This morning I have done my duty of love; now you will help.” 



 

 

Within these four days, Baba had embraced almost 7,000 lovers, and he told the Westerners: “Your love gives me 

strength and renews me, which is borne out this morning. I have come after embracing 3,000 lovers!” 

Baba informed the group, “In about half an hour, you will hear some of the best musicians of India. They play 

classical music. The chief singer is Vinayak Rao Patwardhan. He visited Russia some months ago, and it is said that 

[the Russian Premier Nikita] Khrushchev looked down his throat to see if he was concealing some instrument, so 

remarkable is his voice! 

“Patwardhan and his whole family love me very much. He usually charges a big fee to perform, but gives his best 

performance for me without any fee. When I sent him word, he postponed his engagement in Calcutta and will soon 

be here to sing before me.” 

Referring to a qawaali sung the day before, Baba commented, “The lover complained about separation from his 

Beloved. The Beloved seems very callous. The lover has to stitch up his lips. This is what happens when you get the 

gift of love from God! Thus, suffering is God’s gift to man. 

“The seventh-plane Biblical saint Zacharias sealed his lips, although he was sawed from head to toe! I am thinking 

of sewing you up, Anita, from head to foot to seal your lips!” 

Baba asked where Ivy Duce was, and also Helen Webb. Both were ill with the flu and had stayed at their hotels. 

Baba sent Charmian Duce to bring them, stating this occasion was their last chance to see him in his physical form. 

Then he began to joke with the group. He teased Harry Kenmore about his big appetite and eating so much. “Right 

after breakfast he is hungry!” 

When Baba heard that Marion Florsheim and Zaronhi Bahjejian had gotten back their passports from the thieves, he 

commented, “Nothing goes anywhere, but it comes to me. Remember that you wanted to give me Rs.400? The thief 

took away exactly Rs.400. So, now it is settled.” 

Baba reminded the group to send him one letter when they returned home. He also stated, “In 1963, I will not see 

anyone, nor hear any correspondence. I will prepare for the urge to break my silence. In an emergency, you may 

send me a telegram reply-paid. Reply-paid forms, when not needed for replying to you, can then be used for cabling 

others.” 

Baba reprimanded Kenmore for yawning, and when he retorted that he was relaxing, Baba declared, “If I relaxed, 

everything would collapse!” 

Baba advised them not to go to far-off places in the north of India or they might get stranded, and also to inform 

Meherjee of their departure plans. Some of the Eastern volunteers came in to embrace Baba. 

At one point, Baba urged, “Instead of blood, let the love of God flow through your veins! Is it possible, Francis?” 

Francis replied, “Nothing is impossible when you say it!” 

Patwardhan arrived and began warming up. At 10:10 A.M., the music started. Kamat was playing the tabla; there was 

also a sitar player (Laxman Waze) and a flutist (Sakaram Jaibahar). At one point, Kamat gave a solo performance, 

and Baba told the Westerners to watch his fingers. All applauded when Kamat finished. After an hour, the musicians 

embraced Baba and departed. Baba remarked, “If you could understand what he just sang, you would feel so happy. 

There will be no singing tomorrow.” 

At one point, Baba questioned his lovers, “Do you want to see me like this [touching his body] or like this?” and he 

raised his arms and gazed upward with a glorious look on his face. Before anyone could say a word, Baba, again 

stretching his arms high, declared, “Like this! You should want God the Beloved!” 

Burjor Bode, the engineer of the Poona Municipality, came in to embrace Baba. Baba then introduced him to the 

Westerners. 

Before the morning session ended, Baba asked the men and women to exchange seats for the afternoon, because the 

women had been sitting in the sun on their side of the pandal for three consecutive days. 

Irwin and Edward Luck and Phil Cowans were lingering by the door after everyone had filed out. They, too, turned 

to leave when all of a sudden Baba snapped his fingers loudly. They turned and looked at him, and he gestured, 

“Remember, I am God in human form.” Again, they turned to go. Baba snapped his fingers and repeated, 

“Remember, I am God in the human form! That is all you need to know!” and then he motioned for them to leave. 

Irwin had a feeling that he was supposed to see Baba again that day and asked Eruch, who went back inside to 

consult Baba. Baba gestured no, they were mistaken, and Irwin, Edward and Phil left. 



 

 

That night, both Luck brothers had similar dreams of dying on a battlefield in a war and of Baba being present but 

not looking at them (although they were repeating his name). The next morning, Baba called them. Some of the 

Australians were singing, and Baba asked if anyone had had a dream. The Luck brothers narrated theirs. 

 

Before the start of the darshan function that afternoon, Baba met with his Andhra workers. Concerning work done in 

his name, he told them: 

I am not at all satisfied with the present state of affairs concerning my cause in Andhra, and with the workers’ 

attitude toward one another in conducting and carrying out my work. I definitely expect my lovers to strive to 

work in my cause as one unit, devoid of any faction and bitter feelings against one another. Whatever may have 

happened in the past should be completely forgotten, and whosoever was considered to be blameworthy should 

now be completely forgiven after the Prayer of Repentance [which was recited at the end of the meeting]. 

There is no one who is to be blamed for anything — it is all my game! 

All of you have been doing Baba-work out of love for me and for my cause, and I have been pleased with the 

work done so far. But I will be made truly happy by your love, if my workers sink all differences and work as 

one heart with many hands for the sake of my love. 

The responsible workers should sit together and form a body fully responsible for Baba-work in Andhra. The 

central office of such a body should also be responsible for immediately relaying to Baba lovers throughout 

Andhra state any message from me, or any important communication when sent from me directly, or sent from 

me through Adi. 

Baba also wished that the various Meher Centers in Andhra remain in constant touch with this central office through 

correspondence. All correspondence directly concerning the function of each Meher Center in Andhra should be 

addressed to the office of this responsible body, instead of writing to Baba or to Adi in Ahmednagar. However, Adi 

should be kept informed from time to time of the different centers’ reports. 

V. V. Narayana Rao was informed by Baba that he should help in the formation of a body of responsible heads of 

workers, and that this body should satisfactorily represent all important Meher Centers. In the end, Baba exhorted all 

present: 

Work harmoniously and forget completely the faults of one another. Remain steadfast in your love for and faith 

in me. I warn all of you to tighten your grip on my daaman, for the time is approaching when there will be 

waves of manifestation of love for me from all quarters. The time will come when even my old lovers will be 

pushed aside by the waves of new lovers coming closer to me in their love for me. 

Therefore, it is best to sink all differences and to remain very close to me with a very firm grip on my daaman. I 

am the Ancient One. 

 

Mass darshan for the public was fixed at 2:00 P.M. on Sunday afternoon, 4 November 1962. Before this, only those 

with badges could attend the daily programs. Almost 6,000 Baba lovers were waiting inside the pandal to witness 

this maha (big) darshan. Crowds had begun collecting outside Guruprasad since 1:00 P.M. Baba came on the 

platform at 1:15 P.M., flashing the same enticing smile. His chair was moved to the edge of the dais so those in line 

could take his darshan in rapid succession while passing in front of him. A green pillow was placed under each arm 

and another pillow under his feet. 

It was quite warm at the time and the Westerners were fanning themselves. Addressing them, Baba remarked 

humorously, “This heat is nothing. If you were inside the sun itself, that would not compare with the heat of divine 

love within the true lover of God. You call yourselves lovers, and you cannot bear this ordinary heat? God the 

Beloved does not allow one to use fans, but here Beloved Baba does permit you to have fans!” 

Waves of laughter responded to Baba’s statement, and the attention of the crowd was focused on him. 

The start of the day’s program commenced with Don Stevens reading the “Universal Message” over the 

microphone, which Baba had first given in Meherabad on 10 July 1958. Baba then addressed the audience: 

Next year, I will not be available to anyone, either from the East or the West. I must prepare for the urge to 

break my silence. I have to break my silence and give my Word to the world. But I have not yet prepared 

myself for the urge to break my silence, and I must, because the burden of the universe is growing unbearable 

for me. I have been telling you all I will break my silence next year, but now next year means next year! For 

the first time, I take the responsibility of my own promise to you all! The silence can no longer prevent the 

utterance of the Original Word! 



 

 

Baba’s declaration gave rise to a serious atmosphere in the pandal, during which he asked Harry Kenmore to recite 

the Prayer of Repentance. “You should all pay attention to this prayer in my presence,” Baba urged. “I want you to 

forget and forgive everything of the past and start a new chapter in life!” 

Everyone stood as the prayer was recited. At its conclusion, Baba made a beautiful gesture as if taking away the load 

and burden of his lovers’ collective past. Then, for the first time in many years, he allowed the men mandali to come 

and place their forehead on his feet, one by one. Like others, when Bhau’s turn came to bow down, tears 

spontaneously welled up in his eyes. Baba had remarked he would open the gate of his Heart a little during this 

gathering and release some of his love, and this was the cause of Bhau’s tears 

Baba announced, “If I finish giving my darshan to the public, you may all bow down to me. If not, you can all go 

home thinking you have taken my darshan, which you have had for the last four days.” 

Sadashiv Patil was standing in one corner of the platform distributing prasad that Baba had touched. One candy was 

given to each of the mandali. It was 2:00 P.M., and long lines of people were standing in the hot sun waiting to be 

allowed inside for darshan. After the mandali finished taking darshan, the public was allowed to enter. People from 

all walks of life, men and women separately, began filing past the Divine Beloved in form. After each had placed 

their head on Baba’s feet, they were hurried along as the Poona bhajan group sang. In small ways, those who came 

for darshan expressed their love and faith. Some brought garlands, others flowers, fruit or coconuts. Some of the 

Westerners (including Brynar Mehl) and Easterners took pictures; Aneece Hassen (one of Ivy Duce’s Sufis who was 

meeting Baba for the first time), Liz Sacalis, Beheram, Jehangu, and a few others took films. 

Baba commented, “I am in the least one of them and in every one of you. No one is low and no one high in my 

nazar. Because God is One, I am One, you are all One. There is no difference of tall or short, man or woman, 

beautiful or ugly, rich or poor. All are one in my nazar.” 

At the back of the pandal, a woman devotee began crying out loudly, “Baba, Baba!” She came rushing forward and 

was grasped by the workers and taken outside. Baba gestured with his hands at his neck, “She is full of love, but if 

permitted to come to me she would take hold of me and never let go!” 

Baba told the Westerners, “When the queue is over, you may come to me and bow down, and that will be the first 

bowing down and the last bowing down.” In small groups, the Western women were taken inside to say goodbye to 

Mehera and the other women mandali. 

That day, for the first time, several devotees from Andhra, as well as the Nafde family of Bhopal, and the Lokhande 

family of Nagpur had the opportunity of singing before Baba. During their session, the Andhra bhajan group sang 

this Sanskrit shloka (verse) from the Bhagavad Gita: “For the salvation of saints, the extermination of sinners and 

the establishment of [true] religion, I am born age after age!” 

The line of those waiting for darshan extended about a third of a mile along the road outside the gates. At 3:30 P.M., 

it was estimated almost 7,000 persons were waiting, so Baba had the line sped up. 

Several newspaper reporters were present. After taking darshan, one reporter from the Hindi newspaper the 

Maharashtra Times, quickly asked Baba, “Who will win the war between India and China?” 

Baba replied, “As the Avatar of the Age, I have taken birth in India — so Bharat [India] will eventually be 

victorious. Just now, someone was reciting the call of Lord Krishna in the Gita. I am Lord Krishna, I am the Ancient 

One. Time and time again, I come down to protect and redeem my lovers. I am the Christ, the Personification of 

Love.” 

Shouts erupted from each language group, as Baba’s pronouncement of his Avatarhood and India’s victory were 

translated. (Baba’s statement was published in most newspapers in India, and two weeks later, China unexpectedly 

declared a ceasefire and withdrew its troops across the border.) 

As thousands filed past Baba, Bernard Bruford of Australia was struck by “Baba’s economy of love and energy.” 

Baba would make everyone feel that they were special; when he would greet someone, he would give that man or 

woman his full attention. The moment that person bowed and lowered his eyes, Baba would greet someone else, but 

when the person raised his head and looked up, Baba would always be ready and look at the man or woman again. 

Each felt his or her welcome was special and exclusive. “It was like clockwork,” said Bernard. “I was intrigued 

watching this for hours.” And, if Baba did not turn back, it was always when the person bowing did not look back up 

at him before moving on. 

Anthony Thorpe of New Zealand met Baba for the first time at the East-West Gathering and felt similarly: 



 

 

Baba was working through so many different souls. All of mankind was represented, from the highest to the 

lowest, and Baba was working through them. We were in a way like puppets on a string. We were there doing 

or serving part of Baba’s work.  

While meeting each one, Baba adjusted to that person’s level. To those who were shy, Baba appeared shy and a 

bit awkward with them; to those who were bold, Baba was just the same. He knew exactly what to say. This 

was the man-part of God coming down to our level, being able to communicate so readily heart to heart.  

Apart from giving this tremendous darshan to thousands upon thousands, one could see that he was really very 

frail — he was so compassionate that his own body did not matter at all. You could see the tension, the 

tremendous weariness of bowing down and receiving all these gifts and garlands. Baba with his own very worn 

down body would bear this with wonderful grace, because being both God and man, his man-part must have 

felt the same discomfort as you and I would under those same circumstances. 

I also felt the majesty of Baba, something very potent. I remember one time when Baba folded his hands to the 

gathering, giving his blessings to us. The whole pandal was absolutely quiet. Baba was quiet. You felt there 

was something tremendous going on.  

Brynar Mehl and others had found that being under the pandal was an intense experience. He shared these 

memories: 

Just being in the pandal watching Baba was so exhausting to me. By lunchtime, I would be dead, utterly 

drained. Baba was so alive. Watching him was like watching a five-ring circus. People would be coming 

forward to bow down, they would be giving him things, he would take it, give it to the mandali, give 

instructions, his fingers constantly going, his eyes constantly moving. He would focus on something and then 

be a million miles away. In addition, he could go very pale, and then suddenly the color would come back. One 

moment, he would look very alive, and the next like a corpse. It was extraordinary. It was like watching the sky 

during a storm: clouds blow by, then it clears, then it is sunny, then raining, then rays of light come down 

through the clouds. 

It went on at this pace, absolutely nonstop. I would be so exhausted I could not watch it all. By the end of the 

day, I just wanted to get out of there. Can you imagine wanting to leave Baba’s presence? It was so intense, I 

would be glad just to get out of that pandal. 

 

Although Baba was greeting each of those who came with love, on one occasion that afternoon, this unusual 

incident occurred. During the darshan, a soldier came forward carrying a huge garland. Just then, Baba’s attention 

was drawn elsewhere and the man was hurried along before Baba could turn back to him. Undeterred, the soldier 

went outside, purchased another garland and stood in the line again. After more than an hour of inching slowly 

forward, he stood before Baba once more. But again, just at that moment, someone on the stage began talking with 

Baba, and his attention was diverted. The soldier was furious and left. Baba’s distraction was no accident, and he 

had his own reasons for causing it on behalf of the man. 

Two hours elapsed, but no lessening of the number of people in line was evident. Because it was an open darshan, 

none had been prevented from coming, and the rows of people contained rich, poor, educated, uneducated, both old 

and young, and villagers and city folk. 

Eruch wiped perspiration from Baba’s neck and brow. At 4:30 P.M., Baba gestured, “At this rate, they won’t be able 

to have my darshan. The Westerners will have no chance, either.” 

Kitty replied from the front row, “It is enough just to sit here and watch you.” 

Baba answered her, “It is one thing to see the ocean and another to dip your feet in it! Anyway, go on taking darshan 

of those taking darshan!” 

Still the crowd seemed endless. At 4:45 P.M., Baba stated to the Westerners, “After a long time, I am giving my 

Poona lovers the opportunity to bow down to my feet. In January 1956, I gave my last public darshan in Poona. 

Today, I have again allowed the Poona public to come for my darshan. After they are finished, you will have an 

opportunity — if it doesn’t rain.” 

To Harry Kenmore he remarked, “Your thoughts are on me within.” 

At 5:30 P.M. Baba announced, “It is impossible for all to come near me and bow down to my feet. The queue is in 

the same place where it was. You have been gazing at me all this time. Carry my form there in your heart and see it 

as often as possible.” 



 

 

The blind Harry Kenmore, guided by Christine Wise, walked through the long darshan line. Seeing him, Baba 

cracked, “You are a daredevil to go in the queue, but you are blessed for it!” 

At six o’clock the gates of Guruprasad were closed, though the lines of those waiting for darshan still stretched far 

into the distance. Despite that, it took half an hour more before all those inside had filed past Baba. One American 

danced, Leonard Willoughby sang a song and finally, with one voice, all joined in the arti. At 7:00 P.M. the 

indescribable East-West Gathering concluded. “All of you, take me with you,” were Baba’s final words as he waved 

goodbye with an upraised arm. 

Sometime later, Baba was driven in the car among the crowd. Though the gates of Guruprasad had been closed, the 

crowd had broken them down in their intense desire to see him. From inside the car he thus gave them a glimpse of 

himself, and they had his blessing. 

John Haynes was returning to New York early, with Don Stevens and some of the ballet dancers. During the 

gathering, he had been wondering how Baba could love each of them as individuals. When so many thousands loved 

Baba, he thought, it seemed incredible that Baba knew each of their souls, and that they were not just one of the 

masses. John decided to test Baba. He wanted some kind of sign, some proof, some confirmation that he counted in 

Baba’s heart. 

As the crowd was pressing toward the exits, Baba was leaning over listening to Eruch. John was near the door. In 

the middle of this throng of humanity pushing its way out of the pandal, wanting to see whether Baba would say 

goodbye to him, John raised his hand and waved it back and forth. Just then the crowd separated momentarily and 

Baba turned, smiled and gestured his sign of perfection. He had been turned the other way just seconds before. John 

burst into tears because Baba had given him exactly what he wanted. 

With the sweet memory of this unique gathering filling their minds, and with their hearts laden with the richness of 

the Beloved’s presence, all began leaving the grounds of Guruprasad. Only one tender echo was heard emanating 

from them: “Baba ... Baba ... Baba! When will we meet again?” 

 

The Westerners were called to Guruprasad for a final meeting on Monday morning, 5 November 1962, and Baba 

made his usual inquiries about their health and other matters. Marion Florsheim said she felt sad. Baba replied, 

“Why should you be sad? Take me [home] in your hearts. Many of the Easterners would have left last night without 

seeing me, so I went out in the car and gave them darshan, and they were very surprised.” 

Maharani Shantadevi entered and sat on the floor close to Baba. Baba continued describing how Ramakrishnan had 

had to make arrangements to accommodate the thousands who had come, and also stated that after the meeting this 

morning all should disperse except for Ned Foote, with whom Baba wished to talk for five minutes. 

As more people entered the hall, Baba queried, “Are you in good health?” A few had colds. He informed them, 

“Tomorrow is the day for your trip to Ahmednagar to visit my final resting place at Meherabad, and my residence at 

Meherazad. I want you all to go, health permitting. Meherabad, where I will rest after dropping my body, is now like 

a desert. After 100 years it will flourish into a place of pilgrimage. People from all over the world will want to visit 

it in their lifetime. It has a definite atmosphere. Meherazad is now my residence. Mehera looks after the garden.” 

Baba asked, “How many are not going to Ahmednagar?” About 20 persons were staying in Poona for various 

reasons. 

Interpreting Baba’s gestures, Eruch said, “Jeanne [Shaw], Baba wants you to go. What if you die going on this 

pilgrimage, you will be blessed if you die on the way to my last resting place.” Jeanne smiled and nodded her 

agreement. 

Mona and Manohar Sakhare entered to say goodbye to Baba. They embraced him tearfully and Baba lightly patted 

their backs. At one point during the gathering, Baba had called Mona on the stage. At first she had refused to come. 

She was angry with Baba. Her health had been poor for quite a while, and she had been in and out of hospitals. Baba 

sent Eruch again to call her onstage and this time she came. Baba told her, “I know how much you have suffered. I 

know — but won’t you bear this infinitesimal amount of suffering for me? I suffer for the whole universe. Will you 

not share in my suffering?” Mona burst out sobbing uncontrollably. Baba gave her his handkerchief, wiped her tears 

and consoled her.  

Baba instructed Elizabeth to take a garland worn by him to be preserved at the Myrtle Beach Center. 

Kitty had lived with Baba in India for fifteen years (1937 to 1952), but during Baba’s 1952 visit to America, he 

asked her to stay in Myrtle Beach. At Guruprasad, Kitty asked Baba if she would be returning to India to stay with 

him. Baba replied she was to remain in Myrtle Beach and continue to help Elizabeth. He permitted her to break her 



 

 

return journey to see her brother Herbert in England, and also Will Backett, who had not attended the gathering due 

to his frail health. Kitty recalled how she felt: 

I think I would admit that this was the saddest day of my life, the sadness of realizing that I was definitely to 

return and wholeheartedly make my home in the West. Until 1962, there had still remained the glimmer of 

hope that one day Baba would call and I would return to India to live once again in close proximity to his 

physical presence. 

Kitty felt that she would never see Baba again, and she was right. For most of the Westerners who attended the East-

West Gathering, it was their final opportunity of being in Baba’s physical presence. 

Continuing about their bus trip to Ahmednagar the next day, Baba remarked, “Don and Dr. Bharucha will be 

accompanying you. Francis, are you going? Please see that no one dies en route. Jeanne,” he teased, “stop 

worrying!” 

Baba added, “You all will leave at six o’clock tomorrow morning. Meherjee wants to know if you want snacks on 

the bus, or tea and toast in your hotels?” Baba himself decided, “No snacks!” 

Baba asked Charles Purdom, “What are you thinking? Why are you sad?” 

“Because this is the last,” Charles answered. 

Four men entered to take their leave of Baba, speaking in Persian, praying to Baba to give them strength to carry on 

his work in Iran. Baba commented to all present: 

The Muslims are fanatics. If in Iran anyone were to say that God has descended in human form, he would be 

slaughtered. It takes great daring. It is not like India where people accept the concept of the Avatar coming 

again and again. But even the Muslims’ hearts are turning. Once they understand, there will be throngs of them 

— perhaps by the time I drop my body. And because of their fanatic nature, it will be impossible to stop them 

coming here — even without passports! 

All this nothing is adnyan [ignorance]. God alone is real. Once you are able to see Him within yourself, then it 

is all bliss. This bliss is unimaginable. 

When you cannot imagine that bliss, what about that infinite knowledge? Knowledge in an instant! Knowledge 

of the past, the present and the future! This infinite knowledge makes God omnipotent. Because He knows 

everything, He does not have to do anything in order to know. This knowledge is beyond the function of the 

mind. 

Some of the American Sufis asked Mani if they could perform a short skit for Baba on this final morning, and when 

the idea was put to Baba he agreed. The short, burlesque performance (spontaneously concocted the night before) 

was meant to satirize the three professions Baba had earlier approved for Khaled Al-Faqih, Gary Mullins and Brynar 

Mehl. Charmian Duce was the Master of Ceremonies and over the microphone she began: “This morning some of 

Baba’s children are happy to present a light entertainment titled ‘Forgive us Lord our little jokes on Thee and we’ll 

forgive Thee Thy great big joke on we!’ ” Khaled came in dressed as a doctor and bent over Baba to listen to his 

heartbeat, saying, “Oh Baba, you have an enlarged heart!” Feeling his pulse he said, “Oh Baba, you have very high 

grace pressure! ... Baba, I must check your throat condition. Please open your mouth and say OM!” 

Baba very solemnly refused by shaking his head. Then Khaled said he would write a prescription for Baba to cure 

him. Entering into the spirit of the play, Baba threw up his hands and pretended to be terrified at such a prospect. 

Khaled started to leave, but Baba called him back and said, “Doctor, I will take your prescription if it will not make 

me go to sleep for 700 years!” 

Khaled reassured him and Charmian read out the required medication: “... 2cc of Urge ... 1 large darshan daiquiri ...” 

Baba was highly amused. Then Three-B came in dressed up as a cow. Brynar Mehl took the part of Krishna and 

Khaled as a “lovely” gopi. 

Beheram had been filming the East-West Gathering and wished to take some parting shots of Baba and the 

Westerners together on the steps of Guruprasad. After the skit, all went outside in the sunshine with Baba, and the 

filming took place. 

At 9:25 A.M., Golwalkar and Kamat came to give an hour’s recital on the sarangi and tabla. At Baba’s request, the 

musicians played the traditional “bride’s song,” which depicts a new bride, joyful about her marriage but sad to 

depart from her parent’s home. An appropriate choice of music for how most of the Westerners felt. 

Baba asked Ben Hayman, “Ben, what is your percent of happiness today?” 

Dr. Hayman replied, “One hundred and fifty percent!” 



 

 

Baba gestured for each to come forward individually for their final embrace. Some stepped forward at once, others 

hung back. A few prostrated themselves full length before Baba. Some kissed his feet and were crying at the thought 

of separation, others looked grave. Baba gestured to them, “Look happy!” 

All cheered when 93-year-old Ruth White walked unaided up the aisle and embraced Baba. He gestured to her, “My 

soldier!” 

After Jane Haynes had kissed his feet (“The culmination of my entire life was at that moment,” she later said), Baba 

asked her, “Are you happy?” She nodded, and Baba declared to her, “I am the Christ. I am the Christ. Open your 

eyes that you may see me as I really am.” 

Baba looked like a little child to her, “so tiny you could have picked him up,” she recalled. 

Jane Haynes’ daughter, Wendy, had been sitting on the floor next to Baba’s chair during the music program and had 

nodded off to sleep for a few minutes until Baba shook her awake. Wendy was feeling shy and self-conscious before 

meeting Baba this trip. She was now eleven years old and more aware of who Baba was. But as soon as he embraced 

her on that first day, her shyness vanished and she was thrilled once again to be with him. At one point, she was 

hopping about so happily that Baba called her his “gazelle.” 

On another occasion, Baba asked Wendy, “Who do you love more, Mommy or Baba?” Wendy started to say “Mom 

...” but caught herself and quickly said, “Oh, you Baba!” Baba laughed and gestured, “Your love for your mother 

pleases me. Always keep cheerful in my love.” 

When she came forward for her last embrace, Wendy Haynes recounted: 

When my turn came, I came within a foot of Baba, and suddenly I looked down or Baba looked up and our eyes 

met. Everything stopped. Everything in the room disappeared. I felt like I had disappeared. I was no longer 

there but I felt such love coming from Baba, such oneness as if there was a circle of love flowing between us, 

but I had no consciousness of myself. I felt as if I were drowning in Baba’s eyes. I thought I was actually 

falling backwards and at that instant the experience stopped. Baba looked at me and his eyes twinkled as if to 

say: “How about that?” Then I went forward to get my embrace. 

Whenever I was with Baba, I felt that time had stopped. There was no sense of beginning or end. It seemed like 

forever. 

Ann Conlon had been feeling restless during the darshan because of the lack of individual attention that Baba paid to 

them. She felt as if Baba had actually begun to withdraw from them. At one point, during an afternoon program, she 

went to stand at the end of the dais determined not to move until Baba looked at her. He did with a glance, which 

indicated, “All right, I have looked at you; now go sit down!” 

Receiving her last embrace, as she bent over to kiss Baba goodbye, Baba kissed her on both cheeks. Ann was so 

happy to receive his embrace she whispered, “Thank you, Baba, thank you.” Baba’s expression glowed. He shook 

his head and Ann knew he wished to convey, “That’s the way — as happy leaving as when you came!” 

Getting up from his seat, Baba cautioned all not to come to Guruprasad that afternoon. “And Harry, don’t phone, 

either!” Glancing around, Baba slowly retired to his room. Everyone continued gazing at him as he left, eager to 

retain the image of his departing form in their hearts. 

Age concluded, “Through the East-West Gathering, many ‘birds’ became acquainted with the Garden and its 

fragrant perfume-blossom scent went home with them. But before it was possible for them to build their nests and 

reside there forever, they had to learn about flowers, fruit, trees, water, sunshine — in other words, about obedience 

and surrenderance.” 

Baba discussed a certain matter alone with Ned Foote for five minutes after the morning session. He had spoken 

with him privately at other times during the gathering also. Ned wondered about it. “I can’t understand why Baba 

spends so much time with me,” he remarked to Elizabeth. “There are a lot of other people here more spiritual than 

I.” 

“Oh, that’s easy,” Elizabeth replied. “Baba loves raw material!” 

That afternoon Adele Wolkin saw Baba again about her nursing career, and also to deliver a gift of medical supplies. 

Adele had been permitted by Baba to come to India for a midwifery course in Bombay. Correspondence about this 

had been going on for almost a year. Originally, she was to have come at the end of June for six months, but Baba 

postponed her arrival until the 19th of October 1962. She accepted a job at the Wadia Maternity Home in Parel. 

A few of the things Baba remarked to her were: “Within one year, I will break my silence, then drop my body. My 

glorification shall last for one year. I am impatient to break my silence, to prepare for the urge to break it.” 



 

 

Before Adele left, Baba said, “You must pass through the ocean of fire and come out alive.” 

Another who saw Baba that afternoon at 5:00 P.M. was Charles Purdom, who discussed his forthcoming revised 

version of Baba’s first English biography The Perfect Master (later expanded and published as The God-Man).279 

Baba met with him for an hour and explained certain points for the book. (Adi and Bal Natu were also reading and 

correcting the manuscript.) 

At one point, Purdom asked Baba what he intended about a “movement” in his name or the establishment of a 

“church.” Baba answered, “What I have said about form and ritual is clear enough.” Then he shrugged his shoulders 

and added, “But you know what people are like.” 

Before Purdom left, Baba kissed him on both cheeks, knowing it was the last time Charles would ever see him. 

 

At 6:00 A.M. on Tuesday morning, 6 November 1962, the Westerners climbed into four buses and five cars for their 

visits to Meherabad, Meherazad and the Ahmednagar Center. Their first stop was Meherazad, where Kaka and 

Francis gave them a tour. The mast-like man Barakoti was also there. Next, they went to the Ahmednagar Center, 

where Rustom Kaka sang and a dance of worship was performed. Sarosh hosted a breakfast and lunch at Viloo 

Villa. Afterwards they went to Meherabad, where they were led on a tour by Padri and Don. Each of the Westerners 

paid their respects at Baba’s Tomb. 

Later that day they returned to Poona, arriving at 8:30 P.M. When they were passing Guruprasad Palace, shouts of 

“Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!” were heard, and Baba too was listening. From his room, he sent Bhau to have a look as 

each bus passed. Baba was full of love for his lovers and had been remembering many of them. He had kept the 

heart of each with him and was worshiping it with love. 

Most of the Westerners left Poona early the next morning. Those who stayed were taken to Panchgani and 

Mahabaleshwar to see Baba’s cave at Tiger Valley. The Karachi group was leaving that night to return to Pakistan, 

and Baba met them a final time at Guruprasad during the day. 

On 7 November 1962, Baba sent for the workers of the Poona Center. Most of them had been engaged in one duty 

or another for the arrangements in schools and other institutions during the gathering, and they had had little chance 

to see Baba. They had labored hard day and night, and Baba praised and embraced each one, especially 

Ramakrishnan. Baba also met with those who were occupied with arranging things for the Westerners (Jalbhai, 

Jehangu, Meherjee and Meherwan). The arrangements proved to be excellent, and all had been comfortable and 

satisfied. Baba had a few words of praise for them, too. In addition, Baba showed his appreciation for Madhusudan, 

Subhadra, Pratap and Narendra Thade for singing during the program. He also saw the Bombay group that morning. 

On the afternoon of the 7th, Baba met with the Australians who had arrived late. Clarice Adams was called, and Baba 

asked about her husband, Stan. “Baba, he says to tell you he can still grin,” Clarice replied. 

Baba embraced her and gestured, “When you get home, embrace Stan and each of the children. It will be Baba’s 

embrace and love to them.” 

Bill Le Page’s son Michael was not well, so Baba saw him and his mother Joan on the 8th. 

On Saturday, 10 November 1962, Baba, along with the men and women mandali, left Poona for Meherazad. Adi 

drove him in Meherjee’s car, followed by the DeSoto driven by Shaikh, and Adi’s car driven by Waman. At 8:00 

A.M. Baba stopped at Bund Gardens, where the Poona lovers had assembled. About 65 of the Westerners, including 

Elizabeth, Kitty, Jane, Wendy and Charles Haynes, Darwin Shaw and family, Ruth White and Bili Eaton, were also 

waiting for him there. They had been delayed because of a problem in booking their return flights. Baba sat in a 

chair for a while, and departed after his arti was sung. Baba’s lovers pressed around his car to kiss his outstretched 

hand as he left. 

The sight of the East-West Gathering thrilled and pleased Age. In Baba’s love, a vast array of individuals had 

become one family, whereby distinctions of race, sect, class and religion were wiped away. It was the first time in 

this cycle that Age had witnessed such a spectacle. Age had listened attentively when the Avatar declared that he 

was the Father of the whole universe and all its inhabitants his children. Neither East nor West remained. A small 

 

279 Baba originally wanted the title of the book to be simply Meher Baba, but Purdom preferred The God-

Man. The book was first published in England in 1964. Purdom was a devout Christian, and wrote various 

essays comparing the divine missions of Jesus and Meher Baba. 



 

 

portion of humanity had become one family, which, over the years, will grow into a universal family of all mankind. 

Age collected much material for its record to help facilitate this. 

Jane Haynes has perhaps summed up the feeling of many who participated in this unique gathering when she wrote: 

The East-West Gathering was unprecedented. It was the only time in our lives that we ever experienced what 

Baba calls oneness. You hear about it and read about it and try to understand, when Baba says to try to find him 

in everyone, that we are all one. But because of our false self, it is one thing to hear it, another to experience it. 

We actually experienced oneness under the pandal. There were people of every color, race and creed present. 

But with the Beloved sitting there, moving his beautiful hands like a symphony conductor, it seemed as though 

it was one heartbeat. It felt like we were one person sitting there. Every single soul felt that he or she was the 

only one in the whole world, and Baba was giving him or her something special. His divinity made us feel that 

way. 

 

On Baba’s return to Meherazad, he instructed Bhau to write a book on the East-West Gathering. But because of his 

nightwatch duty and other engagements during the day, Bhau had not been present for many of the proceedings. 

Among the mandali, only Eruch and Francis fully participated at every program. Eruch read Baba’s signs and 

gestures, and Francis was with the Australians and other Westerners. Therefore, when Bhau expressed his inability 

to write a full account, Baba asked Francis to do it, which he executed to Baba’s full satisfaction. 

After the other men retired, Francis would prepare tea for himself at 9:00 P.M., write until 1:00 or 2:00 A.M., prepare 

more tea, and then sleep. When Baba came to mandali hall in the morning, he would call Francis. Francis would 

come looking very sleepy, his legs quite stiff. Each morning, Baba would hand him “half-a-moon” (a stimulant) to 

prevent him from falling asleep.280 

Baba had asked the Westerners to write one letter to him when they returned home, and these began pouring in to 

Meherazad, each filled with love. Every letter was read out to Baba, and love radiated from his face as he listened to 

them. 

Writing Baba was not as easy as it may sound. Persons would, at times, suffer mental anguish trying to articulate 

their heartfelt words and expressions. An example of a touching incident regarding writing a letter to Baba was later 

recounted by Henry Kashouty of Virginia: 

At the East-West Gathering in November 1962, we were told by Baba to write to him on our return home. This 

instruction from Baba weighed heavily on my mind. I struggled without success to say from my heart what 

should be said to him, but could not find the words. My delay in responding was a constant anxiety. 

Then late at night on a weekend, when I was alone at home, Fred Winterfeldt phoned me from New York City. 

He said he had received a communication from Baba: “Where is Henry’s letter?” 

After I hung up the telephone, I sat down to write Baba. It was in the early A.M. The rain started pouring down, 

thunder and lightning was continuous. In the midst of this, my response to Baba was written: 

Beloved, 

My words to you, O my Beloved, cannot be purer than I am and my heart aches. 

O Poet, I have no words for you and my dumbness is like stone that tries to cry out before you pass. 

I have no eyes to see you and my tears find no escape. 

These brutish hands hold no gift for the child of Light. 

O Magic Baba, will you tell Baba I love him? Will you look at him for me, will you carry a gift to him for me? 

                             I am yours for Eternity. — Henry 

Adi K. Irani later told me that after my response was read to Baba, he placed his hand over his heart. 

 

 
280 Baba would also give his personal watchman a stimulant to keep awake throughout the night, if he was 

sleepy. 



 

 

Baba visited Viloo Villa (where he met Sarosh’s family) and Khushru Quarters (where he saw the Khilnanis) on 

Friday morning, 16 November 1962. The following day, Harry Dedolchow saw Baba at Meherazad. Baba asked him 

when was the last time he had been with a woman. Harry’s face turned red and he admitted to having committed 

certain past indiscretions. Baba emphasized to him:  

I am the Ocean. Everything gets dissolved and drowned in it. Now that you have come to me, have no worry. I 

have forgiven you, and you should be happy and not worry about the past. It is because of the mind that you 

feel worried. As long as the mind continues to play tricks and continues its game, you can have no peace nor 

that happiness you seek.  

Do not be led away by your mind. Thoughts will come and pass away. Mind will wander from one good 

thought to another, and from one bad, lustful thought to another. Thoughts will not stop unless the mind itself is 

effaced. There will be good thoughts, elevating thoughts, uplifting thoughts; a moment afterwards, there will be 

bad thoughts, depressing thoughts and thoughts of desperation, dashing you down to earth from the uplifting 

thoughts.  

So pay no heed to thoughts. Pay heed that you do not translate these thoughts of lust into action. Do not commit 

any lustful action with anyone, man or woman. Try your best to avoid committing any lustful action. I have 

forgiven you, so be happy now. 

I have told the Easterners and Westerners that they should hold my daaman firmly, for the time is approaching 

very fast when the impact of my Word of words will be felt by the hearts of my lovers. I will break my silence 

soon. The time is at hand. 

There is no need to fast or be on any sort of diet. You can eat meat, fish and eggs; you are free to eat any sort of 

food. You need not concentrate or meditate on any photo of Baba. A time will come when you will see me as I 

really am within your heart. Then all your worries will disappear and you will have that bliss you hanker for. In 

short, leave everything to Baba and do not worry about anything. 

There are many saints all over the place. I am not a saint, and therefore I do not give any spiritual exercises. I 

am God in human form! My grace can give you the experience of the ultimate Goal in a flash. My grace can 

take you to the Goal in a moment and not in stages. Therefore, you need not sit in meditation or concentrate on 

any Baba picture. A time will come when you will gaze on Baba himself in your heart!  

I am the only Master and God. I want you to think of me and love me more and hold on to my daaman, as the 

time for the Word is drawing very near. 

On 25 November, nine of Baba’s Poona lovers came to Meherazad. Ramakrishnan read out his account of the East-

West Gathering. Arnavaz and Nariman arrived on the 30th and brought food in honor of Nariman’s birthday. Jim 

Mistry arrived on the 1st. All three stayed at Meherazad and returned to Bombay on the 2nd. 

On 1 December 1962, a Life Circular was issued stating that for reasons of his very important Universal work, Baba 

did not wish his birthday celebrated in 1963, anywhere in the world. His lovers were also reminded that Baba 

wished them not to write to him or any of the mandali during 1963, except in cases of emergency. 

On the morning of the 2nd, Baba explained: 

I have two bodies — a human body and a Universal body. Also a human mind and a Universal mind. When it 

was absolutely essential to convince Arjuna, I [as Krishna] showed him a glimpse — just the tiniest glimpse — 

of my Universal body, and he felt overpowered with just that. 

I have All-bliss but I do not touch it or make use of it. Not to make use of the Bliss which is mine is agony. But 

if the Avatar could make use of the Bliss that is his, how could his suffering be called “suffering,” and of what 

benefit would his self-imposed suffering for mankind be! As a human, the Avatar does not touch the Bliss that 

is eternally at his beck and call and at his back, as it were. That is why Christ, in his agony cried, “Father, why 

hast Thou forsaken me?” He was telling himself that! 

In my present Avataric form, I suffer more than I ever did as Christ, for then I was crucified but once — now it 

is a daily crucifixion for me. The Avatar suffers physically, mentally and spiritually. 

He then spoke about Dhondi Bua, the Islampur mast with whom Baba had worked several times: 

Dhondi Bua would say, “I cannot bear comfort.” He would be practically naked in all weather and when a 

blanket or shirt, et cetera, were given him, he would refuse the gift saying, “Comfort does not agree with me. I 

cannot bear to come in contact with it!” Sometimes he would be seen rolling in the dust. This was from the 

agony of love for God that masts have. You can have not the slightest idea of what such love means. It is 

unbearable agony and burns the lover so that the mast is but a living fire. 



 

 

To Padri, Don and the others living in Meherabad, Baba said: “Be prepared for whatever changes may occur during 

1963.” But he informed them of nothing tangible about his plans, except to say that he wished to be free from 10 

December to carry out the work he had set for himself. 

Shaikh drove Mansari, Jerbai, her three daughters and Sushila to Meherazad on the 3rd. They returned to Meherabad 

by noon. 

Because of Baba’s wish to be “free,” Mehera’s birthday was celebrated early on Sunday, 9 December 1962 (instead 

of on the 23rd). About 150 close ones from Poona, Bombay, Navsari, and Ahmednagar were present that day, 

including Joseph and Kari Harb, who traveled from Poona. All arrived in Meherazad at 7:30 A.M. and took their 

seats before Baba in mandali hall. To Joseph, Baba remarked, “I am God, undoubtedly!” 

The entire Dadachanji family arrived from Bombay. Remembering Chanji, Baba reminisced: 

Since early morning, I have been thinking of Chanji, my constant companion and indefatigable secretary during 

all my travels in India and abroad. I recall the time [in 1932] we went to Hollywood with Kaka Baria, when 

many important film stars of the time met me. Once, Douglas Fairbanks and Mary Pickford invited me to their 

home as their chief guest, and many came there to shake hands with me. Mary Pickford welcomed me, saying: 

“We feel greatly honored by your presence in our home ...” and thereafter she introduced me to all those she 

had invited. Among them were Gary Cooper, Charles Laughton, Marlene Dietrich and Will Rogers who spoke 

with me for half an hour. And, of course, there was Tallulah Bankhead. I remember Marie Dressler especially; 

she took to me like a mother to her son, and invited me for dinner at her home. She fondly caressed my face 

saying: “My child, my child.” 

It was quite cool at Meherazad that morning. Baba asked some of the women whether they felt cold. They answered, 

“No.” Baba teased, “I am God, and I feel cold, but you don’t!” 

The talk was interrupted by loud shouts from Kaka Baria who was in the compound adjoining the hall, giving 

instructions to the servants. For the past two days, Kaka had been busy making arrangements for the day’s 

celebration. Baba informed them, “Kaka has had three severe heart attacks and was thought to be dead at the time of 

the last one. Who would now think that he could have been so seriously ill once upon a time!” 

Baba continued: 

Kaka used to refuse to go to the West with me, as he did not know much English. Finally, he agreed to come 

with me on the condition that I always keep him near me. During one private interview in London, Kaka had to 

wait outside my room. Some of my women followers surrounded him and wanted to speak with him. The 

thought of talking to them in English panicked poor Kaka, and to escape from the situation, he resorted to a 

wonderful stratagem: he closed his eyes, folded his hands and stood quite still. This strange sight drew more 

women around him, who called out to the others to come and have a look, for they thought Kaka was in some 

sort of samadhi! Kaka was watching them from the corner of his semi-closed eyes and praying fervently to me 

to end the interview so he could come and be with me. Five, ten, fifteen minutes elapsed but the door did not 

open. No longer could Kaka stand the strain of his self-imposed samadhi, so he suddenly opened his eyes, 

bowed to all those present and walked out of the house into the street below. 

Baba then said, “Next year is very critical for me. From tomorrow, [10 December] to the 10th of January 1963, are 

very important days for my internal work.” 

One lover abruptly entered the room and sat down. Baba turned to him and stated, “Be happy, don’t worry. I am the 

only Reality in this world. 

“Once I break my silence, great waves of people will come to me.” Pointing to those present, he said, “You will then 

be pushed away by the newcomers.” 

The talk drifted to the East-West Gathering: “Only on certain occasions do I open a little of my heart and give out a 

little love. In Poona this time, I opened a small window in my heart and doled out love. But I soon closed that 

window. When I break my silence, I shall open my heart completely and keep it open.” 

Padri entered the hall and sat in front of Jehangu’s father, Manchershaw J. Sukhadwalla, who was a short man. Mr. 

Sukhadwalla started shuffling in his seat, as he could not get a proper view of Baba. Baba noticed him and remarked 

to Padri, “If you cut your head off and give it to me, Sukhadwalla will be able to see me, and you will also come to 

me for all time.” 

Aloba was known to let his emotions get the better of him during qawaali singing, and Baba warned him, “Don’t 

jump up and down in ecstasy during the qawaali today.” 



 

 

The group had been called to celebrate Mehera’s birthday, and about her, Baba stated: “Mehera loves me very much, 

as I also love her, but I have not yet explained to her what the Path is. The spiritual path is not an easy one, not as 

easy as eating laddoos [sweets]. When you become the recipients of my grace, you will know what the Path is like.” 

Madhusudan had composed a new poem for Mehera’s birthday. He read it and then sang it to the accompaniment of 

the harmonium. The qawaali program led by Habib Qawaal of Ahmednagar and his musicians then started. Baba 

would often explain the meaning of key verses of the ghazals, some of which were: 

Once in a while comes a real brave lover of God. 

One glance from the Perfect Master makes him realize his own Self. 

Referring to the audience, Baba remarked, “All of you are not up to the mark, and so my nazar does not fall on you! 

… The Path is most difficult. You have to become like dust. Only then will you see Baba as he is within you. Only 

one, a rare one, sees Baba in this way! … The lover tells his Beloved Master how indifferent he is to him, for when 

he bows down to him, the Master kicks his head!” 

Mentioning himself, Baba said, “I was a drop when Babajan kissed me, but then I swallowed the whole Ocean! If 

you are lucky and my glance of grace falls on you, then you will also become the Ocean! The main thing is that my 

glance should fall on you.” 

Talking of the large number of bogus saints and sadhus, Baba commented, “Real satsang [the company of a real 

saint] can be had only near me. That satsang alone is real that will convert the dust into a touchstone that transmutes 

iron into gold. Hafiz has said that the true lovers of God [Mard-e-Khuda] possess only one thing — love. Out of 

thousands of such true lovers only one gets Self-Realization, and only if the glance of grace from a Perfect Master 

falls on him.” 

Habib Qawaal ended the singing at noon, and Baba was quite pleased with him. 

Next, the women proceeded to the garden, where they had a buffet lunch, and Mehera cut a large birthday cake. The 

men had their meal on the mandali’s side of the compound. When they reassembled in the hall, Baba again 

reminisced about Chanji: 

Chanji loved me very deeply. He always carried his portable typewriter with him and would type notes even in 

a crowded railway carriage. Very often at a station, just when the train was about to move, he would suddenly 

remember that his luggage was lying in the waiting room. He would then rush for his luggage and often have to 

be hauled into the running train by the mandali. Both Chanji and Kaka have lived with me many years, in spite 

of very often getting rather rough treatment from me. 

The women were then called into the hall. A glare was coming from the window just behind Baba, and one of them 

complained that she could not see Baba clearly. Someone got up to fix the curtain. Baba commented, “Who can 

‘see’ Baba? If you really see me, you will be finished! [The false self will no longer exist.]” 

Baba then mentioned those who dabble in Vedanta and the Upanishads and confuse it with spiritual experience: 

In North India, particularly in Rishikesh and Hardwar, there is a regular bazaar of saints, mahatmas and sadhus 

with their “disciples” of various sects and factions, who fight among themselves to entice seekers from one sect 

to another. But true spirituality is never to be found in all this. In California, too, there are ashrams and maths 

[monasteries, temples, retreats] where lectures are given and yoga practices encouraged. But this is not true 

spirituality. It is something fundamentally different. Spirituality means dying to one’s self and becoming 

absolutely insignificant as dust — dust at the feet of the Perfect Master. To become as dust means to become as 

nothing. It means to die while continuing to live! 

On the Path one has to die. Love and grace are needed on the Path. Love is the gift from God. It is given only 

when God is pleased with the lover. When it is given, the lover neither lives nor dies. He is like a fish out of 

water. He is immersed in continual agony, but the agony is such that he does not want to get rid of it. In his 

longing to be united with the Beloved God, the lover loses everything of this world. Such lovers are called 

Mard-e-Khuda. In the whole world, there are only 500 of such Mard-e-Khuda. Hafiz says that out of 100,000 

of them, barely one gets Self-Realization after many years. In a few instances, the lover by his self-efforts 

enters the first plane. In very few instances, a lover may come up even to the sixth plane by his self-efforts.281 

 
281 Such a rare one was the sixth-plane saint Aurobindo Ghose, who by his own superhuman efforts attained 

the sight of God.  



 

 

Then, just a glance from a Perfect Master on such a one gives him Realization. If a lover holds fast to the 

daaman of one of the five Perfect Masters, [the Perfect Master] can give him Realization in a flash. And it is no 

joke to hold on to a Perfect Master’s daaman. 

I am the Avatar of this Age. Next year [1963] is a very critical year. See that my daaman does not slip from 

your hands then. Hafiz says: 

Do not try for Realization because even to try for it is sheer madness. 

Have only one madness — to become as dust at the feet of the Perfect Master. 

To become dust means to completely surrender your heart and mind so that you are, as it were, already dead. 

There is no shanti [peace of mind] on this Path. If you want peace of mind, then you can get it elsewhere, and 

in other ways. You can go for pleasant long walks in nature or listen to soothing music, or take sedatives, or go 

to saints or sadhus. But here is not the place to come for it, for if you come to me, remember that the spiritual 

path is full of hardships and sufferings. While at other places, you can get peace of mind, for they know 

nothing about the Path. Hafiz says: 

He who does not surrender to a Perfect Master cannot attain God. 

There is thus only one remedy — hold fast to the Perfect Master’s daaman 

even if you feel that he is going to drop you into a pit! 

Hafiz says, forego all prayer to God! Pray only to the Perfect Master! Hold fast to his daaman and you will 

realize God. 

Baba then said: 

From tomorrow, I will have to suffer a lot. Why and how can I suffer when I am the Ocean of Power, 

Knowledge and Bliss? God has infinite power, infinite knowledge, infinite bliss. The Avatar is God Himself 

incarnate on earth as man. During his ministry as the Avatar, he uses only infinite knowledge. He does not 

make use of his infinite power and infinite bliss. This is because God incarnates as man and goes through 

universal suffering and helplessness in order to emancipate mankind from its ignorance [and] its own suffering 

and helplessness. 

If the Avatar were to use his infinite power, how could he experience helplessness? If the Avatar were to use his 

infinite bliss, how could he suffer? Therefore, he does not use either his infinite bliss or his infinite power. 

Such is his infinite love and compassion for creation! 

Jesus Christ, who had infinite power, let himself become helpless and suffered the humiliation of letting the 

people beat him, spit on him and jeer at him. He suffered crucifixion on the cross, but he did not help himself 

with the power and bliss that were his. Instead, he cried out: “Father, why hast Thou forsaken me?” He said it 

to himself, of course, for he was one with God the Father. 

Again and again, God takes human form to suffer for his creation. I am that One. Like you, I have a body and 

mind, and so I feel hunger and thirst, heat and cold, et cetera. But I also have the Universal Body and Universal 

Mind and, therefore, your individual suffering is nothing compared to my eternal, infinite universal suffering! I 

have infinite knowledge. I do not have to use my mind in order to know — I just know! I do use my infinite 

knowledge. But, although I have infinite bliss and infinite power, I do not use them. Were I to make use of the 

bliss that is at my beck and call, how could my suffering be suffering? And of what benefit would it be to 

mankind? I also do not use my infinite power. Were I to use it, how would I remain helpless? I remain 

infinitely helpless because, while having infinite power at my command, I do not use it. I shall use it only when 

I break my silence to give a universal spiritual awakening. And when I drop this body, I shall use my bliss for 

700 years until my next advent. 

Hold fast to me so that I will take you where I go; otherwise, you will be lost. I am the Emperor. If you belong 

to me, you will have access to the infinite treasure that is mine! But if, instead, you go after the guards and 

servants of the palace (saints and sadhus), it is sheer folly on your part! 

I suffer mentally and physically. My mental suffering is more intense. I suffer spiritually because I see and feel 

myself bound in you by your ignorance, and so I suffer. Blessed is he who holds on firmly to my daaman! In no 

previous Avataric period have I disclosed these secrets, because the time was not right for it then. At present, 

 
 



 

 

science has advanced by leaps and bounds, the anti-God element is also at its maximum, and so why should not 

spirituality also be at its maximum? 

Baba remarked: “Tibet, which was once considered to be the ‘Seat of God,’ is now transformed into a military camp 

due to the Chinese invasion.” He continued: 

Real Seeing is seeing within. The Four Journeys are all within. Hardly one aspirant reaches the end of the First 

Journey! Before reaching the end, there are six stations [planes]. The First Journey ends in fana-fillah. Here, 

the pilgrim enjoys infinite power, knowledge and bliss, and is no longer a pilgrim, for he has attained the Goal. 

The Second Journey ends in baqa. Here the Realized One leads the Life of God. The Third Journey is the life 

of the Sadguru. He lives the life of man and God simultaneously together, and he is the Man-God. 

At one point, an Ahmednagar lover expressed his wish of staying permanently near Baba. Baba replied, “Whether 

you stay near me or away from me is not what matters. What matters is whether you remember me more and more, 

and know that I am God in human form. Kaikobad sees me wherever he may be, but to see me and become me are 

quite different things. It is better for you not to stay near me as you desire, for if you do, you will lose your shanti 

[peace of mind], and on the contrary there will be ashanti [no peace of mind]!” 

The man protested, "But Baba, there is no peace in my worldly life either!" 

To this, Baba retorted with a smile, “If there is no peace in worldly life, you can at least look forward to being with 

me. But if you are with me and lose your peace of mind, where will you go?” 

Baba then explained some of the idiosyncrasies of Perfect Masters: 

Babajan never bathed and yet always smelt fragrant. Nobody ever saw her attend the toilet either! In the early 

days, I used to visit Babajan daily along with Gustadji. Although she would not allow anyone to touch her 

person, she would ask me to scratch her head and back, and I would do so for hours. She used to sit and sleep 

in the open street without any shelter. She remained exposed to the seasons. She would go to sleep at 3:30 

A.M. and get up at 4:30 A.M. as soon as the teashops opened. At that time, no one could persuade her to have 

some shelter built overhead where she used to sit under the neem tree, nor would she consent to have some sort 

of seat made for her, so she would not have to sit on the bare ground. But when I requested her, she allowed me 

to have a low wooden platform made for her, with a cotton mattress placed on it for her comfort. 

The mattress has an amusing sequel for Gustadji, because one day when it rained heavily and the mattress got 

soaked, she had Gustadji carry it on his head so it could dry. Babajan explained the reason to Gustadji, saying: 

“It is a very precious mattress because my son has given it to me.” 

Although Babajan would talk with others always in mysterious and cryptic sentences that were confusing to 

them, when alone with me her speech would be quite normal and clear. Once she related to me at length the 

story of her early life. The man her family had arranged for her to marry was from [or lived in] Baluchistan. On 

her wedding day she ran away and found her guru in Rawalpindi. When she was finally God-realized and 

asserted it, she was set upon as a heretic and buried. Some of those same Baluchis who had been present later 

came to Bombay and Poona and were dumbfounded to see her alive and revered. They were convinced of her 

divinity and became her followers. 

Babajan had come all the way from her birthplace in Baluchistan and settled down in Poona, because of the 

Avatar’s advent. She came to Poona solely for me! 

In a previous incarnation, Babajan was the Sufi saint Rabia of Basra [Iraq]. I often used to refer to her as the 

Emperor. Indeed, she herself was very averse to being called Amma [Mother], and hence was called Baba 

[Father] Jan [Oneness].282 She would flare up if anyone called her mother, for women are considered to be the 

weaker sex, and she would state that God-realization was not for weaklings! 

Sai Baba’s favorite expression was, “Allah malik hai!” — “God is the owner (or boss)!” And then he would ask 

for money from everyone who came to him at Shirdi. Every evening, he would distribute it among those 

around him. He would smoke a chillum [pipe] all the time, and pass it around to all who were close to him in 

his love. He would have a little opium in the paan that he chewed. Every evening, there would be a qawaali 

program during which he would sometimes snore. 

Gustadji went to Sai Baba, who asked him for all his money. Since he had no money, Gustadji ate no food for 

days on end. He had a shawl and when he decided to sell it, Sai Baba asked him for it at once. When Sai Baba 

 
282 Jan is a Sufi term for "One with God." 



 

 

passed away, Gustadji joined Upasni Maharaj. Years later, Upasni Maharaj then transferred him to me, and he 

stayed with me until the end of his life. 

When Sai Baba used to go to answer calls of nature (in an open space some distance away), a grand procession 

with a musical band would accompany him. The same procedure when returning. Considering Sai Baba’s 

peculiar habits, who would say that he was a Perfect Master? But he was incomparable, and he had the most 

lustrous and powerful eyes I have ever seen! 

For several months [in 1921], Upasni Maharaj used to sit with me daily from midnight until morning. I used to 

eat a lot of paan and chew tobacco then. I used to drink a lot of tea also. Maharaj had ordered Yeshwant Rao to 

cater to all my needs. Maharaj once said that he had given the “key” to me. Later, he himself started speaking 

out against me. Then just before he died [in 1941], he wanted to see me. We met at Dahigaon, a village near 

Sakori. He told me to keep my nazar on Sakori. 

Tajuddin Baba allowed himself to be imprisoned in a mental hospital in Nagpur for many years. Narayan 

Maharaj always wore a shirt of fine silk with diamond-studded buttons and rings gleaming with precious 

stones. 

These Perfect Masters never gave out the secrets about the Path. I am all five Perfect Masters put together! My 

body may drop at any time, but remember me constantly with love. God-realization takes only a split second; 

but, remember, Hafiz broke his head at his Master’s feet for 40 long years! 

Maulana Rumi was so intelligent that he had more brains than all the present-day pandits [religious scholars] 

put together! [As a scholar], he wrote a lot of books on spirituality. Once, Shams-e-Tabriz, a Perfect Master of 

the time, confronted Rumi and flung some of his books into a nearby well. Rumi and the people sitting around 

him were enraged. Shams pulled the books out of the well again, and they were found to be dry! Rumi, on 

seeing this, realized that his books were nothing compared to the knowledge of the Perfect Master, and so he 

himself flung all his books into the well and followed Shams. 

Shams-e-Tabriz, although a Perfect Master, used to play the game chowkhat [similar to checkers], which was 

his favorite game. Rumi would invariably lose the game. After years with Shams, one day while playing the 

game, Rumi lost as usual and exclaimed: “Alas! I have lost again!” 

Shams said: “No, this time you have won!” That very instant, Rumi received God-realization from Shams. 

Madhusudan then sang a few ghazals whose meaning would occasionally be interpreted by Baba. He said: 

On the Path, cowards have no place. Hafiz said that when he became a lover of God, he thought he had got a 

grip over the “Pearl.” But he never dreamt of the depth of the Ocean and the dangers to be faced from storms 

and waves! 

Guru Nanak once said: “O God, no one can know Your Beginning, nor fathom Your End!” 

I am that Infinite God! I am God, and yet I cannot fathom my Self! All these infinitely varied things came out of 

me. Once, I thought of seeing all that I had created with my physical eyes. I tried to count all the things, but 

even I failed to fathom my endlessness! The wonder is that everything is within you, and yet you cannot see it. 

The Infinite is within you, and not in space. God is infinite. You are drops in that Infinite Ocean. When 

knowledge dawns, you know everything. 

The true lover of God [Mard-e-Khuda], in his intense love, is continually experiencing a burning, an intense 

burning for union with God. Such a lover is in agony. But he must not complain to his Beloved about his 

agonies. He should remain cheerful. As soon as he complains, he loses all that he had silently treasured within 

him. 

Some masts are greatly advanced; others are not. One mast, Dhondi Bua, always remained naked and used to 

roll in the dirt. He used to say: “I cannot bear comfort!” He suffered a lot; yet I did not shower my grace on 

him. How then can I shower it on you who have not yet suffered hardly anything in love? 

Love such as the masts have is very, very rare. And fortunately, therefore, it is not necessary for you to possess 

that in order to attain God. Obedience alone is enough for you. All you have to do is to obey me and nothing 

else will matter. It is as easy as that to attain what is well-nigh impossible to attain! 

Baba ended by saying, “I have explained a lot of things. Rumi says: ‘Words have no meaning; become the man of 

Experience!’ And for that, become effaced — become dust at the feet of the Perfect Master.” 

Baba signaled that it was time for everyone to leave. They could hardly believe that it was 4:30 P.M. After a full and 

joyous day in Baba’s company, they departed. 



 

 

Chhagan had made the arrangements for the pandal erected at Meherazad and the refreshments. Adi Sr. and others 

of Ahmednagar had also worked tirelessly, staying up the previous night, as they arranged for chairs, entertainment, 

and transportation to and from Meherazad. Inevitably, prior to such gatherings, Baba would repeatedly send notes, 

revising the invited guest list along with other instructions to send telegrams and telephone calls to different persons. 

On 8 December 1962, the day before the big event, Adi noted in his diary: “[Today] Baba throws everyone into a 

confusion [tizzy], almost amounting to being driven mad! Eruch expresses that Baba is bent on doing it [driving the 

mandali mad].” 

 

In Meherazad, Baba continued his seclusion and work with Kaikobad, though he would also spend time with the 

mandali daily. Baba forewarned the mandali about the difficult times ahead in the coming year, but said that by the 

end of 1963 there would be “success” in his work. For two weeks prior to entering into a deeper seclusion, he sent 

many, many telegrams and messages to different lovers to “buck them up,” in Adi’s words, “to [encourage them to] 

hold on to his daaman so that the most troublesome and disastrous year of 1963 may not cause them to go astray.” 

Meherjee saw Baba at Meherazad on 14 December and Adi’s nephew Mehlu came the following day from Nasik. 

Baba asked Mehlu why he had not attended the East-West Gathering, and Mehlu replied that he had not known 

about it. 

On 19 December 1962, Baba instructed Adi to add the following in a letter to Maharani Shantadevi: “Next year is 

most important and critical. Baba wants to know if Guruprasad will be available to him throughout the next year so 

that he can come and go whenever he likes, and also will you be free to come and go whenever he calls you?” 

Dr. Pedersen visited Meherazad on 23 December and was given a Christmas cake. Meherwan Jessawala had been 

staying at Meherazad for a few days and left on the 25th. 

Meanwhile, Baba decided that Bhau’s family — Rama, Sheela and Mehernath — should move to Ahmednagar 

where the schools were better. Adi brought them to Meherazad on the 23rd morning and Baba discussed the idea 

with them. Adi was tasked with finding them a place to live. They were taken to see several possible rentals, but 

none proved suitable. In the end, it was decided they would move into Khushru Quarters, in a few rooms next to 

Piroja’s room. 

At Meherazad, after joking with the Kalchuri children and giving them chocolates, Baba asked Rama, “Why aren’t 

you happy?” She replied that she was, but Baba remarked, “At the East-West Gathering your brother Dhiraj, your 

mother, the wife of your elder brother, your nephews Virendra and Pushpa came, and you met all of them. Still you 

don’t look happy.” 

“I am happy,” she insisted. “You have called us here, so why shouldn’t I be happy?” 

“Just think for a moment and then answer.” 

Rama kept quiet and then said, “I am happy, Baba.” 

Baba asked, “How is Mehernath’s health?” 

“He has some trouble passing urine. It comes haltingly and there is a burning sensation while urinating.” 

When asked about Sheela’s health, Rama said that Pedersen had advised having her tonsils removed. “Are you 

worried about it? Speak the truth.” 

“Yes, I do worry.” 

“Then why were you hiding it from me? Don’t I already know it? Why should there be any curtain in front of me? I 

have kept you in Meherabad because I love you.” 

Baba asked her if she worried because Bhau was staying with him. Rama replied, “I worry about when I will have 

the chance of staying with you always.” Her answer pleased Baba much and he sent them back to Meherabad. 

Baba called Don from Meherabad and directed him to arrange for Sheela and Mehernath’s treatment. Don had them 

admitted to Booth Hospital on 11 January 1963, and Sheela’s tonsils were removed. 

 

After John Bass’ return from India, he wrote to Adi inquiring how they should conduct their Monday Night 

meetings in New York City. Ruth Ringer, who had first met Baba in 1956, had traveled around India after the East-

West Gathering, visiting Baba centers in Bombay, Delhi and Calcutta. Ruth suggested that the meetings be done 

along the lines of those she had witnessed there — singing Baba’s arti, burning incense, distributing prasad, reciting 

Baba’s prayers and garlanding his photograph with flowers. 



 

 

In reply, Adi wrote back on 26 December 1962: 

Any act can be a ceremony and a bunch of acts cannot be a ceremony. Love and devotion should not be made 

dependent on ceremony, but could be made use of to manifest it. 

Baba wants me to inform you that the Monday meetings be held as of old — prior to your visit to India — and 

you can play the record of Baba’s arti just before the end of the meeting. As for garlanding Baba’s picture, you 

may do so if you wish, with a feeling and a faith that you are all honoring Baba’s presence in your midst during 

the meeting. It is of no use garlanding a mere frame of Baba’s picture if his presence is forgotten and not felt. 

As for burning incense, it is good to burn it sometimes as a disinfectant. Easterners use incense as Westerners 

use deodorants for keeping the atmosphere clean. 

In late December, Baba began complaining of continual headaches, but he would not let Goher consult Dr. Ginde or 

other outside doctors. He tried aspirin for relief, but it was found that he was allergic to it. The painful headaches 

continued for several months, yet Baba continued his daily routine. 

After the East-West Gathering, it was found that Baba would get not only headaches, but also a severe jolt or spasm 

in the hip joint or spine whenever he sat for a long period of time in a chair. At times, tiny fragments from the bone 

inside the socket of his right hip would go in between the pelvic joint, which would give him such severe pain that 

absolute bed rest was essential. But even with that excruciating pain, Baba would walk to mandali hall, be with the 

men, do his work with Kaikobad, return and do his inner work. The mandali pleaded with him to take rest, but Baba 

would say, “My work comes first,” and so saying would neglect his body, sacrificing it for his work. 

He would say: “I cannot afford to be kind to myself — there is not much time left and I want to break my silence by 

the end of this year.” He added, “When I break my silence my presence will flood the world, and even an inanimate 

thing like a stone will feel my love!” 

 

Though all correspondence was to be stopped from 1 January 1963, numerous letters were received each day; 

indeed, from 1962 onward until Baba dropped his body, the amount of mail continued increasing. During the day, 

Mani and Eruch would work together replying to the correspondence. Mani was corresponding with America and 

Europe; Eruch with India and Pakistan in English; Bhau with those in India and elsewhere in Hindi; Baidul (and 

later Aloba) in Persian with those followers in Iran; and Adi with those in South India. 

Among the women, Mehera and Meheru continued to see to Baba’s personal needs. Naja cooked for him and the 

women. Goher, besides being the personal physician for Baba and the mandali, also kept bazaar accounts and saw to 

the manifold small matters of running the household. Kaka was the manager of Meherazad. Bhau, Pendu and Rano 

in turns would keep watch near Baba at night — Bhau from afternoon until midnight, and Pendu and Rano three 

hours each until 6:00 A.M. Aloba prepared tea twice a day for the men and oversaw the cleaning of mandali hall each 

day. Francis was engaged in writing work, while Kaikobad prayed and continuously repeated Baba’s name in his 

room. In general, each resident mandali had a specific duty assigned to him, but almost daily some new 

responsibility would crop up, causing friction. Everyone had to face and pass through it. Baba’s method to defeat the 

ego was to strangle one, holding a knife to one’s throat! 

During the next three months, Baba would often give spiritual discourses and explanations to the men in the 

mornings and sometimes in the afternoons. He would frequently call upon Aloba to read couplets from Hafiz in 

Persian and Baba would translate them. Once, Baba commented, “Hafiz’s words are as pearls in the Ocean of 

Divinity, though to the average reader, his words are as oysters.” When Baba would explain a couplet of Hafiz, he 

revealed the “pearl” hidden in each “oyster.” 

On another occasion, Baba quoted this verse from the Perfect Master Tukaram: 

Even if I were to have your sahavas [company] continually, 

the mystery of your being would still not be unfolded to me. 

Baba explained: “Although you are with me all the time, yet you cannot really see me.” To illustrate his point, Baba 

put his hands in front of his face and asked those sitting near him, “Now can you see my face, although you are so 

close to me?” When they answered no, Baba gestured, “That is how the thick curtain of maya hides my face from 

your sight. But,” he added, “do not let it worry you. Let your only worry be how to love me and obey me more and 

more.” 

 



 

 

Very few workers and devotees from Ahmednagar had been called for Mehera’s birthday. Sarosh complained about 

this to Baba. In response, Baba fixed the afternoon of Sunday, 13 January 1963 to see them. 

In the morning that day, Begum Akhtar, 49, the celebrated singer from Uttar Pradesh, was brought to Meherazad by 

Adi and Meherjee, along with Golwalkar, the music director of the Poona All India Radio station. Baba had several 

of Akhtar’s records and she was one of his favorite artists. Previously, in 1937–38, Adi had invited Begum Akhtar to 

sing before Baba, and expressed his willingness to pay her roundtrip traveling expenses from Calcutta to 

Ahmednagar and make all the arrangements for her journey. But she demanded an exorbitant fee, and at the time, 

Baba informed Adi: “Don’t call her now; one day she herself will come.” And here she was, coming on her own! 

In response to a message from Golwalkar, Akhtar was to have sung before Baba in Guruprasad the previous 

summer, but she had been unable to do so because of a serious illness. Meeting Baba now, Begum Akhtar wept 

copiously. It seemed as if she had been in Baba’s inner contact for years. She told him, “From the day I heard of 

your call, I have been craving your darshan, and I sing a special ghazal before your photograph every day.” 

She beseeched Baba to allow her to sing it before him, to which Baba replied, “I am in seclusion now and not in the 

mood to listen to ghazals.” 

Begum Akhtar pleaded, and Baba replied, “I will give my permission only on the condition that you agree to come 

to Poona and give a performance of four to five hours at Guruprasad on any day in April or May. If you agree, I will 

hear one ghazal now.” 

She was delighted and lovingly accepted the condition. The “Queen of Ghazals”, as she was known, (who used to 

charge Rs.1,000 per day) herself came to Baba begging with a prayer to allow her to sing for him. Such is Love’s 

wonder! 

Seated before Baba and the mandali, Begum Akhtar sang her daily “prayer” to Baba. Its first line was: “Ai Mohabat, 

tere anjam pe rona aaya.” (“O Love, my tears are the result of surrendering to you!”) 

Tears of love and joy coursed down her cheeks as she sang. Baba gave her one of his own handkerchiefs with which 

to wipe her tears. He was so pleased with her singing that she sang three more songs. 

Mani related:  

[Akhtar] started off singing a song that she had composed just for Baba, and then she continued with ghazals. 

As she was singing, tears were falling down her cheeks, and Baba smiled lovingly, nodding in time to the 

music ... I remember there was this one line in the song, “Who will listen to my prayer, who will answer my 

call, see to my needs,” as an aspect of love. “Who is there who will listen to me, who will take heed of me, of 

what I say?” As she was singing this traditional song, Baba was gesturing back to her, “I will do it.” Each time 

the song asked the question, Baba provided the answer. Baba was saying, “I am the one who listens to the cry 

of the heart. The lover need not complain.” 

Baba remarked to her, “I am the Fakir of fakirs and the Emperor of emperors!” 

Begum Akhtar replied, “Beyshak [Without a doubt], beyshak!” 

When Baba mentioned what fee she would accept for the program at Guruprasad, she said, “I want nothing except 

your love.” 

Baba was pleased by her answer. 

The tabla player, Kamat, also accompanied Begum Akhtar, as did her daughter. They had brought two large 

garlands, one each for the daughter and Akhtar to place around Baba’s neck. But Begum Akhtar was so overcome 

she put both garlands around Baba! Baba assured her, “You have no idea how happy you have made me with your 

singing.” 

She exclaimed, “I am so happy and fortunate to have done so.” 

While leaving she held on to Baba’s feet, and with her head on his knee wept quietly for a long time. Patting her 

bowed head, Baba gestured, “You are most blessed.” 

 

That afternoon, about 120 lovers from Ahmednagar came to Meherazad. Baba had instructed them beforehand that 

on reaching Meherazad, they should first have tea and then enter the hall. But no sooner had they got down from the 

buses, than Baba called them into the hall. After all were seated before him, he stated: 

Since morning I have been sitting here because Begum Akhtar of Lucknow came for my darshan. Twenty-five 

years ago, Adi asked her to come and sing before me, but she did not come. She was most eager for my 

darshan and wept like a child. She stuck to my feet and would not leave me! I consoled and comforted her, 



 

 

embraced her and presented her with my handkerchief. She did not ask for any fee but entreated me for my 

love. Although she came for my darshan, still she said she wanted to sing one ghazal to please me. And I 

accepted her request. She then sang four ghazals instead of one, which pleased me greatly. Thus, after being 

near me for about two hours, she left and agreed to sing before me in Guruprasad in May, saying that for the 

musical feast she would serve, she wanted my love in lieu of any fee! 

At this point, Eruch reminded Baba that the lovers had to take tea, so Baba permitted them to leave the hall. In 

fifteen minutes, all reassembled. For the benefit of his Ahmednagar lovers, Baba explained about “the Path and its 

hardships,” as he had done on 9 December. Before he began, Baba teased Professor Abdul Karim, by scolding him. 

When Eruch called his name, the startled professor stood up in a distant corner of the hall. Baba asked him, “You 

are neither in fana nor in baqa. So, where are you?” 

Baba explained in short about these two states — fana and baqa. Referring to Professor Karim, he chided him for 

not seeing him for so long and asked, “Where were you during the East-West Gathering in Poona in November? All 

my lovers from all over the world came to meet me. I couldn’t find you anywhere!” The professor failed to give a 

satisfactory reply. 

Bhikubhai had been instructed to bring the well-known bhajan singer of Poona, Gajanan Watve, to sing. Knowing 

Baba enjoyed ghazals the most, Watve had specially learned some. At one point, explaining about divine love, Baba 

observed: 

Divine love is the gift of God to man. It can be compared with the grace of the Sadguru which enables man to 

realize God in a flash. The true lover of God [Mard-e-Khuda] is he whose whole life has become like dust. The 

agony of love is so dear to him that, although it burns him to ashes, he will not part with it for anything! 

Though it may make him an outcast from society, a stranger to sleep, hunger and comfort, he prizes this 

blissful torture above all things in creation. Only God can implant this divine love in the human heart. 

The lover continually burns within himself in the fire of divine love. But the wonder is, that despite leading 

such a life of consummation, the real lover keeps it hidden within himself as an invaluable treasure. He does 

not want to give it up. His burning within is blissful, although in its fire he ultimately becomes the very dust! 

Even such heroes don’t obtain my grace. Out of millions, only a rare one gets this nazar, this grace. This Path is 

not for the weak and the faint-hearted! Where even the Mard-e-Khuda is unsuccessful [in gaining my grace], 

what to say of you people here? My nazar is always there on all of you, but it is an entirely different nazar, a 

different grace from the Grace which makes one realize the Self in a fraction of a second. 

Explaining the meaning of surrender, Baba continued: 

I do not mean the kind of surrender offered by a poor man who came to Meherabad years ago and said he 

wished to surrender everything to me. When I asked what the “everything” was, he replied: “Myself, my wife 

and four children!” I could not accept such “surrender”! 

Then, when I was in Toka [in 1928], one sadhu in quest of the Truth wished for God-realization. I told him no 

suffering or sacrifice was too great for it, and advised him to sit under a tree without food or water. He sat there 

for ten days, but thereafter, one night he abruptly disappeared. 

God can never be fooled by outward show of church [ceremonies], [ritualistic] prayers, kusti [sacred thread] and 

ringing of bells [in temples]. He is deaf to all that and is not fooled. Only love, true love, can move Him. Love 

is a gift from God to man, and Realization is only [gained] by the grace of the Perfect Master. 

God is nearer to you than your own self, but you are not aware of it because of the seven veils. If one veil is 

removed, another is there to be removed, and so on it goes. Up to the fourth plane, the pilgrim on the Path is 

liable to succumb to worldly temptations. Only the nazar of a Perfect Master can save him because, at every 

step, the seeker on the Path meets with obstacles. 

On the experience of God-realization, Baba said: 

Man realizing God is like a drop of water swallowing the Ocean — no less! This is beyond your intellect. 

When, after the kiss from Babajan, I knew I was the Ocean, I did not want to come back to the ordinary “drop” 

consciousness from that blissful state where I alone was. But despite my resistance, the five Perfect Masters 

kept “pulling me down” to ordinary consciousness for my destined manifestation as the Avatar. 

And, in the excruciating agony that I went through during this tussle, I used to knock my forehead on a stone on 

the floor of my room at home, during the nine months before Upasni Maharaj brought me down to normal 



 

 

consciousness. Much blood has flowed from my head onto that stone, which is still in the room as it was then 

[at Baba House in Poona], and which will be worshiped universally in years to come.283 

Baba concluded: 

I am fond of hearing qawaali singing, and Sai Baba and Babajan were fond of it, too. They used to keep time to 

the tune and remain absorbed listening to the singing by physically swaying back and forth to the music. 

Baba was in a jubilant mood. When Gajanan Watve was singing, Baba would move his head and hands to the music 

too, and his expression would change according to the intensity of the words sung. 

At one point, in answer to doubts swirling in her mind over Baba’s state, he asked Girja Khilnani, “Do you ever 

have to think twice whether you are a man or a woman?” 

Answering himself, Baba stated, “Girja never has to ask herself this question. Similarly, I know that I am God in 

human form. Hence, I say so.” 

Bhikubhai interjected, “Now that [patriotic] songs of war are favored on the radio, Watve has less opportunity of 

singing devotional songs. He, too, is learning to sing some patriotic tunes for the jawans [soldiers].” 

Regarding the war between India and China, Baba remarked, “All are my children. Both India and China are mine, 

but there is this difference between them. India is [symbolizes] my mouth, and China is my anus. But such a 

political discussion is not appropriate for this occasion.” 

Before the final ghazal was sung, Mrs. Dhakephalkar, Silla Kaku and other women present expressed their wish to 

hear a certain Marathi bhajan that Watve was well known for singing. So Baba, although more fond of ghazals, to 

please his lovers’ desire, asked Watve to sing it. Watve sang the bhajan, and the way in which Baba beat to the 

rhythm showed that he, also, was moved by it. Watve then sang the final ghazal. He sang beautifully that day, and 

Baba was so pleased that he made Watve stand close to him, and with his hand around Watve’s waist, Baba directed 

Bhikubhai to photograph them together. 

In the course of the function, Sarosh informed Baba that the Chief Minister of Maharashtra, M. S. Kannamwar, was 

coming to Ahmednagar on 14 and 15 January, and if it pleased Baba, he could agree to give the Chief Minister 

darshan. Lokhande of Nagpur had also written to Baba of the Chief Minister’s interest in meeting him. 

Baba replied, “Kannamwar’s wife is a fast [good] friend of one of my close lovers, Indumati Deshmukh. She has 
attended some meetings of the Nagpur Center. Kannamwar himself once presided over my birthday function, and 

wants to meet me. He could not come to the East-West Gathering in Poona, and now my seclusion has started. Still, 

I will see them on the morning of the 15th, between nine and ten o’clock for five minutes.” 

Sarosh said he was going to be out of town for a few days and would inform the D.S.P. and the Collector to let Adi 

know about their coming, and Adi would bring them to Meherazad. Thereupon, Baba replied that he would not meet 

with anyone else except the couple. 

Baba asked Rangole, Rustom Kaka and Piloo Mama Satha about the managing of the Ahmednagar Center, and 

afterwards instructed that each in the group should salute him from a distance and depart. They did accordingly and 

returned to Ahmednagar happy in Baba’s love. 

In the evening Bhau walked as usual to Baba’s room for nightwatch. Baba motioned to him, “First, embrace me,” 

which Bhau did. Baba added, “Today is my birthday!” Bhau was surprised but remained quiet, reasoning that every 

day was Baba’s birthday. 

Sometime later, Baba asked, “How was my birthday celebrated today?” Bhau replied, “Splendidly!” Baba went on 

asking the same question. Suddenly, Bhau remembered that that day was his birthday, not Baba’s. Five or six 

months before, Baba had mentioned to him to remind him about his birthday, but Bhau forgot and had never told 

Baba that his birthday fell on the 13th of January. 

On each of the mandali’s birthdays, Baba would embrace that particular man or woman, but only Mehera’s birthday 

was celebrated as a special occasion. Bhau received Baba’s embrace that day even though he had been so 

preoccupied that he had forgotten it was his birthday. It was Baba who reminded him of it. 

 
283 Meher Baba's words have come true, as pilgrims from all over the world visit Baba House and bow 

down to the stone upon which he banged his forehead and shed blood during his "coming down" period, 

1915–1922. 



 

 

Meanwhile, Adi contacted the Collector, who informed him that M. S. Kannamwar would not be able to go to 

Meherazad, as he was scheduled to leave Ahmednagar at 8:00 A.M. on 15 January. Adi informed Baba, who agreed, 

as a special case, to meet the couple at eight o’clock. Everything was arranged and the route was lined with police 

officers. Two officers were posted at the gates of Meherazad. But when Adi went to Kannamwar’s bungalow that 

morning, the Chief Minister was preoccupied and running late, and expressed his inability to come. Instead, the two 

police officers entreated Baba to permit them to have his darshan. Baba agreed and remarked to them, “How 

fortunate you are that, being on duty here, you have gotten the advantage of darshan and not your chief minister.” (A 

few months later, Kannamwar saw Baba in Guruprasad and expressed his regrets for not keeping his appointment at 

Meherazad.) 

On 17 January 1963, Adi was sent to Bombay to drive back the DeSoto, which was being painted and repaired. He 

picked up Adele Wolkin there, and after spending the night in Poona at the Napier Hotel with Kari and Joseph Harb, 

Adele was brought to Meherazad at 9:40 A.M. on the 19th. After being given tea, she met Baba. Baba pointed to his 

feet and told Adele to touch them, which was unusual. 

Baba had allowed Adele to stay in India after the East-West Gathering, and for the past three months, as mentioned, 

Adele had been working as a nurse in a hospital in Bombay. She wished to continue her stay, but during this 

meeting, Baba decided she should return to America. Baba assured Adele, “You will serve my purpose best by 

working there.” He permitted her to visit Meherazad once every year. 

Adele readily accepted Baba’s decision, saying that she would go back happily, if that was Baba’s wish. Baba was 

touched by her willing obedience and expressed his love for her. He complimented her, “I am pleased and proud of 

you. To me, it is the same whether you are in America or in India, as I am with you always wherever you are. I 

know that you love me above everything, but remember, Adele, I love you far more than you can ever love me. I am 

also in the poor. I am the poorest of the poor.” 

Adele had lunch at Meherazad and then caught the 3:30 P.M. train back to Bombay. She sailed from India on 27 

January, and Baba told her to send a telegram when she arrived home. Before Adele left Bombay, Baba sent this 

telegram: “Take me with you and share my love with all who can receive it. My love to you.” 

Adele cabled in reply: “Beloved Baba, I live to obey you.” 

Keshav Nigam and Pukar arrived from Hamirpur on 20 January, and stayed at Meherazad overnight. Kaka Baria had 

a fourth heart attack on the 25th, but was not hospitalized. 

 

Meanwhile, Koduri Krishna Rao had established Mehersthan (House of Meher) on the Western banks of the 

Godavri River in Kovvur, Andhra, where Baba had given darshan in 1954. A life-size bronze statue of Baba, cast in 

Bombay, had been installed. The unveiling ceremony was fixed for 28 February 1963. Baba sent the following eight 

messages to Koduri to be displayed in Mehersthan: 

* Tear away the curtain of set ceremonies and rituals and you will find that I am the Worshiped, the Worship 

and the Worshiper. 

* To clothe simple worship with garments of ceremony and rituals is to expose me to the cold winds of 

ignorance. 

* To love faithfully the God-Man is to worship God truly. 

* To find me here in Mehersthan, search the depth of your heart. 

* Mehersthan is built for me with love, but I may only be found here by my lover who brings me here in his 

heart. 

* As the heart is, so is the house; as the eye is, so is the Image within the house. 

* The heart of man has always been the ancient temple for the worship of the Ancient One. 

* Nothing can house the Ancient One that does not house love. 

When the messages were received in Kovvur, there was much discussion as to what exactly Baba meant in regards 

to observing rituals in the newly-built center. One person who took the view that Vedic rites should be allowed was 

P. Ramalingeshwara Rao, an attorney in Kovvur. His letter to Adi on 19 January 1963, and Eruch’s subsequent reply 

are reproduced in full. They contain important guidelines about these type of questions for future generations to 

reflect upon: 

My dear brother Adi, 



 

 

Pranams [salutations] to the Lotus Feet of Beloved. 

For the unveiling of Mehersthan, Beloved has favored eight messages to be inscribed in Mehersthan as well as 

in the hearts of all Meher lovers. 

Our Andhra Meher Center met recently at Kovvur. The very first message which had to be translated into 

Telugu was interpreted in one way, while I am under a different view. As this is one of the primary messages, it 

is my earnest prayer to Beloved Avatar that it should be clarified, as we who are near Mehersthan should 

ourselves know the correct view what Avatar meant for us. This letter is a faithful question by a beloved of 

Baba to his sweet Beloved, as it should be clarified to one and all. 

Baba said: “Tear away the curtain of set ceremonies and rituals and you will find that I am the Worshiped, the 

Worship and the Worshiper.” 

It is mostly the chief opinion of most of our lovers that rituals should be totally avoided, and that Baba means it 

so. I am totally unable to agree with the above friends of mine. I, for myself, do not feel that it is the wish and 

intention of the Avatar. 

Holding the above firm view, some expressed that no Vedic ceremony will be followed for the unveiling 

ceremony. I do not know whether it is the order of Baba that Vedic rites are not necessary at the installation. 

The Vedas are the creation of the Avatar, Baba, himself. It is in the Vedas that we have to study our religion. 

The authority of the Vedas, you will agree, is for all time to come, as they are his own creation. 

Rituals are the kindergarten of religion. They are absolutely necessary for the world as it is now, only we shall 

have to give people newer and fresher rituals. I am sure that Baba does not totally advocate the abolition of 

rituals; out of the existing rituals, new ones will have to be evolved. There is infinite power of development in 

everything; that is my honest belief. Baba must clarify and open my intuitive eye as well as that of everyone. 

All along the history of the Hindu race, there was never any attempt at destruction, only construction. However, 

the Buddhists, the one sect who wanted to destroy, were thrown out of India. Ramanuja, Madhava and 

Chaitanya were constructive.284 The progress of the Hindu race has been toward the realization of Vedic ideals. 

Whenever there was any reforming sect or religion which rejected the Vedic ideal, it was thrown out. This was 

past history. 

There are innumerable opinions and innumerable paths leading to God. Baba as Krishna, in his universal divine 

song Bhagavad Gita, laid the three paths of dnyan [knowledge], karma [action] and bhakti [devotion, love]. 

Further it is a well-known fact that the knowledge of a worldly person, knowledge of a devotee and the 

knowledge of an Incarnation are by no means of the same degree. Also it is an admitted fact that there are 

different levels among the devotees — superior, mediocre and inferior. All this has been described in the Gita. 

To attain God-Love, at first the company of holy men is needed, which awakens shraddha [faith] in God. Then 

comes nishta [one-pointed devotion]. After nishta comes bhakti [love]. Then dawns bhava [ecstasy]. Next 

maha-bhav. Lastly prem or divine love. Of course, if the grace of an Avatar descends, love dawns in a flash. 

That comes to one in a million. When there are so many paths, stages and levels among devotees coming from 

the past, Baba will agree that one cannot be King Janak all of a sudden. Even Janak practiced much austerity in 

solitude.285 

Ramakrishna Paramhansa [Sadguru of Calcutta] said that without having realized God, one cannot give up 

rituals altogether, and he too worshiped for a long time. 

Of course, this is an Avataric time when the Avatar floods the entire universe. It is easy to break open the 

curtain with the grace of the Avatar. I agree Mehersthan is built with Baba’s love; one who visits Mehersthan 

and loves Baba deeply gets his grace and strength to tear off the curtain. When one feels he is one with the 

Divine, the curtain is removed. But that is not the first state to all commonly. 

 
284 Ramanuja (1055–1137) was a renowned Hindu saint and Vedic philosopher of South India; Madhava 

was a rishi (sage) under another rishi named Manu Bhautya; Chaitanya was a Sadguru (1486–1534) from 

Bengal, who emphasized the path of divine love to attain the Realization of God. He perfected the mantra 

"Hare Krishna! Hare Ram!"  
285 King Janak was the father of Sita, the wife of Lord Ram. Janak was one of the five Perfect Masters of 

his time. Janak is considered an ideal benevolent king, who combined yoga and love of God with 

enjoyment of the world. 



 

 

The Eternal Religion, the religion of rishis, advocated all forms of worship. Rishis of old, in spite of their will 

power, in order to set an example to others, followed austerities. Baba [as Krishna] in the Bhagavad Gita stated 

that even he is unattached when he performs karma to set an example to the universe lest there is destruction. 

Shloka [from the Gita]: “Yad yad Acharathi srestahs ...” [Whatever action a great man performs … (common 

men follow. And whatever standards he sets by exemplary acts, the whole world pursues).] 

Baba fully knows a worldly man cannot be guileless. Hypocrisy is prevalent. Worldly men profess to love God; 

but it is not easy, as Baba stresses often, to love him. 

If we are to advocate that Baba wanted rituals to be destroyed, as some of us most easily concur in the present 

times — if Baba does not mean it — is it not another crime for us? 

Adi will forgive me and my anxiety in penning a long letter. It is not that the Avatar does not know, as he 

knows everything, and it is he who made me write and it is he who must lovingly respond and open our 

intuitive eyes. 

As this relates to Mehersthan, I ventured to address my brother Adi so that he will be pleased to read over to 

Baba this soul’s agony to its “Oversoul” and clarify these points, opening my intuitive eye, as the Avatar is in 

our midst in flesh and blood to dawn the correct vision and grace with his loving message to all: 

(1) Whether rituals are to be totally avoided? 

(2) Whether in the ensuing opening of Mehersthan Baba does not concur with me that Vedic rites be sung in 

praise of the Highest in the installation ceremony, as was done in the past during the incarnation of Shri Rama 

when he installed Sri Ramalingeshwara at Rameshwaram? 

(3) That Baba should prescribe the procedure in laying the idol. His wish as to how we should all conduct 

ourselves? 

(4) That after installation, how regular conduct of worship is to be done and the manner of daily conduct and its 

running. 

Yours affectionately, P. Ramalingeshwara Rao 

 

The following is Eruch’s reply: 

Meherazad Ahmednagar 

1 February 1963 

My dear brother, 

Your letter of 19th January was forwarded to me by dear brother Adi for being read out to beloved Baba and for 

reply to you. 

In spite of Baba’s ban for a full year on the flow of correspondence to and from him, and despite his present 

phase of seclusion, he permitted me to read out your letter to him, for it was from one who has endeared 

himself to him as “Baba’s P. A. [Personal Assistant]!” 

Without beating about the bush, I will attempt to answer your queries according to indications as gathered by 

me from Baba. As a matter of fact, your long letter can be replied in a short sentence by asking you simply to 

read Meher Pukar [a Hindi periodical] — the January–February 1962 issue, pages 27 to 31. However, I will 

reply to your four points as requested by you in your letter which, on the whole, seems based mainly on your 

questioning one of the eight messages of beloved Baba that he has given for the opening of Mehersthan on 28 

February 1963. This message reads as follows: 

“Tear away the curtain of set ceremonies and rituals and you will find that I am the Worshiped, the Worship and 

the Worshiper.” 

(M) Your first query is: Whether rituals are to be totally avoided? 

In reply to this query I must tell you, dear brother, that Meher Baba as the Avatar of the Age wants you to 

believe that he does not want the true worship of his lovers to be entwined by rites and ceremonies of yagna 

and homa-havan [sacred fire rituals] or any other forms of ritual. Baba does not want his lovers to ever offer 

their prayer to him padded by any sort of formal practice or set customs. Any ceremony on which the rust of 

past ages of formal observance has long since set in, should never be entertained in his House of Worship. 



 

 

Baba often stressed that he has come again as the Avatar of this Age to cut clean through the thongs which 

restrict the voice of true worship to God to the point of strangulation. 

Beloved Baba further clarifies that when love for God is expressed spontaneously, then it is worshiping Him 

indeed, and such outbursts of true worship can be seen sometimes in the form of an offering of flowers and 

garlands, in singing hymns and bhajans and arti, in ecstatic dancing or rolling in the dust, et cetera. When such 

expressions are spontaneous — not formal — and are in praise of the Highest of the High, they constitute true 

worship of God, for this reaches Him and is acceptable to Him. 

But when the mind expresses itself in patterns of formal rites and rigid ceremonies, it is nothing more than an 

empty echo of the habit of countless generations, performed automatically without “heart.” Baba says that such 

a worship not only does NOT reach Him, but holds the worshiper more firmly in the grip of ignorance.286 

(2) Your second query is: Whether at the opening of Mehersthan Baba does or does not concur with you that 

Vedic hymns be sung in praise of the Highest in the installation ceremony, as was done in the past during the 

incarnation of Shri Rama when he installed Sri Ramalingeshwara at Rameshwaram. 

Before replying to this query, I must first draw your attention to the fact that a statue of beloved Baba is not to 

be installed, BUT that beloved Baba’s dear Person embodied in bronze is to be unveiled. 

After the unveiling, not only Vedic hymns may be freely sung in praise of the Highest, but also full freedom 

should then be given to Muslims to recite the Koran in praise of the Highest, to the Christians to sing their 

hymns in praise of the Highest, to the Zoroastrians to sing their monajats in praise of the Highest, and to the 

Harijans to sing their bhajans in praise of the same Highest of the High! 

Indeed, Lord Ram may have installed Sri Ramalingeshwara with Vedic rites and singing of hymns, but 

remember that any action of the Avatar’s doing is NEVER the same as our doing that same action. As Baba 

himself has often told us: “Do as I tell you, and not as I do!” 

Also, we should remember that, although whatever the Avatar does must be right (since he is God), his actions 

at a particular time are not necessarily for all time. Furthermore, in each successive advent, the Avatar has to 

clear away abuses which have become attached to his former actions, even at the cost of apparently denying the 

validity (at the time) of those actions. 

(3) Your third query is: That Baba should prescribe the procedure in laying the Idol; his wish as to how you 

should all conduct yourselves. 

This very question arises from the misleading idea that you will be installing an idol of Baba! Baba says that his 

living Person is by itself the Real Idol of God and no other idol can replace it — it will be replaced only with 

his next advent after 700 years! No amount of ceremonies for pran-pratishta can ever breathe the life of Baba 

into an idol! The moment you think of an idol of Baba in Mehersthan, you wash away the very foundation of 

your own faith in Baba, your own love for Baba and your own obedience to Baba’s dictates! Only those who 

fail to feel his presence anywhere else than in the bronze image of Baba, will find beloved Baba as a mere 

statue or idol in Mehersthan. 

Lovers of Baba should make Mehersthan the House of True Worship by expression of their pure love for him, 

and they should believe that in it is housed the very presence of Beloved Avatar Meher Baba, and not his idol 

or statue. 

The answer in a nutshell to your third query is that you should believe in the very presence of beloved Baba at 

Mehersthan, and drive away all thoughts of replacing Baba’s presence with installation of an idol of Baba 

“sanctified” by Vedic rites. 

The bronze statue of beloved Baba can be of help to perpetuate Baba’s presence in Mehersthan for posterity. 

4) Your fourth query is: That after installation, what should be the daily regular conduct of worship? 

In answer to this I must say that this question will never arise if all lovers of Baba enter Mehersthan with the 

belief that Baba himself is in it. Your conduct should be as it is when you are in the presence of your beloved 

Baba at Ahmednagar or Poona. 

Any lover of Baba who enters Mehersthan is in himself the pujari [priest] of Baba; every lover should have full 

freedom of expression of love for Baba according to the dictates of his or her heart. Anyone should have a free 

 
286 Some Baba lovers felt that the recitation of the Master’s and Repentance prayers and singing of Baba’s 

arti routinely should not be done, as they would then become rituals. But Adi Sr. clarified that these were 

given by Baba — he had approved them being used at gatherings in his name — and they should be 

continued.  



 

 

access to Baba in Mehersthan and be allowed full freedom of expression of love for Baba without any 

reservations of caste or creed or race. There can be no better form of worship in Mehersthan than repeating 

Baba’s name and singing in his praise — and those who cannot sing can read, recall and repeat Baba’s 

messages and discourses, can recite the Master’s Prayer of Parvardigar and the Prayer of Repentance, can read 

aloud the messages of the Highest of the High and Meher Baba’s Call, can listen to bhajans on Baba and, above 

all, can spend most of the time sitting quietly in Baba’s presence, recalling the incidents and happenings of all 

the ’ahavas and the recent East-West Gathering. 

In short, there should be no restrictions whatsoever for the conduct of worship in Mehersthan, and love for God 

should have full scope of expression without any reservation of high and low, rich or poor. The precious eight 

messages given by beloved Baba for the occasion of the opening of Mehersthan are by themselves the code of 

true worship. Nothing that is strictly formal, or set, or merely customary practice should be adhered to while 

worshiping in Mehersthan at Kovvur. 

However, there should be strict rules framed and displayed to maintain discipline, cleanliness, and hygienic 

conditions in and around Mehersthan. Mehersthan should have a watchman to look after the property, but no 

regular and paid pujaris, for every lover of Baba is in himself a true pujari. 

This letter has become very long, and I hope that you will feel satisfied with the answers to all your queries. I 

have tried my best to be faithful to what I have gathered from beloved Baba’s indications given on points 

raised by you in your letter and given from time to time in response to such points raised in the past by some 

other lovers seeking enlightenment from him who is all-knowledge and compassion. Hence, if you had tried, 

dear brother, you would equally have found answers to your queries in the various literature of Baba in English 

as well as in Hindi in Meher Pukar, Prem Mahima and Divya Leela. 

Now that you have received this letter, Baba wants you to make the best use of it by sharing the contents with 

all Baba lovers in Kovvur and all lovers of Baba in Andhra. Baba also wants you to explain the contents of this 

letter faithfully to Shri and Shrimathi Koduri Krishna Rao. 

Beloved Baba sends his love to you and to all his dear ones of your parivar [family] and wants you to 

acknowledge this letter. 

Yours lovingly, 

Eruch 

Baba’s unique leela was to tear away the veil of ceremonies and rituals, and he used Meher Dham in Nauranga, 

Hamirpur, and Mehersthan in Kovvur, Andhra, as his medium. While remaining free of dogmas and tenets, Meher 

Baba has shown the way for humanity to offer loving and sincere worship to God, and Ramalingeshwara Rao fully 

accepted what Eruch wrote. With the establishment of Meher Dham and Mehersthan, people were awakened to what 

true worship is, and their traditional doctrines and religious dogmas and ceremonies were gradually abandoned. 

They became aware of how useless ceremonies and rituals are, in themselves, and in so doing became aware of the 

reality of the spiritual path. 

 

While preparations were going on in Kovvur for the opening of Mehersthan, in Ahmednagar differences came to the 

surface among members of the Ahmednagar Center, particularly between Rangole and Chhagan and Silla Kaku and 

Lata. Although in seclusion, Baba called those concerned to Meherazad at 10:00 A.M. on Sunday, 27 January 1963 to 

settle everything. Bal Natu also came. When they arrived, Eruch was reading Ramalingeshwara Rao’s letter to Baba. 

Baba had both the letter and a draft of Eruch’s reply read out to them. Expanding on his remarks to 

Ramalingeshwara Rao, Baba commented: 

I have nothing to do with Vedic rites, rituals and customs. I want my lovers in Mehersthan to perform bhajan-

kirtan, sing hymns, dance out of sheer joy and, if they feel like it, to roll in the dust! One can even offer his 

own prayers. But I do not want age-old outworn mantras to be recited, nor any formal ceremonies to be 

observed in my House of Worship. It should be a “Welcoming Day” instead of an Opening Day in Mehersthan. 

I have declared several times before that I have come to abolish ceremonies, all formal and set religious rites 

and rituals, and that I am above all religions! 

Baba inquired who from among his Ahmednagar lovers was proceeding to Kovvur. About six persons said they 

were going. Rustom Kaka also wished to go, but Baba expressed concern about his health. Seeing how ardently he 

wished to go, Baba offered to defray his expenses, as he knew it would be difficult for him to afford the trip. Baba 

asked Chhagan, Dhake, Bhagirath, Kokila, Rangole, Rustom Kaka, Silla Kaku, Manek, Waman and Mandhare to go 

to Kovvur. He stated, “I am sending Adi and Maharani Shantadevi for the opening as my representatives, and some 

from Poona and Bombay will also be going. So you, too, should go and participate in this love-feast.” 



 

 

Broaching the subject of differences among them, Baba observed: 

Just see how my numerous centers in Andhra and Hamirpur are functioning smoothly. These two places are the 

main field of my work in India, the fire of which is rapidly spreading. At first there were differences among 

them also, but now they are working in an organized manner. Lately in Andhra, they have drawn up a 

constitution for the conduct of all centers in Andhra, and a state minister, a commissioner and a retired 

collector have been taking interest and helping in the work. 

They all try to work harmoniously and cooperatively. So it is a wonder to me that being so near to me, you all 

quarrel among yourselves! You all work tirelessly, sincerely, and are honest. Then why these squabbles among 

you? 

Look at Ramakrishnan and how finely he conducts the Poona Center now. He works hard and goes to sleep well 

after midnight every day. In the beginning there were many quarrels among them also, and every year I had to 

explain matters to them. But now things are going well. 

If you cannot work harmoniously together in the interest of the center, then it is better you close it. As long as 

you are not able to work cooperatively in an amicable and brotherly spirit, then your work is not work but a 

mere show! 

Baba called upon each to open his heart and honestly lay his grievances before him. Dhake complained, “Rangole’s 

conduct is quite unwise and it creates a bad impression on newcomers.” 

At that criticism, Rangole asked Dhake, “In what way am I unwise?” 

“The other day you did not allow that speaker to speak!” 

Explaining, Rangole said, “Baba, the program that day had already been fixed. One person was to give a speech and, 

in the middle of it, Dhake brought in another speaker. Had I allowed him to give his lecture, the first man would 

have been offended, as he too was a newcomer.” 

Baba assured Dhake, “What Rangole says is correct. You should act according to the rules and regulations of the 

center, and do as Rangole says.” 

Then Chhagan complained about Rangole, and, in turn, Mandhare complained about Chhagan. Baba intervened, “If 

the majority does not approve of Rangole as secretary, remove him and select someone else.” 

Chhagan said, “Rangole works hard, but he should change his attitude.” 

Baba stated to Rangole, “Since you have become secretary, your responsibility has increased. You should be very 

humble and carry the shoes of all on your head!” 

Waman Padale spoke up, “There is really no quarrel in the center’s work, Baba. There is only one misunderstanding. 

People do not contribute toward running the center, and Rangole often has to approach them for help and, at times, 

he gets upset.” 

Therefore, Baba fixed a certain sum to be paid by each member every month as a contribution. He remarked that as 

long as Adi had a hand in the affairs of the center, there was little likelihood of any difference persisting, as 

whatever they had brought up was superficial. 

Finally, Baba advised them to beware of bogus saints, as at this time in North India and at other places, four persons 

who had previously been in his contact were deceiving Baba’s lovers in his name, claiming to be his chargeman, and 

so forth. Expressing his displeasure at the activities of such persons, Baba quoted in Marathi this verse of 

Tukaram:287 

Having long hair and ash-smeared bodies, 

there are many frauds in variegated guises. 

Tukaram says, ‘Let their dead conscience be burnt; 

it is no sin to thrash them!’  

 

287 This couplet of Tukaram's was painted on a wooden sign that was hung on a wall in mandali hall at 

Meherazad. Jalbhai was responsible for having the sign made. 



 

 

Baba also resolved personal differences between Prem and Girja Khilnani. After the meeting was over, the group of 

lovers left for their homes in Ahmednagar. 

 

That afternoon, there was an “unscheduled” visitor. His name was Shiavux Golwala. He was an older boarding-

school classmate of Adi Sr. from his days at Panchgani Parsi High School. He lived in a remote area of Dahanu, 

about 80 miles outside Bombay, and had not left the property in many years. When Golwala arrived, he was wearing 

a Baba locket pinned to his coat, which Baba had given him in 1926. Although he had not seen Baba since then, and 

had no further contact with Baba or his lovers, he began having the irresistible urge to see Baba again. He would tell 

people that he wanted someone to take him to see Meher Baba, but no one was prepared to do so on account of his 

age and feeble condition. 

Two younger Parsi men who were staying nearby, however, were going to Shirdi to pay homage at the tomb of Sai 

Baba. They took pity on the old man and offered to take him at least to Shirdi, if not to Meher Baba in Ahmednagar, 

35 miles away. The old man was immensely pleased. But once they arrived at Shirdi and paid their respects there, 

they told the Parsi that they had decided to return to Dahanu. The old man reacted angrily and said that they had 

promised to take him to Meher Baba. He would not budge from Shirdi, even if he had to die there! 

The men realized that the old man was adamant, so they brought him to Ahmednagar, where they met Adi at 

Khushru Quarters. Adi directed them to Meherazad, but when they arrived at noon and Baba had already gone for 

lunch. Aloba greeted them and explained that it was not possible for Baba to see them now, and that they should 

come back at four o’clock. So they drove back to Ahmednagar. 

But that afternoon, Baba came back to mandali hall at 2:00 P.M. When he came to know about the old man, he was 

very displeased with Aloba for turning them away (although Aloba had been acting according to standing 

instructions from Baba). Aloba said, “Baba, it was your order not to disturb you, so I told them to come back at four 

o’clock.” Baba was not placated and severely took all to task for two hours, complaining bitterly against them for 

their lack of consideration. Baba appeared anxious and restless, asking the mandali again and again whether the 

person would return. 

The three men returned at four o'clock and Golwala flung himself at Baba’s feet and sobbed with joy. Baba 

embraced him and expressed great happiness at seeing him. Baba made the old man sit beside him on a chair, and he 

talked with him for some time before allowing him to depart. 

The two younger men who had accompanied the old man, bowed at Baba’s feet and confessed, “We did not intend 

to bring him here. But it was our good fortune that we came and had your darshan.” The two companions were 

deeply reverent and impressed, and one told Baba, “Nothing could dissuade the old man from coming to see you, in 

spite of the repeated Nos! from everyone. And now, through him, we too have been blessed with your darshan 

despite your seclusion.” 

As Golwala was leaving, he patted Baba and said, “Bless you, Baba. May you live long! May you live long for the 

sake of this work — for the sake of us all, your children. May you live many, many years, for you alone are the 

Savior and hope of this world!” 

He embraced Eruch and some of the other mandali, and said, “Preserve him [Baba] like a flower. Make him dearer 

to you than your own life. Look after him, serve him well, for he is the Malik [Owner] of the universe — and by 

serving him you all will be immortal, too.” 

It was such a touching scene that some of the mandali themselves were moved to tears. 

Baba was radiantly happy at the man’s visit, and after he had gone, he remarked to the mandali, “Here is a man who 

came to ask for nothing, but simply to give me love and a ‘blessing’ for the world. All these years I have been 

waiting for someone to bless me and at last, today, that old Parsi did!” 

The man spoke with tears of love and with such deep sincerity that afterwards Baba told the women, “The old man’s 

prayer must come true, for it has come from the core of his heart, and God is bound to hear that!” 

 

Shahu Modak, 45, a famous movie actor of Ahmednagar, was permitted to see Baba at Meherazad on 1 February 

1963. Two days later, on Sunday, 3 February, Maharani Shantadevi arrived with Adi at 9:40 a.m. Baba was in a 

good mood and gave them explanations and instructions regarding the opening of Mehersthan, and advised 

Shantadevi, “Take care of your health.” 



 

 

Shantadevi spoke of Hamirpur, “When I had been to Meher Dham for its opening ceremony, I was accorded a 

reception the likes of which I have never been accorded in my own kingdom. The love of your lovers there is 

intense, Baba.” 

“You have become immortal,” Baba assured her, “as has Guruprasad.” 

Baba repeatedly told her, “Hold on to my daaman continuously until I speak the Word of Word and make my dear 

ones and the world receive my grace according to each one’s capacity.” 

He promised her, “You will see my True Light.” 

Shantadevi stayed with the women mandali until 4:00 P.M. and then left for Poona. 

The next day Sorabji Siganporia, Kishinchand Gajwani and Khorshed came from Bombay. Pankhraj from Jabalpur 

also arrived. Siganporia and Gajwani brought a copious amount of sweets and fruit as a gift for Baba, while 

Pankhraj brought only a few figs. 

Teasing Pankhraj, Baba asked him, “Do you take me for an idol in a temple that you have brought this naivaidh 

[offering]? Staying with me are men like Baidul who become very irritated at seeing your figs [as there were not 

enough to be distributed among all the men]. So be wary of them!” 

Gajwani wanted to stay permanently with Baba and expressed this desire. Baba stated, “It is extremely difficult to 

stay with me. It is impossible to carry out my day-to-day behests. Here you have to carry your life in the palm of 

your hand!” 

“I am ready, Baba,” Gajwani replied. 

“All right. See me on the 31st of March in Poona, and I will decide about it.” 

Baba then warned them repeatedly to beware of false and hypocritical saints, emphasizing to them not to visit these 

so-called saints and to hold firmly to his daaman. Highly impressed, Siganporia, Gajwani and Pankhraj left. 

Noshir Irani came on the 4th, and returned to Meherazad the next morning also. 

On Sunday, 10 February 1963, Baba met Adi, Meherjee, Lata, Rustom Kaka, Silla Kaku, Bhasker, Chhagan and 

Dhake. Vishnu Chavan of Poona came that afternoon with his family. 

On the 15th, Baba and all at Meherazad saw two films that had been taken by Beheram and Jehangu: one filmed 

during the summer of 1962 at Guruprasad and the other of the East-West Gathering. Rustom Kaka arranged 

everything, bringing a projector and a portable generator. Unfortunately, the fuse burned and Rustom had to bring 

another one from Ahmednagar — which he did in 45 minutes! 

On Sunday, 17 February 1963, the Khilnanis were permitted to see Baba. Meherjee and Jehangu Sukhadwalla also 

arrived that day. Kishan Singh arrived in Ahmednagar on the 20th and went to Meherazad, where he spent the night. 

Baba experienced severe stomach pains that day and Don was summoned. 

Yogi Shuddhanand Bharati was issuing a booklet titled Silent Splendour, and requested a message from Baba for it. 

On 21 February, Baba sent him this message via telegram: 

My message for your booklet is as follows: Your love for me glows in your book Silent Splendour. As the 

Ancient One I give my blessing that this booklet may help all who read it to be ready to absorb the splendor of 

my Word of words when I break my silence. 

Sardar Raste saw Baba at Meherazad on 22 February 1963; Arnavaz, Nariman and Jim came the following day; and 

Kari and Joseph Harb saw Baba on the 26th, the day after his birthday. 

Baba had prohibited his lovers from celebrating his 69th birthday on Monday, 25 February 1963, and so it was not 

observed anywhere and no special message was given. But Baba’s followers were allowed to send one 

congratulatory telegram, card or letter, and the Ahmednagar post office was flooded with them. They poured in from 

all over India and the world, and the telegraph office had to hire extra staff for a week to cope with the onslaught of 

telegrams. Day and night the teleprinters clacked with messages pouring in for “Meherbaba.” Each day Baba would 

listen to them as they were read out, but because there were so many it took several days to read them all. 

On 27 February, Baba sent this message to Koduri Krishna Rao: 

You are blessed in your love for me. The love of my lovers gathered in Kovvur for the opening of Mehersthan 

on February 28th has filled Mehersthan with my presence, for I abide where my lovers are. I give my blessing 

to Mehersthan and to all who have made this pilgrimage to Kovvur to welcome me. 

In Andhra, on Friday, 28 February 1963 at 7:00 A.M., Maharani Shantadevi declared Mehersthan open to the public 

by cutting the seven-colored ribbon strung across its entrance. She unveiled the bronze statue of Baba and delivered 



 

 

an address. Adi then unfurled Baba’s flag on the dome of Mehersthan and gave a speech. Many attended the 

function, including several dignitaries and Yogi Shuddhanand Bharati, Dr. Moorty from Calcutta, and Hoshang 

Bharucha from Navsari, all of whom gave a short speech. 

At Meherazad on the 28th, Baba called both the men and women mandali to the hall to stand before him. At 7:32 

A.M., exactly at the moment Shantadevi was unveiling the statue at Mehersthan, Baba clapped and, according to his 

wish, all the mandali shouted with one voice, “Parvardigar!” 

 

At this time, a yogi named Satya Saibaba was becoming famous in South India, as he would materialize ash in his 

palm, jewels and other items for his devotees. In a letter dated 2 March 1963, a devotee had written describing 

Satya’s powers. In response, Eruch joked, “To keep such a one as him among the mandali would be of great help in 

all respects!” 

Baba commented, “These are the powers of a tantric.” 

On another occasion, Ivy Duce wrote inquiring if Satya Saibaba was on the fourth plane and perhaps misusing his 

occult powers. Baba repeated that he was a tantric and using tantric powers for his so-called “miracles.” 

Meanwhile, Jane Haynes was living in New York City with her three children. She had been writing a children’s 

book about Baba, but somehow the project was not progressing well. Baba wrote to her: “You are not to worry. 

More important to me than any books written or unwritten is the love you bear for me.” 

After reading about Sakhares’ work of setting up a Baba information booth at the New Delhi Industries Fair, Jane 

thought why not have Meher Baba represented at the New York World’s Fair scheduled to open in about a year. 

Kitty was visiting the family and liked Jane’s idea so much that she wrote to Sarosh, who conveyed her letter to 

Baba. In response, Baba expressed his happiness and approved of the idea. 

Later, on 19 February 1963, Adi wrote the following note to Jane Haynes: 

Baba wants you to know he is very pleased with your efforts to secure some little space for him in the New 

York World’s Fair. If you do not succeed in getting one, Baba does not want you to feel disappointed, for you 

already have a corner in his heart. Baba sends his love to you and to his dear Trio. 

Baba sent this telegram to Jane Haynes on 7 March: 

I would want those lovers in America who can afford to contribute toward the cost of this project to do so and 

thus spread my divine message of love through the World’s Fair. 

Thus, an important project in spreading Baba’s message in America was set in motion. 

 

On 7 March 1963, after repeated pleas to see him, Baba permitted Mansari, Kaikobad’s family and Sushila to come 

to Meherazad. Padri and Don came on the 8th with Adi, who was almost a daily visitor. 

On one occasion, Prem Khilnani, his wife Girja and their two sons, Vinod and Raj, came to Meherazad to meet 

Baba. Opposite Khushru Quarters, where the Khilnanis were living, was the Sarosh Cinema. In the course of 

conversation, Baba remarked to Khilnani, “Now you must be having plenty of entertainment. Are you fond of seeing 

movies?” 

Khilnani said, “There was a time when I liked to watch movies, but now I don’t have any urge to go.” Pointing to 

Girja, Baba asked her the same question. She said that she liked to attend select movies, especially those expounding 

spiritual themes. 

There were constant tiffs between the husband and wife, and this problem was mentioned. Baba smiled on seeing 

them and asked, “Did you have another fight?” 

Prem said, “Fighting is always there. It will only disappear if your grace descends.” 

“Don’t you remember what I told you in Guruprasad?” 

“I remember, but to live up to it is difficult.” 

“Do you follow my orders?” 

“I am trying to.” 

“Trying?” Baba joked. “You are always fighting with Girja! Is this your idea of trying?” Baba again explained 

things to help reconcile them and the family left. 



 

 

On 12 March 1963, Kutumba Sastri, his son Bhasker, Adi, the Khilnanis and a Chief Justice named Chainani and his 

wife met Baba at Meherazad. Baba gave them a short discourse on love being the only way to realize God, and the 

necessity of having the courage to live with one’s life on one’s sleeve, “which only one in thousands has,” Baba 

noted. 

Kutumba Sastri was leaving shortly on a lecture tour of South India. Baba urged him not to hesitate to openly 

declare that Meher Baba says he is the Avatar of the Age. “Declare this undauntedly before all,” Baba told him, 

“even at the cost of receiving a beating or putting your life in danger!” 

Cases of smallpox had been reported in Poona, so that day everyone at Meherazad (including Baba first) were 

vaccinated by a public health official.288 

That day, Baba had a circular issued stating that he would be leaving for Guruprasad in two weeks, but that the 

Westerners were not permitted to come to Poona that year, since they had been given special opportunities for his 

close contact at the East-West Gathering. He stated he wanted his Western lovers to continue to help him remain 

undisturbed during his stay at Guruprasad by not visiting him, thus not acting contrary to his wishes. Baba did state, 

however, that he would allow his Eastern lovers to come on Sundays, starting from 14 April. The usual injunctions 

about not seeking interviews or advice were also given. 

During this period in Meherazad, Francis finished writing his book The East-West Gathering and read a portion of it 

to Baba every day. 

 

Before moving headquarters to Poona, in consideration of his lovers’ wishes, Baba agreed to attend the Ahmednagar 

Center on Sunday, 17 March 1963. From early that morning, local devotees and their families began assembling in 

the Center, including several military officers with their wives and children. (Ahmednagar has a large Army base.) 

The hall was completely full and people were standing outside. Baba arrived with Eruch, Bhau, Pendu and Francis at 

9:15 A.M. and was received amidst loud shouts of his Jai. Taking his seat on the dais, he stated: “No one should bow 

down, garland or embrace me. Only Sarosh, in his capacity as the president of the Center, should garland me.” 

Sarosh did so and received Baba’s embrace. 

Baba then asked Rustom Kaka and Dhake about the public function in Kovvur. They reported how the programs had 

been splendid and thousands had felt Baba’s presence there. 

At that moment, Baba’s eyes gazed at the microphone before him and he had it removed, joking, “I am not going to 

break my silence just now; there is still time for it! But when I utter the Word, it will go deep down into the hearts of 

all, and those connected with me will benefit spiritually according to the degree of their preparedness.” 

Rustom Kaka proceeded to sing one of Bhau’s ghazals written in Hindi. Keshav Nigam and Pukar had arrived from 

Hamirpur according to Baba’s wish, and they approached him at his bidding. Baba had called them for some work 

and instructed them to go to Meherazad, have a bath and refresh themselves. They left after Baba said he would 

discuss the work with them later. 

At this point, Sarosh’s brother Dinshaw’s wife, Soonamai Irani (Goher and Katie’s mother’s sister), entered the hall 

and sat on the dais. Baba remarked to her, “The body might drop anytime. Therefore you should try to remember me 

and take my name as often as possible so that when you die, you may be freed of your worldly affairs.” At the time 

Soonamai appeared to be in good health, but later it was found she had cancer. 

Baba then addressed the audience: 

God is Infinite. He is all-pervading. He is in each and every one and in everything. Even children in schools in 

India know this as this is what they are taught. If one studies Vedanta thoroughly, he is under the delusion and 

concludes that he has reached the state of “I-Am-God,” and not only is he God, but that he is everywhere and 

in everything! Becoming an adept in Vedanta does not mean that one has become God. One gains thereby a 

mere intellectual understanding of God, Who is quite beyond mind and intellect. He can only be felt and 

experienced through pure love — through heart, and not through mind. This love must be 100 percent pure. It 

must be honest love. Only then can one cross the domain of the mind and intellect. 

Even then it is only a rare one who sees God as all-pervading. He sees God within more clearly than you see the 

objects of this world with your gross eyes. God is to be seen within and is not to be sought outside. When there 

is a real longing to be united with God, then one becomes like a fish out of water. And still only a rare one 

realizes Him. 

 
288 Goher vaccinated Mehera. 



 

 

When one becomes God, then every other thing vanishes — mind, body, intellect, the world and its affairs, et 

cetera. Then the Realized-One knows anything and everything through experiencing the “I-Am-God” state and 

claims: “I am God!” with authority. This state can never be achieved through an intellectual understanding of 

Vedanta. The state of the God-realized Man is indescribable; it must be experienced. 

After Realization, it is only one in millions who regains normal [gross] consciousness, and he spontaneously 

experiences his divine state side by side with the awareness of the gross world. Such a One alone is Real, and 

no amount of Vedanta reading can give this experience. 

Baba continued: 

On the spiritual path one must have 100 percent honesty. The slightest tinge of hypocrisy leads one away from 

God. It is better to be an unbeliever [atheist, agnostic] than to be a hypocrite or false saint. And it is better to 

deny God than to defy Him! 

God is nearer to you than your own breath, but at the same time, He seems so far away from you. I know by 

actual experience that I am God, and that you all are God. This, my Experience, is a continuous Experience 

without a break. You do not have this Experience because there is a veil between you and God which separates 

you from God and prevents you from knowing Him. And this veil of separateness is you yourself! This makes 

it so difficult and impossible for anyone to know God. 

Only the grace of a Perfect Master can make you experience the God-state in a flash after he makes you drink 

the Wine of his divine love, and when you have imbibed that wine, you lose all consciousness of all your 

worldly attachments and gain the consciousness of God, Who is the only Reality. That state is beyond 

description. 

Until you drink that cup of Wine of divine love, your mind plays tricks with you. Your desires fill and dirty 

your heart; they prevent your heart from being cleansed and you cannot see God. Once the desires are swept 

away, your heart becomes pure and you see God. But this needs the grace of the Perfect Master. 

At this point, Professor Abdul Karim walked inside the hall and sat facing Baba in the first row. Baba asked, “Where 

have you been? Have you heard what I have been explaining? Did you follow it?” 

The professor replied that he had been standing outside the hall and that he had heard and understood Baba’s 

explanations. “It is good that you came in,” Baba stated, “otherwise, you would have remained ‘out’ for all time.” 

Conversing with him, Baba quoted a few couplets from Hafiz to the effect: “When one’s mind is completely 

annihilated, one finds oneself in All. The soul then at times plays the part of man, and at times the part of God. The 

state is so indescribably high that it is beyond mind, intellect and understanding. It is like the drop gulping the Ocean 

of Effulgence and Light! And the bliss in that ‘I-Am-God state’ is so infinite that to come down to the awareness of 

the world [gross consciousness] is an indescribable agony in itself.” 

Baba ended by stating, “In my case, I was ‘forcibly’ brought back to gross consciousness by the five Perfect Masters 

to undergo suffering for humanity.” 

The girl Lata Limaye began singing a ghazal, and though her voice was melodious, she seemed to be nervous and in 

a hurry to finish it. Baba advised her to be patient in her rendering and informed her that she had to sing before him 

in Poona when Begum Akhtar would also be present. Baba commented about Begum Akhtar’s visit to Meherazad 

and her willingness to sing before him. He also praised Lata because she had excelled and won first place in a music 

competition in Poona, and assured her that she had an exceptionally sweet voice. In respect of Baba’s wish, Lata 

sang the bhajan called “Rajaji” and Baba gave her an embrace. 

Referring to the Four Journeys, Baba commented: 

On the spiritual path are four journeys, but they are journeys within. The first station [plane] of the first journey 

dazes the aspirant, but it is all nothing but a tamasha [show] of light, of colors, of circles, of sweet fragrance, 

music, et cetera. This is not God! He is far, far away! There are so many so-called saints who get stuck in this 

plane and who bind themselves in this tamasha and bind others also. Only a hero from among millions dares to 

progress and reach the Goal, the end of the first journey. 

Kokila Tiwari sang a ghazal, which the Professor Abdul Karim in his exuberance had composed. When Baba heard 

that the professor had composed it, he remarked, “If this is so, I won’t allow you or your pen to rest! You must 

compose more ghazals.” 

Before ending the program, Baba made a final statement to the gathering about attaining God: 

You have not to renounce the world or to leave anything — your wife, children, job, responsibilities. You do 

not have to renounce anything! The only thing you have to give up is your own self [ego]. 



 

 

Just as he was about to step down from the stage to leave, Baba asked the mandali and residents from Meherabad to 

stand up and offer him their salutations, which they did reverently. Amidst hails of acclamation, Baba left the 

Ahmednagar Center for Meherazad at 10:30 A.M. Although still in seclusion, Baba responded to the love of his 

Ahmednagar devotees and, in his compassion, answered their prayer by specially coming to give them darshan. 

When he took his seat in the car, scores of people thronged to touch him; those who could not had the satisfaction of 

touching his car and derived benefit from being in his divine presence. 

Reaching Meherazad, Baba discussed with Pukar and Keshav Nigam matters concerning their work in Hamirpur in 

Baba’s name. After staying overnight, they left for their homes. 

Baba called the Kalchuris, Padri and Adi to Meherazad on the 19th, and finalized their moving to Khushru Quarters 

in June. Jalbhai arrived on the 20th. 

On 21 March 1963, in response to Dhake’s Irani New Year greetings that day, Baba sent him this telegram: “The 

Eternal sends his blessing of love to his ephemeral.” 

A Baba lover of Poona named M. N. Mirza had experienced great difficulty in his life due to his wife’s unstable 

mental condition. Baba met him at Meherazad at 3:00 P.M. on 23 March and had the Master’s and Repentance 

prayers recited before him. He instructed Mirza to recite the prayers daily and Mirza was told he could see Baba 

again at Guruprasad on the 30th. 

 

 

Chapter 38: GURUPRASAD GARDEN, 1963 

On Sunday morning, 24 March 1963 at 8:30 a.m., Baba left Meherazad for Poona with the women and men mandali. 

Kaka stayed at Meherazad; Kaikobad was sent to Meherabad; and Baidul stayed with his family in Poona. Adi drove 

Baba in the DeSoto, making brief halts at Sarosh Motor Works and Akbar Press, where he met his lovers. At the 

Ahmednagar railway crossing, Baba moved to Meherjee’s car. 

On the way to Poona, Baba had the car stopped. He used his commode, behind a makeshift screen erected by the 

mandali by the side of the road. But as he stepped out and stood for a moment by the door, a black car which had 

been behind them for some time drew up in front. A man alighted and with joined hands walked straight to Baba. 

Adi stopped him, but Baba motioned that it was all right. As the man bowed down, he explained, “I saw you last in 

Toka 35 years ago, and I cannot tell you my joy at the unexpected blessing of this chance meeting on the road.” 

Baba smiled and gestured that he too was happy about it. The actual reason for Baba having stopped at that 

particular time and place then became apparent. 

Joseph and Kari Harb were staying at the Napier Hotel in Poona. But Joseph had been very ill for several weeks 

with gall bladder trouble, and his health had recently taken a serious turn. He had been told that he needed to have 

an operation. Alu Khambatta had been deputed to help look after him. The day Baba arrived at Guruprasad, Joseph 

and Kari came to see him. Baba advised Joseph to proceed with the surgery. Baba emphasized to him repeatedly, “I 

am the only Reality. All else that seems real is illusion. I am God, 100 percent so! There is nothing besides me. 

Therefore, think only of me and constantly repeat my name. If you were to drop your body this instant, this alone 

will be of use to you.” 

During his stay in Guruprasad that year, as usual Sadashiv Patil, Meherjee, Baba’s brothers Jalbhai and Beheram, his 

three nephews Sheroo, Rustom and Sohrab, Jehangu Sukhadwalla, Meherwan Jessawala and Zal Aidoon were 

allowed to visit daily. Jehangu and Meherwan could come only when they had time off from their jobs. The Poona 

Center workers were allowed to visit occasionally. Sadashiv, Ramakrishnan, Shinde and others desired a separate 

building for the Poona Center, and Baba permitted them to build one. The new building was a daily topic of 

discussion. The construction work had begun and Baba took an active interest in it. 

Nana Kher arrived from Nagpur and stayed with the men mandali at Guruprasad, until Baba left at the end of June. 

Occasionally, Nana Kher would write down what Baba dictated. On 30 and 31 March, Baba explained about the 

“weaknesses” of each of the past Avatars, and also about two ways of realizing God: 

Although I have infinite knowledge, infinite power and infinite bliss at my disposal, as the God-Man I do not 

use my infinite power and bliss for my Avataric work. Otherwise, how could I experience the helplessness of 

the whole world? I suffer infinitely for humanity to relieve them of suffering, for it is for their sake that I 

specially come as Avatar. I suffer tremendously physically. This is why my body was completely shattered in 

two [automobile] accidents. 



 

 

My mental suffering too is infinite, as I suffer for all the hypocrisy in the world, for all hypocritical saints. 

Lastly, I suffer infinitely spiritually because even though I myself am completely free, I experience myself as 

bound in all men in ignorance. I have to suffer for them. But as the Avatar, I use my infinite knowledge. That is 

why I know everything of the past, present and future. I am omniscient without using my mind. 

Every Avatar, though God-incarnate, as man has some human weakness and also suffers. [As Zoroaster, I killed 

the man who murdered me with a sword.] 

As Ram, I experienced helplessness by going into exile for fourteen years and endured great suffering. My 

weakness as Ram was that I had to renounce Sita for the sake of the peoples’ satisfaction, by sending her into 

the jungle. 

As Krishna, my weakness was to show my Universal Body to Arjuna before he would obey my wish of waging 

war against the Kauravas. It was my weakness and also Arjuna’s, as he demanded experience of my divinity 

before he would carry out my command. 

As Buddha, my weakness was that I explained about nirvana — the fana state. But I never disclosed about 

nirvikalp samadhi — the baqa state, which comes immediately after fana. 

As Jesus Christ, my weakness was that though I was one with the Father, when nailed on the cross I cried out, 

“O Father, why have you forsaken me?” though I knew I was the Father in heaven. 

As Muhammad, my weakness was that, due to circumstances, I called myself the Messenger of God. But at 

least before dropping my body, I should have declared that “I am Allah,” which was my real state. 

As Meher Baba the Avatar, I have two weaknesses. One weakness is that I am bhola [innocent, guileless]. That 

is, I keep company with all my lovers, allow them to say what they like. The second weakness I will tell you 

when I come again after 700 years during my next advent. 

Explaining about Realization, Baba continued: 

There are two ways of realizing God. The first method is through love for Beloved God. But this path of love is 

one of untold sufferings and ordeals. As Hafiz said: 

The mind and intellect can never approach love. 

Only one who has his head on his sleeve 

        can kiss the threshold of love. 

One in a million can attain this love by the grace of God. It is good that God has not graced you with this love-

divine, which when awakened burns you intensely in this fire of separation. You would be like a fish taken out 

of water, or a man dying of thirst with no water. It is horrible suffering which only a rare one can get through 

by God’s grace. It is a most difficult path. 

The second method is that of holding fast to the daaman of the Avatar to the very end; that is, to obey him 

implicitly without using your intellect or mind at all, and acting according to his wishes. Your obedience 

should be headless and footless. This will take you to God-realization directly without experiencing the 

wonderful illusory experiences of the six planes. 

Thus implicit obedience to the Avatar gives you God-realization in the flash of a second, when his nazar or 

grace turns on you. 

As Jesus Christ, Judas was my intimate companion for many years. But when the time came, he betrayed me 

and handed me over to the executioners [Pharisees]. Even Peter, the most dear to me, denied me when the time 

came to face my execution. 

Therefore, to hold fast to my daaman until the very end is also very difficult. It is only possible by my grace. 

Adi came on the 30th from Bombay with Jim and Nariman. Baba scolded them lightly for not arriving earlier and 

missing his explanation about the Avatar’s weaknesses. He gave them each a nickname: Adi — Gunda (Thug); Jim 

— Gadha (Donkey); and Nariman — Mama Mavali (Uncle Rogue). 

Adi brought M. N. Mirza to Guruprasad that afternoon. Baba exhorted Mirza to recite the prayers daily and assured 

him that his situation would improve within six months. Harry Dedolchow also saw Baba that day.  

As instructed, on Sunday, 31 March 1963, Sorabji Siganporia and Kishinchand Gajwani arrived at Guruprasad from 

Bombay. Gajwani wanted to live with Baba permanently. Upon seeing the two men at 2:00 p.m., Baba first asked 

Gajwani, “Do you want me or God?” 

Gajwani replied, “You, Baba!” 



 

 

“Then will you do as I tell you?” 

With folded hands, Gajwani said, “Yes, Baba.” 

“You should sever all connections with your household; listen to me and carry out my wishes.” 

“I have come prepared for that. My son, Nariman, is proceeding to New York tomorrow and I have informed him 

that I will be disconnected from the family, business matters and remain here with you from today.” 

“If I tell you to strip naked and wander about Bombay, would you do it?” 

“Your grace will help me to do it,” Gajwani said. 

“Leave aside grace; would you do it?” Baba demanded. 

“Yes, I will,” Gajwani said. 

Baba was pleased and then asked Siganporia, “Do you want me or God?” 

“You, Baba!” 

“Would you do as I tell you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Would you walk about naked in Bombay?” 

Siganporia said, “My modest nature would not permit me to do this. Barring this order, I will listen to you, Baba, 

and carry out whatever else you say.” 

“You have failed in your resolve; you should have said yes. I was not going to order you to do it!” 

“But how can I be hypocritical?” Siganporia pleaded. 

In response, Baba just smiled and forgiving Siganporia remarked, “Don’t worry. I know the love of both of you for 

me, and I too love you very much.” 

Baba then instructed Gajwani to go to Hazrat Babajan’s tomb, and pray there for an hour every day, with his head 

bowed. While in Poona, he was allowed to visit Bombay intermittently, and this went on for a few months. 

Siganporia returned to Bombay, but was told to come to Guruprasad every week on Saturday and Sunday. 

At 2:30 on the 31st, Army Major-General Bhandari, his wife, Kamla, and their two daughters arrived at Guruprasad 

to have Baba’s darshan. Baba told him: 

China is hesitant to attack India. There are two views about it in China. If she attacks, there will be a lot of 

chaos and suffering in India. If she does not attack, there will be tension and great suspense in India. The 

coming fifteen days are crucial. I have to decide which way is best. But the eventual victory will be that of 

India. I look after the affairs of the entire world. I am the Sole Authority. 

Goher and Katie’s brother, Aspi, was a major in the army, and during the recent Indo-Chinese War had been 

entrapped in a battle. Remembering him, Baba mentioned this and asked Eruch to relate what had happened to Aspi 

during the conflict. Eruch narrated: 

Aspi was being sent to the border and before going, Katie, loving him and desiring his safety, asked him to 

wear Baba’s locket at all times underneath his uniform and to take his name. Though Aspi did not believe in 

Baba, he respected him and said: “Well Katie, just to please you I will wear it.” 

The Indian troops were defeated at one post after another. Aspi too was ordered to retreat with his regiment. He 

was surrounded by the Chinese and so he retreated into the forest. As they were retreating, at one point they 

came across a huge Gibraltar-like rock. There was no other way but to attempt the 90° climb. The men were 

exhausted, without water or food and it was biting cold. Somehow Aspi dared to forge ahead, and miraculously 

it seemed that at each step during the night the path was cleared and opened to them. Once when they were 

resting, suddenly he felt that no matter how exhausted his men were, they should not rest at that spot. He made 

the men push on and found out later that within an hour the Chinese were there. God knows what would have 

happened to them if they had been captured. 

During the trek they reached a river, a fast, flowing, roaring one, impossible to cross. While climbing, Aspi had 

lost many of his men. The more desperate ones jumped into the river and drowned, but Aspi with the few men 

who followed found a bridge. (He later said he was still not convinced it was really there, for who would build 

a bridge in such a remote, thick forest.) They crossed it and, at last, after fourteen days and heavy losses, they 

reached the Indian border. Their boots had stuck so tightly to their skins that the legs of 75 of his men had to be 

amputated. Aspi was the only one to emerge from the ordeal unscathed. When he saw Baba, Aspi fell at his 

feet and cried his heart out for his men. Baba consoled him, told him not to worry and informed him that he 

would have to go back to the front, but that he would return safely once again, and to tell his wife so. 



 

 

A similar incident involved one of Baba’s ardent Sikh followers from Delhi, named Tekchand. Baba asked Eruch to 

narrate his story: 

Tekchand, who is with the Indian Army’s frontier road-building team, was deep in the Subansiri division on 9 

November 1962, together with 700 unarmed non-combatants, when the Chinese troops began encircling them. 

They received orders to withdraw immediately, leaving everything behind. Panic seized them as they had no 

food and no arms! Somehow the Chinese had cut across, severing all communication between them and their 

base. But Tekchand instilled hope and courage into his men by assuring them they had nothing to fear because 

the living God, Avatar Meher Baba, was with them! And so no harm would come to them and they would get 

back safely. The men were visibly cheered, as Tekchand had told them much about Baba. 

Taking the help of some hill tribesmen, Tekchand trekked back through the forests with the 700 men. They 

trekked for seven days and nights, through unfamiliar terrain, without food and without protective clothing in 

the biting cold, rain and slush. The whole way, Tekchand was singing bhajans in Baba’s praise, with the men 

joining in and taking Baba’s name. They encountered breathtaking hardships on the way. At one point they had 

to swim across turbulent waters when a bridge gave way under their weight, but they managed to get across 

safely. Others, overcome with hunger, accidentally ate DDT that they found at an abandoned post, mistaking it 

for flour! They were violently sick and vomited up the poison, and others helped them to carry on. Added to all 

this was their constant fear of being spied by the Chinese. 

At last the incredible journey was over, and the men returned to their base in Assam, famished and terribly 

emaciated in their tattered clothes, but without a single casualty. In fact, not one of them even suffered from 

frostbite, or any chest complications in spite of the cruel cold. Thus did Tekchand return from the frontier, 

instrumental in bringing back his 700 men to safety through Baba’s love. 

When Eruch finished, Baba remarked: “They say it is my miracle, but it is no miracle of mine. It is the miracle of 

my name! 

“After I drop my body, the world will experience many so-called miracles. And there will be a rush to Meherabad, 

Meherazad, Guruprasad, and all places where I have been. But it will be useless then; it is now that matters! Faith 

and love and obedience count most with me. You [those with him] are the blessed ones.” 

General Bhandari and his wife returned happily after spending a short while with Baba in Guruprasad. 

A meeting of the Poona Center workers was held that day, and finances for their proposed new building were 

discussed. Sadashiv had promised to turn over the proceeds of the sale of one of his houses, but now seemed to have 

had a change of heart. Baba was annoyed by this and ordered him to fast for one month on water. Baba then forgave 

him and told him to donate only Rs.10,000 towards the project. 

Baba stated that this was the last day of any discussions or explanations, and for the rest of his stay at Guruprasad, 

he wanted nothing but an atmosphere of joy and music. 

 

On Monday, 1 April 1963, at 10:00 A.M., Noshir Irani met with Baba. He wished to stay permanently at Meherazad 

with Baba, and Baba assured him he would call him sometime soon. 

Baba had announced that his darshan would be available every Sunday starting from 14 April. A few of the Bombay 

group arrived in Poona at 11:00 A.M. on the 4th. Baba sent his car to meet them at the train station, and it brought 

them to Guruprasad, where Baba saw them in the back room. He embraced each and joked with them, remarking to 

Freny Dadachanji that she had grown rather plump and asked her if she had been eating too much. Baba was in a 

cheerful, lighthearted mood and remarked about his stay in Poona, “For these next three months, I just want to 

completely relax.” He sent them to the Mobo’s Hotel and called them again at 2:00 P.M. Practically every day 

thereafter, Baba called the Bombay group to Guruprasad, sometimes even twice a day. 

When the group came back in the afternoon, Baba was drinking tea. He told them to be seated and then started 

telling them about a Zoroastrian Perfect Master, the only one in recorded history: 

His name was Azar Kaivan. He came long after Prophet Zoroaster. He was so advanced that to get God-

realization, he laid down like a corpse [with crossed arms] for 40 days, without eating, drinking, or moving, 

uttering: “Yezdan, Yezdan, Yezdan,” until he lost his voice through weakness. So he continued repeating 

Yezdan silently. After 40 days, an apparition came to him and took him to a Perfect Master of that time. After 

untold difficulties and trials, he was given God-realization. 

Baba recounted Hafiz’s arduous 40 years under the Qutub Attar of Shiraz, stating, “Hafiz knocked his head at the 

feet of his Master (literally!) for 40 years before his Master gave him God-realization in a moment. But first he had 

to become the dust of his Master’s feet, and that is no joke!” 



 

 

 Baba then described the Tibetan Sadguru Milarepa, who lived 900 years before (1025–1135): 

He was the son of a rich man, but when Milarepa was [seven years old], his father died; and as often happens, 

his uncle raped his mother and stole the family fortune. The mother, in her hatred, asked her son to learn black 

magic to take revenge and ruin the uncle. The boy, while still young, learned the black arts to take revenge. He 

succeeded in mastering the destructive forces of nature and destroyed his uncle and his family and many others 

with a fierce storm. After the violent deed was done, he sat and wondered why he had done such a murderous 

thing. As he was an advanced soul, naturally he felt bad at having done such a foul thing for worldly purposes. 

To repent, he took his black magic books and went in search of a Master. [He met the Guru Rongton, who sent 

him to Marpa.] After great difficulties, he found his Master, Marpa. Milarepa was 38. He had nothing but his 

books to offer in exchange for wanting God. Marpa took him on as his servant for six years but gave him no 

food, and after a strenuous day’s work, Milarepa had to go to the village and beg. Milarepa was given nearly 

impossible difficult tasks, such as building a small hut of stones with his bare hands. When the building was 

completed, the Master Marpa would have the whole structure torn down on one pretext or another. 

In this way, he would be harassed continuously; but Milarepa stayed on in the service of his Master, obeying his 

every word and so became the dust at Marpa’s feet. After several years of such miseries, one day the Sadguru, 

pleased with his disciple’s love and obedience, gave him God-realization in a moment, and afterwards 

Milarepa became a Perfect Master himself. 

After relating these tales, Baba said, “Knowing how incapable you are, I do not give you such orders, nor ask you to 

become dust at my feet, but only to love me and obey me and hold fast to my daaman. Hold on tightly and take my 

name constantly during the day, and especially just before you die.” 

Baba’s face became very sad. He said, “I am God but none of you can see and understand me. I tell you so many 

things, but you cannot imagine it really. 

“The anti-God element has reached its zenith. So many sins have increased in the name of religion that I will have to 

fulfill my mission and finish my work soon. When I break my silence, things will happen which will make you 

realize who I am. Miracles have no value. Listen to what I say when I am in your midst and hold fast to my daaman. 

Even Peter denied Christ. I will break my silence and leave my body within a year. It will be soon now.” 

Several times, he repeated, “There is nothing except God! This world is a shadow play! Just like your dreams, this is 

an awake-dream. When you are really awake, you will know. On the first plane one must never rest, but rush 

through it. On the third plane one must go cautiously as the fourth plane, the stepping stone, is near.” 

Baba concluded with a smile, “Now, all of you rush away as they do on the first plane!” 

 

Some from Bombay had traveled to Kovvur in Andhra for the opening of Mehersthan, and some had not. When they 

first arrived at Guruprasad, Baba severely reproved those who had not gone, expressing his displeasure about it. (He 

had done the same with Shinde and Kamble of Poona, who had likewise not attended the function). Baba asked 

Nargis Dadachanji the reason she had not gone, and she said her health did not permit her. (She had a heart 

condition.) Baba made this reproving comment, “You would have been lucky had you died in Kovvur!” 

But two days later, Baba asked Goher to take Nargis’ blood pressure, which was found to be quite high. Baba asked 

her, “Why aren’t you careful about your health?” 

Nargis burst out laughing. Baba inquired, “Why are you laughing?” 

She replied, “Two days ago you scolded me for not going to Kovvur, and today you rebuke me for being careless 

about my health.” 

“That is my way,” he replied. “Continue doing as I say!” 

Baba was more attentive toward his Bombay group this time, and they all received a lot of “sherbet” (love) to drink. 

Rustom Dadachanji’s wife Freny and Hoshang Dadachanji’s wife Havovi came especially close in Baba’s love-orbit 

at this time. In fact, from the dear “Chanji family” there was none whose head remained unbowed at Baba’s feet. 

Wishing to reap the benefit of Baba’s darshan whenever available, the Bombay group rented Jamnagar House in 

Koregaon Park for three months. They moved in the day after they arrived and stayed the entire summer. For the 

first few days, only Arnavaz, Freny, Nargis and Dr. Alu were there; later, they were joined by Roda, Banoo 

Dadachanji, Katie, Dina Talati, Kharmen Masi and other Parsi women. Rustom, Hoshang, Nariman, Beheram 

(Dadachanji) and Jim Mistry would join them on weekends. For the first few days, their bungalow had no running 

water. Hearing of this, on one occasion, Baba remarked, “There will be a severe shortage of water throughout the 

whole world.” 



 

 

From many parts of India, lovers flocked to Guruprasad Garden during the summer of 1963, and in Age’s sweet 

chronicle of Meher Baba’s life, these precious memories were added … 

 

Although darshan had originally been scheduled to begin on the 14th, this was changed, and the first day of darshan 

was moved ahead one week to Sunday, 7 April. Baba had announced that darshan would be given only on Sundays 

from 3:00 to 6:00 P.M.; but, in fact, the programs would begin on Friday and last all weekend. Singing programs 

were arranged, which Baba indicated would give him some much-needed relaxation after the intense inner work he 

had been doing at Meherazad the past three months, and which he would carry on with “double the intensity” on 

returning to Meherazad. 

During the morning session at Guruprasad of the 7th, Baba joked, “Three things make me happy: First, taking on the 

suffering of the universe. Second, hearing good music — good singing, mind you, not the Deshmukh kind! Third, 

playing cards with my [Bombay] boys and seeing them rub their noses on the floor!” 

When the group assembled that afternoon, Baba informed them, “During the last seclusion at Meherazad, I suffered 

a lot during the last three months due to the strain of my Universal work. Yet despite the strain, I gave several 

explanations and discourses to the mandali during that seclusion period.” 

Baba then reiterated and further explained about the human weaknesses of the previous six Avatars: 

All Avatars had one weakness. Perfection includes imperfection too, so even Avatars have one weakness. 

Zoroaster was attacked in the back by his enemy while he was praying. When he was stabbed with a sword, 

just before he died, he flung his rosary at the man who was the cause of his death, and the murderer, it is said, 

caught on fire and was burnt instantly. This was weakness on the part of Zoroaster — the instinct for self-

preservation is so strong. 

Ram denounced his beloved wife, Sita, even though she was pure in heart and mind and proved herself so after 

her return from Sri Lanka. Thus Ram bowed to his subjects’ opinions and thereby kept his throne. This he 

should not have done.289 

Arjuna was with Krishna all the time and took him only as an intimate friend. During the battle of Mahabharat 

when Arjuna declined to fight against his kith and kin, in spite of being ordered by Krishna to do so, Krishna 

unveiled to him his Virat Swarup [Universal Body containing all cosmic forms] to make Arjuna obey him. This 

Krishna should not have done. 

Buddha explained to his lovers that the goal of life was nirvan; but he did not reveal and explain to his lovers 

the three states beyond nirvan, like majzoobiyat, sulukiyat and Qutubiyat, which follow nirvan. This was 

Buddha’s weakness. [He should have told the people of the “I Am God” state (nirvikalp).] 

Christ, with all power, knowledge and bliss at his command, should not have cried out from pain when he was 

crucified on the cross: “O Father! Why hast Thou forsaken me!” 

Lastly, Muhammad did not reveal to the people that he was God in human form. He professed that he was only 

a Prophet or the Messenger of God, thus establishing a separateness from God when he knew he was God in 

human form. He should have declared that he was the God-Man, at least just before his death.290 

Baba then said very seriously, “I, too, have my one weakness. Undoubtedly I am the Avatar, and so undoubtedly I 

have my weakness.  

As everyone strained their ears, eager to know what his weakness was, he continued, “One of my weaknesses is that 

I tolerate having you all around me. But my real weakness I will reveal when I come again after 700 years! When 

we are all together, I will tell you once again of the weaknesses of the Avatars, and add: ‘And Meher Baba had this 

weakness ...’ ” 

Everyone had a hearty laugh. Baba continued: 

In the state of nirvan [fana], initially there is the experience of infinite vacuum. This is followed instantaneously 

by the experience of infinite bliss or the fana-fillah state — the nirvikalp state. A Qutub enjoys infinite power, 

infinite knowledge and infinite bliss and utilizes all these; while the Avatar only utilizes infinite knowledge, 

 
289 It was falsely claimed that Sita had been raped by Ravana. 

290 There were reportedly 144,000 followers of Muhammad in Medina the day the Prophet died in 632. 



 

 

and does not use his infinite power and bliss. If he did so, how could he suffer and be helpless for the sake of 

humanity? 

The talk switched to the recent inauguration of Mehersthan in Kovvur: “People from Andhra have love for me. 

Now, at Dehra Dun, my lovers have laid the foundation stone of a ‘Baba Dham’ [house of worship in his name], but 

by the time it gets completed, I might break my silence!” 

 

After retiring for a few minutes, Baba returned and took his usual seat in the hall, which was filled to capacity. 

Many had to sit on the verandah. Baba instructed that those who embraced him that day must not do so every 

Sunday, should they happen to come again for his darshan. He then said: 

I have the continuous experience that I am the Singer, the songs, the musical instruments and also the audience. 

You cannot imagine what infinite bliss means. The greatest joy man feels is when he lives happily with his 

beloved. That joy is only the seventh shadow of the real infinite bliss. I am real, but my shadow [illusion] is not 

real. It has no value. Its value is absolutely nil! Similarly, worldly joy which is the seventh shadow of real bliss, 

has absolutely no value. When once one experiences that bliss, one would not want to leave it and come back 

to this worldly consciousness even as a Perfect Master! 

Khorshed had told Baba about an excellent singer in Bombay named M. Y. Mohan. A telegram was sent to Kishore 

Mistry, asking if the singer would come to Guruprasad to sing before Baba. Instead of “M. Y. Mohan,” Kishore read 

the name as “My Mohan,” and the singer’s immediate response was, “Your Mohan is most happy to come!” 

M. Y. Mohan came on 7 April 1963 and, at 3:00 P.M., Baba asked him to sing a bhajan. After one bhajan, he began 

to sing ghazals. Mohan had a melodious voice, and because it reminded Baba of the great deceased singer K. L. 

Saigal, he was nicknamed Mohan-Saigal. Baba was pleased with his singing and, when the program was over, he 

gave him a handkerchief as a token of his appreciation. After this, Mohan-Saigal sang before Baba on several 

occasions and became a true lover. 

Baba would often interpret the ghazal Mohan was singing for the benefit of those who could not follow the meaning. 

These are some of his explanations given then: 

On the spiritual path, there comes a stage when the Beloved [Master] asks the lover [disciple] to continue to 

live, and not think of dying. And when the lover struggles to live, he is asked by his Master to be ready to die! 

But in the end, the lover becomes One with him in love. He gets drowned in love. 

May God help the man in whom the fire of divine love is blazing intensely! Apparently, his life is misery. He 

loses everything, including his self, in the end. But then, the easiest way for all is to hold on to my daaman until 

the end. 

How indifferent and independent God is, although He Himself is everyone and everything! The more you love 

Him, the more He turns His face away from you! But if you persist, you compel Him to turn His face toward 

you. 

After one ghazal, Baba remarked: 

God is closer to you than your own breath, and yet He is so far away! The lover says: “To gain You is to lose 

my self! What is love? What is the effect of love? You making me helpless, and my becoming helpless!” 

My continuous experience is that I am in everyone and am everything. This is not said as a result of my having 

understood the Truth by the mind; it is the actual Experience of my being That. This Experience is the highest 

of experiences. This state of mine cannot be understood with the help of the mind. 

While the singing was going on, an old man suffering from hemiplegia (paralysis on one side of his body) was 

brought to Baba. Baba remarked to him, “If you live until I break my silence, you will be able to walk again.” 

A small girl of about four years of age came forward to Baba from among the crowd. She bowed to him and then sat 

right next to him on his sofa. Baba remarked, “Some men drink liquor and then hide their faces; others drink and 

boldly face public criticism. The masts are also in an intoxicated state; but they do not care for people or anyone.” 

Making a play on words, Baba joked, “This child also has masti [mischievousness], for she is unmindful of the 

crowd!” 

After sitting next to Baba for about half an hour, the little girl got up and went back to her mother. Following her 

example, other children started coming to Baba for darshan. Baba remarked, “They come to me because I am also a 

child.” 



 

 

Again he interpreted the meaning of more songs as they were being sung by Mohan-Saigal: 

The lover says: “I am not on this earth, nor in heaven. I am like particles of dust floating about everywhere in 

search of the Beloved.” 

For a Muslim, it is against the precept of his religion to drink wine. If he is seen drinking liquor, he is called a 

sinner. But the lover says he has drunk the cup but is not a sinner. If he is considered one, then he is such a 

sinner that even Paradise has been awaiting his arrival for thousands of years! 

Only after self-annihilation can one become one with God. Only when the body and the mind are pulverized 

does one become one with God. 

Baba added, “This is not easy! Who would like to become dust? 

“The seeker further says: ‘My love has reached such heights that even the Beloved cannot cure me of this love!’ ” 

Ghani’s brother, Dr. Abdur Rehman sang two ghazals before Baba.291 

At about 5:30 P.M., Madhusudan arrived. Baba asked him to sing the new song he had composed for the opening of 

Mehersthan. He was joined by Sanjeevani Bhalchandra Kher, Pandit, Waman Subnis and others of the Poona bhajan 

group. After this, everyone sang Baba’s arti; then Baba asked them to leave the hall, indicating that no one should 

come forward to embrace him. He remarked, “You should embrace me in such a way that you do not need to 

embrace me again!” 

 

Joseph Harb had recently undergone gall bladder surgery, and Baba went to see him three times at the Jehangir 

Nursing Home.292 Herman Alvarado arrived and also saw Joseph. Alvarado was a third mate in the merchant marine 

and whenever his ship discharged cargo in Bombay, he would send a telegram to Adi. If darshan was permitted, 

Jalbhai would meet him and escort him to Poona or Ahmednagar. Once, although Herman received permission to 

see Baba, a sudden monsoon storm forced his ship to leave the harbor before he could get off. 

Another seaman, Harry Dedolchow, and A. K. Das visited Guruprasad for three days at this time. At one point, Baba 

asked Harry, “Will you do anything I tell you to do?” Harry said yes. Later, Dedolchow asked Baba if he could go to 

the hospital and visit his friend Joseph. Baba agreed, but instructed him, "When you go, tell Joseph the reason I did 

not let him drop his body was because he did not say my name when he was about to take his last breath." 

Dedolchow found this confusing and said, "Baba, I used to live with the Harbs in San Francisco for many months, 

and Joseph always repeats your name for one hour every morning." 

But Baba replied, "Just don't forget to tell Joseph what I said," and he sent Harry away with Jalbhai. At the hospital, 

they asked the nurse on duty for Joseph's room number. She gave it, saying, "Don't stay too long, and please don't 

give him any bad news. He is in a very critical condition." Nervous, Dedolchow thought again of the message he 

carried from Baba. 

When Dedolchow entered Joseph Harb's room, he saw that his face was chalk-white. Joseph spoke slowly and 

looked like he would not live much longer. They chatted for a while, Dedolchow conveying Ivy Duce's and all the 

San Francisco Sufis' best wishes to Joseph. Finally, Joseph said, "I am tired; is there anything else you want to tell 

me? Convey my love to Baba and tell him that I am feeling better." 

Dedolchow looked at Jalbhai and, remembering the nurse's warning, did not have the heart to tell Joseph what Baba 

had told him. He said, "No, Joseph, there isn't anything else to say." 

It was almost one o'clock in the afternoon, and they were expected back at Guruprasad by then, so they took a taxi 

from the hospital. Harry fervently hoped Baba would not ask him if he had delivered the message. When they 

entered the hall, the session had already begun, and Dedolchow tried to hide in the rear behind those who had 

already come. Baba quickly stopped him and called him to his side. He asked, "Harry, did you tell Joseph what I 

told you to tell him?" 

Harry Dedolchow silently cursed to himself: "Damn it, Baba, don't you ever forget!" Everyone in the room was 

looking at him, waiting for his reply. He lowered his head and said, "Baba, Joseph looked like he does not have 

much more time to live. He looked so ill. I just did not have the heart to tell him." 

Baba made no reply. Years before, after reading about Baba's life and how difficult the mandali would find it at 

times to carry out simple orders from Baba, Harry Dedolchow had vowed that if he ever got the chance, he would 

 
291 Abdur Rehman died two years later on 11 March 1965. 
292 Donkin had been sent to help Kari look after him. 



 

 

teach the Easterners a thing or two in this regard. Well, Baba had given him his chance, and his failure was a 

crushing blow to his ego. He was afraid that if he delivered Baba's message, Joseph might get a shock and pass away 

— and he would be blamed for disregarding what the nurse had said. Dedolchow discovered that implicit obedience 

to the Master is not as easy as it sounds. 

At the time, Kari Harb was convinced that Joseph was about to die, but Baba assured her he would recover, which 

he did. At one point, the doctors suspected malignancy, but Baba assured Joseph, "I tell you, you do not have cancer. 

As a matter of fact, it is I who have cancer. All of you around me and the whole world are my ‘cancerous growth’, 

and so I suffer continually." 

 

Baba's own physical suffering continued in Poona. His headaches had not stopped, and nothing Goher tried seemed 

to alleviate the pain. She speculated that they were perhaps due to the alcohol injection Dr. Ginde had given Baba 

for his herpes. She wanted to call Ginde to Meherazad to ask him about this, but Baba refused. When they arrived in 

Poona, Baba also forbade her from consulting Dr. Ginde.  

Jashan Vaswani was called to Guruprasad on 8 April and Baba spoke with him for three-quarters of an hour. He 

returned the following day with a reply from his uncle, Dada Vaswani. 

As mentioned, Baidul was staying with his wife Soltoon and daughter Dowla’s family in Poona. But on 10 April, he 

suffered a stroke. Baba went to their home that morning to comfort Baidul and had him admitted to Dr. Grant’s 

Ruby Hall Clinic, near Guruprasad. As a result of the stroke, Baidul became paralyzed on the left side of his body. A 

few weeks later, on 29 April, he was shifted to Meherabad to recover under Don’s care. Since Aloba was also fluent 

in Persian, he was given Baidul’s duty of correspondence with those in Iran on Baba's behalf. 

 

On the second Sunday of darshan, 14 April 1963, several persons assembled in the morning in Baba's room. It was 

Easter Sunday and Rustom and Freny Dadachanji's seventeenth wedding anniversary. Baba met them first. They 

garlanded him and he embraced them three times. The men were called at eight o'clock, an hour earlier that day, and 

the women one hour later. 

Baba was sitting in a chair engrossed in his work when the lovers arrived; his fingers were dancing and the 

atmosphere was tense. He never once glanced at those seated before him. All were sitting quietly when Baba 

suddenly gestured, "The burden on me has increased since yesterday. It is very great." 

At 8:20 A.M., Baba asked Hoshang Bharucha the time. In the fifteen minutes that followed, he kept repeating this 

same question to different lovers. Then he began asking them, as usual, if they had slept well that night, when had 

they arrived in Poona, at what place they were staying, et cetera. 

Quoting a couplet of Hafiz, Baba remarked, "If you want the Beloved, remember Him always. Forget everything 

else. There is no need to be physically near the Beloved. Just remember Him with love." 

Baba asked Dr. Deshmukh to recite a few shlokas from the Gita, and when he finished, he explained, "I have 

descended from the Paratpar-Parabrahma [the Beyond, Beyond] state and come down to your level. In that state, 

there is no binding; there is absolute Freedom, absolute Existence. What a sublime state it is! One in a billion has 

such an experience of the Beyond state! From that state, I have come down and feel bound in you. This suffering is 

terrible. In me, I am free. When I break my silence, a great push will be given to humanity. Even stones shall start 

dancing! After that, I shall be in bliss for 700 years." 

Hearing this, Francis, who was sitting next to Hoshang Bharucha, whispered to him, "Then we fellows do stand a 

chance!" 

At about 9:30 A.M., two American women arrived to see Baba. They had recently heard of him and had met 

Arnavaz. Baba met them graciously and motioned to Eruch to bring two chairs, as one of them was elderly and 

could not easily sit on the floor with everyone else. The other woman was named Ella. She was a dentist and an 

artist, a talented intellectual who had read a lot of philosophy. She was the type of person who had never felt the 

need for a guru. 

After some time, Baba turned and gestured to Ella, "Do you want to ask me something? Is there something on your 

mind you wish to say? Anything you want to tell me?" 

She said no. A few minutes later, Baba again turned to her and asked, "Is there something you would like to ask me? 

Something you would like to say to me?" 

Ella blushed and said, "Yes, Baba. You know I cannot accept you as God, but is it all right if I take you as my 

friend?" 



 

 

Baba smiled broadly and replied, "I am the best friend ever. I am Father, I am Mother, Brother, Child, Beloved — 

whatever you take me to be — and I am God. 

“If you cannot accept Baba as God, that should not worry you. Accept Baba as a true friend. I am God undoubtedly; 

but it is difficult for the Western mind to accept the concept of God in human form. Jesus was God Himself, but 

Judas could not accept Jesus as such. Even Peter denied him three times! So how can you accept me? I am the only 

Reality, while all else is false." 

Then Baba looked stern and added, "But do not take me for anything in between. I am not just a guru, a saint or 

some other advanced soul. I am the Highest of the High." 

Although Ella had come simply out of curiosity, she and her companion were highly impressed and satisfied with 

what Baba related to them. Later that evening, Ella remarked, "I felt all the time that Baba was preparing to leave 

[drop his body]." 

During one occasion at Guruprasad, another elderly woman had come, and the mandali had provided her a chair 

before Baba came to the hall. Baba entered the hall and asked the gathering: 

Do you all know why you have come here? Why have you been invited here? I have called you to let you know 

that I am the God-Man, God in human form, and I am everywhere. But I have called you to tell you that there 

is no need for you to go anywhere, because God is everywhere. God is everywhere but his human form is not 

everywhere. 

It is like police dogs that are kept by the police to trace the culprit: They take the dog to the site where the crime 

has been committed. Likewise, I am the stealer of hearts and in order to trace me time and again, you have to 

come here to have a sniff, because my place is surcharged with the scent of my presence, and then you go away 

after having the scent of me. But then you forget, and have to come again and again. 

Two audio tapes were received from Louis Agostini of New York. These were played on a tape recorder for about 

an hour and a half during the morning session of 14 April. One of the tapes was an explanation of the Theme of 

Creation as given in God Speaks, and also about the concept of the five Perfect Masters and the Avatar. The other 

tape was the messages given by Baba at the East-West Gathering and some Indian music. It ended with the Master’s 

and Repentance prayers. While the Repentance Prayer was being recited, Baba asked everyone present to stand, and 

he himself stood. When Louis Agostini's recording ended at 11:45 A.M., Baba asked the group to leave for lunch and 

return at 2:30 P.M. Freny Dadachanji later related: 

I have never seen Baba as he was when the Prayer of Repentance was recited. It was frightening to see him like 

that, bent down with his suffering, trembling. It seemed he was asking God to forgive all humanity and put the 

burden of sin on him. And he appeared crushed by the burden. 

 

In the afternoon, before Baba entered the hall, he received several Andhra devotees, and also a sadhu who came for 

his darshan. The sadhu hailed from Mount Abu and had spent fifteen years in penance in the mountains. He had a 

long beard and his hair hung to his shoulders. He told Baba that he had long wished to have his darshan. Baba 

replied, "I am in your heart." 

On one of the walls in the room hung a wooden board on which was written the Marathi verse of Tukaram's about 

beating hypocrites or false saints. Baba asked the Andhra devotees if they could read it. Then he explained 

Tukaram's words: 

There are many hypocritical saints with long matted hair and their bodies besmeared with ashes. Tukaram says: 

"Let their dead conscience be burnt; it is no sin to thrash them!" 

Tukaram, though he was Love-Incarnate, could not tolerate hypocritical saints. Ninety-nine percent of all so-

called saints know nothing about the path! In North India, such bogus saints abound. Out of the one percent of 

genuine saints, there are only five Perfect Masters who bring me down to this earth. The present five Perfect 

Masters will come into prominence after I drop my body.293 A staunch atheist is better than a hypocritical saint! 

 

293 Baba seldom mentioned the current five Perfect Masters on earth, and later made it clear to the mandali 

that the Perfect Masters would not be in the “limelight” (i.e., known to the world) for at least 100 years 

after he dropped his body. 



 

 

God is not to be found in the skies, or in the Himalayas, or in the hills of Mount Abu. He resides in everyone's 

heart. 

Once your heart is clean, I will shine in it. But it is not so easy to clean one's heart. It is like diving deep into a 

sea of fire. Only one out of thousands of the Mard-e-Khuda [true lovers of God] has such courage, for he has 

become like dust at the feet of a Perfect Master. Only he has the right to ask to see God. To love God is very 

difficult. The easiest way is to hold on to my daaman. Throw all your burden of sanskaras at my feet. I am the 

Ocean and can absorb your entire burden. In fact, there is no such thing as [sanskaric or karmic] burden; it is all 

imagination. 

At 2:30 P.M. Baba came and sat in the hall, which was crowded. Various singers, such as Sanjeevani Kher and Mrs. 

Apte, gave moving performances, and Baba enjoyed them very much. He gave handkerchiefs to two of the singers. 

Baba did not explain much during the afternoon session, but at one point commented, "I see myself in everyone. 

When I feel like worshiping, I worship myself. Who else is there to be worshiped? This is my continual experience." 

At about six o'clock, Baba's arti was sung and the group dispersed. It was later discovered that, invariably, Baba 

mentioned matters which occupied the minds of the people gathered. Thus, though one of the stipulations he had 

laid down on those coming for darshan was no questions, each person would receive an answer automatically. At 

times, Baba's hands would not say a thing and his silence was the answer to their mental queries and problems. 

 

On 15 April 1963, in honor of their anniversary, Freny and Rustom Dadachanji sent a delicious mutton roast to 

Guruprasad for Baba and the mandali. At 5:15 P.M. Baba dispatched the DeSoto to Jamnagar House. He wanted to 

see Arnavaz and Freny. Baba was sitting on his bed when they arrived. Suffering lined his face. Even so, he wanted 

to tell Freny that he had enjoyed the dinner. He embraced her, which was a more than sufficient thank you. 

Starting on the 17th, Baba began calling the Bombay women every alternate morning. Mornings were devoted 

exclusively to intimate close ones and their families. Baba did not wish any new visitors to come then, in case he 

became preoccupied with correspondence, difficulties to be solved, personal questions to be settled, et cetera. But he 

was happy to receive newcomers in the afternoons, if any desired a meeting. In fact, he waited for them. 

Goher's sister, Katie, had been ordered to come and stay in Poona for fifteen days, but due to the pressure of her 

work (at the Japanese Consulate), she did not request time off. Baba was quite upset by her disobedience. After a 

few days, Katie began having terrible back pains and was unable to go to work. Baba, through Goher, sent some 

pills for her and ordered her to stay home in bed in traction. Otherwise, he warned, Katie would become paralyzed. 

Later, she came to Poona and stayed in Jamnagar House. On the morning of the 17th, Baba met with her for an hour, 

and when she returned to Bombay, her pain was half of what it had been. 

Others of the Bombay group were also called. Baba lovingly asked each in detail about her health. As Freny, Havovi 

and the others came forward, Baba would point out, for example, some small cut on each person. He would instruct 

Goher about it and put them under her treatment to draw them closer to him. Dr. Alu Khambatta was staying with 

them and she was also given instructions about the health of the Bombay women. Several of them were not even 

aware that they were suffering from certain maladies. 

For example, one day in Guruprasad, Roda Mistry was seated before Baba. Suddenly, Baba called her and peered 

into her eyes. "How do you feel?" he asked. Though she said she felt all right, Baba reproved Jim Mistry, "What sort 

of husband are you? You have no care for Roda! Have her blood count taken." When they returned to Bombay, Jim 

took her to a doctor and a deficiency of red blood cells was discovered. Roda was a vegetarian and Baba instructed 

her to start eating meat and fish. 

Medicine and instructions were given to Freny for the treatment of an infected mosquito bite on her face. Baba 

joked, "After a long time, I have become a doctor for all." 

In the course of conversation on the 17th, Baba asked if everyone in the group knew how to swim. Freny did not. 

Baba ordered her to learn. He asked if she was afraid and she answered that she was indeed. Baba assured her, "Take 

my name and you will learn within three days. It will be very good for you. I will impart the necessary instructions 

before you leave." 

The same question came up two days later when the Bombay group was called back. Baba looked at Freny and 

inquired, "What has happened to you? You were so plump when you first came, and now you look so pale. Do you 

sleep well? Are you eating properly? Tell me what is the matter. Goher, examine her and see if something is wrong. 

Are you worried about learning to swim? Don't worry about it; take my name constantly." 



 

 

Several times he repeated: "Nothing exists besides me. This world is only an illusion. Peter also denied Christ; Judas 

got him crucified. Hold fast to me. Very bad times are coming. My humiliation will be great! Before leaving Poona, 

I will give you certain orders to follow." 

Baba then gave a brief but eloquent explanation about inner knowledge: "You can see all things in the world with 

your eyes, but can the eye see itself? No. To see your eye one requires a mirror. Similarly, to see God the mirror of 

true knowledge is required and that seeing is with your inner eye. There is a layer of sanskaras covering the mirror 

and nothing else. Once that layer is removed, you have the mirror and you see God." 

He added, "I am nearer to you than your very breath. I am always with my loving ones in spirit, more than I am with 

you here physically." 

 

The following morning, 20 April 1963, the Bombay group came again, but that day the atmosphere was heavy and 

gloomy. Baba had fever and looked awful. He told them, "Do not argue before God or be headstrong, for a rock is 

easily crushed in His hands!" Baba tried to joke with the group, but ended up again stressing the importance of 

obedience: 

This is my way. I tell you to do something. You say, "Baba, such-and-such a thing will happen if I do as you 

say. What if I do it this way?" Then I will at once say, "All right, do as you please." For example, I told 

Kishinchand to sit cross-legged. He said, "Baba, my knees will ache." So I told him, "All right, you may sit 

with your legs straight." 

Obey my first word without questions or suggestions. When you do not follow the original instructions given by 

me, you inevitably make me agree to do as you please. And if anything goes wrong, you blame Baba, saying, 

"It was done as we said and you concurred." 

To those lovers outside his circle, Baba was no longer in his "helpless" state. He was changing before their eyes. 

Now he was doing what he wanted. He was as kind as he was angry. More than ever, he showed them his disgust for 

their disobedience, even in minor matters. He rebuked many and kept them once again on the alert, demanding that 

all obey his order and word explicitly. 

For example, one day when Arnavaz and Katie were called, Katie placed her sandals outside the room. After they 

met Baba, he motioned to them to go inside to visit with Mehera. He indicated which door with his hand. Arnavaz 

went in, but Katie went out first to get her sandals. Baba asked, "Why did you go out? I told you to go inside. You 

must do exactly as I tell you." 

Understandably, his closer lovers felt nervous in his presence. But though Baba was scolding each — it was much 

better than his inactive, disinterested and passive mood of the previous two years! 

On the 18th, Baba commented, "For the leader of a people to lead his people rightly, by fulfilling their deepest trust 

in him, he must lead them to a Perfect Master." 

 

On 21 April 1963, the third darshan Sunday, many were already present at Guruprasad since early that morning. 

They were packed into the corner room, but Baba would not move into the hall, even though Eruch suggested it. 

Baba asked Hoshang Bharucha, "Did you sleep last night?" On his answering in the affirmative, Baba remarked, "I 

could not sleep even for five minutes. The pressure of the work was tremendous." (Baba had had a fever the 

previous day also.) 

After settling in Guruprasad in March, Baba asked his nephew Sheroo to sing the prayer "You Alone Exist" (Tumi 

Tau Ho). Dictated mainly by Baba, but with some lines from Bhau, it was called "Bhau's Prayer." Since Sheroo 

could not read Hindi, the couplets were given to Mani and Eruch to arrange in sequence, and they wrote out the 

entire prayer-poem in English script. At this time, Bhau was preoccupied upstairs in his room translating and 

rewriting The Everything and The Nothing into Hindi, while others were present with Baba and the visitors. Bhau 

did not know that Baba asked Sheroo to sing this prayer every day, and Baba did not inform anyone that he himself 

had composed it. Those present were under the false impression it was Bhau's prayer alone. Sheroo sang the prayer 

very sweetly in Hindi. 

Afterwards the discussion drifted to the workings of maya. At one point, Baba explained, "Maya can be compared to 

ringworm on one's skin. The more you scratch, the more you want to scratch and the more pained and miserable you 

become. In the same way, the more you indulge in maya, the more you want to get involved in it and one becomes 

all the more pained and miserable." 

Shortly thereafter, Homa Dadachanji walked in and sat down. Baba asked him, "Did you sleep well last night?" 



 

 

He replied, "Very well, Baba." 

Baba joked, "What sort of love do you have for me? I did not sleep even for five minutes, while you enjoyed very 

good sleep!" 

Dr. Deshmukh knew the President of India, Dr. S. Radhakrishnan, whom he had first told about Baba in the mid-

1930s. Radhakrishnan had tried to meet Baba in Mysore in 1936, but Baba had been in seclusion at that time. 

Manohar and Mona Sakhare arrived in Poona from Delhi and informed Baba that they had recently met the 

President and given him a copy of Stay With God and other literature. Radhakrishnan had been very pleased to hear 

about the East-West Gathering and more about Baba, and expressed a desire to meet him soon. In response, Baba 

stated, "The President will come some day. Everyone will come one day. Even saints, real or false, will come. They 

have no alternative but to come to me." 

At Francis and Bhau's encouragement, Deshmukh had composed a kirtan in English, and Baba asked him to recite it. 

Afterwards, Baba declared in a humorous vein, "There has never before been anything of this sort in history!" 

He asked Jim Mistry to sing with Deshmukh (neither of whom had singing voices). Jim had never sung in his life, 

and he began trembling nervously. But he made an attempt, and their "duet" sent the audience into peals of laughter. 

Baba derived much amusement from their song, but he stopped it abruptly, joking that it gave him "heart 

palpitations" when he heard it! 

Then, Baba remarked: 

For one who gets Self-Realization, everything illusory vanishes, yet I have kept my sense of humor, and hence I 

can bear the Universal suffering! 

The Beyond State is attained when one gets real knowledge. It cannot be gained with the mind. You see 

everything with your eyes, but you cannot see your own eyes unless you place a mirror in front of you. 

Similarly, place the mirror of real knowledge before you, and you will then see your Real Self. 

On the path, perfect honesty and selfless service are needed. If you have even a single thought of self, your 

service is not selfless. A poet [Saib Asmi of Pakistan] has said: 

“First renounce this world, then the next, 

then God, and lastly renunciation itself!” 

Patwardhan came to sing before Baba that day, and asked, "What is that action which is I-less? What is not 

motivated by the thought of I?" 

Baba replied: 

In all actions there is I, but the action motivated by love for the Beloved in complete surrender to him has no I 

in it. It is egoless ego. In true love, the lover wants to seek the happiness of the Beloved without any thought of 

self. He then feels that he loves all. This is the highest state of love. All other actions, good or bad, are binding. 

The actions of one who has surrendered 100 percent to a Perfect Master, or the Avatar, have no I thought. In 

true surrender, there is no thought of Why? and Wherefore? Once your surrender is complete, all actions done 

by you are not yours. You have to renounce nothing but your own self. One has ultimately to go beyond the 

mind, because Reality is beyond it. 

How can you go beyond the mind? The only solution is love. This comes only with the grace of the Perfect 

Master. Once the I thought goes, nothing remains. But this is very difficult. One unconsciously asserts one's 

ego when one says, "I am sick, I am hungry," et cetera. This is one's natural ego; however, it is egoless I. The 

ego still remains when one asserts, "I am a doctor, I am rich, I am serving the poor," et cetera. This ego creates 

hunger [for pride], jealousy and greed. 

The status of love is beyond the reach of the mind. Only those who carry their lives on their sleeves can reach 

its threshold. In perfect love, there is perfect obedience. Very few have this courage. Even Arjuna, who loved 

Krishna dearly, did not obey him when he was ordered to fight in the battle of Mahabharat against his own 

relatives. Krishna, as a last resort, had to reveal to Arjuna his Virat Swarup. Obedience on the part of Arjuna 

after this experience was of no value. Obedience must be unquestioning. Only then is it of the highest order. 

But this is impossible. 

Baba concluded by saying, “I am the only One who loves everyone. Not one of you present loves me as I should be 

loved.” 

 



 

 

Baba asked Roda Mistry if she had slept well. She said she had not. Baba remarked, "If you did not sleep it was 

good, for you can then remember me all the more." 

While Madhusudan sang a song, Baba asked Freny Dadachanji the same thing. She replied that she, too, had not 

slept. Baba inquired, "But why didn't you sleep? Tell the truth. I also did not sleep, but what was your reason? Did 

you overeat? Were you afraid?" With a twinkle in his eye he told her, "Don't mind, and don't worry. Take my name 

if you cannot get to sleep. Eruch did not have a wink of sleep for sixteen days once. Bhau also does not sleep. Do 

not worry about your health. Leave everything to me." 

Baba inquired, "Can any of you repeat the 101 Names of God [from the Avesta, the sacred book of Zoroastrians] 

with their meanings?" 

No one could. 

"If you repeat this prayer with love, no other prayer remains to be said. Anyone can repeat these names with love, 

irrespective of the religion he belongs to."294 

He then commented, "The whole creation is a shadow and has no importance. It is my shadow. Your mind makes 

you feel that it is not a shadow, but real." 

Baba continued, "There was a Muslim who would enter a tavern from the back door lest he be seen by anyone. He 

would drink wine until he got drunk. Then he would fearlessly come out of the front door and challenge anyone he 

met to a fight! Once his intoxication abated, he would sheepishly slink away home. This is not the sort of 

‘intoxication’ one gets in loving God! Love's intoxication is continuous." 

While they were gathered together, Baba turned to Dr. Bharucha and asked what he was thinking. He replied, "Baba, 

why don't you share your burden with us?" 

In a serious tone, Baba stated, "The time is very near. You all will become bent like reeds from bearing the burden!" 

Aloba was asked to recite a verse from Hafiz, which Baba translated: "The Beloved says to the lover, 'How long 

your friendship with me remains is what is important, and is what remains to be seen!' " 

 

At 11:15 A.M., Baba asked the group to go for lunch. Twenty or thirty of the men were told to stay to play La 

Risque. A few days before, while riding in the car with some of the Bombay group, Baba had remarked, "Those who 

play cards with me are fortunate to rub their noses before me for, as I do not allow them to bow down at my feet, it 

is equivalent to that." 

One day at Guruprasad in 1963, while only men were present, Baba causally began asking each of those present if 

they had ever had sexual intercourse. Those who were married answered, "Yes, with my wife." Baba further asked 

them if they had ever had sex outside of marriage, and a few of them admitted they had before they were married. 

“And what about later, with anyone other than your wife?” Some confessed to this also. Baba said, “Whatever you 

have done up until now, I forgive you. But henceforth don’t repeat it.” 

Baba continued probing each man around the room with questions, and finally asked one man, "How about you? 

Did you ever have sex outside of marriage?" The man laughed nervously at Baba's query. 

Then, apparently changing the subject, Baba continued asking the same man about his life and business. "How is 

your business doing? You have a farm, don't you? You earn a lot of money, don't you? How many men do you 

employ? Have you ever hired any women to do the farm labor?" Hearing that last question, the man suddenly broke 

down and wept, knowing that Baba knew about his affair with an illiterate village woman. As the man wept and 

repented, he explained that no one had been present except for him and this woman, and no one could have seen 

them. 

Baba told the person, "When I am consciously within everyone and everything, how can there be any question of my 

not being able to see everyone and everything? But you are very fortunate to have admitted to this before me today. 

Now forget it, but never do it again." 

 
294 Eruch related that, during one period, he was asked to recite the prayer. “We used to recite them without 

knowing the meaning behind them, for they are in a dead language of 10,000 years ago. Baba translated 

each one of the names of God, what each name meant.” For example, Worthy of Worship, All Powerful, 

Worthy of Our Profound Thanks, Beyond Affliction, Ever Alert, Forgiver of Sins, et cetera.”  



 

 

In the afternoon of 21 April, when the group reassembled in the hall, an elderly woman whose right hand was 

temporarily paralyzed came to see Baba. She has recovered some movement of the hand already. Baba urged her to 

exercise it. She said, "Baba, bless me." 

"When I ask you to do exercises, that itself is a blessing," Baba said. "Remember me more and more." 

After that he stated, "The five Perfect Masters bring me down. Even if 500 of them want to bring me down, I will 

not come for another 700 years!" 

Baba asked Homi Mama Satha, who was a retired railroad engineer, to narrate some amusing incidents of his life. 

He did so, much to the amusement of Baba and those present. 

Baba then related a humorous incident that happened in Panchgani (circa 1938). One night Baidul went into the 

jungle to ease his bowels. When he squatted, he saw a tiger just a few feet away. He was so shocked he could not 

pass any stool and ran back inside their quarters. Baba later reprimanded Baidul, "I am the tiger also, so why feel 

afraid of me? If the tiger had eaten you, it would have been none other than me!" 

During the darshan, Baba remarked, "When I break my silence, the hearts of all those who have come in contact 

with me will open to receive my word and be ignited with love!" 

From 3:00 P.M. to 4:30 P.M., Patwardhan gave a wonderful vocal performance, which Baba and all highly enjoyed. 

Baba kept repeating: "He is blessed because he can make me happy." After the program, Baba embraced 

Patwardhan and gave him a handkerchief. He also had his photograph taken with the singer. Afterwards, 

Madhusudan sang a few ghazals. The day ended with each one going to Baba, kissing his hand and leaving the hall. 

 

Sometime before, Amar Singh Saigal had given his good friend, Prime Minister Jawaharlal Nehru, and other cabinet 

ministers a few booklets about Meher Baba. A report of his meeting with Nehru was sent to Baba at Meherazad, and 

after Baba heard the report on 22 March 1963, he had dictated these instructions for Saigal: 

Saigal should find another good opportunity to help the Prime Minister by telling him that, if he is not 

convinced about Meher Baba through hearsay, then it is time he should make it a point to meet Meher Baba 

personally to feel convinced of his Avatarhood. The personal contact with the Avatar and the Avatar's grace 

may help the Prime Minister feel convinced. 

God in human form is the Avatar, and God's shadow in human form is man; therefore, there is a world of 

difference between the grace of the Avatar and the blessings of saints. Arjuna was blessed by saints and sages, 

but the instant grace of the Avatar convinced him of the Avatarhood of Krishna, for there is nothing impossible 

when the Avatar wills it so. 

Hence, it is time for our dear Panditji [Nehru] to come into the direct contact of the Avatar of the Age and begin 

to strive for that Freedom which, once gained, knows not any bondage but gives the freedom from freedom 

itself!295 

I know that Panditji has no time to read things which help this process of unlearning. Yet, moved by Panditji's 

sincerity and honesty, I want you to tell him that Baba asks him to read a portion from God Speaks for five 

minutes daily, beginning with the first page and ending with the last. 

I want you to take an appointment and have at least ten undisturbed minutes and read out the relevant 

paragraphs of this letter from paragraph three. In addition, I want you to especially read to him without fail, the 

following message from me: 

Even intellectual conviction regarding Reality is not of any importance. The experience of seeing God within 

oneself as He is — the Ocean of Effulgence, of Love, Truth, Honesty, Power, Knowledge and Bliss — is 

important. 

A few who thus see God become one with this Infinite Ocean. One rare one comes down from this Highest 

Consciousness and declares "I am God." This declaration of the I is not ego but is the natural outcome of his 

continuous experience. 

 

295 Panditji, meaning a wise or learned man, was a widely used term of respect and affection for Jawaharlal 

Nehru.  



 

 

If I were not the Avatar and if the world were to acclaim me as one, I would not become the Avatar! And if I 

am the Avatar, even if no one accepted me, my Avatarhood would not be lessened the slightest bit. 

I have infinite power, infinite knowledge and infinite bliss at my disposal, but I do not use my power. 

Otherwise, how could I feel helpless as did Jesus Christ during the carrying of the cross? And how could I 

suffer if I use my bliss? 

When I break my silence, the Almighty Divine Power will be let loose and will revolutionize world conditions. 

I will have to break my silence and this will have to happen. 

Baba closed his letter by stating: "I want you to convey my love-blessing to Panditji and to all those who remember 

me." 

Amar Singh Saigal was to have met Nehru again on 11 April 1963, but something unexpected arose and he had to 

change the appointment. 

Baba sent Saigal this telegram on 20 April: 

Had you kept the appointment with Panditji on the 11th, your work and his work would have been done 

successfully. Don't worry for the lapse. Now that you have returned to Delhi, definitely complete the work of 

giving my message to Panditji as soon as possible. My love to you. 

Accordingly, Saigal did make an appointment and saw Nehru on 21 April 1963, at 11:15 A.M. for fifteen minutes. 

When Saigal handed Nehru the booklet Meher Baba On War, he explained that he had written to Baba about Nehru, 

and as a result had received a letter instructing him to give Baba's messages on war to the Prime Minister. Nehru 

read it carefully then and seemed moved by the contents. He asked how Meher Baba had been working without the 

aid of speech for the last 38 years. Saigal explained about Baba's former alphabet board and hand gestures, and how 

he dictated messages through an interpreter. 

Saigal mentioned to Nehru how, in 1953, Baba was seated behind him during the Madhya Pradesh cricket match in 

the National Stadium in New Delhi. Nehru was surprised that Saigal had not pointed out Baba to him then, but 

Saigal explained that he himself had not yet come in Baba's contact. He mentioned that he planned to see Baba soon, 

on 5 and 6 May in Poona. Nehru replied that he had a full schedule of appointments and engagements, but would try 

to spare some time to see Baba. 

Saigal went on to briefly describe Meher Baba's five Masters, and gave an account of the East-West Gathering. He 

then handed Nehru the copy of God Speaks and requested that he read one page every day as Baba had instructed — 

for just five minutes. To this Nehru agreed. 

Saigal again impressed upon him the necessity of seeing Baba, adding, in Nehru's own words, that until he had met 

him he could not form an opinion. But Nehru said, "So far, I do not have the inclination to meet Meher Baba." 

Unfortunately, as events came to pass, Nehru never did come to see Baba.296 

 

On Monday, 22 April 1963, at 10:00 A.M., Baba, along with Eruch and Goher, visited his Bombay lovers at 

Jamnagar House, 50–51 Koregaon Park. Roda Mistry garlanded Baba, and Freny Dadachanji presented him with a 

basket of flowers. Baba was wearing a new pink coat and sadra, and embraced each of them. He remarked, "Today I 

am going to stay longer. This is not a flying visit!"— as was his usual habit. 

Baba sat down and the group sat in a circle around him on sofas and chairs. He began his usual routine by asking 

questions about their health, sleep and food, and commented how he liked the spacious bungalow. Baba went in to 

see Nargis and Katie, who were bedridden, and after some time returned to his chair. 

At one point, Baba remarked, "Although you love me dearly, you cannot see me. But when I break my silence, all of 

you will know for certain who I am — you will know with your hearts. It is better this way: that without knowing 

and seeing, you all love me; for afterwards all people will come. But to what use and avail? I won't be here! You are 

blessed to have me with you physically. How lucky you are that I have come to see you." 

He added, "I have not given you any experiences and yet you all love me. Therefore you are greater than saints!" 

Baba was offered sherbet and refreshments and to please them he took a sip of his drink and left the rest as prasad. 

Before leaving, he mentioned again the Zoroastrian Perfect Master Azar Kaivan. He told them that they could come 

to see him at Guruprasad on Friday, Saturday and Sunday mornings at 9:30 A.M., and Sunday afternoons at 3:00 P.M. 

 
296 Other prominent politicians who received information about Baba through Saigal included Moraji Desai 

and Lal Bahadur Shastri, both of whom later became Prime Minister. 



 

 

He also said that he would be visiting them about every third day with Mehera and the other women. The Bombay 

group was instructed to take a walk in the evenings, to go to bed by 9:00 P.M. and not to go out to eat while they 

were in Poona. Baba, after embracing each, left at 11:00 A.M. in Beheram Dadachanji's car and returned to 

Guruprasad. Baba, Arnavaz and Eruch sat in the back seat, and Beheram, Goher and Freny in front. 

The Bombay “birds” had a very happy stay in Poona that summer. Indeed, they and the Poona breed had more of a 

chance than any of the other groups of singing in the Garden of Guruprasad — and of having the Owner hear them! 

The Bombay group was called to Guruprasad two days later, on Wednesday, 24 April 1963, at 10:30 A.M. to spend 

more intimate moments with Baba. That morning, Baba stressed the importance of constantly taking his name: 

"Repeat my name every second, every moment! If it becomes so natural in your subconscious, automatically it will 

come out during moments of difficulty to help and save you." 

He added, "The other day Dr. Bharucha asked me to give some of my suffering to my lovers. I told him, 'Yes, that 

time is near.' I will see then how many keep their friendship with me." 

Meanwhile, Joseph Harb recovered from his operation, and when he and Kari came to Guruprasad, Baba informed 

them, "Due to your recent ill health, you must now give up the idea of living in India. Kari's health also cannot be 

maintained here. You should return to America. Don't worry, your two years here have not been in vain. You have 

balanced off much karma, dating back 2,000 years!"297 

According to Baba's instructions, on 25 April the Harbs left Poona for Lebanon and then America. 

That same day at Guruprasad, Baba gave his touch to 250 children of the Remand Home. They consisted of orphans, 

children born out of wedlock, and displaced children from broken families, with the children ranging in age from 

three to sixteen, both girls and boys. Baba appeared very, very serious as he touched and blessed every single child. 

Recognizing something divine in him, all the children in turn behaved so well, as if they knew Baba was their 

Savior! They sang two songs before him. 

After Baba and the mandali left the orphanage, Baba's mood lightened and he became his usual jovial self. He began 

to narrate stories of the New Life, mast tours and his work with the poor. Baba related many comical incidents also, 

and he made those present laugh. 

Baba also described his monetary help to upper and middle-class families who had fallen into poverty. Earlier that 

day, Baba ordered Goher to give a certain boy Rs.150. A proud dignified fellow, the lad humbly told Goher, "I 

would rather starve than beg!" Baba intervened and promised to help him through college also. In the meantime, 

Baba was giving him this amount to help his mother and family. (The father was in jail.) 

 

Baba called the Bombay group to Guruprasad on the 26th. He remarked that he was in much pain. He wanted to 

laugh and create a light atmosphere, so he made Gaimai repeat amusing incidents of her life, and also tell stories 

about Pappa Jessawala. That night, Baba relaxed the Bombay group's order about retiring at 9:00 P.M. and extended 

it to 11:00 P.M. The men were especially relieved. 

The Bombay group arrived at Guruprasad again at 9:30 A.M. the next morning. Rustom Dadachanji had not come, 

and Baba asked about him, gesturing as if batting in a cricket match — his sign for Rustom, who was particularly 

fond of the game. There had been an automobile accident along the mountainous ghats and as a result the road had 

become blocked, but within a short time Rustom arrived. Baba narrated more stories about his life. 

One day, during Baba's Poona stay that year, a male Siamese cat, named Pegu, appeared from the bungalow 

opposite Guruprasad. The cat would not leave Baba alone and would wait for him outside his bedroom. As soon as 

Baba would come there and have the door opened, the cat would precede him inside and rub his head on Baba's feet. 

The cat's owner, Dolly M. Diddi, loved the animal very much, and was anxious about its disappearance. After a few 

days, she came to Guruprasad in search of Pegu, and the cat was returned to her. But as she was taking Pegu home, 

the cat jumped out of her arms, ran back back to Guruprasad and went into Baba's room. Mrs. Diddi did her best to 

induce Pegu to come away with her, but the cat, overpowered with the fragrance of Wine from the garden, would 

not leave. The end result was that Pegu began staying at Guruprasad, and her owner became a Baba-lover. "How 

fortunate Pegu is," Mrs. Diddi said, "and how fortunate I am to have found Baba through my pet!" 

 

 

297 Perhaps Joseph Harb was connected with Jesus in a past lifetime. 



 

 

On the fourth Sunday of darshan, 28 April 1963, all assembled in the smaller hall of Guruprasad. Adi arrived as 

usual, and as instructed brought Baba’s lift-chair from Meherazad. Baba told Adi that he and the Ahmednagar 

Center lovers were to come to Guruprasad every Sunday. (Adi and Dhake would be given lunch at Guruprasad.) Bal 

Natu arrived that day from Kurduwadi and stayed in Guruprasad for five weeks. It was his summer vacation from 

school, where he was a teacher. 

A woman with two children came to see Baba. He asked her, "Do they trouble you?" She said they did, and Baba 

remarked, "If only these two small kids can make your life a living hell, can you imagine my plight overburdened 

with billions of children?" 

When a group of women arrived and wanted to embrace Baba, he commented, "You come here with big buckets to 

receive my love, but unfortunately, your buckets are tightly closed with lids. So, in spite of trying your best, you 

cannot take away my love. As a result, you want to embrace me every time you come here!" 

Dr. Bharucha told Baba of a man in his hometown (Navsari) who professed to have the power to drive out evil 

spirits from people possessed by them. Bharucha asked Baba, "How are such powers developed, and are the people 

who have them really advanced souls on the path?" 

In reply, Baba stated: 

It is possible to derive such powers if you gain tantric knowledge [mystical formulas for attainment of 

supernatural powers]. These powers may then be utilized for good or bad purposes — good when they are used 

for removing evil spirits from people and ghosts, bad when they are used for selfish ends and self-

aggrandizement. These tantric powers have nothing to do with the spiritual path and the divine powers of the 

planes. Miracles performed by people possessing such powers are very childish. Even Vivekananda got himself 

in a terribly bad predicament when he began to crave such powers. His guru, Ramakrishna, saved him in the 

nick of time. 

Baba then further explained: 

A person wanting to possess such powers makes a small circle [chilla-nashini] around himself and sits within 

its limits for 40 days and nights repeating a particular mantra. If he succeeds in sitting there for the full 40 days 

without a break, he gains certain powers. But it is not easy to go through such an ordeal and do such penance, 

as the person often sees weird and terrifying sights and is practically forced to leave the boundary of the circle 

due to fright. If he leaves the circle, he gains no occult powers and would have to start the process again. 

Regarding miracles, Baba narrated the tale of Baba Farid Shakkar Ganj: 

Baba Farid did a lot of penance in order to gain powers. He did not eat for days on end and developed a severe 

gripping pain in his abdomen. As a last resort, he hung himself upside down deep inside a well. After several 

days, he was miraculously brought out of the well and found to his utter astonishment that he had derived some 

great powers. He at once began using them. Some birds were sitting on a nearby tree. He uttered: "Let the birds 

fall dead," and all the birds fell to the ground dead! He then said: "Let the birds come to life and fly away," and 

immediately the whole flock was alive and flew away! 

He went from village to village, showing off his powers and thus feeding his ego. At a particular village, he saw 

an old woman drawing water from a well and splashing it just outside the well. The woman continued this 

monotonous procedure for a long time. Farid, desperately disgusted with the seeming madness of the woman, 

confronted her and asked her why she did such a foolish, time and energy-consuming action. She replied, "Son, 

by splashing water here, I am trying to put out a fire raging in a village ten miles from here! This action is not 

as easy as making dead birds fly away again!" 

Farid realized at once that the woman was not an ordinary person and asked for forgiveness for his past deeds. 

She directed him to a Perfect Master sitting underneath a tree some distance away. Farid approached him and 

found that the tree he was sitting under was totally dry, and the hot sun was beating fiercely upon him. At once, 

he made use of his powers, turning the tree's branches full with green leaves. The Master just looked up at the 

tree and the branches became barren again. Farid again made the tree green, but a glance from the Master 

denuded it again. This happened five times. At last Farid realized that his powers were nothing compared to the 

Master's, and he surrendered himself to him. The Master advised Farid to become a real fakir, and not to play 

like a child with such powers. He said that miracles are not the criterion of fakiri [fakirhood]. 

Baba Farid Shakkar Ganj eventually became a Perfect Master. 

Baba then repeated a story he had first told the mandali in 1926, about a Mohammedan who had gained certain 

powers through tantric knowledge: 



 

 

This man even had powers to give sight to the blind and so had a very big following. He stayed in a huge 

building that had several floors. One day while he was standing on the terrace of his house, he saw a cow fall in 

a well. He instantly stretched out his hand toward the well and pulled out the cow. 

Very close to his house was a river and on the other bank lived a Perfect Master. Since the Master did not 

perform any miracles, his following was very limited. The Master, on learning of the cow incident, sent one of 

his men to ask the Mohammedan to stop all that nonsense. The Mohammedan flew into a rage and swore that 

he would revenge himself on the Master, and made his plans. 

One night he sent for a very beautiful prostitute and, for a fee, asked her to go to the Master with wine and pork. 

She was instructed to entice the Master to eat the pork and drink the wine. So she went. The Master appeared 

very happy to see her and thoroughly enjoyed her company, and also the food and wine she had brought for 

him. 

The next morning, the prostitute returned to the Mohammedan very happy with the news of her success. The 

Mohammedan was also very happy now that he had the proof to denounce the Master and his spirituality, as he 

had gone against the tenets of the Muslim religion [by eating pork and drinking wine]. 

The Mohammedan, with a band of his followers, decided to go to the Master to denounce him. He rode on a 

horse and soon began crossing the river, while his followers waded after him. When the horse was in 

midstream, the horse stopped and began to urinate in the river. Observing this, the Master shouted out and 

reprimanded the Mohammedan for allowing his horse to pollute the river. 

The Mohammedan scoffed at this and thought the Master was completely insane, for he could not imagine how 

a little urine could pollute the whole river. He shouted back at the Master: "How can this urine pollute a river?" 

The Master replied: "How then can a little wine and pork pollute the Ocean that I am?" The Mohammedan 

understood the depth of these words and went to the Master and surrendered himself to him. 

Baba concluded, "Powers have no importance. Only love counts on the path. This requires the daring to annihilate 

oneself. Miracles are childish things." 

 

At this point, an old woman came to embrace Baba. She was very ill. Baba comforted her and instructed her to think 

of him more and more, and not to forget him while breathing her last when she knew she was about to die. 

Continuing the same topic of attaining occult powers through tantric knowledge, Baba stated: 

My father, Sheriarji, was a real dervish. He wandered all over Iran for over ten years in search of God. He then 

migrated to India and continued his search. One day lost in the desert of Kutch, he was suffering terrible thirst. 

His feet were full of blisters, and his soles had become as hard as rubber tires. Suddenly, a man appeared 

before him with a cup of water and offered it to him. After drinking the water that saved his life, he continued 

his search. 

[At a later point in despair], as a last resort, he took to the 40-day penance as mentioned before. He succeeded 

in sitting there for only 30 days, and felt very dejected at his failure. It was at this time that he heard a voice 

telling him not to worry, for God would be born to him. Remembering this, he believed me to be God and used 

to worship my picture until his end. 

Changing the subject to Hafiz, his favorite poet, Baba said: 

There is no one equal to Hafiz in poetry. He was a Perfect Master. He was fat and very ugly and born of poor 

parents. His father was a coal merchant. Hafiz, too, was a coal merchant and very black with soot, so imagine 

how he must have looked. From his childhood, he had a penchant for hearing stories of Perfect Masters. He 

knew the Koran by heart, and hence was given the title of Hafiz. 

When Hafiz was 21 years old, while passing by a big mansion, he saw a very beautiful girl on the terrace. He 

fell in love with her at that instant and decided he would marry her. The girl did not even take notice of the 

ugly Hafiz in the street. Hafiz felt helpless, and he thought of gaining her by the 40-days' penance. He 

succeeded in his attempt [of chilla-nashini], and on the fortieth day, the archangel Gabriel came to him and told 

him to ask for anything he wished. Gabriel's beauty was so astounding that Hafiz forgot the beauty of the girl. 

He thought that if Gabriel could be so beautiful, how much more would be the beauty of God! So, he at once 

replied, "I want God!" 

Gabriel directed him to the Perfect Master Attar. Hafiz served Attar for 40 long years. He broke his head at the 

feet of Attar, so it is said, but the Master still seemingly had no compassion for Hafiz. After 40 years of such 



 

 

hell on earth, one day Attar suddenly gave Hafiz God-realization. After having the divine experience, Hafiz 

began reciting poems, and that is why his poetry is Truth, and so beautiful and knowledge-giving.298 

Baba ended by stating: 

Powers have no significance. Hafiz says that the one who does not lay his life at the feet of a Perfect Master 

cannot know God. It is very difficult to become one with God. A Master's grace makes it very easy, but to get 

his grace is as difficult as trying to realize God by one's own efforts. It becomes easy once one becomes a slave 

at the feet of a Perfect Master. Ages of restlessness get eased as soon as one drops one's life at his feet. This 

does not mean cutting off one's head and putting it at the feet of the Master. It means literal obedience. 

Baba asked Deshmukh whether he would obey him if he ordered him to go back to Nagpur and walk its streets 

completely naked. He replied that he would. Baba jokingly remarked, "Dr. C. D. Deshmukh is a very intelligent 

fellow. He knew I would never ask him to do such a thing, and so he replied in the affirmative." 

Madhusudan then sang a few ghazals. Baba explained a couplet here and there from one of the ghazals: 

The lover says to his Beloved: "I remember you always, and that is the reason why I have a share in your 

suffering. I am constantly in search of your footprints, and I swear I bow down my head as soon as I see them. 

For me, there is no Kaaba [holy shrine of pilgrimage] to bow down my head to. Every thought of you is my 

Kaaba. I do not know how to worship you. All I know is to bow down whenever you ask me to do so." This 

means 100 percent obedience. 

The lover says: "The real sight of seeing God is like making my nest in lightning." A nest means a place of 

protection, while lightning denotes destruction. The lover must thus be prepared to build his nest in lightning; 

in other words, to be prepared for complete annihilation. One should not seek the Beloved by enjoying bodily 

pleasures, but seek Him in constant suffering! 

The residents of Chirle Village near Panvel came for Baba's darshan. Baba remarked about them: "The village 

consists of only 30 houses. They decided to come to me, and not only were their houses locked, but the whole 

village is deserted. They have left enough fodder for their cattle to last until they return. Baba's love has been ignited 

in them by Ramrao Patil, who has a long bushy beard. He looks like Father Christmas since he had brought the gift 

of Baba-love to all the villagers." 

Eruch remarked, "So many new centers are springing up [in India] that it is not possible to keep track of them." 

In response, Baba remarked, "Once I break my silence, all will come to know me. Fortunate are those who know me 

now!" 

Once during the program, Baba said: "Where 'you' are, God is not. Where God is, 'you' are not. It is very easy to 

become good, but most difficult to become God." 

Adi joked, "It is very easy to become God after becoming good — just knock off one o!" 

Baba replied, "In trying to knock off the o you may even die, but you will not succeed. It is not that easy." 

Kusum Mohkam Sing sang, and Baba gave more explanations of the ghazals: "The lover complains to the Beloved: 

'I have given myself to you completely, and yet you are so cruel that you do not even care for me!' 

“And then: 'Beloved, Your simplicity is your beauty. Your beauty is your simplicity.' 

"The lover says: 'Do not leave me once you have embraced me, for now it is a question of life and death for me ... It 

is impossible to be united with you; so I only pine to suffer the pangs of your love.' " 

Baba then asked Mona Sakhare to recite the Master’s Prayer. She felt nervous and Baba remarked to her, "I am the 

only one here, so why worry? I alone hear you." 

Afterwards, Baba asked a few to wait and motioned to the others to go for lunch and return at 2:30 P.M. Those who 

stayed behind enjoyed playing several games of La Risque with Baba. There were 36 persons who played. The 

losing party (usually the party opposing Baba) had to rub their noses on the floor. After a few games, they went for 

lunch, too. 

 

 
298 When speaking of Hafiz in November 1927, Baba revealed that Hafiz did not, in fact, actually write his 

poetry, but recited or sang it and a disciple wrote down his inspired words. 



 

 

The Bombay group came early at 2:00 P.M. Freny Dadachanji was standing in the hall near the door leading into 

Mehera's room, when Baba came out holding Goher's arm. He walked toward her, and she saw indescribable 

suffering on his face. "My leg is painful," he gestured. "I cannot sit, so I will go inside for a little while." 

He came back out after five minutes and sat among them. There were only four or five persons in the hall. 

In the afternoon Baba remarked that none except a few of the mandali knew how much work he had done incognito 

for the poor. Eruch told several stories of Baba's work with the poor, and many had tears in their eyes. In the end, 

Baba remarked, "Formerly, I used to go in search of people; now people come in search of me." 

He further commented, "I was completely free before, and what a ‘whim’ I got that bound me in this creation! 

Actually, there is no past or future. Only this moment exists. Past and future are ingrained in this present moment, 

which is eternity itself. 

"It is so difficult to see me as I am. Even Judas, who had lived with Jesus from childhood, could not know him as 

the Christ. Krishna said that due to yug-maya [maya of that age], people did not know him as eternal and infinite. 

Whatever you see is not God. When 'you' are not, then you see God!" 

That afternoon at 3 p.m., the noted singer Vasantrao Deshpande gave a performance. During one of his songs, Baba 

suddenly turned to a woman sitting near him and remarked, "While you are here, think of me. One who thinks of 

others is not present here." 

After Deshpande’s program in the main hall ended, most of the group left. Baba, instead of retiring to his room, 

went and sat in the smaller mandali hall, adjacent to the main hall. A few close lovers had remained and sat around 

him. Baba's expression was grim and he appeared disturbed. After some light conversation, he asked Madhusudan 

and the Poona bhajan mandali to sing a few more ghazals.  

Their final number was a famous ghazal by the deceased Urdu poet Seemab, Ab Kya Batau [What Can I Tell You]. 

Age noted, “As the ghazal was being sung, the Beloved seemed to be focused on every word that had emerged from 

the innermost  core of the poet's heart.”  

Baba interpreted a few lines as follows: "Seemab writes that when he met a Perfect Master, he gained everything 

that had to be gained. When he found the Master's footprints, he possessed everything worth possessing. He had met 

One who knew himself, the path, everyone and everything. He said he had undoubtedly met God in human form." 

As the group began singing the final stanza, Baba looked pensive and sad. When they finished, Baba put his wrists 

over each other, as if they were shackled, and then made a gesture of breaking them apart. So touched was Baba by 

Seemab’s composition that he declared, “Seemab! He did not realize what he had written. It has touched my heart. 

Seemab's whole life was miserable; he was never happy. Today, wherever he is, I have freed him [given him 

mukti].”299 

Lata Limaye also sang before Baba that day. After the program, Baba asked everyone to come and kiss his hand and 

then leave the hall. Baba had intense pain in his hip joint that day, but nonetheless gave of himself unstintedly for 

three hours. Although he tried to “forget” his pain with a laugh, in small talk and in the music, it was evident as he 

shifted restlessly in his chair, that he was uncomfortable the entire time. 

The Bombay group was called to Guruprasad the next day. Baba urged them not to worry about his health, or 

anything else, and to remain happy while in his company. 

But the following day, 30 April, Baba suffered terribly on account of a kidney stone. Dr. Grant was called to 

Guruprasad. He requested that Baba come to the hospital, which Baba refused. At last, after much persuasion, Baba 

consented and was driven to Ruby Hall Clinic, where he was given an injection and an intravenous pyelogram was 

done. At 4:00 P.M., a pointed stone the size of a molar tooth was passed. Baba experienced some relief, but he had 

become very weak from enduring so much pain. Dr. Grant related: “During the procedure, Baba did not utter a 

sound in spite of the pain that is entailed, and took the whole thing very calmly and peacefully.” 

Besides the hip pain, Baba’s blood pressure had risen, and he had a fever, fissure trouble, and pain in the heart 

region. Baba had once stated: "At the time of dropping my body, my body will be minced to pieces!" To those near 

him, it seemed this was happening while he was still alive. 

Meanwhile, a serious heart attack patient named Mr. Shah was in the adjoining room. He was in a critical condition; 

his prognosis was dire and Grant did not hold out much hope for his survival. As Baba was about to get in the car to 

leave, Shah’s wife begged Grant to request Baba to visit her husband. Baba graciously went back inside to Shah’s 

 
299 Seemab had died in Karachi twelve years earlier, on 31 January 1951. 



 

 

room and spent a few moments with the couple. “Don't worry, doctor,” Baba told Grant. “He will be all right.” 

Amazingly, the man made a full recovery. 

  

Nana Kher's brother, Vinoo, was a college professor of physics in Amraoti. He came to see Baba on the morning of 

Wednesday, 1 May 1963. Eruch informed Baba that Vinoo delivered a speech before his science colleagues in 

Amraoti on Baba's birthday, trying to explain Baba's status as the Highest of the High with the help of scientific 

reasoning. 

The next morning, Baba asked Vinoo to read a summary of his speech, and then commented, "The basis of creation 

is nothing but gas, for the first thing to have come out of creation was gas. Except gas there is nothing, and gas is 

also nothing. But the 'nothing' is." 

Explaining, Baba further stated, "Nana has a peculiar nose; Mona is fair; Meherjee is here. But I say all this is 

nothing. What is your reply to this statement, Vinoo?" 

"Until we experience this as nothing, we presume it to be real," Vinoo replied. 

Meherwan asked, "Can we not use the analogy of a dream to show this as nothing?" 

Eruch said, "But then people will say, 'We feel and see this as real. So how can this be nothing?' " 

"That is exactly what happens in a dream!" Meherwan interjected. 

Vinoo said, "If this all is nothing, people will say why should we do anything?" 

Baba replied, "No one does anything!" 

Eruch asked, "Is it true that the scientists say that there is nothing such as 'matter' and that all is energy?" 

Vinoo answered, "This is not so. Matter and energy are inter-convertible. Matter and anti-matter create energy when 

they come together." 

In response, Baba said: 

At the November [East-West] Gathering, I explained about the Four Journeys. They are journeys within. There 

are also outer journeys. Creation is based on gas, and gas is nothing; but nothing is. 

Mind is the junction between the inner and outer journeys. There are two outlets, the inner and the outer. The 

outer (the creation) is nothing but the shadow of the Reality. Just as your shadow is because of you, so also is 

creation because of Reality. Mind is that which gives substance to matter and energy. If you travel on outward 

journeys, there are infinitely vast fields in space which contain millions of universes with innumerable suns. 

There are 18,000 worlds in creation with human habitation. At Meherazad, I have explained more about this to 

Francis and Eruch. 

Scientists will someday have to come to agreement among themselves that there are innumerable expanding and 

contracting, evolving and dissolving universes. Just as according to varying conditions, a shadow is sometimes 

bigger and sometimes smaller, so is the case with the galaxies. 

How can the mind imagine the vast limitlessness of creation? It cannot. Why not? It is because we try to 

understand with the mind that which is beyond mind. Mind and energy are absolutely nothing. Hence, all these 

universes that the scientists find so astounding are also nothing. 

Now on the other side of the mind, the ‘inner side,’ there is shorelessness. You cannot pinpoint anything on any 

direction of it. No universes, no galaxies! Then, what is there? Who is there in your sound sleep? Nobody! 

Only the IS-ness is there. It all means that the goal is to be fully awake in sound sleep. Which is impossible 

without my grace. 

Vinoo Kher asked Baba, "What is mind?" 

"My health is not at all well," Baba said, "but I am enjoying this discussion." 

Now to explain what is mind, hours and hours would not be sufficient. It would be good if you think more 

deeply on what I have already explained. However, there is such a thing called the mind. It is different from 

matter. 

In your sound sleep, if at all there is anything, it is God. Every thought of yours releases its imprint on the mind. 

There are impressions which bring you out of sleep. Thus, you daily awaken and go back to sleep. Ages and 

ages have passed by, but mind, energy and matter have remained, although as ‘nothing.’ I will explain one day 

what mind is. 

Baba asked Vinoo Kher whether he knew Persian and received a negative reply. 



 

 

Baba continued: 

Hafiz, the God-realized Persian poet, says in one of his couplets: 

        The status of Love is so sublime 

        That it can never be reached by mind! 

And you, with the help of mind, try to reach That which is beyond mind! This is the difficulty. 

The majzoob-e-kamil [of the seventh plane of consciousness] has no mind. He is totally merged and absorbed in 

God. With your physical eyes, you see him eating, drinking, talking and walking. But the majzoob is above 

mind. He is not conscious of mind, energy and body. When you sleep, you snore. But you are not aware of it. 

So, too, with the actions of a majzoob; he appears to eat and drink to those around him. 

Baba then explained one final point: "Well, what is mind? Mind is the ‘junction’ between the inner and the outer, 

between Reality and its shadow (illusion). If mind is annihilated, you experience the infinity of the Reality!" 

Baba put this question to Vinoo, "You see things in this room; is it not so? But then who is seeing?" 

"I don't know," Vinoo said. 

Eruch proposed, "Mind sees. Baba has said that it is the mind that sees and does not see, that eats and does not eat, 

that speaks and does not speak, that sleeps and does not sleep. It is the mind that does everything." 

Baba explained, "You are the One who does not see anything but only exists. As soon as you identify yourself with 

the mind, you are a person. If you do not, you are the Infinite." 

Baba asked Vinoo, “Why do you want to go to the length of satisfying others through reasoning? This is doing 

wrong to them." 

Vinoo explained, "Because they believe in the power of reasoning." 

"Why feed them with that which ought to die?" 

Vinoo replied, "To help them go beyond reasoning with the help of reason." 

Baba advised, "Help your colleagues to unlearn what they have learned!" 

 

Narendra Thade got married on 1 May 1963. After the wedding he and his bride, Sheila, came to see Baba at 

Guruprasad. From that day on, Baba kept asking Thade whether or not he had kissed his wife. Thade would look 

embarrassed and mutter, "No, not yet." 

After a few days of this, Baba remarked to Thade, "How unfit you are to be a good husband! What must that poor 

girl be thinking!" 

Baba ordered him to bring Sheila to Guruprasad by car at once, and he did as instructed. Making her sit beside him, 

Baba emphatically gestured, "Remember that I am God!" In fact, Sheila had been wondering what her married life 

with Narendra Thade would be like on account of his contact with Meher Baba. Baba directed the couple to kiss 

each other in front of him, which they did. 

The next day, when Narendra Thade came to Guruprasad, Baba inquired, "What is the progress?" 

"Of what?" Thade asked. 

"Of a child, you fool!" 

"I don't know!" Thade blushed, deeply embarrassed. 

Baba turned to Pratap and gestured, "Tell Narendra that he must have a child!" Before leaving Guruprasad for 

Meherazad, Baba instructed Narendra, "Inform me as soon as Sheila is pregnant." (Four months later, word was 

received that she was expecting.) 

One day Narendra’s brother, Kisan Thade, was playing cards with Baba. All of a sudden doubts about Baba began 

assailing his mind. And just as suddenly, Baba asked him, "Who am I?" 

He replied, "The Highest of the High!" 

Baba gestured, "Remember that I am God!" 

One evening Sam Kerawala came to Guruprasad. He was a merchant marine radio officer on a ship, and had come 

home on a six-month leave. Baba asked him, "Do you love Roshan [his wife] more than me?" 

"I cannot say," said Sam, "but I don't feel as restless to see you as I do to see Roshan." 



 

 

"Do you think I am away from you?" Baba inquired. 

"I never think so; I always feel that you are with me." 

"That is why you are not restless for me! If you become as anxious to see me as you do to see Roshan, you will be 

inspired to have that restlessness. You only think that I am with you, but you never try to see me with you. If you do 

that, you will have that restlessness for me." 

Meanwhile, unbeknown to Bhau, Baba's oldest nephew, Sheroo, was daily singing the prayer You Alone Exist before 

Baba. In a few of the lines which Baba had dictated for the prayer, it said: "You are insects, you are dogs, cats, 

asses, pigs, snakes," and other creatures, some of them disagreeable. 

Baba would retire at 3:00 P.M., and at that time, Bhau would come downstairs from his room to attend to Baba. One 

afternoon Deshmukh and Bal Natu began laughing at him, saying they did not like the words of the prayer he had 

composed. "Which prayer?" he asked, puzzled, and they told him. 

"What sort of prayer is this?" Bal Natu taunted. "Could you not have chosen better examples than mosquitoes, bugs 

and gnats when describing God's sublime attributes?" They did not know that Baba himself had composed these 

lines, and Bhau said nothing in reply. 

Disturbed when he met with Baba, Bhau asked whether he should change the prayer and use other words, explaining 

that people were laughing at it, mocking the choice of words. "Don't change a single word," Baba replied. "It is all 

right. You have no idea, no idea about the importance of this prayer. In the future, this prayer will be sung in homes 

throughout the world." 

 

Begum Akhtar and Shantadevi came to Guruprasad and saw Baba at 9:30 a.m. on Friday, 3 May 1963, along with 

others from Bombay and Poona. Hundreds from various parts of India assembled there the following morning, 

including Dr. Moorty from Calcutta, who had arrived the day before. Baba commented: "The pressure of my 

Universal work is so much that I have not rested for two nights. I am not in a mood for discourses, though a great 

number of my lovers have come to see me from distant parts of India. The next three days will be spent mostly in 

giving darshan in the mornings, and in the afternoon today and tomorrow, all will hear Begum Akhtar sing." 

Two large groups from Hamirpur came, one by train and one in a private bus. They were staying in a school and 

would walk to Guruprasad singing songs in praise of Baba. It was a remarkable sight to witness. These poor 

villagers from Hamirpur were proclaiming the advent of the Avatar to the urban public of Poona. 

When they came to Guruprasad, Baba embraced each of them. Lata Limaye sang a few ghazals, and she sang so 

well that even Begum Akhtar, who was sitting next to her, applauded and patted her on the back. Baba asked Lata, 

"Would you be willing to stay with Begum Akhtar for six months and learn ghazals?" To such a privilege she 

eagerly agreed. 

In the afternoon Begum Akhtar sang for nearly three hours. She was accompanied by Golwalkar on the sarangi, and 

Muhammad Ahmed on the tabla. All were formidable musicians, and it was a special event to hear them. Before 

they started, while they were tuning their instruments, Baba remarked, "The original naad [celestial music or sound] 

does not need such tuning of tal [rhythm] or soor [tune]. It is continuous. Saints and Sadgurus hear that. All worldly 

music is only the seventh shadow of that original naad. Once you hear that you forget all." 

The program was marvelous, and Baba was extremely happy. Guruprasad was overflowing for the recital. Baba 

allowed the women mandali to listen from behind the door, and often during the singing, he would turn to them and 

gesture with a radiant expression, "What a magnificent voice she has!" 

Later, in her Family Letter (of 12 June 1963), Mani wrote about the renowned singer: "The charm and warmth of her 

personality added to the richness of her songs. Underneath the serene clarity of her voice lay a storm of feeling, and 

she skirted the musical precipices with intoxicating ease." 

Baba told Begum Akhtar, "A voice such as you have is very, very rare." 

She bowed and said, "It is all your grace." 

Upon completion of the musical program, everyone came forward to Baba, kissed his hand and left the hall. 

 

Quite a concourse of lovers was present in Guruprasad on the morning of Sunday, 5 May 1963, including Amar 

Singh Saigal, who had contacted Jawaharlal Nehru as directed by Baba. 

At one point, Baba told Vinoo Kher: 



 

 

Obedience is higher than love. If I ask you to leave tomorrow, you must immediately accept my wish and 

depart. If you tell me that you have two more days of leave and would like to stay, that is not obedience. 

None of you sees me as I am. In order to find me as I am, you must lose your self. It is very difficult to find 

even one who has found me. What you see is only my hands, feet and body. The Real Baba is Infinite! 

During the morning musical program, Baba remarked to Girja Khilnani (a Sindhi lover who also worshiped the Sikh 

Perfect Master Nanak), "I loved Guru Nanak very much, for souls like him are quite rare." 

He further said: 

The Beloved rarely gives a lover the cup of divine Wine to drink. If he ever gives it, the "drop" instantaneously 

becomes the "Ocean." The time has come when I shall break my silence. The whole world will get a spiritual 

push; but the hearts of my intimate lovers shall be opened then. Such a time will not come again, and has not 

come in the past. 

Today, the anti-spiritual element is at its height. Tibet, once known as the seat of God, is now a Chinese 

military camp! Hypocrites and false saints abound in this time. Science has advanced in the last ten years much 

more than it has ever done before. Hence, when all these factors are at their highest, spirituality will also be at 

its highest in order not only to balance these factors, but to overrule them. 

The time for breaking my silence is very near; so hold fast to my daaman. I shall break my silence in nine 

months' time. What has never happened will happen after the breaking of my silence. 

At one point, Baba inquired about a devotee's personal troubles, and then commented, "I am the Highest of the High, 

and yet I descend to your level and inquire about your everyday problems. But I am simultaneously conscious of all 

seven planes, and am also beyond them." 

A sadhu came to see Baba. Baba asked if he had anything specific to say. He said he had come for Baba's blessings, 

and the sadhu expressed his plans to start a new universal spiritual center. Baba replied, "Your idea is very good; but 

do everything with 100 percent honesty. Let no hypocrisy enter into your doings. Do not allow your ego to be 

tickled. Do it with the thought that you are not doing it, but that it is being done because it is God’s will. Only then 

will my nazar be on you." 

Baba explained to one of his lovers, "You may have a family and live in the world, but be completely detached. 

What do I mean by being detached? It means that if your wife and children are to die suddenly, or you were to lose 

all your money, or you were to become a leper, you should take it as God’s will and not feel concerned about it." 

Baba's words held particular significance for a new lover from Calcutta named Panchu Gopal Nandi, 45, a devout 

Hindu who was a divisional engineer. After a very difficult ordeal, his wife had died a year and a half ago, and 

Nandi turned to God to show him the way. A friend lent him God Speaks, and later he contacted the local Meher 

Center. When his turn came that day to have Baba's darshan and touch Baba's feet, he recalled: 

I gazed and gazed and gazed at his radiant, exquisitely handsome and compassionate face with an unusually 

broad forehead. I forgot the time and the place. It appeared to me as if I was seeing the sunrise. My eyes got 

dazzled and I lowered them to his feet. I glanced at the sole of his foot which was partly pointing toward me. I 

looked intently at it to find out if there were signs of lotus, conch shell, flag, et cetera, which I had read Lord 

Krishna had. Since such an opportunity would never come to me again, I was struggling to look at the partly 

exposed surface of Meher Baba's sole, when he immediately turned the full surface of it toward me so that I 

could have a better view. He had read my thoughts. Even then, I could not see any signs; but signs or no signs, 

this little incident convinced me that nothing passes unnoticed, unheeded and uncared-for by him, the 

omniscient and ever-merciful One. 

During the period after the death of my loving wife, and before my coming in contact with Meher Baba, my life 

was dry and wretched, completely shattered to pieces and devoid of all values, or any sense of beauty and joy. I 

shunned society. I became completely aloof and distant from all. Inside, I was dying every moment. But after I 

came in contact with Baba, a complete metamorphosis took place in my life. The dark despair left me entirely 

and was replaced by his loving, sweet remembrance. 

A three-year-old girl was sitting opposite Baba. He called her; she went to him at once and bowed down. Baba 

mentioned the girl came to Poona to see him from Sagar (in Central India) without her parents. The family's 

neighbors were coming for his darshan, and she insisted on joining them. 

Madhusudan then sang a few ghazals, and afterwards the group dispersed for lunch. 

In the afternoon an Irani woman with her children approached Baba. She requested Baba to cast his nazar upon 

them. After she left, Baba observed, "My nazar is on everyone all the time; however, it does not fall upon just 



 

 

anyone. Once it falls on a person, he would instantaneously become infinite power, infinite knowledge and infinite 

bliss!" 

 

Espandiar Vesali, 48, had been a student in the Prem Ashram in Meherabad in 1927–28. Soon after the school 

closed, he returned home to Iran and had not seen Baba since 1929. Espandiar longed to have Baba's darshan, but he 

wrote saying he had no money to travel to India. Through Baidul, Baba wrote back asking how much Espandiar was 

earning and what was the means of his livelihood. He answered in detail that he had a modest income from a cherry 

and apple orchard, but that most years the winter frost destroyed the blossoms on the trees. If he had a good crop, he 

would sell it and should there be any leftover amount from what he needed for his maintenance, he would be able to 

come to India. Otherwise, he would not be able to see Baba. 

Baba instructed Baidul to write back saying that Espandiar should go to the trees in his orchard and speak to them: 

"It is 35 years since I have seen Meher Baba, and I want to go and visit him. So you, my crop, are not allowed to 

freeze. I beg of you trees to bear fruit in abundance so that I might be able to go to see my Lord. The frost and 

winter should not destroy my crop this year." Baba instructed him to walk around the trees and utter these words, 

and then not to think of anything else and not to worry. So, Espandiar “spoke” to his trees every morning. 

Certain of the fact that he would not lose his crop, Espandiar borrowed money and flew to Bombay. He arrived at 

Guruprasad on 5 May 1963 and was extremely anxious to meet his Master after more than 30 years of separation, 

but Baba did not grant him darshan at once. On the contrary, he sent word for him to sit outside and read verses from 

the Divan-e-Hafiz. Espandiar sat on the verandah reading the book. After about half an hour, Baba called him inside. 

To see him meet Baba after so many years was a touching scene. Putting his head on Baba's feet, he wept and wept. 

After a few minutes, Espandiar was lifted up and he embraced Baba. 

Espandiar once had an unusual experience at his home in Tehran. One day he heard a knock, he opened the door and 

found an Imam (a Muslim priest) standing at the door. The Imam related that he had had a dream in which a voice 

told him that the eagerly awaited Imam Mehdi (Saheb-e-Zaman, the Rasool) is now on earth and he would find him 

at a certain house in Tehran. In his dream, he was guided to the house which he saw clearly in vivid detail. The next 

morning, the priest went in search of the house in the city, found it and knocked on the door. As he spoke, tears ran 

down Espandiar's cheeks, for his house served as the Avatar Meher Baba Center in Tehran, where weekly meetings 

were held. 

At 2:30 P.M., Begum Akhtar began her second qawaali performance. Baba gave her a ring with his picture, and a 

pink scarf, which she wore throughout the afternoon. While singing the last two ghazals, tears flowed down her 

cheeks, but her voice did not break. As he had done in Meherazad, Baba once again handed her his handkerchief to 

wipe her tears during one song. The song which Baba loved best she saved for last. Its first line was: "I am the 

smoke from a snuffed-out candle, going toward my Goal!" 

Baba also enjoyed the excellent performance given by the tabla player Muhammad Ahmed and by the musician 

Golwalkar. Many of those present were so moved, they wept silently while Akhtar sang her last two ghazals. The 

program ended at 6:00 P.M. 

Wagh (the manager of the Sakori ashram) and Purandhare attended the recital. Dhun Satha, who was crippled by 

muscular dystrophy, had also been brought to Guruprasad for the program. Baba informed her, "You will be able to 

walk within a year." 

Dhun asked, "Heaven-wards or in the other direction?" 

"Why are you talking of above and below," Baba replied. "God is everywhere! It is mere illusion to speak of up and 

down. All is zero." 

Dhun gave a witty reply, "Scientists know that there is no sunrise and no sunset, but we see it every day 

nonetheless." 

Baba laughed and remarked to Begum Akhtar, "Dhun is very clever!" 

 

The next morning, Monday, 6 May 1963, Baba gave private interviews to several persons from 7:00 until 9:15 A.M. 

Then he came and sat in the hall, where the Hamirpur lovers staged Bhau's play Prem Mahima (The Glory of Love). 

The play is a true story based on the early opposition of orthodox people in Hamirpur District who did not believe in 

Baba and violently opposed his lovers there, even to the extent of setting fire to their huts and destroying their crops. 

But in spite of their behavior, Baba's lovers won them over to his love. The drama, which would normally take six 

hours, was cut short to an hour and a half at Baba's request. 



 

 

Baba was pleased with their performance and promised that he would visit Nauranga, where Meher Dham had been 

erected. At one point, there had been a controversy in Hamirpur over the construction of the center. Baba asked 

Bhau to write and explain what Meher Dham (The Abode of Meher) really means. He wrote a short play of the same 

name which he read out to Baba. Baba liked it, and it was sent to Hamirpur to be printed in Hindi. 

Letters were received from Hamirpur in 1963, asking for another play. Baba instructed Bhau to write one in Hindi 

on the theme of faith in God. Bhau did so and the play, Vishwas (Faith), was read to Baba, printed and later 

performed in different centers throughout India. 

Every year there is a special worship ceremony performed by the Hindus called Satya Narayan Puja. One day after 

Vishwas was finished, Baba remarked, "People must also know what real worship is," and he ordered Bhau to write 

a play titled Puja (Worship), which explained it. 

On 6 May, after the play in Guruprasad, Baba spoke about false saints: 

These days the world is full of false saints. Some of them are adept in the "black arts" where, hypnotizing the 

naïve and the gullible, they draw them toward themselves. Some draw others toward them by a fixed stare 

which gives others strange sights. But my name will conquer all these spells and charms and overpower them. 

In comparison, the experiences of Kaikobad are far higher. The pilgrim of the fourth plane does not need any 

medium to perform miracles. He just thinks it, and things happen according to his wish. His miracles are quite 

different, as he has gained the infinite power of God. 

Baba also said: “Three things please me: to take upon myself the suffering of the universe; to listen to good singing 

— I mean good music, mind you, not Deshmukh's variety! And to play cards with my boys and see them rub their 

noses on the floor!” 

At 3:00 P.M., Watve sang several ghazals until 4:30 P.M., and Baba embraced all who were to leave the next day. 

With the completion of the function, Baba stood up, saluted the gathering and retired to his room. 

When Espandiar Vesali came to Guruprasad on 7 May, in a serious tone, Baba informed him, "You cannot stay here 

longer than today. You must return to Iran." 

Vesali replied, "Baba, it has been 35 years since I have seen you. Please give me permission to remain with you for 

at least 20 days or a month." 

Baba replied, "No, I am also with you in Iran. You should go back and work for Baba. Even if you lost your life 

because of this [borrowing money], don't pay heed to it, and work for me." 

So Espandiar Vesali was driven by Adi to Meherabad, where he met Baidul. He was taken to Meherazad the 

following day and then left for Bombay. But at the airport he was informed he would have to purchase his ticket 

with Persian currency, and since he did not have anything other than Indian rupees, he was told it would be best to 

have his ticket sent from Iran. He returned to Guruprasad. Baba called him and when he heard what happened, 

stated, "All right, remain here until the answer to your letter arrives." 

After a week, Baba instructed Vesali to travel to Bombay and see whether the answer had arrived. The letter had not 

come, so he returned to Guruprasad. Baba again allowed him to remain in Poona. After another week, Baba directed 

him to go to Bombay again, but there was no letter or money and he had to return. In this way, Vesali remained in 

Poona for 20 days, until finally Baba instructed him to go to Bombay and wait for the reply there. The ticket came, 

and just before leaving, he returned to Guruprasad to bid farewell to Baba. 

Later that year, when the orchard crop was harvested, even though surrounding orchards had been severely damaged 

due to a harsh winter frost, Vesali's trees gave an unprecedented yield — much to the local farmers' amazement. 

 

Although only Sundays were supposed to be darshan days, every day seemed to be a day of sahavas for some group 

or the other. By Friday each week, the number of people coming increased greatly, as Bombay lovers rushed to 

Poona to spend the weekend. On Sunday mornings and afternoons, even a palace like Guruprasad would literally be 

bursting at the seams as hundreds of lovers gathered to be near their Beloved Lord. But, like a hen that gathers her 

chicks under the safety of her wings, in the same way, Baba managed to see and give his love to each of his 

children. 

Alongside his darshan and embrace, Baba was also giving spiritual discourses. Sometimes he would reminisce about 

an amusing event of the past, or ask someone to tell a joke, and the whole hall would resound with laughter. With 

obvious enjoyment and appreciation, he would listen to a singing or musical recital. He would tease Deshmukh, 

whose sudden outbursts of song at unexpected moments in the course of the program were anticipated. But, on 



 

 

occasion, Baba would remind the audience, "You see me doing all this, but simultaneously my [inner] work 

continues. It never stops, no matter what I appear to be doing outwardly." 

Baba visited a few homes of his close lovers during his stay in Poona that year. On one outing, he went to the 

Bhandaris' residence at 25 Queen's Gardens for tea and snacks, accompanied by Mehera, Mani, Goher and Meheru, 

along with Adi and Eruch. 

During the darshan days at Guruprasad, at times, prominent personalities would come to see Baba. If they were in a 

hurry to return, some of the Poona workers would give them preference and take them in ahead to see Baba, 

allowing them to go inside instead of standing in the long queue. Other times, when some people came late, they 

were taken to Baba immediately, as they had not had an opportunity to sit near him. 

Some might have been thinking that Baba was giving preferential treatment to rich and important persons. One day, 

while sitting on the front verandah of Guruprasad, Baba remarked, "To me a maharani [queen] and a mehtrani 

[toilet sweeper] are the same." By sheer “coincidence,” that afternoon when Baba was giving darshan, on one side of 

him was seated the Maharani of Baroda and on the other side was a poor mehtrani.300 

On Saturday, 11 May 1963, a woman came with a garland for Baba. Baba commented to those gathered near him, 

"She was once very rich, but her relatives have illegally deprived her of her property. She went to court and had to 

face 83 lawsuits against her. In spite of such mental and financial trouble, it is her good fortune that she has still 

stuck to me." Baba advised her to leave all her troubles to him and wait and watch for the result. 

That day, Dr. Ram Ginde arrived from Bombay and brought grapes for Baba, who distributed them to the gathering. 

He then asked Eruch's sister, Manu Jessawala, to sing a few bhajans. In spite of not having practiced for a long time, 

she sang and also played the harmonium well. 

The topic shifted to experiences on the planes, about which Baba said: 

On the fifth plane, the pilgrim experiences a little of the celestial music [anhad naad] which he feels is coming 

out of himself. On the sixth plane, he sees God everywhere as glorious Effulgence. It is on this plane that the 

lover pines for Union with the Beloved; but to attain Union with God is not easy. Once Union is achieved, 

everything becomes endless, boundless and continuous. From that sublime state, I have come down to your 

level. 

Babajan often used to remark about my having come down from the exalted state to get myself bound here. 

Now that I have accepted to be bound, I have to come and go every 700 to 1400 years. 

Baba further explained: 

Law holds illusion; love takes you beyond illusion. When God descends in human form, he controls the laws 

and abides by them, but gives love to all. He is the Master of the Law, whereas you are the slaves of it. You are 

addicted to maya, just as you are addicted to many things in illusion. You may be able to overcome these 

addictions, but to break through the addiction to maya requires the Master's grace. 

Saint Tulsidas left his home when young and did a lot of penance. Once, after many years, he came back to his 

native village. An old woman saw him and called out "Tulasia," his pet name in his boyhood days. Tulsidas felt 

insulted at not being called in a respectful manner, and so he left his village. He did this because he was still 

addicted to some aspects of illusion. 

I used to be insulted in the early days, but I remained unaffected because I am God and above the addiction of 

illusion. When I break my silence, all will know who I am! 

Once again, referring to the 101 names in praise of God in the Avesta, Baba stated: 

These names were supposed to have been given by Zoroaster. They are the attributes of God in the Beyond 

state, and not of the Beyond, Beyond state. These names are of my attributes. God has infinite attributes, but 

only 101 have been mentioned in the book. 

Baba then switched to the subject of masts and narrated several amusing incidents which occurred during his 

extensive tours in search of them. He said: 

 

300 In India at that time, few homes had indoor plumbing, so a certain low caste of uneducated persons 

would clean the toilets and sweep the gutters in the streets filled with human waste and garbage.  



 

 

I love masts very much, and so I bore all the difficulties and hardships in order to meet them. I contacted them 

wherever they were stationed, traveling third class by train, by buses, by cars, by bullock carts, by tongas and 

often walking in unbearable heat, cold and rain. Once, the heat in Allahabad was so intense that Savak Kotwal 

asked me to relieve him of his duties and let him go back home. Savak has been with me for years, yet he could 

not bear the strain of those mast tours. As soon as I was informed of a mast, I would immediately start the 

journey, whether it was day or night, whether transport was available or not. Once I contacted the masts, I was 

very happy and would do anything they asked me to do. They often gave me dirty food which I would eat, and 

presents which are still well preserved in Meherabad. 

Once, I heard of a mast in a village ten miles away. I asked the mandali to procure a bullock cart. They met a 

drunkard, who, in his tipsy state, said that he would bring his bullock cart if they paid him a certain fee, and 

also agreed to give him a tip. The deal was settled. He demanded his tip first, which was given. He at once 

raced off, not to get the bullock cart, but to the nearest pub and had his fill! He then set out asking friends for a 

cart, because he had none of his own. After much waiting, he did bring a cart, but his eyes were red and rolling. 

I and the mandali climbed into the cart and the drunken driver whipped the bullocks. We bumped along a stony 

tract. On the way, we came to a hill. The drunkard whipped the bullocks and they climbed the hill at good 

speed. On the descent, he left the reins and the bullocks had freedom to run at breakneck speed. The cart rattled 

down the hill with all of us. None thought he would return alive, or at least whole. The driver seemed delighted 

with the speed with which the cart was rolling and thoroughly enjoyed the ride. The cart did arrive at the foot 

of the hill, but the bones of everyone's body were rattled to the extent that they felt that they would fall apart at 

all the joints! Poor old Gustadji suffered the most from this joyride. 

When I was on mast tours, I had no compassion for the mandali or for anyone involved in our transport. My 

sole idea was to get to the mast with the quickest speed. Sometimes, we would walk for miles, and by the end 

of the day, our groins would be sore. A village remedy is to apply moistened gram flour to the sore parts. Once 

the mandali applied it to me, and since we were all tired, we went to sleep without washing it away. The next 

morning the mandali had a hellish time trying to remove the sticky stuff that had dried stiff on me overnight. 

Kaka and Baidul were the chief mast hunters. Not always did they bring masts. At times, they would bring 

madmen. 

Baba jokingly remarked: 

Kaka and Baidul would always disagree regarding whether the man was a mast or a madman! When Kaka 

would bring a man whom he thought was a mast, Baidul would fiercely disagree by saying that he was merely 

a madman! 

Masts have a volcano of love within themselves. One mast would smoke beedies [cheroots] and then pass them 

on to me. I would puff on them, because I would not refuse a mast's offering. He would go on giving me 

beedies until I felt giddy. At last, I would throw away the beedi after one puff. 

We usually went to meet masts at night, for we were sure there would be no disturbance from their followers at 

that time. During the day, we would be traveling, and at night we would be seeing the masts. Thus, the mandali 

hardly got any sleep or rest. 

Once, we arrived at a dak bungalow for a night's rest, which was rare during these travels. The keeper said it 

was not possible for him to permit us to stay, as the executive officer was residing in it. After much argument, 

he agreed to give us a room if the officer permitted. One of the mandali got his sanction, and we occupied a 

room. It was 9:00 P.M., and all were happy to go to sleep at once. The officer in the next room was busy with 

his work and had a ceiling fan going due to the heat. The fan was making a creaking noise, and I felt disturbed. 

I asked Eruch to go ask him to turn off the fan. The officer felt annoyed at our audacity, but finally agreed to 

turn it off. After some time, I could not stand the noise of his movements in the room, and sent Eruch to tell 

him that it would be better if he stopped making noise. This was the last straw for the man. In his fury, he 

forgot that he could drive us out of the bungalow, and acceded to the request to be quiet. Next morning, much 

to the amazement of the keeper, the officer came to me to pay his respects, when he found out it was I who had 

been the cause of his fury. 

Eruch said, "As a rule, Baba would not bear even the slightest noise made by the mandali while he rested, although 

he would not be disturbed by moving trains when he slept on railway platforms during such tours. Once, when Baba 

and the mandali were sleeping on a platform, a thief, in order to evade the police, took cover and slept among us. 

When Baba traveled by car, it would always be filled to capacity with the mandali and luggage. And yet, Baba 

would stop the car often to give a lift to an old man or woman on the road." 



 

 

Eruch added, "Once I got exasperated at it because there was not an inch of space in the car, and Baba wanted to 

give a lift to a person carrying an enormous bundle of his belongings. I told Baba, 'I shall come walking; let this man 

occupy my place.' Baba would try our patience, love and faith to the extreme." 

Baba continued: 

Once in an overcrowded third class railway coach, the mandali had to keep standing in order to give me a little 

space to sleep. Some of the passengers objected as to why I should sleep, while they were standing. The 

mandali tried to explain that they were their seats which they had given to me, and so there was no need to 

quarrel. Just when the angry voices would settle, I would get up and give my seat to an old man. This would 

again enrage the other passengers, and a quarrel would start all over again. 

Once at Nadiad station [in Gujarat], the compartment was packed. Baidul was standing at the door of the 

compartment. The mayor of some place tried to enter the already over-full carriage by the wrong entrance. 

Baidul obstructed his entry, and in the tussle, the mayor fell unto the platform. He called for the police, who 

began taking statements of all the passengers who had witnessed the incident. The train was detained for an 

hour. At last, the guard requested that the police board the train and continue taking the statements, as the train 

moved along. We reached our destination, and all of us got off and walked away, while the police did not 

realize who were the accused in the overcrowded compartment! 

During the last World War, when several coaches of the railways would be reserved for military personnel, I 

and the mandali once got into a military compartment, since the train was overcrowded. A number of the 

soldiers objected to it, while the remaining helped me and my men to enter. A quarrel ensued among the 

occupants, and a hot exchange of words followed. When the train moved out, we found ourselves watching a 

free-for-all of which we were the cause. At the next halt, I clapped loudly and gestured to them to stop fighting. 

I distributed sweets to both parties and brought about a complete change in the tense atmosphere. All the 

soldiers were friendly again, long before we reached our destination. 

Remembering his favorite masts, Baba continued: 

Of all the masts that I contacted during my tours, 50 made me extremely happy. Chatti Baba was one of them. I 

used to bathe him daily with 100 to 150 buckets of water! In Quetta, where it is bitterly cold, Chatti Baba 

would move about with only a loincloth on. He never suffered from a cold or cough in spite of the severe cold. 

In Ajmer, his room was like an oven, yet he seemed not to feel the heat at all. Where he lived many people 

revered him, and they would bow down to him on the road when he wandered about. In response, he would 

bend down, pick up a pinch of dirt and give it to them as prasad. 

Once, Baidul brought news that a very high mast was staying only a short distance away. I and the mandali 

went at night to see him. Baidul forgot the way and took us to another house where Mohammedan women were 

cloistered in purdah [secluded and veiled]. The mandali banged on the door at night and were vigorously 

rebuked by the women. 

It was 11:00 A.M. and Baba stopped for lunch. In the afternoon there was no special program. Baba played La Risque 

with several of the close ones. While the game was going on, someone came for darshan. Baba was annoyed at this 

interruption. He remarked, "Even during this game of cards, I am quietly engaged in my internal work, and that is 

why I do not like interruptions." Baba retired at 3:30 P.M. 

 

On Sunday morning, 12 May 1963, Baba gave darshan to persons who were meeting him for the first time. A sadhu 

who headed an ashram in Delhi and had a large following came for darshan. He bowed at Baba's feet and then 

reverently sat down on the floor near him. Baba remarked to the gathering, "The sadhu has a big following and yet 

he is so humble, and therefore he is great." 

Turning to him, Baba remarked, "My continual experience is that I am in everyone. Have this Experience of seeing 

me everywhere. On the path, 100 percent honesty is required. At present, there are many hypocritical saints because 

the time is very near for breaking my silence." 

A devotee from Jhansi arrived. In a touching manner, he related how Baba had recently helped him. He said he had 

to go to Delhi for his son's marriage. It was impossible to find accommodation for the marriage party. He met some 

higher authorities, but was refused accommodation. He resigned himself to Baba's will and left the office. Just when 

he had reached the gate, he was called back, and told that they could spare a house for the marriage party. 

His son had met with a motorcycle accident, resulting in paralysis of his left foot. Neurosurgeons had advised he 

have an operation; however, he was afraid of having his son operated upon. Baba called his son, who came limping. 

He gave him a packet of cookies, telling him to eat a small piece daily, repeating his name. 



 

 

Again turning to the sadhu, Baba said: 

There are two types of ego — the ordinary ego and the Divine Ego — "I-Am-God." One who has realized God 

says he is God, whether people believe it or not. He has got to assert that he is God. If people were to tell you 

that you are a woman, you would be forced to assert that you are a man. In the same way, one who has realized 

God is forced to assert that he is God. When I break my silence, people will realize that I am God. Blessed are 

those who recognize me before I break my silence. 

On the sixth plane of consciousness, the lover longs for Union with God. Out of thousands of such lovers, one 

gets God-realization. Out of thousands of such Realized Ones, a rare one comes down as a Perfect Master on 

earth. 

One may intellectually believe that one is God and One with all. But one has to remove six "veils" before one 

actually sees God everywhere. That seeing is more clear than your seeing this world with your eyes. To say "I 

am God" is easy; but to experience it is extremely difficult. 

The secretary of the Poona District Cricket Association, Sadashiv G. Palsule, and the photographer D. D. Rege, who 

was an avid cricket fan, came to Guruprasad that day. They requested that Baba distribute prizes to several cricket 

teams affiliated with the Poona association. Both of them knew that Baba loved cricket, and they pointed out that the 

cricket players would be happy to meet him. 

Baba consented to distribute the prizes on the 26th, between 2 and 3:00 P.M. He commented, "I do not play cricket 

now — but I do play the universal divine game, which includes cricket." 

Later that afternoon, Baba stated, "There will be a great upheaval in the world when I break my silence. A year after 

the breaking of my silence, I will drop my body. I am a hard taskmaster, and so all of you should have courage and 

face everything that happens. Many years have passed, but the years to come are more important." 

One devotee was deeply depressed due to some personal problems. Baba assured him, "Resign yourself to my will 

100 percent, and I shall take care of everything." The man replied he would try. 

Baba then praised Hafiz, "There has been no poet like Hafiz for the last 2,000 years. All Urdu and Persian poets 

have taken inspiration from his works." 

While this talk was going on, a ten-month-old baby was playing at Baba's feet. She was holding tightly to his sadra, 

pulling it here and there. Baba remarked, "Masts also played with me, quite oblivious to what they were doing. 

Some of them would even try to poke their long fingernails into my flesh! Masts are grown-up babies." 

At 2:00 P.M., there was a qawaali program for two hours by Habib Qawaal of Ahmednagar. Baba enjoyed it very 

much and gave Habib his handkerchief. At 4:00 P.M., all came forward and kissed Baba's hand as they departed. 

The following day, Baba, with Mehera, Mani and Goher, visited his Bombay lovers at Jamnagar House for over an 

hour. 

 

During the months following the death of his wife, Mary, Will Backett in London had found it difficult to adjust to 

living without her and was in poor health. That year would have been his and Mary's 50th wedding anniversary. To 

console him, Baba sent him many telegrams and messages through Adi Jr., such as: "You are not alone. I am with 

you." 

Because of his feeble condition, Will Backett had not been able to attend the East-West Gathering, and Baba sent 

him a telegram during it, reassuring him of his love. Through Mollie Eve, Baba also sent Will a garland he had worn 

during the darshan. 

On 15 May 1963, at the age of 84, Will Backett died peacefully in a London hospital. In reply to Mollie Eve's 

telegram from London, Baba sent this message: "Your cable regarding Will's passing away received. My dear 

Archangels Will and Mary Backett have come to me for all time." 

On the 17th, about 200 people from Andhra arrived in Poona to spend the weekend in the presence of Meher 

Prabhu. On the first day a discussion took place in Guruprasad about how best to work in Baba's name at the many 

centers in Andhra. Adi was also present for this discussion, since he was in charge of all correspondence with 

Andhra. 

The next morning Baba embraced each person who had come from Andhra. The group had brought two life-size 

pictures of Baba. Baba brought up the subject of the previous day’s discussion, and summed up how his work should 

be done: "There should be no feelings of anger, jealousy and dislike among my lovers. No decision can be arrived at 



 

 

if you all speak at once and do not practice what you speak. All your hearts must be united in my work. One must 

live according to what one tells others to do; otherwise, it will never impress them." 

Baba asked one of the main workers if the others were satisfied with the way Baba’s work was being conducted in 

Andhra. The man replied in the negative. Baba stated, "Hypocrisy spoils Baba's work! Purity of heart and the feeling 

of oneness with others are required while working for me." 

One of the chief workers expressed his apologies and promised that he would henceforth be more careful in his 

relationships with other workers. Baba was pleased with him, for he admitted his fault and gave in. Someone else 

said that he was sincerely trying to follow Baba's orders. Baba corrected him, "Don't keep on saying, 'I am trying,' 

but do it and be it, for you will become old before your time if you go on saying, 'I am trying,' and there is no result. 

Once you know the truth, you must not merely try, but do it! Try once or twice, but don’t make it a lifelong habit." 

Baba then asked Sadashiv Patil how work should be done. Sadashiv replied, "We should talk less and do more work. 

We should be so engrossed in work for Baba that we find no time for petty arguments." 

Baba stated, "I intend breaking my silence after nine months, and you all should work intensely for this period. Live 

what you preach. Have 100 percent honesty or keep your mouths shut! The best judge as to whether you are honest 

and living up to what you preach is your own heart. Although the Avatar is the Master of all laws in illusion, yet he 

abides by them." 

Narrating an incident long ago from the life of Prophet Muhammad, illustrating how one should live up to what one 

preaches to others, Baba said: 

Muhammad was very fond of eating dates. One day a mother brought her son to him, complaining that the boy 

ate a lot of dates every day and so suffered from dysentery. The boy refused to obey his parents, and told them 

that he would not eat dates only if Muhammad told him not to do so. Muhammad could not tell the boy not to 

eat dates, when he himself was very fond of them and ate a lot of them. He told the mother and son to come 

back after a few days. Meanwhile, Muhammad stopped eating dates and when the mother came with the boy, 

he told the boy not to eat dates. The boy obeyed at once. 

If you tell others not to tell lies, then even at the cost of your life, you should not tell a lie; otherwise, it would 

amount to hypocrisy. My workers should be 100 percent honest and do my work with all hearts united. Both 

the parties must give in; only then will there be no trouble in Baba-work. 

One of the old Andhra workers related to Baba that a motor van was an absolute necessity so that workers like 

himself could travel from village to village, talking to people about Baba. Baba asked, "Who is to pay for the van? If 

I were to ask some lovers, they would willingly contribute toward its cost. But why should I ask them to pay for my 

work? If I am going to break my silence in nine months, this van or all such plans to spread my messages would 

seem insignificant compared with the work that will be done as soon as I break my silence! If you have no van, 

travel by bullock cart. If a cart is not available, walk. If you are old and die doing my work, it would be good for 

you." 

Baba summarized by saying, "In short, there must not be jealousy or backbiting among the workers. Be 100 percent 

honest. If you have something to say about another worker, tell it honestly to his face, and not behind his back." 

After this, devotees from Andhra sang bhajans. Once during the session, Baba commented: "I am One with the 

Highest state of consciousness, and simultaneously I am on all planes of consciousness, and so I am One with you 

all. 

"Only dnyan [knowledge] can make one realize that I am nearer to you than what you are to yourselves. Your eyes 

are so near to you, but you cannot see them unless you hold a mirror in front of you. If you want to see me, hold the 

mirror of dnyan before you. This is only possible through my grace." 

At about 11:00 A.M. arti was sung, and Baba asked the Andhra devotees to go outside and relax for half an hour. 

Afterwards, devotees from other centers came and sat near Baba. He asked Manu Jessawala to sing. Adi also sang a 

ghazal, though he had a sore throat. 

The president of the All India Hindu Mahasabha (a Hindu nationalist political party) arrived to see Baba. He asked 

for a message. In response, Baba stated: 

Love God to such an extent that you become God! That love could be had through selfless service, but this 

service should be so sublime that there is not even a single thought of self. What counts most is Experience and 

not mere understanding. One has to go beyond one's mind! You can see Reality within you, but for this you 

have to dive deep within yourself. 



 

 

Conviction of God's existence through the intellect [by reading and contemplation] is possible, but conviction 

by sight is better. And conviction by actually becoming one with God is far better than this. After gaining the 

conviction by being one with God, one in a thousand comes down to normal human consciousness on this earth 

as a Perfect Master. 

The president of the Mahasabha had an unpleasant, arrogant attitude; even though he knew Meher Baba never 

entered into political matters, he tried to persuade him to give a special message for his speech the next day. He left 

soon after meeting Baba, without even taking the time to sit before Baba for a while. Just then a few lovers from 

Eluru arrived and Baba embraced them. 

After lunch, a few of the close ones gathered in the side room next to the main hall. Baba was not eating lunch at 

this time. He would eat one meal a day of rice and dal at about 6:00 P.M., after his lovers had left. In the side room, 

Dhake and Prabodh (Deshmukh's son) narrated some amusing stories which pleased Baba. 

At one point, Baba remarked, "Highly placed individuals in society receive respect and honor in this gross world. 

However, such fellows would be kicked out from the subtle and mental worlds if they have no spiritual value." Then 

he said, "I am the slave of those who love me." 

 

At 1:00 P.M., Baba returned to the hall. Bhajans were sung by several devotees. Two sisters from Andhra sang very 

well; they were street singers who went from village to village singing songs in praise of Baba. They had even sung 

them at public functions in aid of the Defense Fund. After arti was sung, Baba stated: 

I am so infinite that I myself cannot fathom my own Infinity. My shadow, the creation, is also so infinite that 

once I tried to count with my gross eyes all that had come out of me — all the universes — but I failed.301 

Scientists will soon discover a little of what I say. There are 18,000 worlds that are inhabited by human beings. 

In some, the people are extremely intelligent, in others less so, and in still others still less. None of them who 

live in these worlds have any experience of the subtle or the mental worlds. Human beings from those planets 

must be born on this earth to experience the subtle and mental worlds. 

This is an Avataric age, and it is a special Avataric advent because I am observing silence. Science and anti-

God elements will reach their zenith in the nine months before I break my silence. Accordingly, my 

manifestation will also be the greatest. Breaking my silence will be as forceful as hundreds of thousands of 

atom bombs exploding! When I break my silence, the world will be shaken into the realization of who I am. 

The impact will jolt the world out of its spiritual lethargy, and will push open the hearts of all who love me and 

are connected with me. What will happen when I break my silence is what has never happened before. 

Science is practically heading toward its zenith today because of the very intelligent souls from other planets 

coming here. Our population is increasing by leaps and bounds for the same reason that souls are migrating 

from other worlds as they want a human body on the earth in this Avataric age. All this has been recurring 

since timeless ages in a never-ending tide and ebb. Even this earth expends itself in time, and another such 

earth will take its place. 

Just remember one thing: all is illusion, only God is real, and I am God in human form. Scientists will come to 

know that there are other human beings on other planets, that everything is infinitely infinite, and that 

intelligence is absolutely nothing where love and the heart are concerned. 

The Bombay group arrived at 3:00 P.M. Baba had informed them earlier not to come, but he himself called them and 

spent half an hour with them. On this occasion, Baba explained about prayer: "While praying, people have the 

tendency of looking up, but why? There is no reason for it. There is nothing up there. God resides in your heart. So 

pray from within; clean your heart. There is nothing in the sky!" 

One day, when Baba asked someone to pray, the devotee began: "O God, grant me health, give me long life so that I 

may serve Thee ..." 

Baba interrupted, correcting him, "This is not a prayer, but a list of your wishes! The real prayer to God is praise for 

Him through love and nothing else! When you know you are in illusion, why keep asking for more of it?" 

Baba had one of the mandali tell this tale to illustrate how strong maya's grip is on the world: 

 
301 Regarding the counting of the universes, this incident occurred in 1921 when, as Merwan Seth, Meher 

Baba stayed for several months at Sakori with Upasni Maharaj. 



 

 

Once there was a beggar. He used to beg in front of a temple, and as soon as he had collected 100 naiya paisa 

[cents] he would convert them into one pure silver rupee coin. By the time he had collected Rs.25 he was an 

old man, and realized that soon he was going to die. He was in a plight as to what to do with his precious coins. 

So he thought that as they were his life's work, he should not part with them. They had become so precious and 

dear to him he decided that they should be buried with him. But knowing that people would rob the money 

from his dead body, he thought of a plan to keep the coins inside his body. He piled up the 25 silver coins and 

tried to swallow them all. There were too many and he had to clench his mouth shut over them. Straining with 

the effort, he suddenly died! Nevertheless, he got his wish. The coins remained tightly shut in his mouth! 

Since he was buried at public expense, it was done in a haphazard fashion, and soon his body was eaten away 

by animals. His bones with the skull (with Rs.25 inside!) were lying on the ground. Some schoolboys of the 

village were passing by, and coming across the skull kicked it and heard the jingling of the coins. All of them 

kicked the skull as hard as they could to knock out the coins, but it was no use; the teeth's grip was so tight. 

They tried to break open the skull with stones, but to no avail. 

So they took the skull to a wise man in the village, who told the skull, "Look here, man, all these people want to 

take your precious money away, but I want to add to it. Here are five more coins!" Upon hearing this the skull 

opened at once, and the wise man struck it from behind and removed the coins. 

So from this tale you can see how strong maya's grip is. The more you get, the more entangled in it you 

become. 

That evening some of the Andhra lovers invited Adi, Francis, Deshmukh and Dr. Bharucha out to dinner, during 

which time they discussed Baba's explanations. The next morning, Sunday, 19 May 1963, the conversation drifted to 

the previous night's dinner. Dr. Bharucha told Baba that many subjects had been discussed, including why Baba kept 

postponing the date of breaking his silence. Bharucha expressed his opinion, "It is immaterial for your lovers if you 

keep postponing the date, but when other people ask about the reason, it is not easy to convey." 

In reply, Baba assured Bharucha, "I shall positively break my silence after nine months." 

Rhoda Dubash arrived that day with her son, Merwan. They embraced Baba, and Rhoda informed him how ill 

Merwan had been after she and Adi had returned home from the East-West Gathering. His Senior Cambridge exam 

was to start shortly after Merwan returned to Karachi from the East-West Gathering, but on his return he became 

sick with a very strong attack of measles. The Parsi community in Karachi criticized Adi and Rhoda for taking their 

son for Baba’s darshan when his exams were so near. After missing the first three papers, Merwan’s doctor allowed 

him to appear for the rest of the exams, but all expected him to fail. The result astounded everyone as he was the 

only Parsi to pass First Class at the top of his class, despite having not appeared for the first three exams. 

The hall was full of lovers from Andhra, and Baba asked Kutumba Sastri to summarize what Baba had stated 

regarding the conduct of his work in Andhra. After this, Mohan-Saigal gave a wonderful two-hour recital, which 

Baba enjoyed. Once he sent Mohan out to take a break and have tea. While he was away, a blind man from Andhra 

played the violin, and then played the flute. 

Explaining a few lines of the ghazals, Baba commented: 

The lover says that his Beloved's eyebrows are like bows, while his nazar is like an arrow. The lover asks his 

Beloved to shoot such an arrow as would go deep down into his heart! The lover's weeping for the Beloved is 

so intense that there are waves of tears, a regular storm [of pain] so to say. He cries out that he does not know 

where his love will lead him! 

He says: "I live. Why? To die for You!" 

He says: "Even my enemies cannot bear the sight of my suffering for You, O Beloved!" 

At 11:00 A.M. Baba's arti was sung, and afterward all went for lunch. Baba came into the side room a few minutes 

later. Dhake narrated a funny story which made Baba chuckle. 

In the afternoon, when Baba took his seat in the hall, Lata Limaye sang a few ghazals. Afterward, from 3:00 to 4:00 

P.M., Bhaskara Raju of Tadepalligudem, along with two other performers: P. Satyam and K. Venkatacharya, enacted 

part of the Telugu musical narrative Burra Katha. Bhaskara’s brother, Ramabhadra Raju, accompanied them on the 

tabla, and Ramabhadra’s son, B. Satyanarayana Raju, played the harmonium. In the eight years since they had begun 

performing this ballad-drama depicting Baba's life, this was their 153rd performance and their fourth before Baba. In 

the play, interspersed between the songs, Venkatacharya asked “inane” questions about Baba (such as, “Why 

doesn’t he talk?) and one of the others gave a reply. At the end, Venkatacharya said, "Now that I have heard so 

much about Meher Baba, please take me for his darshan." Bhaskara Raju then led him by the hand to Baba and said, 

"This is Avatar Meher Baba!" Baba and everyone present enjoyed the play very much. 



 

 

For the opening of Mehersthan, the students of the Kalakshetra Dance School of Eluru performed a play written by 

Bhau in Hindi about Baba's life titled Meher Leela. Baba asked to have it performed before him at Guruprasad, and 

this followed the Burra Katha. The drama was beautifully danced by ten young girls all under twelve, wearing 

splendid costumes. The stage was magnificently decorated and their expressions and graceful movements were 

wonderful. They had been trained so well that there was perfect harmony among them. Colored lights shone on 

them, adding to the beauty of the scene. 

The first dance was of Lord Vishnu in the heavens with devas (angels) dancing around him. He hears a voice from 

earth uttering that there is great need for him to descend as the Avatar. The next scene shows God descending in the 

form of Merwan Sheriar Irani, and then Babajan's kiss that unveils him. The final scene was of the East-West 

Gathering, which ended with Baba's arti. 

The girls did not speak a single word, but clearly conveyed the story through their choreography. Two blind 

musicians played backstage, as two sisters from Andhra sang the songs which accompanied each dance. A 

commentary in English was given before each scene. A girl named Bal Rani, who acted as Baba, was so natural and 

imitated Baba so well that he applauded her often. After the dance-drama, Baba embraced the girls and had his 

photograph taken with the entire cast. 

Baba retired as soon as the photo session was over. No darshan was given as it was 6:00 P.M. The next day, the 

Burra Katha group saw Baba again at Guruprasad to bid him farewell. Baba handed Bhaskara Raju a packet of 

money for their traveling expenses, remarking, "Take this amount as my prasad." Baba called Adi Sr. and remarked, 

"Today these people will be our guests." So, before leaving for Andhra, they had lunch with the mandali. 

 

 

On Tuesday, 21 May 1963, it was quite hot in Guruprasad, and Baba asked those present, "Will it rain today?" 

Pratap replied, "We should ask Narendra [Thade], as he works at the meteorological department." 

Baba motioned to Thade to go outside and check if there were any signs of rain. He went out and returned after 

scanning the skies. Baba asked, "Now tell me if there will be rain or not." 

Thade said, "It will rain." 

"At what time?" Baba asked. 

Thade was nonplussed, but blurted out, "At 6:00 P.M.!" 

Until five o'clock there was no sign of rain, and Thade was worried. Inwardly, he was praying to Baba to cause it to 

rain. Baba warned him, "If it does not rain today, after tomorrow I will not allow you to enter Guruprasad." Thade 

went home frightened, but his prayer was answered. At 6:00 P.M. a hard rain began to fall. 

G. S. Srivastava’s daughter, Saroj, and her husband, Shivendra Sahai of Lucknow, had been eagerly looking forward 

to attending the East-West Gathering in 1962, but because Saroj was expecting their second child, Baba ordered 

them not to attend. 

After the baby was born, Baba granted the family a private interview in May 1963. The family boarded a train for 

Poona, but along the way, their newborn son fell gravely ill with dysentery. 

Shivendra related, “The baby’s condition worsened throughout the day, and in the absence of any medicine or 

medical attention, his case was touch and go. In an utterly despondent mood and almost in a blank state of mind, I 

was standing at the open door of the compartment looking out as the train passed Meherabad Hill. Saroj was holding 

the baby in her lap and weeping softly. Just then, I heard a solemn voice within me state, ‘Nothing will happen to 

him, just do not worry.’ It was so convincing that I immediately turned towards Saroj and assured her that Baba 

would take care.” 

By the time the family reached their hotel in Poona, the baby was able to swallow a spoon or two of gripe water (a 

digestive). They telephoned Guruprasad the next morning, 22 May 1963, and Eruch informed them that Baba 

wanted them to come as soon as possible. 

Shivendra continued, “Baba’s presence was so soothing and his personal inquiries so endearing that we completely 

forgot about our troubles. Baba caressed our two-year-old son Shachindra [‘Tutu’] and held the baby also. All of a 

sudden, our tension of the past 24 hours burst out and we narrated the whole episode to Baba. He listened with intent 

and apparent surprise.” 



 

 

The couple requested that Baba name the child, and Eruch suggested Mehernath, which Baba approved. Baba told 

them, “I am always with you. There is no need to come to me in the summer heat with the children. Remember me 

with love and do not worry.” 

Baba placed his index finger to his eye and said, “My nazar is on you.” The couple wept at Baba’s compassion and 

mercy, and he repeated, “My nazar is always on your family.” 

He called the couple near him and placed their heads on his lap, instructing them to visit Meherabad and Meherazad 

on their way home. Baba sent them back to their hotel in his car. 

On the 23rd a lover from Hyderabad came to see Baba. He had helped the mandali construct a small hut on a hill, 

where Baba had stayed for some time in seclusion (1951). After Baba left the place, the man kept Baba's photograph 

in the hut and prayed for guidance. He developed great faith and love for Baba. One day he had a sudden stroke and 

suffered paralysis of one arm, one leg and his face. He could hardly move; his condition was serious. Yet, he refused 

to take any medicines or injections. He would keep a glass of water before Baba's picture, pray to him and then 

drink the water as medicine. His faith in Baba was so great that he was cured and now he came to see Baba. Baba 

asked him to lift his legs and arms, which he did with considerable ease. 

 

On Saturday, 25 May 1963, Baba stated, "I am in no mood to meet anyone, because the burden of my Universal 

work is tremendous." Many lovers, however, did come that morning and Baba permitted them to be in his company 

for several hours. "What to do?” Baba asked Niranjan Singh rhetorically with a smile. “The love of you all makes 

me sit so long for hours at a stretch. I do it because of your love.” 

One devotee approached Baba and said that for the past week he had been thinking that he should not come to Baba 

again, for he felt that Baba was a total hoax. Baba replied, "The time for breaking my silence is very near. It is 

during this time that there are great chances of my daaman slipping from your hands. Maya will try to take you away 

from me. What does it matter if I am a hoax? I am everything — the Highest of the High, as well as the lowest! But 

do not stop coming here, even if you feel that I am a hoax. Do not go hunting after other Masters or saints. The 

whole world is a hoax, not me!" 

A young woman, studying to be a doctor, who had just appeared for her examination, came to see Baba. Baba asked 

her how she had done on her test. She said, "Not to my satisfaction." 

Baba joked, "Didn't you cheat?" She said no. Baba then revealed to the gathering, "When I was a schoolboy, I 

always had to cheat in arithmetic to get through my examinations." 

One man approached who was meeting Baba for the first time. He was gifted and intelligent, but suffered mentally 

and had been diagnosed as a schizophrenic. Because of this he had been forced to give up his medical studies. He 

had received treatment with different drugs, as well as electro-convulsive (shock) therapy. Baba asked him what 

trouble his mind suffered. He replied that he had not slept well for the past fourteen years, due to conflicting 

thoughts and rapid breathing, particularly at night. Baba prescribed some tablets for him for one month. After he 

came out of the hall, the man told Dr. Bharucha that he had taken the same tablets before, but to no effect. Bharucha 

explained that it was not of importance what medicine Baba prescribed. What was more important was that Baba — 

God Himself — was prescribing them. If Baba gave a pinch of dust it might work miracles! So the man obeyed 

Baba and took the tablets that night. Next morning when he came, he was asked by Baba if he had slept well. He 

replied, "Baba, in the last fourteen years, this is the first night that I slept soundly." 

Ramarao was a poor relative of Maharani Shantadevi who was employed to oversee the servants at Guruprasad. A 

year earlier, his wife had had a baby girl who died. The wife entreated Baba to grant her the boon of another child 

and Baba promised he would. The mother had delivered another baby girl two weeks before, but the doctors were at 

their wits end trying to keep the child alive. The baby had been shifted from one hospital to another three times. 

Sometimes she would be much better, and sometimes it seemed as if she were about to pass away. The mother again 

entreated Baba to keep her baby alive. Baba replied that he did not use his powers, and so could do nothing in the 

matter. But on 25 May, he instructed Eruch to telephone Adi to deliver a message to Kaikobad on Meherabad Hill to 

pray hard for the recovery of the child. Kaikobad should beseech God through his prayers to save the child. (Baba 

also asked Kaikobad to pray that the program to be held at Guruprasad on the 26th — when Baba would distribute 

prizes to different cricket teams — would be a success.) 

Baba later explained, "When Kaikobad prays earnestly, the baby feels better, but as soon as he dozes off, its 

condition deteriorates! Kaikobad's request to God to keep the baby alive is nothing but his request to me to keep it 

alive." 



 

 

Baba asked Dr. Alu Khambatta whether or not the baby would live. She replied, "If your grace is on the baby, it will 

live." 

In response, Baba stated, "My grace is there; the baby will become one with God!" 

Just then the Siamese cat, Pegu, entered the hall and jumped onto Baba's lap. Baba explained that the cat belonged to 

Mrs. Diddi, who was staying in a bungalow near Guruprasad. The cat had been coming to Guruprasad for the past 

few days and would not return home, in spite of frantic attempts by Mrs. Diddi. Pegu wanted Baba's company. Baba 

explained, "Any animal coming into contact with the Avatar's body gets a human body in its next birth." 

Baba stated that the previous day he had explained about different types of Qutubs (Perfect Masters). But he 

repeated: 

Qutubs are of three types — qalander, khwaja and ghous. The Qutub himself is neither a qalander, nor a 

khwaja, nor a ghous, but he behaves like either a qalander, a khwaja or a ghous. 

The qalander type of Qutub is usually naked, and never stays for long in any place. Totapuri, the Master of 

Ramakrishna of Calcutta, belonged to this type. 

Usually a khwaja type of Qutub does not move from his place. The khwaja type stays in one place. Upasni 

Maharaj and Babajan belonged to this type. 

The ghous type can separate all the limbs of his body and reunite them at will. If any mortal tries to see him in 

that state, he loses his eyesight. Sai Baba was of the ghous type. He used to keep a night watchman, who had 

strict instructions not to look at him after he went to sleep. One night the watchman's curiosity got the better of 

him and he peeped in and tried to gaze at Sai Baba sleeping. He lost his sight at once. 

After I left Sakori, I used to stay in a small hut [jhopdi] in Poona, very near to where Fergusson College is now 

located. During the day, people came to be with me and went away at dusk. I made my friend Arjun [Supekar] 

the night watchman. Arjun was a strong, tough fellow. I ordered him to sit outside the hut and not to enter it 

under any circumstances. One night while on duty, Arjun saw a huge, terrifying form. Overcome with fright, he 

panicked and rushed into my hut. He thus disobeyed my order. Arjun began to lose weight from that day 

onward, wasting away until he finally passed away. 

Although I am talking with you, simultaneously my work continues. It is as your breathing is to you — you 

talk, work, play, eat, sleep, et cetera, but you never stop breathing. It is the same with my work which 

continues without a break, no matter whatever else I may appear to be doing. However, when I have special 

work to do, I go into seclusion and wish not to be disturbed. 

The daughter of Sam and Roshan Kerawala, four-year-old Mehera, was sitting near Baba. He called her before him 

and requested that she recite the Master’s Prayer. Mehera boldly recited it correctly in English, much to the surprise 

of those present. A few bhajans were sung afterward, and then everyone joined in singing Baba's arti. 

In 1963, Baba often repeated that he would break his silence at the end of nine months. On the morning of 25 May, 

he compared the nine months before his silence ended to the nine-month gestation period when a child is carried in 

the mother's womb, and stated: 

Wherever we turn now we find depression, confusion, conflict. It is nothing but a sign that I will soon break my 

silence and release a fresh dispensation of Truth. 

After I return to Meherazad, there will be an increase in pain and suffering, mental torture and chaos, the world 

over. It will be a reflection of the suffering I will undergo during the nine months, reaching its height at the 

time of "delivery" — the breaking of my silence. Then will come the birth, when both "mother and baby" will 

get relief. 

The time is coming, and it is very close in arriving, when I will shake everything off me. That is why I keep 

saying, let your hold on my daaman be very strong. So in the coming nine months at your disposal, engage 

yourselves in spreading my message of love, and trying your utmost to live the life you ask others to live. You 

must live what you say; otherwise, the best thing would be to keep your mouth shut! 

There can be no compromise. My lovers should be 100 percent honest in spreading my message of Love and 

Truth. Don't let any hypocrisy enter into it! Don't let jealousy or backbiting creep into it, or the thing will be 

spoilt. If you travel about to do my work and cannot afford to do so by jet plane, or train, or car, or even a 

bullock cart, then go about on foot. But whatever work you do for Baba, do it honestly. Don't think you are 

doing the work. It is done by God’s will. 

Baba coughed a few times and then related the incident about having his photograph taken in England in September 

1931, in the bitter cold, while wearing only a cotton sadra. He added: 



 

 

It was winter when we reached there, and the mandali were given warm clothing and blankets, but even so 

Ghani slept with his shoes on. Meredith Starr, however, did not give me any of these amenities because he 

thought I did not feel the cold since I was God! The nights were bitterly cold and I had only a sheet to cover 

myself with. I was given only a slice of bread and butter, while the mandali were given solid meals, as my 

British lovers thought that God did not need food! Later, I explained that when God descends in human form 

he has all the limitations of the human body. If I had been a mast, I would not have felt the cold. 

At 10:30 A.M., Baba asked a devotee to sing his arti in Bengali, after which the gathering was requested to depart. 

The mandali and a few others collected in the side room and began to play La Risque with Baba. Within moments, a 

man entered the room. He had paralysis of his left arm and leg for six years, and had come for Baba's darshan. He 

pleaded to Baba he had taken treatment of all sorts, yet he was unable to move his limbs well, and he had also 

developed involuntary muscle spasms. Baba asked him to repeat his name with full faith and love, and to do certain 

exercises every day unassisted. If he did as Baba instructed, he would recover his health in six months. 

After lunch there was no special program. Baba played a game of cards with the men, and some were asked to 

narrate amusing stories. At 3:30 P.M. Baba retired for the day. 

Once at Guruprasad, Baba instructed Nana Kher, “When I clap you have to smile, and when I clap again you have to 

weep. If you don’t do it properly, I will send you back to Nagpur!”  

Baba then clapped and Nana smiled and laughed heartily. The next moment Baba clapped again and Nana pretended 

to weep and wail. Baba enjoyed his “obedience.” 

 

At 7:30 A.M. on the following morning, Sunday, 26 May 1963, a few persons returned to Guruprasad. Baba 

mentioned that he had been with the mandali since 6:30 A.M. He spotted the man who had claimed that he had lost 

faith in Baba and who believed Baba to be a total hoax. Baba told the man, "Judas grew up with Jesus, and yet he 

betrayed him in the end. Peter, who was the chief apostle of Christ, also denied him. So why worry if you get such 

thoughts about me? Stick to me and do not let go of my daaman; keep a firm grip, at least until the 1st of January 

1964. Do not go to any saint! Come here daily for the next fifteen days, and your mind will be free of all such 

thoughts." 

Baba told everyone present to take his darshan. Rhoda Dubash put her head on his feet three times: once for herself; 

once for her husband Adi; and once for their five-year-old son Homi, who had fallen out of a window and had died 

eight years before.  

Dr. Ram Ginde arrived that morning to see Baba. Baba had him lifted up the steps of Guruprasad in a chair. Ginde's 

health had been poor, since he had recently developed heart trouble. Ginde’s brother (the principal of a music 

college) had accompanied him, and he sang before Baba. 

Baba then entered the main hall, and Vasantrao Deshpande sang Indian classical music for about 20 minutes. 

Afterward Mohan-Saigal sang ghazals, which Baba especially enjoyed. Then everyone sang Baba's arti, and those 

leaving that day embraced him. 

After lunch, Baba sat on the verandah surrounded by his lovers. The main hall was completely vacated, as Baba had 

agreed to distribute trophies that day to several cricket teams of the Poona District Cricket Association. The different 

teams collected in the hall about 1:45 P.M. Many local people were also invited. Baba sat on his usual divan, with the 

trophies and certificates on a table to his left. Several newspaper reporters and photographers were there to cover the 

event. Baba stated: 

This is the first time I have taken part in such a function. There are two reasons for it. The first, that I was born 

in Poona, Maharashtra. The other is that from my childhood I have been very fond of cricket. Spiritually, I am 

the Universal Being. I always like to watch cricket matches, but people do not allow me to do so in peace. 

Once, I was invited by the mayor of Ahmednagar to witness a good match. It was one of the Ranji Trophy 

matches. When I reached there, the mayor was waiting for me with a garland and behind him was his whole 

entourage, who had my darshan one after another. People began to crowd around me and finally I had to leave 

without having seen the match. 

At 2:00 P.M., Sadashiv Palsule, the secretary of the Poona District Cricket Association, garlanded Baba, introduced 

him to the members of the executive committee and gave a short speech. He said the winners would not only be 

receiving trophies, but also the blessings of the Avatar, Meher Baba. After his speech, Baba distributed trophy cups, 

shields and merit certificates to the captains of the teams. Eruch read out Baba's message to the cricket players: 



 

 

I am happy to present these trophies today. When I was a boy in school and college, I played cricket. Now I 

play my divine Universal Game which includes cricket, and so I am still fond of that game. 

It is good to excel in whatever one takes up, so long as there is a feeling of humility with this excellence, for 

this leads to love of God, and to love God as He should be loved is the best excellence. I give you my blessing 

that one day each of you may have this love. 

Baba then related an incident from his own youth: 

Play cricket for the sake of playing the game. Don't think of victory or defeat, but, like a real sportsman, give 

pleasure to the spectators. If you play with all your heart to make the spectators happy, it is a great work done 

by you. But if you play with the thought of not getting out, you will make the spectators unhappy and you will 

have wasted their money. Do not make things boring for the spectators. After all, they come with the hope of 

seeing some bright and good cricket. I give my blessings so that you may play the game for itself. 

Once when I was a student at St. Vincent's High School, we had a match with New High School. I was a good 

wicket-keeper as well as a good batsman. In that match, I was the opening batsman. I came back from the field 

not out while my whole team was out, but I had scored only 33 runs. When I came back to the pavilion, all the 

boys and spectators jeered and hooted at me. I did play steadily, but the spectators were unhappy.302 So play the 

game in such a way that the spectators feel happy. 

A few bhajans were sung, followed by arti, after which the cricket players departed. Lovers and devotees again filled 

the hall and heard Deshpande sing until 4:30 P.M. Those who had not embraced Baba that day came to him for a 

parting embrace after the program was over. 

The next day, the Times of India printed an article on their sports page with the headline: "Go In For Bright Cricket, 

Says Meher Baba." The Indian Express also carried a story of the unique event, and one newspaper reported: 

"Meher Baba has a big following of cricketers, prominent among whom are India's captain Nari Contractor, Polly 

Umrigar, Khandu Rangnekar and others." 

 

On Monday morning, 27 May 1963, Baba performed the Zoroastrian navjot ceremony of Beheram and Banoo 

Dadachanji's nine-year-old daughter, Armaity. He first asked the girl to pray aloud (in Gujarati): "Ahuramazda, Holy 

Zoroaster, Avatar Meher Baba! May I always have good thoughts, speak good words and do good deeds." 

As she recited the invocation, Baba explained the significance of the prayer and then kissed her. He made her repeat 

it three times, and Armaity got three kisses too! Then Baba gave her the traditional sadra and kusti (thread), and 

asked her to repeat the prayer once more. Her mother dressed her in the sadra and once again the prayer was 

repeated. Baba embraced her and she garlanded him with flowers, as did her parents, sister and grandparents. 

Armaity then went inside to meet Mehera and was given sweets and gifts. Baba made her sit near him as he drank 

his coconut water, and gave some of it to her from his own glass. Although the ceremony took hardly five minutes, 

for those present there were no words to describe the sanctity they felt as Baba performed it. The atmosphere was 

divinely beautiful, and Baba was radiant and smiling. No Dasturji (Zoroastrian priest) could have achieved for 

Armaity and those gathered what Baba imparted to them that day. 

Afterwards a singing program was held, and over 100 people were given a sumptuous lunch on the Guruprasad 

verandah. Baba sat with them and watched as they ate. 

Arriving from New York, Harry Kenmore came to Poona that day. Kenmore's presence was a surprise to the 

mandali. He stayed for three weeks and was permitted to come to Guruprasad daily. This time he also had brought a 

new Polaroid camera. The new model processed colored pictures, and Kenmore had someone take several 

photographs of Baba with it. 

During this period, Kaka Baria suffered from uremia. With Baba's consent, Adi induced Kaka to be admitted to 

Booth Hospital, on 31 May. According to Baba's instructions, Padri went to stay in Meherazad to oversee the 

property. Baba also specified that if Kaka should die, he was to be buried in Meherazad among the six mango trees 

behind Eruch's room. 

On the morning of Saturday, 1 June 1963, Baba was not in a good mood. He had had to attend to a personal matter 

of one of his lovers. He stated, "I am dragged down from my Highest state to look after such small, petty problems! 

 
302 In his teenage years, as a cricket player, Baba was an outstanding athlete and leader of his high school 

team. He was usually a high-scorer, but not in that particular match, when he played too defensively. 



 

 

The whole universe is a zero and yet I have to take care of this zero! All the miseries of the world that you 

experience at present will become insignificant when I break my silence. Even now, these miseries are insignificant, 

but you do not feel them so." 

Baba announced that the first copy of his new book of discourses, The Everything and The Nothing, printed in 

Australia, had been sent to him by airmail. He also remarked that the other new book written by Francis Brabazon, 

titled The East-West Gathering, was excellent. Once, during the morning session, Baba said: 

Imagination is greater than intellect. For example, while you are sitting here, imagine something. When your 

mind imagines it, you are the creator of that particular subject or object. Now elaborate; further your 

imagination, letting it take you to any lengths. In so doing, you are the preserver — for anything created is 

preserved until destroyed. You sustain what you have created. 

Now if I were to tell you to stop imagining and you stop, then there is nothing, no imagination. The subject is 

dissolved or destroyed. And so, even in your daily lives, you perform the three aspects of God as the creator, 

preserver and dissolver or destroyer. These are not attributes, such as power, knowledge and bliss, but aspects 

of God. 

God's infinite imagination creates and sustains the creation. But who then created God? 

Baba asked Hoshang Bharucha that question, and he replied, "God was, God is and God will always be." 

"God is and will always be. That is correct," Baba stated. "But who created the 'was' state? How did God come into 

being?" 

Baba explained: "God Himself ‘created’ God, and so He is called Khuda [the Self-Existing God].303 God's 

imagination in the Beyond state created the world, but God's imagination in the Beyond, Beyond state created God. 

This fact cannot be understood with the mind, but can be experienced only with real knowledge." 

Bachoobhai and other lovers from Navsari sang a few bhajans. On hearing them, Baba jokingly remarked, "Today I 

feel I should come again after 1400 years, as even the thought of coming after 700 years seems so tiresome." 

Harry Kenmore was asked to recite the Master’s Prayer. Afterward, Baba humorously remarked to Deshmukh and 

Khilnani, two men whom he always referred to as tightwads, "If you give me ten million rupees, I will give you 

God-realization!" 

Deshmukh replied that if Baba helped him, he would be able to procure that sum. Baba corrected him, "I don't want 

your money! What I want is your love and a clean heart, which are beyond any millions of rupees." 

After arti, Baba entered the side room, where he played cards with the mandali and a few others. He informed them, 

"Kaka Baria has been shifted to a hospital in Ahmednagar because of kidney trouble. He did not want to leave 

Meherazad, and I had to order him to do so." At noon, Baba dispersed the group. 

 

Baba returned to the meeting hall at 1:15 P.M. He said, "During the coming nine months there will be great suffering 

for me. It will start after I return to Meherazad. I am warning you all not to let go of your hold on my daaman. 

Remember: I am God, undoubtedly!" 

On one occasion, Adi went to the hotel where Kenmore was staying to deliver some food, but he was late in 

returning to Guruprasad. In fact, Adi arrived well after Kenmore had arrived back at Guruprasad. On Baba's 

questioning him about why he was so late, Adi began to justify his tardiness with a rather verbose explanation. 

In response, Baba remarked, "My heart is as soft as wax, and yet as hard as stone. Hafiz says: 

Do not be arrogant with the Beloved for, in his hand, 

even the hardest rock becomes like wax! 

Once the Beloved becomes upset, there remains no solution. 

He corrected Adi, "I am intimate with my mandali, but the latitude I give should not be taken advantage of by you. 

If you make a mistake, acknowledge it; do not go on arguing." 

Baba then began a discourse: 

 
303 Khuda, the Persian name of God, also means Self-Law – one who is a law unto himself.  



 

 

There are seven stations in the process of evolution. After one has crossed all these, one gets complete 

consciousness in human form. But unfortunately, with this consciousness, one has also gathered impressions 

[sanskaras]. One has to shed them during the involution process, which also has seven stations. As soon as all 

the sanskaras are removed, one experiences that one is God. 

To reach the first station on the evolution process takes millions and millions of years. To reach the second 

requires less time, and the third still less, and so on. Similarly, to reach the first station [plane] on the involution 

process, it takes many, many ages; while the other stations are reached more quickly. 

Hafiz says that once one reaches the first plane of consciousness, one is likely to tarry there for a long time. He 

compared the man in the first plane to a man traveling in a caravan. The whole caravan rests during the night, 

but early in the morning the leader of the caravan rings his bell, so that all may get ready to move on. Similarly, 

a man on the first plane is likely to tarry, so the Perfect Master has to remind him to keep moving. Hafiz says 

the pilgrim complains that he reached the first plane after ages of evolution, but as soon as he reached it, his 

Master rang the bell so that he should not tarry there for long. 

Hafiz also says that one on the third plane should not hurry to leave it, because a zigzag path lies ahead, and 

there is a likelihood of one falling from the fourth plane. Therefore, Hafiz says to the pilgrim, "Why are you in 

a hurry to reach the threshold of the Abode of God?" 

On this fourth plane, there is the treasure-house of all powers. Hafiz says once the threshold is reached, one 

should cross it quickly, as one might fall from the sublime heavens to the depths. Once one is stationed on the 

fifth plane, there is no possibility of a fall. 

On the sixth plane, the pilgrim sees God everywhere, and so there is no question of hurrying or tarrying. This 

seeing comes all of a sudden. Hafiz says that the aspirant on the sixth plane exclaims, "How fortunate I am 

tonight that my Beloved entered my room all of a sudden!" 

The sixth plane is referred to as "night," while "dawn" symbolizes the seventh plane. As soon as the Beloved 

"entered," the aspirant saw the Ocean of Effulgence of God, and he bowed down and felt very blissful. Hafiz 

says of this experience, "It is no wonder that he saw his Beloved that night, for it was the fruit of his labor of 

being at the feet of the Perfect Master for 40 years!" 

Hafiz continues: "When he got up after bowing down to his Beloved, he wanted to plunge into the Ocean of 

Effulgence; but an infinite vacuum had to be crossed." 

This couplet refers to that stage between the sixth and seventh planes. The pilgrim becomes terribly frightened 

at this juncture and hesitates whether he should plunge in or remain on the "shore." At the "dawn" of day 

[crossing into the seventh plane], he finds himself relieved of all his misery of separation and becomes One 

with the Beloved. Hafiz said, "I was stripped totally naked and found myself all alone in all my glory! What a 

glorious dawn it was that I was given a pass to the Highest! It was the grace of my Master that I became as dust 

at his feet and thus became the Highest!" 

It all means that God alone is real, and all else is illusion. 

Continuing, Baba said: 

There is Paramatma. He is all-existing. All atmas [souls] are in Paramatma. All atmas are Paramatma. When an 

atma apparently comes out of Paramatma, it is the jivatma [individual embodied soul] and begins to gain 

consciousness of falseness. For the jivatma to become one with Shivatma [God, the Supreme Soul] is the goal. 

After passing through the process of evolution, reincarnation and involution, the jivatma eventually becomes 

Shivatma and remains so eternally. 

When Shivatma comes down to normal consciousness in duality [illusion], that is, when Shivatma is duality-

conscious, he is nar [man] and Narayan [God] simultaneously. So the soul that thus regains normal [gross] 

consciousness in duality should be called Jiv-Shivatma. This boils down to the fact that the atma has to go 

through hell, reincarnating time and time again, in order to become Self-conscious. To become Self-conscious 

is to experience the "I-Am-God" state consciously and continuously. After becoming Shivatma, there is the 

state of baqa. Such a Shivatma in the state of baqa is termed Purushuttam. (Purush plus uttam equals the 

Supreme Being, the Best of Man.) 

Atma is purush [man]; prakruti [duality, maya] has come out of Nothing. Purush and prakruti are linked 

eternally until Purush releases himself from prakruti and becomes Self-conscious. The majzoob of the seventh 

plane is Shivatma. The Avatar is Shiv-Jivatma, the Param-Purush, the Highest of the High, or the Beloved and 

Eternal Man. 

Baba ended the discourse with this remark, "Whatever I say is what I know; but to you all these are only words!" 



 

 

Baba then asked Bachoobhai to sing. Just as he finished, Haribhai Patel of Bajwa arrived, dancing in ecstasy, and he 

too began singing. He fell at Baba's feet with tears streaming down his cheeks. Baba embraced each of his Bajwa 

lovers, and then retired for the day. 

 

The next morning, Sunday, 2 June 1963, a large group of people had gathered by 7:30 A.M. Baba sat in the assembly 

hall and embraced those from Andhra. Afterwards, bhajans were sung by the Navsari group, followed by ghazals by 

Mohan-Saigal of Bombay. 

Baba commented, "On the path, 100 percent honesty is required. The least hypocrisy washes you away from the 

shore of Reality. God never manifests in hearts that are unclean. But to have a clean heart is impossible without the 

grace of a Perfect Master." 

A professional entertainer arrived who could imitate the sound of almost anything imaginable. He gave a short 

performance, much to the amusement of Baba and all those present. 

At 10:30 A.M. Baba's arti was sung, followed by the Master’s Prayer recited by Kenmore, after which all departed. 

The baby of Ramarao, one of the Guruprasad workers, had expired after a prolonged illness. The baby’s mother 

came to Baba, but did not shed a tear. The humble woman bravely said she was happy in whatever was Baba's wish. 

Baba comforted her, and assured her that he had bestowed two children on her (one last year and another this year), 

and had taken both souls back to him again. "Now I will bless you with another, but you will keep this one," he said. 

In the afternoon the Navsari lovers sang bhajans until about two o'clock. Professor Ram Panjwani of Jai Hind 

College in Bombay then sang ghazals for an hour, drumming at the same time on a large chatti (earthen pot for 

storing water). Mohan-Saigal again sang several ghazals. At about 4:00 P.M. Baba's arti was sung and then all those 

present left after embracing him. 

Adi Dubash arrived that day, and Baba allowed Adi and his son Merwan to come to Guruprasad daily. For months, 

Merwan had the habit of twitching his nose. He would do it at any time and often. Adi and Rhoda tried everything to 

make him stop, but nothing worked. 

Once, when all three were present in Guruprasad, Baba asked Dadi Kerawala, "What are you thinking?" 

Dadi replied, "You know it, Baba!" 

Baba commented, "I have told you many times that I will give you a wife as beautiful as the moon, and still you are 

thinking about it. You must have complete faith in me. When an individual has 100 percent faith in me, and leaves 

everything to me, the burden automatically falls on my shoulders. I have my Universal work to do and I am totally 

engrossed in it, but the weight of that individual's burden reminds me of my responsibility toward him, and I do 

everything for such a person." 

Right after Baba stated this, the thought came into Rhoda Dubash's mind: "Okay Baba, I leave Merwan's nose-

twitching 100 percent to you." 

Immediately after thinking this, Baba turned to her and gestured, "Why is Merwan twitching his nose?" 

Rhoda pleaded, "Oh Baba, we have tried everything and he won't stop!" 

Baba turned to the boy and sternly corrected him, "Merwan, why do you do this?" Baba did a perfect imitation. "It is 

not a good habit. Someday someone will beat you up for it." 

Baba then narrated this incident: 

A friend of my father's was in the habit of winking. Once while he was accompanying Sheriarji somewhere, 

they passed a few fishermen with their womenfolk. Unintentionally, the friend winked suddenly and the 

fishermen got very upset [believing he was winking at their wives]. Catching hold of him one began shouting 

abuses at him, and was about to beat him when Sheriarji intervened, saying, "He did not do it on purpose; it is 

his habit." At that very moment, the friend winked at the fisherman, and he and the others saw that it was an 

unconscious habit and let him go. 

Baba jokingly told Merwan, “In this way you too may one day be beaten!” Then he became very serious and 

instructed Merwan, “From now on you must stop twitching your nose, and if I catch you doing it again, I don’t want 

to see your face again!” 

A few minutes later, Baba caught Merwan twitching his nose but forgave him as he was doing it unconsciously. This 

happened a few times and each time Baba forgave Merwan and said, “I will let it go for today as you are doing it 

unconsciously, without realizing it. But remember, from tomorrow, if I catch you twitching your nose I do not want 

to see your face again!” 



 

 

He told Adi and Rhoda, “If he ever does this again after you return home, send me a telegram.” 

Rhoda said, "I will pay for the telegram from Merwan's pocket money." 

Baba replied, "No, you pay half of it." 

From that time on, Merwan stopped twitching his nose. Not once did he do it again. During the ensuing years, when 

Baba was in strict seclusion and no correspondence was allowed, Adi and Rhoda would sit in front of Merwan and 

joke, "Come on, Merwan, twitch your nose so we can send a telegram to Baba!" But Merwan would reply, "Then I 

will also cable Baba that you made me do it." 

Once in Guruprasad, Adi Dubash was playing cards with Baba. He was dealing and dealt Baba a very good hand. 

Baba inquired, "Have you given me these cards on the sly? Did you deal crookedly?" Adi admitted that he had dealt 

from the bottom of the deck. So Baba gently twisted his ear, and though he had not applied much pressure Adi's ear 

pained for several hours. 

 

Monday, 3 June 1963, was also a day of darshan. That morning Baba entered the hall at 7:45 A.M., and newcomers 

took his darshan. The Ahmednagar bhajan group came and gave a heartfelt performance. Manek sang a ghazal in the 

morning, and Baba asked him to sing five more that afternoon. 

In reference to the abundance of so-called saints and false gurus in the East, Baba at one point stopped the singing 

and commented: "They are like seashells scattered on the beach, their superfluous glitter attracting the loiterers on 

the beach, who pick them up and think they have gained the treasure of the sea. But it is a far cry from the 'Pearl' 

ensconced in the depths of the Ocean. And so it is that Hafiz says: 

How foolish people are who compare pearls with seashells. 

The real pearl is here. Do not run after shells. 

When Baba quoted Hafiz's "the real pearl is here," he pointed to himself. A few times he explained a line or two 

from a ghazal of the poet Jigar: 

When I dive into the ocean of love, 

The waves of suffering embrace me. 

That embrace is like the embrace of my mother. 

They are chicken-hearted [cowards] who seek the safety of the shores! 

At 10:30 A.M., Harry Kenmore recited the Master’s Prayer and this was followed by the arti. Afterwards, Baba sat 

for a photograph with Haribhai and his entire family. Baba remarked that he had consented to this only because 

Haribhai's newly-married son had also come. He did not wish it to be made a precedent for everyone present. 

Baba went into the side room and sat for about 45 minutes, discussing various matters, then left for his room at 

11:45 A.M. He returned to the hall at 12:10 P.M., when the Ahmednagar bhajan group again entertained him. That 

day, Freny Dadachanji had brought her relatives from Karachi to meet him. 

Meanwhile, Manek, Rustom Kaka, Chhagan, Rangole, Waman and Bhagirath arrived disguised as qawaali singers. 

When they entered the hall, Baba remarked to Maharani Shantadevi, "A famous qawaal has come to sing today. His 

program will be the best ever at Guruprasad." 

Playing along, Baba asked Manek his name, and he replied, "People call me Shahzada Lakhnavi Qawaal!" 

"Who is your teacher?" 

Pointing to Chhagan, Manek said, "Him. He is called Pirzada Lakhnavi Qawaal." (Pirzada means the son of a Pir; 

Lakhnavi means hailing from Lucknow.) 

Baba humorously remarked, "He does not look like a 'pirzada!' He looks more like a chap who roasts peanuts on the 

sidewalk for a living [in other words, someone scruffy-looking]!” All burst out laughing, and only then did 

Shantadevi discover who these so-called “famous” qawaals were. 

Nevertheless, Manek sang quite well, imitating delightfully the typical gestures of a qawaal. All dispersed after arti 

at 3:30 P.M. After the program Manek sought Baba's forgiveness for the "deception," to which Baba replied, 

"Forgiven, because you pleased me so much." 

After staying at Guruprasad for five weeks, Bal Natu left the following morning to return to his school teaching job. 

 



 

 

As usual, Baba had called the Kalchuri family to Poona for a few days during the summer of 1963. Baba discussed 

with them their move from Meherabad to Khushru Quarters in Ahmednagar and their placement under Adi's 

supervision, so that the children could get a better education at a qualified school in town. (They moved on 13 June 

1963 and occupied a few rooms on the western side, next to Piroja’s room.) 

On 5 June, when someone invited Baba to his town, Baba replied, "I am here and also there; I am near and also 

away. I am everywhere!" Baba was in a mood to give a discourse that day. He began explaining about fana — 

annihilation of the false mind: 

Fana is of three types — fana-fillah, fana-fi-Sheikh and fana-fi-Rasool. In the first, a person becomes one with 

God. There are always 56 persons existing in this state. 

In fana-fi-Sheikh, a person becomes One with the consciousness of a Qutub. He is One with the infinite 

consciousness of the Sadguru, but he is not One with the office of the Qutub. In this state he does sometimes 

use, to a very limited extent, his infinite power-knowledge-bliss. The person in this state drops his body 

immediately after the Qutub, who had brought him to that state of fana-fi-Sheikh. 

There are always five Perfect Masters existing [on earth]. In fana-fi-Rasool, which is a very rare state and also 

occurs very rarely, a person becomes One with the Avatar [Rasool]. When it does happen, it is during the 

Avatar's physical presence in the world and just before the unique worldwide manifestation of the Avatar. It is 

a rare occurrence. It has happened in the past.304 

No one from the state of fana-fillah can attain the fana-fi-Rasool state. Only an ordinary man who is gross 

conscious is chosen by the Avatar himself and is bestowed with the state of fana-fi-Rasool. In this state, the 

person chosen becomes like the Avatar, but does not hold the Avatar's office. He drops his body immediately 

after the Avatar drops his body. 

Baba continued: 

The fourth plane is called the threshold of the Abode of God. If a pilgrim on the fourth plane tries to harass a 

pilgrim on the fifth plane with his powers, then the wali on the fifth plane seeks the help of the Avatar, but not 

of a Qutub. Thus the wali is protected directly by the Avatar from the pranks of the fourth-plane pilgrim, whose 

powers are curbed. Very rarely, one of the fourth plane acts arrogantly before a Qutub. If there is any mischief 

at all or arrogance displayed, the Qutub sternly deals with such a person, who eventually surrenders to the 

Qutub. The Qutub then raises him to the fifth plane of consciousness at once. 

In the fana-fillah state, there are 56 souls living on earth. The state of baqa means "to be established" in God 

and being able to use infinite power, knowledge and bliss. A Qutub is the one who leads the life of God and 

uses infinite power, infinite knowledge and infinite bliss. Some Sufis believe that fana-fillah is the highest 

state. Other Sufis believe that a Qutub's state is the highest, while still others believe that the state of the Rasool 

is the highest. 

The next day, 6 June, referring to his five Perfect Masters, Baba observed: 

Tajuddin Baba, Sai Baba and Hazrat Babajan had both jalali [hot-tempered, fiery] and jamali [amiable, serene] 

traits. Upasni Maharaj had only jalali traits, and Narayan Maharaj only jamali. These five Qutubs precipitated 

the advent of the Avatar of this Age. 

Of the present five Sadgurus living on earth, three are Hindus and two are Muslims. [Baba did not reveal their 

names.] They are all men. My next advent will be after 700 years when all five Perfect Masters will be men. 

If a man on the fourth plane misuses his powers and if the Qutub is a jamali, he does not bring down the fourth-

plane man to stone consciousness, but brings him down only to gross consciousness of an ordinary being. But 

if the Qutub is of a jalali type, then he will bring about his fall directly back to the stone consciousness! 

 
304 It is said that Laxman, the step-brother of Ram, was in this rare state. He followed Ram wherever he 

went, even into jungle exile, and was known as Ram's "shadow." 



 

 

The Avatar never contacts a man on the fourth plane, for, in that case, the person would automatically lose all 

his powers. But if the man on the fourth plane approaches a Qutub, he is accepted by him and raised by the 

Qutub to the fifth plane of consciousness.305 

Baba continued discoursing the next day, 7 June 1963: 

A Perfect Master can appear in physical form in ten places simultaneously, while the Avatar can do so in a 

thousand different places simultaneously. When I break my silence I will appear sometimes at one place, 

sometimes at a thousand places. Never before has such a thing happened. 

A Perfect Master has two types of agents, abdal and avtad. An abdal can take many forms — usually of an old 

man or a child. Suppose a seeker on the path is very thirsty and is about to die of thirst. A Qutub immediately 

directs an abdal to go and help him. My father, Sheriarji, was helped by an abdal when dying of thirst and lost 

in the desert of Kutch. At that time, a man with a long beard carrying a pakhal [a leather water bag] of water 

appeared before Sheriarji. No sooner had he drunk the water than the old man vanished. 

An abdal does important work mostly in the male form. Abdals have either male or female forms. An abdal of 

the female form does not appear in the male form, but changes from one female form to another as it suits the 

duty assigned by the Qutub. Likewise, an abdal of the male form does not appear in the female form. The avtad 

is always of a male form and does work in the way of odd jobs assigned by the Perfect Master. 

Later, in speaking about time, Baba said, "Five billion years in illusion is merely a moment in eternity!" 

Baba continued: "The journey between the third and fourth plane is very difficult. At this stage, the connection 

between the seeker and the Perfect Master is so delicate that it may be said to have been linked with only a hair! 

Thus, neither of them can afford to create a strain or too great a resistance lest the connection snap." 

He also said, "In the life of a seeker, a time comes when even the longing for union with God must be given up." 

Explaining about creation, Baba stated: 

The Nothing came out of the Everything. From this Nothing came out this so-called "everything" called 

creation. The Nothing appears to be everything. Thus, when one crosses the sixth plane to Reality, one has to 

necessarily pass through a complete emptiness — void, a nothing. The experience of this emptiness cannot be 

described. Sadgurus and majzoobs have all passed through this experience. It is of a very short duration, for the 

pilgrim at once passes therefrom to the fana-fillah state of "I-Am-God" and experiences himself as God the 

Everything. 

For the Perfect Master who has regained normal, gross consciousness, this Nothing becomes his Universal 

Body. From this Universal Body, everything in creation is projected and absorbed, chewed and spat out 

incessantly. 

After describing the weaknesses of the six previous Avatar once more, Baba went on to the topic of occult powers 

— tantric vidya: "Anyone can achieve powers of the occult by intense meditation, concentration and other ways, but 

they are absolutely different from the powers of the planes; those are divine powers. These can be used in three 

ways: good, bad or maliciously, and in a fun way as was done by Mohamed Chhel, who was a magician." 

Baba then related a humorous incident from Mohamed Chhel's life: "He used to use his powers to stop trains and 

produce tickets. Once he threw a child out of a moving train, and amidst the parents' crying fits and hysterics, he 

calmly produced the child, safe and sound." 

Baba concluded, "These powers, though wasted in fun, are harmless enough and so the man keeps on playing his 

tricks. But malicious use is very, very bad." 

 

The Bombay group was with Baba practically daily from 8:00 A.M. to 10:30 or 11:00 A.M. Generally, Baba looked 

exhausted, but he kept giving his loving contact to them, passing the time with discourses, jokes, or music. Despite 

this, those present could see how tired he really was. The four Dadachanji brothers − Nariman, Rustom, Hoshang 

and Beheram — had been coming every weekend in turns; but in June, Nariman was instructed to remain in 

Guruprasad with the mandali until Baba left Poona at the end of the month. 

 
305 Baba did contact an agent on the fourth plane in a Buddhist temple in Ceylon in January 1933, and 

indicated he had advanced him to the fifth plane. Another fourth-plane contact was Nanga Mast in 

Allahabad in 1941.  



 

 

Once, when someone asked why Baba needed a night watchman, he related this story: 

The Sufis call all human beings, except Sadgurus, dogs, because, according to them, ordinary men of the world 

are not worthy of being called anything else. 

Once there was a Sadguru living on the banks of a river; he always had a man guarding his door. One day the 

king of that city came to the door of the Sadguru and demanded his darshan. The watchman stopped him. He 

went inside and asked his Master's permission, which the Sadguru refused, saying that he would not see the 

man now. The king began to quarrel with the watchman, asking why the Master kept the doors closed. "Being a 

man of God, he should keep his gates open every minute," he said. "They should never be closed. No one 

should be prevented from going inside. What need is there for a watchman like you?" 

The Sadguru replied from within: "A watchman is very much essential to drive away dogs like you!" The king 

at once realized his insolence and ego in demanding an audience. He fell on his knees and humbly requested 

the watchman to beseech the Master to grant him audience. The Sadguru at once allowed the king inside and 

met him. 

The ego always tickles us, especially on the planes when we realize that we are on the path and feel important 

and are tempted to tell others of our experiences. Several days ago, a man came to me and related his 

experiences. I later explained to him that he was on the first plane, but for all of you present it [the planes] is 

immaterial and unimportant. 

These experiences of the planes are illusions within this great illusion [creation]. I told the man not to tell others 

of his experiences, to take my name and not to give himself importance. Otherwise, he will get stuck in the 

pleasures of the first plane with all its splendor, and his progress will be stopped. 

That is why Hafiz says to the "caravan" to rise up and hurry. "You are not to rest here," he warns them. A 

[member] of the caravan says: "We have just arrived; let us enjoy the splendor of this place." Hafiz says no and 

bids him to make haste and move on. But on the third plane, Hafiz says: "Go slow, do not hurry, as the 

threshold of the fourth plane with its infinite power and temptations is near, so enter it with great care and 

caution." 

 

Baba was in the hall by 7:45 A.M. on Saturday, 8 June 1963, and he embraced the newcomers. He mentioned he had 

explained many things during the last four days, and then inquired about how they slept. One of those present said 

she could not sleep because she had a headache. Baba advised, "Remember me and all headaches will disappear." 

Another woman said she could not sleep because she was constantly thinking of Baba. He replied, "If you do not get 

sleep for this reason, it is good." 

A devotee's luggage was stolen while on his way from Bombay to Poona. He lost practically all his clothes and also 

some money. Baba teased him, "It is good that you have no family or you would have lost them too! If you had got 

lost, it would have been good! If you do not brood over the loss of your belongings, then you have achieved 

something." 

Deshmukh's wife, Indumati, arrived from Nagpur. She had been composing poems in praise of Baba for many years, 

and was asked by him to sing a few. The theme of her songs was that she should be called by Baba to rest at his feet 

forever. She sang well sitting at Baba's feet, and then wept. Baba gestured to one in the crowd to help her rise and 

she returned to her seat. Baba mentioned that she had a master's degree in philosophy. 

He then asked Lata Limaye to sing. At 9:00 A.M. a radio musician played the shehnai for about half an hour. 

Baba then spoke of a man who had recently come for an interview with him. He told Baba of the experiences he had 

undergone. Baba said: 

The man had a mental breakdown four years back for which he consulted a doctor. The day after this he came 

to me for the first time and embraced me. During the eight days that followed this embrace, he said it brought 

him peace and tranquility of mind and also inner experiences like hearing celestial music, smelling unearthly 

smells, seeing circles, colors and lights. He has been telling and discussing these experiences with others. He 

felt that he was very near the Goal. I told him not to discuss these experiences, as they have no significance and 

are illusory. I gave him instructions to awake at 3:00 A.M., as was his usual practice for meditation, but to 

remember me before beginning the meditation. 

Had I not exhorted him [to do so], he would have been an addition to the present-day hypocritical saints! 

Getting enamored by such experiences is rawness on the path. Love for God is something quite different. In 

love there is no compromise. Either you love God, or you do not! 



 

 

Hafiz says: “In the school of God and in the company of the Perfect Master, try, try and try again so that one 

day you also become perfect. Wash your hands of this coppery existence so that one day you get the alchemy 

of love and become gold.” 

Hafiz adds: “Even to think of being united with God is sheer madness, because it is almost impossible! But if 

you must persist in your madness, then become the dust under the feet of a Perfect Master, for only then may it 

become possible.” 

Lata Limaye sang another ghazal, and Baba explained a few lines: 

On the inner journey, there are seven planes of consciousness, and every plane has its muqam [abode] and 

manzil [destination]. The lover says: "I am making an effort to make my heart pure, but I do not expect any 

reward. I feel that all life is meaningless, and now the fear of death has also gone away!" 

In love there is no fear. For those who are earnest, the path and the goal become the same. Therefore, continue 

trying. 

Baba added, "Hafiz consoles the lover that if all efforts fail in bringing him to the Beloved, the lover should leave 

everything to the Beloved's Will." 

Adi played the harmonium and sang a ghazal, and Baba explained its meaning: 

Those who step into the domain of love think that they have reached the destination. God alone knows what a 

foolish thought that is. Hafiz says that at first, when he placed his feet on the "beach," he thought he had 

already got the "Pearl." But little did he know that he had to face the waves, the storms and the whirlpools, and 

dive deep into the Ocean before getting the Pearl. 

The lover says: "I experience the parched desert of separation as an ocean of water, for I have grown so much in 

love that I quench my thirst by thirst itself!" 

Hafiz says: 

You yourself are the veil between yourself and God. 

Remove your self and you will realize God. 

This is as difficult as sleeping soundly and yet remaining fully conscious. This impossibility becomes a 

possibility by my nazar [grace]. 

On the slightest indication or hint from his Beloved, the lover gives all that he possesses in this world and in the 

next. The only thing he considers his own is his love for his Beloved. 

At this point, Harry Kenmore was asked to recite the Master’s and Repentance prayers. Baba then went to the side 

room and discussed certain matters with the mandali for a short time. Later, he continued the explanation of the 

ghazal that Adi sang: 

The true lover has no interest in places or things of this world. For him, each breath that he draws reveals a new 

world to him. Only those eyes which have intense longing for the sight of the Beloved can have some idea of 

the secret of that "intoxication" which the Beloved's eyes impart. 

One who is not advanced on the path and gives tall talks on Wine and the Wine jug cannot fathom the 

knowledge of the Master, who knows from the beginningless beginning the secrets of the Wine and the jug of 

Wine! Those who are raw in love do not know of the pain they give to the Beloved. That love which gives the 

slightest bit of burden to the Beloved is not love. 

Baba then went to his room, while the mandali had lunch. He returned at 12:40 P.M. to be with the mandali and a 

few of the close ones again. More devotees from Andhra had recently arrived, including the K. Venkateswarlu 

family. Each embraced Baba. Their large number made the room so crowded that Baba had to shift to the main hall. 

Adi and Lata sang the same ghazals they had sung in the morning, and Mohan-Saigal also sang. 

One of the Andhra lovers sang in Telugu. Their spokesman invited Baba to come back to Andhra. Baba replied, "I 

know, I love the Andhra lovers very much, but I cannot promise a visit. However, if I go anywhere, I will go to 

Andhra." 

The audio tape received from Louis Agostini in New York on which he gave several talks interspersed by Indian 

music was played again. When it was finished, Baba stated: 

In God Speaks, I have explained about the sun representing the vidnyan bhumika. The region near it is the 

mana- or mental-bhumika, and the region still further away from it is pran- or subtle-bhumika, while this gross 



 

 

world which is farthest away from it is anna or gross world. But I have not mentioned therein that the anna-

bhumika [gross world] has two states; the first is ignorance and the second is intellectual conviction. 

The sun sheds its rays over everything. On the mental plane the rays are very powerful. In the subtle world they 

are mild, and on the gross world they are milder. Some take advantage of the sun and bask in its sunshine on 

the gross plane, while others, out of ignorance, stay under a roof and do not take advantage of the sun. Basking 

in the sunshine on the gross plane is called ilm-ul-yakin; that is, intellectual conviction. 

The state of Qutubiyat, though on the gross plane, has its place in the sun itself, for it is One with the sun. My 

consciousness is of all planes [bhumikas] simultaneously. Jigar says: "The other name of love is annihilation; 

so do not seek life in love. Do not seek life in the rays of the sun, but become the Sun Itself!" 

Baba then mentioned his five Perfect Masters: 

Two of them were Hindus, two Muslims, while Sai Baba was both Hindu and Muslim. At night he would rest 

on seven bolts of cloth supplied by his followers from time to time for making robes for him to wear. Before 

leaving the mosque and going to the chavdi [night resting place], Sai Baba would wave his hand seven times in 

the air as if blessing someone. 

If anyone called Babajan "Mai" [Mother], she would react very angrily and shout she was not a woman! She 

would constantly stroke her arms as if brushing off something. This gesture of hers had a great significance. 

Baba then related this humorous incident: 

Once when I was in seclusion on a hilltop in Kashmir, Gustadji and Chanji served as watchmen. Chanji was 

equipped with a penknife, and Gustadji with his silence! A small lantern placed on an empty kerosene oil tin 

served to break the pitch darkness. Tigers abound in that place. One night Chanji happened to doze off and his 

leg kicked the kerosene drum. The lamp and drum fell down with a big bang. Both were frightened to death, 

thinking that a tiger was about to pounce on them! 

These two reminded me of the time when I was Krishna. I had four companions then — one was a stutterer, the 

second was lame, the third squint-eyed, and the fourth was deaf. 

At 3:30 P.M., arti was sung and the gathering departed. Was Deo Kain had been present at Guruprasad for several 

days. About his time spent in the Beloved’s company, he once related: 

However worried one might be, however ruffled the mind might be, when we went to Baba we found a peace 

permeating the entire atmosphere. And when Baba said, “Don’t worry, be happy,” it seemed that he had taken 

away all the worries from us and in their place instilled confidence, happiness and contentment. In this world of 

materialism, what we need most is peace of mind. And this is what we got when we approached Baba. 

Nowhere else could we find that source of real happiness, of real peace, of real bliss. 

What surprised us the most at times was the wonderful memory Baba had about the names of our different 

relations, of various incidents in our life. He would talk to us about them and inquire about their health and 

happiness. Not only ours, but of so many other people who came in his contact.  

 

The next morning, Sunday, 9 June 1963, Baba was in the assembly hall at 7:30 A.M. After giving darshan to those 

who had come, including Dharmarao from Andhra, a musician played the sitar. Baba liked the music very much. 

Mohan-Saigal sang ghazals, of few of which Baba explained: 

The lover tells the Beloved: "While passing by, if you would just cast a glance at me, my destiny would be 

changed." 

The lover whose heart has stopped with the pangs of separation tells his Beloved: "O my merciful Beloved! 

You have come too late!" 

[The poet says]: “Don't look with revulsion on one gone mad in his love of God. It is his love that makes his 

Beloved appear in all his glory.” 

The lover tells the Beloved: "I have been hearing for ages that you are very glorious, but my eyes have not yet 

seen your glory. So my complaint is not with my ears, but with my eyes." 

The lover complains to the Beloved: "There is only one defect in your heart, and that is that you are indifferent 

to my love!" 

The lover says: "If it were in my fortune to become one with you, it would be unfortunate, for then I would 

merge in you and would no more have the sweetness of pain in longing for you!" 



 

 

The lover in his agony cries out: "If your arrow of love would have pierced my heart through and through, it 

would have relieved me of my suffering." 

The lover says: "To die once is easy. But I die and live for you every moment! At last my heart became so 

restless that my Beloved had to respond.” 

The lover in his heart of hearts knows that the Beloved will not meet him and so he says: "I know you will not 

fulfill your promise. But your promise to meet me tomorrow makes me so happy that I feel I have already met 

you!" 

Jigar says, "When I put my heart at the feet of the Beloved, my restlessness of ages came to an end." 

At 11:00 A.M. the arti was sung and all dispersed for lunch. Baba was in the hall again at 12:20 P.M. and Lata Limaye 

sang for a short while. A sitar soloist then performed. 

Shankar and Shambhu, two famous qawaal brothers from Bombay, sang for three hours in the afternoon. Baba gave 

a handkerchief to each musician of their group (although, according to Adi Sr., Baba did not much like their voices). 

The arti was sung at 5:00 P.M. and everyone filed past Baba with folded hands. Baba retired at 5:30 P.M. 

Many well-known singers sang before Baba that year, including two sisters, Hirabai Barodekar and Saraswatibai 

Ranay of Poona. Another well-known singer was D. V. Karandikar, who had previously performed at Guruprasad. 

Shahu Modak of Ahmednagar also sang before Baba. 

 

After six weeks of convalescing at Meherabad, Baidul was not happy. So on 12 June 1963 Baba permitted Baidul to 

be brought to Poona by Adi, and admitted to Ruby Hall Clinic. Baidul was kept there for a month, and then was 

taken to Bombay to stay with his daughter Sarwar, who was a nurse. 

Rustom and Freny Dadachanji were permitted to see Baba privately on the 11th morning and both garlanded him. 

Freny was called back in the afternoon with Arnavaz. Two days later, on 13 June, all the Bombay lovers were called 

to Guruprasad. Baba was suffering terribly. Sometimes Baba would call the Bombay group six or seven times in a 

week. They would attempt to appear cheerful and gay, and crack jokes to make Baba laugh, but because of his 

evident suffering, inside they were weeping. That afternoon, Baba was as they had not seen him before. His 

complexion was as white as his sadra. He began working intensely. There was pin-drop silence. After a few minutes 

of apparently agonizing work, he asked everyone to leave except Nariman, Arnavaz, Rustom, Freny and Eruch. He 

stated a few things to them, embraced Rustom and Freny again, and sat with them in a silent contemplation they 

found indescribable. Baba looked at Freny and gestured, "I am God," as if to say, "I know that you accept the fact 

with faith and love for me, but I am telling you it is so and to remember it." 

In a letter Freny wrote to her sister, Zarine Mavalwala, in Karachi, she mentioned Baba’s condition: 

I feel I am dying with pain for Baba's suffering. It is so visible these days. It is not a nice feeling. The women 

mandali are also in no mood for anything light, and we hardly sit with them and talk, or meet them and have 

feasts at Baba's dining table like we used to do last year. The feeling is one of waiting for the coming of 

something dreadful. Baba had previously hinted, "I will be so much aloof that you will all crave to see me." We 

are all getting that feeling, as if this free meeting at present will be stored for future times. Baba knows that we 

can only surmise, hope for the best, say his will be done, and wait and watch. 

The men were to play La Risque that afternoon, and Arnavaz and Freny were told to stay and watch. About 25 men 

participated in the card game. As it started, Goher brought soda for Baba, and after taking two or three sips, Baba 

handed the rest to Freny to finish. The card game lasted until 3:30 P.M. Baba then solemnly bid them farewell, as if 

he were bowing down to them. 

 

On the previous day, 12 June 1963 Baba had explained: 

There are three states of a man: the awake state, the dream state and the sound sleep state. In the awake state, 

man uses his gross eyes for seeing, gross ears for hearing, his gross nose for smelling, and so on for all other 

senses. In the dream state, man uses his subtle body, and not his gross body, for all actions in the dream state. 

Thus in a dream, he uses his subtle eyes for seeing, subtle ears for hearing, and so on. In the sound sleep state, 

man's mind is completely at rest. 

There are six stages of consciousness: 

(1) Unconsciousness; (2) Sub-consciousness; 

(3) Consciousness; (4) Sub-superconsciousness; 



 

 

(5) Superconsciousness; and (6) God-consciousness. 

In the Beyond, Beyond state of God, there is unconsciousness, but everything comes out of this state. In the 

subconscious state, there are seven stages of gaseous existence. Consciousness begins from the stone form, 

where it is very rudimentary. During the evolutionary process of seven stages of forms, culminating in the 

human form, consciousness is fully developed. But due to the accumulation of sanskaras during the 

evolutionary process, man does not become conscious of God. 

Had there been no accumulation of sanskaras, man would have become conscious of himself as God as soon as 

he took the first human form. But due to innumerable sanskaras, the wheel of birth and death rotates in a zigzag 

fashion. That is, the soul takes the male form, then the female form, good-bad, ugly-beautiful, king-beggar, and 

so on in the process of reincarnation. And after every death sanskaras are shaken up. 

At last the process of involution begins [when the mind's consciousness becomes subtle]. The mind persists up 

to the fifth plane [in the form of thoughts]. In the fifth plane, mind works through itself. In the sixth plane, 

mind does not work, but becomes the inner eye and sees God face to face. In the sixth plane there is 

superconsciousness. In the seventh plane the mind is annihilated and man achieves God-consciousness. 

In the dream state, man uses his subtle body and experiences sub-consciousness, but the subtle body is very 

hazy, just like a vapor or cloud. But when man is on the subtle planes — from the first to fourth plane — he 

experiences sub-super consciousness with the subtle body. The experience of the subtle body is very bright. 

Baba continued his explanations about the higher planes and the types of dreams two days later, on 14 June: 

When a Qutub works on the subtle and mental planes, he has not to exert his physical body at all. But on the 

gross plane, exertion is necessary for his working in the physical world, in order to help the animate and 

inanimate objects in gross consciousness. 

The majzoob of the seventh plane is called by Vedantists bal-unmant-pishash, and termed by Sufis as the 

Prince. The Sadguru or Qutub is called the King, and the Avatar or Rasool is the King of Kings. 

In eternity there is no past and future. There is only the eternal present. But in the awake dream state, the past 

and future hinges round the present. The dream while sleeping is a dream into dream. This dream of sleep is of 

three kinds: pure dreams, hallucinations and nightmares. Hallucinations and nightmares have no connection 

with past and future. But a pure dream is connected with the past and future. 

In the awake dream state, there are some rare ones who can foretell the future, but this has no connection with 

spirituality. In the ordinary awake dream state, we also connect the past with the future. Suppose a man ate 

chapati and vegetables yesterday evening, and he knows that today he will have the same food in the evening. 

In this manner he connects the past and future with the present. In ordinary life, we make many plans for the 

future. 

Explaining about nightmares and hallucinations on the subtle planes, Baba said: 

A pilgrim who is between the third and fourth planes sees the divine nightmare — the state of bewilderment, 

mukam-e-hairat. The instant he sees the nightmare, he continues to remain in whatever position he is at that 

moment, either for a short period, a long time, or even for several years together. Suppose the pilgrim has his 

legs up at the time of seeing the nightmare; he remains so for either a short or long time, unless and until a 

Perfect Master, pir or wali helps him and gives him a push. 

A subtle-conscious aspirant sees the divine hallucination between the fourth and fifth plane, and feels as if he 

has achieved God-realization. But as soon as he crosses the fourth plane and enters into the fifth plane, he 

knows that what he was thinking was wrong and now he is safe. 

If [a wali] of the fifth plane dies and takes another form, he appears very brilliant, even at the age of six or 

seven. He asks such questions that even learned men cannot answer them. 

Baba added, “The aspirant who sees the divine hallucination can be helped by a Perfect Master, pir or wali.” He 

ended with this tale about Piran-e-Pir Dastagir: 

This is a story about the knowledge and power of the Qutub. There was once a Muslim Perfect Master named 

Piran-e-Pir Dastagir in Baghdad. He was a Qutub and loved a boy very much. The boy loved his father very 

much. At the age of seven years, the boy's father died and the boy joined the Qutub. 

One day, twelve years later, the Qutub Dastagir was in an exceptionally pleasant mood and told the boy that he 

would grant whatever he desired. The foolish boy, instead of asking for God-realization, requested his father be 

risen back from the dead. Dastagir repeated the same question three times, but the foolish boy asked only for 

his father. The Qutub granted his wish, and the boy found his father alive and lovingly embraced him. 



 

 

Now see the power and knowledge of the Qutub. In order to make the boy's father alive, who died twelve years 

before, he had to make innumerable alterations in an instant, because his father must have been connected with 

so many relatives and friends, who in turn were connected with many others. In short, to make a seemingly 

small alteration, the Perfect Master has to make innumerable alterations in the universe. 

 

On Saturday, 15 June 1963, the Andhra Pradesh state minister for Excise, Prohibition and Social Welfare, M. R. 

Appa Rao, arrived with his wife for Baba's darshan. He longed to anoint Baba's feet with milk and honey, but 

hesitated to ask Baba's permission. Baba asked him what he wanted. Haltingly, he replied, "If it is no trouble for 

you, I would like to worship your feet." Baba consented and instructed him to come the next morning. 

Appa Rao returned the following morning at 7:00 A.M., and he and his wife anointed Baba's feet with honey, milk, 

curds (yogurt), spices, et cetera. They then washed his feet with eau-de-cologne and lastly with rosewater. They 

offered Baba tea, of which Baba sipped a little and returned the rest to them as his prasad. Appa Rao said to Baba, 

"On behalf of myself and my wife, I wish to declare publicly what we believe in our hearts — namely that you are 

the Avatar — God in human form." Baba appreciated the couple’s sincerity. 

This was the final weekend of darshan and many came and were standing in a long line. Baba entered the hall. 

While he was giving darshan, Madhusudan sang bhajans. Baba also asked Lata to sing a ghazal. 

Another girl gave a dance performance. Baba was very pleased with it, particularly when she danced standing on the 

rim of a brass platter. A qawaal then sang for about an hour and a half. Baba enjoyed his ghazals and gave him his 

handkerchief. At 10:50 A.M. the arti was sung and everyone was asked to leave. 

Baba went to the side room to meet with the mandali. He repeated, "The next nine months are very crucial from the 

standpoint of my work." He warned them that under no circumstances should they let go of his daaman. There was 

no special program that afternoon, and Baba retired at 3:30 P.M. 

Baba went to the mandali's room at 6:45 A.M. the next morning, 16 June. He asked them to repeat this invocation: 

"O God! Help us all to hold on to Baba's daaman until the very end!" 

Nari Contractor and Polly Umrigar, the two cricket players from Bombay, arrived. Baba embraced them, conveying 

how happy he was to see them both. 

Then Baba entered the hall. Long lines of devotees waited for his darshan, since this was the last day Baba would be 

meeting with his lovers. Music was played and the darshan began. At 8:30 A.M., Harry Kenmore recited the 

Master’s Prayer. 

About a dozen Gujarati women came for Baba's darshan. They were led by one woman who was revered as a saint 

and had a large following in Gujarat. They asked Baba if they could be given the privilege of singing a bhajan. Baba 

permitted it and they sang in beautiful harmony. Others joined in the singing. Even Baba tapped his chair in time to 

the music. After this, Baba's grandniece Mehernaz (Jehangu and Gulnar's four-year-old daughter) gave a cute dance 

performance. Baba asked his brother Beheram, (the child's grandfather), to take a movie of her. Beheram was kept 

busy with his camera that day. 

At about 9:30 A.M., Vithal Shinde arrived; he was a famous All India Radio musician from Bombay. He had come 

on his own for Baba's darshan, and he sang a number of ghazals. He had a sweet voice and Baba enjoyed the 

performance. On hearing a particular ghazal, Baba remarked, "See the irony of it! In spite of the prevailing 

prohibition enforced by the government of Maharashtra, many people still drink alcohol. But although there is no 

prohibition against drinking the Wine of divine love — it is available to all in whatever quantity one desires — yet 

rarely does one thirst to drink that wine! What a tamasha [farce]!" 

A Parsi priest came, and Baba asked him to sing a bhajan. The man loved Baba and complied. It was quite an 

unusual scene to see a Zoroastrian priest (most of whom, like other priests, are so engrossed in ritualistic 

ceremonies) singing a Hindu bhajan, wherein the theme was that only Ram (the Avatar), and nothing but he, exists. 

At 10:30 A.M., Baba's arti was sung and all departed. Baba came to the side room half an hour later and met Polly 

Umrigar, Nari Contractor and three other Parsi cricketers from Bombay. He reminisced with them about his school 

days when he used to play cricket, and then stated, "To know me as I am is very difficult. I am Infinite and I 

experience it continuously. Only a rare one experiences this state." 

Baba commented to Nari Contractor, the cricket team captain, that he often wished to witness good cricket matches, 

but people would not allow him to do so in peace. Nari invited Baba to Bombay, saying he would make all the 

arrangements for him to see a match undisturbed. Baba replied, "For nine months, I shall be at Meherazad, and I 

want to remain undisturbed. I may remain for many days without food and water. When I break my silence after 



 

 

nine months, the world will come to me, for they shall then know who I am. But there is no charm in coming to me 

after I break my silence. Blessed are those who come to me now!" 

He added, "Truth cannot be hidden. If there were no Truth, no amount of words and shows can help my divinity. If 

Baba were not Baba, of what use would it be if so many came to see him?" 

Baba again returned to the side room at 11:50 A.M. and asked a woman devotee from Navsari to sing. She had sung 

before Baba many years before. 

At 12:20 P.M., Baba returned to the hall, where people were waiting for his darshan. As mentioned, because it was 

the final day, there was a large crowd. Madhusudan sang a few bhajans. 

When the young four-year-old girl Mehera Kerawala went to Baba for darshan, he asked her to recite the Master’s 

Prayer over the microphone. She did so without faltering. Kohiyar Satarawala of Mahabaleshwar was asked to chant 

an ancient Zoroastrian prayer. He said it with such feeling that though many did not understand the words spoken in 

Persian, it brought tears to their eyes. 

Madhusudan had composed a new song in honor of Guruprasad. He had had the words printed and framed and 

presented it to Baba, who gave it to Maharani Shantadevi. Baba asked him to sing it. Vithal Shinde, who had sung in 

the morning, sang a few more ghazals. Golwalkar was also present and played a final tune titled Bhairavi. 

Practically all those present in the hall were weeping. After that, Madhusudan sang a parting song of love. Those 

hearts which had not melted into tears, did so now. 

Harry Kenmore was asked to recite the Repentance Prayer, which was followed by the arti. Those who had not taken 

Baba's darshan that day came to him for the last time. 

Baba left the hall at 5:15 P.M. and his lovers departed with a combined feeling of pain and joy in their hearts — the 

pain of separation and the joy of having partaken of his company. 

Age recorded: “Thus ended the ten weeks of darshan programs at Guruprasad during the summer of 1963. Men, 

women and children belonging to all castes and religions, from all over India, made their pilgrimage to Poona to 

have a glimpse of the beloved God-Man and to bask in the sunshine of his love. For those who came every weekend, 

Baba's radiance sustained them throughout their weekly sojourns from homes and jobs, traveling on overcrowded 

trains and buses to journey to his feet. But the peace they derived from his presence gave them the strength to 

resume their roles in life and to serve his cause, renewed and invigorated.” 

 

According to Baba's wish, during the remaining two weeks of his stay in Poona, no one was allowed to visit him at 

Guruprasad, except for a few close ones such Sadashiv Patil, Meherjee, Jalbhai, Beheram and his three sons, 

Jehangu, Meherwan Jessawala, and also a few from Jamnagar House. The Dubash family was permitted to visit 

daily. 

On 18 June 1963, Baba agreed to allow Dr. Grant of Ruby Hall Clinic to perform diagnostic tests on him. Skiagrams 

were taken which showed poor excretion from both his kidneys, and his blood count was done. On the 21st, a 

glucose tolerance test was done. From the results, Dr. Grant diagnosed that Baba was suffering from moderately 

severe diabetes, chronic glomerulo nephritis (inflammation of the kidneys), hyperoxaluria and high cholesterol.  

Although Dr. Grant himself never became a devotee or follower of Meher Baba, he admitted that whenever he was 

in Baba's presence he "somehow felt relaxed and peaceful, and he would always leave in a happy, confident mood," 

all tensions having left him. 

On 20 June, Baba visited Meherjee's filter paper factory, White Cloud. Afterwards, he went to the new house which 

the Harbs had built on a nearby hill. Baba also went to Meher Villa, Meherjee's home, before returning to 

Guruprasad. 

The next day, after going to Ruby Hall Clinic for a glucose test, Baba visited Jamnagar House with eighteen of the 

men and the Maharani of Baroda. He arrived at 10:00 A.M. and stayed for an hour. The house was decorated and 

Baba embraced each person. In the course of conversation, he remarked, "The other day, I was made to take a head 

bath [hair shampooed] — which is a crucifixion for me." 

On that occasion, he stated, "When I break my silence, I will be physically in seven different places 

simultaneously." 

After some light talk, Roda Mistry asked permission to sing. Baba then told Freny to sing. She did for the first time 

in her life, her knees trembling nervously. Refreshments were served, but Baba only sipped at his bottle of Duke's 

Mangola soda, leaving most of it as prasad. He asked them to sing the arti before he left. 



 

 

 

Although Baba was not seeing outsiders, on Sunday, 23 June 1963, at the invitation of the Raja of Kurundwad, Baba 

went into the city, accompanied by Shantadevi and 32 of his lovers, including the mandali. They visited the 

Rashtriya Sahayak Stree Samiti Art Exhibition, in support of India’s defense efforts, held at the Bhamburda Police 

Headquarters recreation hall near Shivajinagar. 

On the 25th, Baba explained about three stages of experiences on the spiritual path — enthusiasm, depression and 

hope: 

There are three states of experiences. When a seeker enters the spiritual path, for twelve years he has the 

experience of enthusiasm. Then comes the period of depression. This depression goes deep to such an extent 

that the aspirant neither feels interested in the world nor in God. This period lasts for twelve years. After the 

period of depression comes a period of hope when the aspiring pilgrim starts feeling interested in God again. 

This period is also for twelve years. At the end of this period, the pilgrim achieves God-realization by the grace 

of the Qutub. 

In some cases the pilgrim gets the experience of enthusiasm for three years, and he also experiences [a dark] 

depression for three years. Then comes hope for 20 years, at the end of which he gets glimpses of God. 

There are various experiences in the gross sphere, such as health, food, sight, [hearing, smell], et cetera. But 

when an aspirant experiences the subtle world, all those experiences of the gross world become insignificant. 

The experiences of the subtle world are as innumerable as those of the gross world. 

In the mental world, there are few experiences. When a pilgrim enters the mental world and experiences it, the 

experiences of the gross and subtle world become insignificant. In vidnyan-bhumika [the seventh plane] there is 

only the experience of God. When an aspirant experiences vidnyan-bhumika, all the experiences of the gross, 

subtle and mental worlds become utterly insignificant for him. 

When one achieves God-realization by the grace of a Perfect Master, it is either at midnight or at five o'clock in 

the morning. But the Avatar can give God-realization at any time. 

Baba ended by quoting these lines: 

When the Sun flew the flag at the top of the mountain at the appointed hour of dawn, 

The Beloved knocked at the door of the lover and said to him, 'Lo, I have come!' 

The next day, 26 June, Baba added a few more points regarding the experiences of the planes: 

Sometimes a wali of the fifth plane gets a glimpse of the sixth plane for a short time, then the experience 

disappears. Again after some time, the wali gets a glimpse of the sixth plane, which again disappears after 

some time. So he seeks the help of a Perfect Master to have more glimpses. 

Hafiz illustrates this phenomenon with a simile. A boat in mid-ocean is tossed on the top of a big wave. When 

raised by the wave, the boatman sees a glimpse of the destination. But when the wave recedes, the boatman 

cannot have that view. So the boatman approaches the Qutub and requests him to send another huge wave so 

that he may have the sight again from the top of the wave. 

 

Sarosh and Viloo's son, Merwan, returned from England and was to be married to Anita, his Swiss fiancée. One day 

he and Sarosh came to Guruprasad, and Merwan said, "Baba, I want your blessings on my wedding day." 

Baba gestured, "Granted," and instructed that after the wedding in Ahmednagar, the bride and groom, and Sarosh 

and Viloo should come to Guruprasad to see him. 

The wedding was held on Thursday, 27 June 1963. That day, Baba asked Eruch to phone Sarosh and find out how 

the preparations were going. Irritated, Sarosh shouted over the telephone, "Tell Baba it is raining cats and dogs here! 

We’ve had to change the wedding arrangements to inside." When Eruch related this, Baba just listened and did not 

comment. 

The next morning, the wedding party came to Guruprasad. Among those seated before Baba were Adi and Rhoda 

Dubash. After the usual greetings, Baba asked Viloo and Sarosh about the wedding. Viloo complained, "Baba, it 

rained so much!" 

Baba replied, "Well, your son asked for my blessing and I gave it to him." Turning to Rhoda Dubash, he gestured 

towards her and said, "Ask her what happened on her wedding day." 



 

 

A similar incident had happened to Rhoda at the time of her wedding in 1945 in Pakistan. She did not believe in 

Baba then and had issued a challenge to him, saying in her heart: "If you are what they say you are, you will send 

me heaven's blessings on my wedding day!" And likewise, it had poured down rain that day. But Rhoda had never 

mentioned this incident or her challenge to Baba! That day in Guruprasad, when Baba addressed her, she was so 

taken by surprise, she could only gape. In her heart she had known it was Baba who had sent his blessings on her 

wedding day, but now God Himself was confirming it. 

Eruch said, "Well Rhoda, what happened on your wedding day? We are waiting." 

Rhoda began to narrate the story and while she was speaking, Baba interrupted to remind her, "You did not tell them 

that, after throwing this challenge at me, you completely forgot about it until after the wedding," which was indeed 

true. 

 

Baba left Guruprasad with the men and women mandali on Sunday, 30 June 1963. The Poona lovers collected in 

Bund Gardens, and at 7:45 A.M. Baba (riding in Hoshang Dadachanji’s Fiat) had the car stopped there to bid them 

farewell. Baba got out of the car and sat under Babajan’s tree for a while, and his lovers gathered around him. Given 

the amount of access and opportunities for his company his lovers had that year, it was an especially difficult 

parting. Many had tears in their eyes. Baba himself had remarked the previous day, “I feel sad to leave Guruprasad, 

but I have to for my work.” 

Baba’s arti was sung and, after giving each his hand to kiss, he left for Meherazad in Meherjee’s car driven by Adi. 

When they reached Ahmednagar, the usual stops were made at Akbar Press and Sarosh Motors, before arriving at 

Meherazad at eleven o’clock.306 

On 2 July, Kaka Baria was brought back from Booth Hospital, according to Baba’s wish. Three days later, Padri 

returned to Meherabad, after having stayed at Meherazad for a month in Kaka’s absence. Kaikobad returned to 

Meherazad the same day. Sushila came with him to assist Naja with the cooking for a few days. 

Goher continued to monitor Baba's health. It was a worrisome, tense time for all. Don was called from Meherabad 

on 2 and 3 July to discuss Baba’s health and plan a diet. Baba's weight at this time was around 150 pounds and, 

according to Don, Baba was advised to lose about 20 pounds. Restrictions were therefore placed on his intake of 

oils, carbohydrates, proteins and salt. (Baba's height at this time was 5' 5", an inch less than what it used to be.) 

Adi brought Rama, Sheela and Mehernath to Meherazad on Sunday, 7 July 1963, and Baba discussed with them 

their new arrangements at Khushru Quarters. Khorshed arrived the following day. 

In response to a request from Swami Satyaprakash for a message for Silence Day for his magazine Divya Vani, Baba 

sent him a telegram on 5 July: "My silence and the breaking of my silence at the appointed time will make silent 

those who talk of everything but God." 

To mark the 38th anniversary of Baba's silence, all his devotees and lovers throughout the world observed silence 

from midnight of the 9th of July to midnight of 10 July 1963. Those who could not keep silence, due to unavoidable 

circumstances, fasted for twelve hours, from 8:00 A.M. to 8:00 P.M. on the 10th. Not even water was allowed during 

this twelve-hour fast. 

In Meherazad that day, the men were observing silence sitting before Baba in the hall. Through hand signs and 

gestures, “silent conversations" took place. An amusing incident occurred the previous night. Bhau was on watch. 

When Baba asked him something, Bhau was unable to make himself understood. Baba was amused at his expressive 

finger signs and facial expressions, and for fun kept asking him one thing after another. Bhau was a total failure at 

hand signs and Baba asked, "What would you do if I were to keep you on silence for a long time?" 

Bhau did not know which gestures or signs he should make to respond properly. Bhau tried his best to "say" 

something with his hands, and Baba enjoyed his predicament. At last, Baba remarked, "I would go mad trying to 

understand your signs! Are you gesturing to speak or performing some sort of charade?" 

As mentioned, Baba did not like any breeze in his room when he slept. Besides all the windows, doors and 

ventilators being tightly shut, Baba put cotton in his ears before resting at night, at both Meherazad and Guruprasad, 

to block out any noise. When Baba would nibble on something during the night, he would often give Bhau a little of 

whatever he was eating — chocolates, cake, cookies or cheese, for example. One night he sat up and gestured, "I am 

 
306 Baba had permitted Gajwani and the Dubashes to follow him to Meherazad in Gajwani’s car and then 

return to Poona the same day.  

 



 

 

hungry. Give me something to eat." Bhau brought the chocolate tin, put it on his bed, and went to open the window. 

Meanwhile, while his back was turned, Baba took out the cotton from his ears. When Bhau came back to the bed, 

Baba handed it to him. Thinking it was a piece of chocolate, Bhau popped it into his mouth and started chewing. 

Seeing him do this, Baba laughed and laughed. 

The next morning when Baba came to mandali hall, he asked the men, "Have you ever seen a man eat cotton? Even 

animals cannot eat cotton! But this man was eating cotton last night!" Baba imitated Bhau chewing the cotton, and 

the men had a good laugh. 

After more than three decades, Dina Talati’s younger brother, Dinsi Karani, a former student in the Meher Ashram 

School, arrived in Ahmednagar on 11 July and requested an interview with Baba. Baba did not agree to see him, but 

sent a note to Adi with certain instructions for Dinsi, which he agreed to obey. Moorty came later that same day and 

was permitted to come to Meherazad for a few days. 

Noshir Irani met Baba on 16 July, intending to stay at Meherazad, but Baba instead sent him to Sakori for a month. 

Harry Dedolchow had come to India for a few days and Baba permitted him to come to Meherazad, but because 

Dedolchow’s ship was sailing soon, Harry was unable to come. 

Baba had indicated that once he returned to Meherazad his suffering would increase and intensify, and his prediction 

appeared to be coming true. During this period, Baba had kidney stones and constant pain in the hip joint. He had 

pain in the hip even while resting. At night, his joints became even stiffer and more painful, and sometimes he 

experienced cramps. He also had pain in the knee joint (down to his instep at times), but it was less intense than in 

his hip. 

Previously, Baba would walk from his house to the mandali's side every day, but now he had to be carried in the lift-

chair by the garden boys. The persistent swelling in both feet returned and was not relieved by rest. Usually diuretics 

are given for edema, but because of Baba's renal damage he could not take them. 

By the 22nd of July, Baba's weight was down by a few pounds, his cholesterol level was also lower, and the edema 

in his feet was almost gone, but he had pain in the abdomen and back and he complained of giddiness. His pulse, 

too, was not healthy at 82. 

On 31 July Baba permitted Sarosh’s son Merwan and his wife Anita to pay their respects at Meherazad, prior to their 

return to England. Mansari and Kaikobad’s family were also called on the morning of 4 August. 

On the 11th, Baba sent the following message by telegram to his lovers in the West: "Hold fast to my daaman now 

more than ever."307 

On the 13th, a meeting was held at Meherazad before Baba of the Akbar Press and Bindra House families, regarding 

their joint property. 

On Sunday, 18 August 1963, Lata Limaye was called to Meherazad with Adi. Lata had been selected to compete in 

a singing contest in Delhi, and Baba expressed his happiness and encouraged her. Adi had recently begun keeping 

silence every Sunday, and Baba said that this was all right, if he wished, but he should speak with Baba in his 

presence, which he did. 

Adi’s assistant Feram Workingboxwala was called to Meherazad on the 23rd and Baba instructed him to stay at 

Meherazad for a month from 1 September for a change. Feram began doing so every year thereafter. 

Meanwhile, Swami Satyaprakash wished to establish a new center called Meher Vihar (Abode of Meher) in 

Vijayawada, Andhra. Baba sent him this telegram in July approving the idea: "Adhere to honesty in all you do, and 

this will keep you with Baba always, and will always keep Baba's love aglow in Meher Vihar." The inauguration of 

the center was held on 24 August, and Baba sent Jalbhai as his representative.308 

He also sent this telegram: 

I send my blessings of love to all at Meher Vihar. Keep Meher Vihar aglow with my love by keeping the lamp 

of your love for me ever bright with your honesty in life, with your steadfastness in holding fast to my daaman 

and with your labor of spreading my message of Love and Truth. 

 
307 The same message was included in Mani's Family Letter, dated 9 August 1963.  

308 Two years later, Meher Vihar moved from Vijayawada to Hyderabad. 



 

 

Meanwhile in America, in Washington, D. C., on 28 August 1963, Martin Luther King, Jr., a civil rights leader, led 

a million Blacks and Whites on a "freedom march" against segregation. This news article was mentioned to Baba.309 

Numerous American and Russian rocket space flights were also in the news at this time. One morning some remark 

from one of the mandali elicited this response from Baba on the subject of the exploration of space: 

However far man may fling himself into outer space, even if he were to succeed in reaching the furthermost 

object in the universe, man will not change. Wherever he goes, he will remain what he is. It is when man 

travels within himself, that he experiences a metamorphosis of his self. It is this journeying that matters, for the 

infinite treasure — God — is within man, and not to be found anywhere outside of himself. 

Baba repeated what he had said at Guruprasad: 

When mind soars in pursuit of the things conceived in space, it pursues emptiness, but when man dives deep 

within himself he experiences the fullness of existence. 

On 25 August, the second message was sent to those in New York, working on the booth for the World's Fair. They 

were having a quarter of a million brochures printed of Baba's “Universal Message,” a brief biography, and a 

photograph of Baba (chosen by him) taken by Bhikubhai. Baba’s second message was added to it. When a sample 

was sent for Baba's approval, he sent a telegram in reply: "Folder perfect. Baba happy. Sends love." Even though 

Baba himself was not well, still he would continue to have his eye on the smallest matters and personally look after 

every detail. 

Prem Khilnani brought Kishore Mistry to Meherazad on Sunday the 25th. At 8:30 p.m. that night, an unexpected 

visitor suddenly arrived at Khushru Quarters in a tonga. She was an American woman named Stella Kusevich of 

Long Island, New York. She and her husband Marko had met Baba in Myrtle Beach in 1958. She explained to Adi 

(who was observing silence) that she had been unable to attend the East-West Gathering and felt that Baba had 

drawn her to make the journey now. She had been traveling continuously and was exhausted, but she refused to eat 

until she saw Baba. Adi took her to Viloo Villa for the night. 

The next morning Adi sent a special messenger to Meherazad at 5:00 A.M., and Baba’s reply came by 8:15 that he 

would see Stella at 9:00 A.M. Adi drove her there. Baba greeted her warmly and spoke to her for an hour. Stella was 

tearfully appreciative for being given permission to see Baba. She was taken inside to meet Mehera and then driven 

to Meherabad for a tour by Padri and Don. Adi drove her to Poona the same evening, where she was shown the 

different Baba places. She flew to the United States from Bombay the following evening. 

One day Baba stated, “Truth belongs to God; law belongs to Illusion. Cause and effect belong to that law which 

none can escape. But I can supersede law and wipe out Illusion. Only those who are One with God can do anything 

with law for they are beyond law.” 

On 31 August 1963, Perin sent food for Baba and the mandali via Jehangu Sukhadwalla. A week later, on 7 

September, Rati Baliwala, a mentally disturbed young woman from Bombay who had met Baba at Guruprasad, 

wandered into Meherazad. Baba instructed that she be sent back to Bombay. 

Bhau had completed the translation and commentary of The Everything and The Nothing in Hindi while in Poona. 

As Baba wished, Bhau had rewritten and expanded the book in the form of conversation and songs. It became a 

larger book, and after they returned to Meherazad, Baba would listen daily as Bhau read a portion of it aloud in the 

hall.  

After Baba had the entire book read to him, he called Keshav Nigam and Pukar from Hamirpur for two days. They 

arrived on 5 September, and Baba directed Keshav to have the book printed. Keshav’s composition Meher Chalisa 

had been published as a book, and Baba signed a copy of it and presented it to him. 

Dhun Satha and her father, Homi, visited Baba on the 9th. That day, Baba and the mandali enjoyed food prepared by 

Roshan Kerawala and the Satha family of Akbar Press. 

On 12 September 1963, Eruch was admitted to Booth Hospital in Ahmednagar, where the following day he 

underwent surgery for a fistula. After a two-week stay in the hospital, he returned to Meherazad on 25 September.310 

 
309 In May 1956, Beryl Williams had written to Martin Luther King and his associate Ralph Abernathy, 

telling them about Meher Baba and inviting them to meet Baba, but the meeting never took place. 
310 While Eruch was in the hospital, he arranged with Adi for Dr. Pedersen and his family to be shown the 

East-West Gathering film in their living quarters at the hospital. A few other Salvation Army women 

attended the private showing and sung a Christian hymn. 



 

 

Without prior intimation, Stella Kusevich suddenly returned to Ahmednagar on the 20th, and declared that she was 

going to Meherazad to meet Baba. Adi drove her there, where Baba met her for ten minutes and instructed her to go 

straight back home, and not to come again without permission. She could come to Poona in April 1964 for a week, 

Baba said. 

Jalbhai returned from Andhra on 22 September and gave Baba a full report. He related that he had been welcomed 

there as being on par with Ram's brother, Laxman. Jim, Nariman and his brothers, Beheram, Rustom and Hoshang, 

came to Meherazad at 3:00 P.M. on the 27th, with Adi. 

Mohan-Saigal gave a performance at Meherazad from 1:00 until 5:00 p.m. on Saturday, 28 September 1963, a 

wonderful musical feast of ghazals. Gajwani, Siganporia and Eruch Patel from Bombay, and Meherwan Jessawala 

and many from Ahmednagar were present, including all those from Upper and lower Meherabad — about 105 

persons. Baba had enjoyed Mohan’s singing in Guruprasad and was delighted to have him at Meherazad. Lata and 

the Khilnani boys also sang, and Dhake recited a Marathi prayer he had composed. 

On 9 October Feram returned to Khushru Quarters, after more than a month at Meherazad. 

On Eruch's birthday, Sunday, 13 October 1963, Adi, Meherjee, Ramakrishnan, Kamble, Sadashiv, Manchershaw 

Sukhadwalla, Shinde, Bhavsar, Thade and Jalbhai were called to Meherazad to discuss the progress of the 

construction of the new Poona Center. They had been unable to raise the necessary funds for the project, so Baba 

had permitted Jalbhai to seek donations in Andhra for work, and Jal had collected Rs.33,400, which was handed 

over to Kamble, their treasurer. After convening for three hours, the Poona workers returned home. 

Don Stevens was traveling extensively on business for Standard Oil Company. He was busy with negotiations in 

Tokyo, but had an unscheduled weekend coming up. He wished to leave the negotiations early, take a plane to 

Bombay, arrive on Sunday, take a taxi direct to Ahmednagar to spend the day with Baba, then take the same taxi 

back in the evening to Bombay, catching the return flight to Tokyo to rejoin the negotiations the following day. 

Stevens outlined this possibility to Baba in a long telegram, and Baba replied his acceptance. 

When Don Stevens arrived on 13 October, Baba introduced him to the gathering and informed the group of how 

Stevens had taken a taxi all the way from Bombay just to spend a few hours at Meherazad. Baba wanted to know 

how much money it cost, and Don told him Rs.400. The visitors looked suitably impressed. Baba remarked, "Don 

would do anything I ask him to do. In fact, he would go jump off a cliff if I asked him. Wouldn't you, Don?" 

Wondering what he was getting himself into (thinking Baba was about to ask something else of him), Don Stevens 

reflected for a few seconds before he gulped, "Yes, I would." 

Baba smiled his approval. Don then left, and Meherjee and others rode with him up to Poona. 

Dadi Kerawala was present at the meeting, and during it Baba casually remarked to him, "Why don't you go 

abroad?" 

Afterwards, Dadi began thinking of what Baba had said and began applying to universities in America to further his 

studies. Dadi's field of study was agriculture and he was offered an assistantship at Michigan State University. He 

left the following May with Baba's approval. At Michigan State he studied for four years and earned a Ph.D. in 

Agriculture. In a letter to him (in 1967), Baba sent this message: "Those who love me with unswerving love will 

always have their love reciprocated in full measure." 

After the Poona workers meeting, K. K. Ramakrishnan sent Baba a letter expressing his discouragement, and asked 

to be relieved of his responsibilities as secretary of the Poona Center. On 16 October, Baba sent him this reply: "A 

true lover has not only to face such situations of storm and stress, thick and thin, but has also to wade through them 

neck-deep to have the embrace of the Beloved of his heart." 

 

Begum Akhtar was scheduled to perform in Poona that October. Since she was so nearby, she wrote Baba, pleading 

with him to allow her to come to Meherazad to sing before him. Despite his seclusion, Baba agreed. Akhtar arrived 

with Meherjee in his car at 10:00 A.M. on Tuesday, 15 October, 1963, along with her tabla player, Muhammad 

Ahmed, and a sarangi player. She presented Baba with a huge garland before singing three ghazals, and Baba 

appeared most happy. He gave her and Ahmed shawls he had used, and the other musician was given one of his 

handkerchiefs. In her love, Akhtar beseeched Baba to allow her to stay at Meherazad for a month, so that she could 

sing before him every day. (Baba was pleased with her request, but it never transpired.) Akhtar was establishing a 

new music school in Lucknow, for which she sought Baba's blessings, and she departed at 11:15 with a large 

photograph of him to be hung in the institute. 



 

 

Another musical program was held in Meherazad three days later, on 18 October, from 1:00 until 4 p.m. 

Kishinchand Gajwani brought Jaipuri Qawaal and his musicians. This time, 100 men from Ahmednagar, Poona, 

Bombay and Navsari were invited. It was an "all-male" affair, except for Maharani Shantadevi, who was especially 

invited.311 Baba enjoyed the singing immensely. At one point, he remarked to those seated before him, "Make the 

most of this opportunity. The time will soon come when you will find it difficult to obtain a close glimpse of me. 

You will be jostled to the rear by the crowds of new ones who will be flocking to me." 

Although Kishinchand Gajwani was well into his sixties, Baba used to refer to him as his "child" and, on that 

occasion, remarked, "Today my child has given me a brief respite from my Universal work, which good qawaali 

singing always gives me." 

Nariman’s birthday was celebrated the following day with food prepared and sent by Chhagan. Nariman, his 

brothers, Jim Mistry, Meherwan Jessawala, Baba’s nephews Rustom, Sohrab and Jehangu Sukhadwalla had been 

staying at Meherazad for the past few days, and they left that evening. 

Mehernath Kalchuri's tenth birthday (on the 22nd) was celebrated on 21 October 1963. Rama, Sheela and Mehernath 

were called to Meherazad on the 21st to be with Baba and have lunch with him. 

Bal Natu was a schoolteacher and had Diwali vacation, so he was permitted to stay at Meherazad for five days from 

the 22nd. Traveling from Andhra, Koduri Krishna Rao arrived with his son, Prasad, on the 25th. Baba met with him 

for a short while and expressed his pleasure at Krishna Rao's efforts to establish Mehersthan in Kovvur. 

General Bhandari and his wife, Kamla, from Poona were also visitors that day. The general had to go to Delhi and 

had received Baba's permission to see him before he left. Baba was gracious enough to pose for photographs, though 

it meant getting up and coming outside, which was physically painful. Before they left, Baba presented the couple 

with two books signed by him. 

Sarosh and Viloo also came that day at 2:00 P.M. with food for Baba and the mandali. An annual mela, a "Meher 

Baba Fair," was held in Meher Dham in Nauranga in the last week of November, and Baba asked them, along with 

Dhake and Sushila, to be his chief representatives at the fair in Hamirpur that year. They agreed to take part in the 

program. 

Kaikobad’s son Ratan was permitted to meet Baba and his father briefly on 28 October. Rustom Kaka and Manek 

had an interview on 2 November about Manek’s future career plans. 

 

Physical pain in Baba's injured hip continued to plague him during this period. His walking was not only restricted 

to the minimum, but now he even felt uncomfortable while seated in a chair. As mentioned, Baba would be brought 

to the hall in the lift-chair and stayed every morning from eight o'clock until noon, and again for two hours in the 

afternoon. When he entered the hall, all the men, including Baba, would stand as Eruch recited the Master’s and 

Repentance prayers. The prayers were recited before the afternoon session also. Despite the pain and his tiring 

seclusion work, which he actively carried on, Baba would often send for different persons and spend hours 

discussing various matters with them. 

One of those who came during his Divali vacation was Niranjan Singh of Delhi. Niranjan had an exceptional 

intellect, and was well respected as the head of the science department at his college. Whenever he came, being a 

physicist, he would inevitably question Baba about the cosmic creation, or about oneness and manyness, human 

beings on other planets, evolution and involution: in short, a great variety of probing questions. Baba would always 

graciously and with good humor give explanations that would satisfy his mind, and each time Niranjan would leave 

feeling happy and satisfied. 

Many of Baba's explanations to Niranjan Singh were written down and included in the book, The Everything and 

The Nothing. In 1963, when Niranjan entered mandali hall, Baba signaled Francis to bring a copy of the book for 

him, because, as Baba observed, "Through his questions, Niranjan was [partly] responsible for creating it." 

Francis handed the book to Baba, who remarked to Niranjan, "Look, here it is. This is the result of all your queries." 

Niranjan just glanced through the book and put it aside. Baba reacted as if surprised. No shadow of joy or happiness 

had crossed the scientist’s face. Baba asked, "What is the matter? Aren't you happy with this?" 

"Alas," he said, heaving a sigh, "what am I to tell you?" 

 
311 Savak Kotwal was among those who attended.  



 

 

"What is the matter? What happened? It is your questioning that has brought about this book, and people will read it 

and be benefited. Some will understand it, some may not, but it will do good for humanity — and all because of 

your questioning. Aren't you happy about it?" 

"Baba, that’s a different question." 

"What is the other question? What’s the matter?" 

Niranjan Singh explained, "Even now my heart says that verily you are God in human form. I accept you. But this 

stupid mind causes me trouble. A terrible thing has happened. After visiting you last, when I went back to the train 

station from here, I was so happy and charged with total satisfaction. When I sat in the train, all of a sudden, 

something cropped up in my mind which totally confused me." 

"What was it? Tell me." 

"What to say, Baba? I don't know. My heart accepts you. But this mind cannot accept. Since then there is no peace. 

What intrigues me is this: you say that you are Infinite Consciousness, that you are Infinite. Time and again you 

have hammered this onto our minds. But being a scientist, I cannot understand how Infinity is bottled up in you, in 

your body, in this finite frame that I see. That is intriguing me. That is the one thing that is bothering me." 

Baba replied, "Being a college principal and a scientist, that intrigues you. But I, being the Creator, my own creation 

intrigues me! What do you say to that? You have no idea of the things that intrigue me.” 

Suddenly, Baba smiled and motioned, "Look outside. What do you see?" 

Niranjan replied, "I see the chappals outside." 

"Just that much?" 

"I see the barren ground." 

"Only that?" 

"I see the trees, the fields ... There are shepherds there." 

"Anything else?" 

"There are sheep, goats and cows grazing. A farmer is plowing the field." 

"And?" 

"I see a range of hills." 

"And further?" 

"Another range of hills extends beyond those." 

"Anything else?" 

"There is a vast horizon there. I can see the sky. Clouds." 

Baba smiled and explained, "Your eyes are so small, so small when compared with all that. How can your tiny little 

pupils capture such vast things in the distance far, far away? How is it that all these things are bottled up in your 

eyes?" 

He concluded, "Tell me how all that is in your eyes, and I will tell you how Infinity is bottled up in me!" 

Niranjan Singh was quite happy with Baba's explanation. 

 

On 10 November 1963, Baba met Dhake and Sushila and gave them instructions about their forthcoming trip to 

Nauranga. Sushila was given a talk in Hindi, written by Bhau, which she was to deliver to the gathering. Baba had 

her read it to him.312 Moorty also visited that day. 

A devotee in Sholapur named Maniben E. Parakh was a singer and musician. She sent an invitation to Baba from the 

musical Artists' Union on its silver jubilee. In response, Baba sent her this message on the 11th: 

If, besides being competent in her art, the artist has the devotion of Saint Mira for her Beloved [Lord Krishna], 

she may truly be said to be singing to God. I send my blessing of love to all lovers of the art of singing. 

Also on the 11th, Eruch wrote to those in Bombay about conducting the affairs of their center: 

 
312 Another talk in Hindi by Bhau was written for Viloo. 



 

 

Baba says that he always feels pleased and at home when he finds his lovers living and working for his cause in 

an atmosphere that is surcharged with the sweetness of humility, the fragrance of harmony and the sheer 

simplicity of love for one another. 

Baba says that there are bound to be differences of opinion among his lovers regarding the conducting of the 

work to be done and the manner in which it is to be done, but such differences are, in a way, always healthy 

and invigorating as long as they do not carry with them the sting of arrogance and insolence. 

Baba always expects his lovers to remain prepared to face and overcome all opposition calmly and humbly. 

And when the differences are thrashed out pleasantly, with an attitude of one who sincerely desires to learn and 

benefit from the other’s point of view, the results thus achieved are beneficial to both the parties concerned… 

As soon as you succumb to the dictates of your ego and permit arrogance and insolence to put their heads up, 

then this attitude recoils on Baba himself, as you are his dear lover[s] and your Beloved Baba’s head remains 

bowed down with humiliation. Thus our attitude in his cause becomes the cause of his continual suffering, and 

the burden of this cross is continually borne by him for the love he bears for us. He will continue to suffer such 

sustained humiliation as long as his lovers, who have come in his close association, do not begin to share this 

most burdensome cross. His lovers can learn now to share this by putting up with any humiliation caused to 

them by the misunderstanding/arrogance of others in his cause. 

The Poona Center workers also had their differences. On Sunday, 17 November, another meeting of the Poona 

workers was held in Meherazad. Baba ordered Ramakrishnan to keep an account of every paisa spent. At the 

meeting, Baba stated: 

I have not taken as much interest in any other center in India or abroad, as I have in the Poona Center. My 

lovers at various places open centers, build structures and arrange programs all on their own. In Ahmednagar, 

Sarosh had a hall built, and I still do not know how he brought it off! 

And here you are. I do not understand you people. You wish to establish a center, but I have to see to the 

smallest matter! All right, never mind. Forget it. But remember to take as much interest in running the center as 

I am taking to get it built! 

On 21 November 1963, Saint Tukdoji Maharaj, 54, of Nagpur came to see Baba, along with Sarosh, Viloo and Adi. 

Tukdoji Maharaj had been told of Baba in 1948 by Babadas and Pankhraj. He had come to Ahmednagar to attend 

gatherings of his followers. Baba remarked to him, "I am in seclusion now and not giving darshan to anyone. When 

I go to Poona, I permit people to see me." 

Tukdoji Maharaj replied, "Darshan is of two kinds. One is to see physically, another is to see everywhere!" 

Baba answered with a smile, "Only an exceptional one sees me everywhere. I am infinite!" 

In 1955, Tukdoji Maharaj had been invited to attend a conference on world religions and world peace. He narrated 

details of his experiences there. Baba then sent him outside with Adi and Bhau for a tour of the Meherazad premises. 

Meanwhile, Baba instructed Sarosh and Viloo about their upcoming visit to Nauranga. Baba warned Viloo not to 

pay attention to the poverty, uncleanliness, illiteracy and manners of the poor villagers of Hamirpur, but to see only 

the richness of their love for Baba. He embraced them and stated, "This embrace of mine will reach thousands 

through you!" Little did Sarosh and Viloo realize the depth of his words. 

They left for Nauranga early the following morning by car, with Dhake and Sushila, as the mela was to commence 

on the 25th. On the way, Viloo was thinking apprehensively about what their accommodations would be like in 

Nauranga. But when they arrived, they were afforded a grand reception and showered with cordial hospitality. The 

unique atmosphere of love for Baba was so exhilarating that both Viloo and Sarosh were overcome by it. They 

totally forgot themselves. 

On the last day of their stay, every one of the villagers wanted to embrace them, and two long queues formed. 

Sarosh began embracing the men, while Viloo embraced the women. Once, the very thought of embracing thousands 

of none-too-clean farmers and villagers would have been repugnant to them, but now both were weeping! They 

continued to weep for four hours. Baba's words to Viloo (that his embrace would be carried to thousands) rang in 

her ears. They had never in their lives witnessed such love, and both were profoundly affected and deeply moved. 

When Viloo and Sarosh returned to Ahmednagar on 1 December, they went to Meherazad soon after to report to 

Baba. They declared they had never before witnessed such devotion and enthusiasm at a mass gathering for Baba in 

his physical absence. Begum Akhtar had also canceled a previous engagement to attend the mela and she sang there. 

While going to Hamirpur, they had had beautiful weather and things went smoothly. But while returning, everything 

that could possibly go wrong on a car journey did. They suffered bad weather, engine trouble, flat tires, and poor 

accommodations. Viloo told Baba about this and then joked, "You took us in great comfort because you wanted us 



 

 

to go for your work, but on the return journey, you did not bother about us, because your work had been 

accomplished." Although Viloo had known Baba for many years, up to this time, she did not really believe in Baba's 

divinity; but after her many heartrending experiences in Hamirpur, she was fully convinced of his Godhood. 

 

The President of the United States, John F. Kennedy, was assassinated on 22 November 1963, in Dallas. It all 

seemed part and parcel of the "suffering and chaos the world over" which Baba had foretold. When the news of 

Kennedy's death was brought to Meherazad, Baba commented: 

He was a great man, good and sincere. Dying as he did has not only made him immortal in mankind's memory 

and history, but it has given him a great push forward spiritually. However, although he was assassinated 

because it was ordained to be, it is not a good thing, and it portends more suffering ahead for the world. 

On 3 December 1963, Goher’s parents, her brother, Aspi, and his wife saw Baba at Meherazad at 10:00 A.M. 

Afterwards, Harry Dedolchow paid a half-an-hour visit, as his ship was docked in India for a short time. Adi, Padri 

and Sarosh attended a meeting with Baba at 10:00 A.M. on the 7th to discuss the water scarcity at Meherabad. It was 

decided to purchase water in tankers for the time being. 

Rama, Mehernath and Sheela were brought to Meherazad on the 10th, along with Piroja. Rama required minor 

surgery and this was discussed with Baba. Nariman and Arnavaz came to stay at Meherazad for three weeks from 

the 12th. That day (as he had done for a number of days at this time) Baba had the Master’s and Repentance prayers 

recited in mandali hall, and he bowed down at the feet of the mandali as each one placed his foot on a high stool in 

front of Baba as he sat in his chair. 

The Governor of Madhya Pradesh, Dr. Hari Vinayak Pataskar, had inaugurated the Meher Baba Center at Raipur, 

and his speech there was carried on All India Radio. He longed for Baba's darshan, and Amar Singh Saigal 

beseeched Baba to permit him to come. On Baba's agreeing, Pataskar, his wife and Amar Singh arrived at 

Meherazad on Sunday, 15 December 1963 at 9:30 a.m. The road was lined with police as their car sped through the 

gates of Meherazad. Although Pataskar held an important and influential government post, he was a sincere and 

unaffected person, and was visibly moved when Baba embraced him. His wife was severely afflicted with arthritis, 

and when she was carried into the hall on a chair and seated before Baba, she cried out, "Closer, closer, put me 

closer to Baba!" She talked to Baba with such confidence and candor, as if she felt certain of his love and 

understanding. It was a most touching scene. 

Their daughter had leprosy and Mrs. Pataskar begged Baba to cure her. Baba instructed that the girl should fill a 

glass with water every morning, look at it and repeat Baba’s name before drinking it. “My nazar will be on her,” 

Baba assured the woman, “and on you too.” 

The day before, Baba had had a large reproduction of The Four Journeys chart placed in the hall. The mandali 

wondered why, since it was to be a short visit. But Pataskar's eyes immediately fell on the chart and, intrigued by it, 

he asked in detail about it. He seemed more fascinated with the chart than with Baba. Baba's brief explanation about 

the Four Journeys, and also the three kinds of knowledge, both enlightened and satisfied Pataskar. 

“When I speak the Word of Words,” Baba told him, “there will be a surge of awakening.” 

Baba’s parting words to the couple were: "Remember, I am God in human form!" They accepted his statement with 

reverence. Even the police guards posted on the private road were not excluded from receiving Baba's blessing. 

After the governor's car had driven away, the policemen's requests for darshan were accepted. 

Dhake, Adi and Adi’s friend K. G. “Anna Saheb” Gune were also present, and Kumar had arrived from Dehra 

Dun.313  

 

To compensate for the "all-male" day held at Meherazad in October when Jaipuri Qawaal had come to sing, about 

250 women from Ahmednagar, Poona, Bombay, Navsari and Meherabad were invited to Meherazad to celebrate 

Mehera's birthday. After having spent the night at various locations in Ahmednagar, the large group of women 

arrived by hired S.T. buses and private vehicles at 9:30 A.M. on Monday, 23 December 1963. They had been 

instructed not to bring their children, or any gifts for Mehera. Goher met them and related that Baba and Mehera 

were seated on the verandah of the main house, and that they should greet Baba first and then Mehera. 

The women queued up in the garden and began taking Baba’s darshan. Over the microphone, Mani announced: 

"Baba wants you all to forget your worries, and meet him in any way you like, but for not more than two minutes. 

 
313 Anna Saheb Gune rented quarters at Viloo Villa. 



 

 

He wants you all to be absolutely happy today." Baba embraced each woman and then passed her to Mehera, who 

was seated on a chair to his right. After embracing Mehera, each walked into the sitting room, Baba's bedroom and 

then out into the garden once again. 

Afterwards, Baba signaled that he would come and sit in the hall. Holding onto Goher and Mehera, Baba rose from 

his chair and slowly stepped down from the verandah. Walking seemed an ordeal for him, and he went one step at a 

time. Maharani Shantadevi walked beside him. Mehera held his arm, and the other women followed them to the hall. 

Mani took a film of it. 

Baba sat in his chair in mandali hall and looked cheerful. Mehera sat on his right on the floor, and Mani spoke on the 

microphone. Just then, a group of women from Poona who had chartered a bus arrived. They embraced Baba and 

Mehera. Baba asked about their health and sleep. 

Afterwards, he asked Lata Limaye to sing. She sang the two songs for which she won a gold medal in Delhi, and 

Baba embraced her twice for her efforts. Usha and Kokila then sang. Subhadra, accompanying herself on the 

harmonium, sang a new song composed by her husband Madhusudan for the occasion. The words were so beautiful 

Mehera began weeping, and Baba lovingly pulled out his handkerchief and wiped her tears. 

Baba asked Viloo to narrate her experiences during her recent trip to Nauranga, and Prakashwati Sharma also spoke 

about the mela. When they finished, Baba indicated he would go to his room to rest for a few minutes, during which 

time each could go and refresh herself. It was the women's day that day, so eight of them, including Arnavaz and 

Perviz Godrej, carried Baba in his chair to his house. They were afraid of jerking the chair and thus causing Baba 

more pain, but Baba assured them he was comfortable and not to worry. He even insisted on being carried up the 

steps. 

Baba came out of his room after about fifteen minutes and sat down in the garden. A buffet lunch was served, and 

all gathered around a giant cake as Mehera cut it, and Happy Birthday was sung to her. Baba was given the first 

piece, which he tasted and gave to Mehera as prasad. After all the ladies had lunch, Baba reentered the hall. Mani 

announced that those who had sat near Baba in the morning should take their seats in the rear, while those who had 

sat behind in the morning should now sit near him. 

Prakashwati and Freiny Nalavala brought a flat piece of marble on which a statue of Baba was to be placed for 

Meher Dham, a new temple in Dehra Dun. Baba blessed the marble pedestal by touching it with his hands. 

Prakashwati requested Baba to place his feet on it. Baba did so, leaning forward in his chair and pressing down on 

the stone. “I am now completely in it,” he informed her. The two women were overjoyed and carefully carried the 

stone back to Dehra Dun. 

Soon after this, Baba gestured, "Something terrible is going to happen shortly!" 

All wondered what could happen to disturb the festive atmosphere. Just when everyone's curiosity had reached its 

height, a man strode into the crowd from behind! Because no men were allowed to come that day, since Mehera was 

present, there were several loud screams. The women tried to hold him back and push him out, but the man cried 

out, "I want to meet Meher Baba!" 

The man, wearing white pants with a big yellow patch, a black coat, spectacles and a Parsi hat, pushed his way to 

Baba. Mehera was flabbergasted, and so were the rest of the women. All through the uproar, Baba sat placidly 

smiling at the ruckus. It was only when the man tried to advance toward Mehera, that he disclosed “himself” as 

Katie Irani! She had fooled everyone. Rano had done her makeup, and when all the women realized who it was, the 

hall resounded with laughter. 

When the laughter died down, a few bhajans were sung. A little later Katie came back, this time dressed as a 

Japanese geisha girl. Baba asked her to sing a Japanese song, and her high-pitched voice made all double up with 

laughter.314 

A few more women sang devotional songs, and then Freiny Nalavala recited the Master’s and Repentance prayers in 

Hindi. Mehera Kerawala repeated the prayers in English. 

At 3:15 P.M., Baba indicated it was time to leave. All approached him, kissed his hand and boarded the buses. Just 

before the queue formed, Baba remarked, "Each one should leave in the happy mood that all have been in the whole 

day." 

 

314 Katie Irani worked in the Japanese Consulate in Bombay and had learned some Japanese songs. 



 

 

 

Although Baba remained in seclusion, on occasion he would allow individuals to see him. When Ramakrishnan in 

Poona learned that a few people had been permitted darshan, he felt disturbed. One day a letter was received from 

him in which he wrote: "Some people think that only the rich are given permission to visit Baba during his seclusion 

at Meherazad, while the poor are not." 

Baba was amused and sent this reply to Ramakrishnan: 

Howsoever it may appear to be, the recipient of my darshan owes it to his good fortune, be he cabinet minister 

or mendicant. If the rich have been allowed, it is a matter of how rich their connection with me might be, and 

not their pockets! And the fact cannot be denied that, while the so-called rich may bow down to me, I bow 

down to the poor! 

Ramakrishnan came to Meherazad on Sunday morning, 29 December 1963, along with Shinde and Sardar Raste, for 

another meeting about the Poona Center. 

Keki Nalavala suddenly came to see Baba on the 30th, from Dehra Dun. Although he knew that there was a strict 

injunction against visitors, he came anyway and met Adi at Khushru Quarters. Adi was reluctant to drive Keki to 

Meherazad for fear of breaking Baba's orders — and incurring his wrath! But when he saw that Keki was 

determined not to miss this opportunity, Adi helped him hire a taxi. But when Keki reached Meherazad, Aloba 

stopped him at the front gate and adamantly told him to go back home, as Baba's orders on the subject had been 

made crystal clear. Nalavala pleaded that if, when informed that he had come, Baba still sent word to go back, he 

would not disobey him and would comply willingly. By this time, Eruch approached to say that Baba had agreed to 

see Keki for just two minutes on the condition that nothing was to be discussed, unless Baba asked. Keki agreed and 

was led into mandali hall. 

When Keki entered, he was greeted with an embrace from Baba and allowed to sit for five minutes. At the time, 

there was a conflict in Dehra Dun about erecting a statue of Baba in Meher Dham. Baba asked Nalavala if he was in 

favor of having a statue or a large portrait installed. Nalavala said he preferred the portrait. Baba replied, "I have 

come to destroy all such things, but the love of Dehra Dun and other places has caused me to let loose the string for 

them to erect whatever they lovingly wish to do." 

Nariman was at Meherazad and agreed with Keki that statues rarely reflected a true likeness of the persons. Baba 

then dictated a message to Keki for those in Dehra Dun, and he left after being with Baba for 45 minutes. 

Toward the end of that year, Irwin Luck sent a long poem to Baba addressed "To My Dear Ocean of Love." Baba 

heard it and sent this telegram in reply: "Your love-song made me very happy. The love poured from your drop 

heart has touched the Ocean." 

Thus 1963 ended, but Baba's work in seclusion continued, as did the ban on corresponding with him or the mandali. 

Nothing can be imagined about this Universal work, since its very nature is infinite and, consequently, it includes 

everyone and everything in all creation. 

Although in strict seclusion, Baba's daily routine went on as usual. He would listen to those letters received about 

work in his name, discuss matters with the mandali, play cards, occasionally meet people. But it was evident from 

the obvious strain on his physical body that his inner work was intensifying. 

 

Rama’s brother Dhiraj arrived to look after Mehernath and Sheela while Rama was in Booth Hospital. He met Baba 

at Meherazad on 1 January 1964. 

Sarosh requested that Baba permit him to bring for darshan a brigadier general and a few other high-ranking military 

officers stationed in Ahmednagar. Baba gave permission for them to come at 2:00 P.M. on 2 January. 

General Bhandari of Poona was being transferred to Delhi. Having the urge to pay respects to Baba on his way to 

Delhi, without prior intimation, just as Adi was leaving for Meherazad on the 2nd, Bhandari and his wife came to 

Khushru Quarters, with their seventeen-year-old daughter, Reva. Adi told them to follow his car to Meherazad, and 

Baba met them lovingly, along with Sarosh’s party. 

The brigadier general was a Sikh from the Punjab, and Baba remarked to him that Guru Nanak was a Perfect Master. 

His wife asked, "Have you read about Guru Nanak?" 

"I have not read," Baba gestured, "I know!" 

The brigadier asked, "Baba, I have heard that it is beneficial to repeat the divine name, but which name is best to 

repeat?" 



 

 

"Do you love your wife?" 

"Yes, Baba. I love her very much." 

"What would you do if she were staying far away from you?" 

"I would remember her, of course." 

"Would you remember her with a rosary in your hand? Would you sit in a corner and repeat her name?" 

"No, I would think about her spontaneously with love." 

Baba stated, "In the same way, automatic remembrance of God in a natural way is what is worthwhile. And without 

love, it is not possible. When there is intense thirst for the remembrance of the Beloved, love is born, and one's only 

thought is of the Beloved. 

"This is called real japa [repetition of a divine name]. Then, even the impossible becomes possible. It is the glory of 

the name." The brigadier was highly impressed by Baba's explanation. 

General Bhandari and his wife bid a tearful goodbye to Baba. Out of his great kindness, Baba had met them, 

knowing this was the last time the couple would ever see him. 

N. P. Mishra (who had attended the September 1954 Meherabad meetings) had come with Adi, and Baba told him to 

return to Delhi on foot from Bombay. He was given ten rupees as prasad. 

Nariman, Arnavaz and Kumar left on the 3rd. Eruch went with them to Poona for a few days for medical treatment. 

Sam Kerawala accompanied Adi to Meherazad on 6 January and had Baba’s darshan. Raosaheb Afseri had recently 

written to Baba, requesting that his body be buried at Meherabad after his death, and Baba permitted it.315 Rama was 

operated on at Booth Hospital that day. On the 10th and 19th, Baba sent Bhau to see her. He spoke with her for a little 

while, conveying Baba’s love, and then went to Rustom Kaka’s home, where he discussed setting some of his song 

lyrics to music. 

On 16 January, Baba dictated this message for his upcoming birthday: 

The aim of life is to love God. The goal of life is to become one with God. The surest and quickest way to 

achieve this goal is to hold on to my daaman by loving me more and more. 

I have suffered much and will have to suffer much more until I break my silence. I give my love to my lovers. 

The Collector of Ahmednagar, P. M. Shahane, was permitted darshan with his family on Sunday, 19 January 1964. 

Meherwan Jessawala arrived that day for a stay at Meherazad until the 1st of March. It was a privilege Baba would 

grant him every year thereafter. 

 

A blind Bengali scholar named Dr. Subodh Chandra Roy, 50, had been teaching in New York at the New School for 

Social Research since 1948. Tom Riley had been a student there in 1956 and had taken courses in Indian philosophy 

with Dr. Roy. One day Tom told Dr. Roy about Baba and referred him to God Speaks. Dr. Roy became so intrigued 

that he had someone read the book to him. He subsequently met Filis and Adele, and another student, Rose Garbade 

who, like Tom, had also met Baba in America in 1958. Rose gave Roy another of Baba’s books.  

Although Roy had been blind since he was seven years old as a result of cholera, he had attended Calcutta 

University and served as a professor there; worked at the Tata School of Social Sciences, Bombay; done graduate 

work at London, Columbia and New York universities; and been a Harvard Research Scholar. In 1963, he became 

the first blind scholar to be granted a Fulbright Scholarship to travel and lecture in India. His research subject was 

"Modern Trends in Hinduism" and he was described as a philosopher and teacher who was “devoted to that fusion 

of Eastern and Western cultures in which lies today’s hope for the world.” 

After arriving in Calcutta and talking at length with A. C. S. Chari, Dr. Roy was determined to meet Meher Baba. 

He wrote to Adi in October 1963, and Baba permitted him to come to Meherazad at his convenience on any date in 

the last week of November or first week of December 1963. But Dr. Roy failed to show up on the appointed day. 

Baba acted very concerned about him. By mistake, Dr. Roy had gone to Ahmedabad instead of Ahmednagar, a 

difference of over 500 miles. But the man had a strong will and, at last, found his way to Adi's office in 

Ahmednagar, along with an Indian escort who was a schoolteacher. 

 
315 As it turned out, Raosaheb passed away in Bombay on 4 June 1974 and his body was disposed of there. 



 

 

On the morning of Tuesday, 21 January 1964, at 9:00 A.M., Dr. Roy and the teacher were brought to Meherazad by 

Adi. After embracing him, Baba kissed him two or three times and lovingly permitted Dr. Roy to pass his hand over 

Baba’s face. Subodh Chandra Roy recalled the incident: 

I was very happy and also much embarrassed, as I had never been kissed by a man. But Baba embraced and 

kissed me with such kindness and affection that it was most gracious. 

Subodh Chandra Roy was with Baba for about three-quarters of an hour. Baba gave him a short discourse and 

answered the scholar's questions about reincarnation. “There are many births and deaths apparently,” he was told. 

“But in reality, there is only one birth and one death.” 

Dr. Roy then asked, "What does your darshan mean for a person without sight?" 

Baba explained, "All who come for my darshan are blind, for none can see me as I am. There are very few in the 

world who can ‘see’ me, the rest see only illusion. But the contact of touching me or receiving my embrace is a 

darshan of untold blessing, and so you are blessed." 

When Dr. Roy asked about the breaking of his silence, Baba replied, "The fact that I have observed silence is in 

itself the answer that I must break it. 

"My silence is no vow. I had the urge to observe silence, and I will equally have the urge to break it. An urge is 

independent of time, but the time is fast approaching when I will have the urge to break my silence." 

Dr. Roy spoke of his deep study of various world religions and the conclusions he had reached, and invited Baba's 

comments. In response, Baba stated, "There are two aspects of religion, the ceremonial and the spiritual — in other 

words, the husk and the substance. When a man's consciousness begins to involve and he dives deep within, he can 

rightly assert that he belongs to no religion but that all religions belong to him." 

"How should I characterize your teachings?" asked Dr. Roy. "To what philosophy or religion is it closest to?" 

Baba replied, "My teachings are not like any religion or philosophy. If you are looking to anything for close 

similarity, it would be a sort of synthesis of Sufism, Zoroastrianism and Vedantism." 

"I am glad to know this. As a professor in America, I teach comparative religion. I teach all three of these religions, 

Sufism as a part of Islam." 

Dr. Roy next inquired, "How do you convey your gestures when you feel tired or get impatient?" 

Baba took the blind man's hands into his and showed him how he did his signs, letting him feel his hands as he 

gestured. Dr. Roy asked, "Do you feel impatient at my questions?" 

Baba joked, "Not yet." 

Dr. Roy said, "I lost one day in my life by going to Ahmedabad by mistake instead of coming to Ahmednagar. How 

am I to make it up?" 

Baba’s answer was: "Time has no real existence in Eternity." 

Dr. Roy put other questions to Baba about metaphysics, to which he replied, "You will find all the answers to your 

questions in God Speaks. Study the book thoroughly and absorb it." 

Dr. Roy said, "I have found that your teaching is the same Truth established through the ages." 

Baba smiled and remarked, "If it were otherwise, it would not be Truth! Truth is but one, the same and eternal. 

However, I have not come to teach it, but to give it." 

Baba pointed to the metal plaque on the wall, which Eruch read out, "I have come not to teach but to awaken." 

The schoolteacher then took a photograph of Dr. Roy and Baba, with Roy seated on the floor near Baba. 

While leaving Meherazad, the professor told the mandali how happy and satisfied he was with meeting Baba, and 

said more than once, "Baba is indeed compassionate!" 

Later, Dr. Roy summarized his meeting with these words: 

Meher Baba's love is really very genuine and very great. He showed me what life should really embody, that is, 

about the "power of love" as opposed to "love of power." Most of us have experienced love of power, but very 

few of us have experienced the power of love. 

After meeting Baba I concluded for myself, here is a person who embodied, practiced and inspired many of us 

with the power of love. I will cherish the interview I had with him throughout my life. 

 



 

 

A week later, Dr. Moorty visited Baba on 29 January 1964. Rama was released from the hospital the following day, 

and she was brought to Meherazad on the 31st by Adi, along with Mehernath, Sheela, Dhiraj and Piroja. Khorshed 

arrived on 9 February and stayed at Meherazad for five days. 

On 30 January, Baba gave this message for the new Hindi weekly periodical, Guide (published in Raipur): 

Throughout the ages men have been deeply involved in the struggle for peace and happiness. It is this struggle 

that lands them into chaos and misery. If men were only to become conscious of the fact that peace and 

happiness are not to be fought for but to be sought for within oneself, they would abandon their fighting and be 

at peace with themselves and the world. 

I have come not to teach but to awaken — to awaken men to that peace and happiness which cannot be obtained 

through struggle; neither can it be bargained for, nor borrowed, nor bestowed, because it is inherent in all. 

On 18 February 1964, Baba sent this message for Sufism Reoriented in America: 

All paths are mine, and all lead eventually to me. But the shortest way to me is the no-path of self-annihilative 

love. 

Hoshang Bharucha arrived on the 19th and was driven to Meherazad by Adi. He left the same afternoon. Gajwani 

came the next day, as instructed, and was given a ten-minute audience. He had been keeping silence for the past 

seven months, according to Baba’s instructions, and he broke it that morning in front of Baba. Ramakrishnan came 

on the 21st and placed his difficulties before Baba. 

At this time, Baba permitted Noshir (or "Sam" as he preferred to be called) Irani to stay in Meherazad for a month. 

Some Baba lovers had proposed that a gathering be held at Guruprasad, but Baba indicated that, in his absence, 

Guruprasad should not be used as the venue for any function. It should be considered as his private residence. Baba 

also indicated that although he would be returning to Poona in April, he would not see people during that month. 

Lovers and devotees would be given the opportunity for his darshan in May 1964, during fixed hours on certain 

days. 

Ben Hayman had been requesting a visit for the past two summers, but Baba kept postponing it. Finally, Ben was 

allowed to come in May, as was Joseph Harb. 

Many others in America, such as Elizabeth, Kitty, and Ruth White at the Meher Center in Myrtle Beach, wrote for 

permission to travel to India. But on Sunday, 23 February 1964, Baba dictated this circular, which was sent to the 

West, and also issued throughout India one week later: 

I will be in Poona from April 1st to the end of June 1964. For reasons of my own, I will NOT give darshan to 

anyone this year. I will be going to Poona for relaxation, and I want to be left completely undisturbed. 

Therefore, no one should visit Poona this summer with a view to see me. 

No one should approach me or seek permission to approach me. Neither should anyone write to me or cable or 

telegram to me during my Poona stay and for the rest of the year; but in case of emergency, a cable or telegram 

is permitted. 

A number of you who have been looking forward keenly to seeing me in Poona this year may be upset at not 

being allowed to see me; but I have previously told you that you should hold fast to my daaman under all 

circumstances — and not seeing me is one of the circumstances. 

This year will be the climax of my suffering; but 1965 will be a glorious year for me and for my lovers. 

 

The previous year, Baba had prohibited any celebration of his birthday; but in 1964, there being no such ban, lovers 

everywhere were enthusiastic to observe it on a grand scale, and in different Centers varied preparations were set in 

motion. For Age, the celebration of the Avatar’s birthday each year further diffused rays of Awareness throughout 

the world. “The forces of darkness were slowly retreating before the Smile of Light, allowing the heart of humanity 

to gradually open.” 

At Meherazad, as in previous years, all the mandali were awake early on Tuesday, 25 February 1964 and, at 5:00 

A.M., all shouted, “Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!”, and offered the Master’s and Repentance prayers. Although there 

was a ban on correspondence, Baba had allowed his lovers to send him birthday greeting cards and telegrams, and 

each was read to him. Meherjee, Bade and Elcha Mistry were permitted to visit Baba for an hour that day. 

As his birthday message, this cable was sent to his Western lovers: “Although I take birth for all mankind, fortunate 

are the ones who love me while I am on earth.” 



 

 

Widespread celebrations were held all over India that year. In Ahmednagar, hundreds of poor persons were fed, and 

Dhake gave a speech. In Bombay, 70 poor people were fed. In Poona, Jashan Vaswani was the chief guest at the 

celebrations. In Calcutta, Dr. Subodh Chandra Roy spoke about his recent meeting with Baba. Celebrations were 

held all over Andhra, in towns, cities and villages. A three-day function was arranged at Kovvur marking the first 

anniversary of the opening of Mehersthan. A foundation stone was laid for a guest house, and there was a large 

feeding of the poor program arranged by Koduri Krishna Rao. In Delhi, Baba’s birthday was celebrated for seven 

days, and at 10:00 P.M. on the 25th, part of the celebration was broadcast throughout India over All India Radio. Baba 

had retired to his room hours before this, as usual, but he was especially pleased when the mandali, who were 

listening to the broadcast, informed him that Amar Singh Saigal recited the Master’s Prayer (in Hindi) during the 

program. 

During this period, Janet McAlpin, 21, had found out about Baba in Australia from Oswald Hall. She was visiting 

India with a college student group, and when her academic obligations were over in early February 1964, she 

contacted Nariman and Arnavaz in Bombay. Messages were sent to and from Meherazad about her meeting Baba. 

Since Baba was in seclusion, permission to see him was not granted, though he hinted that he might see her in April 

(but this did not occur). Instead, Baba sent her instructions to go have his darshan at Mehersthan in Andhra, where 

he stated he was always present. 

During the birthday program at Kovvur, Janet McAlpin spoke about her coming to Baba, and said she was very 

happy and felt Baba's "divine presence" there. After visiting Kovvur, according to Baba's orders, the young woman 

traveled to Vijayawada and participated in Baba’s birthday activities there. (She later wryly recalled that while in 

Andhra she was "exhibited as a ‘love-messenger’ from far away, which I felt less and less like.") She also visited 

Baba lovers and centers in Delhi, Nagpur and Poona. 

Curiously, in August 1956, while Baba was riding in a car with Oswald Hall in Australia, Baba had pointed to a girl 

riding on a horse. Seven years later when Oswald met Janet McAlpin and told her about Baba, she looked in her 

diary and discovered that she had been riding her horse in Eltham that very day when Baba had passed by! 

 

Jalbhai met Baba on Sunday, 8 March 1964. The same day at 3:00 P.M., Baba permitted Mrs. Mirza to see him, 

along with Adi, Sarosh and Viloo. Padri came regularly to maintain the well pump and water pipelines. The 

residents of Upper Meherabad (Mansari and Kaikobad’s wife and daughters) had Baba’s darshan at Meherazad on 

21 March. 

Dr. Pedersen and his family were returning to Australia, and he was permitted to come to Meherazad to introduce 

his replacement at Booth Hospital, Dr. B. A. Southwell (also from Australia), to Goher. The two doctors were 

brought by Adi on Sunday, 22 March 1964 and spent half an hour in Baba’s company. 

Sarosh and Viloo had attended the mela (fair) at Nauranga in Hamirpur the previous November. At the beginning of 

February 1964, Baba called them to Meherazad and asked them to go to Dehra Dun as his representatives for the 

opening of a new center there, also named Meher Dham, on 23 March. Sarosh and Viloo agreed and left by car, 

arriving in Dehra Dun on the 21st. The inauguration ceremony coincided with the date of Baba's first public darshan 

in Dehra Dun in 1953, and each year a mela is held in memory of that occasion. The Master’s Prayer was recited in 

Hindi by Prakashwati over the radio, and Baba listened to it at Meherazad. Baba’s statue was also unveiled. 

Many lovers and devotees came to Dehra Dun for the opening ceremony, and Sarosh conveyed this message from 

Baba: 

Give my love to all those moths who have gathered to burn in the flame of Meher Glory and, having burned 

themselves completely, are anxious to reach my Dham [Abode]. 

Sarosh and Viloo also visited Meher Mafi in Dehra Dun, where Baba had stayed during the New Life. This telegram 

was sent there by Baba: 

Give my love to my prem bhikhus [devotees] at Meher Mafi, and ask them to fill the purse of their hearts with 

the treasures of my love. 

Formerly this village was known as Manjri Mafi, but Kumar had had the name officially changed to Meher Mafi, 

and it is still known by this name to this day. 



 

 

On the 23rd (the day of the inauguration of Meher Dham), something unusual occurred at Meherazad. Baba bowed at 

Adi’s feet seven times and instructed him to go to Shirdi once during the three months Baba would be at 

Guruprasad, bow down at Sai Baba’s samadhi, and repeat mentally, “These seven bows are from Meher Baba.”316 

 

Kumar was kept busy at this time, not only by the visitors to his home in Meher Mafi, but also in dealing with an 

unscrupulous former disciple of Baba named Krishnaji. Krishnaji had behaved improperly in Satara toward Bhau 

and the other men, and had left Baba in 1956 when Baba stopped pampering him. In 1962 Krishnaji settled in Delhi 

and claimed to be Meher Baba's chargeman. He had adopted silence and had told others (via an alphabet board) that 

he was doing so because of Baba's orders. His antics in Baba's name were solely to attract a following, and he had 

been posturing in this way for more than a year. Reports of his behavior were sent to Baba by Was Deo Kain and 

Manohar and Mona Sakhare. At one point, Eruch wrote to Kumar: 

…To permit Krishnaji to continue to fool innocent people knowingly is most undesirable. Each blasphemous 

attitude of a person like Krishnaji in the name of Meher Baba cannot be tolerated any longer under the very 

noses of the lovers of Baba, as the stench has now become too nauseating. 

When a person behaves as Krishnaji does, imitating Baba's silence, and when he uses a board to tell all that he 

was directly under Meher Baba's guidance, this is the height of hypocrisy. Baba has never told Krishnaji 

anything other than that he should not dupe people by assuming the role of a pseudo-saint (as he had confessed 

to Baba that he had been doing before he met Baba), but should above all be honest and lead a pure life of 

humility and love for Baba. 

In short, bring home to this trickster that he is free to lead any life he wants to, but he should stop taking Meher 

Baba's name in vain, and stop immediately trading in Baba's name. 

The culmination of the whole affair occurred at 9:00 P.M. on 10 March 1964, when Kumar went to see Krishnaji. 

Kumar locked the door to the room where they met and proceeded to give Krishnaji several sound slaps, asking him 

why he was behaving so dishonestly. Krishnaji's "followers" forced the door opened, and Kumar gave their so-called 

guru two or three more slaps in their presence — while Krishnaji raged. 

After the incident with Kumar, Krishnaji issued a circular about it, denouncing Kumar and defending himself. In 

response, in April 1964, Adi issued one of his own, giving the true picture of the facts. Kumar was even thinking of 

taking Krishnaji to court for libel. 

Later that year when Kumar met Baba at Meherazad, Baba asked him, "Why did you go and beat Krishnaji? Now 

look at all these complications, so many circulars, letters! It is a mess!" 

Kumar pointed to the board in mandali hall on which was written (in Marathi) Tukaram's couplet to the effect that it 

is no sin to thrash a hypocritical false saint. Kumar said, "Here in your own darbar [court] you keep such a sign. I 

was merely following its advice!" Baba smiled faintly, but instructed Kumar to dismiss the idea of taking Krishnaji 

to court. 

 

On Wednesday, 1 April 1964, at 7:30 A.M., Baba left Meherazad for Poona with both the men and women mandali. 

On the way, Baba (in Adi’s car with Eruch, Bhau, Pendu and Francis) first visited the home of Lata Limaye (at T-3 

James Road) in Ahmednagar. Lata sang a ghazal and Baba's arti, and Baba’s photo was taken by Panday’s son. 

Chhagan was also present.317 Two other Baba lovers, Raghunath and Janki Patwardhan, lived next door and 

requested Baba to visit their home as well, which he did. From there Baba went to Khushru Quarters, where almost 

100 Ahmednagar lovers had collected. Prem Khilnani was residing in Khushru Quarters with his wife and sons, as 

were Rama, Sheela and Mehernath Kalchuri. Khilnani's sons, Vinod and Raj, had made a Baba-center in a room, 

and Mehernath had done the same in another room. Baba first went to the Kalchuris' residence, where he cut a 

ribbon strung across the door of Mehernath's one-room center. Baba went inside it, sat down and asked Mehernath, 

"How many members does your center have?" Rama interjected, explaining to Baba that Mehernath did not allow 

anyone else to enter that room. 

"Not even you and Sheela?" Baba asked. 

"No one," she replied. 

 
316 Adi went to Shirdi and did as instructed on 12 May 1964. 
317 Lata continued to sing for Baba on occasion, until 1967 when the family moved to Jabalpur, where her 

father had been transferred. 



 

 

Baba asked Mehernath again, "Then who resides in your center?" 

"You, Baba, and myself!" the boy answered. 

Baba was much amused and asked, "Who will sing arti now?" Mehernath and Sheela sang it together, and after 

embracing them and giving them prasad, Baba went to Vinod and Raj Khilnani's center and embraced them. When 

he was seated in the car, each of his Ahmednagar lovers came forward and kissed his hand before he departed. 

On the road outside Akbar Press, the entire Satha family was gathered waiting to see Baba. Dhun and Shirinmai 

Satha were seated in wheelchairs. Dhun had been crippled since childhood, and Shirinmai too was now unable to 

walk due to severe arthritis. Baba stopped to accept their love and to bless them with his smile, and they each kissed 

his hand. 

After Baba’s car had passed the Ahmednagar railway station, 20 Arangaon villagers were seen assembled by the 

road. Once again the car was halted amidst clamorous shouts of his Jai! After each villager had kissed his hand, 

Baba and the mandali's cars proceeded to Poona. After a short distance, Baba sat in Meherjee’s car with the women, 

and Adi drove that car while Shaikh drove Adi’s car. 

 

Before Baba's arrival at Guruprasad each year, Meherwan, Gaimai and Manu Jessawala, and Jehangu and Gulnar 

Sukhadwalla would have the palace cleaned and everything prepared. However, no one was allowed to be present to 

receive Baba when he arrived, except for Meherjee, Meherwan and Jehangu. 

Baba arrived at 11:30 A.M. Since he had walked and climbed more steps than usual that morning, his hip joint was 

giving him pain at the end of the tiring drive, so the men carried him up the steps of Guruprasad in a lift-chair. As 

always during Baba's stay in Poona, Kaka was left behind in charge of Meherazad, and Kaikobad was taken to 

Meherabad Hill to stay with his family.318 Due to Baidul’s stroke, in 1963, Baba had sent Baidul to stay at his 

daughter Sarwar Taraporewala's home in Bombay. (Baba sent Baidul to his daughter’s every year thereafter, in 

addition to permitting him to spend some weeks in Poona with his other daughter Dowla and his wife Soltoon.) The 

five men mandali who remained with Baba at Guruprasad were Eruch, Pendu, Aloba, Bhau and Francis. The six 

women mandali who accompanied Baba were Mehera, Mani, Goher, Meheru, Rano and Naja. As usual, Naja stayed 

at Bindra House, to prepare the meals. 

Each year Nana Kher would come from Nagpur for three months to reside at Guruprasad with the mandali, and Bal 

Natu would come for the five or six weeks of his school vacation. From Bombay, Khorshed too would be permitted 

to stay for three months. Nariman and Jim Mistry would come every weekend. These arrangements continued until 

the end of Baba's life, whenever he resided in Poona. 

For the most part, Baba kept himself secluded in Guruprasad, not allowing any outsiders to come and see him. 

However, there was no ban imposed against visits from Sadashiv Patil, Meherjee, Meherwan Jessawala, Jalbhai, 

Beheram, Sheroo, Rustom, Sohrab and Jehangu. But most of these men had jobs, so they came only on Sundays, 

when Baba would also call lovers such as Madhusudan, Ramakrishnan, Pratap, Narendra, Kisan, Kamble, Shinde 

and Pote to play card games. Pegu, the Siamese cat, also received much attention from Baba. So the atmosphere at 

Guruprasad that summer was quiet and peaceful, as Baba's seclusion work continued. 

During this period, Baba gave Bhau one hour, from 3:00 to 4:00 P.M., in which to do writing work, and so while 

Bhau was writing, Meherjee was instructed to be on watch near Baba. Bhau would then be on watch from 4:00 P.M. 

to midnight, and this schedule continued for the next few years.319 

One day Meherjee came out of Baba's bedroom at 3:30 P.M. and walked straight past Bhau to Eruch. Bhau saw him 

but thought he had some message to deliver and would be coming back. After a few minutes, Baba clapped and 

Goher rushed to him. "Where is Bhau?” Baba asked, “I sent for him. Why hasn't he come?" 

Goher told Bhau, and he entered Baba's bedroom. Baba was displeased and asked, "Why didn't you come? I have 

been waiting for you. Didn't Meherjee tell you I wanted you right away?" 

 
318 Padri stayed at Meherazad to help Kaka and to oversee repairs to the property in Baba’s absence. Noshir 

Irani was instructed to go to Hardwar on pilgrimage. 

319 Later, at Guruprasad, Bhau kept watch near Baba from 2:30 P.M. to 8:00 P.M. Pendu, Aloba and Rano 

then took shifts for the rest of the night. 



 

 

"No, he did not," said Bhau. 

Baba sent for Meherjee and asked him, "Why didn't you tell Bhau to come to me?" 

"I forgot," Meherjee replied. "But it was Bhau's responsibility to ask me why I left your room early." Baba agreed 

and scolded Bhau for not asking Meherjee about it. From that day onward, the moment Meherjee came for his duty, 

Bhau had to wait outside on the verandah and go to Baba the minute Meherjee left. 

When the watchman changed, though Baba would appear to be sleeping soundly, he would suddenly snap his 

fingers to ask what was the commotion. The person departing would whisper into the ear of the next watchman the 

number of minutes that Baba had snored, since Baba would ask each morning how long he had actually slept. But 

Baba's "sleep" was something quite distinct. Just as it appeared that he was finally dropping off to sleep, he would 

suddenly ask about one of his lovers, inquire about the person's family, children and general welfare. Or, he might 

ask about a certain person in Pakistan and whether he had gotten the job he had applied for. Baba would instruct 

Bhau to write the person the next day and inquire; or he might tell the watchman to write someone a note about 

some seemingly mundane personal matter, whose real import was known only to Baba. Each night would pass like 

this — the God-Man sleeping very little, remembering his lovers in all parts of the world and undoubtedly, in his 

own way, seeing to their welfare. 

During the hot summer in Poona, the doors and windows of Baba's room remained tightly closed, as was his wish. 

Being inside his room, one felt like one was inside an oven! It was stifling for one to remain inside for a long time. 

Baba would not allow even the smallest opening of the windows, much to the discomfort and dismay of the 

watchmen. Yet in winter, when one needed three blankets to keep warm, Baba would use only a thin white sheet 

which would become soaked with perspiration. His pillows and bedspread had to be changed often due to 

perspiration. 

It was a scorching summer that year in Poona, and even at night it was hot. On one occasion, while Bhau was on 

nightwatch, he was sitting in a corner of Baba's room perspiring profusely; Baba was also perspiring as he lay on the 

bed. After some time, Baba sat up and asked him, "What are you thinking?" 

Bhau replied, "Nothing, Baba," though he had been thinking that it was unbearably hot outside and even more so 

inside Baba’s room. "Why does Baba wish all the doors, windows and ventilators closed as soon as he retires for the 

night?" Bhau wondered. 

Baba looked at him and commented, "I am feeling very cold tonight." 

Bhau was taken aback and immediately replied, "No, Baba, it is terribly hot in here!" 

"I am telling you I am cold," Baba insisted. "It’s very cold tonight!" and he repeated this several times. 

Bhau argued, "Baba, it is hot. Ask anyone. I am feeling so hot and uncomfortable." Baba kept insisting how cold it 

was. 

Finally, Baba got fed up and asked Bhau, "What do you take me to be?" 

Bhau replied, "You are God." 

"You take me to be God, and yet you do not believe what I say! If I am God, I am the Truth! The Truth can never 

speak a lie. Truth always speaks the truth. 

"If you have this conviction, then you will feel cold, because I say it is cold! I always speak the truth." 

And Bhau realized that he had been wrong to argue. 

 

As previously mentioned, the Poona workers would come on Sundays to be with Baba. One day, when Pratap Ahir 

arrived, Baba commented to the mandali, "Pratap, how young he was when he came to me at Mahabaleshwar 

[1950]. He was only a boy then. Now he has grown up and loves me very much." 

Baba turned to him and asked, "Do you remember I asked you to undress? I asked you to stand naked before me." 

Pratap said, "Yes, Baba, I remember." 

Baba remarked, "How fortunate you are that I glanced at your naked body." 

Baba's nephews Sohrab and Rustom were present, and Baba motioned to them to take out the marbles from their 

pockets. Baba started playing marbles with them. He remembered that Pratap had played marbles with him in 

Meherabad, and he too was asked to join the game. Baba placed a marble on the floor and asked Pratap to hit it with 

another from some distance. Since Pratap had a very good aim, he struck it. Baba put down another marble and 

gestured to Pratap to hit it. Again he did so. A third time also he was right on target. Baba then kept the marble far 



 

 

away and told Pratap to try now. He held up a box of chocolates and remarked, "If you hit it, I will give you this box 

of chocolates." 

Baba gave him one from the box which Pratap put in his pocket. Pratap tried, but missed the marble. Baba gave him 

two more chances, but he failed to hit it each time. When Pratap missed for the third time, Baba not only did not 

give him the box of chocolates, he asked him to return the one he had already given him! 

 

Despite the general ban on outside visitors, on 7 April 1964 Baba permitted Mirza and his wife, along with Adi, to 

see him at Guruprasad. Mirza saw Baba alone for five minutes, and Baba instructed him to continue to recite the 

Master’s and Repentance prayers daily, and to remain resigned to the Divine Will. Then Baba saw Mirza’s wife 

briefly. 

On the 8th Baba had a cardiogram, which showed some coronary sclerosis, and on the 10th, he again underwent 

medical tests at Ruby Hall Clinic. From the results, Dr. Grant said Baba's diabetes was well under control. 

Maharani Shantadevi came to Poona for four days and was allowed to see Baba daily from 20 April. Adi came that 

day also and Baba asked about Rama, Mehernath and Sheela’s health, and Baba exhorted him to pay more attention 

towards them. Adi returned to Poona on the 24th with Sarosh and Viloo, who gave Baba a detailed account of their 

trip to Delhi and Dehra Dun. 

Meanwhile, the New York World's Fair was scheduled to open on 22 April 1964, and the American lovers had 

contributed and built a beautiful information booth for Baba's “Universal Message” to be disseminated.320 On 12 

April, Baba sent Elizabeth Patterson and Jane Haynes this telegram for all who had helped set up the fair: 

Blessed is the love of my lovers in America that has adorned the New York World's Fair with Meher Baba's 

Universal Message. I send my blessing of love to all my lovers and workers who made it possible and who will 

staff the space for the duration of the fair. 

The opening of the pavilion was delayed until 8 May 1964, but Baba's telegram made the final trying weeks a joy 

instead of a trial. It was estimated that half-a-million visitors a day came to the fair, and many passed Baba's corner, 

saw his picture and heard his name through the untiring efforts of Elizabeth, Kitty, Jane and many others. Baba 

indicated from the beginning, "I will do my work in my own way at the fair," and it was evident by those who were 

drawn to him and later wrote to the Myrtle Beach Center for more information. Fred and Ella Winterfeldt inquired 

as to how to answer questions that people might ask. Baba replied through Mani in a letter: "Baba says his love is 

with you, so do not be at all nervous about questions you might be asked. Your love for him will speak for itself and 

answer all questions." 

Kitty later recounted: 

Many workers at the booth have told the same story: the great attraction some visitors felt toward Baba's picture 

[a large color photograph taken by Joseph Harb at the Myrtle Beach Center in 1956]. They would suddenly 

stop dead as they passed, and pause before asking who he was, and even after hearing his name would remain 

spellbound. A few might refuse the folder (given free); sufficient to them was the memory of that unique 

person. His name could be clearly seen under the portrait on a beautiful bronze plaque bearing the words 

MEHER BABA. 

Baba's picture holding a baby goat (taken by Elizabeth Patterson during the Blue Bus Tour 1939) was also 

displayed, and this message for children was sent: 

I love small animals, for they are part of my creation. But I love children much more, for with them I am the 

eternal child, and they in their happy play are my playmates. 

The New York World's Fair remained open until October 1964. It reopened in April 1965 and stayed open until 

October. 

 

Baba had promised Ramakrishnan that he would bless the Poona Center when the building work was completed, and 

directed him to arrange the inauguration in a simple and quiet manner because of Baba’s seclusion. The meeting hall 

being built could comfortably accommodate 700 people, and bathrooms and toilets were also provided, as well as an 

office and a room for Baba to rest in. The work was finished and all arrangements for its opening done. 

 
320 The booth was located on the third floor of the Pavilion of American Interiors building. 



 

 

On Friday, 1 May 1964, for the first time since his arrival in Poona that summer (other than going to the doctor's 

office), Baba stepped out of the confines of Guruprasad and was driven to the Avatar Meher Baba Poona Center at 

441/1 Somwar Peth. Because of his strict seclusion and the consequent ban on all programs and darshan, no public 

celebration was permitted by him. Only close lovers and their families were invited. But they, in turn, brought 

relatives and friends, so the number increased to more than 500 people. 

Meherjee's daughter, Pervin, drove Baba and the mandali to the center, where they arrived at 8:55 A.M. The 

assembly of lovers heartily hailed Baba as his car reached the gate. The car was driven to the verandah outside the 

main hall, which was decorated with Baba's seven colors as depicted in his flag. As soon as Baba stepped out of the 

car, the president of the center, Sadashiv Patil, garlanded him. With a smile, Baba embraced him and then 

approached the door of the hall, where Meherjee presented him with a tray containing scissors and the key. Taking 

the scissors, Baba cut the seven-colored ribbon fastened across the doorway and then unlocked the door with the 

key. 

Baba walked into the main hall, followed by the center's seven trustees and the photographer Bhikubhai. Flower 

petals were strewn on the carpeted pathway from the doorstep to the stage where Baba's chair had been placed. It 

was a cushioned armchair specially built for the occasion. Upon entering the hall, Baba looked all around, and 

praised the framed photographs of him that adorned the walls. They depicted the various aspects of his life and 

work. Bhikubhai had presented the photographs to the center, and Baba asked him to take his photograph then. 

Beheram and Jehangu took a film of the proceedings. 

As soon as Baba was seated, Adi unfurled the seven-colored Baba flag from the ceiling of the main hall. Then the 

lovers waiting outside filed into the hall and took their seats. When the hall was full, seven children stepped out of a 

small side room, singing a song of welcome to the Avatar. Each child held a garland of one of the seven colors of 

Baba's flag. One by one the children placed each garland around Baba's neck, and then they expressed the pleasure 

of all Poona lovers by singing and dancing before him. They declared it their great good fortune to have been 

favored with Baba's presence. From the glowing smile on Baba’s face, it was obvious that Baba was happy at the 

welcome. He praised the children and extolled the efforts of Madhusudan, who had trained them for the previous 

several days. The Poona group then sang bhajans and the songs that Madhusudan had composed for the 

inaugurations of Meher Dham in Nauranga, Mehersthan in Kovvur, and Meher Dham in Dehra Dun. In addition, 

they also sang another one which Madhusudan had especially written for this occasion. 

After Madhusudan sang, five-year-old Mehera Kerawala came to the microphone and recited the Master’s and 

Repentance prayers in English, and then Bhavsar's daughters, Sudha and Asha, offered the same prayers in Marathi. 

On behalf of the lovers of the new Poona Center, Soman again expressed their gratitude to Baba for his compassion 

in gracing them with his presence at the opening of their center. He also thanked all who had, in one way or another, 

offered a helping hand in its establishment, and who had labored toward that end. 

Baba told Sadashiv Patil, "I will give darshan at the Poona Center just once more, one year from today on 1 May 

1965. After that I will resume the darshan programs at Guruprasad as usual." 

After this, the children sang Baba's arti, and the sweets touched by his hand were distributed as prasad. Baba had 

Sanjeevani Kher sing a song. She had sung before him in Guruprasad the previous year, and Baba liked her singing 

very much. Baba was in such a happy mood that, despite his previous ruling that no one should do so, he allowed 

everyone to approach, meet and garland him.  

Deshmukh had obtained a small bronze-colored bust of Baba prepared by Naresh Dhondphale, a Poona sculptor. He 

brought it to Baba for his touch and blessing, and Baba obliged, but first joked, “Look at me and look at this bust! 

Do I look like that?” teasing Deshmukh that the artist had not done him justice. 

At about 10:30 A.M., Baba stepped down from the platform assisted by Eruch and Francis, and walked to the private 

room. Homai Malati, Ramakrishnan’s assistant, had decorated the room and kept it ready for him. Baba sat on the 

bed and sipped a little from a glass of fresh coconut water. He touched the fruits and other eatables presented to him, 

before permitting the mandali to partake of them. Then he proceeded to the office, where he sat on one of the chairs. 

At eleven o’clock the car arrived near the office door, and taking his seat in it, Baba was driven back to Guruprasad. 

Meherjee described Baba’s state at the time, in correspondence with the Harbs: 

[4 April 1964]: Baba arrived here on the 1st, just before noon, very tired and exhausted. He has become really 

very weak and we all sincerely pray that the change to Poona for relaxation may benefit his health.…Yesterday 

also, Baba did not appear any better. He is so much withdrawn in himself that many times he appears to be not 

taking any interest in anything outside himself and sits quietly. We all pray and hope that he soon comes out of 

this unseen suffering and begins taking interest in things and persons around him…. 



 

 

[9 May 1964]: Baba met each and every one [at the opening of the Poona Center] though it was a terrible strain 

on him ... Though more than a month has passed in Poona, Baba still appears to be withdrawn into himself and 

is constantly suffering silently. In the last few years, in spite of his seclusion at Meherazad, when he came to 

Poona in the summer, he always appeared cheerful and gave profusely his love to many visitors but this time it 

is all different. Except a few members of the mandali, he does not meet outsiders. He comes to the mandali at 

about 8:00 or 9:00 in the morning and returns to his room at 12:30. He again comes at 3:00 P.M. and goes back 

at about 4:00 P.M. This has become the daily routine. No doubt the confused state of the world keeps him in 

such a mood. For the first time in many years I am not going to Guruprasad the whole day, however much I 

would like to, and only during my lunch period from 2:00 to 4:00, I go there to be with Baba … 

 

After the opening of the Poona Center, hardly any outside visitors were permitted to come to Guruprasad. On 

Monday, 25 May 1964 at 2:00 P.M. Kishore Mistry, and Nene and his family met Baba at Guruprasad to discuss the 

marriage between Kishore and Rajni, Nene’s daughter. (The marriage took place at the end of July.) The Sakhares 

were granted darshan on the 28th. 

A year before, in 1963, Baba had instructed Amar Singh Saigal to inform the Prime Minister of India, Jawaharlal 

Nehru, to come to Guruprasad to meet him. Although Saigal informed him of Baba's wish, Nehru did not take the 

time to come. 

After Baba's arrival in Poona in 1964, when Bhau was on night duty, daily Baba would ask him, "I am in seclusion, 

and what will happen if Nehru comes abruptly?" 

Bhau replied, "Nehru won't come like that, Baba. If he wishes to see you, first he will send someone to make an 

appointment, and when he does, we will inform him that no meeting is possible because you are in seclusion." 

"What will happen if he comes without an appointment?" Baba asked. 

"It cannot happen, Baba. Nehru is too busy!" 

"But if it does?" 

Thus the questions and answers would go back and forth every day, as soon as Bhau came for his nightwatch. 

But on 26 May 1964, at about 2:30 P.M., Baba announced to the mandali, "Jawaharlal will come to me soon; he will 

have to come!" 

Baba added, "Due to his sheer energy and will power, Jawaharlal has recovered rapidly from his recent stroke. But if 

he gets another setback [a second heart attack or stroke], he will not survive but will pass away immediately." 

Twenty-four hours after Baba's statement, Nehru's death was announced over the radio. Eruch's brother Meherwan 

phoned the news to Guruprasad at 2:30 P.M. on 27 May. Only then did Bhau grasp how Nehru could "come" to Baba 

without an appointment. 

Later that day Baba remarked to the mandali: 

With the passing away of Panditji, India has lost its first Prime Minister who also ranked first in dedicated 

service to India that he loved so dearly. Jawaharlal Nehru was matchless as a statesman, and India will have to 

wait another 700 years to find another jewel like him. 

He can be said to have been a true karma yogi.321 It would have been good if he had read at least some portion 

of God Speaks presented to him by Amar Singh Saigal. 

Baba added, “Only when I come again, during my next advent on earth, will there be another [leader of India] like 

Jawaharlal.” 

 

Lyn and Phyllis Ott, two artists from Woodstock, New York, heard of Meher Baba from their neighbor, Yvonne 

Riley. Yvonne had met Baba in Myrtle Beach in 1958 with her husband, Tom, who was an old acquaintance of 

Phyllis' when they were at college. On 26 May 1964, the Otts wrote to Baba: 

 

321 In Vedanta, karma yoga means the path by which a man seeks and aspires to realize God through work 

without attachment.  



 

 

Dear Meher Baba: We intend to come to India to see you. We come because for both of us in this life it is the 

only really important thing to do. We believe that you are the Messiah, the Avatar, the Redeemer. We desire 

your grace and yours alone, and we desire this alone. It is enough. 

We have faith that through your grace we may serve your purpose. We have faith in the supreme importance of 

your purpose. And that is why our visit to you is of supreme importance to us. Until we see you, we remain 

your devoted lovers. 

In reply, on 4 June 1964, Baba sent this telegram to the Otts: "Your letter made me happy. You can visit me next 

year in May, but not now. My love-blessing to you both." 

As usual, food for Baba and the women mandali was cooked at Bindra House, and delivered to Guruprasad each 

day. Meals for the men mandali were arranged from Jal Dorabjee's guest house. Dorabjee's only daughter was 

married to Keki Billimoria of Bombay. On Sunday, 31 May 1964, the couple with their infant daughter and friends 

were on a boat outing to the Elephanta Caves (on an island near Bombay). On the way, the boat met with a serious 

accident, and Dorabjee’s daughter and granddaughter were both thrown into the water and drowned. Baba made an 

exception to his ban on visitors when he called Jal Dorabjee and his wife to Guruprasad after the tragedy, which had 

deprived them of their only daughter and granddaughter. Being in Baba's presence gave them great solace and 

strength . 

Although Dorabjee’s daughter had come for Baba's darshan the previous year, his son-in-law did not in the least 

believe in Baba's divinity. Yet in his anguish, Keki Billimoria expressed his desire to Jal Dorabjee to see Baba, who 

conveyed this to Pendu. Pendu beseeched Baba to see the grief-stricken young man, and again Baba made an 

exception and called him to Guruprasad. Keki Billimoria was impressed by meeting Baba and told him, "My wife 

tried to persuade me to come with her last year, saying, 'I cannot express in words what you will get from Baba, but 

just sit for a few minutes at his feet and you will know' — and still I did not come. Now I have come and I know 

what she meant. I will be forever grateful to her for this, but I am filled with remorse that I did not come to you 

when she was alive." 

Baba consoled him over the sudden loss of his wife and daughter, and Keki Billimoria left braver in heart, calmer in 

mind and resigned to God's will. 

 

In the mornings and afternoons at Guruprasad, Baba would sit in a small side room with the men mandali. 

Sometimes individuals would come seeking darshan, often having traveled from hundreds of miles away, but as a 

rule Baba would not see them. Arnavaz was allowed to stay for ten days from the first of June. Pukar also came for a 

short stay. Adi was called to Poona several times, once to represent Baba at the wedding of Shantadevi’s daughter. 

One day, a man approached Guruprasad, and Baidul went to inform him that Baba was not meeting visitors. Bhau 

was sent to find out more about him, and Pukar was told to go also. Bhau tried to question the person, but the man 

stood weeping, unable to speak. Pukar for some reason blurted out, “Has your wife been unfaithful?” The man 

nodded and slowly told his story: He was from Bilaspur. He found out his wife was cheating on him, and she 

subsequently ran away with her lover. He decided to commit suicide, but he wanted Baba’s darshan first. He came 

by train, even though he had no money to purchase a ticket. He was caught traveling without a ticket and jailed for 

one week. He had just been released. 

Baba called the man and told him, “You are fortunate that your wife left you. She has given you the opportunity to 

remember God. Don’t worry about her. It’s good that she left. You should thank her. Because of her, you have 

gotten my darshan. Now, forget about her, and never think of suicide.” The man was told to return home, and he was 

given an amount for his return fare, and for food along the way. 

Baba made another exception to the ban on visitors, in the case of Hilary Sinding-Larsen and Robert Michiels, two 

young Norwegians (who married a year or so after meeting Baba). Hilary had come to know of Baba from reading 

God Speaks, which deeply impressed her. She felt at home in India and wore saris during her stay in the country. 

One more further exception was Harry Kenmore. Harry arrived in Poona from New York on the evening of 19 June 

1964, and stayed for a week at the Wellesley Hotel. He was permitted to visit Guruprasad each day.322 On one 

occasion, Baba remarked to Kenmore about his suffering: "I carry the Universal burden, and I suffer physically, 

mentally and spiritually. My physical suffering is seen by those around me. My mental suffering is intense, infinite. 

As for my spiritual suffering, it is ad infinitum. When I break my silence, it will be the end of suffering." 

 
322 Harry had telephoned from New York on 23 May 1964 and spoken for 20 minutes (at an exorbitant rate 

in those days), just to chat and convey his love to Baba. 



 

 

In late June — as seen by those around him — Baba began experiencing severe back pain on his right side. Baba 

was advised to consult Dr. Grant and he agreed, but refused to have an X-ray taken. On 30 June, Baba had more 

diagnostic blood tests for blood sugar and cholesterol. After finding the urea level high, Dr. Grant diagnosed that the 

pain was renal. Protein was cut out of Baba's diet, and after they returned to Meherazad, the pain lessened. 

During the past two years, Baba had suffered three attacks of severe renal colic, and twice he passed stones the size 

of a grain of wheat. Baba was also wearing the special cervical collar for some time each day for his neck pain, and 

he would occasionally allow Goher to give him fomentations to give him some relief. 

 

Baba, along with the women and men mandali, was to leave for Meherazad on 1 July 1964, and his Poona lovers 

were overjoyed to learn that they would be allowed to gather in Bund Gardens to bid him farewell. The weather 

added to their good fortune, since the monsoon had begun, and rain had fallen day and night for the week before 

Baba's departure. This had made it impossible for them to assemble at Bund Gardens, so instead they were called to 

Guruprasad early on the morning of the 1st. 

Pendu, Bhau and Aloba were busy loading the trucks with luggage, and because of the throng of lovers present, it 

was difficult for them to carry the baggage to the trucks. The lovers and devotees were seated before Baba on all 

sides, blocking their way. It was a wonderful scene. On the one hand, Baba was repeatedly telling Pendu to hurry up, 

and on the other he was smiling, happily seated among his lovers — while Madhusudan sang a song and the arti! 

When everything was loaded onto the truck, Baba rose to leave. The mandali found it difficult to lead him through 

the thick crowd, but they managed. As Baba took his seat in Meherjee’s car, in an outburst of emotion, one man 

from Poona rushed to take Baba's darshan, but Aloba blocked his way and restrained him. 

Devotees stood in rows on both sides along the driveway up to and beyond the gates. At 8:00 A.M., as Baba's car 

slowly passed them, each one in turn surged forward to quickly touch or kiss his hand. Their time with him inside 

had been all too brief after a long summer of separation, and their hearts cried out as he passed, "Baba ... Meher 

Baba ... My Baba ... My Father." 

Baba, who was sitting by the window smiling at them, put his hand out further to make it easier for them to kiss or 

touch it. Their faces were aglow with love, and they remained where they were, staring after the car long after it had 

rounded the corner and disappeared from sight. 

After leaving the limits of Poona District, no signs of rain were seen, and dry fields stretched out before them along 

the road. When they reached Ahmednagar, Baba instructed Adi to stop the car near Akbar Press gates and Sarosh 

Motor Works, where (while seated in the car) Baba briefly met almost 300 lovers, including some from the army. 

The day before, a college student from Jabalpur named Gokaran Shrivastava, 26, had come for Baba's darshan. 

Gokaran first found out about Baba in 1961 from one of his professors in Jabalpur. He was extremely drawn to a 

photograph of Baba kept in Professor Surendra Bhatnagar's home, and after many days, Gokaran asked who it was. 

Subsequently, he wrote to Baba, he attended the East-West Gathering in 1962, and he came to Guruprasad in 1963. 

Gokaran had been thinking how fortunate the local postman was to be allowed to visit Meherazad every day. When 

he arrived in Ahmednagar, Feram suggested he go to Meherazad, because once Baba arrived there Gokaran would 

not be allowed to visit. Feram handed him a huge bundle of mail which had accumulated. And thus Gokaran became 

a fortunate postman! Gokaran handed the letters to Kaka, who gave him a tour of the property. (A few years before, 

when Gokaran was in the National Cadet Corps, he had been to the Pimpalgaon area for training, and he had gone to 

Meherazad to borrow some salt, which a servant gave him. He had no idea at the time that Meherazad was the home 

of the Avatar.) 

When Baba’s car stopped near Khushru Quarters, he put his hand out the window for each person to kiss. Feram 

came and handed over a few more letters and telegrams meant for Meherazad. Knowing Baba was in seclusion, 

Gokaran did not approach further, but someone informed Baba of his presence and he was called forward. Baba held 

out his hand to him and lovingly caressed his cheek. For the first time, Gokaran had the opportunity of seeing 

Baba’s face at close quarters and looking into his eyes. It was a sight that touched his heart and which he never 

forgot! Because of Baba's seclusion, had he not halted, Gokaran would never have been fortunate enough to have 

that glimpse of him. 

Baba had the car stopped again at the D.S.P. corner on the Aurangabad Road, where Lata and about 20 others were 

waiting. They too were granted the privilege of kissing Baba’s hand. Baba looked exhausted during and after the 

journey, but like a weather vane, the appearance of his health changed every moment. One moment his face would 

be a radiant, pink-colored rose and the next a withered flower. Although the universal burden was surely weighing 

upon his shoulders, amidst his infinite suffering, rays of infinite bliss were sometimes seen shining. 



 

 

Baba reached Meherazad where festoons embellished the doorways in welcome, and colored chalk decorated the 

threshold of the main house. Baba took Kaka in his embrace, and Meherazad once again blossomed at having the 

privilege of sheltering the Beloved. 

 

 

Chapter 39: NO DRUGS 

Baba's seclusion continued after his return from Poona, and he did not leave Meherazad. Previously, Baba would 

visit Meherabad on occasion, but since Gulmai's death in August 1962, he had stopped going there. If need be, he 

would send for either Padri or Don from Meherabad.323 Likewise, he would occasionally call Mansari or Kaikobad's 

and Bhau's families to Meherazad. 

Baba would come to mandali hall twice a day — from 8:30 to 11:00 A.M. and from 1:00 or 1:30 to 3:00 P.M. This 

routine went on practically until the end. In the hall, letters and telegrams were read aloud to Baba, and he would 

pass some time in playing cards with the men. Francis had much fun and interest in these games, and if his hand 

proved poor, he would exclaim, "Nothing doing!" 

For the 39th anniversary of his silence, Baba dictated this message (on 27 June 1964): 

No message about Love and Truth can draw the seeker even nearer to the real experience of them; but the 

breaking of my silence will shatter the seeker's hard crust of ignorance and reveal to him their true meaning. 

Continuing about his silence one day, Baba said: "Hear me while I am silent, for when I break my silence, there will 

be nothing left for you to hear!" 

All connected with Baba were to observe silence from midnight of 9 July to midnight of 10 July 1964. Those who 

for some reason could not maintain silence were to fast without water for twelve hours, from 8:00 a.m. to 8:00 p.m. 

throughout the day of the 10th. 

In Calcutta A. C. S. Chari had a difficult time that Silence Day. It was a day “full of remorse,” as he reviewed in 

silence his past mistakes and misdeeds. He felt so contrite that he could not contain himself and in the evening he 

sent this telegram to Baba:  

Reviewing all past events of my life, I feel bitter remorse and feel that I was unworthy of being thy lover, 

disciple and worker. I pray for complete forgiveness and for thy love and grace to make me worthy of your 

love and perennial grace in all ways. 

Chari received this reply:  

Baba wants me to inform you that he has forgiven you and that you should not worry about your drawbacks or 

weaknesses, but pay all attention to curb them and to rise above them with the prop of his remembrance and his 

name. . .Baba wants me to mention here that you are one of his jewels in his cause, and as such, the jewel can 

never get tarnished even though its lustre may apparently get dimmed by extraneous matter – dust or dirt! Once 

the jewel is polished it shines and remains to shine bright.324 

On Sunday morning, 12 July, Kaikobad was brought back to Meherazad by Waman in Adi's car. Noshir “Sam” Irani 

had also returned and was staying at Meherazad. Rama, Mehernath and Sheela were called to Meherazad at 2:00 

P.M. on the 14th. Piroja was granted darshan two days later, and the Khilnanis on the 19th. Rama’s father, Pratap 

Singh Parmar, had arrived in Ahmednagar, and went to Meherazad with Rama and the children at 1:00 P.M. on the 

23rd. 

Don’s brother was seriously ill with cancer in London. He informed Baba of this on 24 July 1964 at Meherazad, and 

Baba gave him permission to travel to England if need be. 

Meanwhile, John Haynes was working during his summer holidays for a congressman in Washington, D.C. He had 

become friends with President Lyndon Johnson's daughter, Lucy, whom he told about Baba, and he would regularly 

visit the White House in the afternoon to do some work there. Baba cabled him: "Baba is so happy to hear of the 

work Baba has for John in the White House and the opportunity John gets to distribute Baba's literature among high-

ranking officials." 

During this period, Don Stevens moved to California. He traveled to India, and along with Meherjee, visited Baba at 

2:00 P.M. on Friday, 31 July 1964. They left the same afternoon. Whenever Don visited, Baba would send back 

 
323 Padri was called for a few days' stay at Meherazad in the first week of July 1964. 
324 From a letter from A. C. S Chari to Ruth Ringer, dated 28 July 1964. 



 

 

messages of love for Ivy Duce, her daughter Charmian, the Sufis, and for Alain Youell, who was a university 

student studying psychology. 

Don Stevens was a well-paid executive of Standard Oil. Once, thinking that he should pursue a more humanitarian 

line of work, such as being a doctor, teacher or counselor, he contemplated giving up the oil business. He decided 

that the next time he came to India, he would tell Baba of his decision. When he arrived, as soon as the greetings 

were over, Don said, "Baba, forgive me for plying you with this, but there is something rather important in my own 

personal life that I would like to discuss with you." Baba looked interested and gestured to him to proceed. Don had 

only spoken a few words when Baba began communicating with Eruch about something else. 

Again Don started. After only a few sentences, Baba again began communicating with Eruch. He asked Don 

something. Don became so involved in answering that he completely forgot about his plan to change careers. He 

remembered only when he was on the plane leaving India, and he felt terrible over his lapse. 

Don resolved to bring up the subject with Baba the next time he saw him, which was a few months later. 

Immediately after arriving, he started; but the exact same thing happened. Baba began listening carefully and then 

changed the subject, and Stevens again forgot about it. On the plane he remembered and became even more 

dismayed with himself. 

Don was determined to fully discuss this issue with Baba the next time, one way or another. When he came to India, 

he said, "Baba, there is something on my mind that is bothering me; it is bedeviling me. I have started to discuss it a 

couple of times, but some way or another it has always got sidetracked." This time Baba looked him square in the 

eye and allowed him to continue without interruption. 

Don reached the point of saying he felt it was time to do something else, when Baba cut him short. "Who do you 

think put you in the oil business?" he asked. Don was taken aback. The answer at once seemed obvious. Baba 

continued, "I put you in the oil business because it is the environment which most satisfactorily brings up the 

sanskaras which you must work out in this particular life. I put you there; now stay there." 

Baba's words had a great impact on Don and totally changed his attitude toward his profession. “Now instead of 

approaching my job as drudgery — a way to earn money so I could do other things,” he said, “it became an exciting 

adventure. I looked forward to discovering what situations Baba might place my way for me to best work through.” 

 

Since returning to Meherazad, Bhau's nightwatch duties were to begin each day from 2:30 or 3:00 P.M. But Baba 

would not call him then, since the women would be with him. Instead, Bhau was made to sit a short distance away 

on Rano's verandah (because Baba might call him at any time), and Baba would send for him when the women left, 

usually at 5:00 P.M. Bhau could not see any justification for his being on call at 3:00 P.M. and made to wait on the 

verandah for two hours every day. He had the Hindi correspondence to reply to and had no other time in which to 

write the letters. 

Some days Baba would come to mandali hall as early as 7:00 A.M., and Bhau had to be present until Baba went for 

his lunch at 11:00 A.M. Then, when Baba returned, Bhau likewise had to sit in the hall. When Baba retired to his 

room at 3:00 P.M., Bhau had to go with him and be on duty until midnight. Thus, he had only two hours at his 

disposal — from 11:00 A.M. to 1:00 P.M. — during which time he had to bathe, have lunch, attend to the Hindi 

correspondence, and so forth. At times, there was so much correspondence that there was not sufficient time to reply 

to all of the letters, and consequently Bhau was irritated at being made to sit idle for two hours each day. Many days 

passed like this, with Bhau ordered to sit on the verandah from 3 until 5:00 P.M., doing what he thought was nothing. 

One morning in the hall, Baba instructed Bhau, "Send replies to all the letters received today," and he indicated one 

in particular was urgent. But, despite his best efforts, Bhau could not complete the task before he went to wait on 

Rano’s verandah. At 5:00 P.M., Baba called him into his room and asked, "Did you finish that letter?" 

Frustrated, Bhau blurted out, "Where is the time for me, Baba? I have no time to reply to correspondence. I have 

been sitting on the verandah without work since three o'clock! I keep waiting and waiting, wondering when you will 

call me, but you never call me before five o'clock. I have to waste two hours every day in this way and have no time 

to answer correspondence." 

Baba replied, "What are you saying? You are a fool! Do you think you are sitting unnecessarily? Do you think you 

are without work? Waiting for my call is the greatest possible work you can ever do! The work I extract from you by 

making you sit on the verandah cannot compare with replying to letters. 



 

 

"Rishis [sages] and munis [silent yogis] in the Himalayas sit on beds of nails in the snow, so as to keep awake in my 

remembrance. They wait for my call for years — still I do not meet them. The nails bite into their flesh, they have 

no sleep, they undergo untold suffering, waiting for me until their last breath. But still I don’t send for them. 

"And here you are, sitting comfortably on a chair waiting for me. And it is definite that I will send for you at five 

o'clock. You should be happy that I call you within just two hours. You do not have to sit for years waiting for my 

call. I do not make you sit unnecessarily. Can it ever be a ‘waste’ of your time to wait for my call? You think you 

are sitting there without work. Tell me, is it not work to wait for my call? You have no idea what important work 

you are doing." 

And Bhau realized the truth in what Baba was saying. 

 

Meanwhile in America, Phil Cowans was having problems with a young woman with whom he was involved. 

Although she felt love and affection for Phil, she did not accept Meher Baba. Phil wrote Baba about this, and on 15 

June 1964, Baba through Eruch replied: "Baba wants me to convey to you that you are not only to curtail your 

relationship with the girl in question but to abrogate it. And it is about time that you became enticed by your love for 

the Real Beloved — Baba — which is the true search for a genuine aspirant." 

Phil Cowan's problems with women continued and he felt confused as to whether or not he should marry. He wrote 

Baba about this, and in July 1964, Baba through Adi replied: "Marriage does not interfere with man's loving God. 

Whether you get married or stay single is of little importance. What is important is that you love and obey me. Love-

Blessings. Baba in seclusion." 

In another letter through Adi, Baba advised Phil: "The girl of your choice should accept Baba at least; otherwise, 

you would be diverted from the goal of life!" 

In August 1964, Baba through Adi sent Phil this message: "Baba wants you to know that it makes no difference to 

him if one loves and obeys him or not; what makes a difference is that he, Baba, is the Lover of Mankind and the 

Creation, and that makes the difference." 

M. N. Mirza, his wife and son saw Baba on 1 August 1964 for about fifteen minutes. Anna Saheb Gune and his wife 

were permitted darshan the following morning. Gune was the son of G. S. Gune, a prominent local ayurvedic doctor. 

Baba reminded Gune that he had done the opening ceremony of Gune’s father’s Ayurvedic Hospital in 1938, which 

Anna Saheb had attended. Sarosh and Viloo met Baba at 2:00 P.M. on the 11th, and Padri came to Meherazad the 

same day for work. 

On 13 August 1964, from Poona, Adi brought Anand B. Shinde from Poona. Shinde was the proprietor of the 

Pradeep Surgical Co., a manufacturer of orthopedic appliances, and he took Baba’s measurements to make a new 

cervical collar for him. He returned with a prototype on Sunday, the 16th, which Baba tried on and was satisfied 

with. Shinde brought the finished collar the following Sunday. 

Don met Baba on 14 August and they discussed Don’s possible trip to England to see his brother, who was dying of 

cancer. Kishore Mistry was permitted to come to Meherazad at 2:00 P.M. on the 15th; he brought bhujias and jalebis 

for Baba and the mandali in honor of his recent marriage. 

On 5 August, Ivy Duce wrote to Mani, saying she would like to include a glossary of Sufi and Vedantic mystic 

terms in the second edition of God Speaks. Mani wrote back on 20 August that it was a good idea and Baba had 

approved of it. Lud Dimpfl then started work on the glossary. 

Adi, Sarosh and Viloo saw Baba at 2:00 P.M. on the 20th to discuss Sarosh’s business difficulties, and how to resolve 

them. 

Sophie Kelly, the principal of the Hill Grange High School, a prestigious prep school in Bombay, read God Speaks 

and felt that she must meet Meher Baba. She and her family first went to Guruprasad and were informed of Baba’s 

current address. Baba made a rare exception and allowed her and her family to meet him at Meherazad. 

Accompanying Principal Kelley were her daughter, brother and nephew. Baba remarked that the daughter, who was 

quite fair and beautiful, reminded him of Lud Dimpfl's daughter, Three-B. 

After meeting Baba, the Kellys stayed at Meherazad for two hours longer, talking with Eruch and Francis. Sophie 

Kelly, who was Jewish, told Eruch, "I have read many metaphysical books, but God Speaks outshone them all. It is 

the only book with authority, which reveals step by step the complete formula of creation and its purpose. It is 

perfect." 



 

 

Charles Purdom had expanded his earlier work on Baba's life, The Perfect Master, and the new biography, titled The 

God-Man, was published in London by George Allen & Unwin Ltd in 1964. He sent Baba a copy of the book on 13 

August and wrote: 

How conscious I am of its imperfections as I send it to you. Its writing was a great experience for me, and I 

hope I convey something of that in its pages. I hope to express something more of what I have learned in other 

books, for only now do I seem to know what I should have written! 

When the book was received, Baba replied to Purdom by telegram on 22 August: "The love you have put into 

writing The God-Man has reached me with the first copy sent by you, and has made me very happy." 

On 24 August, a Marwari from Ahmednagar, who had met Baba the previous year at about the same date, brought 

five or six persons to Meherazad, including a person known as Chengat Maharaj of Nasik. This so-called “teacher” 

was extremely arrogant, and laughed sarcastically in Baba's presence, but Baba did not seem to mind and was, on 

the contrary, cordial with him and his followers. Before leaving, the Marwari and the guru’s local host, Dr. Pandit, 

embarrassed by the person’s actions, apologized profusely to Eruch. Eruch told them not to feel bad as Baba had 

contacted hundreds of such sadhus. He advised them to obtain a copy of The Wayfarers. 

On 30 August 1964, Venkoba Rao, his wife, and their young daughter were permitted to have Baba’s darshan. 

Venkoba Rao was a former night watchman from South India. He had been called to Ahmednagar in January to 

discuss the disposal of the small portion of the Byramangala property, which he had purchased in 1949. Baba had 

given his permission and the property had been sold. At Meherazad, Venkoba Rao laid the proceeds (Rs.2,500) at 

Baba’s feet, and Baba kept Rs.1,000 for his work and returned the rest to Venkoba Rao as prasad. 

Don saw Baba again at Meherazad the next day at 2:00 P.M. Baba permitted him to leave Meherabad for England on 

3 September, and Don flew from Bombay a week later.325 

An upsetting visitor appeared at Meherazad at this time. Rati Baliwala was a mentally disturbed young woman from 

Bombay, who had seen Baba for about half an hour at the end of August. Baba had instructed her to return 

immediately to Bombay, but she had not listened, and she returned at about 8:30 p.m. on 1 September. She 

wandered into Meherazad and disturbed Baba's rest. Baba sent word that the woman should be taken to Ahmednagar 

by car, escorted by Aloba, and be put on the next train to Bombay. 

Meherjee visited Meherazad on the 4th for Khordad Sal (Zoroaster’s birthday), as did Kaikobad’s family, Sarosh, 

Viloo and Adi (also celebrating his birthday). Bhau was admitted to Booth Hospital that day with a possible kidney 

stone. He was released on the 9th. On Sunday, 6 September 1964, Baba too was taken to Ranade’s Clinic for an X-

ray of his kidneys. He went at 9:30 a.m. with Eruch and Goher. Adi had gone in advance to make sure everything 

was ready. 

There had been insufficient rain that year, and the farmers' crops in Ahmednagar District were failing. Drinking 

water was likewise becoming a problem, as the wells were drying up. Around noon on the 6th, after Baba had 

returned from Ahmednagar, 30 Arangaon villagers came to Meherazad in bullock carts, singing the whole distance 

of about fifteen miles. They hesitated to enter the compound because of Baba's seclusion, but hearing their ringing 

acclamations, Pendu went to speak with them. Coming back, he informed Baba, who called them into the hall at 

3:00 P.M. "Tell me truthfully, why have you come here?" Baba asked. 

They told him of the critical water situation and impending famine and asked for his blessing of rain. Baba replied, 

"Don't worry; I will see to it." He distributed prasad, and after ten minutes the villagers left. On their way back, rain 

began falling. Hailing Baba, they reached Arangaon. From the 9th, heavy rain fell continuously for three days, and 

thus a drought was averted. 

Despite Baba’s circular that he wished to remain undisturbed in seclusion, Amiya Kumar Hazra of Jabalpur had 

taken a chance, and come with his mother to Ahmednagar on 5 September. Adi upbraided him for coming without 

permission. Hazra was facing an emotional family crisis (tension between his wife and mother), so he appealed to 

Eruch in writing to ask Baba for an audience. Baba relented and sorted out his difficulties. When Ram Lakhan 

Sharma heard of Hazra’s success, he too traveled to Meherazad with a friend and saw Baba on the 14th, much to 

Adi’s chagrin over their disregard for Baba’s instructions. 

 

325 Don’s brother died in England in October, and Don returned to Meherabad in December 1964. 



 

 

On 10 September 1964, Naggu, her husband Ravi, along with their infant son Sunil, were permitted to see Baba. 

Five days later, on the 15th, over 60 villagers came to Meherazad to express their gratitude to Baba for the rain. 

Baba met with them lovingly. They garlanded him and he handed each some prasad of sweets. He asked some to 

sing and others to speak of their activities at the Arangaon Center. This led to points of dispute and disagreements 

that had arisen among them in doing the work. Baba encouraged the different workers to air their grievances before 

him and to clear up matters between them. When he advised them to love one another, one man said, "It is so easy to 

love you, Baba, but difficult to love each other!" 

Baba replied, "I know, but if you do that it will be a miracle greater than the blessing of rain that has brought you 

here today. Try your best and I will help you." 

 

On 20 September 1964, Baba began complaining of pain in his chest, near his heart. Dr. Grant, the Poona 

cardiologist, visited Ahmednagar monthly for consultations at Booth Hospital, so he was called to Meherazad at 

8:00 A.M. on the 24th to take a cardiogram. But by the time he had arrived, the pain had subsided. Dr. Grant said 

there was no heart problem, as such, but that he advised “rest for seven to ten days.” Baba had another blood test 

taken, which showed the level of urea to be high. As a consequence, Baba was advised to have a low-protein diet. 

Then, with his high blood sugar, he had to control his intake of carbohydrates; and because of high cholesterol, he 

was not allowed fats. In the end, Goher was perplexed about what to give Baba to eat! 

Katie Irani had come to Ahmednagar for her holidays, and Baba allowed her to visit Meherazad on the 22nd. She 

spent the night at Meherazad and went back to Ahmednagar where she stayed for a week. On Wednesday, 30 

September 1964, Arnavaz, Nariman and Jim Mistry came to Meherazad for four days. Gajwani and Siganporia 

arrived from Bombay at 1:00 P.M. the same day. Gajwani had just returned from America and Japan, and he told 

Baba about his visit, and the Baba lovers he had met at various places. 

Prem Khilnani was called to Meherazad at 2:00 P.M. on 24 September. His son Vinod’s birthday was on 1 October, 

and Baba permitted the family to see him that day. Rama, Mehernath and Sheela were brought to Meherazad on the 

5th; and Feram went with them, to stay at Meherazad for a week. 

A woman named Rita Galstain had done much Baba work in Chittagong. She was emigrating to England and 

requested darshan before moving there. Baba permitted her to come, and she and her husband had darshan at 2:00 

P.M. on 6 October 1964. Jalbhai accompanied them. 

Adi was sent to Sakori periodically with messages for Godavri Mai, and he would also meet her whenever she 

visited her devotees in Ahmednagar. S. N. Tipnis, a resident of Sakori, had written a book about Godavri, and he 

requested that Baba give him a quote about Godavri. On the 6th, Baba dictated this reply: “What Yeshoda was to 

Krishna, Godavri is to me.” 

Meanwhile, in North India, there was a severe shortage of wheat and rice after three years of drought, and thousands 

of people were facing famine. The newspapers were full of descriptions of their plight. In the hall each morning, 

after attending to the correspondence and pending matters, if there was time, Baba would state, "Now let's have 

some bogus news," meaning Eruch should read out the newspaper headlines or an interesting article. 

When Bhau heard about the drought, he thought about those starving and felt helpless about doing anything to 

relieve the terrible suffering. One day he read that a well-known industrialist had opened free kitchens and was 

supplying food to many of the poor. He felt happy about this, and the article was also read to Baba. Bhau thought, 

"Here is an example of true selfless service. It is good that God has given this man wealth because he uses it for the 

benefit of others." 

The same night when he was with Baba, pressing his feet, all of a sudden the thought of the industrialist came into 

his mind. Again he started thinking what a wonderful man he must be and how generous. Baba suddenly asked, 

"What are you thinking?" 

As usual Bhau said, "Nothing." 

Baba persisted, "Tell me the truth." 

So Bhau revealed his thoughts — about the plight of the poor in northern India, the selflessness of the rich 

businessman who had opened free kitchens, and so forth. In response, Baba commented, "He is not doing selfless 

service; he is doing most selfish service! Though what he is doing is good." 

Bhau was shocked, and Baba explained, "Behind his 'service' is a selfish motive — he is doing this for the sake of 

name and fame, to get his photograph and name in the newspapers. He wants to become popular; he wants people to 



 

 

think that he is kind and generous. He also wants the government to see that he is giving so much money in charity, 

for which he can claim a tax exemption. 

"But here you are. You are serving me with all love, without any motive. The whole universe is in me. That 

capitalist, even if he becomes truly selfless, can never serve the whole universe. So there is a world of difference 

between his service and yours. Through me you are serving the whole universe!" 

 

Clinical psychologists, Dr. Timothy Leary and Dr. Richard Alpert (who later took the name Baba Ram Dass), both 

professors at Harvard University, were experimenting with several new very potent drugs (later called 

"hallucinogens") at Leary’s institute on the Mellon estate in Millbrook, New York. In August 1964, Dr. Leary and 

Dr. Alpert, along with a group of their students from Harvard, drove to nearby Woodstock to hear Darwin Shaw 

give a talk on Meher Baba. Although Leary and Alpert had heard that Meher Baba was the leading "spiritual 

authority" on consciousness, it was their first introduction to someone who had actually met and knew Baba. 

One of the group attending Darwin's talk was a graduate student in the department of social relations named Allan 

Y. Cohen, 24. After meeting Darwin, Allan became interested in Baba and began reading about him. On 29 

September, he wrote to Kitty in Myrtle Beach, describing his experiences with LSD (lysergic acid diethylamide). On 

a beautiful inviting day, Cohen had gone to an open field in the woods with Baba's Discourses and had taken the 

drug. He wrote: 

It was delightful, ecstatic and as close to God-realization as my consciousness (it was no longer I, of course), 

that is, my ego, can remember. Now, I really can't judge what level the experience was at — but afterwards it 

sounded much the same as the Soul facing the infinite (while still considering itself finite). 

Now about these psychedelic (mind-changing) drugs such as LSD, mescaline, and psilocybin. I don't know if 

you are acquainted with them, their effects or the controversy surrounding them. I know I would never have 

seen Meher Baba if it were not for my work with these drugs. They allow an indefinite period of 

superconsciousness, expanded consciousness, ego death, etc. (Not automatically, of course, but with the right 

set and setting.) 

Although the drugs are used in psychotherapeutic, educational and downright low-level contexts, it is beginning 

to be clear to me that their most appropriate use is in attaining spiritual freedom (or at least helping one to see 

the path). I get the feeling also, that the existence of these drugs (actually natural chemicals found in common 

plants) is not a random occurrence, and their increased impact may well be a significant step in loosening up 

our distorted culture (at worst) and in increasing the drive toward spiritual freedom (at best).... 

In my reasonably humble opinion, though, the feasibility of this type of experience, is one of the most exciting 

prospects in freeing oneself and man (concomitant with the path of love and service of course). One might 

liken it to a technique, such as meditation ... which can break through our ego's “games” and traps extremely 

efficiently. 

Kitty was sufficiently alarmed by Allan Cohen's letter to forward it to Baba, and although Baba was in seclusion, it 

was read to him. On 10 October, 1964, Baba replied to Cohen through Adi: 

...I am glad to inform you that I was able to convey the gist of your letter to Avatar Meher Baba despite his 

present seclusion. 

Meher Baba directs me to send you his blessing and love and to inform you that he is happy you have been 

remembering him in the course of your studies. Meher Baba wants you to study the book God Speaks, for it 

will help you to understand the mystery of life ephemeral and the Truth of Existence Eternal. 

The book God Speaks is a very important textbook for all students who are keen to understand the fundamental 

purpose and mechanics of life and the universe. God Speaks reveals to us that all the experiences, even of 

spiritual aspirants of the path to God-realization (gotten in the natural course of involution of consciousness), 

are of the domain of illusion and are ephemeral and absolutely unimportant; how much more illusory and 

distracting can be the experience of a layman in a laboratory who experiments with drugs to induce experiences 

with the semblance of those of an aspirant on the spiritual path! 

Meher Baba has said that the one and only true experience is the experience of the Truth, the Reality, for once 

the Realization of God is attained it remains a continual and never-ending experience. 

The all-pervading effulgence of God the Reality can only be experienced by an aspirant who keeps himself 

scrupulously above all illusory experimentations and humbly takes refuge in love of God. 



 

 

God can only be realized by loving Him with all the love at one's command — pure, simple and unadulterated 

love. When his love for God, and God alone, is at its zenith, true longing for Union with God is greatest, and 

the aspirant's ego assertion is then at its lowest point. 

The aspirant at this stage is in the sixth plane of consciousness and “sees” God face to face in all His Glory. 

This aspirant experiences God's effulgence consciously and continually without a break. He experiences this 

without any fears of fluctuation in his continual and never-ending experiencing of "seeing" the Glory of God. 

Even this most sublime experience of "seeing" God face to face falls short of the only true experience — Union 

with God the Reality. 

It is absolutely essential for a spiritual aspirant who genuinely longs for union with God — the Reality — to 

shun false practices of yogic postures and exercises, meditation on other than God the Beloved, experiments 

with the effects of certain drugs and fads for types of food. These things do not uplift the aspirant nor draw him 

out of the rut of illusion. Experiences born of these practices wear off no sooner the “aspirant” withdraws from 

or is thrown out of the orbit of the effect produced by the technique employed. 

All so-called spiritual experiences generated by taking "mind-changing" drugs are superficial and add 

enormously to one's addiction to the deceptions of illusion, which is but the shadow of Reality. 

The experience of a semblance of "freedom" that these drugs may temporarily give to one is in actuality a 

millstone round the aspirant's neck in his efforts toward emancipation from the rounds of birth and death! 

It is good to know that there are drugs that alleviate human suffering, it is better to have a knowledge of a 

specific drug for a particular ailment, and it is best to put to use the specific drug for the benefit of a human 

body. 

But there is no drug that can promote the aspirant's progress or ever alleviate the sufferings of separation from 

his Beloved God. Love is the only propeller and the only remedy. The aspirant should love God with all his 

heart until he forgets himself and recognizes his Beloved God in himself and others. 

When you study the book God Speaks, you will understand how very impossible it is for an aspirant to realize 

God without the grace of the Perfect Master, and therefore, it is of paramount importance for a genuine 

spiritual aspirant to surrender himself to the Perfect Master, who has himself realized God. 

As a result of this letter from Adi and further correspondence, Allan Cohen stopped using drugs and continued 

working toward his doctorate degree. 

 

Called from Nasik, Minoo Bharucha and his wife had Baba’s darshan at 2:00 P.M. on 15 October 1964. 

Marvin Campen had arrived in India on 10 October 1964 to attend an ESSO Chemical Eastern sales meeting in 

Bangalore. On Sunday, the 18th, he traveled with Gajwani from Bombay to see Baba. Marvin, Gajwani and his 

driver had stopped in Poona the previous day, where Meherjee joined them. After spending the night in Poona, they 

reached Meherazad at 2:00 P.M. They were allowed to stay for a few hours. Baba spoke with Campen for about half 

an hour about love, obedience and the need to hold on tightly to his daaman. Campen had brought a 35mm camera, 

and Baba allowed him to take several color slides of him in the hall, including some with Gajwani. In Bangkok, 

Campen had purchased Thai silk shirts for the mandali. (He was unable to find a solid pink one for Baba.) Baba 

mildly chastised him for bringing them, reminding him that he had previously instructed him not to bring presents 

when he visited. 

Naggu and her small daughter Alka had also gotten a ride with Gajwani, and spent two nights at Meherazad on their 

way to Nasik. 

Baba again complained of pain in his chest, so Goher contacted Dr. Grant and asked him to come to examine Baba 

again on his next visit to Ahmednagar. On Thursday, 22 October 1964, Dr. Grant came to Meherazad at about 6:45 

a.m. to take a cardiogram. But when he connected the cardiograph and they tried to start the Meherazad generator-

cum-dynamo, the transformer failed. (There was no municipal electricity supply at Meherazad then). Adi was 

hurriedly sent to Ahmednagar to contact Rustom Kaka for a spare. But as Rustom Kaka was returning to Meherazad, 

he saw Baba being driven to Ahmednagar with Goher, Eruch and Grant. They came to Khushru Quarters where, in 

Adi's bedroom, Dr. Grant performed the cardiogram. The test showed Baba's heart to be normal and there appeared 

to be nothing wrong. 

That day, 22 October, was Mehernath Kalchuri's birthday. Unlike every other year, Baba had not called him to 

Meherazad, but sent him his love through a note from Bhau, and Rama sent bhujias for all at Meherazad. After the 

cardiogram was taken, Baba met Bhau's family and sent for the Khilnani family. He embraced Mehernath and 



 

 

remarked, "This year I did not send for you because I myself was coming to meet you. The failure of the transformer 

was just an excuse so that I could come here to see you!" 

Baba embraced Dolly, Sarosh, Viloo, Bhasker, Usha, Rustom Kaka and Silla Kaku before Adi drove him back to 

Meherazad in the DeSoto. 

Khorshed arrived from Bombay on the 24th and stayed with the women for three days. She left on the 27th with 

Jalbhai, who had come to Meherazad for the day. 

 

In late October, Baba announced that, health permitting, he would give darshan to his Eastern lovers in May (1965) 

in Poona, and to his Western lovers in the month of December (1965) in Bombay. His Western lovers were informed 

immediately, while the Easterners were informed of these plans a few weeks later. 

On Sunday, 1 November 1964, Baba called twelve workers of the Poona Center to discuss arrangements for the 

darshan program.326 They agreed to arrange everything. Baba asked them to erect the same type of pandal behind 

Guruprasad as was done for the East-West Gathering. Although at first Baba indicated he would give darshan for the 

first fifteen days of May, he later curtailed the period to five days, from 1 May. After the meeting, the Poona lovers 

left at 4:00 P.M. 

The next day, a busload of 45 devotees from Kakinada, traveling to places of pilgrimage throughout India, arrived in 

Ahmednagar, desiring to have Baba’s darshan. Because of his seclusion, Baba at first agreed to see the group for 

five minutes only, with no bowing down or embraces. But out of his compassion, when Baba met the group on the 

3rd, he permitted each person to bow down to him. 

On Thursday, 5 November, Gajwani and Siganporia arrived at 2:00 P.M. with a family from California — Kenneth 

W. Ranney, his wife, Marjorie, and their 20-year-old son, David. The couple were friends of Bhai Mohan Singh, the 

owner of the Indian pharmaceutical company Ranbaxy Laboratories. Marjorie was a follower of a Seattle woman, 

known as “Mother Hamilton,” a disciple of Yogananda, who had urged her to meet Meher Baba. Marjorie had read 

several of Baba’s books, and had visited the Baba booth at the World’s Fair. 

Many years later, Marjorie recalled: 

Before we left for India, Mother Hamilton instructed me to meet with Meher Baba when I was in India. I wasn’t 

interested in meeting with him, but I did what I was told and asked about Meher Baba when we got to Bombay. 

We met some of his disciples and we were told that Baba was in seclusion and was not seeing visitors. I 

remember feeling greatly relieved because who was I to meet [such] a great man? Shortly after that, we got a 

message from a Baba devotee that Baba would meet with us. 

I remember driving up to the small house where he was living. As we got close there was no doubt where we 

were going, because there was a strong magnetic pull that I felt. He hugged me as I entered. He said that he 

only decided to meet with us because of me. There was a man with Baba who did all the talking. It seemed to 

be telepathic, because there didn’t seem to be any communication from Baba to this man. 

After meeting Baba, the Ranney family spent the next few months driving their own car around India and visiting 

different spiritual places and personalities.327 

 

Nearly 125 lovers (including Shantadevi) gathered at Meherazad on Saturday, 7 November 1964 to hear Habib 

Qawaal perform from 1:00 to 4:00 p.m. Lata sang two songs, and Kokila a ghazal about Baba written by Afsar 

Seemani. 

Noshir Irani had been staying at Meherazad, but left on 9 November. When Adi met Baba the next day, Baba 

seemed out of sorts. One reason was Baba’s poor health. Since Dr. Grant's last visit, Baba had had heart pain or 

muscle cramps in his chest, once or twice, but they were of short duration. For the most part, it was less frequent and 

more bearable due to the medication that had been prescribed. But Baba still felt very weak. In addition to the pain, 

there was a feeling of heaviness and pressure. Besides this, Baba developed an irritating itch and rash on both thighs 

and legs, but after a few days it went away. 

 
326 Those who attended the meeting were: Jalbhai, Meherjee, Sadashiv Patil, Ramakrishnan, Shinde, 

Kamble, Subramaniam, Soman, Bhavsar, Madhusudan, Pratap Ahir and Bhikubhai. 
327 Kenneth died the following year and Marjorie moved to Calcutta, where she lived for the next 30 years, 

although it appears she did not have any further contact with Baba. 



 

 

While at Guruprasad, Pukar had discussed with Baba an idea that Pukar had had concerning the purchase of a huge 

piece of land in Hamirpur. Pukar had imagined that a group of devotees might establish a settlement there. Baba 

approved the idea, and so plans were made on a grand scale to inaugurate the project in Hamirpur at the annual 

Meher Mela, which was to be held from 15–19 November. Baba sent Hoshang Bharucha of Navsari, and Sanjeevani 

Dhakephalkar of Ahmednagar, as his representatives, and after first meeting Baba at Meherazad on 6 November 

1964, they left for Hamirpur. 

Baba embraced them and remarked, "Carry my embrace to the thousands collected at Hamirpur." 

Many lovers from all over the country took part in the mela, including Shuddhanand Bharati, Dr. Moorty, Begum 

Akhtar, Mohan-Saigal, and others from Poona, Bombay, Delhi, Dehra Dun, Jabalpur, Nagpur and Ahmednagar. 

The colony was christened Meherpuri. (Puri means a sanctified settlement for a community.) In the central area of 

the colony, a foundation was laid for erecting a life-size marble statue of Baba. A marble stone slab was brought by 

Meherjee on which to mount the sculpture. (This slab Baba had especially stood upon with folded hands and saluted 

the men mandali.) Also sent were two large rocks from Seclusion Hill that had been blessed by Baba, and these were 

placed in the ground by Hoshang Bharucha on 18 November. The rocks were then covered with cement and bricks. 

Baba also sent a special photograph of himself which was unveiled by Gajwani. 

Baba then sent a telegram to Pukar, Keshav and Sripat Sahai saying how happy their love and work toward 

Meherpuri and the mela had made him. On Baba's first visit to Hamirpur in November 1952, while traveling by the 

eventual site of Meherpuri, Baba had pointed out the place to Pukar. Pukar could not follow the meaning of Baba's 

gesture at that time, and thinking that Baba was asking about the standing crop in that field, he innocently replied 

that it was millet. Baba smiled, and Pukar wondered what it was that Baba had wished to indicate, thinking that there 

was more to Baba’s gesture than he had guessed. It was only twelve years later, when this same land was selected 

and purchased for Meherpuri, that he realized the significance of Baba's gesture. 

During the recent Poona workers' meeting, Baba had told them: "If you want to see me and witness my love, go to 

Hamirpur. I will be there." Those who had gone found his presence in Hamirpur and returned drenched with Wine! 

Jim Mistry wrote of the Bombay group: "They are still in the Meherpuri Mela daze, and there is no end to their 

amazement at the overwhelming love for Baba that they experienced there!" 

This was Baba's leela. During his seclusion, he would keep his lovers away; yet they were not deprived of his 

darshan! The stricter his seclusion, the more his presence was felt at different places such as Meher Dham in 

Nauranga, Meherpuri in Hamirpur, Meherastana in Mahewa, Mehersthan in Kovvur, and Meher Dham and Meher 

Mafi in Dehra Dun. 

 

At 2:00 P.M. on Wednesday, 25 November 1964, an Englishman who had been living in India for eleven years 

arrived in Meherazad, having been sent by R. Chakrapani of Talegaon. The Englishman had become a sanyasi, and 

had taken the name of Mahendra Nath.328 He was accompanied by another monk. 

During their meeting, Baba asked him, "Where will you proceed from here?" 

"Hardwar," he replied. 

"And from Hardwar?" 

"Benares." 

"How long will you go on wandering like this?" 

"I am not wandering but visiting places of pilgrimage." 

Baba told him, "God is within and can be found only there. He should be searched for within, not outside! An 

outward journey to find Him has no value." 

The man answered, "I am in the process of preparing to settle at a temple in Ghatkopar, where a small room is being 

built for me. After that is completed, my wanderings will stop." 

 

328 Mahendra is a Sanskrit name for the Hindu god Indra; Nath is a Sanskrit name for Krishna, meaning 

protector. It is common for yogis, rishis (sages), munis (silent recluses), sadhus and sanyasis (renunciants) 

to assume the name of a deity. 



 

 

Baba observed, "It is very difficult to stop wandering. Only when love for God is born does the wandering gradually 

come to a halt. The mind should turn to ashes in the fire of that love; and when it becomes charred, all your 

wanderings will cease." 

Jalbhai came to Meherazad for a few hours on the 23rd and returned on the 27th with Beheram and Jehangu. 

On 28 November 1964, Don Stevens arrived for a short visit with Baba. From Poona, he was driven to Meherazad 

accompanied by Meherjee. Upon entering mandali hall at 2:00 P.M., Baba asked Don, "Mahapralaya, do you know 

what it is?" 

Baba continued gesturing without waiting for a reply. "It is the breathing in and out of all creation by God." 

Don always tried to be amusing for Baba, so on this occasion, he made an attempt: "Yes, Baba, I know just enough 

about it to get upset when I think what would happen to me if I were caught in it. This lifetime has not been easy, 

and I would be sad to have all that effort wiped out for nothing." 

Baba did not laugh; in fact he did not even smile in acknowledgement. "Not at all, Don. When you are breathed in 

[by God], you are in effect stored in exactly your present situation until creation is breathed out again. 

"Then, when some planetary system has reached the proper stage of development, you are reincarnated and proceed 

with your involution from the point where you had left off [before Mahapralaya]."329 

"Incredible," Don thought, "not the slightest loss or waste in God's creation." 

After completing the editing of God Speaks with Ivy Duce in 1954–55, and Listen, Humanity in 1955–56, Don had 

taken quite a long time off before involving himself with any creative work with Baba's words. On a previous visit, 

one of the first things Baba had said to him after they embraced was: "Don, what are you doing with Baba's words 

these days?" 

Don knew exactly what Baba was driving at, and in fact had felt guilty about taking life easy. Nevertheless, he 

replied, "Baba, I actually haven't been doing anything with your words; I have just been basking in your love!" 

Baba looked pleased, smiled, changed the subject and went on. But after half an hour, all of a sudden he looked 

directly at Don and repeated the question, "But seriously, Don, what are you doing with Baba's words?" 

At that point, Don stopped being evasive and confessed, "Baba, really I have done nothing. I do feel ashamed of 

myself. I have had the feeling that I should get back and start reading your words and studying them again now that 

all the other editing work is finished." 

Baba simply said, "Do that," and changed the subject again. 

On Don’s next visit, again one of the first things Baba asked was, "Well now, Don, what have you done with Baba's 

words?" 

Don had forgotten the previous episode, and felt sick inside himself over his negligence. He sincerely replied, 

"Baba, I am ashamed. Life has been so busy, it just completely skipped my mind. But I promise you that I won't 

come back without having done some good homework." Baba smiled, nodded in agreement, and quickly changed 

the subject. Soon the visit was over. 

When Don returned to America, he dug out Deshmukh's five-volume edited version of Baba's Discourses. When he 

had originally read them seven or eight years before, they had not struck him as spectacular, and he had often 

thought that he should re-read them. When Stevens did, he was struck by the tremendous meaning and pungency of 

virtually every sentence. He wondered how he could have read them before and failed to be excited by all the 

magnificent things they contained. 

Now, back in India again, Don had been so impressed by what he had been reading in the Discourses that he brought 

up the subject with Baba, saying, "Baba, I have fulfilled my promise. I went back and re-read the Discourses and 

think they are absolutely terrific. 

"In fact, I have the feeling that God Speaks and these Discourses will probably be the basic books — virtually a 

Bible — given out by you for the young people who are starting to knock on the doors of the Sufi Center [in San 

Francisco] and in the various Baba groups around the world." 

 
329 For further explanations about Mahapralaya, the Great Dissolution or Great Absorption, refer to God 

Speaks, pp. 119 and 248. 



 

 

Baba said, “Yes, there is a force, a spiritual force, in my words which is of great help to the sincere aspirant. So you 

should work with them and strongly encourage others to work with and read Baba’s words.” 

Don Stevens continued, "But in reading the Discourses, I did notice that the style is more Indian-English than 

American-English. At times, it is a bit awkward, and I had to spend time unconsciously re-inverting sentences to 

understand their meaning. I think you should get someone to reedit them into accepted Western style ... Baba, would 

you entrust that editing job to me?” 

Baba agreed and told him to speak with Adi about it. Adi at that time owned the copyrights of several of Baba's 

books, and he consented to a new edition. In this way, the project of reediting Meher Baba's Discourses into a three-

volume paperback set began, and was eventually printed in Japan and distributed in America by Sufism Reoriented, 

Inc. to the entire English-speaking world. 

This was not, however, the end of the comments Baba was to make in connection with editing and eventually 

retranslating his words. After Don had worked several months on the Discourses, on a subsequent visit to 

Meherazad, Baba asked him how the work was progressing. As sometimes happens in any project, Don was 

apparently at a low ebb in his vitality, and without thinking he blurted out, "Almost finished now, Baba, but I don't 

know how much good all this work will do." 

Baba looked surprised by his comment and made his accustomed gesture for Don to continue his thought. "Well, I 

hear so many people say that words, if anything, obscure Truth, and the mind finally cannot grasp Truth. Even some 

of the people who love you most dearly say that even Baba's words can well be left aside in the pursuit of God-

realization." 

"People say that about Baba's own words?" he almost exploded, he was so angry. 

Don nodded mutely, "Yes." 

Quite upset, Baba continued gesturing rapidly, which Eruch interpreted: "You must understand that whenever Baba 

gives out words for his lovers to use and read, he attaches a spiritual energy to them — something like an atomic 

spiritual bomb! Then, when one reads those words, even if he does not understand even one word of what he reads, 

a part of the spiritual energy will be absorbed by that person. And this energy will be very important for that person 

in his spiritual progress." 

Baba concluded, "It is your duty, Don, to tell people what Baba has said, and to tell them to work with and read 

Baba's words, as this will be a great help in their spiritual ongoing."330 

During one of Don’s visits, Baba sent him to Ellora Caves for a third time, this time with Eruch. As Don recalled: 

We stayed overnight in the guest house of the Nizam of Hyderabad. Eruch was instructed to take me as night 

fell and the caves were closed to the public to enter the Kailash temple. Baba had instructed me to go alone to 

the temple room and sit cross-legged on the floor, and when I came back to Meherazad, I was to tell Baba what 

I experienced. As I sat alone in the temple room I felt nothing for some time. Then suddenly I felt a presence 

that frightened me completely and I left the room and ran to where Eruch was waiting outside for me. When I 

returned to Meherazad, Baba asked what I had felt. When I told him of my fright, he looked at me surprised 

and made no comment. Eruch told me that Baba had often sat in the main temple room, while Eruch kept guard 

at the entrance. 

 

The 38th International Eucharistic Congress of Roman Catholics took place at the end of November 1964 in 

Bombay, and Baba's lovers there distributed 17,100 Universal Message brochures among the delegates. "We should 

not want posterity to point the finger of blame at us for not telling them that the Second Advent they await has come 

to pass, and that Christ is in our midst in person," one from Bombay wrote. Pope Paul VI also came for the 

conference from Rome, landing in Bombay on 2 December 1964.331 It was the first visit to India by a Catholic Pope. 

At the same time, a large congregation of Buddhists headed by the Tibetan Dalai Lama was meeting in Sarnath (a 

village near Benares, where Buddha first preached over 2,500 years ago). Baba commented, "It is of great 

significance to find so many Catholics from all over the world headed by the Pope, and so many Buddhists from all 

 
330 Don Stevens continued working with the Discourses after Meher Baba dropped his body. He oversaw 

the translation of the Discourses and God Speaks into several languages.  

331 The Pope's arrival coincided almost to the minute with Baba's second automobile accident in Udtara 

eight years before. 



 

 

over the world headed by the Dalai Lama to have congregated at the same time in two different places in India 

during my present advent." 

Noshir Irani returned from a trip to Hamirpur on 1 December 1964 and resumed his stay at Meherazad. Sanjeevani 

Dhakephalkar had also gone to Hamirpur as Baba’s representative, and she came to Meherazad with Dhake on the 

6th to give an account of their trip. Rama, Sheela and Mehernath came with them. Donkin returned to Meherabad 

from England on the 7th and saw Baba at Meherazad at 2:00 P.M. on the 11th. 

Harjiwan Lal of Delhi had recently been to England to bring back his son Inder, who was suffering from depression. 

They were permitted to come to Meherazad at 10:00 A.M. on 10 December 1964. Baba advised Inder not to worry 

about anything, but to remain in India and regain his health. Baba also told him write to Baba once a month, and to 

attend the gathering in May. 

From the afternoon of Wednesday, 16 December 1964, Baba began having great pain while putting any weight on 

his hip joint. The pain continued the following day, and Goher speculated that perhaps a tiny chip of bone was 

hurting the inside of the joint, as had happened before. Don was called to examine Baba at 1:30 P.M. on the 17th, and 

Padri came with him. 

On 15 December, Baba's brother Adi Jr. arrived in Ahmednagar from England with his wife Franey, and their two 

children, Dara and Shireen. They met Baba on the morning of the 17th. Adi Jr. was allowed to visit Meherazad often, 

and on a number of occasions (with Baba's permission) he brought the entire family. 

In mid-December 1964, unexpectedly, a few Western women were allowed to see Baba as well. One was Clarice 

Adams' daughter, Cynthia, 21. After finishing her college studies in Melbourne, Cynthia began making plans to tour 

India with a friend named Janice Camm (who was not devoted to Baba). Cynthia wrote to Francis asking if there 

was any possibility of her seeing Baba. Francis replied that Baba was in the strictest of seclusions, and there was not 

the least possibility. Cynthia expected as much, and left on a ship with some other Australian university students. 

The two young Australian women arrived in Bombay on 19 December and Cynthia phoned Arnavaz, who was 

leaving for Meherazad that evening for Mehera's birthday. (Arnavaz and Katie were allowed to stay at Meherazad 

for a week for Mehera's birthday, and Khorshed from Bombay and Manu Jessawala from Poona also came and were 

allowed to stay the same length of time.) Arnavaz, too, was not optimistic of the Australian girls’ chances of seeing 

Baba, but she said she would try for Cynthia at least. Cynthia brought some presents for Baba and the women, which 

Arnavaz took to give them. 

The next morning, the young women planned a trip to the Elephanta Caves, but “for some reason” Cynthia changed 

her mind and decided to go in the afternoon instead. It was just as well. Soon afterwards, the phone rang at their 

hotel, and Nariman informed her that Baba called both of them to Meherazad. That afternoon, they met Nariman, 

Katie and Homa Dadachanji, and all drove together to Ahmednagar. They spent the night in Poona and arrived in 

Ahmednagar at 9:00 A.M. on 21 December. Adi informed them that Baba had instructed that Cynthia and Janice 

should come to see him at 10:00 A.M. So, the young ladies went to Sarosh and Viloo's until it was time to leave, 

while Nariman, Katie and Homa drove on to Meherazad. 

At Viloo Villa, Cynthia Adams and Janice Camm met another Western woman who had arrived the previous night. 

Her name was Phyllis Ott. In fact, because of Phyllis' presence there had been a mix-up over Janice's coming. Baba 

informed Arnavaz that only Cynthia and Phyllis should come, and that Janice should remain in Bombay. But Adi 

had rung Katie and said that "Cynthia and her friend" should come, thinking Phyllis Ott was an acquaintance of 

Cynthia Adams. Phyllis had already left Bombay, so Katie assumed Adi was referring to Janice Camm. When this 

was mentioned to Baba, he decided, "Let Janice come, too." So, it seems he meant for Janice to see him all along. 

After a rest, the three women were driven to Meherazad by Sarosh and Viloo. Following them in another car were 

Adi Sr., and Adi Jr. and his family. As the cars stopped, Francis came out first, greeted them and took them straight 

into the hall, where Baba was already seated dressed in a pink coat. He embraced each of them and asked them to sit 

down on the mats along the wall. 

Baba inquired about Janice Camm, and she replied that she was an old friend of Cynthia's. Baba turned to Cynthia 

and asked, "How is your Mum?" Cynthia said, "She is fine, Baba, and sends you her love." 

Adi, Franey, Dara and Shireen were sitting in the hall, as were the men mandali. Shireen was on the floor near 

Baba's feet drawing pictures, and from time to time, Baba would reach down to caress her. 

Baba then discussed matters with Phyllis Ott for a while. An accomplished painter, Phyllis was teaching Art at a 

community college in Woodstock. The previous May, she and her husband, Lyn, had written to Baba of their 

intention to come to India, but Baba had cabled back not to come until the following year. Phyllis, however, felt 

"called from within" to come, and sent a telegram before getting on a plane for India, saying she was coming during 



 

 

the Christmas school vacation. Like Cynthia Adams, she had no idea she would actually be allowed to meet Baba; 

she simply wished to be physically as near to him as possible and perhaps meet some of those who knew him. 

Phyllis Ott's initial reaction to meeting the Lord of her heart was as follows: 

I recognized the Master from the moment I saw the shape of his left ear, which was silhouetted and visible to 

me through the opened door of mandali hall. Without hesitation, I slipped off my sandals and went to Baba's 

arms. I kissed him many times on the hands and face. He was passive. I did not feel that he returned any of my 

kisses, but he was not rejecting. I went and sat near him, close to the door. My thought was: "If Meher Baba 

spoke, it would be the thunderous roar of a powerful lord." 

Eruch said, "Phyllis, Baba says that did you know that he is giving darshan in December 1965, and that this is 

December 1964? However, he is happy to see you. Baba would like to know, now that you are in India, what are 

your plans?" 

Phyllis replied, "I was planning on staying here for two days, and then to return to Bombay on Wednesday and fly 

back to New York on Thursday." 

Baba stated, "No one is allowed to stay here anymore, but you can stay in Ahmednagar with Sarosh and Viloo. You 

are all very fortunate to be able to see me, as I am in strict seclusion." 

Looking at Viloo, he continued, "Viloo loves me. I sent her to the north last year as my representative at the 

Hamirpur fair, and this year, I am sending her to the south for the opening of one of my centers there [in Andhra]." 

Baba asked them whether they would like private interviews, and all three women said that they would. 

Baba asked Janice Camm, "Would you come back next December for the sahavas program?" Janice was 

noncommittal. 

He asked Cynthia Adams the same thing. "You bet!" she replied, which seemed to amuse Francis. 

Baba turned to Phyllis Ott and asked, "How is Lyn?" Lyn had been in the hospital only a few weeks before, due to a 

bleeding ulcer, and although he was recovering when Phyllis left for India, she replied, "I don’t know how he is, but 

I hope he is well." 

"Why didn't you bring Lyn with you?" 

"I can’t bring him, Baba. He has to come on his own volition." 

"Why didn't he come to see me?" 

Phyllis was about to reply, "Am I my brother's keeper?" but her thought was intercepted and she replied, "Lyn 

obeys." 

For a while, Baba conversed again with the others before asking, "And you, Phyllis, you do not obey?" 

She said, "I do obey, but Baba doesn’t." 

Baba received this with great pleasure, putting his thumb and forefinger together in a circular gesture of perfection. 

Later, Phyllis realized that what she meant was that when we belong exclusively to Baba, everything we do is really 

done by him. 

Lyn Ott was suffering from retinitis pigmentosa, a degenerative disease of the retina that caused him to have tunnel 

vision. Baba asked, "How are Lyn's eyes? Does he see?" 

Phyllis said, "Lyn sees a lot, but not enough to make it very practical for him to work or walk by himself." 

"Can he see my face?" Baba asked. 

"It would be difficult to say how Lyn would see your face." 

"Tell Lyn to come to me. I will show him my face as it really is. This I reveal to very few." 

Phyllis said, "It would be difficult for Lyn to make the trip alone from the United States to India. There are so many 

changes from bus to plane and plane stops en route, and then from the plane to a train from Bombay to come here." 

"Is there any reason why you could not accompany him?" asked Baba. 

Phyllis thought of the problem of lack of money, but then dismissed it and said, "No." 

Baba assured her, "You should accompany Lyn on the trip." 

The others went out, and Phyllis was the first to have a private interview. Only Eruch and Francis were present, 

Eruch on Baba's right and Francis on his left. Phyllis came and sat on the floor by Baba's right. The interview began: 

Baba asked, "Why have you come to India?" 



 

 

She answered, "Baba, I was crying like a baby for you to come to my room, and when you didn’t, like a child I have 

come out of bed and down the corridor to enter your room." 

Baba repeated his question, "Why have you come to India?" 

Not looking up, Phyllis replied, "Baba, I want to get rid of myself. I know it is wrong to give oneself to another 

person. It’s a terrible burden on another to show how much you love that person. Yet, I can give myself to you, 

Baba. It would not hurt you to accept me." 

Baba asked her to repeat what she had just said. Phyllis said, "I want to get rid of myself. I want to serve. I do serve 

and I serve well, but my own needs get in the way. I am unfulfilled and this brings a limit to my capacity to serve. 

There is no way that I can satisfy my needs and they are killing me. So, I want to get rid of myself." 

Baba gestured, "When Baba will be within you, there will be no need to come to India." 

Phyllis then mentioned something which had been on her mind. She had come to meet Baba because she loved him 

personally, but being born Jewish, a faith which worships God as formless and not as man, she felt unable to accept 

him as her Master. She said, "Baba, I do not know if I can follow you. I am Jewish, and you know that the Jews have 

had many false Messiahs." 

Eruch interpreted Baba's reply, "Phyllis, Baba wants you to know that Baba is God." 

She replied, "I always knew that God is silent." 

Baba asked, "Have you read God Speaks?" 

"I tried to, but then I got pregnant and could not concentrate on reading it. I felt incapable of caring for another child 

[she already had four]. With Lyn's eye problem, his physical needs are very great." 

She asked, "Baba, why do I have so much to do?" 

Baba did not respond, and she continued, "I felt things were beyond my capacity, so I had a legal abortion and 

sterilization just before coming. Baba, I can't explain, but I feel bereaved." 

Phyllis recalled: "As I spoke, I heard, felt and saw myself as a great mother, Rachel of the Bible, who had climbed to 

the mountaintop and met her God there, and was wailing in a terrible cry for her murdered children.332 

"I was there complaining to Baba, crying out in pain to God. I was a mother besieged by work for children, a 

handicapped husband, and her own needs for some time for herself. And I was a mother who killed her unborn child, 

as existential an act as human beings can do within the man-made laws." 

Baba did not comment on her confession. He was very grave and asked, "How well do you understand God 

Speaks?" 

She said, "I don't know; only you can know whether I understand what you have written." 

Baba made his circular gesture again, and Phyllis asked what it meant. "Not bad; pretty good," Eruch said. 

Baba continued, "Read God Speaks three or four times. Your eyes will weep and weep and weep. Your heart will 

burn and burn and burn, and be consumed. And you will experience the Real." 

Phyllis later recounted: "The impact of these words came into my consciousness like a bomb. All the petty issues of 

my life instantly collapsed, like a congested slum, into rubble and dust." 

She tried to continue the interview longer and return to the light friendly atmosphere of half an hour before. She 

mentioned someone who sent a message to Baba through her to help him. A cloud came over Baba's face, and he 

dismissed her, gesturing, "You have had quite enough time. Do you know how many millions of people need me 

right now?" And Phyllis was sent outside. 

 

Next to be called inside was Cynthia Adams. When she entered the hall, Cynthia, too, sat at Baba's feet, Francis on 

her right. Through Eruch, Baba stated, "You are blessed that I have allowed you to see me. Do you remember when 

I visited your house in 1956?" 

"I remember it very well," she said. 

Baba remarked, "I feel very open today, and you may tell me anything." 

 
332 Rachel is one of the Matriarchs in the Old Testament. Rachel’s weeping is a symbolic reference to her 

mourning those of her people who were massacred or sent into exile.  



 

 

Cynthia was deeply concerned about her father's drinking. She said, "Baba, I’m worried about my father. He drinks 

too much." 

Baba looked enormously pleased and interested in this information. He asked, "Is he sick yet?" 

Cynthia was so startled that Baba had looked pleased that she kept quiet. At the time, there was no hint of illness on 

her father's part, but years later, he became incapacitated by severe breathing difficulties. She also later realized that 

her father had actually been spreading Baba's name in the local pub he used to frequent. Baba's pleasure on being 

told that Stan Adams drank too much made Cynthia realize it was Baba's will that had brought this about and was 

really none of her business. It was between Baba and her father. 

Baba informed her, "Your father, too, should attend the December sahavas." Then he asked, "But what about you? 

How about you?" and he repeated that she, too, must come. 

During Baba's visit in 1956, he had asked Cynthia if she loved him. He now repeated the same question, "Do you 

love me?" 

"Yes," Cynthia said, "I think I do. I wasn't sure last time, but I think I do now." 

"You must love me more," Baba gestured. 

Then he stated, "You should read God Speaks from cover to cover several times. It will answer all your questions." 

(At this, Cynthia thought: "What questions? I haven't got any!") 

"What do you take me to be?" Baba asked. 

"God." 

He was pleased by her reply. "Yes," he motioned, "I am God," and Baba expounded on this theme a bit further. 

They then discussed Francis Brabazon's two books Stay with God and Let Us, The People, Sing. Francis told Baba, 

"Cynthia has a very good voice." But she replied that she had given up singing lessons, and Baba did not ask her to 

sing. Baba seemed absorbed and withdrawn at this point. 

Next, Baba called Janice Camm in and again asked if she would come in December. "At darshan times I open the 

gates of love and let it flood my lovers' hearts," he explained. 

Baba nodded at Cynthia and inquired, "What are your plans now?" 

She said, "We intend returning to Poona, then going on to Delhi and possibly down to Madras and Bangalore." 

Baba contemplated this and after a long pause, his fingers moving rapidly, he gave them permission to go and had 

his lovers along the way informed to look after them. (Cynthia then realized she should have asked his permission 

first about her travel plans.) 

Baba instructed her, "Be very careful of your health. Do not drink the water and do not eat ordinary Indian food 

[from the street vendors]. Eat only at good hotels or restaurants." 

He also emphasized, "Don’t visit any saints or sadhus. It would not be good for you to see other saints, as you have 

just met me. In fact, it could be harmful." 

Adi Jr., Dara, Franey, and Shireen were called back into the hall. Shireen began asking Baba different questions. 

Eruch laughed and said, "Shireen is always asking Baba questions." 

Baba remarked to the child, "I cannot be understood with the mind, only through the heart." He explained, "I am 

Universal and in everyone and everything." 

Then he asked her, "Do you love me as much as I love you?" 

Shireen looked carefully at Baba and replied, "More!" Everyone laughed. Baba, too, looked amused and hugged 

Shireen. 

He then had Phyllis, Cynthia and Janice go meet Mehera and the other women mandali. Mani told Cynthia that her 

present for Baba (a boomerang) had been a big hit and that Baba had thrown it. 

After a short while, they returned to the hall. Baba instructed them to have lunch at Sarosh's, and to leave for Poona 

that afternoon, where his brother, Jalbhai, would meet them and show them around the city. He embraced each 

woman again, and they left at about 11:00 A.M. Phyllis returned to America, and Cynthia and Janice toured India for 

a month and left for Australia during the last week of January. 

 



 

 

Mehera’s birthday on 22 December 1964 was a low-key affair, with only a few close lovers called, and a special 

lunch brought by Viloo. Goher’s father Rusi Pop, her brother Jal and his wife Dolly saw Baba the following day, 

after many years. 

Baba had been advised to sit in the sun for a little while each day, so on 25 December, Adi Sr. sent his revolving 

office chair to Meherazad on Bhagirath’s truck for Baba’s use. Freiny Nalavala and Elcha Mistry of Dehra Dun met 

Baba the following day at 1:00 P.M. for half an hour. Freiny was called inside to meet Mehera, while Elcha (“Beggar 

Boy” as he was fondly referred to) entertained Baba and the mandali with jokes and tall tales. The Khilnani and 

Kalchuri families were called on the 27th, and Gajwani and Siganporia had darshan on the 28th. Someone who was 

not called was Rati Baliwala, the mentally unsound woman from Bombay. She showed up at Meherazad again on 

the 29th, and had to be sent back to Bombay. 

Amiya Kumar Hazra also arrived on 28 December, and spent two hours with Baba; he returned to Meherazad the 

next day also. Hazra was a Jabalpur follower, who, along with his family, availed himself of every opportunity for 

Baba's darshan. 

On the 30th, Hazra brought Seth Govindas, a well-known Hindi writer and member of parliament from Jabalpur, 

whom he had told about Baba. 

Govindas' son was a government minister in the Madhya Pradesh cabinet, but he had recently expired. Govindas 

was naturally deeply disconsolate over his son’s death. 

Govindas pleaded before Baba, "I want to be rid of this grief. I want peace." 

Baba replied, "I will surely give you peace; but come to Poona in May." 

"Will I not have peace until then?" 

"It will come gradually; but in Poona, you will feel at peace completely." 

"Where is my son, Baba?" 

"He is with me!" 

"I have no faith in God!" 

"Who has faith in Him? If one had faith in God, what would there be to worry about? Everything happens according 

to His will, and once faith is born, there is no question of our existence or our passing away." 

Baba instructed him to travel directly back to his home and convey Baba’s love to his other family members. 

Govindas was highly impressed with the meeting, but he did not follow Baba instructions, because of a prior 

commitment to attend a Hindi literary conference in Bombay. Due to illness, he was also unable to attend the 

darshan in Poona in 1965. Later, when he recovered, he requested darshan, but being in seclusion Baba did not grant 

it. 

On 31 December, Baba dictated this special message to be sent to Adi Arjani (in Pakistan), who was compiling 

Baba's statements for a daily-diary project: 

"To love those whom you could not hate is natural; but to love those whom you cannot love is to love me as I 

should be loved." 

Thus 1964 came to an end. Although Baba was in strict seclusion, a few fortunate souls had had the chance of seeing 

him. Baba's Universal work continued in seclusion and, in fact, was increasing. At the same time, so was his 

suffering. 

 

Dr. Deshmukh came to Meherazad on Friday, 1 January 1965. Chinta Sarvarao, Majety Ramamohan Rao and 

Manikyala Rao from Andhra also had a meeting with Baba that day at 1:30 p.m. for an hour. Ramjoo came for a few 

hours on the 2nd with S. G. Jog, a friend from Satara who was a homeopathic doctor. 

As mentioned, on several occasions, Baba permitted his brother Adi Jr. to bring his family for Baba’s darshan. 

Shireen was only seven years old, but was quite intelligent and precocious. Her visits enlivened the atmosphere at 

Meherazad, and Baba and the mandali enjoyed her company and inquisitiveness. Once a visitor to their London 

home, seeing a picture of Baba on the wall, asked who it was. Before Adi or Franey could reply, Shireen declared, 

"That is God!" 

She would sometimes ask her father questions that he could not answer. For example, once she asked, "What is 

beyond space?" and when she did not get a satisfactory reply, she said, "You are God's brother, and yet you don't 

know the answer!" 



 

 

Adi Jr. told his daughter, "You'd better wait and put such questions to your Uncle when you meet him." 

She would say, "Yes, only God can explain these things to me." 

After embracing Baba one day, Shireen sat near his feet and at the first opportunity asked him, "Baba, what is 

beyond space?" 

The mandali were awestruck at such a question from a child of seven. Baba looked at her lovingly and gestured, 

"God." 

Shireen seemed to understand this, but then asked, "Then where is heaven?" 

Baba gestured in reply, "It is between space and God." Shireen looked satisfied. 

When Shireen told a friend at school that she was leaving for India to meet God, they thought up a question together 

to ask God: "Which is higher: the stars, the Sun, the Moon or the clouds?" 

She asked it now and Baba smiled and answered, "I am. I am the Highest of the High." 

One day Adi Jr. told Shireen to remove her shoes before going into the hall at Meherazad. Shireen asked why, and 

Adi explained, "Don't you know we are going inside to meet God?" 

"But isn't God everywhere?" she questioned. "Is He not in the shoes?" 

Adi said, "Baba is God in human form and to express reverence we remove our shoes, for shoes collect dirt and we 

should be clean in the presence of God." 

Shireen acted accordingly and removed her shoes, but during her visit she indirectly brought up the subject by 

saying, "Baba, you are God." 

Baba smiled and gestured, "Yes, I am God, and God is everywhere and in everyone," and he pointed to each of the 

mandali sitting before him. 

Shireen turned to whisper something to one of the men sitting near her, but Baba motioned her to speak freely. She 

said, "I just had a thought, Baba. If God is everywhere and in everyone, then [pointing at Baba] who is that sitting in 

the chair?" 

Baba replied, "God in human form. God is everywhere indeed, but can you see Him in everything? Can you feel 

Him in everyone you meet? You certainly do not. So I — God — have assumed this form of man to tell you and 

awaken you all to the fact that God is everywhere and in everyone and in everything. I am the God-Man." 

Shireen's navjot ceremony was to be performed in the Parsi fire-temple in Ahmednagar on Thursday evening, 7 

January 1965, which Baba indicated should be done according to the wishes of Franey's parents (Sarosh’s brother 

Dinshaw and his wife Soonamai). That morning, Adi Jr., Franey, Dara, Shireen, Soonamai and Sarosh drove to 

Meherazad to see Baba first. Baba blessed the sadra and kusti and placed it on his niece with his own hands. 

Kaikobad was told to recite a short prayer. 

A week or so before the navjot ceremony (for which Shireen had to learn many Zoroastrian prayers), Baba asked her 

to learn the Master’s Prayer and recite it to him. She did as instructed and recited the prayer before Baba on the 

morning of her navjot. Shireen did not make any mistakes and she considered that was her real navjot. Ironically, 

she made many mistakes when reciting the Zoroastrian prayers later that day at the temple. 

After reciting the prayer, Shireen was permitted to take Baba's darshan. Afterwards, this exchange between her and 

Baba took place: "Baba, I know we are born again and again, but you are God; so how is it that you get born?" she 

asked. 

Baba replied, "Once in a while, God takes birth because of His love for His creation. I am born in human form so 

that you may see me as you are, and if you are fortunate to know me and love me, then some day you will see me as 

I really am." 

"You are in all of us, then are we all in you?" 

Baba nodded, "Yes, that is so." 

"We are your children, then why can't we stay with you?" 

"If you love me, then I am with you, wherever you are staying." 

"If I did not love you, Baba — oh, I am not saying I don't, because I do love you! — but just supposing I did not, 

then it would not be my fault, would it? It would be because you did not want me to love you!" 

"Yes, it is all my will. My will governs the creation. You love me because I want you to love me." 



 

 

The family came to Meherazad the following day also to be with Baba. At another time, while seated in the hall with 

Baba and the mandali, Shireen was absorbed in gazing at one of Baba's framed portraits on the wall. In the painting, 

she noticed a light around Baba's head. "What is that around Baba's head?" she asked. 

One of the mandali replied, "The circle of light represents the halo around Baba." 

Baba explained it to her more simply, gesturing, "It is my Light, Shireen." 

"But Baba," she protested, "I don't see it around you!" 

Baba asked her to look at the picture again. He then motioned for her to close her eyes, and when she did so, she was 

asked, "Now, do you see the light glowing around the face in the picture?" Still closing her eyes, she replied no. 

"Open your eyes. Can you see the circle of light in the picture now?" 

"Yes, Baba," Shireen said. 

"I am Light, the Ocean of Light. You cannot see it with ordinary eyes. The eye that sees this Light is different. When 

that eye is opened you will see my Light more clearly than you can now see the light painted in the picture." 

"Why can't you open that eye, Baba?" 

"I can. But for that, my grace has to descend, and for my grace to descend on you, you have to love me as I should 

be loved." 

"Will that Light burn me if I see it?" 

"No, it cannot burn you, it will make you blissful and very happy." 

"When will I see that Light?" 

"When you really want to see it, you will. Just as when a child is really hungry and cries for food, the mother feeds 

it. When you are really hungry for it, you will get the sight to see my Light." 

"When will I be really hungry for it?" 

"When you love me as I should be loved." 

"How can I love you like that?" 

"By remembering me all the time, with all your heart." 

"By what name should I remember you?" 

"Say, 'Baba, Baba, Baba ...' " 

Shireen was quite receptive to all that Baba revealed to her. During her talk with him, she seemed oblivious of the 

others sitting in the room. After some time, when Baba asked her what she was thinking about, she gazed sweetly at 

Baba and just opened and closed her lips, uttering in a low, sweet voice, "Ba ... Ba." 

When she was having lunch with Baba and the women mandali, she suddenly piped up, "I wish I had a magic 

wand!" One of the women asked her what she would do with a magic wand, and she replied, "I would wish for what 

I want." 

"And what would you want to wish for?" another asked. 

"To see Baba with the Light around him!" 

In England, Shireen had had little occasion to hear of snakes and scorpions, but in India when she was warned about 

looking out for them, she felt frightened and disgusted. During one of her visits to Meherazad, she asked Baba about 

them: "Why did God create snakes and scorpions — creepy-crawly things like that?" 

Baba smiled and pointed to Eruch for an answer. Eruch said, "God has created such things so that in our fear we 

may call out to Him and remember Him." 

Shireen was not satisfied and retorted, "But God is all-powerful, so He can make us remember Him directly instead 

of through nasty, horrible things like snakes and scorpions. Was there any mistake on God's part in creating them?" 

Such innocent, but equally deep questions startled those present. Baba appeared pleased and happy, and explained to 

her, "Good and bad, beautiful and ugly, are all mine. They are me. It was not a mistake on the part of God when He 

created snakes and scorpions. It is all as it should be." 

"But why did God have to create such creatures?" she insisted. 

Baba explained, "You Shireen, are so pretty and sweet, and yet every day when you sit on the potty you bring out 

what is dirty and smelly. Why do you do it? Because it is necessary, and it helps to keep you well and pretty. And so 

are all things in God's creation necessary. Both good and bad, beautiful and ugly, are mine." 



 

 

This answer was immediately acceptable to the child, and she gave a deep sigh of satisfaction and wore a happy 

expression on her face. 

When Baba once told her, "I love you very much," Shireen went over and whispered in his ear, "I love you even 

more." Whenever Mehera or someone else would give her a gift, sweets or a toy, she would run to offer it first to 

Baba. And to please her, Baba would partake of the sweets (otherwise, because of his diabetes, he was not eating 

sweets) and play with the toys. 

On occasion, Baba would make Shireen sing and tell him jokes. When Baba would have soup in the afternoons, he 

would give it to her to finish. 

In her words, about her time with her "favorite uncle," Shireen recollected: 

Baba made me feel very loved. He gave me lots of attention, which of course delighted me. I thought he was so 

wonderful — my loving uncle, a magician, and all-knowing God. I felt I could ask him anything, and he 

always answered my questions at my level, the level of a child, but at the same time he treated each question 

seriously. I pestered him a lot. 

During our stay in India, Baba made me feel I could do whatever I wanted. He spoiled me and I knew that I was 

being spoiled, but I really liked it. I just wanted to be with him. I only wanted to be with Baba, all the time. 

Kaikobad used to sit on Baba's right inside the hall, and Baba would remark to Dara, "He sees me as I really am." 

Baba asked Dara about his work and commented, "It must be cold in England now." 

Dara said, "You get used to it, Baba." 

Baba pretended to shiver and gestured, "You are a brave lad. I couldn't do it!" 

Dara was gradually losing his sight to the same ailment which afflicted Lyn Ott, and Baba asked about it. Dara said 

that it was all right, but he had trouble seeing at dusk when it was turning dark. But, fortunately, some people who 

lived nearby took the same route as he did and helped him get home. 

Baba consoled his nephew, "Don't worry, Dara. My nazar is on you." He also added, "I will find the right wife for 

you." 

Adi Jr. left on 15 January 1965 to return to London, but Franey, Dara and Shireen stayed in India until the first of 

March, and they were permitted to come to Meherazad a few more times. 

 

From 1964 onwards, Amar Singh Saigal gave talks in Hindi on All India Radio from wherever he happened to be. 

His talks were broadcast from stations such as Delhi, Bhopal, Hyderabad, Patna, et cetera. Bhau would write these 

speeches for Saigal, and then mail them to him from Meherazad. Because of certain controversies though, the Indian 

government had banned the broadcasting of any matters concerning living saints or gurus, so Bhau would fashion 

the speeches on such general topics as honesty, integrity, brotherhood and love, weaving Meher Baba's sayings 

throughout. Baba and all at Meherazad would listen to the talks on the radio, and it was a thrill every time Saigal 

would say: "... and Avatar Meher Baba says ..." 

Saigal came to Meherazad to see Baba at 1:30 P.M. on 8 January 1965, and later that evening, Saigal gave a talk at 

the Ahmednagar Center. The following evening at 9:00 P.M., he addressed a huge crowd at the Gandhi Maidan 

(square) in the city. 

Adi Sr. had brought Saigal to Meherazad in his car, along with N. V. Ramanaiah of Guntur and Ramakrishnan and 

Bhavsar of Poona. Ramanaiah had first had Baba's darshan in Guruprasad, in January 1959, and since then had been 

a regular visitor to Baba whenever the opportunity arose. He was anxious to expand the work of the Guntur Center, 

which had opened a little less than a year previously, and Ramanaiah had been to Poona in December to get advice 

from Ramakrishnan in regard to the working of the Poona Center, and to collect some literature. At that time, he had 

requested that Ramakrishnan have Baba bless a photograph taken by Meelan Studio, and to send it to him for their 

center in Guntur. 

Instead, Ramanaiah received a telegram informing him that Baba was calling him personally to Meherazad. Baba 

touched the photograph and remarked, "This is a unique instance, my blessing my own photograph. I will be coming 

with you back to Guntur and I myself will do my work according to my own plans." This photograph was 

subsequently installed in the center on Baba's birthday that year. 

A ten-person contingent of Baba lovers from Navsari, led by Hoshang Bharucha, met Baba at Meherazad at 11:00 

A.M. on Sunday, 10 January 1965. Rustom, Sohrab and Sheroo were also visitors that day. Bal Natu also arrived and 

was permitted to stay at Meherazad for ten days. 



 

 

On the 13th, a young man named Jaswant Rai of Punjab arrived unexpectedly at Khushru Quarters and met Adi. 

Jaswant had sold all his possessions and come with the idea of dedicating his life to Baba’s cause. Adi explained that 

Baba wanted his followers to fulfill all their worldly responsibilities while at the same time loving and obeying him. 

The young man seemed deeply depressed and spoke of suicide. Adi took pity on him and took him to Meherazad, 

where Baba permitted him darshan. Lovingly, Baba instructed him to return home and remember him 

wholeheartedly. “I am there with you always,” he assured him. 

Later that afternoon, however, Adi received this note from Baba: “You should not under any circumstances send any 

visitor to Meherazad for Baba’s darshan.” 

 

Meanwhile in America, Irwin and Edward Luck, of Miami, wrote regularly to Baba and kept him informed of their 

activities. On 6 January 1965, in reply to one of their queries, Baba had Eruch write: "Baba says that he alone is the 

Beloved; and he being the true Beloved is already with you, his lover. He wants you to be a true lover to feel the 

Beloved's presence near you. He who is the true lover will always want to please his Beloved under any 

circumstances — trying circumstances or otherwise ..." 

On 30 January, in reply to one of their queries, Baba had Eruch write: "Whether one loves Baba or not is absolutely 

immaterial; what really matters is his love for the lover ..." 

In the same letter to the Luck brothers, Eruch added: "Baba wants you to remain happy and composed in his love 

and this will help you the most ..." 

Pukar arrived at Meherazad on 11 January for a four-day stay. On the 13th, Baba gave him this message for the 

opening of his Mauni-vani (Silent Speech) Press in Hamirpur: 

All words have arisen from the silent Word of God — and when truthfully uttered spread around the world 

carrying my message of Love and Truth. I give my blessing for the fulfillment of the purpose of Mauni-vani 

Press. 

On 14 January, Baba sent this message for the Andhra Pradesh Sports Council's third annual track and field 

competition: 

When an excellent performance by one's opponents is appreciated equally by one's own side, sports not only 

makes for physical fitness and mental alertness, but becomes a spiritual and enriching experience. When this 

fitness, alertness and enrichment is carried into one's daily work and associations, one can play the game of life 

in the manner of a true sportsman. 

For the previous few months, Baba had experienced periodic severe pain in his neck and in the left scapular region 

of his back. Consequently, on Saturday, 16 January 1965, Baba was driven to Booth Hospital with Goher and Eruch, 

where fresh X-rays were taken of his neck and spine. Adi went in advance, as usual. Dr. Southwell was present and 

examined the X-rays with Goher and the radiologist. 

About the pain, Baba remarked to the mandali, "It is but the yoke of universal suffering around my neck." 

On the 18th, Meherwan Jessawala arrived for his annual stay at Meherazad. Don met Dr. Southwell that day and 

discussed Baba’s condition with him. Don then went to Meherazad and spoke with Goher. Long telephone calls to 

Nariman ensued, instructing him to convey Dr. Southwell’s diagnosis to Dr. Ram Ginde. Meherjee was also 

contacted with the same information. They were told that Baba’s pain was increasing, but since the recent X-rays 

were the same as those taken previously, it was difficult to determine the cause. Perhaps the collar was not fitting 

properly, as Baba said it was uncomfortable. Ginde was informed that, if traction was required, Baba would not 

remain in bed for 24 hours. Some sort of intermittent traction might be an alternative. 

So early on Wednesday, 20 January, Padri brought Anand Shinde, the collar maker, to Meherazad. Don came also. 

Shinde made some adjustments to the collar, and was asked to return on Sunday. 

On Sunday, 24 January 1965, Dr. Ginde, along with Nariman and Homa (driving Nariman’s car), arrived from 

Bombay, to examine Baba. Shinde arrived by bus and all went to Meherazad at 12:30 p.m. with Adi, Don and Padri. 

Ginde recommended that Baba use the foam rubber collar for two to three hours each morning, and again each 

evening. He also recommended that Baba avoid all undue movements of his neck, and when resting in bed, that 

Baba lie on his side and back, taking light and gentle massage with medicinal ointment. Ginde also prescribed some 

specific vitamins and other tablets. Dr. Ginde and the others left at 2:00 P.M. for Bombay, while Padri and Don 

stayed until 4:00 P.M. and then returned to Meherabad. 



 

 

Padri and Don were not getting along, and Baba called them to Meherazad four days later, on Thursday, 28 January, 

to sort out their differences. He met with each of them individually and then together, and they returned happy and 

reconciled to Meherabad. 

On 30 January, Dr. Ginde returned with Meherjee, Anand Shinde and a physiotherapist friend named Gopal S. Joshi, 

who was to stay in Ahmednagar (at Dowlat Lodge) for a week. Joshi massaged Baba's neck, shoulder and upper 

back twice a day, from 9:00 to 11:00 A.M., and from 3:00 to 5:00 P.M. Shinde had brought a plastic perforated collar 

for Baba, which he hoped would be cooler and more comfortable. Dr. Ginde recommended that the collar be worn 

three times a day when he was not being massaged, from 9:30 A.M. to 12:30 P.M., 1:30 to 3:00 P.M., and 4:00 or 4:30 

to 7:00 P.M. Wearing the collar around his neck, Baba would sit with the men in the hall. Dr. Ginde returned to 

Bombay the next day. Like Ram Ginde, Joshi and Shinde became faithfully devoted to Baba. 

Joshi was called early, at 7:30 a.m. on Monday, 1 February 1965. Adi brought him, and he treated Baba in his 

bedroom. Rather than coming and going from Ahmednagar, Joshi was permitted to remain at Meherazad until the 

5th. At 11:00 A.M. that day, Baba experienced a very painful pins-and-needles sensation in both arms for about 45 

minutes. It was more intense and lasted longer in the left arm. Ginde sent another plastic collar on the 2nd for Baba to 

wear during the night. 

For two days Baba did not complain about it, but on the 4th, after Baba had worn the collar for half an hour 

following his daily massage, the painful sensation returned at 11:00 A.M. Goher had been worried it might be heart 

trouble, but now reasoned it was due to the pressure of the collar on Baba's shoulder. Baba's neck pains decreased 

somewhat with Joshi's massages, but afterwards the pain would return at varied intervals in the nape of his neck or 

shoulders. Since it was determined that the plastic collar was causing him to suffer the sensation of sharp pins and 

needles in his arms, Baba stopped wearing it at night. 

Also on the 4th, a new pair of chappals were made for Baba, with the right heel raised three-fourths of an inch to 

compensate for the difference in length of Baba’s legs. Baba found these much more comfortable. 

 

On 7 February 1965, Baba made an exception and permitted Ginde’s brother-in-law, an advocate from Poona named 

V. G. Herekar, to come to Meherazad at 11:00 A.M. with his family. The Vietnam War was raging at this time, and 

that day the Americans began the first retaliatory bombing raids on North Vietnam. 

Shinde returned to Meherazad on the 8th, with an improved traction collar, which he adjusted to Baba’s comfort. 

Baba wore it for two hours, and found that the intensity of his neck pain had become less severe. Khorshed had 

arrived from Bombay and was called to Meherazad at 1:15 p.m. Sarosh and Viloo were permitted to see Baba that 

afternoon, along with Franey and their daughter-in-law Anita and her baby.333 

Baidul was taken to Bombay at this time and admitted to Parsi General Hospital for treatment. He remained in 

Bombay for five months, where his daughter Sarwar looked after him. 

Dr. Ginde returned on Saturday, 13 February to reexamine Baba, and he spent the night at Meherazad. Homa had 

driven him from Bombay in Nariman’s car. In the hall, Baba asked Bhau to read out couplets from Meher Geet Suda 

to Ginde during this visit. After hearing a few couplets in Hindi, Baba remarked to Bhau, "Do you know? Have you 

any idea what you have written? It is better than Kabir!" 

Baba turned to Ginde and the others, and said, "This man says that he does not know how to write poems; but has he 

any idea what he has written? Kabir of course wrote sublime things, but the language is simple. Here Bhau has 

written in Hindi in such a way that he has taken care of the language as well as the content. And yet he always 

complains that he does not know how to write!" 

Ginde left on 14 February and stopped for lunch in Poona at Herekar’s, after having a flat tire on the way. 

Meanwhile, as they were dealing with changing the tire, Meherwan telephoned Herekar to inform Ginde that Baba’s 

neck pain had worsened since he had left. Goher and Don decided to have new X-rays taken at Booth Hospital, 

which was done on the 15th or 16th. Don took the X-rays to Bombay, where Ginde examined them and decided to 

return to Meherazad on the weekend, if Baba would give his permission. Again, long telephone calls went back and 

forth over the arrangements and treatment. 

Ginde arrived at 7:45 a.m. on Saturday, 20 February 1965 in Nariman’s car, with Homa driving. They spent that 

night at Meherazad. As mentioned, Dr. Ginde was very devoted to Baba. He would eat whatever food the mandali 

were having, and would not want anything special cooked for his sake. Inevitably, whenever Ginde came to 

 
333 Sarosh was permitted to bring his grandson and family to Meherazad again on 14 March 1965, the 

baby’s first birthday. 



 

 

Meherazad, the next day Baba would tell him his pain had lessened, which would please the doctor as he was 

usually about to return to Bombay. On his way, Ginde would stop for lunch in Poona at Herekar’s. Even before 

Ginde arrived in Bombay, Adi would be instructed to phone him from his office that Baba's pain was intense; 

nevertheless, Baba indicated that Ginde should proceed straight to Bombay, and not drive back to Meherazad. This 

would confuse the doctor, but he would go to Bombay as instructed and return to Meherazad the following week. 

Thus Baba was toying with Ginde, reeling him closer to him. When Ginde was at Meherazad, Baba would even call 

him at night to his bedroom. In fact, it appeared as if Ginde had become one of the mandali, he was that intimate 

with Baba. Once Baba asked Ginde what he wished for from Baba. Ginde replied, “My only desire is that you give 

me the strength, energy and courage to remember you wholeheartedly, and to serve your cause as long as I live.” 

Baba was very pleased with his reply and remarked that he was a “chip off the old block” for whom he had been 

waiting for a long time. “I have known Ram for many, many lives,” Baba commented to the mandali. 

Ginde was so smitten with Baba's love that he even had thoughts of giving up his neurology clinic and comfortable 

life in Bombay and moving permanently to Meherazad. But Baba would instruct him, "Continue to serve the sick 

and suffering. It is my service, so keep on doing it." 

Once when Ginde expressed his distress and surprise at the stubbornness of Baba's pain, Baba patted him lovingly 

on the arm and explained, "Don't worry. It is all by my will. I alone know the cause of my pain, and it will go away 

after July. All the same, I want you to go on doing your best to lessen it," adding after a moment's pause, "and I will 

do my best to increase it!" 

The mandali could not help but interject, "We hope you win, Doctor!" 

At the end of February 1965, Ram Ginde left India for America to attend a neurology conference in Houston and to 

take two patients there for treatment. Before leaving, he telephoned Adi at 10:45 p.m. on the 24th, and asked him to 

convey this message to Baba: 

Avatar Meher Baba, the most Ancient, Eternal, All-pervading Father with infinite mercy, glory be unto you. 

Having drawn me towards you with your unsurpassed love, pray keep me always in your service, so that I may 

sooner [rather] than later be part of you. 

Baba’s endearing reply, sent by telegram on the 25th, was: “I am Ram and you are Ram. That means you are a chip 

off the old block. My love and blessings to you, your wife and family.” 

 

Franey, Dara and Shireen visited Meherazad on 21 February 1965. On the 23rd, Burjor Mehta delivered birthday 

greetings to Baba from all his dear ones at Akbar Press in Ahmednagar. 

At the end of January, this message from Baba (previously dictated by him on 18 December 1964), was sent to his 

lovers for his 71st birthday: 

Be true to the trust I repose in you and remember me wholeheartedly. My love and blessing to you. 

On the 22nd, he sent this cable to his New Zealand lovers: 

I am present with you all gathered in my love for my birthday. My love to you each. 

On the day of his birthday, Thursday, 25 February 1965, another message was sent by telegram to all centers in the 

East: 

All talk about the Path and the Goal is as a lantern carried by a blind man. A blind man needs a staff in his 

hand; the seeker needs his hand in the God-Man's. 

For the Jabalpur bimonthly publication God-Man, Baba cabled this message: 

No sooner do you begin to love those whom you cannot love, you begin to love me as I should be loved. 

At the beginning of February, Baba called Sarosh and Viloo to Meherazad. He informed them that he was sending 

them as his representatives to Mehersthan in Kovvur, where a guest house was to be opened on the morning of the 

25th. 

At Meherazad on the 25th, Begum Akhtar arrived at 11:30 a.m. with Meherjee. She had come to Ahmednagar to 

give a public concert arranged by the Ahmednagar Center for Baba's birthday, and she wished to sing a few ghazals 

for Baba as her personal offering of love. Even though she was tired after the long journey and her hectic schedule 

of engagements, she sang superbly. A poet from Ahmednagar, Afsar Seemani, composed a ghazal in Baba's praise, 

which Begum Akhtar read. She then spontaneously began singing it. 



 

 

Afterward, Baba remarked to her, "Your songs were my best birthday present. Your voice is matchless." 

Begum Akhtar replied, "It is all your grace, Baba; there is nothing else." 

Baba showed concern for how tired she looked and stated, "Take rest this afternoon." 

With tear-filled eyes, she said, "My rest is only at your feet." 

That night, Begum Akhtar sang before a crowd of 7,000 at Gandhi Maidan in Ahmednagar, and Pukar spoke about 

Baba's life and message. 

Other visitors to Meherazad that day included Khorshed, Arnavaz, Nariman and Adi Jr.'s family. Gulabdas and 

Ratilal Panchal saw Baba at Meherazad on the 26th. Yeshwant Rao was also brought by Adi. 

Celebrations for Baba's birthday were held in a variety of ways in various centers throughout India and abroad. 

Feeding programs for the poor, bhajan-kirtan programs, large processions, exhibitions, plays, lectures, et cetera, 

were arranged to mark the occasion. Those in Masulipatnam were inaugurating a free medical dispensary in Baba's 

name. Baba cabled this message: “Feed me and clothe me and tend me in the poor.” 

In Hyderabad, to commemorate the God-Man's 71st birthday, 71 days of continuous programs were held, starting on 

17 December and concluding on the 25th. Baba sent this telegram to them: 

I give my love and blessing to you and all my lovers in Hyderabad and Secunderabad that each of the 71 days 

of your program may be a blossom on the tree of my love. 

To those gathered in Kakinada, Baba cabled: 

I give my love blessing to you and to all lovers in Kakinada and elsewhere that each of the 71 days of your 

program be a flower of your love to be woven into a garland for my 71st birthday. 

To Age it seemed that Baba had opened the doors of the Tavern on that day and was pouring out copious amounts of 

Wine for his lovers. Yet the Saki had kept wide the doors and was letting his lovers drink and become intoxicated at 

the cost of great personal suffering to himself. Can his mercy ever be fathomed? For the redemption of mankind, 

Baba bore the yoke of infinite suffering round his neck. No one can understand his mercy. He was the 

personification of compassion, the personification of love, and his Universal suffering was the channel through 

which his love and mercy flowed. 

 

The Poona workers were called for a meeting with Baba on Sunday, 28 February 1965 to discuss the May darshan 

program. Meherwan Jessawala returned to Poona that day. After Viloo and Sarosh’s return to Ahmednagar from 

Mehersthan in Andhra, Baba called them and Usha Kulkarni to Meherazad on 3 March. They gave a report of the 

functions they had attended, and Baba was happy to hear it. At the end of their account, Sarosh smiled and 

remarked, "I would not be surprised if in time Andhra Pradesh came to be known as Meher Pradesh!" 

To Usha, who was celebrating passing an accounting exam, Baba commented, "I am pleased with your songs. You 

have a sweet voice, so continue your singing. I have my nazar on you." 

Franey, Dara and Shireen saw Baba the following morning before leaving for Bombay on the 5th to return to 

England. On Sunday, 7 March 1965, Hoshang Bharucha and Dhake and his wife gave reports to Baba of their recent 

lecture tours. 

That day, Baba had the following circular issued through Adi to his Eastern lovers: 

Avatar Meher Baba directs me to let all his Eastern lovers know that he will give darshan in Poona for only six 

days from 1 to 6 May 1965, despite his very weak health. 

Meher Baba says that his Universal work has increased many fold and his Universal suffering has also 

increased proportionately, and this is now telling greatly upon his physical health. But Baba also says: "This 

body will not drop until one year after I break my silence. What could be more glorious than my suffering for 

all humanity!" 

Besides the continuous pain in his hip joint and his inability to walk freely, Baba has had, since the last many 

months, pain in the cervical spine, i.e., in the nape of the neck, and extending down to the shoulders. Of late, 

the pain has become intense. 

The point of view of the doctors who have been attending Baba recently is that he should NOT give darshan at 

all in May. Notwithstanding their opinion, Baba wants to give his darshan to his lovers. And so, the doctors 

have urged Baba to at least restrict the days and hours of darshan, and not to allow his lovers to approach him 

too closely, in order to avoid any jerky movement to his neck caused inadvertently. 



 

 

The circular continued to outline the schedule of the darshan programs. The usual restrictions against seeking 

personal interviews with Baba, asking questions, or embracing him were imposed. Because the darshan was only to 

be for two hours in the mornings at Guruprasad, from 9:00 to 11:00 A.M., Baba also did not wish to have any special 

singing programs or other entertainment arranged. 

 

On the morning of 16 March 1965 Don Stevens and Meherjee arrived at Meherazad in Joseph Harb’s car, to visit for 

a few hours. Baba had not yet come to the hall, so Don first met with Eruch in his room. The Vietnam War was 

escalating during this time, and headlines about it from the newspapers were sometimes read to Baba. When the 

question came up about whether the US ought to bomb Haiphong Harbor, the primary northern seaport, Baba 

praised the Vietnamese people for their bravery, but also wondered, “Why doesn't America drop their bombs? ... 

Why don't they bomb China? …Why not atom bombs even?”334 

Baba asked Don, "What are the Americans thinking to accomplish in Vietnam?" 

Don Stevens replied, "I believe the thinking of the U. S. State Department is to prevent the Russian and Chinese 

communists from joining forces there." 

Baba put his hands together and then pulled them apart, replying, "They will not come together." 

He further remarked, "While there are many people in the Chinese communist government who are not good, Mao 

Tse-tung, himself, has a very good heart and is truly an idealist. Many of those around him, however, are of a very 

different caliber." 

Baba rhymed, "Mao-chow ... Chow-Mao!" Eruch explained that Baba meant that Mao Tse-tung would gobble up 

places (or perhaps people) and, in turn, he would be gobbled up. "It is a good plan," Baba commented.  

He went on to state, "Although Mao is a very good man, Stalin, on the other hand, had a very bad heart and did 

enormous harm in the world.”335 Baba added: “Russia has tremendous potential for evil, for wrongdoing in the 

world.”  

Don Stevens discussed some questions about various subjects in God Speaks which the Sufis and others had been 

asking, and Baba promised to elucidate these for the second edition. Baba also stated, "I will not break my silence 

and manifest until this new edition of God Speaks is published."336 

When Don Stevens was sitting in Eruch's room, Mani came and said, "Don, I am glad you are here because Baba 

had us put away a present for you." She walked off and came back a few minutes later bearing a manila envelope. 

"Open it," she said. Inside was a well-used, patched sadra. 

Mani told Don, "The evening of January 14 [1965] when Baba was going to bed, he removed this sadra and gave it 

to Mehera, indicating, 'Save this for Don, and give it to him next time he comes.’ ” 

In the hall, after greeting Baba, Don said, "Baba, I received your sadra and I can't tell you how touched I am. I want 

to thank you for it." 

Don recalled: "Baba looked very pleased as I started talking, but by the time I had finished, he looked very much 

less pleased." 

 
334 Meherjee, who was present on this occasion, concluded, “What purpose Baba had for that kind of talk 

we don't know. Some of us felt, from a practical point of view, that if America had bombed Vietnam in the 

early days and destroyed the harbors and the railway yards, then the war would not have lasted as long as it 

did. But then world opinion would have gone against America. So the Americans were in a fix — whether 

to bomb or not." Eventually, they did.  

Eruch once stated that what Baba meant by, “Why doesn't America drop the atom bomb?” was that that 

would have ended the war quickly, similar to what happened in World War II. [Source: Transcription of a 

talk by Meherjee in Myrtle Beach in 1970. MUIR #12A, 211a.] 

335 China's most powerful revolutionary figure, Mao Tse-tung (1893–1976), was founder of the People's 

Republic of China. During Joseph Stalin’s (1879–1953) tenure as head of the Russian government, Stalin 

ordered a series of executions and imprisonments. The exact number of people executed is not known; 

estimates range from thousands to millions. 

336 The first edition of God Speaks was reprinted in 1967, and the revised and expanded second edition was 

published in 1973. 



 

 

Toward the end of his stay, Don Stevens again was so overwhelmed by Baba's usual love and kindness, that he 

brought up the sadra as one of the final subjects with Baba, by thanking him a second time. "Baba, I want to thank 

you again for the lovely sadra," he said, "and the wonderful love that you sent with it." 

Baba looked very angry but said nothing. After he had bid Don Stevens farewell and left the hall, Don said to Eruch, 

"Was it my imagination or was Baba angry with me when I thanked him for the sadra?" 

Eruch said, "Don't you understand?" 

"No," said Don. "I was so touched I wanted to thank him for it." 

Eruch explained, "How can you thank yourself, Don?" 

This indication of the depth of the identity of the Avatar with oneself was a profound lesson for Don Stevens. What 

he had not told Baba or any of the mandali was that 14 January was, in fact, his birthday. 

 

Nariman came to Meherazad on 17 March 1965, as did Padri on one of his routine visits. Two days later on the 19th, 

an unexpected visitor, Sir Anthony Brooke, 53, arrived. Brooke belonged to a prominent British aristocratic family, 

and had been appointed as the Raja of Sarawak for one year.337 Brooke was interested in spirituality and had learned 

where Baba resided from Maud Kennedy in England. 

He intended to travel in India, visiting the ashrams of different saints, such as Aurobindo and Ramana Maharshi. 

Brooke arrived at Khushru Quarters in a tonga. Adi was surprised to see a distinguished Englishman get down from 

the tonga. Humbly, the man asked about Baba. "Did he receive my letter?" he inquired. No letter had been received. 

It turned out that Brooke had written to Baba c/o the Pimpalgaon Postmaster, who delivered his letter that same 

morning. 

Adi explained that Baba was in seclusion and inquired of the visitor who he was. "I am from Sarawak," Brooke 

replied. "I am the Raja of Sarawak. I have come all the way to see Meher Baba." 

In the meantime, after Brooke’s letter was read to Baba, a note was sent to Adi permitting him to bring Brooke, 

which he did at 11:00 A.M. Brooke was shown into mandali hall where he fell at Baba’s feet. Baba embraced him 

and spoke with him briefly. 

About his meeting, Brooke related: "I was drawn there at that time by the power of love and, on arriving, I flowed 

straight into Baba's arms. Few words passed, so far I can recall. Baba was very frail, and after sitting in front of him 

for a few minutes, I left." 

Brooke left the same night by train for Bombay. He later wrote to Maud Kennedy: “[The] meeting with beloved 

Baba was quite beyond words. It was the briefest possible, but everything was in it. He is Pure Love.”338 

Rama, Mehernath and Sheela were called to Meherazad on Sunday, 21 March 1965, and Waman drove them. 

Jehangu and Sheroo came that morning also from Poona. Nariman had been staying at Meherazad and left that day 

for Bombay. Mansari was permitted to see Baba on the 25th. 

Dr. Ginde had gone to America at the end of February 1965 to attend a neurology convention, but even from so far 

away, he would send letters and cables offering advice about Baba's persistent pain. He returned to India on 26 

March, and came to Meherazad the following day to examine Baba and discuss his treatment with Goher and Don. 

He stayed overnight, as usual. 

 

Baba left Meherazad for Guruprasad early on Tuesday morning, 30 March 1965, accompanied by the women and 

men mandali. Sarosh had been enlisted to drive Baba and the women’s car, because Adi had twisted his ankle two 

days before while jogging. Their driver, Shaikh, drove Adi’s car and Waman drove a hired station wagon. None of 

the Ahmednagar lovers was permitted to wait on the road to greet Baba as his car passed. Kaka Baria was not well, 

suffering from cardiac and other problems, so Padri stayed in Meherazad with him during Baba's summer absence, 

and this arrangement lasted until the end. 

 

337 Sarawak was a former British possession and is now part of Malaysia. 

338 Sir Anthony Brooke later moved from England to New Zealand and dedicated himself to "universal 

world harmony," by founding an organization called Operation Peace Through Unity. 



 

 

At Guruprasad, Meherwan Jessawala presented Baba with the special folding toilet seat he had designed and had 

made for Baba's convenience, according to Goher's instructions. Baba was quite pleased with the device. 

After Baba's arrival in Poona, workmen began erecting a huge pandal behind Guruprasad, and building a dais. 

Shinde was supervising all the work with Pendu's help. Ramakrishnan, Bhavsar and Turekar were arranging 

accommodations in different institutes, dharamshalas, hotels, inns, schools and wedding halls for the thousands 

expected to come from various parts of India, Pakistan, Iran and Aden. Correspondence about all the arrangements 

greatly increased, and although Baba was in great pain, he would hear the letters and issue instructions for replies. 

The main thing needed to relieve Baba's neck pain was proper rest and freedom from strain to his spine by limiting 

his movements. But this was the last thing Baba would do! He simply would not listen to the pleas and exhortations 

of those around him. 

In Israel, Carrie Ben Shammai's husband (a linguistics scholar) translated some of Baba's discourses into a Hebrew 

book titled Meher Baba Says. The book was published in Jerusalem, and Baba sent her this telegram (and later a 

signed copy of the book): "The book Meher Baba Says has made me very happy. I send my love blessing to you and 

to your husband, and to all my lovers in Israel." 

On 3 April 1965, Baba's blood count was taken by Dr. Grant. Three days later on the 6th, a blood sugar test was 

done. Along with the neck pain, Baba was suffering headaches. At the time, there was a new treatment, an oil called 

DMSO (di-methyl sulfoxide, a controversial anti-inflammatory drug), which when applied deadened the nerve 

endings and relieved pain. Ginde had tried it on several patients and found it very effective. 

Dr. Ginde came to Guruprasad on Friday, 9 April 1965 and informed Baba about the DMSO oil. For the first time, 

Baba willingly agreed to try a new type of treatment. Ginde twice painted the back of Baba's neck and a small area 

of the shoulder with some of the oil. That evening, Baba's back and neck where Ginde had applied the oil started 

turning red and became inflamed. Baba felt a burning sensation and large blisters formed, as if the whole area had 

been burnt. It looked terrible. Goher was so frightened she was at her wit's end as to what to do, and Ginde had 

already departed for Bombay. Goher applied a soothing ointment and some banana tree leaves, which are often used 

for cooling skin inflammation. Baba lay down but could not sleep. He stayed on his side the entire night because his 

whole back felt burnt. He could not sit comfortably in a chair, also, because if he leaned back the affected part 

would touch the back of the chair and irritate him. 

After four days, this condition worsened. Goher telephoned Dr. Ginde, who was alarmed by the report and came to 

Guruprasad on the 14th. He applied some soothing lotion and begged Baba's forgiveness, saying that before giving it 

to Baba he had tried it on many patients and this type of adverse reaction had never happened before. Baba assured 

him, "It is not your fault. I had to undergo this suffering.” Baba had willingly agreed to the treatment, knowing what 

the result would be. This is one more example of how Baba knowingly took physical suffering upon himself. It took 

two to three weeks for the blisters to heal completely.339 

The DMSO oil had helped to reduce the neck pain by 25 percent, but by the end of the month, the pain returned to 

its full intensity. 

Dr. Ginde came almost every weekend to see Baba at Guruprasad. During one visit, he described to Baba how he 

had operated on a child pronounced dead and brought him back to life — and he believed he did this by repeating 

Baba's name! The boy, Rashesh Vaidya, had fallen from a tall building in Bombay and had suffered a severe skull 

fracture and appeared lifeless. But inwardly inspired, Ginde attempted to save the boy’s life and spent eight hours 

performing brain surgery on him — every second thinking of Baba and taking his name. Ginde believed that his 

labors were rewarded when the child regained consciousness, and thus the power and glory of Meher Baba's name 

was once again proven to a faithful devotee. 

Another time, Ginde had been unable to save a five-year-old child. He wrote to Baba about the case, feeling very sad 

over the death of such an innocent child. Baba replied, “Do not get affected or upset by such things. Be like the 

surgical instruments that you handle, which operate by your hand. They are not concerned with what happens to the 

patient thereafter.” In other words, Be instruments of God and serve humanity. Do your duty without being affected 

by results, and accept any outcome as His wish. 

The New York World's Fair was reopening at this time, and on 20 April, Baba sent his American lovers this cable: 

"My love is with you all who are blessed to work with renewed hope and energy in giving my ‘Universal Message’ 

through the fair." 

 
339 On the same day of the first application of DMSO, 9 April 1965, fighting broke out between Indian and 

Pakistani troops in the Rann of Kutch. 



 

 

Although the May darshan was only for Easterners, three Western men had been invited from America: Harry 

Kenmore, Ben Hayman and Joseph Harb.340 A young couple from Australia, Peter and Helen Rowan, who were 

traveling in India, were also permitted to attend the program. Many more Westerners had wanted to come, but Baba 

informed them to wait until December. 

The three Western men arrived in Bombay on 25 April and were met by Ginde and Gajwani. They arrived in Poona 

by train late in the evening on the 27th where Meherjee met them. Meherjee brought them to Guruprasad the next 

morning at 9:45 a.m. for an hour’s visit. Ben Hayman was an osteopath. About the severe pain in his neck, Baba 

indicated that it would continue until July. “I will allow the doctors to try to heal it because of their love, but their 

success will be but a very, very tiny little bit of relief for about a day. After July, the pain will disappear.” 

The three Americans were permitted to return in the afternoon from 4:00 to 5:00 P.M. 

 

All arrangements for the public darshan had been completed by the end of April, and a very large shamiana 

(decorative canopy) had been erected at the Poona Center, where Baba was to begin the six-day sahavas. But on 

Friday night, 30 April 1965, a heavy rainfall began, accompanied by terrific thunder and lightning. The storm's fury 

made a shambles of the well-laid plans. The tent was completely soaked. But one pleasing consequence was that the 

unseasonal rain had a cooling effect on the simmering hot summer. Baba had, in fact, brought this about so that his 

lovers might be saved from the ill effects of the intense heat and be able to fully concentrate on him. 

Almost 1,000 devotees came to Poona from Hamirpur, 2,000 from Andhra, and 3,000 from other parts of India, 

Pakistan and Iran. Thus, 6,000 lovers streamed into Poona to take advantage of this rare opportunity the Beloved 

was giving them. 

Devotees began assembling at the Poona Center long before dawn on Saturday, 1 May 1965. Like bees swarming to 

a hive, they lined both sides of the lane leading to the center, anxiously awaiting Baba's arrival. The hall of the 

center could seat only 700 persons, so a pandal had been raised which was also quickly full to overflowing. 

Consequently, the crowd of people flowed out into the lane and for a few hundred yards along the main road. As 

usual, the thousands included men and women, children and the elderly of diverse religions, castes and languages 

and from all walks of life. When Baba's car arrived at 7:55 A.M., with one voice and heart, there was a spontaneous 

repeated outcry of "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" 

Baba's DeSoto, driven by Shaikh, stopped at the entrance to the Poona Center, and Baba got out and sat in a lift-

chair. From Guruprasad, Shantadevi rode in the back seat with Baba and Adi, and Eruch and Francis were in the 

front seat. Meherjee and Adi took hold of the front handles of the chair and Eruch alone lifted from the rear. Baba 

was carried to the dais, and the cheers of the crowd rose to a loud roar when Baba stood on the stage folding his 

hands in greeting to the gathering. When the cheering subsided, he sat down. Lovers were seated in every inch of 

space in the hall, and the remaining crowd of thousands pressed against the doors and windows to have a glimpse of 

their beloved Baba. 

On behalf of the Poona Center, Sadashiv Patil garlanded Baba with a garland of sandalwood and expressed their 

gratitude to him for coming. Boxes containing prasad were brought onto the dais by Shinde and Kamble, which 

Baba blessed by touching them. The prasad was distributed to the lovers at the exit after they had taken darshan. On 

the dais, Eruch stood on Baba's right, and Maharani Shantadevi was seated on his left. Adi was standing behind 

Baba, as were others such as Meherjee and Hoshang Bharucha. 

Amar Singh Saigal then recited the Master’s Prayer in Hindi over the microphone in a touching manner. Those with 

cameras surrounded Baba to take his picture. While he sat on the dais smiling, pointing to someone, catching the eye 

of another, glancing or signaling to another in recognition, Beheram, Bhikubhai and others took photographs. 

Madhusudan sang a welcome song with Subhadra and the Poona bhajan group. Baba asked, "Is it new?" 

Turning to Dr. Bharucha, Baba gestured, "The pain in my neck is severe." 

K. K. Ramakrishnan, the secretary of the Avatar Meher Baba Poona Center, then read out this welcome address: 

 
340 About the three Western men invited, Joseph Harb’s wife Kari wrote to Carrie Ben Shammai on 16 May 

1965: “Somehow they remind me of the Three Musketeers and also of the Three Monkeys of Buddhist 

symbolism: Dr. Kenmore is blind, Dr. Hayman’s deaf (when without his hearing aid) and Joseph is the 

other one: See no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil!” 

 



 

 

Beloved of all hearts, Avatar Meher Baba, our first thought this morning is: "What place is there in which to 

welcome the One who is Infinite Existence; and what can serve as a seat for him who contains within himself 

all existence?" 

However, in the light of your silent revelation, we understand that it is through infinite compassion for mankind 

that, responding to the call of human hearts, you have clothed yourself in human form as our Beloved Baba so 

that we can offer God Himself a place and a seat among us. We are fortunate to feast our eyes on the beauty of 

your divinely human form. Our hearts pour out their love, homage and devotion at your sacred feet. 

A year ago, you opened this hall which we built as a center for your message of Love and Truth. We pray that 

your coming again today is a sign that all future anniversaries will be blessed by you. 

We welcome you, Beloved Baba, not only to this place, but also in our hearts, to be enthroned there eternally as 

our Divine Beloved. 

In response, Baba gave the following message spoken through Eruch: 

I am happy that in welcoming me to the hall which in your love you have built for my work, you are welcoming 

me to a place in your lives and a seat in each of your hearts. For it is to live in your hearts and to share in your 

lives that I have come among you. 

Keshav Nigam and K. N. Soman read the Hindi and Marathi translations of Baba's message. While these were being 

read over the microphone, Baba gestured, "No one is listening!" Those outside the hall were becoming frantic at the 

delay in having Baba's darshan. They kept up a running chorus of "Jai Meher Baba! Jai, Jai, Meher Baba!" and were 

not paying attention to the speakers. Everyone outside was trying their best to push his or her way to a latticed 

window to have a glimpse of Baba. And those at the windows were holding on to the lattice work with all their 

strength lest they be torn away and hurt in the crowd of humanity behind them. 

After the short speeches, Eruch read out the following instructions: 

First: Lovers of Avatar Meher Baba, especially from all over Andhra and from Bombay, whose love-offerings 

helped to complete the construction of this hall, are today tasting the fruit of their wholehearted response to 

Jalbhai's tour undertaken for the purpose in 1963. During the darshan program to be held at Guruprasad from 

tomorrow, Jalbhai will introduce to Baba some of the lovers from Andhra and Bombay who helped to make the 

completion of this hall possible by their wonderful cooperation. 

Second: Those who consider themselves as new lovers of Baba and are having his darshan for the first time will 

be introduced to Baba from tomorrow onward at Guruprasad by the group heads known to them. 

Third: Please note that no one should ask Baba for a personal interview, or try to come up onto the stage either 

here or at Guruprasad. 

Fourth: Baba will permit each of his lovers (old and new) to again have his darshan at Guruprasad during the 

next five days. Special seating accommodation for his lovers has been made at Guruprasad, as was done at the 

East-West Gathering in 1962. Therefore, you are requested to be patient and await your turn in the queue with 

your respective groups when they are called during the next five days at Guruprasad. 

Fifth: The Poona Center has tried its best to accommodate as many lovers of Baba inside the hall as possible, 

and regrets that this hall is not able to hold all who have come for Baba's darshan. Because of the limited space, 

the Poona public has not been invited here today or at Guruprasad during the next five days. 

Sixth: Today the opportunity of Baba's darshan will be given only to those who cannot be accommodated inside 

the hall due to the limited space. Therefore, all those who are outside the hall are requested to come now inside 

and form a regular queue to approach Baba for his darshan. And those who are seated inside the hall will please 

remain seated. 

Seventh: Those who have unavoidably to leave Poona tomorrow should also join the queue now for Baba's 

darshan. 

Eighth: Attention please. The following is a direct message from Avatar Meher Baba to you all: "All these years 

I used to embrace you, my lovers, and bow down to your love for me. Now I cannot embrace you, so I allow 

you to bow down to my love for you." 

At 8:30 A.M. the darshan began. Groups of about 100 men and women at a time were admitted into the hall. The 

rushing, pushing and stampede at the door was at times too much for the volunteers to manage. Those who were 

lucky enough to enter the hall stood in a queue. They filed past Baba, bowed their heads on his feet and left. As an 

expression of love, some offered garlands of fresh flowers; some offered garlands of silk, of paper, of camphor, and 

puffed rice. Others brought offerings of fruits, toffees and candy. Baba would touch these love offerings and return 



 

 

them as his prasad. Government ministers, members of Parliament, military generals, judges, attorneys, doctors, 

postmen, cobblers and sadhus — a fleeting panorama of humanity passed before Meher Prabhu. After having Baba's 

darshan, most were loath to leave, but they were hurried along by the volunteers until they found themselves at the 

exit door, where a packet of prasad was thrust into their hands. Before they got their bearings, they found themselves 

swimming in the ocean of lovers outside the hall. 

A few men and women had come from Iran. One plump Persian woman sobbed unabashedly in front of Baba and 

had to be lifted away from his feet. Every mother with her baby coming for darshan would hold aloft her child for 

Baba to touch. One woman from Hamirpur had brought her newborn daughter, who was only fifteen days old. 

When a baby or child was lifted up to him, Baba would have to bend forward each time to touch it, but the severe 

shooting pains in his neck did not show on his cheerful, radiant face. At one point, Baba turned to Dr. Bharucha and 

gestured, "The pain is very severe, yet how cheerful I look." None of those who came for darshan had any idea that 

Baba was actually in physical agony, because to them he appeared positively beaming. Only the close mandali knew 

what pain Baba was enduring. 

Joseph Harb was seated in the first row (filming the program at times). He did not look well, and Baba asked about 

his health, "Do you have any pain in your chest?" Joseph replied that he did. Baba instructed that he be carried in his 

lift-chair outside and taken immediately to a doctor. Joseph left as instructed by Baba, but he quickly recovered the 

next day and attended the remainder of the darshan. 

It was impossible for all the people to file past Baba, since he was to leave at 11:00 A.M. He called Ramakrishnan 

and asked that large groups of his lovers be allowed onto the balcony in the hall in turns so that they could at least 

have a clear glimpse of him. Every group that came onto the balcony cheered, and Baba would wave to them and 

gesture that all should come to Guruprasad the next day. 

At 10:30 A.M. almost 4,000 lovers sang Baba's arti. Afterwards, all hailed the Avatar of the Age. Baba was lifted 

from the dais and carried to the car in the lift-chair to return to Guruprasad. The car slowly made its way through the 

thronged lane, as Baba sat inside saluting his lovers with his hands folded. 

Later in Guruprasad, at 4:00 P.M., Baba gave darshan to a busload of lovers from Hamirpur, whose train had been 

delayed en route, and so had missed the darshan that morning at the center. A group brought by Sitaram from 

Kanpur also met Baba. Harry Kenmore and Ben Hayman came, as did Dr. Ginde, his wife, a few relatives and 

patients he had brought with him, including the boy who had miraculously recovered from the brain operation. Baba 

kissed the child and lovingly met everyone. 

 

On Sunday, 2 May 1965, by 6:30 A.M., a large crowd had collected near the gates of Guruprasad. The Hamirpur 

lovers were singing "Hari Baba, Hari Baba! Meher Baba, Hari, Hari!" and "Satchitanand, Paramanand, Meher Baba 

Vidnyanand" with quiet ardor. Some of the nearly 1,000 devotees from Hamirpur had come in eight buses, and the 

rest by train. Some were so poor that they had only been able to pay the fare by selling some of their belongings. 

Though monetarily extremely poor, they were rich in Baba's love. 

Baba had been sitting in the hall of Guruprasad conversing with the mandali since early that morning. Jokingly he 

asked Jim Mistry, "Is yours or Roda's love for me more?" 

Jim replied, "Roda's love for you is much more, Baba. She is like a mastani and I am proud to have such a wife!" 

At 7:15 A.M., Hoshang Bharucha was called inside. There were some complaints from people who could not get 

darshan the day before. In reply, Baba commented, "All these darshan programs are insignificant compared to what 

will happen when my grace descends after I break my silence. All this is a tamasha [farce]!" 

He added, "The pain in my neck is severe. Goher says that all that could be done to relieve the pain has been done. It 

will decrease as time goes by. No one knows how much I suffer!" 

At 7:30 A.M. the impatient crowd at the gates was allowed to come in and occupy their seats in the huge pandal. 

When the gates were opened it was like the bursting of a dam. To see the tide of lovers pour into Guruprasad was an 

unforgettable sight. When Baba heard that in the rush, several women who had been standing at the front were 

knocked down, he ordered the gates to be left open on the subsequent mornings so that those coming for darshan 

could enter as they arrived. 

The pandal was similar to the one erected for the East-West Gathering, measuring 300 feet by 75 feet, and 

containing over 3,000 chairs. At 8:45 A.M., Baba and Eruch walked out from behind a green curtain onto the 

splendidly decorated dais. Standing in front of his armchair, he looked at the mass of humanity, who were hailing 



 

 

him repeatedly. Bapusaheb Shinde garlanded him after he sat down. Suddenly, one man who was overcome with 

emotion rushed before Baba crying loudly. He was escorted by the volunteers back to his seat. 

Baba asked, "Why are people standing?" 

Eruch replied, "There are not enough chairs." 

Baba instructed Eruch to announce on the microphone that when lovers who were seated went in line for darshan, 

those standing should occupy their seats. Eruch then announced: 

Baba says that there are five more days for darshan, so please do not become impatient. All will surely get a 

chance to meet Baba. Please await your turn. Those who have had darshan yesterday may again have darshan 

at Guruprasad. Those who have had one darshan at Guruprasad, should not come again for darshan. 

Over the next few days, Baba caught several persons coming for darshan twice or even thrice and reprimanded 

them. One exception, though, was an old man who was seen to come for darshan on all five days. 

As soon as Eruch finished making announcements in English, Keshav Nigam would translate them in Hindi, Dhake 

in Marathi, Kutumba Sastri in Telugu, and Burjor Mehta in Gujarati. Eruch again spoke Baba's instructions: 

Baba says those leaving today, irrespective of the group they may belong to, should have darshan today. After 

them, the rest should come in their respective groups, while the group head will introduce each one to Baba. Jal 

will introduce some of those lovers from Andhra who had helped financially in the completion of the Avatar 

Meher Baba Poona Center Hall. 

Harry Kenmore was called to the microphone to recite the Master’s Prayer. When he finished, there were cheers of 

Baba’s Jai 

Eruch repeated Baba's message from the day before: 

All these years I used to embrace you, my lovers, and bow down to your love for me. Now I cannot embrace 

you, so I allow you to bow down to my love for you. 

After this was translated into the four languages, Eruch read a new message from Baba: 

I am happy to see you all, and I am touched that many of you have come from distant parts at no small sacrifice 

to be in my presence for a few hours. Devotees spend their lifetime and savings and even risk life itself in 

pilgrimages to bow down before God in forms sanctified by tradition. And their rewards are according to 

tradition. But you have journeyed to bow down before God who has taken human form because of love. And 

your reward will be according to love. 

The darshan began at 9:20 A.M. Long queues of men, women and children stood in line in the hot sun, each going 

forward in turn. Baba's star-like face was aglow, and he looked as lustrous to those sitting at a distance as he did to 

those nearby. Baba's chair had been placed on the edge of the stage. Each man and woman coming for darshan 

walked past him on the lower level and touched his feet. Some would touch his feet with their forehead, some left 

flowers and garlands. There were some who wet his feet with their tears, while others prayed to him for help. Each 

person received the gift of his silent love according to his or her inner preparedness. Baba sat with joined hands, 

nodding to some, smiling at others, or asking a question. As each person placed his or her head on Baba's feet, Baba 

acknowledged each one's love with joined hands held to his chest or to his forehead. Lovers and devotees of all 

castes and creeds participated in the darshan. 

Because those in front were standing, those seated behind could not see him. In the midst of the darshan, Baba 

gestured, "My lovers seated in the last rows cannot see me clearly." So with the assistance of Eruch and Bharucha, 

Baba stood and waved to the lovers seated in the back rows. Baba repeated this gesture of love three times every day 

during the darshan. 

By now the queue reached the gates of Guruprasad. Baba asked, "At this rate will all be able to have darshan in five 

days?" 

Eruch commented, "A rubber stamp could be stamped on each forehead that has bowed to Baba, so that no one may 

come a second time!" 

Mani waved to Eruch to come behind the dais and handed him a fresh pillow to replace the one behind Baba's back, 

which was soaked with perspiration. The women mandali, who were sitting behind the stage unseen, had noticed it. 

At 10:50 A.M., Baba stated, "All those seated will get darshan in the four remaining days of the sahavas, so do not 

feel impatient." Fifteen minutes later, looking at the long queue, Baba remarked, "It will not finish in fifteen 

minutes." Each lover coming for darshan was hurried, as it was a great strain on Baba to sit for several hours at a 



 

 

stretch. At 11:10 A.M., Baba commented to Bharucha, "The pain in my hip, back and neck has reached a climax. No 

one can have an idea of the intensity of my suffering." 

Twenty minutes later, the queue ended and Baba asked for the arti to be sung. Madhusudan and the Poona bhajan 

group sang and everyone joined in. Mohini Rani of Dehra Dun, her daughter, Kusum, and Mohini’s sister, 

Ramadevi of Mukimpur came forward with the arti flame burning on a salver, and waved it in ritualistic fashion in 

front of Baba. Afterwards, there were cheers of Baba’s Jai as he stood supported by Eruch and Bharucha, and waved 

to the crowd. Baba entered Guruprasad, and all the lovers, with more repeated shouts of his Jai, left the premises. A 

few rushed to the dais and took as prasad some of the garlands lying there in heaps. 

Baba walked to the back of the dais and behind the curtain where his wheelchair was kept. He sat in it, and Eruch 

and Bharucha pushed him to the dining room. Baba again complained of severe pain in his hip and neck. The strain 

of the darshan had been too much for his frail body. Eruch and Bharucha tried to relieve the pain by massaging his 

legs, but Baba's face conveyed that he was in agony. His suffering almost brought tears to Hoshang’s eyes. After 

about three minutes, Baba gestured that they should leave, and afterwards the women came in and attended to Baba's 

needs. 

 

Several lovers had been invited to come to Guruprasad in the afternoon. Many others took advantage of this 

occasion, and so about 100 people were present in the side room. At about 3:45 p.m. Baba came and sat in his 

armchair in his silk boxer shorts under a fan. When Chinta Sarvarao, Majety Ramamohan Rao and Manikyala Rao 

of Andhra presented him with an album containing pictures of the recent birthday exhibition in his honor, Baba 

stated, "I have heard all about the exhibition and I am very happy with the labor of love of the workers in 

Vijayawada." 

Chinta Sarvarao mentioned N. S. Murthi, who had arranged a public program in Tirupathi during Baba's birthday. 

Tirupathi is an orthodox place of Hindu pilgrimage for devotees of Lord Venkateswara, and people considered it a 

feat of daring on Murthi's part to have arranged a program in honor of Meher Baba in that Brahmin atmosphere. 

Dr. Bharucha had been specially invited to give a talk on the occasion in Tirupathi, and Baba asked him, "Did you 

say Baba is God in human form?" He replied affirmatively. 

Baba was happy with the work done by M. R. Appa Rao, the Minister for Excise, Prohibition and Social Welfare in 

Andhra Pradesh. He told him, "I know all that you do. I am pleased with your work." 

Turning to one lover Baba asked, "Do you actually know that I am God?" 

He replied honestly, "No, not really." 

In response, Baba stated, "When I break my silence, my suffering will come to an end and the world will know and 

feel that I am God. My suffering is physical, mental and spiritual. The breaking of my silence will mark the 

beginning of my glorification. My work will then have been done. I shall live for one year after breaking my silence 

and then I shall drop this body." 

Saroj Sahai from Lucknow came with her sons, Shachindra and Mehernath. She informed Baba that her husband, 

Shivendra, had been unable to come because he could not take off from work. Baba assured her, "I will call 

Shivendra; don't worry." 

Shivendra’s hobby was sculpting, and he had made a colored bust of Baba, which Saroj had brought. Baba 

expressed his pleasure with it.341 

Saroj’s two boys, whom Baba had nicknamed Poopu and Tootu, said, "Baba, we have come to fly kites and play 

marbles with you." 

Baba replied, "I would have liked to play with you, but now there are so many on my chest!" 

The boys said, "Make them run away!" 

"That you can do," Baba gestured, "but now there is no time to play." 

A young woman named Ramjanki had also come from Lucknow, but against the wishes of her family. She was an 

intrepid girl who was determined to follow the dictates of her heart. For years, she longed for Baba's darshan. Her 

parents lived in Allahabad, but they had no faith in Baba's divinity. Ramjanki had done her utmost to attend the 1958 

sahavas at Meherabad. She had written Baba, who had arranged for her to make the trip with Saroj Sahai's father, G. 

 
341 The small head-study that Shivendra made is now kept in the Blue Bus at Meherazad. 



 

 

S. Srivastava, but the girl's parents forbade it. Then, after her marriage in Lucknow, unknown to her family, she had 

managed to come to see Baba in Poona in 1963 with a relative. 

This time, in order to slip away from Lucknow, she had gone to her parents' home in Allahabad. Two days later she 

received a telegram from her husband, requesting her to return to Lucknow. She wired back that she could not come 

because her mother was ill with an attack of cholera. Receiving her telegram, her husband came to Allahabad and 

her mother had to pretend she was ill. Telling Ramjanki to remain in Allahabad for a few more days, the husband 

returned to Lucknow. It was impossible to persuade her parents to allow her to travel to Baba, so, telling them she 

was going to visit a relative's home, she instead came to Poona. 

Not liking that Ramjanki had lied, Baba corrected her, "Why do you behave like this? I am always with you. If you 

are forbidden to come, don’t come!” And Baba repeated, “I am with you always!"342 

Baba praised Nafde of Bhopal, "I am very pleased with you and your family. All of you are my devout lovers." 

Sheila Subhedar, the wife of Bal Subhedar of Nagpur, was plagued by a series of miscarriages. Baba asked Bal, 

"Are you worried?" 

"Not at all," he replied. "All happens according to your will." 

Baba asked his wife, "Do you worry about this?" 

She replied, "No, Baba." 

"Don't worry," Baba advised them. "My nazar is on you both." 

A lawyer, Pophali Pleader of Saoner brought some teachers, farmers and other lawyers with him, whom he 

introduced to Baba one by one. They were old lovers and Baba joked, "Why do you only bring Patils [headmen and 

farmers] to me?" 

Pophali answered, "One hundred and fifty persons have come from Saoner, but these are the workers." 

Bhau’s sister, Niradevi, interjected, "There is one man who is a good worker in Saoner. His name is Kuthe, but he 

did not come with us. He has been out of town for months, and we did not know how to contact him. It is 

unfortunate that he does not know of the darshan." 

"My nazar is on him," Baba remarked. "I am with him." 

He then asked Niradevi, "Did you meet Bhau?" She replied that she had. This was the first opportunity Bhau had 

had to see his sister in about thirteen years, since 1952. 

The night before, Baba had asked Bhau to remind him about Shriram Pophali. Baba now asked Pophali, "How is 

your health?" 

Pophali was surprised by the inquiry and said, "It is all right now." He had leprosy but had not informed Baba about 

it. He believed his condition was improving due to Baba's nazar. 

Some lovers who had just arrived in Poona came in for darshan. With them were the Lokhande family of Nagpur 

and Vinoo Kher. Baba gave them darshan. 

At one point, Baba told Harry Kenmore, "You should leave India on the 8th. Come back in December." 

To one devotee who wished that Baba would give him some specific duty, Baba stated, "Go and tell the world that I 

am God in human form! When I break my silence, all will know that I am God!" 

The man had come to Baba for the first time. He pleaded, "We cannot love you unless you fill us with love." 

Baba replied, "I am happy to hear this. Remember the duty I have given you. If I fill you with love, you and I won't 

remain separate. Then there will be no question of performing the duty that I have assigned to you [to tell the world 

that Meher Baba is God]. If you are as you are at present, you can carry out my order." 

To another lover, Baba asked, "Do you love me more than your wife or your own self?" 

He replied, "If I love anybody, I love you, Baba." 

Baba then wanted to hear a joke. One man told this one: 

Once a man visited a boys' school. He asked the boys a riddle: If a train 300 yards long crosses a railway 

platform in three minutes, what is my age? All the boys were dumbfounded. 

 
342 Subsequently, Baba ordered Shivendra Sahai to contact Ramjanki’s husband and tell him about Baba. 



 

 

One boy suddenly raised his hand and when asked the answer to the question he replied, "Forty-six years, sir." 

The man was quite perplexed at the answer for that was his correct age. He asked the boy how he had 

calculated his age. The boy replied, "My uncle who is 23 years old is only half mad, sir!" 

Those present enjoyed the joke, and Baba responded that he would now tell a joke. He began: "During the East-

West Sahavas in 1962, there was the Chinese aggression against India. During this sahavas, there is the Pakistani 

disturbance. All are alike to me, whether they be Chinese or Pakistanis. But the fact remains that I have taken birth 

in India, so don't feel nervous. This is my joke. My joke means your suffering in ignorance. This suffering of yours I 

take upon myself." 

Baba asked someone, "How could you get leave from your job to come to Poona?" 

The man replied, "My leave problem was not serious." 

Baba quipped, "Nothing is serious in the world. The only thing serious is that you cannot see me as I am!" 

Although Baba was giving unstintedly of himself each day, his health during the darshan was far from strong. Every 

morning and afternoon, before coming out of his room, he would be overcome with weakness, and Bhau would be 

called to give him a massage. 

One morning Baba was feeling particularly weak and he asked Bhau, "Will I be able to go there [to the dais] this 

morning?" Every now and then Baba would ask the time. He tried to stand but his legs shook so badly Bhau asked 

him to lie down again. 

"How will it be possible for me to go there?" Baba asked. "But what will my lovers think if I don't go?" Bhau 

massaged his legs for some time. 

After five minutes, Baba gestured, "Let me try again," and stood up. The same thing happened. Baba's legs shook 

uncontrollably and he had to lie back down. 

Three or four times Baba tried to stand, but he was physically unable to do so. Finally, he motioned to Bhau to hold 

on to his hands, and with Bhau's support he was able to stand slowly and take a few steps. "What is my plight?" 

Baba sighed. "My lovers have come and I cannot even walk properly. What will they think? How helpless I have 

become!" 

But as soon as Baba would cross the threshold of his room and go outside, a marked change would take place — he 

would walk normally, as if nothing had happened to him! Gone was the tired, heavy expression of suffering. Baba's 

face resembled a fresh rose! Striding quickly, he reached the dais as his lovers shouted repeatedly, "Avatar Meher 

Baba ki jai!" not knowing that just three minutes before, Baba had been in terrible pain and unable to even stand. 

 

On Monday, 3 May 1965, at 7:30 A.M., Baba went to the side room of Guruprasad, where several lovers were 

already present. Kishan Singh begged Baba to grant a private interview of a few minutes to the women of the Dehra 

Dun Center. Baba declined, then jokingly remarked to Kishan, "I will throw you out of here if you ask again!" He 

added, "Have you no consideration for my suffering and the trouble caused to me in giving private interviews?" 

Leaving the hall, Baba appeared on the dais at 8:25 A.M. The gathering cheered him. Shinde garlanded him, and 

Madhusudan sang a song, followed by the recitation of the Master’s Prayer by Mallikarjuna Rao. The same prayer 

was sung in Telugu by Chinta Sarvarao. Eruch read this message from Baba: 

This time of your being with me, I do not intend giving you a lot of words to exercise your minds. I want your 

minds to sleep so that your hearts may awaken in my love. 

You have had enough words; I have had enough words. It is not through words that I give what I have to give. 

In the silence of your perfect surrender, my love which is always silent can flow to you — to be yours always 

to keep and to share with those who seek me. 

When the Word of my love breaks out of its silence and speaks in your hearts, telling you who I really am, you 

will know that that is the Real Word you have been always longing to hear. 

Baba then stood up assisted by Eruch and Dr. Bharucha, and he waved to the gathering. When he would stand, 

everyone would do likewise and stand up. Baba directed them not to stand, for his intention in standing was to give 

his darshan to his lovers at the far back. And if all in the front rows stood up, then those in the far back could not see 

him. 

Eruch announced: "Those who have had darshan should not come again. There will be a Burra Katha [the Telugu 

dance-drama] at 7:00 P.M. tonight at the Poona Center. [Every Monday evening was the Poona Center meeting 

night.] Today is the darshan day for lovers from Andhra Pradesh, but those leaving today may also have darshan." 



 

 

At 9:00 A.M. the darshan commenced. Many new lovers had arrived. The experience of P. V. L. Narasimham of 

Kakinada is perhaps typical of many who were meeting Baba for the first time. Narasimham described how Baba 

appeared when he stepped onto the stage that morning: 

… His body seemed to emanate a perceptible radiance, as if some fluorescent material was lit up under the 

transparent golden skin of his body. Just as ships caught in a storm in darkness gain courage and hope on 

seeing the flash of a nearby lighthouse, so the many souls struggling for relief in the darkness of ignorance 

from their ever-tightening bonds of sanskaras, felt hope and joy on seeing Baba, who seemed to emit rays of 

spiritual light and love. 

Being quite cautious by temperament, Narasimham thought that if Meher Baba really possessed the divinity he 

claimed he did, he should look at him as he took darshan. He related: 

Scarcely did I think so when Baba lifted up his head and stared fully at me for an instant. I felt a bit nervous that 

he read my thoughts and inwardly prayed that no evil or doubtful thoughts should enter my mind. 

I bent over to touch Baba's feet, which were soft as velvet, tender as flower petals and cool like summer ice. It 

caused a tickling sensation in the body, as if one had caught hold of the handles of a baby dynamo! A ball 

falling on a soft, yielding surface like sand or cotton will remain lodged in it. I thought Baba's feet had become 

particularly soft and yielding to receive and lodge in them the sanskaras which we lay on them through our 

touch. 

Many who came for darshan brought a box of candy or a souvenir to be touched by Baba, and they would take it 

back as his prasad. Among the souvenirs were articles such as marriage rings, handkerchiefs, towels, pillows, 

wooden sandals and even bottles of sherbet syrup. The monotony of touching each article did not bother Baba in the 

least, though one can imagine the extra strain of this action. He dispensed to each his love-filled smile and presence 

that all drank in with tears of joy and satisfaction. During this darshan, Baba did not kiss or embrace even one 

person while he was on the dais. Dr. Ginde had requested that Baba not nod his head either, but Baba would 

continuously move his neck, glancing at his lovers in all directions. 

Almost every day some lost, screaming child would be brought to the microphone as the mother had forgotten the 

child in the rush of the darshan. It would be quite some time before she realized that it was her child being held aloft 

on the dais. 

Glancing to the right, Baba saw three queues. Usually there were two, one for men and the other for women. On 

inquiry he was told that two main queues were formed by Andhra lovers while the third was formed by lovers 

leaving that day. The rows of the Andhraites were long and had those leaving that day joined them, they would have 

been surely deprived of darshan. Baba gestured, "A long queue is standing in the hot sun; hurry up!" 

At 11:05 A.M., Baba's arti was sung and he stood up and waved his blessing to the gathering. Eruch and Hoshang 

then assisted him inside, seating him in his wheelchair. 

Baba was back in the side room at 3:40 P.M. Someone reported that the Hamirpur group was very anxious for 

darshan, as now only three days were left and thousands still awaited darshan. 

The Finance Minister of Andhra Pradesh, Channa Reddy, and his family, came to see Baba. Baba remarked to him, 

"There is now conflict between Pakistan and India. India is blessed because I am born in India. There is no cause for 

worry." 

The minister said, "Even the Chinese situation is bad." 

Baba replied, "I know everything. India need not worry. When I break my silence, the world will know who I am. 

All misery will disappear when people will begin to love me. They will then come to know that only God is worth 

worrying about." 

The Chief Minister of Andhra Pradesh, K. Brahmananda Reddi, had also learned of Baba and sent a request for 

Baba's blessing on his birthday. Baba sent it along with this message: "Face life boldly and honestly. I am with you." 

Todi Singh Varma of Aligarh entered the room. He was a longtime lover who, during the New Life in 1950, had fed 

Baba and the mandali for ten days. At this time, he looked more like a mast than a prosperous businessman! 

Aloba led in Jehangir Mehrabanpur, his wife and six others from Iran, who had come to Poona after overcoming 

great hardships. The oldest woman in the group had fallen and broken a rib in Bombay but came to Guruprasad daily 

despite her pain, not telling anyone of the extent of her injuries. The Iranians brought many packets of dried fruit, 

which they lovingly laid at Baba's feet. One lady brought an offering of money from another woman in Iran and 

explained whom it was from: "Just before we left, this woman was in a very complicated and difficult labor, and the 

doctors were preparing to perform a caesarian to save her. She kept repeatedly calling, 'Baba, Baba!' Within 



 

 

moments, to the amazement of the doctors, she safely delivered twins without the surgery. She asked me to place 

this love-offering at your feet." 

Baba told her to return the money to the woman who had sent it, along with his love, and to instruct her to feed the 

poor in Iran with the money. 

One Persian woman, while taking darshan, wept bitterly and told Baba, "I cannot bear your separation." 

Baba replied, "I too cannot bear my own separation!" 

To another from Iran, he said, "Only 100 percent honesty leads one to Baba. Never pose. Be outwardly what you are 

within." 

Then others approached. Pankhraj asked Baba, "How is the pain in your neck?" 

Baba replied, "Infinite. It is both physical and Universal. When I break my silence, it will vanish." 

Muniraj of Jabalpur asked Baba when he would break his silence. Baba answered, "I am also eager to break my 

silence, and then I shall be free, and the world shall also be free of oppression. My observing silence for so many 

years is not for nothing. When I break my silence, the impact will be universal. 

"No one knows how I am suffering. My suffering is not only physical but also mental and spiritual. There is a great 

difference between your mental and spiritual suffering and mine. My mental suffering is very intense and it is 

because of the pseudo-saints that abound in the world today. My spiritual suffering is because I know I am free in 

myself, but bound in you." 

Looking at the packed room, Baba remarked, "I had called only about 20 persons this afternoon, but there are about 

150 here!" 

Baba remarked that there were several men present who had gotten their doctorates in philosophy. Addressing one 

of them, Dr. Moorty, Baba asked, "What did you learn in philosophy?" 

Moorty replied, "I learned to unlearn it!" 

When the conversation drifted to the Western sahavas, to be held in December in Ahmednagar instead of Bombay, 

Baba stated that about 250 lovers from the West were expected to participate. He remarked, "My lovers are inviting 

me to America for the sahavas, but I will not leave India now." 

At 4:50 P.M. Baba left the side room and the group dispersed. 

 

The next day, Tuesday, 4 May 1965, at 7:20 A.M. Baba entered the side room. He asked Harry Kenmore, "Have you 

any idea of how much I suffer and yet seem as if I am happy?" 

Kenmore replied, "Why don't you blow the whole thing off?" 

Eruch interjected, "That would mean the end of the whole game!" 

Baba did not comment. 

A few persons had been called for darshan, some of whom were from Hyderabad. Baba told them: 

I used to visit Hyderabad quite frequently, but moved about incognito for my mast work. I used to travel in cars, 

tongas and ox carts. We had to go sometimes on camelback. Often I slept on railway platforms. Once we had 

rested in a shady spot near a P.W.D. [Public Works Department] storehouse in Ahmedabad. The executive 

engineer happened to come on a round that day and he objected to our camping there. He fired the watchman 

for allowing us on the property. I then asked Eruch to go and explain to him who we were, and it was only then 

that the watchman was reinstated. 

I am God in human form. The world will know this when I break my silence. 

Assisted by Eruch, Baba walked on the stage at about 8:00 A.M., earlier than usual. After the cheering of the crowd 

had died down, he gave a message for lovers from Hamirpur District. He said "The love of Hamirpur lovers feels 

that, because Hamirpur lovers are poor, they are neglected. But whether the lovers are poor or rich, I am the slave of 

my lovers. All Hamirpur lovers should be patient as I will give darshan to them tomorrow morning from eight to 

eleven o’clock. 

"Now let us start the darshan program. There is no need of introducing anyone, as I know everyone." 

Baba had Eruch announce that henceforth there would be no messages or announcements given, and no reciting of 

the Master’s Prayer (which had been the first feature every morning). There would be no time for the prayer with so 

many people still waiting to have darshan. The darshan commenced at 8:05 A.M. Maharani Shantadevi came on the 



 

 

dais five minutes later and garlanded Baba with a beautiful white-rose garland. The garland was handmade of fine 

material by a Parsi lover. 

At 8:40 A.M., Baba stood to wave to the lovers seated at the far back. He asked, "Can all see me when I stand up?" 

Several at the back waved that they could see, while some waved they could not. 

Many brought garlands. Eruch put an exceptional one made from pink roses around Baba's neck. A group of women 

tried to offer Baba money at his feet. Refusing it, he asked the volunteers to inform everyone who came for his 

darshan that no one should offer him money. 

That day several Andhra lovers who had not had Baba's darshan the day before were the first in the queue, followed 

by lovers from smaller areas. An unfortunate incident occurred when, after having Baba's darshan, A. S. Jagannath 

of Vijayawada tripped over a rope and fell, fracturing his right femur bone. He was taken to the hospital. Although 

in pain, he was brave. His only fear was that he would be deprived of darshan on the remaining two days. When 

assured that he would be taken back to Baba, he was happy. 

The program ended with arti at 10:55 A.M. and, after waving his blessing to the crowd, Baba walked behind the 

curtain. 

 

As mentioned, the Australian couple, Peter Rowan and his wife, Helen, had been allowed by Baba to attend the 

darshan programs. Peter, 22, had heard about Baba through Oswald Hall in Melbourne at the end of 1963. After 

reading the first dozen pages of The Perfect Master, Peter recalled: "I knew that Baba was my Master and always 

had been. There was absolutely no acceptance or rejection — it was simply a fact. I was his." The couple had been 

planning to accompany the other Australians to India when Baba postponed their darshan until December. Although 

Peter and Helen Rowan were disappointed, they decided to go to India anyway. They had no intention or 

expectation whatsoever of seeing Baba, but thought of their trip as a pilgrimage to the tomb-shrines of the five 

Perfect Masters, and in fact had decided to return to India in December with the others to meet Baba. 

The Rowans left Australia by ship and landed in Bombay on 26 February 1965. On arrival, a letter was awaiting 

them from Francis. Oswald had informed Francis of their arrival. Francis wrote that Baba had given permission for 

them to attend the Easterners' darshan in May, but that Baba did not want them to visit any other tombs except for 

Sai Baba's in Shirdi and Hazrat Babajan's in Poona, if they wished. He also sent instructions that they were not to 

visit any saints, yogis or ashrams. So for two months, Peter and Helen traveled around India. After their travels they 

returned to Bombay, where they met Arnavaz and Nariman and accompanied them to Poona. 

On 1 May 1965, the Rowans were seated in the Poona Center, where they had their first glimpse of Baba. Peter 

Rowan related: 

My first view of the Beloved brought about instantaneously an absolute and utter fulfillment, which I had never 

considered possible. The moment lived and breathed its own life without relevance to time. Baba was, I was, 

the moment was. Naturally it is only in retrospect that I could appreciate this, as the subjectivity of the moment 

was so total. 

That morning, after darshan had been in progress for about half an hour, Baba sent one of the mandali to call the 

Rowans. "Baba wants to see you now," he told them. 

Peter recounted that incident: 

We joined the queue to Baba's feet, and eventually I was before him being introduced to him and then my head 

was on his feet. This moment of bowing down, in my case, is one of absolute forgetfulness. It was as if I was 

so totally submerged in the Beloved that my mind had ceased to operate. To this day I cannot say what the 

experience of bowing down to Baba's feet was, except to say that I was totally lost in him and that it was 

unutterable joy. 

The Rowans saw Baba each day during the darshan, sometimes twice a day. After lunch on 4 May, Sarosh came to 

their hotel with a message that Helen was to come to Guruprasad to see Mehera while Peter was with Baba. Sarosh 

brought them, and Peter walked into the small side room where Baba was sitting with the mandali and some of the 

group heads. Baba motioned for him to sit in front. 

After a short while, Baba asked him, "When are you going home?" 

Peter replied, "Immediately after the darshan program is over." Baba nodded in affirmation. 

In Baba's presence, Peter said very little, and no one else asked any questions and only spoke if Baba asked a 

question. He was filled with joy, basking in the Beloved's Sun. Baba barely looked around and gently raised and 



 

 

lowered his fingers on the arm of his chair from time to time. Peter recollected: "All our eyes were drinking in his 

beauty, and our hearts were full." 

After about an hour, Baba motioned that it was time to go; the men were told they could take his darshan by bowing 

to his feet on the way out. As by now Peter was toward the back of the room, he was one of the last to leave. Even 

though during his stay Peter was given no private interview with Baba, he did not feel “cheated” of his share of the 

Divine Treasure, for here, in his words, is what followed: 

I bowed to Baba's feet, and the floodgates of my soul opened. Scalding, burning tears like I had never known 

poured like a river over the Beloved's feet. It was as if all the ignorance I had experienced over millions of 

lifetimes came pouring out of me at that moment. All the filth, muck and degradation that this life in illusion 

had experienced was now pouring out on the Beloved's dear feet. My body was vibrating with tremendous 

force. I could not raise my head from his feet. I found myself repeating, through the flood of tears: "Baba, 

Baba, Baba!" His name became a constant, unbroken sound on my lips until I found myself kneeling before 

him with folded palms. 

Baba's eyes came from across what seemed to be a vast distance. It was as if he were looking at me across all 

my lives. His eyes met mine, and I have never seen, nor do I ever again expect to see, such loving, unutterable 

kindness and compassion. His eyes were literally oceans of the sweetest, loving kindness and compassion. It 

was the most singularly significant and sublime moment of my life. 

At the moment that Baba's eyes met mine, he extended his hand in a slow, gentle arc and stroked my face, 

starting from the cheeks and moving down to the chin, with his thumb and forefinger meeting an inch or so 

from my chin, and continuing the movement to its conclusion. This one movement, this stroke, is sufficient to 

take me across all time with my Beloved. 

I do not say this lightly but with absolute conviction. That movement is still moving, and no matter where I go 

nor how often I forget him, that singular movement is enough to draw me back to him and always will. 

On the 4th, since lovers from many towns and cities had not yet had darshan, Baba came on the dais again at 3:40 

P.M., when devotees from Delhi, Jabalpur, Bilaspur, Raipur, Sholapur, Gotegaon and other far places availed 

themselves of the chance for darshan. 

One touching incident occurred when a child of about six years old accompanied his mother for darshan. When the 

mother was bowing down at Baba's feet, the youngster at her side shouted with force, "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" 

After giving darshan for an hour, Baba left amidst loud cheers of his Jai. 

 

Baba entered the side room of Guruprasad at 7:10 A.M. on the morning of Wednesday, 5 May 1965. Jagannath, the 

Andhra Baba lover who had tripped and fractured his femur, was brought directly from the hospital on a stretcher, 

which was put down at Baba's feet. Baba gestured to him, "Don't worry; all will be well." Tearfully, Jagannath 

requested permission to take Baba's darshan, but he could not move due to the pain in his leg. Baba lifted his right 

foot and placed it on Jagannath’s chest. Jagannath was so happy he completely forgot his discomfort. 

Just then the Andhra minister, M. R. Appa Rao, entered with his wife. Baba told him, "I am happy with your work 

for me. My grace will always be on you. I want you both to love me more and more. I am God in human form." 

After Baba had embraced them, the couple left. 

Bal Kisan Bakhshi of Dehra Dun and his wife, Meher Kanta, came for darshan. Baba asked Meher Kanta, "What do 

you want?" 

"I want nothing except your love," she replied. Her reply made Baba happy and the couple left after touching his 

feet. 

A Zoroastrian army general and his wife came to see Baba for the first time. He had heard and read a little about 

Baba but could not accept the fact that Baba was God in human form. After the general was seated and introduced, 

Baba told him, "What harm is there if you cannot accept the concept of God in human form as long as you are 100 

percent honest and follow the three precepts of Zoroaster — namely good thoughts, good words and good deeds." 

The general's face brightened, and he said he was very honest and followed the three precepts of Prophet Zoroaster. 

Baba added, "If you were to read God Speaks, you will have an idea of how Infinity can be bottled up in human 

form. You will also know that for God, Who is infinitely powerful, it is possible to do anything. Do not worry. Read 

God Speaks and you will understand that nothing exists but God. You are also God, but you are under the 

hallucination that you are a human being." 

Without hesitation, the general replied, "Yes, we are all God!" 



 

 

To Was Deo Kain, Baba observed, “In fact, nothing [in the world] really matters. What really matters is to see me as 

I really am.” 

Baba came onto the dais at 7:45 A.M. That day was the darshan day for lovers of Hamirpur District. Each person 

rapidly touched Baba's feet. They had sacrificed much to make the long journey knowing well what treasure their 

Beloved's one glance offered, and now each received his reward. 

Sripat Sahai had composed a poem which Baba allowed him to sing over the microphone. There was no fixed 

qawaali program that day, but during the darshan various groups sang bhajans and ghazals. A small stage had been 

specially erected for this purpose. 

During the program one man who was waiting for his turn suddenly collapsed, unconscious, but he was soon 

revived, got up and took darshan. Only once during these six days did Baba accept a garland from one of the 

Hamirpur lovers, which Baba then put around his own neck. All other garlands were placed at his feet by the lovers. 

At 10:40 A.M. arti was sung. Even before the last lines were over, Baba asked Eruch and Bharucha to help him 

stand. He waved and then hurried off the stage, sagging down into his wheelchair. His whole body began to shake, 

as it seemed unable to bear its burden. Baba was sacrificing his body for the sake of his lovers, and only the mandali 

and doctors knew how he suffered. Eruch and Bharucha massaged his legs, but their efforts could not relieve even a 

little of the suffering that he had taken upon himself. 

Despite his pain, Baba came onto the platform again at 3:30 P.M. The Bombay, Bhavnagar and Nasik lovers were yet 

to take his darshan. He seemed to be in a better mood that afternoon. Arti was sung at 4:30 P.M., and Baba then 

ended the program. 

 

On Thursday, 6 May, the final day of darshan, Baba entered the side room at 7:05 A.M. Eruch showed him the first 

three copies of the Marathi translation of The Everything and The Nothing, which Indumati Deshmukh, Nana Kher 

and Dinkar Dhage of Nagpur had done together. Baba signed each of the copies. 

The two ministers of Andhra Pradesh, Appa Rao and Channa Reddy, came with their families. At their request Baba 

sat for a photograph with each family separately. 

Turning to Harry Kenmore, Baba remarked, "The pain in my neck and hip is very great. I suffer not for myself, but 

for you all." 

A girl of about five years old came with her parents for darshan. Inviting Baba to her home, she boldly said, "Come 

to Ganeshkhind!" 

Baba replied, "I am already there." He comforted her, gesturing, "I will come one day." 

Baba came on to the dais at 7:45 A.M. Shinde garlanded him. Indumati, Nana Kher and Dhage were called to the 

stage, and Baba presented each with an autographed copy of the Marathi translation of The Everything and The 

Nothing. 

One devotee brought a small coconut tree and cashew nut seeds from Andhra. These were touched by Baba. They 

were to be planted in the compound of the Poona Center. 

That day Ahmednagar and Poona lovers were to have darshan. Besides them, lovers who had not yet taken darshan 

were allowed to come to Baba. Being the last day, many were tempted to come a second time, but Baba would point 

them out in the queue long before they could come near him. Many from Poona had come for darshan despite the 

fact that Baba did not wish to meet the general public. The sahavas was meant only for his devoted lovers. He asked 

the people to take darshan quickly so that all would have a chance. 

After darshan ended at 9:55 A.M., arti was sung. Baba stood and waved. Cheers of "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" 

resounded, while Baba sat in his wheelchair, which had been brought onto the stage that day. Slowly he was 

wheeled away. 

Baba came to the side room at 3:40 P.M. that afternoon. He had agreed to sit for a group photograph with lovers from 

Guntur and Hyderabad. The first group arranged themselves on the entrance steps of Guruprasad. When everyone 

was set, Baba was brought in his wheelchair and sat in their midst. Since the Guntur group was very large, Baba had 

to have two photographs taken, one with the women and the other with the men. In all, Baba posed three times. 

Although the darshan was officially over on 6 May, it was extended for three days more as several students who had 

been in the midst of their school and college exams had not been able to attend the programs. Lovers who had not 

had Baba's darshan were also permitted to come to Guruprasad at this time. And so for three days, in the mornings 

and afternoons, Baba met those who sought him. Even after this, others would daily appear in Guruprasad for 



 

 

darshan and Baba would see them and permit them to bow to him, despite the long hours of being seated with pain 

in his neck and hip. 

Joseph Harb and Ben Hayman left on the 7th, and Kenmore soon after them. They spent that morning with Baba at 

Guruprasad, from 8:00 to 11:00 A.M., and again in the afternoon at 3:00 P.M. for an hour. Joseph later wrote to his 

wife Kari: 

It was heart-breaking to say good-bye to Baba and to see him suffering so much. About 4:00 P.M. all he wanted 

was to go to his room and relax. I left Beloved Baba tired and in pain. This gathering was a great strain on his 

body, mind and spirit. I saw him giving the sign of compression with both of his hands — meaning that when 

conditions become unbearable, the compressed feelings on his body, mind and spirit will cause his silence to 

break. 

Doctors cannot heal Baba. He only permits them to try because of their love for him. Baba does not want to be 

healed. If he did not want that suffering he would not have taken it upon himself. His greater suffering is 

lessening the human misery. 

When the great compression falls on him, his silence will be broken. This painful undertaking has its purpose 

with Baba. He said that when he breaks his silence the whole world will know how he really is. Baba said after 

July he will remove some of the suffering and pain. Watch the world’s affairs — the more critical they become 

— the more the suffering for Baba. He applies the shock absorber — else things would be worse than they 

are.343 

Before Joseph Harb left, Baba asked him how Ivy Duce was, and Joseph replied, "She is frustrated because, despite 

our best efforts, the Sufi Center [in San Francisco] is not growing [in membership]." 

Baba replied, "It can't — it isn't the time! A great oak has to have strong roots going deep into the soil to be able to 

hold it up. That is what you are doing for the strong Sufi order I wish you to build." 

Baba had once revealed: "I come for all, but I am for a few," and perhaps this is why comparatively few recognized 

him when he was on earth. 

 

One afternoon Baba met with the several workers and volunteers of the Poona Center who had worked so hard in 

making arrangements for the six-day darshan program, seeing to the needs of those from out of town. As a result 
they had not been able to attend most of the programs. Ramakrishnan and Bhavsar had labored especially hard, and 

Baba expressed his appreciation for all. Shinde had been in charge of the pandal according to Pendu's instructions, 

and Pendu and Bhau jointly were responsible for arranging facilities for those coming for darshan at Guruprasad. 

After the darshan program, Keki Nalavala and his son, Naosherwan, were allowed to remain in Poona for three 

additional days, because Naosherwan had some difficulty in breathing and Baba wished him to be treated by Dr. 

Grant. This was arranged and Baba even paid some amount toward Naosherwan's treatment. 

Jim Mistry's eldest son, Meherwan, 16, passed his Cambridge exam at this time, and a telegram was sent to Baba 

about it. Baba replied, "I am very happy that you stood first-class, and I will be more happy if you stand first in my 

love." 

Once when Meherwan had come to Guruprasad for Baba's darshan, Baba was sitting quietly in the hall with only a 

few persons around him. All of a sudden he remarked to Meherwan, "I am 100 percent God!" 

Adi and Rhoda Dubash had come for the darshan from Karachi, and Baba asked them to stay in Poona until the end 

of June. They would visit Guruprasad daily. Minoo Kharas came from Karachi, also, and saw Baba on the 9th and 

10th with his family. Minoo returned on 25 May. It was to be his final meeting with the Divine Beloved. 

Freny Dadachanji's sister, Zarine Mavalwala, also came for the darshan from Karachi. Zarine had love for Baba but 

did not yet fully believe him to be God-incarnate. On one occasion, when the Bombay women were with Baba, 

Zarine began having dreadful thoughts of doubt about him. Suddenly addressing her, Baba remarked, "Don't be 

afraid of skepticism. I am purposely creating it to clear your mind of it. I am God personified! Is it not true, Zarine?" 

Zarine shyly kept quiet, but then and there accepted Baba wholeheartedly as the Avatar. 

On 12 May 1965, Eruch wrote to Dr. Ram Ginde: 

 
343 Quoted in a letter from Kari Harb to Carrie Ben Shammai, dated 7 May 1965 (Carrie Ben Shammai 

letter scans, 1965).  



 

 

At the time of writing this there are some late visitors who still trickle in for Baba's darshan at Guruprasad, and 

Baba's love continues to satisfy them all despite the pain and discomfort that his physical body has been 

enduring. The strain of these darshan programs has been too great, and we can easily see that beloved Baba is 

quite tired. The pain in the neck is as usual, and he also frequently complains of giddiness especially when he 

changes postures. Baba is now given much rest, and he has once again started lying down much of the time 

during the day. He has also resumed wearing for a couple hours the traction collar. 

Two days later, Goher wrote to Adele Wolkin:  

The darshan was a glorious time for beloved Baba’s Eastern lovers, and during those days Baba’s radiance 

shone on all as he poured out his love in answer to the love which they, his lovers, brought so humbly to lay at 

his feet.  

Now that all is quiet here at Guruprasad once more, Baba is feeling the reaction: the pain in his neck and 

shoulders persists, and besides, he has a constant headache. Baba has been persuaded to take as much rest as 

possible during the day; but our hearts ache to see him suffer, for we are helpless to alleviate by medication the 

suffering that the Avatar must undergo. 

Baba was also suffering from a cold and sore throat.  

Dr. Ginde recommended light treatment with DMSO oil every day, light enough so as not to burn the skin, but Baba 

wished to postpone it for some time. Later a small amount was applied to the hip joint, but Baba broke out in a rash 

on his thigh and part of his scrotum as a result. His skin was too delicate to use the oil. 

Dr. Grant was called to Guruprasad to examine Baba on 12 May due to his complaint of headache and giddiness, 

and Grant felt it was due to impaired circulation to the brain from constriction of the basilar arteries. Don was there 

that day also. He was on his way to Bombay, and on the 16th he flew to England, to visit his family and deal with 

property matters related to his brother’s death. 

S. D. Lalit, 31, of Nagpur met Baba for the first time at the May darshan. Lalit was a handsome married man, erudite 

(with a master’s degree in geophysics), but his wife Raj, though educated, was a simple, guileless, somewhat 

emotionally fragile woman. Before coming to Poona, Lalit had filed for a divorce, after four years of marriage. Raj's 

relatives were quite well-to-do with a good name in the community. They did their best to persuade Lalit against 

taking this step, but he did not listen and proceeded with the divorce. Lalit's job had transferred him from Nagpur to 

Calcutta, and he had left Raj behind with her family. Sometime later, Baba received a letter about this from Raj's 

sister. Mutual enmity between Lalit and Raj's family reached such a tense state that by the time he left for Poona, 

neither family was on speaking terms. 

When Lalit had Baba's darshan, he surrendered to Baba. So impressed was he by Baba, that when he returned home 

he withdrew his divorce suit, though his indifferent feelings toward his wife did not alter. 

Nana Kher knew Lalit, and after some time Baba asked him, "Does Lalit love me?" 

"He loves you very much, Baba," Nana answered. 

Baba told Bhau to write Lalit inquiring the reason for his abandoning his wife. In the meantime, Raj's father and 

sister had written to Baba entreating him to reconcile the couple. Lalit wrote back a long letter in which he expressed 

his utter dissatisfaction with his married life. At that Baba remarked, "Now I will see how much Lalit loves me!" 

Baba instructed Bhau, “Send Lalit a letter every day for a week, repeating the same thing: ‘Do whatever you think 

best, right and just.’ " Accordingly, Bhau wrote him every day, and on receipt of the fifth letter, in which Bhau 

wrote, “If Baba says to keep Raj with you, will you?” Lalit agreed and wrote to Raj’s father and sister to send Raj to 

Calcutta. 

The couple began leading a life of love and Raj's parents were absolutely astonished at the transformation in their 

son-in-law. In the past, they had done their utmost to bring about a reconciliation, even going to the extent of 

bringing pressure on Lalit through influential parties, but Lalit had not conceded. 

Raj's uncle, a member of the Arya Samaj (an ultra-nationalistic Hindu organization), wrote to Baba: 

Belonging to the Arya Samaj, I did not believe in any principle of God taking human form or in any divine 

power. But now I can confidently say that divine power exists. We did all that was humanly possible; we left 

nothing undone to bring Lalit around. All to no avail. Finally, we had come to the conclusion that harmony 

between Raj and Lalit was impossible. But in no time, you have disposed of a terrible headache to us of many 

years' standing. 

This was the miracle of Baba's love. Raj and Lalit were brought back together and began living a life of unity in his 

love. 



 

 

 

At this time, Nana Kher's brother Vinoo's daughter, Veena, failed her B.Sc.(bachelor of science) exam by only one 

point, and Vinoo informed Bhau about it in a letter. That evening when Bhau went to Baba for nightwatch, Baba 

asked him, "Any news today?" 

Baba would ask this question every day, and that day, in addition to giving him other news, Bhau told him about 

Veena's failure to pass the test. In response, Baba complained, "What an injustice! The student fails because of only 

one point! It is unfair. What sort of university is that, and what a fool the vice-chancellor must be! Doesn't he have 

any thought for the good of his students? Anyone failing by five marks should be passed!" 

Baba continued on this subject for a long time. He had Nana Kher informed, through Bhau, to tell Vinoo not to 

worry. A month later, news was received that the girl had passed her B.Sc. — and so had all those who had failed by 

one to five marks! 

God Speaks contains many Sufi and Vedantic terms. In Guruprasad at this time, Baba was checking and correcting a 

glossary of God Speaks, which Lud Dimpfl had prepared. Bal Natu would read out every word and its meaning and, 

when required, Baba would correct a point. The glossary had been compiled with Baba's approval to aid the reader 

in distinguishing the terms. 

Meanwhile, the war between India and Pakistan had not yet come to an end and was a subject of daily discussion in 

Guruprasad. Aloba, being both a Zoroastrian and a Muslim, would gaze heavenward and utter, "Ya, Baba, save 

Pakistan!" 

Hearing him, Baba asked him, "Why do you pray like this?" 

Aloba replied, "I can't explain it; the prayer just comes out of my mouth!" 

Baba scolded him, "Look at this man! He lives in India, every day he eats food from India — still he prays for 

Pakistan!" 

On Sunday morning, 23 May 1965, at ten o'clock, Baba stated this about the current crisis: "The present warlike 

activities will be followed by temporary peace. But after two and a half years — by the end of November 1967 — 

there will be the war that will destroy three-fourths of the world. India will be desolated. All countries will suffer 

untold disaster, but America will survive a little more than the rest of the world. I will then break my silence, after 

which there will be my Universal Manifestation and the world will come to know Who I am. One year after the 

breaking of my silence, I will drop my body." 

Later, that afternoon at four o'clock, Baba said: "I am God in human form. When I break my silence the world will 

come to know that I am the Avatar of the Age. For a short duration there will be increased warlike activities 

followed by temporary peace. By the end of November 1967, there will be the war that the world has never before 

witnessed. 

"These are absolute facts, but are not to be published unless and until I order you to do so. This restriction is in order 

to avoid the headache of answering queries that will naturally arise from the premature announcement of these 

facts." 

Meanwhile, Robert Antoni of Paris, France, suffered a serious car accident in May 1965, and the severe shock 

caused him to have a nervous breakdown. His condition became so severe that his wife, Yvonne, worried that he 

might commit suicide, and cabled her concern to Baba. Baba sent this reply to her: 

I send my love to my dear children Yvonne and Robert. Tell Robert that he should never think of escaping. Far 

from being an escape, suicide is on the contrary a terrible binding. He has to face everything with the strength 

of Baba's love and remember me constantly. 

A short while later Robert Antoni was admitted to a hospital in an emergency. He remained in a coma for three days. 

Yvonne cabled Baba again. She was not allowed to see her husband and was told that this was the end, that he was 

being kept alive artificially. All night she asked Baba to bring Robert back to life, if it was his will. The next 

morning a telegram came from Baba, stating: "Robert will live." At noon the hospital called Yvonne to say that 

Robert was better and she would be allowed to see him. 

Although still ill from the accident, Robert remained alive for another year and a half. In December 1966, after 

being in and out of one hospital and nursing home after another, Robert requested that Yvonne cable Baba, asking if 

he would ever get better. On 27 December, Baba cabled: "Robert is to accept his lot." Robert Antoni understood that 

this meant it was the end, and answered in a quiet voice, "I accept." 



 

 

One month later, on 27 January 1967, Robert Antoni passed away at the age of 58. Yvonne was informed of it by the 

hospital. As she was hanging up the telephone at the same moment the doorbell rang. A telegram from Baba was 

delivered. It read: "Yvonne, be happy, Robert is with me. Take care of your health. Baba." 

 

Later in May 1965, Baba himself remembered certain individuals who had not been able to attend the sahavas earlier 

that month, and he fixed a special darshan program for them in the first week of June 1965. He had a letter written to 

those concerned, such as Ramsahai Yadav of Barua Sagar, Narayanidevi Jha of Mandla, and Adarsh Khare of 

Hamirpur. Some devotees were sent word to come through Jalbhai. 

Baba remarked, "This is my last darshan, and after this there will be no more darshan programs." 

Shivendra Sahai of Lucknow had not been able to attend the May darshan, and he was called early and granted a 

private interview. Baba asked him, “Do you love me?’ 

He replied honestly, “I do not know.” 

The mandali were taken aback, but Baba held up his hand and then asked, “Will you obey me and do what I say?” 

Shivendra replied that he would. 

Baba looked directly in his eyes and with a very serious expression asked, “If I ask you to cut Bhau’s throat, will 

you do that?” 

Shivendra hesitated for a fraction of a second, but then replied, “Yes.” Baba was pleased and gave him some 

personal orders. 

Almost 500 lovers crowded into Guruprasad for the special darshan function on Sunday, 6 June 1965 from 3:30 to 

4:30 p.m. After the darshan was over, Baba's legs began shaking terribly. When the lovers departed, Eruch, 

Nariman, Pendu, Meherjee and Bhau lifted Baba into the wheelchair and took him to his room. Ginde examined him 

and advised him to remain lying in bed for some time. After one very strenuous darshan program, Baba had 

remarked to Ginde that the pain in his hip had been so great while giving darshan that even four injections of 

morphine of one-fourth grain each would not have relieved the pain. 

Baba's health was so fragile it seemed that it really was the last darshan he would ever give. As Age noted, “Giving 

darshan for Baba meant taking upon himself the load of others' impressions and, in exchange, giving his love. But in 

doing that it was as if he received a blow each time someone bowed down to him — as they unloaded their bindings 

at his feet.” 

At 7:00 P.M. the film of Baba’s May darshan was shown at Guruprasad. Baba came and saw half of it and then 

retired to his room. 

Gokaran Shrivastava and his wife Urmila, 25, had come for the May darshan in Poona. Urmila, a first-class M.Sc. 

(master's degree in science) and a professor in a college, saw Baba for the first time and was completely "drenched" 

in his love. After returning home, she was in a state of bliss and intoxication for several days before regaining her 

normal state of mind. Urmila longed for Baba's darshan again, but could not have it because of the restrictions Baba 

placed on visitors. 

Consequently, she went to another guru's ashram, remained there for three days and returned home. She wrote to 

Baba and asked for darshan. Baba allowed her to come on 6 June with her husband. Although this darshan had been 

arranged only for those who for some reason could not attend the previous darshan in May, Baba permitted the 

Shrivastavas to come. 

After the program, Urmila discussed the incident with Bhau. She said, "I went to a guru for three days. The whole 

day he would give various discourses, and the singing of bhajans and readings was also going on. But nothing 

touched the heart; so I went back home. 

"In May, though I had no chance to talk with Baba, seeing him I felt so happy that I cannot describe it! Going to this 

other guru made me feel so despondent that to live became a burden to me and, if Baba had not called me now, to 

continue living would have been difficult. The joy derived from Baba's silence cannot be derived from anyone else. 

Mere words cannot create it." 

From then on, Urmila Shrivastava's head remained firmly bowed at Baba's feet. 

 

After this darshan, Baba had his lovers informed that he wished to remain absolutely undisturbed, and he directed 

that letters from the East and the West, whether addressed to him or the mandali, would no longer be read to him. 

An exception was made on 10 June 1965, in response to a letter that had recently arrived from Irwin and Edward 



 

 

Luck in America. Baba had Eruch write them: "Baba wants you to know: A day will come, soon after he breaks his 

silence, when he will remove the veil and allow his lovers to see the beauty of their Beloved." 

Although darshan was stopped, Baba would allow the Poona workers to come to Guruprasad occasionally, and he 

would discuss matters and play cards with them in the hall. In addition to meeting with the group collectively, a few 

times he called Bapusaheb Shinde to his bedroom and expressed his pleasure with him for his love and care. Among 

the close group of Poona lovers, only Shinde was given the chance of seeing Baba alone. At that time no one 

understood the reason why Shinde was being singled out for special treatment, until five months later when Shinde 

passed away. 

Meanwhile, Kaka Baria had had to be hospitalized after suffering a stroke. He was admitted to Booth Hospital on 14 

June 1965 by Padri and Adi. Baba was informed that it looked as if Kaka would die. Baba, in fact, sent instructions 

about Kaka’s burial at Meherazad, but added, “It would be better if Kaka passes away after I return from Poona.” 

Surprisingly, Kaka recuperated, and on the 26th was shifted to Gulmai’s room at Khushru Quarters where he stayed 

for a week until Baba returned to Meherazad. 

On 22 June 1965, Baba sent instructions to Adi to inform those concerned that, contrary to their usual practice, Baba 

did not want any of his local lovers and devotees to stand on the roadside to greet him when Baba’s car passed 

through Ahmednagar on his way to Meherazad. 

Adi Dubash had had to return to Karachi for work, but Rhoda and their son Merwan remained in Poona, coming to 

Guruprasad daily. Rhoda was enlisted to help type correspondence, and would work in a small room adjoining the 

hall. One day, from his chair, Baba noticed her and, moving his fingers, he mimicked her typing. Sometimes, 

Mehera would invite Rhoda to have lunch with Baba and the women. Baba would on occasion tease Rhoda Dubash 

about her being a notoriously slow eater. When she was having lunch with Baba on 27 June 1965, handing her a 

large sliced mango, Baba asked her to finish it in less than five minutes. At first Rhoda took it as a joke, but Baba 

motioned, "Now, only four minutes are left. Hurry!" Seeing that he was serious, Rhoda began eating the fruit as fast 

as she could. "Now only one minute is left!" Baba indicated. So Rhoda shoved the remaining pieces into her mouth, 

and Baba clapped. The other women laughed uproariously at her swollen cheeks, and Baba gestured to her, "Now go 

into the next room and slowly chew what you have in your mouth." 

For the past three months, Dr. Alu Khambatta had been staying at the Mobo's Hotel near Guruprasad with her 

cousin, availing herself of Baba's darshan whenever possible. On 30 June, Baba called them to Guruprasad and said, 

"Goher says, 'We need a doctor, so why not take Alu. She would be such a help to me.' I want to take you back to 

Meherazad with us for ten days. Are you willing to come?" 

Alu's joy was so great that even if it had been for ten hours she would have been thrilled. Baba asked, "How will 

you bring your clothes?" 

"I have a trunk," she replied. 

"A trunk? For ten days!" He showed her a small bag and said, "Take only this much." 

Alu Khambatta packed and returned to Meherazad with the women mandali. The ten days passed, but she proved to 

be of real help, and Baba instructed her to stay longer. Eventually, he kept Dr. Alu at Meherazad for six months and 

had new clothes made for her. 

 

At this time Yeshwant Rao Boravke of Sakori was in critical condition in a hospital in Poona. Baba instructed 

Sadashiv Patil to visit him. As his condition worsened, Baba advised Yeshwant’s relatives to shift him to Sakori. 

Despite the objections of Yeshwant’s daughter and others, Yeshwant Rao was taken to Sakori by ambulance on 30 

June, in accordance with Baba’s instructions. Baba sent frequent messages to the family through Meherjee and 

Sadashiv. Yeshwant Rao died two days later, at 11:25 p.m. on 2 July 1965. Baba sent this telegram to B. T. Wagh 

(the ashram manager) and others at Sakori: “[Yeshwant Rao] has come to me.” 

Meanwhile, a ceasefire was declared between India and Pakistan on 30 June. Adi arrived at Guruprasad that 

morning. Baba’s hip was giving him pain, and he called Adi to his bedroom, along with Eruch, Mani, Meherjee, 

Nariman, Jalbhai, Pendu and Waman. As Baba lay on the bed, he gestured, “I want you to begin preparing for a 

sahavas program in December.” He surprised all by announcing, “For 40 days, from 1 February 1966, I may 

undertake a tour of Andhra.” 

At 7:45 a.m. the next day, Thursday, 1 July 1965, Baba left Poona for Meherazad. Adi drove Baba and the women in 

the DeSoto; Shaikh drove Rano and Naja in Sarosh’s car; and Waman drove the mandali in Adi’s car. Bhagirath’s 

truck followed with their luggage. Baba insisted that they drive nonstop, but because part of the road was under 



 

 

repair, the vibrations of the bumpy ride worsened the pain in his hip joint considerably. For many days afterwards, 

Baba was unable to put his weight on his feet and was unable to walk. 

After settling in at Meherazad, Baba remained secluded in his room for one month, and he did not step out of the 

main house or come to the hall. He remarked, "This is my seclusion in seclusion." Kaka Baria was brought back to 

Meherazad on 3 July by Sarosh, and Rama, Sheela and Mehernath were brought the following day. On the 6th, Padri 

returned to stay at Meherabad, and Kaikobad was brought back to Meherazad in the same car. 

Twice a day, Baba would call the men to his room, where he would discuss arrangements for the sahavas for the 

Westerners. The sahavas was scheduled to take place in Ahmednagar from the 23rd to the 29th of December. A total 

of 250 Americans, Europeans and Australians were expected. They would be staying in town, but the actual sahavas 

with Baba would be held at Meherazad for three hours each day, from 9:00 A.M. until noon. 

A committee consisting of Adi, Sarosh, Viloo, Anna Gune, Gajwani and Siganporia had been formed. Baba called 

Adi, Sarosh and Viloo to Meherazad and instructed them to make arrangements for the Westerners' 

accommodations. They informed him, "Baba, there is an acute shortage of water in Ahmednagar. Unless the rains 

come in abundance this year, which is out of our hands, it will be difficult to manage an adequate supply of water 

for those who come." 

Baba replied, smiling, "I will see to that; you see to the accommodations." They began to carry out Baba's behests by 

trying to rent a newly-constructed building next to the Civil Hospital, which was to be an outpatients' hospital and 

staff quarters or, alternatively, to rent hostel facilities at Ahmednagar College. 

Meanwhile in New York, Harry Kenmore began organizing plans to charter an airplane, which he had discussed 

with Baba at Guruprasad in May and which Baba had approved. Baba instructed that the sahavas was meant only for 

those who truly loved him, and not for the merely interested or curious. Children were permitted to come. Most of 

those who were planning to attend had not seen Baba since the East-West Gathering three years before, and many 

new ones had also signed up for the pilgrimage. All lovers, new and old, were counting the days until they would be 

in Beloved Baba's loving presence once again. 

One of those who would not be attending the forthcoming sahavas was Charles Purdom. On 8 July 1965, Purdom 

died in London from a heart attack following an operation for a gall-bladder ailment, from which he had suffered for 

a long time. Purdom was 82 when he died. The news of his death was received at Meherazad, in a telegram from 

Mollie Eve, and Baba sent this reply: "My dear Charles is with me and blessed in my eternal love. My love to 

Antonia [his wife] and to you all who shared with Charles his service in my cause." 

In Meherazad, on the same day of Purdom’s death, 8 July, Mani's pet cocker spaniel, Peter, was put to sleep. The 

dog had cancer, and Dr. Alu Khambatta administered the injection, according to Baba’s instructions. Peter breathed 

his last in Baba's presence in his bedroom. A few moments before, Baba lovingly caressed the dog and Peter wagged 

his tail feebly. Peter had been with Baba and the women mandali for twelve years, and was very dear to them. His 

body lay "in state" in Baba's room until a pit was dug between the row of mango trees (the seeds of which had been 

given to Baba by a mast from Madras years before). Baba had his handkerchief placed on Peter's body and he 

repeated many times that it should be buried with Peter. 

Baba commented, "Peter is immeasurably blessed, for this is the first instance during my Avatarhood that any 

animal has passed away in my physical presence. Now, after a year, he will take birth in a male human form, and 

will come to me as a baby boy to be held in my arms and cuddled by me." 

Peter was buried and in his memory a fragrant champa tree was planted over his grave. Baba directed that these 

words be inscribed on his tombstone: BABA'S PET, PETER. 

Baba observed, "Peter deserves the good fortune that he has received." 

Peter's companion Mastan greatly felt his separation, as both used to play together. Baba, too, missed the little 

fellow and remarked, "Even I, who am God and know how truly blessed Peter is, miss Peter's presence as 'Peter.’ 

"344 

 

344 According to Baba, the two dogs Peter and Mastan were closely connected karmically and both were to 

be reborn in human form, and meet in their future lifetimes.  

 



 

 

 

Silence Day was observed throughout the world and at Meherazad on Saturday, 10 July 1965. This was the 40th 

anniversary of the Beloved’s silence. Those lovers who for some reason found it impossible to observe silence were 

given the usual option to fast. 

Baba continued his isolation in his room throughout July. The monsoon weather was damp and chilly, which was 

one more reason Baba stayed indoors. There had been almost no rain that year, but strong winds blew night and day. 

Baba said he would come to mandali hall, once Meherazad and Ahmednagar had received a good shower. For the 

most part, outside matters were kept to a minimum; only a very few urgent letters were read aloud to Baba. 

After he returned to Meherazad, Baba’s hip pain flared up. He insisted Goher give him a cortisone injection in the 

joint, which she did on 7 July. Afterwards, he was able to put weight on his foot and walk a little. He indicated that 

for the first two days after the injection there was 90 percent less pain. Afterwards, the pain in his hip returned again. 

But by the 12th, Baba was using crutches to move about in the house once a day. 

On 16 July 1965 Kharmen Masi’s son Homi brought Baidul back to Meherazad from Bombay, where he had been 

staying with his daughter Sarwar. 

At this time, because of the impending sahavas, the mandali’s work was increasing. Moreover, due to Baba's 

constant scoldings, Bhau felt terribly harassed. At night, he was to be on duty by Baba, but even during the daytime 

he had to be present most of the time in Baba's room. As a result, Bhau had no time in which to do either 

correspondence or the writing of speeches. Baba was sending Sarosh, Viloo and Chhagan to Uttar Pradesh and other 

places, to participate in important public functions, and one of Bhau’s assignments was to write their various 

speeches in Hindi. 

One day Baba gave Bhau some urgent work to do, but, because he was with Baba in his room the entire day, there 

was simply no time to finish it. When Baba asked if Bhau had done the work, he replied, "No, I did not have time." 

Baba scolded him and later that night, as he was pressing Baba's legs, Bhau was so distressed he thought: "It would 

be better if I die. I cannot leave Baba because I know I could never be happy without him, but I cannot serve him, 

either. I don't do anything right, and he gets annoyed with me. It is best I die!" 

While Bhau was thinking these thoughts, suddenly Baba sat up and gestured to him, "Show me how you will walk 

when you are 70." 

Bhau blurted out, "But I don't want to live to be 70! I want to die!" 

"But just show me how you will walk." 

So Bhau had to walk back and forth across the bedroom hunched over like an old man. Baba made him go from one 

corner to another about four times. After the third time, Bhau began laughing and his depression lifted. Baba 

remarked, "You still have lots of work to do. You have no idea about it now." 

 

From Sunday, 1 August 1965, indicating that the hip pain had lessened by 75 percent, Baba once again started 

coming to mandali hall, but only once a day for an hour in the morning. Although he was by then moving about the 

main house at certain hours of the day with the support of crutches or leaning on someone's arm, he could not walk 

for long distances and was carried to the hall in the lift-chair by the garden boys. Once in the hall, he would take a 

few steps to his chair and back with the help of Kaka and Francis. This routine lasted until the end. 

Baba also remarked that the pain in his neck was 50 percent better. From this time, whenever Baba was in the hall, 

Bhau would sit by his feet and massage his legs, and for several months, in the afternoon, Eruch would massage his 

body. 

Baba declared that in order to remain strong enough to give his sahavas to the Westerners in December, he must 

remain undisturbed. Again, all lovers were reminded that communication with Baba was restricted only to telegrams 

sent because of an emergency. No correspondence was read to Baba, except from a very few close lovers (such as 

Dr. Ginde). No one was permitted to come to Meherazad. Only Adi would regularly visit regarding his usual work 

and the sahavas arrangements.345 Waman Padale would come every Sunday with essential purchases for Meherazad. 

Padri had been called to stay at Meherazad for eleven days, and he returned to Meherabad on 2 August. 

 
345 Sarosh and Viloo had been actively helping Adi, until Sarosh had to undergo a prostate operation in 

Bombay on 30 July 1965. 



 

 

One day two uninvited men showed up: Shriram Pophali and Vaman Nathuji Naik of Nagpur. When they arrived, 

Baba was with the men in the hall, and he sent Bhau to see them. Near the gate, they were informed of Baba's 

seclusion and they agreed not to disturb him. A short while later, Baba sent word with Aloba that they should stand 

to one side of the gate so that they would not see Baba being carried to his room. Both men moved back quite a 

distance and, in truth, did not see Baba. But as they were walking away, Baba sent Aloba on his bicycle to bring 

them to his bedroom. When they came, Baba remarked, "I am very pleased with both of you." He discussed matters 

with them for a few minutes, and asked Pophali about the condition of his leprosy, telling him not to worry about his 

disease. 

Baba made another exception in the case of Herman Alvarado, an American Sufi, who arrived at Meherazad on 

Monday, 9 August 1965. Herman was in the merchant marine. and because of the Vietnam War, his cargo ship often 

stopped in Bombay. Herman had read a book by a Canadian psychologist who claimed that eating peyote (a certain 

cactus bud) and "magic mushrooms” was a shortcut to God or spiritual consciousness. He was so intrigued by the 

mystical experiences of the Native American and Mexican Indian medicine men described in the book, that he 

intended to question Baba about it as soon as he arrived. But when Alvarado was about to speak about it, Baba 

stopped him immediately, waved his hand in irritation and declared emphatically, "No, no, no! If God could be 

obtained so easily with drugs, then God is not worthy of being sought after!" Baba asked Alvarado whether he 

would be coming with the other Sufis in December for the sahavas, but Alvarado expressed his inability to attend. 

Herman did ask Baba about the reasons for the continued conflicts in the world — Vietnam and India and Pakistan. 

Baba told Herman not to concern himself about them, stating “They serve the Avatar’s cause in ways people do not 

understand, and occur only because of prevailing conditions.” 

Kaka Baria became seriously ill again on 8 August. He was unable to pass urine and Dr. Southwell was brought to 

Meherazad on the 9th to examine him. Sidhu was also sent for from Meherabad to attend Kaka for a few days. 

Ivy Duce's husband, Terry, died on 15 August, and Baba sent this telegram to console her: "Blessed is Terry, for he 

has come to me." 

Rama, Sheela and Mehernath were brought by Adi to Meherazad on 15 August 1965. Kutumba Sastri met Baba the 

following day. On the 18th, Goher’s brother Jal and her sister Roshan and her child were permitted to meet Baba and 

the mandali at Meherazad. On the 22nd, Beheram, Rustom, Sohrab and Jehangu were visitors from Poona. Two days 

later, Baba permitted Dadi Kerawala to provide food for Meherazad in honor of Dadi’s birthday. The meal was 

prepared and brought by Chhagan, along with Dhun Satha. Goher’s brother Aspi, who was in the army, also 

accompanied them for darshan. 

When Baidul was diagnosed with typhoid on 26 August 1965, Sidhu was again called to Meherazad for a week or 

ten days to help look after him. Sheroo, Jehangu, Gulnar and their daughter Mehernaz were permitted to come to 

Meherazad on the 28th. A meeting of the Avatar Meher Baba Trust was held at Meherazad from 3:00 to 5:00 P.M. on 

29 August. All of the trustees were present, except for Nariman and Ramjoo. 

At 9:30 a.m. on Wednesday, 1 September 1965, Baba gave an hour-audience to Gajwani, his daughter Shyama and 

her small son Anil. The intelligent boy was quiet and sat by Baba on the floor next to Baba’s chair. Mani took a film 

of the family with Baba. Shyama and the boy were taken to greet Mehera also. After they left, Baba sent Eruch to 

the Pimpalgaon pumping station to telephone Adi at Khushru Quarters to tell Shyama “not to let Anil be exposed to 

the breeze after perspiring.” 

New collars made by Shinde arrived for Baba that day, sent by Meherwan. 

Baba’s routine at this time was to come to mandali hall in the lift-chair between 9:15 to 9:30 a.m. He would take a 

few rounds inside the hall for exercise and then lie down to rest in a bed which had been kept in the hall. The 

mandali would massage Baba’s body as he listened to correspondence being read out. By 11:00 a.m. Baba moved to 

his chair and played cards with Francis, Kaka and Pendu for 30 to 45 minutes. 

At 11:45 a.m. Baba was taken back to the house in the lift-chair. At about 2:30 p.m. the mandali were called to his 

house, where for half an hour or so there was another game of cards. 

Toward the end of August 1965, Goher again began giving Baba cortisone injections into his hip, which resulted in 

less pain in his joint. The pain in Baba's neck, however, continued. He underwent seven pounds of traction in bed 

daily from 9:45 to 10:45 A.M. in the hall, and then wore the collar for an hour more while he sat in his chair. 

Eruch described Baba’s condition (in a letter dated 9 September): “Baba’s health is as usual, with the exception that 

he can move about a little from room to room on his feet. The hip joint is not bothering him these days, but the pain 

in the neck fluctuates — sometimes more and sometimes less. I am beginning to feel this ‘pain in the neck’ is not 



 

 

due to any pathological condition, but it is the universe itself that has become for beloved Baba a ‘pain in the neck!’ 

”  

Baba confirmed this, when he dictated on 11 September 1965: “My hip joint is behaving now and the pain is much 

less, and I can walk about a little from room to room without botheration. The pain in the neck had almost gone by 

the end of July, but it has returned and is severe now. The whole universe is a ‘pain in the neck’ and the more the 

burden the greater the pain! At present the burden of Universal work and consequent suffering is too great, and the 

pain-in-the-neck is also very severe consequently.” 

Two kerosene lanterns hung outside the windows of Baba's bedroom at night, and the curtains were left open so that 

the light would shine inside. But at this time, Baba directed that both lanterns be extinguished. He remarked, 

"Insects hover around the lamps and the noise is bothering me." He had never mentioned this before, and while on 

night duty, Bhau, Pendu and Rano had to sit in his room in total darkness. They used a flashlight to read his hand 

signs and, under these conditions, it was quite inconvenient to attend to him in the dark. Why Baba insisted on this 

was not then clear. But a few days later on 1 September, when Pakistan attacked India — crossing the Kashmir 

ceasefire line — and a blackout was enforced, the mandali understood Baba's action. 

War broke out, and the fighting over Kashmir continued for three weeks. Now that the blackout was in force 

throughout the country, however, Baba again ordered the kerosene lamps hung outside his windows. He indicated he 

was no longer pestered by the insects. His "disturbance" was of a different sort! 

A similar thing would happen in Guruprasad. The Poona railway station was a short distance from Guruprasad, and 

continuous shunting of trains went on throughout the day and night. Besides this, the road in front of Guruprasad 

was always congested with traffic, and occasionally loudspeakers nearby added to the din. Baba was not troubled 

with this cacophonous medley; but the slightest movement on the part of his night watchman caused him to become 

highly irritated. He was disturbed even when Bhau’s cotton trouser fluttered slightly, as previously related! 

 

Adi's office in Ahmednagar was busy with much activity for the upcoming Western sahavas. Signed forms began 

arriving with the names of those planning to attend from America, Canada, Australia, England, France, Switzerland, 

Israel, Africa, Lebanon and Pakistan. The monsoon rains had been plentiful so that the town of Ahmednagar, 

Meherazad and Meherabad had enough rainfall to solve the acute water problem that year. After many trips to 

Bombay, Adi had finally secured permission from the government to use the newly-constructed hospital building to 

house those Westerners who were coming for the sahavas. The granting of this permission came about due to the 

intermediation of the Health Minister of the Maharashtra government and the Speaker of the Bombay legislature, 

Trimbak S. “Balasaheb” Bharde. Special air-conditioned train coaches from Bombay to Ahmednagar were reserved 

for those arriving. A caterer from Poona was contracted to supply meals; and other arrangements, such as acquiring 

linens, servants and other provisions were being concluded successfully. Everyone, however, was soon in for a 

bombshell! 

Baba came to mandali hall on the morning of Saturday, 4 September 1965 (Zoroaster’s birthday that year) and 

announced to those present — Mani, Rano, Goher, Eruch, Pendu, Adi, Aloba, Bhau and Francis — his decision to 

cancel the December sahavas. There was a look of infinite fatigue and sorrow in his eyes, as he announced this. He 

said: "The world situation is very bad and growing worse daily. The pressure of my Universal work is affecting my 

health tremendously, and the pain in my neck is beyond limit. It is the universal Cross that I bear. I have decided to 

cancel the Western sahavas which was to be held this December. I do not in the least like canceling the sahavas, but 

I have to. I know what I am doing." 

He added, "Sometime, somewhere, somehow, I will meet my old and new Western lovers before I break my 

silence." 

Turning to Francis, Baba asked, "Will this cancellation affect or lessen the love of my Western lovers?" 

With hardly any hesitation, Francis replied, "I don't think so, Baba. It would be a queer kind of love if it did." 

When Baba asked him, Adi replied, "The Westerners will of course be tremendously disappointed, but it is certain 

that they will accept your will without question or doubt." 

Baba looked pleased with Adi's answer and remarked, "I want no disturbance until November 1967. There will, 

therefore, not be any darshan for Easterners either before that time." 

At the end of the meeting, Baba narrated this anecdote, which seemed appropriate in view of his cancellation: 

There was a Perfect Master who used to continually postpone the giving of God-realization to a disciple of his, 

always promising that he would definitely give it on such-and-such a day. At last, the disciple got upset and 



 

 

said, "You who know everything, Master, why can't you know the definite date of giving me God-realization?" 

And the Master replied, "The Perfect Master knows everything; he also knows nothing; and he appears as if he 

does not know anything!" 

It was Adi’s birthday that day. When Kaikobad mentioned this to Baba, he permitted Adi to come forward, kiss his 

cheek and receive an embrace. 

Regarding the sahavas cancellation, later on 4 September, this telegram was sent from Baba to Harry Kenmore, 

Elizabeth Patterson and Ivy Duce in America, Delia DeLeon in England, Bill Le Page and Denis O'Brien in 

Australia, and Adi Arjani in Pakistan: 

Inform all concerned at your end that I have canceled the December sahavas. I know how disappointed my 

lovers will be, but I also know my lovers will accept my decision with complete resignation to my will. What I 

have decided is in accordance with my heavy burden of Universal work and suffering, and is for the good of 

all. 

Sometime, somewhere, somehow I will meet my old and new Western lovers before I break my silence. My 

love and blessing to all my lovers. Cable acknowledgment. 

So, after everything had been arranged and settled, Baba canceled the sahavas. Those in the West were of course 

extremely disappointed, but perhaps the person most disappointed of all was Sarosh, who was still in a Bombay 

hospital recovering from an operation when Baba made the announcement. It was against great odds that he (even as 

mayor of the town), Viloo and Adi had received permission to use the new hospital building in Ahmednagar, and he 

had become quite anxious that the sahavas be held. 

For those in Meherazad, Baba's decision was not utterly unexpected. When Baba was informed that the sanction for 

the hospital building’s use had finally been obtained, he did not express any satisfaction, much less happiness, but 

merely commented that holding the sahavas depended on his work and the state of his health, which remained a 

major hurdle. 

Baba had also sent Harry Kenmore a telegram in August informing him not to make any payment to Air India 

International (as a deposit for the charter airline flight) without first obtaining Baba's permission. This was followed 

by a personal letter from Eruch, hinting that although it seemed improbable (and Baba had repeatedly stated, through 
Mani's Family Letter, that the sahavas would take place), it was not impossible that Baba would yet cancel the 

sahavas. Harry had written: 

The tension of expectancy and anticipation is mounting daily. Oh, how all concerned are aching to go to Baba 

in December! Confirmations are pouring in and we have 182 signed up with money on the line. The whole 

endeavor has gone relatively smoothly…. You know, Eruch, some people get more fun out of preparing for a 

picnic than they do on picnic day. But, in this case, it will be no picnic for those who are told it's all off! … But 

be assured without equivocation that Baba's wish and will in this matter, as in any matter in which he is 

concerned, will always be observed as he directs. On that you can bet your last paisa! Nobody ain't gonna get 

nothin', not even nothin', unless the BOSS says so! For he am de General, de engineer, de major domo what 

runs this show jes' like all de other shows! What he decides is for our own best good. So let his will be done!!! 

Afterwards, Baba had this message cabled to Kenmore: 

I have canceled the December sahavas. I want you not to feel disappointed or disturbed for I know what I am 

doing. I also know how you and Annarosa [Karrasch] have labored and done your utmost to make possible for 

a large number of my lovers to see me. I am very pleased and proud of you. Remain happily resigned to my 

will and pleasure. 

Although the sahavas was canceled, there was no doubt that the combined energy given out by each who labored 

toward it, and the resultant concentration centered on Baba in the planning of it were used by him for his Universal 

work. In answer to his telegram sent throughout the world on 4 September, replies were wired back of the 

Westerners' humble and wholehearted acceptance of Baba's decision. Baba was touched and pleased with their 

responses and as some consolation to his lovers, despite the strict ban on correspondence, on 8 September 1965, 

through Mani's Family Letter, he instructed her to write: "Baba wishes each of his Western lovers, old and new, 

young and old, men, women and children, to write one letter direct to him." 

 

For several months, Baba had permitted Noshir Irani to stay in Meherazad. But Noshir did not fit in with the daily 

routine there, as his nature was independent, arrogant and uncooperative. He would also talk nonstop in the hall, 

which disturbed Baba. So much so, that Baba put him on silence whenever he was in the hall. All of the men 



 

 

mandali were fed up with his attitude, despite their utmost efforts to accommodate him and to treat him as one of 

them. 

Noshir would often request Baba to allow him to visit Upasni Maharaj's ashram at Sakori and Narayan Maharaj's 

ashram at Kedgaon for so-called “health reasons” and for a change of atmosphere. Although Baba did not wish any 

of his resident mandali to leave the premises, in July 1965 Noshir insisted on visiting Sakori and Kedgaon. Baba 

permitted him to leave Meherazad for wherever he wanted, to go, but Baba stipulated that he was not to return to 

Meherazad before January 1967. Noshir left, but two weeks later, he returned. 

At one point, Baba advised Noshir to go to Bombay and live with his parents and brother, but this, too, he refused to 

do. Finally, on 5 September 1965, Baba instructed him to remove all his belongings from the room he was staying in 

at Meherazad, and to move into the nearby cottage of Ratanshah Gyara.346 He was instructed to walk up Khandoba's 

Hill (opposite Seclusion Hill) every day, and repeat God's name for three hours every morning. Baba allowed him to 

come to Meherazad at noon for his lunch and at 6:30 sharp for dinner — but to leave Meherazad immediately after 

both meals. 

Noshir did this for several months. He then left the area, but returned to Ahmednagar on 3 December 1965 and 

requested that Adi intervene on his behalf and request Baba to see him. Baba refused to see him. Noshir left and had 

no further personal contact with Baba (although he continued to write bothersome letters to Adi). 

Jalbhai arrived in Ahmednagar on Friday, 10 September 1965 and was driven to Meherazad by Rustom Kaka for a 

brief visit. The next afternoon, the editor of the Nagpur Marathi weekly Chavhata (At the Crossroads), B. N. Saoji, 

accompanied by Bhasker, arrived at Meherazad unexpectedly. Baba was in his room at the time with Bhau. He sent 

Bhau out to have tea, and when he returned, Baba asked, "Any news?" Bhau told him of Saoji's arrival, and Baba 

called the man. Standing on the doorstep, Saoji reverently saluted Baba, who gestured, "I am very pleased with 

you.” This one-minute darshan proved priceless for Saoji, who, after his return to Nagpur, plunged into work in 

Meher Baba's name with zeal and enthusiasm. 

Prior to his coming, B. N. Saoji had read Paul Brunton's book A Search in Secret India, in which Brunton had 

belittled Baba. He was also aware of Baba's often repeated statement about breaking his silence, which he had yet to 

do. He had read of how Baba had declared that he would speak at the Hollywood Bowl (in 1932), and without doing 

so had returned to India. Baba had likewise predicted the destruction of three-fourths of the world (in 1954) and later 

differentiated between his language and ordinary human language. Still, thousands were prepared to surrender their 

lives to him! Why? If an ordinary man had acted in this way he would have been defamed. Thinking over all this, 

Saoji had come for darshan; he left convinced that the whole universe lay in Baba's palm! 

Arnavaz and Nariman Dadachanji and Jim Mistry also arrived from Bombay on the 11th and stayed at Meherazad for 

eight days. Gaimai Jessawala (Eruch's mother) and Nargis Dadachanji (Arnavaz's sister) were allowed to stay for 

seven days in September. 

Sarosh and Viloo had returned from Bombay and they came to Meherazad on 15 September with Adi. Sarosh was 

overcome with emotion and burst into tears and fell at Baba’s feet, grateful to have recovered from the ordeal he had 

recently undergone in Bombay.347 Sidhu returned to Meherabad that day. 

As was often the case, different officials and individuals would come to Adi’s office requesting Meher Baba’s 

darshan, which Baba had stopped. So when a bearded sadhu came to his office on 15 September, Adi sent him on 

his way after giving him a cup of tea. The sadhu, however, tried his luck and walked to Meherazad anyway. When 

Eruch explained that they were under orders not even to mention to Baba anyone’s request for darshan, the sadhu 

refused to leave and camped out in a nearby field — and then requested food from the Meherazad kitchen! Baba did 

not see him, and he left after three days, much to the relief of the mandali. 

When Adi came to Meherazad on the 18th, Baba expressed concern over the current conflict between India and 

Pakistan. “If a ceasefire takes place before November, it would be best,” Baba commented. 

On 21 September 1965, the following message canceling Baba’s proposed darshan tour was sent to all concerned by 

Eruch: 

 
346 Ratanshah Gyara had died two years before, on 19 August 1963.  
347 Baba had instructed Sarosh to consult a particular doctor, but circumstances (and Sarosh’s relatives) 

conspired so that Sarosh ended up in the care of another physician. “Sarosh has made a mistake,” Baba 

remarked to the mandali. “He will suffer for it.” Sarosh then had to undergo three abdominal operations for 

cancer. 



 

 

Avatar Meher Baba wants me to inform you that he was to go out with 40 lovers on a darshan tour of 40 days in 

India from 1st February 1966, and that he had in mind to take you with him on the tour. Beloved Baba now 

wants you to know that this darshan tour is canceled, and that he will NOT visit any places in India for giving 

his darshan in 1966 and 1967. 

Please note and acknowledge. 

On Wednesday, 29 September 1965, Deshmukh arrived at Meherazad from Nagpur and saw Baba at 10:45 a.m. for 

20 minutes. He gave Baba an account of his recent visit to Germany and Switzerland, where he had presented a 

paper at a conference and given talks about Baba. 

Nariman and Soona Hodivala had found out about Baba through their relative, Banumasi Kerawala, in 1937, and 

they met Baba for the first time in Bangalore two years later. Soona had not felt drawn to Baba, but after she had an 

experience of seeing Baba’s face in a portrait of Zoroaster, she became totally his. The Hodivalas had since moved 

to Aden, but they returned to India in August 1965 for their son Jimmy’s wedding. Jim Hodivala was anxious to 

have Baba's darshan, but because Baba was in seclusion, the possibility was remote.348 He asked Sam Kerawala to 

write to Eruch about this, and soon afterwards Eruch cabled the Hodivalas that Baba had agreed to see them "for two 

minutes only." 

They came to Meherazad on 1 October 1965, and Baba spent half an hour with them. Jim wished to take a few 

snapshots of Baba, which Baba permitted. Baba then called Soona and Nariman to sit on either side of him and have 

their photographs taken with him, and he did the same with Jim. Jimmy’s bride had not come with them, and Baba 

asked the reason. He was told that the girl and her family did not accept Baba as a divine personality. Baba assured 

them, "Don't worry. I will turn the key." 

The Hodivalas returned to Aden, Jim got married, and his wife, Soonu, did not appear to be drawn to Baba. 

However, years later, as Jimmy’s daughter, Kairbaan, related: “One day my mother had a dream about Baba. She 

woke up crying, sobbing, feeling really shaken. That morning came the news that Baba had dropped His body. I 

think that changed my Mum. My mother was a very kind and gentle lady. She would never judge people. She 

always wore her sadra and kusti but was not a follower of rituals. She hung Baba's pictures around the house and 

lived a Baba life. I know that Baba turned the key.” 

Meherjee arrived on 3 October 1965 with Sam Kerawala. In his car, he brought Gustadji and Peter’s tombstones, 

which had been made in Poona. 

 

As recounted, Phyllis Ott had met Baba in December 1964 and, at that time, Baba had informed her that he wanted 

her husband, Lyn, to come to India also, and for her to accompany him. There had been no discussion of the time for 

this meeting because the pending sahavas seemed the natural and appropriate date. But the day the Otts were 

informed of the cancellation of the sahavas was the day Lyn knew he must journey to meet Baba without further 

delay. "I knew that if I wrote and asked him if I could come now," Lyn recalled, "he would inevitably say no. I had 

come to understand that much about the Master. Thus, my decision to go had to come from my own inner prompting 

and call from the Baba within." 

Their minds made up, the Otts cabled Baba just before leaving: "Your call is irresistibly lodged in our hearts, we are 

on our way. Thy will be done!" But arriving in India, Lyn, 39, began having doubts that perhaps he should not have 

tried, in his words, "to challenge the fortress of the Master's seclusion," although, in fact, Baba was happy they were 

coming. 

The Otts arrived by train in Ahmednagar on Sunday night, 3 October 1965 and were met at the station by Adi, who 

said, "Baba will see you at nine o'clock in the morning for half an hour. You should get a good night's rest." They 

were taken to Viloo Villa, where they spent the night. 

The next morning, Adi drove them to Meherazad. They were a little early, so while Eruch took Lyn around the 

garden and introduced him to the other men, Phyllis sat on one of the benches outside the hall and conversed with 

Francis. Soon Eruch and Lyn returned, and Eruch said, "It is time to go in to see Baba." 

Phyllis stood up, and Eruch asked, "Phyllis, where are you going?" 

She answered blithely, "I am going in to see Baba!" 

"But this trip is only for Lyn," said Eruch. 

 
348 Jimmy’s given name was Jamshed. 



 

 

Phyllis felt faint. She began to fall, and Eruch caught her. She felt so let down not to see Baba! Then, Eruch smiled 

and said, "I am only kidding, come on!" 

The following is Lyn Ott's eloquent description of what occurred: 

It was time to go into mandali hall to meet the Messiah, author of myself, the indwelling essence of everything 

and nothing in human form — believe it or not — God Himself; and my thinking stopped. 

When I heard of Meher Baba there was no time left in which to test out or get adjusted to his claim. I had to 

simply take it or leave it, or the opportunity would be lost in the flickering of human doubt. To go to see a 

Master might be a good thing, and very rewarding. But to go to see God, believing him to be God, is a prospect 

so far beyond nice that it is entirely terrifying. It is this state of complete terror that accompanied me on my 

way to see Meher Baba. 

As I stepped out of my sandals and across the threshold into Baba's presence, the terror left as if it were stuck to 

the sandals rather than to me. As I stepped into that room everything stopped, everything except my feet which 

carried me straight, without faltering, into the waiting arms of the Divine Beloved. 

When I walked in to see Baba, I came with a great deal of apprehension and anxiety. Baba had said he would 

show me his face as it really is. I had no idea what that meant, but it ticked off a tremendous apprehension in 

my mind over a period of time before seeing him. And when I came into the room, I was tremendously relieved 

to see a little man sitting in a chair. I thought, my gosh, this is a real human being sitting here. I just had never 

imagined it. 

Baba embraced and kissed me on both cheeks. Before he embraced me he had me take my glasses off, and hand 

them to Eruch. Baba held my face between his cool hands. It was a face flushed with the fever of anticipation. 

Those cool hands soothed my fever as Baba looked into my eyes with his face just inches away from my face. 

At that moment nothing else in the universe existed. In that moment one tiny little atma [soul] came face to 

face with Paramatma [the Oversoul] — and the atma miraculously was not destroyed. 

To embrace Baba is to embrace the ether itself. He kissed me on both cheeks and I lay my suffering at his feet, 

and in the twinkling of his eye I was at peace and at home on the carpet of my father's house, stunned into 

happiness. Everything had stopped when Baba embraced me and held my face in front of his and looked into 

my eyes. The first thing Baba said was: "Can you see my face?" (How he said this with hand gestures I don't 

know, because his hands felt as if they were on my face all the while.) 

I felt as if he went inside me, all the way back to the very roots of my eyesight and turned around and took a 

look at himself through my eyes. I replied in a whisper: "Not very well, Baba." In my reply there was 

something apologetic, something of disappointment in not being able to give Baba the happiness of my seeing 

his face. I think this disappointment, shared by Baba and me, was the closest point that I have ever come to the 

point of real surrender, for looking back now, I see that at that moment I realized that I had no real hope and 

that I was completely and utterly helpless in the hands of God. 

Rather than giving me strength, he had taken away all of my strength, so there was nothing for me in that 

moment but surrender. The tension was gone. I had made my last move, and I had lost. This was a moment of 

surrender; I know it was because Baba then said: "Baba wants you to bow down to his feet." And instantly I 

obeyed him. I set my head down upon the resting place of creation and all was his. Baba treated me with great 

personal affection and intimacy so that I felt his love. Instantly he was for me not the teacher or guru, but the 

loving father and friend. 

Lyn sat on the floor by Baba's right hand, and Phyllis on his left. Eruch, Francis, Nariman (Dadachanji, who had 

come for the day), Adi, Bhau, Mani, Rano, and Dr. Alu were present, among others. Baba said, "I love you both 

very much. I am happy you came. It was I who called you here. Your goal should now be to come to me in Reality, 

not just in illusion. I will make it possible for you to achieve this." 

Baba further remarked to them, "When you die, you will both come to me." 

He asked, "How do my Western lovers feel, that I have canceled the Western sahavas?" 

Phyllis said, "Baba, whatever you do is good." 

"But how do they feel that the sahavas has been canceled?" Baba inquired. 

"Baba, your lovers are resigned to your will," she said. 

"But how do my Western lovers feel, now that I have canceled their sahavas?" 

Phyllis answered, "You should see your Western lovers more frequently, for when they do not see you, they build 

cathedrals in the mind to you." 

Adoringly, Lyn added, "Yes, Baba, we should build cathedrals to you!" 



 

 

Baba replied, "When the cathedrals fall, my work is done!" 

As Baba spoke through Eruch, he patted Lyn on the back. Sometimes he would caress him tenderly around his chin. 

Suddenly, Baba turned to Lyn and asked, "Did you shave today?" In response to his reply of yes, Baba remarked, 

"Well, you didn’t do a very good job of it! Just feel my chin." 

"Baba's face was soft and he had a splendid shave." Lyn said, "While I was shaving, I was thinking: 'Does Baba 

shave?' " 

Baba replied with surprise, "Why shouldn't I shave?" 

Lyn could only think to say, "Well, Baba, before this morning, I had never associated shaving with God!" 

Baba looked at him seriously and stated, "I am more human than you are. Someday you will see my face as it really 

is." 

Baba asked about their trip, and they told him of visiting Babajan's tomb the previous day. He seemed very 

interested to hear of their visit and asked several questions about it. "Did you bow down to her tomb?" 

Phyllis said, "I don't know how." 

Baba assured her, "You will." 

Lyn said, "It meant nothing to me to go to Babajan's tomb, except to make me thankful that I have a living Master." 

Baba remarked, "Babajan is in me." 

Then he asked, "Did you see pictures of me and Babajan at the tomb?" When they answered no, Baba explained, 

"The man who takes care of her tomb is a Muslim and believes that pictures of God must not be shown; but, if you 

had asked, he would have removed a curtain to reveal separate framed pictures of both me and Babajan." 

Baba inquired of Phyllis, "How did you sleep last night?" 

After she had answered, he repeated the question to Lyn, who said, "Not at all, Baba, or hardly at all." Lyn told Baba 

of his restlessness the night before and asked, "Baba, why did I suffer so much mentally as I approached closer and 

closer to you in time and space?" 

Baba replied, "You should be glad to share a little bit in my suffering. Soon, the whole world will turn to me." 

Lyn said, "Baba, I think a lot about your suffering, but while I am here with you, I cannot believe that you suffer." 

Baba did not respond, for he is the same Christ, the One born to suffer for the sake of mankind and all creation. 

After a while, Baba remarked, "You have already been here a half an hour. Normally, I give darshan only for five 

minutes these days." Thinking that they were about to be shown the door, Lyn began putting on his glasses, which 

Baba had told him to remove when he first embraced him. But Baba put his hand on Lyn and stated, "It is not time 

for you to go yet." 

There was a small round band-aid on Baba's left ear, and Phyllis asked why it was there. 

Baba remarked, "You’re very observant," and Eruch explained that Baba was lying on that side four and five hours a 

day without moving and had worn away the skin on his ear. 

Lyn asked, "Baba, why do you love some more than others?" 

Baba replied, "Don't you love your eye more than your fingernail?" 

Phyllis, remembering when she had an enamel paint chip deep into the quick of her nail, said, "Sometimes my 

fingernail has been very important to me." 

Baba said, "If you get something in your eye, you will go to any length to get it out, but if something is the matter 

with your fingernail, you just clip it out." 

Lifting his left buttock slightly and pointing to it with his left forefinger, Baba remarked, "Don't you love what you 

put into your mouth more than what you defecate?" 

He repeated, "Soon the whole world will come to Baba." 

Being new and unfamiliar with Baba's ways, Phyllis was uncomfortable with this; she felt that somehow Baba was 

“bragging.” 

Baba then emphatically gestured to her, "Don’t be a hypocrite! Say what you think!" 

Phyllis answered, "There is nothing I can do about it. It is up to you, Baba, to make pure what is impure, and 

unhypocritical what is hypocritical." 



 

 

Since seeing him last, Phyllis had read God Speaks three times as instructed. Although Jewish, she had also begun 

doing a meditation of looking into a picture of Jesus' eyes and her own reflected in them, while saying "Anal Haq [I 

am God].” She told Baba, "At home in the United States, I look in a mirror and say, 'I am God, I am God ...' But that 

is not true. And yet, here with you, looking in your eyes, Baba, I can truthfully say 'I am God.’ ” 

She felt puzzled and asked, "Baba, I know that you are God, but what am I? ... Consciousness?" 

"Yes," Baba gestured. 

"But where is my consciousness? Is it in my head, my feet, my solar plexus? Where?" Then she felt Baba losing 

patience with her and quickly grasped that the answer was that her consciousness was everywhere the lower self was 

not. She said, "Baba, don't say anything, I understand." 

Baba circled his face and pointed to Phyllis, and she understood him to say, "I like your face," even though she 

herself had never considered herself to be attractive. Baba asked her, "Do you know why you get to see me so 

often?" Before she could speak, he answered himself, "Because you want to understand me." 

Phyllis Ott had four children. The youngest girl, Leslie, was just three years old. Leslie had asked her mother to tell 

Baba, "I need him so." On hearing this, Baba appeared thoughtful. 

Baba then presented the Otts with gifts — a gold scarf which he had worn in 1958 and an embroidered shawl which 

he had worn over his knees in winter for Lyn, and a silk shawl for Phyllis from Mehera. He also gave them three 

different sizes of the same photograph of himself. Lyn was given the largest copy, Phyllis a medium-sized one, and 

the third was to be given to Tom Riley (their Baba-contact) when they got home to Woodstock. Baba put the 

photographs into a box and remarked to the Otts, "You are very fortunate that the December sahavas was canceled, 

for at that sahavas you would not have been able to have such an intimate darshan." 

Lyn said, "Baba, I was so determined to come and not wanting to ask anything of you, we took the chance that my 

decision would be your will." 

"You were right," Baba said. "I wanted you to come; but had you written, I would have had to say no." 

"We are very grateful for the opportunity," Phyllis said. 

"No gratitude until you see me as I really am," said Baba. 

Lyn Ott's eyesight was failing, and when Baba had held his face to his while embracing him, Lyn had only been able 

to see the left side of Baba's face illuminated by the window. Baba was concerned about this and asked Lyn again 

how well he could see him. Then at one point, he commented, "All people are blind to see me as I really am, but 

someday you will see my face within." 

The previous December, he had remarked to Phyllis, "I will show Lyn my face as it really is." All of a sudden, a 

bright light illuminated Baba's face, so that Lyn could see it clearly. Mani had quietly entered the hall from the back 

and turned on the floodlights to take a short 8 mm film of the occasion. Baba was delighted that Lyn could now see 

him in great detail. Lyn later recalled: 

The impression I got when I saw Baba's face was how defined it was. Very sharply defined features, as if they 

were chiseled out of granite by a great master sculptor, with very fine lines. The lines under his eyes were very 

finely developed. 

Again, Baba reminded them that they were staying too long. Still, he would not let them leave. Instead, he sent 

Phyllis to be with the women mandali and kept Lyn with him as he discussed matters with the men. At one point, 

Baba handed Lyn a glass of sherbet, indicating, "I want you to drink this." 

Baba also remarked to him, "Time never existed at all." 

After more conversation related to some pending work, Baba turned to Lyn and stated, "I want you to see how I 

manage every detail." 

After fifteen minutes, Baba sent one of the men mandali to ring the bell, calling Phyllis back to the hall. He 

embraced the couple again. Lyn Ott later recounted: 

As we went to pass through the door, I turned to see Baba one more time. He looked so very tiny; I thought I 

could pick him up and put him in my pocket. Phyllis had exactly the same feeling. As we passed through the 

door, Baba said, "I am always with you." 

Baba instructed the couple to go directly home from the meeting and to fly sooner than they were scheduled, which 

they agreed to do even though it meant an additional $500 (which had to be wired by Fred Winterfeldt). They 

boarded the afternoon train for Bombay and flew back to America two days later. 



 

 

The same afternoon, Baba had Eruch write to Adi, asking him in great detail what the Otts had said about their 

meeting. “Were they happy? When did they leave? Did you give them definite instructions about their journey? Did 

you tell them that they had not to change [trains] at Dhond or at Poona? Were they given a snack to refresh 

themselves during the journey?” 

Before leaving Bombay on 6 October, the Otts received this message from Baba: 

Baba wants you to repay Fred Winterfeldt the $500 he paid for the difference in your return fare. Baba says you 

are not to return to India, as Baba does not wish to be disturbed until November 1967, which is very important 

for his Universal work. You should also not encourage anyone in Woodstock or elsewhere to come to India. 

Baba sends his love and blessing to dear Lyn and Phyllis. Baba is very happy with their love for him and with 

their implicit obedience. Baba is happy that they visited him, because Baba had promised Lyn that he would 

make it possible for Lyn to see Baba before long, and the promise is fulfilled. 

The following year, Baba wrote: "Phyllis has served both God and Man by bringing Lyn to meet his Beloved." 

Summing up his meeting with "the one object representing Reality in the gross world," Lyn Ott wrote: 

To sit in the presence of perfection is revelation. This was the day, this day of darshan, when Lord Krishna in 

ages past is said to have triumphed as Avatar over the forces of destruction in the world. But Baba was not, at 

that moment, Lord Krishna, nor the Avatar: he was simply my own intimate personal Master of Love and 

Compassion and Truth. There was Baba in the man-guru; and God made me love him in his humble and 

unadorned perfection. 

I had been totally unprepared for the love that my Master poured upon me. He came down to me and that was 

his love, patting my back, caressing my face and smiling that unfathomable smile of knowledge and bliss. 

And here I was at last at the Om Point. For wherever Baba sits, that is the center of the universe. The very fact 

that Meher Baba sat tucked away in the heart of India at the foot of that little fairy-tale mountain behind 

Meherazad makes India the center of the universe. There the projection room is set up from which emanates 

the whole shimmering phantasmagoria and dream of creation. There alone is the apex of the myth, past, present 

and future, all in one. So when one is there, there is no place to go, and there is nothing to do. For one knows at 

that moment that everything is being done for him by the master hand of universal destiny. 

Meher Baba is exactly what he says he is. My conviction is based on having had physical contact with him. His 

love and authority were made perfectly evident to me. 

I went to India for a specific reason. I knew that I had come to receive the gift of love. It was very frightening 

for me, the prospect of receiving a gift of love from God. I feared that I would be overpowered and destroyed 

by the gift, and I did not want that. But I was not overpowered nor destroyed by meeting face to face the Divine 

Beloved. 

Before I came to know of Meher Baba, painting was my religion; I knew no other. On that blessed day when 

Baba sent that long gaze into my eyes, he made himself the substance of my religion ... The face that I saw 

when I saw Baba is actually the face of God manifested in form. That is what God looks like in this age, in this 

world, in that body. It is actually the face of God, projected through fiery firmaments all the way through into 

the gross plane of consciousness so that we see a gross human face there, which is actually nothing more than 

the reflection of the face of God as it really is. 

But Baba's face is the reflection in illusion of the face of God. And I think that is what Baba meant when he 

said: "I will show Lyn my face as it really is." I believe and in fact I can say I know that I saw the face of God 

in illusion, as it really is reflected in illusion. He showed me that. That is Baba's face. 

I saw Meher Baba just once, and he allowed me to sit with him for an hour and a half. That once-seeing is what 

is called a glimpse. That is what Baba wanted me to have.349 And all of the paintings I have made of him have 

come from the fire of that one glimpse. 

When I went to India it was as a seeker, a pilgrim on his way to find and touch the very source of the river of 

my Self. It was a literal pilgrimage created for me by Baba. By that pilgrimage I received the gift of his love. 

 

349 After his meeting with Baba, Lyn sent a painting he had done, which is still displayed in mandali hall at 

Meherazad. 



 

 

This was for me the end of all searching, the pilgrim's goal and the beginning of a pilgrim's progress. I became 

what is conventionally called a disciple. 

At 9:00 A.M. on Tuesday, 5 October 1965, Baba met Dr. Moorty, his wife, Saviti, and their six-month-old baby for 

nearly an hour. Saviti was taken inside to meet Mehera and the other women. The couple had come to give thanks 

for the birth of their child after having been childless for almost 20 years of marriage. 

When the Moortys had arrived at the Ahmednagar railway station the previous afternoon, they happened to meet the 

Otts, who were leaving. The Moortys narrated the story of their “miracle” child, and Phyllis and Lyn were happy for 

them. On Phyllis’ visit to Meherazad the previous year, she had spoken to Baba about an abortion she had had. After 

meeting the Moortys and hearing their story, she wondered whether Baba had diverted the child that was to have 

been born to her on to Dr. Moorty and his wife in Calcutta. It was a consoling thought. Perhaps the two couples’ 

meeting at the railway station had not been by “chance” after all! 

 

In fulfillment of Baba's order that each of those in Europe, America and Australia write him one letter directly, 

letters started pouring in to Meherazad. Starting on 6 October 1965, Baba began hearing them. Each morning, a few 

were read to him in the hall by Eruch, and any enclosures (photographs or drawings) were shown to him. All of the 

letters overflowed with love, and Baba placed his hand on his heart as he dictated this message in reply: "I am 

deeply touched by your love for me and your complete resignation to my will. You have made me happy. I give my 

love and blessing to you each, my own." 

Rama had been feeling unwell and Dr. Southwell advised she be admitted to Booth Hospital for treatment. Baba 

called her and the children to Meherazad on 10 October, where he discussed this with them and Adi for half an hour. 

Rama was to write to her brothers Dhiraj and Sampath to come and look after Sheela and Mehernath while she was 

hospitalized. They arrived on the 21st and were permitted to see Baba. Rama was admitted to the hospital on the 27th 

and stayed there more than a month. Bhau was sent weekly to the hospital to see her, and also to visit the children. 

Once when Baba called Bhau's family to Meherazad, Baba had a tin of chocolates on a stool by his side, and Sheela 

and Mehernath's attention had been drawn toward it. Picking up the tin, Baba distributed chocolates to everyone but 

them. This naturally made the children restless within for a piece of chocolate, and Baba was much amused. Finally, 

giving them the candy, he advised, "Have the same longing for me as you have for chocolates." 

Waman Padale used to come to Meherazad every Sunday on Adi's scooter, and he would come on other days as well 

if there were important messages to deliver from Adi's office. Waman was in the habit of bowing down to any 

Hindu idol he came across, and one day Baba sternly corrected him, "I am God in human form. Why do you bow 

down to statues of gods and goddesses? Don't do it again! Stop from today." Waman obeyed for a considerable time. 

But once when he was with his relatives, one of them entered a temple and Waman went with him and bowed to the 

idol so that his relative would not feel insulted. The next Sunday when he came to Meherazad, Baba asked him 

about it and he admitted the truth. Baba scolded, "You did so to please your relatives, but you had no thought of 

keeping my pleasure. In order to keep my will, you should not mind even if the whole world turns against you!" 

Baba ordered him to rub his nose on the floor seven times before him and thereby forgave him. 

Sarosh was well enough to return to work, but before doing so, he and Viloo came to Meherazad with Adi on 15 

October 1965. Meherjee, Meherwan and Sam Kerawala saw Baba on the 17th, and Bal Natu came the following day. 

Meherjee paid a return visit on the 24th. 

Mani had suggested to Kitty in a letter that she keep signed copies of all Baba's books at the Center in Myrtle Beach, 

and on Diwali Sunday, 24 October, Baba signed copies of The Everything and The Nothing, also Listen, Humanity, 

Beams, and Life At Its Best for this purpose. This was an exception, as Baba rarely signed any letter, book or 

document during this period.  

On 27 October, in response to a letter from Ruth Ringer in New York City about the human mind and human nature, 

Baba stated: "Everything happens as planned by God, and is necessary." 

Mansari and Sushila came to Meherazad and saw Baba on the 28th. 

On the 27th, samples of Baba's urine and blood were sent to Ruby Hall Clinic in Poona where Dr. Grant checked the 

level of sugar and urea. Another blood sample was drawn on 3 November and delivered to Poona by Aloba. 

Seeking to find relief for Baba's physical suffering, Eruch had written to Dr. Ginde about Baba's health and the pain 

in his neck. Ginde wrote back on 28 October 1965: "As I have said before many times, in Beloved Baba's case, I am 

unable to explain all the pain that he gets, nor can I relieve it with the usual methods of treatment known to us ..." 

However, Ginde did advise against any more X-rays, which he determined were now harmful, and also against any 



 

 

more traction to the neck which could worsen the condition. Instead, he advised simply wearing the collar and 

resting with pillows and supports as much as possible. 

Ginde also stated: "But as you have said, and we know, too, most of his pain is probably due to the universal turmoil 

and suffering that is going on all over, and he only can really relieve his pain if he means to do it. I am completely 

ignorant of these matters and just leave matters at that, except to pray that beloved Baba's pains be relieved for the 

sake of humanity." 

Fortunately, by the 9th of November the pain in the hip joint was less, much to the relief of all concerned. 

 

On 1 November 1965, Naosherwan Nalavala, of Dehra Dun, published the first issue of a periodical devoted to Baba 

titled the Spark. 

On the 5th, in reply to a telegram from Carrie Ben Shammai, informing Baba that her father had passed away, Baba 

cabled, “Your father is indeed blessed through your love for me lighted in the heart of Israel.” 

On 11 November, the builder of Mehersthan in Kovvur, Koduri Krishna Rao, died of heart failure. Baba was cabled: 

"Koduri Krishna Rao reaching 4:00 A.M. Left today heart failure." Baba had this telegram sent in reply to his wife 

and family: 

Your husband Koduri Krishna Rao's love for me and his service in the cause of the Avatar have made him 

immortal. Krishna Rao now lives eternally in me and is blissfully happy. I want you to be brave and to keep 

happy in Krishna Rao's happiness. My love blessing to you and your dear children. 

To his Andhra lovers, this telegram was sent: 

Koduri Krishna Rao was one of my dearest lovers and has come to rest eternally in me. 

Koduri’s son Prasad asked where the ashes should be buried and Baba replied that the ashes should be buried in the 

Mehersthan compound, near the entrance. On the tombstone, Baba directed that these words be written: "Here lies 

the ashes of Koduri Krishna Rao, one of my dearest lovers. Meher Baba." 

Nariman, Arnavaz and her sister Roda (Mistry) arrived on the 15th and stayed at Meherazad for six days.  

In the spring of 1965, a college senior at Boston University named Robert Neal Dreyfuss, 22, visited his friend Allan 

Cohen at Harvard, who was studying in the psychology and social relations departments in an advanced graduate 

program. On the door of Allan Cohen's office was a card with this quote from Baba: 

To penetrate into the essence of all being and significance, and to release the fragrance of that inner attainment 

for the guidance and benefit of others, by expressing, in the world of forms, truth, love, purity and beauty — 

this is the sole game which has any intrinsic and absolute worth. All other happenings, incidents and 

attainments can, in themselves, have no lasting importance.350 

Robert was immediately drawn to this quote and later recollected: "I read it and reread it, astounded that the 

‘purpose’ of life could be summed up so concisely and yet so eloquently." He had seen a picture of Baba two weeks 

before, and when he entered Allan Cohen's office and saw the same photograph, he remarked, "Him again! Who is 

he?" Cohen told him about Baba and recommended he go to a library or to a bookstore and buy a few books to read. 

Robert had been planning a trip to India for some years and now knew why — to see Meher Baba! He learned of the 

sahavas to be held in December 1965, but having neither the money nor the inclination to join Harry Kenmore's 

group charter flight, Dreyfuss flew to London on a one-way ticket on 1 September. He spent the next two and a half 

months hitchhiking across Europe, Turkey and Iran toward India. He was forced to take a boat and ride deck class 

from Kuwait for eight days, because the border between Pakistan and India was closed due to the war. 

Dreyfuss arrived in Bombay on 14 November 1965. After spending one night in Bombay, sleeping on the floor in a 

Sikh temple, Dreyfuss hitchhiked to Poona. He was given a ride on a truck carrying furniture, on top of which was a 

big overstuffed armchair, on which he sat all the way to Poona. At the Meher Baba Poona Center, Ramakrishnan 

asked who he was and why he had come. When he learned Robert had come for the sahavas, Ramakrishnan was 

silent and then said, "Surely you must be joking! Don't you know that Meher Baba has canceled the sahavas?" 

Dreyfuss replied, "No, I don't know." 

"Baba canceled it on 4 September." 

 
350 The quote is from one of Meher Baba's discourses on the occult. 



 

 

Robert had left America on 1 September and had not received any mail, as no one knew where he would be. His 

initial reaction was one of shock. "You mean I have traveled 12,000 miles and there is no sahavas?" he asked, 

incredulous. "Well, can I see Baba?" 

"He is in strict seclusion and is not seeing anyone." 

Robert recalled: "The world, for a moment, stopped turning." 

Robert was told that Baba was at Meherazad, 75 miles away. He said that he must try to see him. Ramakrishnan 

replied, "Oh yes, you try, but I don't think you will be able to." 

Robert was taken to Babajan's tomb and to meet Jalbhai, and early the next morning, 16 November, he proceeded to 

Ahmednagar, where he repeated the previous evening's conversation to Adi. Adi likewise was pessimistic of 

Robert’s chances of seeing Baba, but he too thought he should at least try. He sent a note to Baba with Waman on 

the scooter, and Waman brought the reply that Robert should come and visit Meherazad, because the mandali 

wanted to meet him since he had come so far, and that Baba might see him the next day. Robert was satisfied, as he 

planned on spending the next several years in India anyway, and perhaps later Baba would consent to see him. 

Around noon, Manek drove Robert to Meherazad on the back of a scooter (which broke down twice on the way). As 

they approached the gates of Meherazad, Robert was reminded of the famous image in Zen Buddhism of "the 

gateless gate" — the gate through which one passes and leaves one's self behind. 

At Meherazad, Robert was told to wait on a bench on the men's side. Soon Eruch walked over and spoke with him, 

asking him what had brought him to this level. They talked for about 45 minutes. Eruch asked him to wait and went 

and informed Baba about the young man. Baba had already retired to his room. Eruch returned and said, "I have 

very good news for you. Baba will see you in the morning. You are to stay tonight in the Blue Bus, which is a very 

rare privilege indeed." 

Eruch took him into his cabin to talk further, and some of the other mandali joined them. Robert spoke about how he 

had heard of Baba. Eruch brought Allan Cohen's letter to Kitty, in which Cohen had described his experiences on 

LSD. They asked Robert, "Do you know what this LSD stuff is?" He replied that he did. (He had two doses in his 

knapsack which he planned to take on New Year's Eve in Nepal.) "Have you ever taken it?" Robert hesitantly 

replied that he had. "What is it like?" He briefly told them as best he could what an "acid trip" was, adding that his 

friends and he used to refer to LSD as "reality capsules," at which the mandali broke out laughing, shaking their 

heads in dismay and remarking, "Only in the West!" 

"Are many young people taking this [LSD] pill?" Eruch inquired. 

"Yes, many," Robert replied. 

Eruch left and returned a few moments later and asked, "Would you like to see Baba now?" At about 3:00 P.M. he 

led Dreyfuss to Baba's room. The following is Robert Dreyfuss' description of his first meeting with the Lord of 

Love: 

Suddenly, there he was! Sitting on his bed, unclothed from the waist up, beaming — the Emperor of emperors. 

What occurred then I shall never forget — a great loosening, a shaking from within. I am not given to visions, 

or “seeing things,” or hallucinations, but on beholding his form, what I saw was his resplendent face at the 

center of an effulgence so brilliant, of a light so complete in its all-encompassing radiance, that tears blurred 

my vision in rivers of delight. There was no way I could stop it. The light was so brilliant, it was like looking 

into the sun, and so tears naturally had to flow. Here he was, the One who in his compassion had granted this 

speck of his imagination a glimpse of the Sun! 

Baba gestured, "I am happy to see you. You look tired and dusty. Take a hot bath and before sundown I want you to 

read a certain section of God Speaks [regarding fana and baqa]. It must be before the sun sets. Have a good dinner 

and get a good night's sleep. I will see you in the morning." 

Robert nodded, as he was in fact "speechless before his silence." Eruch led him back to the men's side, where he did 

as Baba instructed and spent the night on Baba's cot in the Blue Bus. 

Robert was present in the hall with the mandali the following morning, Wednesday, 17 November 1965, when Baba 

entered. He stood and Baba smiled at him and gestured for him to be seated. Slowly, Baba walked the length of the 

hall three times, his hand resting lightly on Francis’ arm. As Baba passed Baidul, he tugged on his beard and patted 

Pendu’s cheeks, and then sat in his blue armchair in the corner. Dreyfuss was seated directly opposite him on the 

floor, the other men mandali in their usual places against the wall. 

Baba gestured for Robert to come for an embrace. Robert embraced him and kissed him on each cheek, as Baba 

kissed his cheeks. Then Baba gestured for him to take darshan, so he knelt down and kissed Baba's feet. 



 

 

Baba then began: "I am in very strict seclusion. I see no visitors, and no one is allowed to come here. I have not 

gone outside this hall, but when I complete my seclusion I shall do so. This seclusion is necessary for my work. Just 

before I drop my physical body I will break my silence, and then what remains of the world will come to know who 

I am. 

"Have you read Stay with God?" 

"No, Baba," Robert answered. 

Baba gestured for Francis to bring a copy of the book, which Francis autographed and gave to Robert. 

"Do you have any questions?" Baba asked. "Is there anything you want to know?" Robert replied no. Baba smiled 

and said, “Good. You’ve had enough of words.”  

Then he asked, "Is there anything you want?" 

"Yes, Baba. I want to love you as you should be loved. I want to see and love you in everyone and everything, 

always, for the benefit of others." 

In reply, Baba said: 

If you want this prem [love] that you desire, for the service of others, you must obey me, and do exactly what I 

tell you to do. Will you be able to do this? It takes great daring to obey me. Be brave, do not be afraid. I am 

with you. I am God in human form. Bear with humiliation; whether humiliation or reward [praise], dedicate all 

to my feet. Whatever thoughts, good or bad, come into your head, offer them at my feet. Do not worry about 

them. 

I want you to remember that the world and its affairs are a big zero — a nothing into nothing. God alone is real, 

and undoubtedly God exists. I am God. I am God in human form and God the Beyond. I experience my being 

infinite continuously, without a break. I suffer infinitely; I have the burden of the whole universe on my head. I 

am the Highest, and yet I come down to the lowest, and I see to minute details. 

Spread out your legs; do not feel uncomfortable. Be free. I am everywhere, in all directions. I am your breath 

that you breathe. Make your home in me. 

It is better to deny God than to defy God. What I mean by this is that the one who does not believe in God and 

performs his duties honestly is far better than those hypocrite saints who pose as teachers, who profess outside 

what they are not within. 

Baba advised Robert, "Go back [to America], because what you are looking for you will not find wandering around 

India or sitting in a monastery in the Himalayas. [The exact two ideas Robert was harboring, but which he had not 

voiced!] But you will find it in society with people, by trying to be of service to them and loving them." 

Baba then asked if many young people in America were taking drugs, such as LSD. Robert said yes, and Baba said, 

"Tell those that are, that if drugs could make one realize God, then God is not worthy of being God." 

Baba told Robert imperatively to discontinue taking drugs and to tell others not to take them. "No drugs," he 

gestured very sternly several times. Baba amplified this by stating at length: 

Many people in India smoke hashish and ganja — they see colors and forms and lights. It makes them elated, 

but this elation is only temporary; it is a false experience. It gives only experience of illusion — it heightens 

illusion — and serves as simply another veil over Reality, taking one farther away from it. 

Read God Speaks again and again, until you feel it singing in your veins! You have had enough of words; tell 

me what your heart wants. 

What you need is conviction. There are three types of conviction: reading God Speaks can give you intellectual 

conviction; this is the first type. But as God exists, you must see Him. Seeing Him everywhere brings 

conviction through sight. You see Him in all things, everywhere, as the infinite Ocean of Effulgence. You see 

God in everyone and everything. This is the beginning of real longing — to become one with the Beloved, 

God. Once you have this experience there will be no more worries and nothing can disturb you. 

The fulfillment of the longing for union with God is to become God. This is the third and highest type of 

conviction. This is the only real experience. This is very, very difficult and very, very few get this experience. 

Although it is so difficult, yet it is so easy; if you pulverize yourself into dust at my feet and surrender your all 

to me. This "all" is your desires, good and bad, high and low. Surrender all to me, and do exactly as I tell you. 

If you do as I have told you to do, with firm determination, then if God exists, you must see God. I will help 

you to see me one day as I really am. 



 

 

Tell those who indulge in these drugs [LSD, marijuana, and other types] that it is harmful physically, mentally 

and spiritually, and that they should stop the taking of these drugs. Your duty is to tell them, regardless of 

whether they accept what you say, or if they ridicule or humiliate you, to boldly and bravely face these things. 

Leave the results to me; I will help you in my work. 

Baba asked Robert, "What work were you doing before you came to India?" 

Robert said that he had been working in a mental hospital. Baba smiled and continued: 

Very good. When you go back to the United States I want you to go back to the hospital, to that ward, and I will 

work through you with the patients. I want you to return to the hospital to serve the patients and give them my 

love; I will help you bring my love to them. I will work through you with them. And remember to dedicate all 

situations, good or bad, at my feet. 

You are to bring my message to those ensnared in the drug-net of illusion that they should abstain, that the 

drugs will bring more harm than good. I send my love to them. 

I am happy that you have come. I have drawn you to me. You are blessed. Now that I have given you so much 

of my time and of my love, I expect you to be worthy of my love. Remain determined to do what I say. If you 

do all the things I have told you 100 percent, then perhaps you will bring to me one day the whole group of 

your contacts. Do not pay visits to yogis or saints, or go to tombs or shrines, because there is no more need for 

this. I am God; my word is Truth. 

Baba instructed that Robert be taken to Meherabad in the afternoon and be shown Baba's Tomb by Padri. After 

being with Baba for half an hour, the interview came to an end. Eruch and Robert then sat together outside and 

wrote down what had transpired. 

When Robert had first seen a photograph of Baba smiling, he thought: "Baba looks like a cross between Tennessee 

Ernie Ford [an American singer] and Gurdjieff [a spiritual teacher]." He had mentioned this to Eruch, who told 

Baba, and Baba, too, enjoyed the remark. 

Later that afternoon, Mani came and said, "Baba would like to see the route you took to come here," and she had 

Robert draw it on a map. She took it to Baba and later brought it back, saying, "Baba says to tell you that he was 

with you all the way; that he drew you to him." 

She came again a little later with a handkerchief. It was still wet as Baba had used it to wipe the perspiration from 

his face. Mani said, "Baba wants you to have this." 

Francis observed, "Robert's sojourn is reminiscent of the story [by Aesop] of the tortoise and the hare: while the 

hundreds who planned to come for the sahavas by jet were halted before they started, this lucky 'tortoise' unaware 

that the race had been called off, plodded home to his goal."  

Francis later remarked to Robert, "You are the 1965 sahavas!" 

After paying respects to Baba's Tomb at Meherabad, Robert returned to Meherazad in the evening and spent another 

night in the Blue Bus. He did not see Baba again. Before he left, Baba sent him some of his own clothes: a wool 

sports jacket Baba had worn in the West, a pair of socks and an undershirt. Robert was to wear them at least once, 

Baba said. 

Following Baba's instructions, Robert left for Poona early the next morning. In Poona he stayed with Ramakrishnan 

for five days. He then went to Bombay and stayed with Nariman and Arnavaz until he left for Genoa by ship two 

weeks later, and from there to Boston. 

About his time with Baba, Robert Dreyfuss later wrote: 

I always find it difficult to translate into words the essentially nonverbal experience of being with Baba, but ... 

Emanating from him was an aura of total peace, surely what is spoken of in the New Testament as "the peace 

that passeth all understanding." This is not something I understood when being with him, but rather felt in the 

core of my being. There was no room for games or pretensions or masks; it was simply being alone with my 

Self, and being totally accepted — for what I am and am not. 

There was a love radiating from Baba that I can only call dynamic, a love that was not confined to that time and 

place, but is with me now and that grows more vivid with time. This extraordinary dynamic love emanated 

from Baba effortlessly, just as the light does from the sun. There is no one else he could be, except who he says 

he is! 

 



 

 

Taking a break from a business trip to Cochin from New Delhi, Don Stevens visited Meherazad again for a day on 

the morning of 27 November 1965. He arrived in Meherjee's car with Meherwan Jessawala. Stevens' mother had 

recently passed away. Though Don had mentioned it in passing in a letter to Baba, when he arrived Baba greeted 

him with fire in his eyes. "Don," he demanded, "why didn't you send me a telegram specifically about your mother's 

death?" 

Don Stevens later recalled this incident: 

Baba was really boiling. If you have never been around the Avatar when he is mad, you have missed an 

experience. I was so shaken that I could only stutter for a moment. I finally thought of the right thing to say: 

"Baba, I did not send you a telegram because I know now that you really are God and you know everything." 

The fire went out of his eyes and he beamed and smiled. I saw that I had touched the right key. 

Don relaxed and Baba embraced him. He settled down on the other side of mandali hall and was waiting for things 

to proceed, when all of a sudden Baba's face darkened again. Through Eruch, Baba remarked to him, "Even so, Don, 

Baba wants to explain something to you. Baba is God and God does know everything. But God has come into 

creation with its limitations, and you are in creation and limited by it. It is your responsibility to let Baba know when 

something of even modest importance comes up in your life. You must call his attention to what has happened by 

the most appropriate, direct, physical means." 

Accordingly, Don Stevens began writing letters and would often send telegrams to Baba about his personal and 

business affairs. (Later, after Baba had dropped his body, Stevens recalled Baba's instructions about informing him 

of events occurring in his life. At first Stevens silently "thought" his report to Baba, but his instinct seemed to 

prompt him that this was not a sufficient manner of fulfilling Baba's wish in the matter. Much against his own taste 

he closed the door of his bedroom one day and made his report to Baba out loud — speaking to Baba as if he were 

physically present. He recounted afterwards that events took off at once as if jet-propelled, and therefore he 

continued this method of "reporting to Baba.") 

While Don Stevens had been working on editing the Discourses, halfway through the work he realized: "Good 

heavens, here are several discourses on the subject of meditation, and at no time since I have been under Baba's 

thumb has he ever given me a meditation or concentration." 

In fact, Stevens could only recall one or two occasions when Baba had given rather simple and rather brief-duration 

meditations to individuals close to him. So it struck him as strange that Baba should have spent so much time in the 

Discourses on the subject of meditation, and yet so rarely assigned or effectively and practically used meditation. 

When he next met Baba, he asked him why Baba did not urge persons like himself to meditate. 

Baba smiled and explained: 

I am the Avatar and I must provide for all of the 700 to 1400 years that go by after I drop the body and until I 

come again. During my manifestation and for some time after I drop my body, the high road of all roads of 

inner development is love. 

That road is now fully open to the aspiring seeker during the remainder of the lifetime of the Avatar and for 

some time after, and should be used. Eventually, however, the entry will gradually narrow and then the path 

will finally be accessible only to the very rare seeker. As I must provide for my lovers for the hundreds of years 

until I come again, it is necessary therefore that I make provisions now for their use during that period of time. 

For this, it will be necessary that they use a secondary route. One of the very best of these is that of meditation, 

and that is why I have given out these extensive discourses on meditation. 

However, do not mistake me, because meanwhile — during my lifetime and for some time afterwards — it is a 

distraction and waste of an individual's time and energies to use meditation. He should use all of his force and 

energies in utilizing this Path of Love that is fully open to him. 

During the conversation, Don noticed Baba suddenly stop gesturing and glance up at Eruch with a sharp look of 

irritation. He went on gesturing, but stopped and again looked at Eruch very concerned and motioned for him to go 

outside. Stevens had no idea what had distracted Baba, as Baba continued to communicate with him. 

Eruch came back and whispered something in Baba's ear. Baba turned up both palms in a gesture of slight despair, 

and gestured, "Now what to do?" 

Eruch explained that an American youngster in his twenties had arrived at Meherazad wanting to see Baba. His 

name was Steven R. Simon. Steve had learned of Baba in an unusual way, from an ex-policeman in Miami, named 

Edward Short (who met Baba at the East-West Gathering). Simon had taken LSD and under its influence he had a 

vision: in a specter of light, he saw the figure of a man he had never seen before with long hair and a mustache. The 



 

 

next day he met Ed Short for the first time, who gave him a copy of God Speaks to read. When Simon opened the 

book and saw the frontispiece photograph, he recognized Meher Baba as the same person he had the vision of while 

on LSD. After that experience he decided to give up drugs. 

Like Robert Dreyfuss, Steve Simon had also left America before learning that the December 1965 sahavas had been 

canceled. He had no money for the trip, but hitchhiked from Miami (in his words, "chased by demons") 3,000 miles 

across the United States to San Francisco. There he met a prostitute who befriended him and gave him some money. 

Simon had served in the U.S. Army during the Vietnam war and got a free lift in a military cargo plane from San 

Francisco to Taiwan. Simon was practically broke by the time he reached Singapore in October, when he met a 

young couple named Mik Hamilton and Ursula Reinhart whom he told of Baba. Simon was so terribly anxious to 

get to India that the Hamiltons surprised themselves by offering to pay for his passage by ship to Bombay, and from 

there he hitchhiked inland to Ahmednagar. 

When Steve Simon landed at Adi's office, Adi felt pity for him and decided to send him to Meherazad on the back of 

Manek’s scooter. Baba was quite annoyed by Adi's decision. "Adi knows I am in deep seclusion. I have given strict 

instructions that absolutely no one is to disturb me — and yet he sends this boy! Now all I can do is to send him 

back with a message that he should go, halfway around the world, back home." 

As Baba was explaining to Eruch his decision not to see Steve Simon, Don Stevens felt as if a sharp dagger had 

pierced his own heart. Besides his deep personal pain over the young man's disappointment, he felt a deep 

annoyance with Baba himself for not taking pity on him and agreeing to see him after he had traveled so far, against 

such odds and endured such hardships. 

Instantly, Baba looked sharply into Don's eyes, clapped his hands and asked, "What are you thinking?" 

Don was thinking: "Baba is an absolute stinker to let that boy pass through all that and not take pity on him!" But he 

said, "Baba, I was thinking, what right do I have to sit at your feet?" 

Baba brightened and motioned to Eruch to bring Steve Simon in the hall. As he entered, at that instant, Simon 

experienced, in his words, "a space as sweet and soft as marshmallows." Simon was dazed and delightfully happy as 

he sat before Baba. 

In the past, Simon had regularly taken drugs and freely admitted it. "Have you tried to stop?" Baba asked. 

"Several times," he replied, "but each time I have started again." 

Baba asked him more about himself and his background, and then had Eruch summarize what Robert Dreyfuss had 

been told about drugs. At the end, Baba stated, "Now promise that you will do your best to stop taking drugs. 

Whenever you feel any temptation, think of me and I will help you." Simon promised to try. 

"Do you have any money to get back to America?" 

Simon said he had very little, and Baba instructed Meherjee to give him Rs.100 to cover the cost of a simple hotel 

room and food in Bombay until he could find a ship on which he could work his way back to America. 

Baba remarked to Don Stevens, "Both of you are from America, so I want you to keep in touch with Steve and give 

him a helping hand." Steve and Don left Meherazad at 1:30 p.m. in Meherjee’s car. They traveled to Bombay, where 

they met Robert Dreyfuss at Ashiana, Nariman and Arnavaz’s apartment. 

It was later learned that when Steve Simon reached Bombay, he took the money Meherjee had given him and bought 

some drugs. Simon could not give up drugs, but, in his words, "Baba took away something even more evil; that was 

my desire to kill people." After the Army, Simon had joined the criminal underground in Miami and he had killed 

people for hire. This he never did again after he met Baba. Simon was an unusually perplexed man, and in his 

words, "I know what is truly evil and dark." For Simon, Baba was always "the good in my life." 

After Steve Simon returned to America, he met with Irwin and Edward Luck in Miami. He confessed he was still 

using drugs, smoking marijuana (hemp) that he rolled into cigarettes. The Luck brothers wrote Baba that they had 

met with Steve Simon. In reply, on 11 December 1965, Baba warned Irwin and Edward not to associate with Steve, 

if he continued to use drugs, also stating in the letter through Eruch: "... Experiences induced through drugs like 

LSD are nothing short of spiritual hallucinations, and if God could be experienced through drugs and [hemp] 

cigarettes, God is not worthy of being God!"351 

 
351 When Don Stevens returned to America, he did not hear from Steve Simon for a long time, but by chance 

“picked up his trail” and contacted him a few years later. Sometime after this, Don learned that Simon had again 

become involved with drugs. 



 

 

 

According to Baba's instructions, Robert Dreyfuss returned to America and began the work Baba had given him of 

dissuading young people from taking drugs. One day he received a long distance phone call from the clinical 

psychologist Dr. Richard Alpert, Allan Cohen's former professor at Harvard. Dr. Alpert, with Dr. Timothy Leary 

and Dr. Ralph Metzner, had been experimenting with LSD and other synthesized drugs, and had heard through 

Cohen that Dreyfuss had recently returned from meeting Baba. Alpert asked what Baba had said about LSD, and 

Dreyfuss told him word for word in no uncertain terms: "No drugs!" 

"Are you sure?" Alpert asked. Dreyfuss said he was. He found out later that Alpert had been on the point of taking 

some LSD when he phoned, but upon hearing Baba's message of "No drugs!" he had put the tablet aside. 

Requesting clarification of what Meher Baba had stated, Richard Alpert then wrote a long letter to Baba as follows: 

I am confused and would value your counsel. In 1961, as a professor at Harvard, I had the opportunity to inject 

a chemical derived from the Mexican mushroom, which has been treated as a sacrament by the Mexican 

Indians through their recorded history. For my colleague, Timothy Leary, and I it [the experience] appeared to 

pierce the veil of illusion that our limited reality was indeed the only reality and show us, albeit briefly, the 

possibility of man's true identity. Because we were social scientists interested in helping our fellow man, we set 

about a systematic exploration of psychedelic chemicals (including LSD).352 

Our work was very controversial, yet it felt important. For Western man, almost totally inundated by his 

cultural interpretation of reality, these chemicals, if wisely employed, seemed to provide a key to unlock the 

door allowing the sunlight of Reality to shine for a moment. For many of these people the experience supplied 

hope when previously there was cynicism, it helped people to consider their spiritual work seriously rather than 

to get lost in atheistic intellectualism. 

At first it appeared as if the chemical would do it all — truly and everlastingly bring one to God. With time, 

however, we realized that the chemicals but showed one a possibility experientially when previously there 

appeared to be no possibility, or at best only an intellectual one. 

In the United States there are literally thousands of people who have experienced through psychedelic 

chemicals something (?) which led them to undertake their spiritual journey with great seriousness (with or 

without further use of chemicals). For many of them (including myself), your books and messages have made 

the most sense, have felt right, have been an affirmation of our own deepest experience. It has seemed to us 

that man is so spiritually bankrupt in his consciousness that a chemical opening would be better than no 

opening. 

It is true that LSD and other psychedelic chemicals do intensify the senses and indeed do lead at times to 

hallucinations. It is also true that most people who have used LSD have misused it. Responsibility must go 

hand-in-hand with its use if it is to serve as key and not crutch, liberator and not jailor. 

Recently Allan Cohen (one of my past students from Harvard) visited us. Because you are present in such a real 

sense in our home, he felt at home with us. Yesterday we received a letter from him reporting the message Bob 

Dreyfuss was bringing from you — No drugs! We called and spoke with Bob, but I, for one, felt the need for a 

little additional clarification. 

Inside of me I feel that LSD has been a major influence in my own life of a positive nature and that the work I 

have been doing in the United States is humanly good. I also hear your message and understand that you 

probably do know. 

At first I entertained the possibility that you did not understand that LSD is quite different (and, in fact, quite 

opposite from the opium derivatives). But reflection and communing with you via your written word, has failed 

to support my initial reaction. Thus, at present, I feel you do understand. I should like to understand also. Can 

you help me? 

Baba stated that Richard Alpert was a sincere seeker, and therefore he dictated this detailed reply which was sent to 

him through Adi: 

 
 

352 During the 1960s, there were medical experiments with LSD in the treatment of schizophrenia and 

alcoholism, as well as for mind control by U. S. and U.S.S.R. government scientists.  



 

 

24 January 1966 

Dear Mr. Alpert, 

Your letter and the book sent by you to Meher Baba have been received and brought to his attention and he sent 

the following telegram to you [in Los Altos, California]: 

"Your letter made me happy. I know you are a sincere seeker of Truth. My love will help you. My love blessing 

to you and those with you. Letter follows. Meher Baba." 

Meher Baba said to tell you that he knows everything — He knows LSD is different from the opium derivatives 

and although you will see from the body of this letter that Meher Baba does NOT countenance drug-taking for 

spiritual experiences, he says that you can, if you want to, take LSD three more times and then you should stop 

taking it completely. 

Meher Baba says that you should not come to India this year, but you should love him more and more and 

remember him wholeheartedly, and continue studying his books. And, I would recommend you also read 

Francis Brabazon's Stay with God and The East-West Gathering, and see when possible the film of the East-

West Gathering. (Contact Mr. and Mrs. Fred Winterfeldt at Carnegie House, 100 West 57th Street, New York, 

N.Y. 10019, for these two books and the film.) 

Although Meher Baba is in seclusion and all correspondence to and from Meher Baba is severely restricted, he, 

in his love, explained to us the consequence of drug-taking for spirituality, the gist of which follows: 

No drug, whatever its great promise, can help one to attain the Spiritual Goal. There is no shortcut to the Goal 

except through the grace of the Perfect Master, and drugs, LSD more than others, give a semblance of "spiritual 

experiences," a glimpse of the false reality. 

The experiences you elaborate in your letter and book are as far removed from Reality as is a mirage from 

water. No matter how much you pursue the mirage you will never reach water and the search for God through 

drugs must end in disillusionment. Meher Baba, who knows the Way, who is the Way, cannot approve the 

continued pursuance of a method that not only must prove fruitless but leads away from the path that leads to 

Reality. 

It is human, and therefore necessarily wrong-sighted, to view the result of the drug by its immediate relative 

effects — our inability to calculate its end result is beyond our human knowledge, and only the true Guide can 

point the way. 

To a few sincere seekers such as yourself, LSD may have served as a means to arouse that spiritual longing 

which has brought you into contact with Meher Baba, but once that purpose is served further ingestion would 

not only be harmful, but have no point or purpose. Now your longing for Reality cannot be sustained by further 

use of drugs, but only by your own love for the Perfect Master, which is a reflection of his love for you. 

You may feel LSD has made a "better" man of you socially and personally. But one will be a better man 

through love than one can ever be through drugs or any other artificial aid. And the best man is he who has 

surrendered himself to the Perfect Master irrespective of his personal or social standing. 

Meher Baba has pointed out that the experiences derived through drugs are experiences by one in the gross 

world of the shadows of the subtle planes and are not continuous. The experiences of the subtle sphere by one 

on the subtle planes are continuous, but even these experiences are of illusion, for Reality is beyond them. And 

so, although LSD may lead one to feel a better man personally, the feeling of having had a glimpse of Reality 

may not only lull one into a false security, but also will in the end derange one's mind. Although LSD is not an 

addicting drug, one can become attached to the experiences arising from its use and one gets tempted to use it 

in increased doses, again and again, in the hope of deeper and deeper experiences. But eventually this causes 

madness or death. 

Only the One who knows and experiences Reality, who is Reality, has the ability and authority to point out the 

false from the real. Hence, Meher Baba tells those who care to heed him that the only real experience is to see 

God continuously within oneself as the Infinite Effulgent Ocean of Truth, and then to become one with this 

Infinite Ocean and continuously experience infinite power, knowledge and bliss. 

These statements to Richard Alpert, and other statements Baba made, were eventually printed in a pamphlet God In 

A Pill? which was widely circulated to college students in America during the late 1960s and early 1970s, urging 

them to stop taking illicit drugs, such as LSD and marijuana. 

 

On Sunday, 28 November 1965, Jehangu, Rustom, Sohrab and Elcha Mistry came to Meherazad for the day. The 

following day, Rama’s brother Dhiraj and the Khilnanis were permitted darshan. For several months prior to this, 



 

 

Prem Khilnani's promotion had been withheld. In the usual course of his career, he should have been a district judge 

by then. He had received a letter about the possibility of receiving a promotion and a transfer to Alibag, but nothing 

had been decided officially. At Meherazad, after taking darshan, Prem handed the envelope with the letter to Baba. 

"Is there money inside?" Baba joked. Prem kept quiet and Baba smiled. 

On 29 November 1965, Baba again sent a note to Adi, stating that Baba wished to remain undisturbed for the next 

four months, until he left for Poona, so no visitors (including Westerners) were to be sent to Meherazad. “If I am 

allowed to remain undisturbed for four months,” Baba dictated, “I will feel better and there will be some 

improvement in my health. Otherwise, it will be worse.” 

From the 1st of December 1965, Baba stopped listening to all correspondence from either the East or West. His neck 

pain continued to plague him. During the previous few months, when Baba would sit up for long hours during the 

day without a break, the mandali, as Dr. Ginde had advised, pleaded with him to rest his body by lying down in bed 

to ease the neck condition. Now they were sad to see him have to lie down for so long, because sitting up for more 

than short stretches at a time aggravated the pain.353 When he did come to be with the mandali, for about two hours 

every morning, his hip joint pain was also intense; despite this, Baba's internal work in seclusion continued. 

Dr. Alu Khambatta had been staying at Meherazad, primarily to help look after Baidul, but on 2 December 1965, 

Alu left for Bombay. Padri came to Meherazad on 8 December for work, and Adi was called (after a month’s gap) 

on the 9th. Rama had been discharged from Booth Hospital the day before, and Baba asked about her health, and 

Sarosh’s. Adi also discussed a boundary dispute with Pendu and others. (One of their neighboring farmers was 

claiming that a Meherazad well was on his land.) 

Savak Kotwal's son and daughter, Adi and Hilla, had once lived at Meherabad with their family. Adi and Hilla were 

permitted to come to Meherazad at 9:00 A.M. on Monday, 13 December 1965, with Hilla’s nine-year-old son 

Deepak. After her marriage, Hilla had moved to London, and it had been nine long years since she had visited India. 

She could not stop weeping. At one point, Baba teased her, “I am seeing you after so many years and all you are 

doing is crying! Have you come to meet me or to cry?” They spent the entire day at Meherazad, and then left for 

Bombay. Mansari visited all at Meherazad on the 16th. 

Bapusaheb Shinde had been admitted to Ruby Hall Clinic in Poona the week before. He passed away at 6:00 P.M. on 

the 13th, after a period of acute illness and suffering. Baba sent this telegram to the Poona Center: "Bapusaheb 

Shinde has come to me to rest in me eternally. One of my dearest lovers and workers, Bapusaheb served me 

wholeheartedly and shared in my suffering." He remarked to the mandali, "I have lost Bapu, but he has found me." 

Mehera's birthday was celebrated privately at Meherazad on Thursday, 23 December 1965. Arnavaz, Katie and 

Khorshed came from Bombay on the 19th, as did Jim Mistry. Khorshed and Jim left on the 24th, while Katie, 

Nariman and Arnavaz stayed on in Meherazad for two weeks. 

On 24 December, Baba gave this message, which was to be issued on 16 February for his birthday that year: 

Be composed in the reality of my love, for all confusion and despair is your own shadow, which will vanish 

when I speak the Word. 

On the 24th, Baba permitted his company to several of his local lovers, including the Khilnanis, Viloo, her daughters 

Gulnar and Freiny, Piroja, Banumasi, and Sam Kerawala and his daughters. Baba asked Prem Khilnani, “What are 

you thinking?” Khilnani told him about his continued anxiety over his promotion. Baba advised him to remain like a 

fakir — that is, to be indifferent. Baba asked Nariman to quote this verse of Kabir: 

The whole world is devoured by worry, 

and worry is its master, 

but he who swallows worry is the true fakir! 

"Be a fakir!" Baba urged Prem. "I am the Fakir of fakirs! Leave everything to me and be free. All this [creation] is 

nothing into Nothing! There is nothing except me!" 

 
353 It was concluded by the doctors that the cause of Baba's chronic neck condition was due to his strenuous 

work of years of bowing down thousands of times to shrines, masts, sadhus, the poor and lepers. 

 



 

 

Since Baba was urging him to live like a fakir, instead of reassuring him, Baba's words led Judge Khilnani to believe 

that there was no hope for his promotion! But changing his mood, Baba smiled and remarked, "The instant you 

receive orders about your promotion, send them to me." Khilnani was overjoyed. Two weeks later, the orders came, 

and Prem sent the news by special messenger to Meherazad. 

On 25 December 1965, which was Christmas, Adi drove Rama, Mehernath and Sheela to Meherazad. On the 26th, 

the Deputy Commissioner of Police in Hyderabad, C. Rahgavendra Rao, along with his wife, children and other 

family members, were permitted darshan. Avtar Kisan Tiku of Srinagar also saw Baba that day. 

For the new year, on 1 January 1966, Baba had this message sent to Irwin and Edward Luck, as well as to others in 

America: "Soon after November 1967 all those who love Baba wholeheartedly with implicit faith in him will have 

his grace to know who he is." 

 

In October 1965 the war between India and Pakistan had finally ceased, due to firm action taken by the United 

Nations Security Council. A ceasefire had been ordered to which both nations complied. The war had reached a 

stalemate, yet neither country was willing to withdraw from the military positions they had gained. In January 1966, 

the Soviet Union persuaded President Ayub Khan of Pakistan and Prime Minster Lal Bahadur Shastri to come to the 

Russian city of Tashkent and sign an agreement for complete withdrawal behind their own borders in accordance 

with the 1949 ceasefire line. Both leaders were scheduled to meet for summit talks on 3 January 1966. 

One night, when Prime Minister Shastri was on his way to Tashkent, Baba asked Bhau, "Will Shastri return to India 

from Russia?" 

"Why not?" Bhau said. 

"Winter is severe in Russia and Shastri is a heart patient. I feel he won’t come back." 

"Shastri is a very good man,” Bhau observed, “gentle and self-effacing. Why don't you do away with Ayub Khan; he 

is the one responsible for all this carnage!" 

Baba, however, replied, "Ayub Khan is very strong, hale and hearty. The cold will not affect him." 

Bhau asked, "In the case of Shastri's demise, who is fit to become Prime Minister?" 

"A good and strong Prime Minister will come," Baba replied. 

After a few moments he asked about Nehru's daughter. "What do you think of Indira?" 

"What experience does she have, Baba?” Bhau said. “She is quite new to politics." 

Baba remarked, "You have no idea about her. Jawaharlal has taught her everything. She is very clever." 

Bhau later related the conversation to Nariman, and both were surprised when Shastri suddenly died in Tashkent on 

10 January, and Indira Gandhi took over as Prime Minister of India. 

Just before Shastri had left for Russia, Deshmukh met him, told him of Baba and presented him with a copy of The 

Everything and The Nothing, along with the Master’s and Repentance prayers. Shastri expressed his assurance that 

he would read them, and allowed himself to be photographed with Deshmukh, as he held the literature in his hand.354 

When news of Shastri's passing was heard on the morning of Tuesday, 11 January 1966, Baba commented: 

Lal Bahadur was a fine man and a very good soul. He was blessed to have heard my name and talked about me 

with Deshmukh before leaving his physical body. 

Sir Walter Scott said: "Come he slow or come he fast, It is but death who comes at last." And the poet Amir 

said: "Man is born for his last day." Whereas I say: "None dies, and none knows to die. The rare one who 

knows to die is never born again!” 

While in Delhi, Deshmukh had also met the President of India, Dr. S. Radhakrishnan, whom he had met many years 

before. He presented a copy of The God-Man to him. Radhakrishnan had read God Speaks and Listen, Humanity. 

Baba wished him to read God Speaks again, so when Manohar and Mona Sakhare were to meet him (on 5 March 

1966), they were told to pass along Baba’s instructions. 

 

On 1 January 1966, Eruch wrote to Hoshang and Havovi Dadachanji regarding Baba’s health: “Beloved Baba is 

keeping his physical frame (healthy or ill) in tune with the Universal burden that it has to bear. Sometimes he 

 
354 Lal Bahadur Shastri was a political associate and friend of Sripat Sahai, of Hamirpur, who also must 

have told him of Baba. 



 

 

appears as if he is really sick and ill since a long time; and the next day (or often after a few hours) he appears as if 

nothing has happened to his body! The hip joint is much better and is behaving fine; the pain in the neck is still 

there, and the erratic [winter] weather often tells upon his aching bones and body.” 

On 13 January, Eruch wrote to Dr. Ginde saying that Baba had remembered him that morning. Baba also told Eruch 

to inform Ginde that "the pain in his neck is 25 percent better and the pain in his hip joint is not bothering him. He 

can walk about somewhat more freely, though he walks very little every day." 

Baba added this message to Ginde, "I will call you just when it is the appropriate time for you to visit." 

On the 16th, Sadhu Vaswani passed away in Poona. Baba sent this message to his nephew Jashan: “Dada Vaswani 

was very dear to me, and Dada now rests happily in me in eternal bliss. My love blessing to you and Shanti and all 

who loved and served my dear Dada, who lived to love and serve God.” 

On 19 January, Sorabji Siganporia and Kishinchand Gajwani came to Meherazad with their families for half an 

hour. Adi accompanied them. They returned to Bombay the same day. 

Don had been allowed by Baba to travel to England in relation to his deceased brother’s estate. After having been 

away for eight months, Don returned to India by ship on 12 January 1966. He arrived in Meherabad three days later, 

with seven large trunks and eight other pieces of luggage (containing many things from England for Meherazad). 

Baba called him to Meherazad on the 20th, and discussed matters with him at length. Don had been living at 

Meherabad for many years, but because of continued disagreements with Padri he was permitted to move to 

Khushru Quarters, where he was to take up residence in Khilnani's quarters, as they were to depart soon for Alibag. 

On 20 January, in response to a letter from Robert Dreyfuss in America, Baba had Eruch write him: "Baba said that 

although he is so vast, infinite and unfathomable, yet a pure and tender heart of his lover can contain him and find 

him within." 

Adi and Dhake went to Sakori on the 23rd and conveyed news of Baba to Godavri Mai, then they reported to Baba 

about the meeting the next day. The Khilnanis bid farewell to Baba on the 24th, before leaving Ahmednagar for 

Alibag the following day. Minoo Bharucha was permitted an audience with Baba, and Adi brought him at 9:30 a.m. 

on the 25th. 

On 27 January, Adi brought Francis Goldney and his wife Olla to visit Baba at 9:30 a.m. They had come to India for 

the Christmas holidays, and Baba graciously allowed them to come to Meherazad for half an hour, though he was in 

seclusion. Olla had been indifferent toward Baba in the past, but during this visit she was quite receptive. She and 

her husband gently kissed Baba on the cheek, both on their arrival and on their departure. Olla took a few 

photographs of her husband and Francis Brabazon sitting on either side of Baba. Olla then went to greet Mehera and 

the other women. They left for Satara the same day. 

Marvin and Jeannie Campen requested permission to see Baba at this time, as they were on an around-the-world 

business trip. Baba's reply: "Only if you have business in India." Since they had no official business in India, they 

were not allowed to visit, and they went on to East Pakistan (Bangladesh) and West Pakistan. 

On 1 February 1966, a letter was received from Hakumat Rai Kapil of Delhi. He still wished to stay permanently 

with Baba, and since he longed to come closer to Baba, he was deeply troubled. 

In response, Baba cabled him this message: 

I am the joy in your heart and the despair of your mind, for love can attain that which intellect cannot fathom. 

On 6 February Beheram came from Poona with his sons Rustom and Sohrab, and son-in-law Jehangu. Meherwan 

Jessawala arrived the next day for his annual stay at Meherazad for Baba's birthday. While he was there, Meherwan 

would help his brother Eruch with the correspondence, which always increased at this time. Sarosh and Viloo were 

also permitted to see Baba for half an hour on the 7th. 

Dr. Hira Lall Chopra, PhD of Calcutta had been invited to speak and preside over one of the functions planned for 

the Ahmednagar Center birthday celebration that year. He was taken to Meherazad by Adi on 15 February and saw 

Baba for 20 minutes. He recited an Urdu poem he had composed, and Baba was happy with his understanding and 

love. Jalbhai and Sheroo saw Baba briefly the following day. 

On 21 February, Baba had Adi send this telegram to Richard Alpert: "Do not worry. I am responsible for all that 

happens in the universe. Therefore, tell people about me and tell them to love me, but they should come to me only 

when I call them." 

A seven-year-old boy named Jayanti regularly attended the Ahmednagar Center meetings but had not yet met Baba 

in person. After he had pestered Adi and others to take him to Baba, one morning, with Baba's consent, he was 



 

 

brought by Waman Padale. Before being taken to Baba, Eruch asked the boy, "Why do you want to see Meher 

Baba?" 

"So that real faith may be born in me," Jayanti replied sincerely. 

"What do you hope to gain after having faith?" 

"I will find God," the boy answered. 

"And when you have found God, what will you do?" 

"I will love him and serve him!" 

The boy was taken inside mandali hall and he reverently placed a packet of sweets at Baba's feet. He did not have to 

remove his shoes before entering the hall, because he had already removed them before starting from Ahmednagar! 

Baba embraced and caressed him, remarking, "You are very fortunate!" 

Jayanti nodded emphatically in agreement. When asked who it was that was seated before him, he answered simply, 

"God." 

Eruch said, "Well, now that you have seen him, ask of him what you will. What do you want from him?" 

The boy gazed at Baba and said, "Love." 

Baba was delighted at this reply and smilingly gestured, "Granted." 

 

Baba's 72nd birthday was celebrated in different Centers throughout the world on Friday, 25 February 1966. Each 

year the celebrations were increasing, and it was truly a springtime for his lovers when they gathered to sing his 

praises. Like the previous year, in several places in India celebrations commenced 72 days before his birthday and 

concluded on the 25th. 

That year the garden and kitchen servants and messenger boys (who brought the mail and telegrams) asked Baba if 

they could decorate Meherazad for his birthday, because his lovers and devotees around the world were decorating 

their Centers. The “Abode of the Beloved” should be decorated too, they reasoned. Baba allowed them to do it and 

they put their heart into it, covering the ceiling of mandali hall with a canopy of paper flowers and other decorations. 

Since Eruch had stopped driving after the 1956 accident in Udtara, a full-time driver had been hired. Since 1959, a 

driver named Shaikh had been employed at Meherazad, but in 1966 Shaikh retired and moved back to his family and 

home in Poona. Another driver named Yusuf was hired. Yusuf became devoted to Baba and actively participated in 

"dressing-up" Meherazad. Using the car battery (there was no electricity at Meherazad at this time), he rigged up 

lights around Baba's picture in mandali hall. A loudspeaker was brought from the village so that in the morning after 

everyone had called out "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" at the stroke of five o'clock, phonograph records were played 

over the loudspeaker. While Baba was at breakfast, he was regaled with songs from his favorite singer, Begum 

Akhtar. 

Baba remarked that the pain in his neck was "20 percent better" by then, and the pain in his hip joint was also not 

bothering him as much. Although he was still walking very little, he began doing so with more ease. But due to the 

neck pain, instead of each of the men mandali receiving an embrace from Baba on his birthday, each received a kiss 

on the cheek from him. 

Besides the birthday message dictated in December, Baba also sent the following messages that year. For the Divya 

Vani periodical in Hyderabad: 

Shun those [false] masters who are like multi-colored electric signs that flash on and off, brightening the dark 

sky of your world for a moment and leaving you in darkness again. 

For the Guide periodical in Raipur: 

All that frightens and confuses you and grips you with despair is your own shadow. When the Sun of Love 

manifests in its glory and all faces are turned toward that Radiance, all shadows will have disappeared — even 

the memory of them will have vanished! 

For a special booklet printed in Tirupathi: 

A post to stand erect and firm must have its butt-end sunk well into the ground. Likewise, my lover needs to 

have the base of his faith deeply embedded in my divinity if he would remain steadfast in his love. 



 

 

Naosherwan Nalavala had to change the name of his periodical the Spark, because the government informed him 

that there was already one by that name. From many titles, Baba selected the Glow, and for its debut issue in 

February 1966, he sent this message: 

I am the Sun which is hidden by the shadow of your self. Cease thinking that you are your shadow, and you will 

find that the Sun which I am is your own Reality. 

This telegram was sent to Baba's Western followers: 

I will be present in all hearts gathered in my name for my birthday. I send my love and blessings to you each. 

And to air force officers under Wing Commander Sakhare, this telegram was sent: 

Beloved Avatar Meher Baba directs me to convey to you … he is always present in all hearts that remember 

him. 

On 24 February 1966, a husband and wife from Andhra paid an unexpected visit to Meherazad. By way of 

introduction, they brought a letter from the Hyderabad Police Commissioner who had met Baba in December. The 

couple had previously participated in birthday functions in different Centers in Andhra. They came to Meherazad, 

reasoning: "If the birthday programs going on everywhere else are so grand, how much more so it must be at the 

source where Meher Baba resides." 

Baba met the couple and they expressed their surprise and puzzlement to find things so quiet and simple. Eruch told 

them, "Although Baba is residing at Meherazad, he is actually with all his lovers, presiding at his programs 

wherever they are held. That is why Baba sent them the message: 'I shall be present among you all who gather in my 

love.' Therefore, you should hurry back to your hometown, so as not to miss being in his presence!" And it was true 

that at night Baba would often remember the different Centers where programs had been organized in his honor. 

Among the birthday greetings, cards and cables was a poem from an American college student at Harvard named 

Rick Chapman, a friend of Robert Dreyfuss in Boston. Hearing the poem Baba was touched by it and cabled Rick 

this message on the 27th: "The music of my love singing from your heart made me happy. Let your heartbeats be my 

song. I send my love to you and Robert." 

On 25 February, Meherjee came to Meherazad. That day Baba cabled Allan Cohen this message: "Your letter 

received. I know everything. Love alone makes me happy and you have made me happy. When I am your life, every 

breath is in service to me. I send blessings to you, Rick and Robert." 

Justice Prasanta Bihari Mukharji of Calcutta delivered a talk for Baba's birthday, a copy of which was sent to Baba. 

In a telegram to him dated 26 February 1966, Baba stated: 

I have heard your words on my uttering of the One Word and I am happy because I am the origin of that 

Original Word which will be released on the day ordained in the beginningless beginning. My love and 

blessings to you and yours. 

Later in a letter (dated 6 April 1966), Baba through Eruch wrote to Judge Mukharji: 

In this very life of yours, you will witness the result of the uttering of the Original Word when I break my 

silence; till then, I wish you to hold on to my daaman. 

 

On Sunday, 27 February 1966, Adi came to Meherazad at 9:30 a.m. with Waman and Dhake. Baba was in the hall, 

lying on a table about to be massaged by Eruch and Bhau. He called Adi near and gestured, “I am God.” Adi was 

taken aback. After a lifetime of service, of course he believed that Meher Baba was God. Baba’s words seem to 

carry some added significance, when expressed so directly, but what it was eluded Adi. 

That same day, Kaikobad's eldest daughter, Meheru, died on Meherabad Hill after suffering very severe burns in a 

cooking fire accident. She was 44. While dying, Baba's name was continuously on her lips. Baba remarked, "Meheru 

has come to me and is freed forever from the rounds of births and deaths." 

Kaikobad was in Meherazad and did not go to Meherabad. So Baba sent Eruch to console his family. Kaikobad's 

wife, Jerbai, was elated that Kaikobad had not come. Jerbai said, "I was afraid he would leave Baba's work to come. 

I am glad that he didn’t. Why should we worry when Meheru has gone to Baba?" This is an example of how Baba's 

Love and Truth lived in his close lovers. Neither parent was saddened by the passing of their daughter. 

Meheru was buried on Meherabad Hill on 28 February, and afterwards, on 1 March, Baba called Jerbai, her two 

other daughters, Gulu and Jalu, and their brother Ratan, to Meherazad. Mansari accompanied them. Baba assured 



 

 

Jerbai, "Your faith and courage have made me very happy." The mandali too were impressed by Jerbai's 

surrenderance to Baba's will. 

The family told Baba, "Meheru actually saw your physical presence by her bedside before her death, and you called 

out to us, telling us that you had been with her and that she would now go to you! She then repeated your name until 

the end." 

Baba remarked, "She is blessed and now rests in eternal bliss in me. She will not take another birth." 

 

Since “Baba’s Corner” at the New York World’s Fair had been such a success, Catherine (Cay) M. Draper, a new 

lover from Canada, wanted to set up a similar booth for the Montreal Exposition of 1967. Kitty wrote to Adi about 

this, and the letter was read to Baba, who approved the idea. 

On 1 March 1966, Baba had this telegram sent to Catherine Draper: “I am happy with all your efforts to spread my 

message through the Expo. I give my love blessing to you and all who are helping to make it possible.” 

Later, Kitty wondered whether Baba wished them to continue to distribute the same Universal Message pamphlet, or 

perhaps he would wish to give a special message. Baba replied: “The ‘Universal Message’ remains universal for all 

time, and there is no change or any other special message to be given.” 

On Sunday, 6 March, Rama, Mehernath and Sheela came to Meherazad with Waman, Dhake and Adi. 

An American named David Michael "Mik" Hamilton, 23, and his German wife, Ursula "Uschi" Reinhart, 21, had 

learned about Meher Baba from Steve Simon. They had financially helped Simon by giving him some of their last 

money to purchase passage from Singapore to Bombay the previous November. The couple had met in 1963 in 

Germany, where Mik was stationed in the U. S. Army. The following year, after he was discharged from the army, 

the couple married, and in the summer of 1964 began hitchhiking throughout Europe and Asia. 

When they met Steve Simon in Singapore, they were heavily using drugs and had offered some to him. Simon 

declined, saying, "I am trying not to take drugs," further stating that he was on his way to India to meet Meher Baba, 

an Indian guru, whom Simon thought to be the Avatar, and who did not wish his followers to use drugs. 

Mik and Ursula, who unlike Simon had previously traveled in India, were skeptical. "Look, if you like drugs and 

want to use them, just find yourself another Baba," Ursula said. "There are thousands of babas in India! Most of 

them are fakes! Good luck, but don't get your hopes up!" 

Mik and Ursula knew this because they had lived along the Ganges River with the sadhus and met many so-called 

babas. 

Steve Simon told them more about Meher Baba and what he had learned of his teachings. Surprising even to 

themselves, considering their meager finances, they offered to pay part of his passage on a ship to Bombay. They 

traveled on the same ship with him and disembarked in Ceylon. Later they traveled on to India, landing in Bombay 

on 31 December 1965. While passing through Poona they remembered Simon had told them that Meher Baba 

sometimes resided there, so they attempted to locate him. A rickshaw driver took them to Guruprasad and they were 

shocked because none of the "holy men" they had come in contact with before lived in a palace! 

The caretaker told them that Baba was not here and directed the rickshaw driver to take them to the Poona Center. 

There, Ramakrishnan informed them that Baba was residing in Ahmednagar and was in strict seclusion doing his 

Universal work and not seeing anyone, not even his closest lovers. Nevertheless, he offered to send Baba a message 

about them and told them to come again in three days for the reply. They saw their first photographs of Baba at the 

Center. 

They went back to their hotel and Mik met an American fellow traveler who had a supply of LSD. Mik ingested the 

LSD drug with his new friend that night; Ursula did not. The next morning, Mik, for the first time, felt guilty about 

taking drugs because of what Steve Simon had told him about what Baba warned. Mik said to Ursula, "The only 

thing we know for sure about Meher Baba is that he does not want us to take drugs. If he is someone great, I am not 

worthy to see him, therefore we should continue on to Hyderabad. Surely we will find a real guru there." They did 

not return to the Poona Center for Baba's reply. 

On the way, a stranger told them, "Go back to Bombay." As aimless as they were, they turned around and went back 

to Bombay, spending several days in a large dried-out street fountain smoking hashish. 

Finally deciding to go to Delhi, they hitched a ride with a truck going to Ahmedabad, and then rode another to 

Udaipur. There, Mik started reading the Bhagavad Gita, and became obsessed with the passage in the Gita where 

Krishna said: "Those who worship my manifest form, those I speedily rescue from the ocean of birth and death." An 

incessant question arose in his mind: "Where are you?" — meaning, the manifest form. 



 

 

Leaving Udaipur, Mik and Ursula got lost in the mountainous region of Rajasthan, sidetracking off the main road. A 

man, going to Nathdwara, picked them up in a jeep. On arriving in Nathdwara, the man told them he first had to stop 

at the famous Krishna temple (Sri Nathji) to perform puja. He asked Mik if he would like to come in the temple with 

him. However, when Mik entered, the crowd in the temple asked him to leave because he was not a Hindu. Outside 

the temple, the question "Where are you?" reached a climax in his mind and he threw his arms up and shouted at the 

top of his voice, "Where are you?" As if struck down, he instantaneously fell down on his knees with the sound of 

"Baba" in his mind. The name repeated itself automatically over and over. He became dazed, unable to speak and 

could barely walk. Ursula led him to the train station, where they boarded a train for Delhi. (Years later, Mik found 

out that "Nathdwara" means "Door of the Lord.") 

In Delhi, Mik realized what had happened. He had called out for Krishna, and he had answered — he was in the 

form of Meher Baba. He told Ursula that they must go back to see Meher Baba. Ursula found this hard to accept. "It 

is 800 miles away!" she protested. "We have just come from there! Why do you want to go see this Baba?" 

But Mik insisted they go, and on 22 January 1966, he sent this telegram to Baba: 

Dearest Beloved, we are ready to surrender for the awakening of all. We implore your grace. We have come to 

you; should we come before you in Ahmednagar? 

Three days later, a reply from Baba arrived: 

Do not come to Ahmednagar. Remember me wholeheartedly and you will feel my presence wherever you are. 

My love blessings to you. Contact my lover Was Deo Kain, 16 President Estate, New Delhi. 

Upon receiving the telegram, Mik "wept tears of joy at the thought that Baba had thought about them for one single 

instant." 

They went to Was Deo Kain's home. Although Kain was instructed by Baba not to lodge them in his home or give 

them any monetary help, he gave them two of the Discourses by Baba. In a bookstore Mik bought a copy of God 

Speaks, which he read in one sitting! Later he stated about God Speaks, "It was the most intellectually satisfying 

experience of my life. The words went into my mind like butter on hot toast; it was almost as if the words came 

from inside of me. Never had I sensed such authority." 

At Kain's suggestion they wrote to Baba again, telling him more about themselves. Through Adi, Baba sent this 

reply: 

29 January 1966 

Dear Mik Hamilton, 

Your loving lines of 23rd were read to beloved Baba in his seclusion. 

Baba was happy at the expression of your fine sentiments for him, but he wants you and your wife not to come 

to him as he is in seclusion. Baba further wishes that you write to me — Adi K. Irani — about your plans and 

programs in India, how long you wish to prolong your stay and when and how you intend returning to your 

home. Beloved Baba wishes you both to return home as soon as possible and to remember him with all your 

heart wherever you are and wherever you go. 

Beloved Baba sends his love and blessing to you both, and he says again because of his present deep seclusion, 

he does not allow his lovers to see him. 

Adi sent a copy of his letter to Was Deo Kain the same day, and added: 

Baba wants you to let Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton know that he wishes them to return to their home soon and 

continue to remember him wholeheartedly. Baba further wishes you to impress on them that he definitely does 

not want them to come either to Ahmednagar or to Poona for his darshan. 

These are beloved Baba's directions and if the couple follows them, it will be to their advantage. 

Correspondence continued between the Hamiltons and Adi. Mik and Ursula informed Baba they took marijuana, 

hashish, heroin and other drugs, and he replied that they should stop, which they promised to do from that day 

onward. They explained that they would like to stay in India, since they had no real home to return to. (They were 

under the impression that Ursula could not go to America because of a former arrest for selling drugs in Germany.) 

Baba replied that they should try to move there anyway. They applied at the embassy and, to their amazement, 

Ursula was given a visa to enter the United States. 



 

 

They wrote to Baba saying that, in accordance with his wishes, they were soon leaving for the United States. Back 

came a special delivery letter from Adi, informing them that Baba had decided to permit them to see him "for five 

minutes only on 7 March at 9:00 A.M. sharp," on the condition that they leave Ahmednagar the same day and start 

their travel back to the U.S.A. 

Although Ursula still dreaded traveling all the way back to the Deccan plateau, Mik was ecstatic. "I cannot express 

what joy I felt when I received Baba's cable," he recalled. 

They hitchhiked the entire way, except for the last leg of the journey. From Manmad they took a train to 

Ahmednagar, since Adi had written he would meet them at the station on Monday, 7 March 1966. The train was late 

and Adi drove them straight to Meherazad. Adi parked the car and they got out. As was the usual procedure, Adi 

told them to sit on a bench outside the mandali hall and wait while he went inside to inform Baba that they had 

arrived. 

Mik began getting nervous about what he would do in the presence of the Avatar: "Should we give him namaskar, 

throw ourselves at his feet? We should have brought a coconut to surrender at his feet. … What will I say to him, he 

is silent?" 

Adi emerged and said, "Meher Baba has instructed that you are not to offer him namaskar or touch his feet. Baba 

wants to embrace you." Their dilemma was solved. They walked into the hall, saw the mandali and then turned to 

the right and saw Baba sitting in his chair. Baba gestured that they should come forward and embrace him. Mik went 

first and then Ursula. Baba motioned for them to sit down against the wall opposite him. Adi sat on the floor next to 

Baba's chair. 

Later, Mik recollected: 

My eyes went straight to Baba, who was sitting four to five feet away. I started walking toward him and it 

seemed like the room kept getting bigger and bigger. Baba was so near, yet so far away, and I was afraid that I 

was not going to get there. Then all of a sudden Baba's arms went up and he was pulling me down into his arms 

for an embrace. That is the most precious and lingering touch-feeling I have ever had in my life. I can still feel 

it on my shoulders, where he put his hands. 

I never felt so accepted in my entire life. I felt completely uninhibited. I knew that Baba knew me more than I 

could ever know myself and, in some incredible, uncanny way that I could not understand, he was really my 

real Self. 

Ursula's first impressions of Baba were: 

The thing I noticed most as Baba began gesturing and Eruch interpreting was that he was very small. Baba was 

not a big man at all. The chair almost came around him. He was very pale. His complexion did not look 

healthy, it was almost grayish. He looked tired and old. Somehow I was surprised at that. 

But as Baba started talking, he began to look different. He did not look so tired, so old or so ill. His eyes were 

extremely powerful, like no eyes I had ever seen. They were so beautiful, so loving, so warm and yet so strong; 

they seemed to take care of all the rest of the apparent physical weaknesses. Baba's eyes darted around the 

room, never resting on anything longer than one or two seconds. His hands rested on the armrest of the chair, 

fingers moving in circular motion. Fascinating! Baba's feet and hands were also very beautiful, like those of a 

young woman. 

Baba asked, "How did you sleep?" 

"Fine, fine," they said, though they had not slept a wink. 

Baba looked at Mik and asked, "Are you well? You look so thin." 

Mik replied, "Yes, I am well. This is my normal weight." 

"You should eat more chapatis," Baba advised, patting his hands together as if making chapatis. They told Baba they 

were vegetarians. 

Mik wore a beard and Baba's sign for him was a tug on the chin, referring to him as Ho Chi Minh (the current 

Communist President of North Vietnam). Baba's sign for Ursula was the letter U formed with his thumb and 

forefinger. 

Baba asked if they had children. They answered "No." 

Then Baba asked, "Do you want children?" 

Mik said, "No." 

Uschi replied, "Maybe later." 



 

 

Baba asked, "Who am I to please? Mik, if you love Uschi you are to tell me to please her. And Uschi, if you love 

Mik you are to tell me to please him." 

Mik answered something to the effect that he, Baba, should only please himself. 

Then Baba looked very serious. Quiet descended on the room, which seemed to shrink. He asked, "Have you 

stopped taking drugs?" 

"Yes, Baba, as soon as your order arrived," they said. 

Ursula recalled: "Baba smiled so beautifully, it was as if the whole world was happy! It was clear that Baba was 

happy because we had obeyed him." 

Mik recalled: "When Baba smiled everything just lit up! The roof went right off; the walls expanded!" Immediately 

the atmosphere was surcharged, as Baba beamed with pleasure. 

Baba repeated his message of "No drugs!" and explained that neither by smoking marijuana nor by ingesting LSD or 

any other pharmaceutical substance can one realize the God state. "God can only be realized through love," he said. 

Then he asked, "Have you read God Speaks?" 

Mik said yes. Ursula said no, it was too difficult. She explained that she did not read English well. Baba suggested 

she try reading Hilde Halpern's book in German, Liebe Und Weisheit (Love and Wisdom), which Adi later gave her. 

"Have you read Stay with God?" Baba asked. 

"God Speaks and Stay with God are the two most important books to read," he added. 

After a few moments, Baba asked, "Who do you think I am? Whom do you take me to be?" He looked at Mik. 

Mik replied, "You are the living Christ!" 

Ursula was taken aback, as Mik had never confided this to her. Baba looked at her. "And who do you think I am?" 

"I have no idea," she said. "I don't know." 

Baba said, "I am God in human form; I know this because I constantly experience it. Just as you know you are a 

woman. You never ask yourself, am I a woman or a man? In the same way, I know through constant experience that 

I am God in human form." 

Ursula later recalled her feelings when Baba stated this: 

I sat there, Baba looking directly at me, and telling me he was God! It totally blew my mind. The only thing I 

could feel and realize was that that is who he was. The authority with which he said it and the way in which he 

said it left absolutely no room for doubt in my mind. It was simple. 

It was so devastating to me that I started to cry and completely lost my composure. I was weeping and sobbing, 

and did not have a handkerchief, so I had to wipe my runny nose on the sleeve of my black sweater. 

"Do you have any questions?" Baba asked. 

Ursula mumbled, "No." Mik said he had no questions, either. 

Adi urged him to speak his mind, "This is your chance to ask Baba anything!" 

Mik said to Baba, "Perhaps we cannot love you the way you ought to be loved, but we can promise to obey you 100 

percent." 

Baba made no reply. Instead, he inquired, "How are you going to go to the United States?" They told him their 

travel plans to hitchhike to Germany and fly from there to America. 

Baba advised, "Go to America and dissuade young people from taking drugs. Encourage, persuade them to stop 

taking drugs! To do that is the highest spiritual work to be done in the world today." 

Baba asked if they had attended the birthday celebrations in Delhi, which they had. After a few more questions, he 

said, "I love you both more than you can ever love yourself. I will help you — inwardly. Take the love I have given 

you and give it to others as freely as I have given it to you. Come embrace me, kiss me and go." 

Mik approached Baba, received his embrace and kissed him, and Ursula did the same. Baba kissed her on both 

cheeks and instructed that they have lunch with Adi and leave that day. They were not to delay, but to leave for 

America right away. 

Ursula's thoughts after kissing Baba were: "I remember his smell. It was not flowers or perfume, he smelled like a 

baby. A clean smell, like an innocent newborn baby." 



 

 

As they were having lunch at Khushru Quarters with Adi, a message came from Baba asking if they needed any 

money. If they did, Adi was to give it to them. They did not take any, stating that they had sufficient money for their 

return. 

They left Ahmednagar that afternoon at 1:50 p.m. for Manmad. The couple then traveled overland to Germany and 

from there by plane to America. Mik and Ursula stayed first in New York City and then traveled to California, 

where they met Robert Dreyfuss, Rick Chapman, Allan Cohen, Paula Gordon and others, and like them helped to 

spread Baba's message to college students and "hippies" and "acid heads" (LSD users) warning them against taking 

drugs of any kind. 

 

Don shifted from Meherabad to Khushru Quarters on 8 March 1966. Mansari visited Meherazad on the 10th. 

Nariman arrived for a few days’ stay on the 19th. Two days later, on Jamshed Navroz (Irani New Year), Baba 

permitted Nariman to pay for Chhagan to prepare a New Year’s feast for Baba, the Meherazad and Meherabad 

mandali. Kutumba Sastri and his son Bhasker were permitted to meet Baba that morning for half an hour. 

Meanwhile, Keki Nalavala's son, Naosherwan, 19, was studying in college in Dehra Dun, but since seeing Baba in 

Poona in May 1965, Naosherwan had been acting peculiar. On 19 March 1966, he suddenly announced to his 

parents his decision to renounce everything and go directly to Meherazad, where he hoped to live with Baba as one 

of the mandali. If Baba refused, he said he would go to a cave in some remote place and meditate on Baba. His final 

exams for his bachelor's degree were approaching, but he decided not to appear for them. When his mother heard 

this, she secretly sent telegrams to Baba about his decision. Baba heard her telegrams and commented, “Outward 

renunciation is unnecessary when the Avatar’s daaman is held. Obedience to the Avatar is essential.” 

On 22 March, Baba sent this telegram to Naosherwan: 

Renunciation not necessary. Appear for your examination. No darshan until 1967 end. Rest assured one day my 

grace will be on you to know me as I am. My love blessing to you and all at home. 

In addition, Baba dictated this letter to the boy: 

For spiritual aspirants renunciation is of help, but those who love the Avatar and are under his direct guidance 

do not have to “renounce” anything! The lovers of the Avatar have simply to obey the Avatar's instructions and 

to love him wholeheartedly. 

Pay attention to your studies, sit for the examination, pass it … and continue to edit the Glow magazine. All 

these are your responsibility — no less important than the aspirant who has no Avatar to guide him and has to 

renounce everything ...  

Baba wants you to love him more and more while doing all your worldly duties. 

Adi was called to Meherazad on 24 March 1966, and another telegram to Naosherwan was given to him to send: 

Obey me implicitly if one day you want to know me as I am. Pay all your attention to your studies and my 

Glow. Do not renounce anything except your present attitude. 

Naosherwan cabled back that he would obey Baba, and Baba wrote to him through Eruch: 

This has made Baba very happy, and he repeats that to obey the God-Man is the highest form of worship to God 

in human form. Sit for the examination, and pass or fail is absolutely immaterial as long as you obey him with 

all your heart. Whether you pass or fail, leave the result to Baba. 

Separately, Eruch wrote to Naosherwan’s father, Keki (on 30 March):  

Baba wants Naosherwan to leave everything to his will and pleasure, and in it is Naosherwan’s success and 

eventual Victory. To obey Baba is the highest form of renunciation, for in obedience to the dictates of Baba’s 

wishes, we automatically “renounce” imperceptibly all yearnings, stage by stage, till eventually we renounce 

even the thought of renunciation!  

Four months later in July 1966, Naosherwan Nalavala published a small book of poems dedicated to Baba titled In 

Lap of Love. This message from Baba was printed at the front of the book: "God does not hear what your pen writes; 

He hears what your heart sings."355 

 
355 When copies of the book were received at Meherazad, Baba autographed one and had it returned to 

Naosherwan. 



 

 

 

Dhake would regularly send greeting cards and humorous notes to Baba, which Eruch would read out to him. In 

reply to one of Dhake's letters, Baba directed Eruch on 23 March 1966 to convey to him: 

You are in search of God not knowing that you are God! So also you crave to love your beloved Baba not 

knowing that you love him deeply and fervently! Moreover, Baba is very happy with your love — and yet you 

do not know whether you love him! 

Herman Alvarado arrived with Jalbhai on Friday, 25 March. He was given one of Baba’s pink coats, but told to keep 

his visit to Meherazad private, considering Baba’s seclusion. 

Shirin Damania was called to Meherazad the following day at 9:00 A.M. She had been in poor health for many years. 

Baba assured her, "You will not die. You will see my Glorification," and he urged her to take care of her health. 

In September or October 1964, Tom and Yvonne Riley had sought and been given Baba's permission to build a 

house on the Myrtle Beach center property. The Rileys had been unable to do so, but their close friends, Lyn and 

Phyllis Ott, who were given permission also, moved with their children from Woodstock to live on the Center in 

1965. 

Soon after the New York World's Fair closed in October 1965, Baba had ordered Jane Haynes and her children, "the 

Trio" (John, Charles and Wendy), to return to Myrtle Beach, where Jane was to help Elizabeth and Kitty with the 

work at the Meher Spiritual Center. Jane was likewise given permission to build a house on the center property near 

Baba's and Elizabeth's houses and she began its construction in March 1966. Accepting her as a spiritual twin-sister, 

Elizabeth loved Jane and paid for the house. When the Haynes family moved into their new home later that year, 

Baba sent this telegram: 

Now that Jane and Trio are at my Center, they should live a life which will be my message of Love and Truth to 

all they come in contact with. They will not and must not let me down because they are very dear to me. 

Subsequently, others such as Darwin and Jeanne Shaw, Fred and Ella Winterfeldt, and Joulia Mavris also wished to 

move to Meher Center, but by that time Elizabeth had become concerned about the Center becoming overcrowded 

and requested Baba to “close the gates” to any further attempts to live on the Center. 

 

Baba left Meherazad for his usual summer stay at Poona with the men and women mandali on Friday, 1 April 1966. 

Local lovers were not allowed to stand on the road and greet Baba’s car as it passed through Ahmednagar. Kaikobad 

went to stay at Meherabad during Baba’s absence. Kaka remained in Meherazad and Padri stayed with him, since 

Kaka's health was weak. In fact, Kaka remained alive only by Baba's nazar. His heartbeats were irregular due to 

previous heart attacks, and the doctors were amazed that he still survived. Kaka had become a "living corpse," and 

only Baba was sustaining him! 

In stark contrast to the previous year when hundreds had come for Baba's darshan, 1966 was a quiet year at 

Guruprasad and practically no lovers gained admittance. A select few were allowed to see Baba but for only a few 

minutes. No restrictions were placed against Jalbhai, Sheroo, Rustom, Sohrab, Jehangu, Meherjee or Meherwan 

Jessawala coming to Guruprasad, and they would visit according to their convenience. 

Although the Bombay Parsi group did not come to Poona that year, Nariman Dadachanji and Goher's sister, Katie, 

would come every weekend, and Arnavaz was allowed to stay for a few days. Khorshed as usual stayed for the full 

three months, as did Nana Kher. Bal Natu came for six weeks. Aloba and Nana would keep watch on the verandah 

during the day to make certain that no one entered the compound from the front gate, and Vishnu's cousin, Sushila, 

likewise shared this duty at times. Dr. Alu Khambatta was a regular visitor and was helpful in looking after anyone 

who was ill, or for taking different ones to the doctor or hospital for examinations. 

A Hindu by birth, Bal Natu wore the traditional dhoti (a long cloth wrapped around the waist in lieu of trousers). 

One year, during his stay at Guruprasad, he tripped over his dhoti while playing cards with Baba and the mandali. 

Baba repeatedly criticized him for wearing a dhoti. The fact was that Bal was embarrassed to dress in pants, as he 

had always worn a dhoti, and Baba continued mentioning it only to make him overcome his attachment to his attire. 

Afterwards, Bal did begin wearing Western-style trousers, which pleased Baba. 

B. N. Saoji, the editor of Chavhata, came one day with his family. He was told: “Go and declare to the world that 

the breaking of my silence will be the greatest miracle I have ever performed.” Maharani Shantadevi was also 

allowed to visit Guruprasad and came daily for about a week. Baba likewise called the Shinde family one day and 

consoled them over the loss of Bapusaheb. 



 

 

One exception to “visitors” was an eccentric Irishman, named Dennis Kirkpatrick. He was a tall man in his late 

fifties. His father had been a prominent civil surgeon in a Poona hospital. Kirkpatrick was well-educated and had 

stayed on in India after its independence. He had held a post as a secretary and rector in a church, but had fallen on 

hard times. He was now living hand-to-mouth alone, and resembled a beggar. He was about to be evicted from a 

small, ramshackle room next to Guruprasad where he had been staying, because he could not pay the rent. Because 

the landlord had shut off the water to his room, Kirkpatrick would walk to Guruprasad every day, collect water in a 

small brass bucket and carry it back to his room in the blazing hot sun. Baba noticed him and instructed Meherjee to 

help him financially. Baba remarked that he was like a mast. 

Kirkpatrick saw Baba several times during Baba’s residence at Guruprasad. Baba would ask him, "Are you happy?" 

Sitting on his knees, the Irishman would silently gaze up at Baba and nod. 

One day Baba asked Kirkpatrick, "Do you have everything you need?" Kirkpatrick said that he did. Baba turned to 

Meherjee and directed him to continue to give him a monthly allowance. 

Meherjee made a face of disapproval. Seeing his expression, Baba corrected him, "Say yes, happily; otherwise, don't 

agree! You have no idea what you were to gain in this. I will pay him, don't think about it!" 

Meherjee protested, "But Baba, I did not say no." 

Baba corrected him again, "You have so much money, yet you think even this small amount is too much. I did not 

ask it for Kirkpatrick's benefit. I am giving you the opportunity of serving me; you don’t realize it." 

Meherjee handed Kirkpatrick the amount and began seeing to his welfare.356 

 

In Poona, Goher administered some medical test to Baba. On 7 April 1966, Baba's blood count and sugar tolerance 

test were done at the hospital, and on the 12th Baba’s urine was tested. 

One day in April, Baba sent for his brother, Beheram, and his entire family: Perin, Sheroo, Sohrab and Rustom. 

Beheram's daughter, Gulnar, and her husband Jehangu Sukhadwalla brought their daughter, Mehernaz, and their 

son, Merwan.357 

Siganporia and Gajwani came the same day Beheram's family was called. Gulnar's daughter, Mehernaz, was quite 

small, and her grandmother, Perin, was handing her candy in both hands when Gajwani joked, "If Mehernaz goes on 

eating candy like this, she too will become as big as Rustom and Sohrab!" 

Baba took him seriously and forbade anything sweet to be given to the child. From that day on, if anyone gave her 

something sweet, Mehernaz would refuse, saying, "Baba's order is not to eat it." Even though she was so young, she 

was able to recite the Master’s Prayer by heart and did so before Baba. 

Baba advised Jehangu, "Whatever job you undertake, do it with all sincerity, honesty, and with dedication. No one 

will be able to bend even a hair of yours." 

On another occasion during the 1960s, the usual group was sitting before Baba in Guruprasad, and without any 

reference to any topic, Baba suddenly remarked to Jehangu, "Remember, Jehangu, even if all problems of the world 

are on your head, your cheeks shouldn’t go inside," meaning that Jehangu should remain steadfast in face of any 

tribulation. 

During this occasion in April, Baba remarked to Perin about her eldest son, "Sheroo is my child even if he grows 

old!" He then commented to her about Jalbhai, "You are the mother of all, so you take care of Jal for my sake." 

Baba asked Beheram, "Do you believe me to be God?" With conviction, Beheram said yes. Baba then asked, "Will 

you give me your life when the time comes?" Beheram replied that he would. 

Later, at Meherazad, Baba repeated the same question to his brother: "Do you believe me to be God?" Beheram said, 

"Even if you declare to the whole world that you are not God, still I will believe that you are!" His reply pleased 

Baba very much. 

 
356 The monthly stipend from Meherjee on Baba's behalf continued until Kirkpatrick died in 1973. 

357 Although also spelled Meherwan, when Jehangu and Gulnar's son was born in 1964, Baba spelled out 

the name as Merwan to Mani, when he himself named his grandnephew.  

 



 

 

During Baba’s stay at Guruprasad, he would also call the two Bindra House families — Gaimai, Meherwan and 

Manu Jessawala, and Banumasi (Gaimai's sister), Roshan, Mehera and Dolly Kerawala, along with their servant, 

Kesar. 

Dolly was a toddler of four, but she would run to Baba and whisper in his ear, "Beloved Baba, I love you very 

much! Do you love me?" 

Baba would gesture, "Yes, I love you." 

"How much do you love me?" 

"Very much." 

"How could you love me so much?" 

"As you love me so much, so also I love you!" 

"But I remember you!" 

"I remember you, too." 

"I say, 'Baba, Baba, Baba.' What do you say?" 

Smiling, Baba replied, "Dolly, Dolly, Dolly!" 

 

On 13 April 1966, Swami Laxmidas, a sincere seeker in his forties from Rishikesh, arrived at Guruprasad. Baba 

made an exception and granted him a five-minute audience. Baba seemed very happy to see him, and Baba 

embraced him twice. The swami had read Baba’s literature in Hindi, and was in contact with Keshav Nigam. 

Indumati Naik of Nagpur came with her two sons the same day. After giving them darshan, Baba asked them to 

leave. 

James Hall McGrew, 22, and Rick Chapman had been friends in high school in Denver and they had been 

roommates during their freshman year at Harvard. In 1965, during his last semester of college, through a friend Jim 

became seriously interested in India, and desired to go there. In May 1965 he applied for a position with the Peace 

Corps in India and was accepted. He was in Denver in July, preparing to depart, when Rick visited and told him of 

Meher Baba. 

Rick had found out about Baba in the spring of 1965 through Allan Cohen. Rick was returning from San Francisco, 

full of enthusiasm for Baba, having met Ivy Duce, Don Stevens and the Sufis there. He had seen movies of Baba, 

purchased some books, and signed up for the charter flight to India for the sahavas, which at that time had been 

planned by Baba for December 1965. Jim and Rick had both become interested in spirituality the year before in 

Boston, and McGrew became keenly interested in Baba. Jim related: 

I myself had become profoundly disillusioned with Western civilization and what it had to offer. The prospect 

of graduating from college, entering professional life, getting a house in the suburbs, and striving for success in 

this materialistic society left a taste of ashes in my mouth. I became unhappy and discouraged at what life had 

to offer. Mysticism seemed to offer an alternative to the materialistic life so common to the West. 

As related, in September 1965, Baba canceled the December sahavas, promising to meet his lovers "sometime, 

somewhere, somehow." Baba further announced his intention to go into seclusion and his wish to be undisturbed 

even though he was keenly aware of the heartbreak of his lovers who missed seeing him. 

Jim and Rick’s mutual friend, Robert Dreyfuss, had begun a hitchhiking trip in Europe overland to India before the 

cancellation, and had continued on his journey to India unaware of the cancellation of the sahavas. In November of 

1965, McGrew and Chapman received word that Dreyfuss had met Baba in Meherazad. 

The news that Robert Dreyfuss had met Baba inspired Jim, too, to find a way to see Baba, but he did not know how 

to go about doing so. He wrote to Sufism Reoriented in San Francisco and also to Don Stevens. Kari Harb of Sufism 

replied that he should contact Baba's secretary, Adi K. Irani, and to request his help in meeting Baba, explaining 

why and for how long he would be in India. 

The Peace Corps assigned Jim to work as a volunteer for a Primary Health Center in Kalghatgi, Mysore State (now 

called Karnataka). In January 1966, Jim wrote to Adi. Adi replied that his letter had been read to Baba in his 

seclusion, and that Baba wanted Jim to write again on 10 February. He followed Baba's instructions, posting his 

request on the date specified by Baba. In his letter, Jim also asked if a Diana Grace, a nurse in the Peace Corps with 

whom he was romantically involved, might also accompany him to see Baba, since Diana had expressed an interest 

in meeting Baba. 



 

 

Baba replied through Adi that he would be pleased to see Jim when he was in Guruprasad. Baba also gave 

permission for Diana Grace to come. April 15 was the date that fit Jim McGrew's schedule, and he wrote to Baba to 

inform him of that fact, as Baba had instructed. (He also informed Baba that Diana had decided not to come for the 

interview, perhaps thinking that she was not yet deeply enough committed to Baba.) 

Jim McGrew arrived in Poona from Bombay in the late afternoon of 14 April 1966. He was intensely happy and 

thrilled at the prospect of seeing the Master. He wished to give his life to Baba, and secretly hoped that he could stay 

with Baba, or at least that he would be invited to return to see Baba again. He checked into a hotel and requested to 

be awakened at 5:30 A.M. Adi’s letters had stressed the importance of being punctual, and Jim was worried he might 

oversleep and miss the most precious appointment of his life. 

When Jim walked through the entrance of Guruprasad at about 8:30 A.M., he felt a heavenly stillness, so tangible he 

“could almost taste it!” The Biblical expression, "The peace that passeth all understanding," came to his mind. He 

thought: "So this is where God lives. Of course, God would be surrounded by this divine atmosphere." He saw a 

figure sitting on the verandah dressed in slacks and a t-shirt. It was Eruch. Taken aback by his appearance, McGrew 

thought: "Is a t-shirt the proper attire for those attending to God?" 

Eruch introduced himself and motioned for Jim to sit down. Shortly Mani and Rano appeared. McGrew had never 

met any of Baba's lovers before (other than Rick Chapman and Robert Dreyfuss). 

Eruch told Jim that Baba had come and wanted to see him. As they walked down the hallway, Eruch explained to 

McGrew that Baba did not want any displays of salutation, such as prostrating himself or touching Baba's feet, but 

that Baba might give him a hug and a kiss. 

Here is Jim’s description of his interview with the One in every heart: 

I was very excited, and nervous as a cat as well. But I was extremely happy at this precious opportunity. I 

walked with Eruch down the verandah, and we removed our sandals at the door of the room where Baba met 

the men mandali. 

Eruch opened the French doors to the room, and I saw Meher Baba for the first time. He was looking directly at 

me. I was quite surprised to see him there so soon. He gestured to me to come and embrace him. Baba was 

dynamic, always in motion; he was never static at all. He was always gesturing, his hands were always moving, 

his eyes never still. His expressions and gestures seemed to communicate, “What are you doing wasting time 

standing there? Get moving. Come in and have my embrace. I love you.” 

Baba embraced me and kissed me on both cheeks. His touch was light and graceful — like lying on your back 

and floating downstream, it was that gentle and natural. Baba’s radiant presence permeated the mandali room. 

It was tremendously uplifting. I felt whole. I felt that everything I did and breathed and thought was taking 

place in an atmosphere of tenderness, beauty and harmony. 

His body was frail and broken. (It seemed like he hadn’t eaten in three months!) His complexion looked 

terrible, a ghostly, ghastly white. It showed the strain of his great inner working for mankind. I got some sense 

of Baba’s incredible working in that glimpse of Baba. It was as if someone were running down the road at top 

speed, and that person stopped in his tracks to greet a friend and then ran on as fast as he could go. Baba was 

definitely making a super-effort to fit me into his plans. How grateful I am for his compassion. 

Baba’s fragrance was exquisite. At first I thought that he had special exotic colognes, but later I was told that 

Baba’s fragrance was his own natural smell. 

Jim sat at his feet and Baba asked him, “Do you know Richard Alpert?” 

Jim said, “I know of him but I don’t know him personally.” 

“He has just written me a letter in which he has promised to stop taking LSD. I am happy that Richard is going to 

stop taking drugs. You too should not take drugs.” 

Jim had himself decided to stop taking drugs about eight months prior to meeting Baba, though he hadn’t mentioned 

this. When Baba referred to drugs, Jim later recollected: 

I knew at that moment that my soul was transparent to Baba and that he could see all my activities, my strengths 

and my weaknesses, without my having to tell him. However, I felt bathed in his love as if it supported me. I 

knew that I could entrust my soul to Baba. And this feeling of being able to trust Baba gave me great 

sustenance. 

Next, Baba asked, “Did you see Robert Dreyfuss before you left America?” 

“No,” Jim said, “I didn’t,” and he explained that he had left before Robert returned. 



 

 

Baba asked about Diana, “Where is she now?” 

Jim said, “She returned to her work in South India.” 

Baba said, “That’s good, but you are far more fortunate.” 

Baba then asked, “Have you read Stay With God by Francis Brabazon?” 

When Jim replied that he hadn’t, Baba asked him to turn around to meet Francis who was sitting at the back of the 

room with the other mandali. Baba introduced them and told Jim to read Stay With God. At one point during the 

interview when Jim was looking at Eruch as he translated Baba’s gestures, Baba said, “Look at me, not at him.” 

By this time, Jim was getting somewhat impatient: 

I had expected Baba to give me some very serious, heavy lessons. I did not expect him to make pleasantries 

about people whom I knew and people back in America. After all, I could always think about those people any 

other time during the rest of my life. Why was Baba spending this precious five minutes talking about other 

people? Why wasn’t Baba talking about serious spiritual matters? In the back of my mind I had expected Baba 

to discourse to me about the rigors of the spiritual path and to tell me that I was very young and inexperienced. 

I expected him to tell me that I should return to America and to assume normal responsibilities there. I had 

prepared myself for a stern lesson on the seriousness of trying to follow the Avatar and on how difficult such a 

task was. 

But Baba was giving me the lesson that I needed, and he was giving it by his example rather than his words. He 

was showing me something which he always tells us, that the most practical way to love God is through loving 

our fellow beings. He was showing me that in my desire to receive serious spiritual lessons, I was still being 

self-centered, and he was showing me that the cure for selfishness was involvement with other people and 

concern for them. 

Baba asked Jim, “How did you sleep last night?” 

“Pretty well,” Jim answered. 

“What are your plans?” 

Jim said, “I am leaving India shortly to return to America to go back to school. I’m taking a train from Poona at 3:00 

P.M. for Bombay.” 

“I am happy to hear this. Don’t miss your train. When you get back to the States write one letter to me.” Then Baba 

asked, “Do you have any questions?” 

Jim was caught off guard. It had never occurred to him that the Avatar would ask him if he had any questions for 

him. He couldn’t think of a thing. His mind was a total blank. However, he had written a short poem for Baba which 

he held out to him. Baba told him to read it which Jim did as follows: 

Ignorance of You is despair. 

Knowledge of You is hope. 

Love of You is happiness 

Service for You is nobility. 

Obedience to You is bliss. 

From the back of the room, Francis boomed out, "Here, here!" at the last line, which Baba said he liked the best. 

Jim continues his recollections of the meeting: 

At this point in the interview I was bewildered, albeit happily bewildered. Nothing which I had expected to 

happen had happened. I had expected a serious and “spiritual” Master; I met a loving, almost informal, very 

human man, one who was genuinely and deeply concerned about small, everyday things and about people. In 

addition to Baba-the-man, there was Baba-the-God, whose presence permeated the room. 

Despite the fact that Baba carried on a full and responsive conversation with me, there was a deep, nonverbal 

communication going on between him and the mandali in the back of the room. Love flowed from Baba like a 

waterfall. It went to all corners of the room, irrespective of people to receive it. The reason that the mandali 

could receive more of Baba’s love than I, was simply that they were more empty of the world than I was. 



 

 

Baba had Jim stand up and he introduced him to his brother Jalbhai. Baba explained, “Jal will show you around 

Poona.” He quipped, “The townspeople will be much amused at the sight of a tall American and a short Indian.” 

Francis piped up, "That's the long and the short of it, Baba." 

Baba joked, “Jal’s growth has been stunted!” 

In the end Baba told Jim: “What you are looking for is God, but God is not this physical form [of Baba] that you see 

before you. God is inside yourself. Remember that God is inside everyone and everything. God is in Richard Alpert 

— I’m God and I love him; God is in Robert Dreyfuss — I’m God and I love him; God is in Diana — I’m God and I 

love her. And God is in your schedule, your train and in your going back to school.” 

Baba then said, “Remember me above all human beings in creation. Love and service — I’ve given you an example 

of, and now I want you to focus on them. If you remain true to the last line of your poem, you will one day see me as 

I really am.” 

Says Jim: 

I had never in all my born days ever thought of being able to see God as he really was — I wasn’t even in the 

ball game! I thought that was beyond me. And I wasn’t even striving for that. Yet there he was, focusing my 

attention on the Goal. I had gone in with so many misunderstandings of who he was and what the Goal was, 

and in those short minutes Baba gave me an example and helped me to know so many things. 

Baba called Jim to him, embraced and kissed him and sent him out. Jim spent the rest of the morning seeing the 

various Baba spots around Poona with Jalbhai and then left for Bangalore and Delhi, returning to America on 1 

May. He concludes: 

My strongest memory of that interview is the memory of Baba’s presence. Somehow, without saying it, he 

communicated to me that he loves me through and through, that I can trust him and that anything — literally 

anything — is worth enduring and suffering and working through for the experience of the bliss which he 

experiences continually and eternally. Somehow Baba had made me know one thing: at the end of the road, 

which is him, is something phenomenally beautiful. Baba awakened something in me which knew that. 

I can understand how the masts throw away their very lives for him. I can understand why the close disciples 

want nothing more than to return to be with him, to love him and to serve him. A taste of the Wine of his love 

has made me thirsty for the entire keg. How I long for the day when I can see him as he really is. 

In the letter he wrote to Baba, Jim said, “I hope that I will one day be big enough to be nothing.” Through Adi, Baba 

responded, “One day you will be.” 

 

Dr. Ram Ginde was allowed to see Baba briefly at Guruprasad in late April 1966, and returned to Bombay soon after 

his meeting. Adi was called for his usual work on 23 April. Adi returned on 5 May on his way to Hyderabad, where 

he was speaking at a function at Meher Vihar. A pair of silver-plated paduka (old-fashioned chappals) to be installed 

at Meher Vihar had been sent to Guruprasad, which Baba touched on the 5th with his feet. Don too was called to see 

Baba at Guruprasad at this time. Adi returned to Guruprasad on 9 May and gave Baba a report of the proceedings. 

Meanwhile, Sheela Kalchuri's ear had become septic and full of pus, and she was in severe pain. A mastoid 

operation was necessary and the surgery was to be performed in Poona, so Baba sent for her, Rama and Mehernath 

and allowed them to stay in Guruprasad. Usually, whenever they came for Baba's darshan, Rama's brother, Dhiraj, 

would arrange for them to stay in a nearby hotel. But that year they had the chance of staying with Baba, and also in 

the years to follow. 

Sheela’s fourteenth birthday was on 12 May 1966, and she had hoped Baba would call them to Poona that day, but 

he did not. Four days later, on 16 May, they went to Poona by taxi. When they arrived, Baba asked her. "Do you 

know why I have called you all to Guruprasad? Today is Baby’s [Sheela’s nickname] birthday; she must come and 

embrace me first." 

"No, Baba!" she protested. "My birthday was on the 12th! You forgot to send me a birthday card. You love 

Mehernath more than me! You always celebrate his birthday in Meherazad. For my birthday you used to send me a 

card, but this year you forgot even that! Now, you are only trying to make me happy by saying that today is my 

birthday. I don't want to embrace you!" 

Baba tried to calm her. "I know when you were born. Listen, Baby, God is telling you today is your birthday. I know 

more than you do. Today is your real birthday." 



 

 

Then Sheela realized that she was indeed talking with God, and she simmered down. She embraced Baba, who 

informed her that he had called for cupcakes that day in her honor. Rama had brought a cooked vegetable for the 

women mandali. Baba saw it and remarked, "Today, you all will have cupcakes for Baby’s birthday, and I will eat 

this vegetable." 

On the day of Sheela's operation, 18 May 1966, before she left for the hospital, Baba called her, Rama and 

Mehernath to his room at 6:30 A.M. Baba embraced Sheela and asked, "Are you scared? Suppose you die in this 

operation? Will you be happy to come to me?" 

Although her mother started to cry when she heard this, Sheela said, "Yes, I will be happy to stay with you forever. 

Now, I see you only once in a while, but if I come to you, it will be eternally!" 

Rama said, "Your nazar should be with her, Baba." 

"Only my nazar? You should be happy your daughter will be with me! Don't cry; I will be with her always. Even in 

the hospital, I will be with her. Do you think that this doctor can do such a complicated ear operation? It will be I 

who does it through him." 

Later, when the sun had risen and Mehera was combing Baba's hair, Baba again called the Kalchuris to his bedroom. 

Mehera gave Baba two lockets, one for each child. Baba took Sheela's and then pinned it on her blouse, stating, 

"Don't remove this during your operation. I will be there with you, but if you remove it, I will not come. And don't 

tell anyone who this is. If the doctor asks you, don't tell him.358 This locket will protect and save you from harm. 

Always keep it with you, and you will have good health." 

At the hospital, the nurses told Sheela to remove her blouse but she insisted she wear the locket during the operation, 

and after much argument, the staff relented. Meherjee and Nana Kher were with Sheela at the hospital, and several 

times during the extensive operation, Baba instructed Bhau to phone for an update about Sheela's condition. The 

operation was successful, and after a week Sheela returned to Guruprasad to convalesce. 

Sadashiv Patil would come to Guruprasad every day, as would Meherjee. One day on a sign from Baba, Mehernath 

asked Sadashiv, "Patil Kaka [Uncle], how much exercise do you take?" 

Sadashiv replied, "I do 2,000 sit-ups every day!" 

Baba, in surprise, covered his mouth with his hand. At a nod from him, Mehernath exclaimed, "Two thousand sit-

ups! Oh God!" 

Sadashiv said nonchalantly, "That is nothing! I also walk three miles daily and go up and down Parvati Hill five 

times a day." 

Again, from Baba's gestures Mehernath asked, "And what do you eat?" 

"Two pitchers of buttermilk, two seers of milk and five loaves of bread!" 

Baba was much amused, and Mehernath said, "Patil Kaka, you are as strong as a man 25 years old, but you are not a 

man, but a giant!" 

Sadashiv said, "Granted, but what is wrong in that?" 

Every day, Baba would make Sheela ask Sadashiv when it would rain. Sadashiv would give a definite date each 

time, but no rain would fall. This happened a few times, and one day Sheela told him, "Baba thought that he was the 

only one who could deceive us; but Patil Kaka is now the master in that art, since he deceives even Baba! Cattle and 

humans have no water to drink because of lack of rain, and here Dada is making a game of it!" 

Sadashiv replied, "Now, rain will surely come within four days!" On the fourth day, black clouds overcast the sky, 

and Sadashiv began telling Sheela, "Now, go and tell Baba that, as I said, rain will surely come today." 

Soon the clouds blew away and the sun began shining, so Sadashiv gave 30 May as the definite date for rain. But no 

rain fell then either, and on an indication from Baba, Sheela told Sadashiv a bit heatedly, "You are a trickster! 

Where is the rain?" 

Sadashiv replied, "I give up now! I can do nothing more. There will be rain only when Baba wishes." 

 
358 Baba’s order proved most difficult for Sheela to obey because the doctor would pester her with 

questions about the “man in the locket,” trying to find out who it was. More peculiar was the fact that this 

very doctor, W. G. Atre, had himself been brought to Meherazad six years before in 1960 by Meherjee, to 

treat Baba. Why Baba did not wish Sheela to disclose his name to the doctor and why the doctor failed to 

recognize Meher Baba remain a mystery. 



 

 

Once, on a sign from Baba, Mehernath told Sadashiv, "Patil Kaka, make me your heir." 

Sadashiv said, "I am sorry, but I cannot accept any boy as my heir." 

On a word from Baba, Sheela said, "I am a girl; make me your heir." 

Sadashiv said, "All right, I will adopt you." 

"Take me to your house." 

"No, I cannot do that." 

Baba smiled and said, "Patil, you are very selfish! You adopt someone, and it is I who have to look after her! Well 

and true is your justice. If you take Baby home, I will give her to you as your adopted daughter." 

Sadashiv said, "No thank you, I do not want to adopt anyone. Of course, I will if you say so; but her maintenance 

will be your responsibility." 

Baba laughed and observed, "The old one is quite clever! He cannot be trapped." 

Sheela had long fingernails, and Baba asked her why she kept them. Although she had done it to be fashionable, she 

replied, "I need them to draw with, Baba." 

Baba remarked to her, "You look like a tigress! While embracing me, your nails might pierce my cheeks, so it is 

better you remove them." 

"But how will I be able to draw?" 

"Your drawings will come out fine, don't worry!" 

Sheela had no choice but to obey, and Baba then warned her, "This is my order. Never let your nails grow long 

again." 

 

In Guruprasad, whenever Baba was with the mandali, he instructed Mehernath to sit at his feet by his side, which he 

was doing. One day some other children came to see Baba, and Mehernath sat at a distance. Baba asked him, "Why 

did you move away?" 

Mehernath replied, "So that others could have a chance to be near you." 

"Are you interested in pleasing others or in pleasing me? I told you to sit near me; why did you use your brain? This 

time I forgive you, but don't do it again!" 

Dr. Deshmukh saw Baba on 27 May 1966 for 20 minutes. One year at Guruprasad, Baba remarked to Mehernath 

and Sheela that Deshmukh was expected that day, instructing, "When he comes, push him out! Don't allow him to 

come inside. This is my order." 

Deshmukh arrived, and both children grabbed his hand and attempted to block his entry. Deshmukh waved them 

away, declaring, "Have I come to take your Baba away on my shoulders? Let me, too, sit here for a while." Baba 

signaled them to drive him away, and Sheela tried to catch his hand, but he yanked it away. Baba was gesturing 

them not to let Deshmukh enter, so while Sheela pulled one of his hands, Mehernath bit him on the other hand! 

Deshmukh hollered, and Baba was highly amused, but to the children he gestured, looking upset, "Now that 

Deshmukh has entered, let him go. I did not want him to come inside; but now what can we do?" 

After talking with him for a while, Baba asked Deshmukh to leave. Deshmukh stayed seated, so Baba pointed to 

Mehernath, gesturing, "Prick him with a pin and make him go away!" Mehernath rose and went toward him, and 

Deshmukh rushed out. 

Each day, the same scene would be repeated for the week or so that Deshmukh stayed in Poona. One day he asked 

Baba, "Should I bring Indu [his wife] and Sanjeevani [his daughter] to see you?" 

Exasperated, Baba said, "Look at this man! I do not even want to see him, and he asks me about his wife and 

daughter!" 

Another day, Deshmukh brought a box full of Baba lockets and asked Baba to touch them. Baba said he would 

touch the box and that was sufficient, but Deshmukh insisted he touch each locket individually — 200 or more! 

Baba remarked, "He is doing this on purpose just to be in my presence longer." And although Baba disliked doing 

the tedious task, he fulfilled Deshmukh’s request. 

 

Rama and Mehernath were sent back to Ahmednagar on 4 June 1966, as Mehernath’s school holidays were over. 

Sheela was kept in Guruprasad, as she had to be taken to the doctor every day to change the dressing. 



 

 

When her mother had been there, Sheela and Rama would eat with the women mandali, but now, Baba instructed 

her to eat with the men. Because of her operation, she was not able to chew anything hard, and one day the mandali's 

lunch consisted of such foods. Baba sent for Goher to call Sheela to the women's side, where he gave her his own 

rice and dal to eat. Sheela hesitated, thinking Baba would go hungry, but he commented, "This food is not very 

tasty; I cannot eat it. You have it." She did and found it delicious. 

Meanwhile, Harry Kenmore arrived at Guruprasad on 4 June and was allowed to visit every day until he left on the 

11th afternoon. Harry had transported an upholstered reclining chair for Baba all the way from America. 

Unfortunately, the chair got misplaced in transit and was off-loaded at Beirut. It eventually arrived in Poona and 

Baba was pleased with Harry’s thoughtfulness. 

Harry had brought his tape recorder with him, intending to visit Ramjoo in Satara and record his memories of his 

early years in Baba’s contact. Baba, however, did not send Harry there. 

During Kenmore’s visit, on 7 June, while talking about the work Harry was doing of spreading Baba's name in New 

York, Baba instructed him to hold two public celebrations in New York City annually — one in honor of Baba’s 

Birthday and the other for Silence Day. 

Baba also called Keshav Nigam and Pukar from Hamirpur, regarding the work done there in his name. They stayed 

for a day or so and left after receiving Baba's instructions. 

On Sunday morning, 5 June 1966, Beheram's family came to Guruprasad for Jehangu and Gulnar’s daughter 

Mehernaz's navjot ceremony. The child's sadra, kusti, cap and new clothes were arranged on a steel platter in front 

of Baba. Baba handed her the sadra and kusti, and also a piece of paper on which was written his message (the same 

one given to Jim Mistry's sons at their navjot ceremony six years before) about being free from the superfluous 

binding of shariat (religious tradition). It was read out by Eruch, and then Mehernaz recited the Master’s Prayer and 

went to the women's side, where Mehera dressed her in the sadra and kusti. 

Attending to correspondence was part of the daily routine at Guruprasad. Despite the ban on correspondence, letters 

and telegrams would arrive regularly and kept increasing year by year. Eruch and Mani corresponded in English 

with India and the West; Bhau dealt with the Hindi correspondence in India; Adi dealt with the correspondence from 

Andhra, as well as some in America and Europe; and Aloba answered in Persian concerning the lovers in Iran. 

Pendu was the manager in Guruprasad and also shared nightwatch with Bhau and Rano. 

Francis was occupied with composing poems, ghazals and songs.359 Every morning, he would read one of his 

compositions to Baba. One day, as he was reading a couplet of a song, Baba spontaneously dictated two more lines: 

He who seeks my pleasure 

Finds the divine treasure. 

Ginde and his family were permitted to have Baba’s darshan at 9:00 A.M. on Sunday, 12 June 1966, as did Harjiwan 

Lal’s son Inder. The following day the Collector of Poona, M. A. Deshmukh, along with a few other civic officials, 

were permitted a fifteen-minute audience. That year the Sindhi principal of the Dastur School (which Baba had 

attended) was also permitted to meet Baba for the first time. She related that one of the prayers recited at the school 

was Baba’s Master’s Prayer. 

Baba also held a meeting of the Poona Center workers in June. He discussed their progress, and various problems 

which they faced in disseminating his messages to those in and around the city of Poona, and about their own 

quarrels and disagreements. It was surprising to the mandali to see Baba looking so lively during this long session, 

as he listened to the workers, encouraged some, admonished others and counseled them all. On such occasions, it 

seemed that all the immeasurable tiredness in Baba's eyes, usually observable to the mandali, had been put aside. 

Baba appeared vigorous and healthy, as if his physical body was not straining under the pressure of his Universal 

work. 

During the meeting, Baba often mentioned Bapusaheb Shinde, whose absence was sorely felt. 

Before leaving Poona, Goher again had Baba's blood and urine tested. Blood samples were taken on 25 June, and 

urine was collected two days later. 

 

359 Francis Brabazon's book of ghazals, In Dust I Sing, is dedicated to Baba – “the Pulse of whose Poetry is 

the expanding universe and the Melodies of it are the yearnings of all hearts.” 



 

 

Adi came to Poona on 28 June and saw Baba. That day, Jim Mistry had a heart attack at Guruprasad and was taken 

back to Bombay by Nariman for treatment. 

While the others prepared to leave Poona, Sheela Kalchuri was ordered to stay behind at Bindra House with the 

Jessawalas, as her medical treatment was not yet finished. The night before Baba departed, he called her to his room 

at about 8:00 P.M. and remarked, "I want to say goodbye to you now, because if I embrace you tomorrow before the 

others, I will have to embrace everybody." Baba hugged the girl and sent her back to Bhau’s room, but Sheela was 

extremely unhappy about being left behind. She cried that night and insisted to her father that she should return with 

them to Ahmednagar. 

The following morning, Baba called her again and said, "I heard you crying last night. Don't be depressed." 

"But Baba, I don't know these people [the Jessawalas]!" she said. 

"You know Meherwan, don't you? Don't worry. I have given them orders to keep you as I want. I am not sending 

you to stay with them because of your medical treatment. I want you to learn how to eat meat and fish. This is my 

order to you. Start eating non-vegetarian food and it will improve your health. After ten days, as soon as you come 

to Ahmednagar, I will call you to Meherazad to see me." 

 

On Friday, 1 July 1966, Baba left Poona with the women and men mandali for Meherazad, where his deep seclusion 

continued. Adi drove Baba, Mehera, Mani, Meheru and Goher in the DeSoto; Waman drove Rano and Naja in Adi’s 

car; and the mandali traveled in Sohrabji Irani’s (of Ahmednagar) hired station wagon. Bhagirath’s truck brought 

their luggage, as usual. That day, Jalbhai and Beheram's family, the Jessawala family and Meherjee were permitted 

to come to Guruprasad to bid farewell to Baba. During the three months that Baba had stayed in Guruprasad, he had 

not left its premises, and at Meherazad, too, he did not go anywhere except the main house and the hall. Despite 

severe pain in the neck and shoulders, Baba continued doing his seclusion work, which was all that seemed to matter 

to him. 

One day S. D. Mohite, the caretaker of Guruprasad, came to Bindra House with the news that the Siamese cat, Pegu, 

had died after having been hit by a car while crossing the road in front of Guruprasad. Meherwan informed Eruch by 

telegram, and the news was related to Baba. 

On 7 July, Baba had Eruch read the prayers aloud in the hall. Baba also stood along with the mandali as the prayers 

were recited. Adi, Nusserwan and Piloo Mama Satha had come that day and participated. 

Kaikobad was brought back to Meherazad on the 7th, but at night he got severe cramps, fainted and fell down, badly 

lacerating his skull. Goher dressed the wound. Pendu had slipped and fallen while at Guruprasad, so Padri did his 

nightwatch duty for a few days. 

Baba’s lovers throughout the world had been instructed to observe complete silence from midnight of 9 July 1966 to 

midnight of the 10th. They had been informed through a circular issued at the end of June, stating: 

Baba wants all his lovers to know that the 41st anniversary of his silence is a very important event, and as such, 

all his lovers should observe complete silence for 24 hours on this occasion. 

Avatar Meher Baba has given the following message for the 41st anniversary of his silence: “God’s first Word 

was ‘Who am I?’ God’s last word is ‘I am God.’ And the Word that I, the God-Man, will utter soon will be the 

sound of my Infinite Silence.” 

To those in New Zealand, Baba also cabled: “My love and blessing from the depth of my silence.” 

At Meherazad, at 8:00 p.m. on the 9th, the mandali listened to a radio address given by Amar Singh Saigal, in which 

he mentioned Avatar Meher Baba’s name several times.  

That year, there was no mention of a fast in lieu of keeping silence. Also, according to Baba’s instructions, it was the 

first time that Silence Day was publicly celebrated in New York City at the Barbizon Plaza Hotel. The program on 

16 July was organized by Harry Kenmore with the help of Annarosa Karrasch, John Bass, Fred and Ella Winterfeldt, 

and others. 

Sheela Kalchuri was brought back to Ahmednagar by Adi on 9 July and, as promised, was called to Meherazad 

alone on the 11th. Baba sent instructions that Rama should cook nine eggplants and send them with Sheela. 

At Guruprasad, after her operation, Baba had had a mixture of bananas, milk and figs made every day which he used 

to give Sheela with his own hands. He remarked it was nutritious, urging her, “Eat this, it is my prasad. It will help 

you to regain your strength quickly.” 



 

 

Sheela had tasted it, but thought it so repugnant, she felt as if she would vomit. She asked Baba if she could go out 

and eat it, and he permitted her. Once alone, she poured the mixture down the bathroom sink. 

Every day at 4:00 P.M. in the hall, Baba would give her a bowl of the mixture and each day she would go outside, 

dutifully take one spoonful — as it was Baba’s prasad — and dump the rest. 

After a week, she asked Baba if he would give her each item separately, not mixed together, and Baba replied, “Of 

course you can have the bananas, figs and milk separately. You want it that way? I am happy to give you what you 

like. I am so happy you told me the truth.” 

On the 11th, Sheela arrived at Meherazad, happy and proud that her mother and brother were not accompanying her. 

Baba was loving as usual, and at lunchtime the table was laden with several delicious dishes. Sheela thought: “How 

lucky I am to be having lunch with Baba today, and so many good things to eat!” 

Baba asked if she had brought the eggplants, and Sheela handed him the dish, thinking he would give her some. 

Baba motioned to her to bring her plate, and she happily thought how much luckier she was as Baba was going to 

serve her! In front of Baba was a huge bowl of the milk-banana-fig mixture, which Baba was eating. Sheela was 

shocked when Baba doled out a large portion of this to her. Baba remarked to Mehera, “This is so delicious. I love 

this mixture, and look, Baby loves it too! Right, Baby?” 

Sheela could only smile and shake her head in agreement, but although she said, “Yes, Baba,” inside she was saying, 

“No, Baba! I do not like this at all; but I know why you are giving me this punishment!” 

With every bite, Baba would comment, “See, Mehera, I like this, and Baby also likes it.” 

She finished the amount quickly, and Baba called her to him again. This time he dished out an even greater amount 

of the same concoction. Sheela was aghast! She returned to her seat and slowly began eating it, asking Meheru for a 

glass of water to wash the awful mixture down her throat. Previously, she had been happy that her mother was not 

with her; now she regretted her absence, as she could have whispered to Rama to tell Baba how much she disliked it. 

Sheela somehow finished swallowing it, and Baba remarked, “Even if I give you poison, it does not matter since it is 

my prasad. Take it as nectar and swallow it. It is only due to great good fortune that one gets prasad from my 

hands.” Thus Sheela, a young teenager, learned a valuable lesson and lamented for what she had unknowingly done 

at Guruprasad. 

 

During 1966, water scarcity because of lack of rain from the failure of the monsoons created distressful situations 

throughout India. The population of Bombay was especially hard hit, and a drastic plan was drawn up to possibly 

evacuate the city. Extremely upset, Baba’s longtime, and usually mild-mannered, lover Minoo Desai (Mansari’s 

brother), sent this telegram to Baba on 13 July, which echoed the grief of millions: “I pray on behalf of the five 

million people of Bombay for your intervention about rain and blessings.” 

Baba immediately sent this reply: “Bombay has already started receiving rain. Love, Baba.” Rain came, the city’s 

hopes were revived, and the citizens celebrated the happy event. 

Two days later, another telegram from Minoo was received in the evening: “I offer you wholehearted gratitude and 

thanks in love and faith.” 

Heavy rains continued to fall in Bombay, and all the outlying lakes that supply water to the city were filled. From 

different corners of the land, letters and telegrams would arrive about this critical water shortage, and Baba heard 

their pleas. The mandali later learned that, as the letters and telegrams were being read to Baba, it would start raining 

at those particular places. 

In Ahmednagar, also, there was an acute shortage of water, and Baba asked Baidul to grow a beard and pray to God 

for rain. He did so and was fervently offering his prayer daily. Baidul had high hopes that, on account of his 

sincerity, rain would surely come, but months passed and no rain fell. If anyone came seeking rain, Baba would tell 

them to tear out Baidul’s beard. Finally, Baidul became so disappointed he told Baba, “If it is not your wish, how 

will my prayer be of avail? Now, I know that you do not wish there to be rain.” Baba did not answer, but the next 

day it did rain. 

On 17 July, Meherwan and Roshan saw Baba briefly and then returned to Poona. 

A royal princess of one of the former Indian states had been waiting in Ahmednagar for days in the hope of Baba 

granting her a moment’s darshan, despite his seclusion. Baba granted her request. When she met Baba, the Rani told 

him, “I pray to God so hard, but He never answers my prayers. I cannot understand why that should be. I thought 

God did not let anyone down.” 



 

 

Baba replied, “God not only does not let anyone down, God is constantly forgiving those who let Him down!” 

 

Meanwhile in America, Baba’s message on drugs was being widely spread by a group of hard-working young 

lovers, such as Robert Dreyfuss, Allan Cohen and Rick Chapman, who wrote articles, gave talks and appeared on 

television and radio shows, appealing to young people to give up drugs. A joint statement from them, outlining 

Baba’s message on drugs, was sent to hundreds of college campus and city newspapers as a letter to the editor. It 

was published widely in America, including excerpts in major national media outlets such as the Christian Science 

Monitor, Time and Newsweek magazines. 

As a result of this anti-drug campaign, many came to know of Baba and several to love him. In fact, previously on 

21 April 1966, Baba had Adi write the following to Ivy Duce, eliciting her full support for this work: 

My dear Ivy, 

A special article in the New York Times by Robert B. Semple, Jr., on “Colleges Warned to Curb Drug Use — 

U.S. Asserts Hallucinogens May Harm Students” was read to beloved Baba in Poona. 

After hearing the article, Baba wishes me to let you and those concerned know that if the student world 

continues to indulge in the use of LSD, half of the U. S. A. would soon become mentally deranged! Hence, a 

check must be strictly enforced, and the use of these drugs be prohibited, especially among the rising 

generation. 

Of course, the law of the land will take care of this side of the question; but Baba wishes Robert Dreyfuss, Allan 

Cohen, Rick Chapman and others, who have stopped taking LSD and such drugs, to be his apostles in this 

particular field and to give lectures on college campuses and speak in social gatherings and meetings, quoting 

passages from God Speaks and other Baba-literature on the experiences of the spiritual planes, and reading 

excerpts from letters from Baba to Dr. Richard Alpert and Allan Cohen in which beloved Baba is emphatically 

against the use of LSD and ganja [marijuana], and suchlike drugs and smokes. 

Meher Baba wants these “Baba-boys” further to submit articles in newspapers against the use of these drugs as 

based on information from Avatar Meher Baba and from his writings in the Discourses, God Speaks, and so 

forth. Baba says that this is the best opportunity for Baba-boys to do his work in the States and, at the same 

time, to be of help to their fellow-beings in America. Their speeches and articles should be illuminating so as to 

turn the minds of the addicts and guide them to a proper understanding. Baba wishes his boys particularly to 

tell the students to read God Speaks in which even the experiences of the planes of consciousness are only 

another kind of an illusion. 

Baba clarifies that these experiences of the planes are “real illusion,” whereas those derived from the use of 

drugs are illusion into “false illusion.” What beloved Baba wishes to imply is that this mundane life and the 

experiences thereof are a “dream into a dream,” whereas the traversing of the spiritual path by the seekers who 

gain experiences of the planes of consciousness is a “dream.” 

Dear Ivy, it is expedient that these boys of Baba follow in right earnest Baba’s wishes, and do their best to bring 

home his message for the benefit of all concerned. 

With love to you and all dear ones. 

Adi K. Irani 

One young woman in her mid-twenties named Paula Gordon wrote to Baba, asking: “Is Baba’s message regarding 

drugs directed primarily to spiritual aspirants, or that all psychedelic drug use is dangerous and all research on 

human beings should be stopped?” 

Baba replied to Paula Gordon through Adi on 12 May 1966: 

All psychedelic drug use is dangerous, and in the long run is harmful, irrespective of whether it is motivated by 

spiritual aspirations or otherwise. Baba repeats that marijuana, LSD and other psychedelic drugs should never 

be used, except when prescribed by a professional medical practitioner in the case of serious mental disorder 

under his direct supervision. 

Concerning the illicit use of drugs in America and Europe, Mani wrote to those concerned on 14 May: 

Adi has written to dear Paula [Gordon] in reply to her query. Our personal reaction to it is, that it is not for 

Meher Baba to explain the pathology involved in the eventual derangement from usage of LSD and related 

drugs whether it is psychical or from actual brain damage. It is enough that Baba tells us of the harmful results 

from such drug usage — that is the basic point. 



 

 

Further, any drug, when used medically for legitimate [mental] diseases under the direct supervision of a 

medical practitioner is not impermissible and cannot be classed with individual usage of a drug for what one 

can get out of it — or hope to get out of it — whether thrills, forgetfulness, or a delusion of spiritual 

experience. This paragraph should be of interest to Richard Alpert. 

On 30 May, Mani wrote: 

Meher Baba indicated that medically there are legitimate uses of the drug LSD. LSD could be used beneficially 

for chronic alcoholism, for severe and serious cases of depression, and for relief in mental illnesses. Use of 

LSD other than for specific medical purposes is harmful physically, mentally and spiritually. LSD is absolutely 

of NO use for any kind of spiritual awakening. Use of LSD produces hallucination, and prolonged use of this 

drug will lead to mental derangement, which even the medical use of LSD would fail to cure. Proper use of 

LSD under the direct supervision of a medical practitioner could help to cure insanity. It could lead to insanity 

if used for purposes other than strictly medical. 

In short, LSD can be used beneficially for specific medical purposes, but for spiritual progress it is not only 

useless but positively harmful. As regards your idea of possible use of the drug by an enlightened society for 

spiritual purposes — an enlightened society would never dream of using it! 

Allan Cohen and others also had pressing questions and they wrote to Meher Baba. In response, on 14 July 1966, 

Baba clarified his statements through Adi: 

(1) Baba did say that the user of LSD could never reach subtle consciousness in this incarnation despite its 

repeated use, unless the person surrendered to a Perfect Master. To experience real, spiritual consciousness, 

surrenderance to a Perfect Master is necessary. 

(2) The experiences gained through LSD are, in some cases, experiences of the shadows of the subtle plane in 

the gross world. These experiences have nothing at all to do with spiritual advancement. 

(3) Beloved Baba stresses that repeated use of LSD leads to insanity which may prove incurable in mental 

cases, even with LSD treatment. 

(4) Medical use of LSD helps to cure, in some cases, mental disorders and madness. 

(5) There is no such thing as “areas in the brain reserved for subtle consciousness,” and the question of LSD 

affecting them has no meaning. 

(6) When LSD is used for genuine medical purposes, in controlled doses under the supervision of specialists, 

there are no chances of the brain, liver or kidney being damaged. 

(7) Baba answered again that continued LSD use for non-medical purposes results in madness, and eventually 

death. 

On Saturday, 23 July 1966, Baba dictated points for a letter to Richard Alpert, which Francis drafted and Adi mailed 

with his signature. Baba again wished Alpert to understand the futility and harm of taking LSD as a means of 

spiritual advancement, and the need of a Perfect Master for realizing Reality. 

Jerbai, her daughters and Jangle’s wife and daughter, Mukta and Prabha, were called to Meherazad that day. Don 

too was summoned, and Sarosh and Viloo also visited. 

During this period, Baba would often call Rama, Sheela and Mehernath Kalchuri to Meherazad on Sundays for 

lunch. Adi brought them on Sunday, 31 July. Sheela and Rama would eat with Baba and the women, and Mehernath 

with the men. Mehera was embarrassed about using both hands to eat chapatis (since most people in India do not use 

their left hand while eating). She asked Rama, “Do you mind if I use both hands to break my chapati?” 

Rama was wondering how to reply when Sheela spoke up, “If the flour is kneaded with two hands, what harm is 

there in eating the chapati with both hands? With one hand you cannot clap — it takes two hands — so it is all 

right.” 

Baba was pleased with her reply and commented, “A sharp-minded girl! She outdoes her father. I, too, use both 

hands while breaking the chapati.” 

 

On Sunday, 7 August, Don Stevens arrived from America for work in Cochin, and saw Baba at Meherazad. He came 

in Meherjee’s car with him, Meherwan Jessawala and Jehangu Sukhadwalla. On this occasion, Don discussed with 

Baba the new three-volume set of the Discourses, which he and Ivy Duce had reedited from Deshmukh’s old five-

volume set. Baba asked Stevens if he was satisfied with the new edition. He replied that he was, but it was clear that 

the next step must be the translation of the Discourses into the major European languages. That would serve the 



 

 

young people in Europe, whom Don had encountered and who were already asking about the availability of Baba’s 

words in their own tongues. Baba asked what languages he considered most urgent, to which Stevens replied 

French, Spanish and German. But, he added, this should present no problem, since there were already people 

devoted to Baba sufficiently qualified in all these languages to do the translation work. 

Once again Baba looked Don Stevens in the eye and gestured, “You do it!” Meaning, take responsibility for it. And 

once again, startled, Stevens wondered how he could have been so naïve a second time. 

Don also discussed plans with Baba for the printing of the second edition of God Speaks. 

Because Don Stevens was involved with the Sufi Center in San Francisco to which many young people were now 

coming, Baba sent him copies of the correspondence about LSD and other drugs between himself, Allan Cohen, 

Robert Dreyfuss and Richard Alpert. Baba wished them to be printed together in a pamphlet (God In A Pill?). 

Don was not particularly interested in the subject of drugs, and joked, “You know, Baba, I seem to be getting more 

and more entangled into these young people’s lives. So many of them have had drug experiences that have been 

terribly important to them. I think in order to know more about this subject, I’m going to have to try one LSD trip 

myself!” 

As soon as Stevens said this, Baba bristled and reared back in his seat with lightning flashing from his eyes. “Don, 

don’t even think of such a thing!” Baba warned. “You do not understand the sort of consequences this can have on 

an individual’s nervous system.” 

Baba continued: “It is true that one individual may take 100 or even 200 trips without any permanent, substantial 

damage to his nervous system; however, for another person of a different temperament, of a different nervous 

system setup, just one dose can be absolutely, permanently, irretrievably harmful. So, don’t even think in jest of 

such a thing!” 

Baba went on to describe the manner in which a drug, such as LSD, functioned on the nervous system. He pointed 

out, “At a maximum, all that a drug of this sort can do is to open up certain nerve centers which in normal 

circumstances of spiritual development open naturally themselves, and one gets access to them. But the whole 

emphasis is unimportant and has little to do with spirituality. It is a by-product of it.” 

Eruch interjected, “It is like trying to use a crowbar to wrench open a very fine, beautifully sculpted door, rather than 

using the passkey.” Baba stated even this analogy did not quite give the true picture, or take into account the 

enormous risk a person was taking with such powerful drugs. 

Eruch, too, once had a similar conversation with Baba. When the subject of LSD had first arisen, Goher obtained a 

medical book describing how LSD had been used to treat mental patients. It was legal at the time and could be 

prescribed by a physician. Eruch, being interested in such things, was reading the book one day when Baba came 

along. He asked what he was reading and Eruch said, “It is a medical book which describes the effects of LSD.” 

Teasingly, Eruch added, “Kirpal Singh told us we should have experiences. Since you don’t give us any, I’m 

thinking of taking this LSD. Then finished [it’s done] — we can get experiences!” 

Baba was greatly upset by his comments and told him to discard the book. “Why are you reading such rubbish?” he 

asked. “Don’t ever think of taking such drugs!” 

Usually, before Don Stevens departed, Baba walked through the double doors at the end of mandali hall, facing 

Mehera's garden, and stood at the center of a half-moon that the mandali formed. Supported by Francis' arm, Baba 

had Eruch read out the Master’s Prayer from a printed page. Then Baba would walk over to the women’s side 

holding Francis’ arm. On this occasion, Baba beckoned Stevens to support him. This had only happened once 

before. They walked from the hall across the garden to the steps of the main house, where Baba embraced him. As 

Baba started to turn, he snapped his fingers and embraced him a second time. This was unusual, and Don Stevens 

thought: “Good heavens, what have I done to merit all this extra-special attention?” 

Don thought he should go quickly, as Baba was having to stand unsupported because the women would not come 

out until he had left. He began walking briskly back to the men’s side, but as he did someone shouted from the hall 

that Baba was calling him. He looked around and saw that Baba had turned and was snapping his fingers, beckoning 

to him. He wanted to embrace him again. Stevens walked to him, and Baba embraced him several times more. Baba 

then motioned for him to leave. A quick thought rushed through Stevens’ mind: “Goodness, Baba’s acting almost as 

if this will be our last time together,” but he dismissed the thought as soon as it came. This was his tenth trip to India 

to see Baba, and it was, in fact, his last. 

Goher was in regular correspondence with Adele Wolkin (who was a nurse) about sending required medical and 

dietary items for Baba. Describing Baba’s health in a letter to Adele on 12 August, Goher wrote:  



 

 

Beloved Baba looks very tired these days. The hip joint pain is better and he walks a little; he does not use the 

wheelchair. The pain in the cervical region still persists. There is very little we can do to help him get rid of this 

pain. We doctors, too, sometimes feel so silly and helpless when we just stand in front of him and watch him 

suffer but are incapable of removing the pain. Baba has been telling us that the pain in his neck will continue to 

persist as long as he wants it to. It is but a reflection on the physical plane of his infinite suffering that he has 

taken upon himself to redeem mankind. 

Nariman and Arnavaz came to Meherazad on Saturday, 13 August 1966 for a ten-day stay. Feram came with them 

for his annual 20-day stay. Manu Jessawala was also staying at Meherazad for a few weeks.  

 

After meeting Baba, Don Stevens left for Cochin and then Bombay, where he met Rick Chapman, a friend of Robert 

Dreyfuss, Allan Cohen and Jim McGrew. 

Frederick “Rick” Chapman, 23, had found out about Baba in Boston the previous year. He graduated from Harvard 

in June 1966 and had been granted a year’s Fulbright teaching scholarship in India. He had specifically applied to go 

to India fully expecting not to meet Baba, as he knew Baba was in seclusion, but he hoped to be able to meet as 

many people as possible who had met Baba. He wrote to Adi, informing him of his plans and requesting the names 

and addresses of lovers he might contact while in India. 

Rick arrived in India on 20 June 1966, and following a two-week orientation in Delhi and Srinagar, he was assigned 

to teach at the H. K. Arts College in Ahmedabad, Gujarat. He had ten days of vacation in August, which he decided 

to spend in Bombay and Poona visiting Baba lovers. Rick wrote to Eruch: “Baba’s orders to me have been not to 

come to him until he himself calls. I will, of course, obey his perfect will.” 

For the first six weeks that Rick Chapman was in India, Baba did not call him. But on the morning of 10 August, 

when he arrived in Bombay and was met at Victoria train station by Sorabji Siganporia and Kishinchand Gajwani, 

Rick was informed, “We understand that Baba has called you to see him on August 17th!” As shocked as he was 

elated, Rick could barely absorb such extraordinary and unexpected news. 

Two days later, Adi phoned from Ahmednagar, saying that Baba was putting a stop to all visitors from 16 August, 

and wished to remain undisturbed until the end of 1967. Therefore, he said, Rick’s meeting had been moved up to 

the 15th, at nine o’clock in the morning. 

Rick’s first thought was: “Oh, here goes Baba, changing plans like he always does. I’ll probably get word tomorrow 

that he had changed the meeting to yesterday, with Baba wondering why I wasn’t there!” 

Rick arrived in Poona by train at 5:30 A.M. on Monday, 15 August 1966. Adi had driven Sheela to Poona for a 

doctor’s appointment the previous day, so he, Sheela and Bhavsar met Rick at the train station and Rick rode with 

them to Ahmednagar. Rick was given breakfast at Sarosh’s home. “Baba is very particular about time,” Adi told him 

(as Adi settled in for a second helping, Rick wryly recalled). “But don’t worry,” Adi continued, “he will blame me, 

not you, if we are late for your nine o’clock meeting.” 

Adi drove him the nine miles to Meherazad precisely on time, and Rick was taken inside the hall, where Baba 

smilingly embraced him. In his words, Rick later described those first moments with the Beloved: 

As I leaned over to lay my heart onto my Heart I glanced into his light-flashing eyes — moment of Sun-

brightness, moment of wordless joy, moment of moments in the arms of God! 

 [Baba kissed Rick on the forehead.] 

I did not clearly recall for about two weeks that Baba had kissed me on the forehead — it was so gentle, so 

natural. I had just embraced him for the first time in this life, though it was as if he were my oldest friend, 

beaming, radiating joy as I entered his arms. As I came closer into his tight hug, suddenly a voice came into my 

mind: “Stop! Don’t waste this time — look at him!” So I turned my eyes a fraction of an inch, from dazedly 

looking over his shoulder to looking into his eyes six inches away, flashing light. Surely the men sitting nearby 

on the floor saw him let the light flash out of his eyes into my own. 

Rick sat down on the floor across from Baba, and the following exchange took place: 

Baba asked, “How did you sleep on the train last night?” 

Rick said, “Fine, Baba. I slept well, but naturally, I have been very excited the past few days.” 

Baba raised his eyebrows and asked, “Why?” 

“The opportunity to see you now, at a time when your lovers all over the world are longing for even a glimpse of 

you … I was tremendously excited by this chance to be with you.” 



 

 

“You are indeed very fortunate to be here at this time. I am in strict seclusion, and from this day on, my seclusion 

will be even more strict — I will be seeing no one outside the immediate mandali, not even any of my close lovers 

in Ahmednagar. 

“Pay no attention to the thoughts of the mind,” Baba continued. “It is the nature of the mind to have all variety of 

thoughts, good and bad. You should just keep longing in your heart for me.” 

Baba continued, “In fact, pay no attention whatsoever to the spiritual path, the planes of consciousness, or to any 

spiritual experiences — they are all nothing but toys for children, because they are nothing but illusion. You must 

strive to see me as I really am! Then you will be able to know me as I am. 

“But, how will you see me as I am? You must long to see me in your heart. And where will you get this longing? By 

loving me.” 

After a few moments, Baba smiled and gestured, “God proposes, but man disposes.” As Rick stared at him 

quizzically, Baba repeated the reversed epigram, gesturing, “God proposes, but man disposes.” 

Then he explained, “I had proposed to bring you here for just a few minutes, then send you away, but you have 

disposed of my proposal!” 

After this lighthearted moment, Baba introduced Francis and asked him to read a recent poem of his which 

contained a reference to LSD: 

Don’t try to hold me up by offering me a trip on LSD; 

I always travel unencumbered, guided alone by love — see! 

At Baba’s indication Francis read another poem he had written — an exquisite ghazal, which made Baba beam and 

snap his fingers as certain lines of finely crafted words came to a climax. 

Baba then called upon Aloba to recite in Persian a couplet from Hafiz, which Baba translated as follows: “Millions 

of men of God stand in a queue to cross the threshold to the God-Man, and only one crosses the threshold. Out of 

millions who cross the threshold, only one can know me as I really am.” 

Looking at Rick, once again, for the third time, Baba reiterated, “You must strive to see me as I really am!” 

In response, Rick said, “By your grace, Baba.” 

Almost without a pause, Baba replied, “You strive — I will help you.” 

With a serious look, Baba added, “Don’t let me down.” 

The meeting included some further exchanges, with Baba listening as Rick poured out his heart in love for his 

Beloved and Baba gave him some specific instructions. 

As the time for Rick’s visit came to a close, Baba stated, “My time [for the breaking of my silence] is fast 

approaching. The most important thing for you is to hold fast to my daaman. What does ‘holding the daaman’ mean? 

To do exactly what I say, to obey me implicitly. I am God. I am Truth.” 

Baba called Rick to embrace him again, and then sent him out of the hall with Eruch; Rick’s 45-minute meeting had 

come to an end. Baba also sent Francis, Nariman and Adi out to talk with him. Before anything else, however, Eruch 

sat with Rick as they together recounted Rick’s interview with Baba, which Eruch jotted down detail by detail. Baba 

sent two mangoes, from the mast’s trees in Meherazad, to Rick through Manu Jessawala, which Rick was to eat as 

his prasad. 

Every day before Baba retired to his room, he would salute the mandali in a joined-handed namaste, which the 

mandali would reciprocate. On this day, Baba called Rick back to the hall for a final glimpse of him. The only words 

Rick could muster, as he himself joined his hands in namaste before his Beloved, were “Thank you.” At about 10:00 

A.M. Baba departed for lunch. 

After meeting Baba, Rick Chapman left at 1:30 p.m. for Poona and returned to Ahmedabad via Bombay. Two days 

after his meeting, on 17 August, Rick wrote the following to Adi: 

Dear brother Adi, 

Still reeling, I am completely unable to express my happiness at meeting my true Beloved. That God disposed 

of His own proposal and allowed me to stay close to Him for several of His smiles and a thorough soaking in 

His love — this is nothing that can properly be spoken of by one who can see Baba only as He really isn’t. And 

if a glimpse of him through eyes that cannot see can give such joy — who then could He be but God Himself! 



 

 

— Baba’s Moochewalla360 

 

As mentioned, from 16 August 1966, Baba prohibited any further visitors to Meherazad. He again repeated: “Unless 

and until I, on my own, send for anyone, NONE should visit me or ask to visit me before the end of 1967." This 

instruction was conveyed to all concerned and strictly enforced and followed. 

At one point, Baba remarked, “Even if God Himself comes to the gate, do not let him enter!” 

On the 17th, Adi received a telephone call from Aloba at the Pimpalgaon pumping station to say that Baba urgently 

wanted Adi to send Coca Cola and ginger soda bottles. Fortunately, Padri was going to Meherazad that day and took 

the crates. 

One outward reason for Baba’s tighter seclusion was his poor health and cervical pain, about which he revealed, 

“The cause of it is the growing weight of my work — the bearing of the world’s pain.” Baba was not feeling well on 

21 August, and Don was called to bring certain medicines for him that day and the next. Moorty and his family had 

come to Ahmednagar at this time. Although they went to Meherazad on the 22nd, Baba did not see them. 

Yet the more Baba withdrew from outward activity, the more intensified activity surrounding his name became 

evident throughout the world. As Mani wrote: “The more the veil of seclusion hides him from the eyes of his lovers, 

the more he is revealed in the hearts of those unaware of him.” 

In America, England and Australia especially there was much “Baba-activity,” and it was marvelous how more and 

more young people were being drawn into the God-Man’s love orbit. Baba smiled one day and commented in a 

matter-of-fact manner, “It is because I am God.” 

Baba always remembered to send a telegram to Kitty for her birthday. That year, on 27 August, he cabled: 

Your love for me, which is your life, speaks my message to all who come to my Center and makes me happy. 

Keep well and remember you are very dear to me Kitty. 

 

Dr. Grant was requested to come to Meherazad on his visit to Ahmednagar on Thursday, 25 August 1966 to take 

Baba’s cardiogram. He arrived with Adi at 8:00 A.M. Because of his deep seclusion, Baba did not wish to leave 

Meherazad, so Padri was told to be present to make sure the generator was working. After taking the cardiogram, 

Grant said Baba’s heart was all right. For a few minutes, Baba spoke to Grant about LSD, and repeated that it was 

harmful physically, mentally and spiritually.  

Grant wanted to know, “Why should we go through lifetimes of penance, when we could see God by taking a pill, 

according to those who have tried it? If I have to go to Ahmednagar, for example, why should I sit in a bullock cart 

and suffer its jolts and rough ride, when I can sit in Meherjee Karkaria’s Chevrolet and make the journey in 

comfort?” 

Baba used this analogy to answer: “You can never reach God through a pill. It requires a lot of penance, hard work 

and going through difficult trials in the world. Did you become a big doctor by taking a pill? No, you had to work 

hard, study for years, go through much training, and then, after a period of years, you became a doctor. It’s the same 

thing with life. You have to go through all the difficulties, all the torments, to reach that Goal. I give you my 

blessings so that one day you will attain it.” 

On the 26th Baba’s blood and urine were again sent to Ruby Hall Clinic for analysis. Goher maintained a constant 

check on Baba’s health to make sure his diabetes and urea level were being kept under control.  

On 5 September 1966, Eruch noted that Baba “feels better and looks radiant.” But he also wrote to one family on the 

16th that Baba had recently remarked: 

My health has very little to do with physical factors. My physical body, which alone is visible to your physical 

eyes, appears to you all affected and afflicted. But it is all due to the tremendous pressure of the burden of 

Universal suffering that I shoulder on my Universal body that tells upon my physical body with which you are 

conversant and which is the only medium for you to see me and feel me in the gross world. 

 
360 When Rick Chapman first walked into mandali hall, Baba commented on his long mustache (mooch). In 

succeeding correspondence, Chapman would be referred to – and would sign his letters – as "Baba's 

Moochewalla." 



 

 

Soon after I break my silence, all the Universal suffering will end. The end of November 1967 will be the 

turning point for everything. 

One morning at breakfast, illustrating to the women the transformation that would take place in the world after he 

broke his silence, Baba cupped his left hand loosely over his right as though he were holding a big ball. Then with a 

deft movement brought his right hand on top as if he had turned the ball over. One of them interpreted, “Upside 

down?” 

With a half-smile Baba gestured, “Right side up!” 

 

On 24 September 1966, Ramdas Chaurasia and a friend went to Meherazad, ostensibly only to see Eruch and Bhau, 

but Baba acquiesced to meet him. Don arrived the following evening from Bombay, where he had been for a 

fortnight to clear the import of his car from England. 

Although no one except for those called was allowed to visit Meherazad, on 26 September, many Arangaon villagers 

showed up in a long ox cart procession. Baba did not wish to see them, but they pleaded with Pendu who felt sorry 

for them and beseeched Baba to grant their request. Baba agreed to see them for seven minutes and allowed them to 

come inside for darshan. 

In response to a letter from Irwin and Edward Luck, relating their recent problems, on the 26th, Baba had Adi write: 

... Baba wants you to know that you should not bother or feel worried over evil sexual thoughts that come into 

or pass through your mind. He wants you to be always careful and watchful never to put into action such 

thoughts. Then you will NOT be bound. No sooner you commit to action you get bound, says Baba. 

On 4 October, Baba had Adi send Irwin and Edward this message: “Keep happy and cheerful for he — who is the 

Source of Bliss — is with you.” 

On 3 October 1966, Baba called Adi and Don to Meherazad at 9:30 a.m. They arrived in Don’s new maroon 

Wolseley. Baba conceded to Don’s request to “inaugurate the car” by sitting in the front seat for a few minutes. He 

did so and was driven to his house at the back of Meherazad. 

On the 8th, Shinde, the collar maker, came to Meherazad to take Baba’s measurements for a new collar. He returned 

the following morning and then left for Poona. 

For a few days at the end of September, Viloo sent food for Baba every day with Rustom Kaka. Chhagan was 

permitted to send food on 13 October. 

Khorshed arrived at Meherazad on 18 October 1966 and stayed for a week. Don brought the Kalchuris at 9:30 a.m. 

on the 21st (in honor of Mehernath’s 13th birthday the following day). Nariman, Arnavaz and Katie came for a visit 

on the 29th and stayed for a week (in honor of Nariman’s birthday on the 31st). Manek came on his scooter with 

special food for Baba and the mandali from Viloo and Chhagan. Jehangu had come from Poona for two days and left 

on the 31st. 

Baba’s seclusion had been greatly disturbed by the Arangaon villagers who came to Meherazad. The day after their 

visit, Baba said, “Until November 1967, I want to remain totally undisturbed.” He directed that signs be painted in 

Hindi, Marathi and English to read: 

NOTE: AVATAR MEHER BABA HAS STOPPED 

SEEING OR GIVING DARSHAN TO ANYONE 

As per Baba’s order, two signs each in three languages were prepared. On 5 November 1966, one set was placed on 

the New Life Caravan outside mandali hall, and another set on the Meherazad approach road, where it forked toward 

the men mandali’s quarters. 

A Baba lover of Dehra Dun named Balgopal Das telephoned Adi from Poona that same day seeking Baba’s darshan. 

Balgopal Das and his wife, Babyraj, had done much toward the establishment of Meher Dham in Dehra Dun and 

were of great help financing Baba functions and other work done in Baba’s name there, such as feeding the poor. 

Balgopal Das and his wife drove to Ahmednagar and Adi guided them to Meherazad, although as he had explained 

on the phone, Baba was in seclusion and would probably not see them. The couple had vowed not to drink water that 

day until they had taken Baba’s darshan. By the time they arrived at Meherazad, Baba was already in his room and, 

on hearing a car approach, he sent Bhau to find out who had come. When Bhau reported, Baba asked him, “Should I 

see them?” 

Bhau said, “Baba, the boards have been put up today and it would not be right to give them darshan.” 



 

 

But Baba replied, “For me there is no binding. When I wish something, you should be attentive to it. Go bring 

them.” 

Bhau brought the couple to Baba’s room, but they halted at its threshold. Baba’s face shone like the moon, and with 

a smile he gestured to them, “I am very happy to see you both. Take me with you.” The couple left gratified. They 

were given a note asking the caretaker of Guruprasad to give them a tour, and requesting that Jalbhai show them 

Baba House and other places of interest in Poona. 

But the following day, 6 November, when Amma and Kisan Thade, Ramakrishnan and Mudaliar came from Poona, 

they met the mandali but were not permitted to see Baba. It was not that some souls who came to Meherazad were 

“worthy” of darshan and others somehow not, Age pointed out. Everything Meher Baba did related solely to his 

work of benefiting individuals and the world at large. 

Gaimai arrived in Meherazad for her annual stay from 13 November 1966. Bal Natu was also staying at Meherazad 

during his Diwali vacation. Don was called at 10:00 A.M. on the 14th; Meherjee, Meherwan and Jehangu saw Baba 

on the 20th. 

One day in mandali hall, Baba reminded the men about the 21st of November, “The Day of Miracle.” He explained: 

From the 21st of November 1966 till the 21st of November 1967, there will be four miracles. One of the least 

will be that I will be moving about as swiftly as before the automobile accident [in Udtara, 1956]. The other 

three will be greater than the first miracle. 

From June 1967, everything will seem to quiet down, but till June 1967, it will be very, very difficult for India 

and the world, and for the mandali. 

These four miracles are a sort of chamatkar [miracles, magic], but miracles are not in my line. Mine will be the 

Miracle of all miracles. It will be when I break my silence. It will be the first and last miracle of its kind since 

Creation. 

Meanwhile, correspondence concerning Baba’s health continued between Dr. Ram Ginde in Bombay and the 

mandali in Meherazad. On 6 October, Eruch had written to Ginde: 

... Baba does not want you to send Shri Shinde for another collar yet. Regarding his pain, he wants you to bear 

in mind that there is no one in creation who can cure him of the pain, for his pain is not physical but divine. 

And, from the highest level this pain also gets translated onto the physical level, giving the Divine Pain an 

appearance of physical pain. 

Baba also wants you to know that, after the end of November 1967, there will be the turning point for 

everything, and as such he wants you to keep well and go slow in your hard work, to be ready for him after 

1967. You are dear to him. 

On 24 November, Goher wrote Ginde that the pain in Baba’s neck was persisting and affecting his shoulder and arm 

with numbness and tingling. Every fifteen days it became severe and was not responding to analgesics. Baba was 

wearing a new collar that Ginde had sent, but it was uncomfortable when worn for long periods. During periods of 

intense pain, Baba would use the old collar which was looser and low at the back. The “traction collar” was no 

longer needed. 

Dr. Ginde wrote back to Eruch and Goher: 

I got news about beloved Baba’s neck pain from brother Adi, who was with us a day before I left for Delhi, and 

your letter confirms the same. He also said that you are much worried. I am also in the same predicament. 

Whatever I know from the knowledge of his cervical condition, I have tried to do in all sincerity. But I must 

admit, as I have admitted before, my utter failure in regard to relieving beloved Baba’s pain. I plead quite 

helpless in treating him who is as powerful as — nay, more powerful than — an ocean and as helpless as a 

kitten at one and the same time. I can only ask his forgiveness. 

Baba smiled with love when he heard the letter, and immediately had Eruch write him: “Tell Ram Ginde not to be 

worried, but to remember that he is very dear to me. The root cause of my pain is not physical but Universal, and it 

will leave me only in my time.” 

Baba concluded, “Now is the time for all to understand that I am God in human form.” This was sent as a message 

for his lovers throughout the world. 

 

On 27 November 1966, Baba permitted food to be sent to Meherazad for him and the mandali, courtesy of Perviz 

Talati, who was getting married that day in Bombay to Shridhar Kelkar. Eruch wrote to a devotee on 5 December: 



 

 

“Beloved Baba is better in mood and in health since a week now.” On the 12th, Rick Chapman’s article about LSD 

was read to Baba and returned to Rick, with a note that Rick should go back to America, as scheduled, without 

expecting to see Baba again. 

Baba had once stated: “Words that proceed from the Source of Truth have real meaning ...”361 And direct from the 

Source came the following words for his lovers, through Mani’s Family Letter of 14 December 1966: 

Desires and longings are the root cause of all suffering. The only Real Desire is to see God, and the only Real 

Longing is to become one with God. This Real Desire and Longing frees one from the bondage of birth and 

death. Other desires and longings bind one with ignorance. 

To desire the Real Desire and to long for the Real Longing you need my grace, and you cannot have that until 

you surrender all other desires and longings to me. 

Your love for me will help you to surrender these desires and longings, and my love for you will help you to 

desire the Real Desire and long for the Real Longing, which are by my grace. 

Every day, from some corner of the world, letters and telegrams were received about a tragic misfortune or cry in 

distress for Baba’s help and intervention. Listening to all these, Baba would invariably send this message in reply: 

The remedy for all ills is only this — to remember me constantly and wholeheartedly. 

On another occasion, Baba said: “You will come to remember me wholeheartedly as you remember yourself less 

and less.” 

Mehera’s birthday was celebrated privately at Meherazad on Thursday, 22 December 1966 with a special meal 

prepared and sent by Chhagan and Viloo. Every year a few close ones were invited on that day, such as Nariman and 

Arnavaz Dadachanji, Jim and Roda Mistry, Nargis and Khorshed from Bombay, along with Gaimai and Manu 

Jessawala from Poona. On the women’s side, Baba would embrace Mehera, and the ladies would sing Happy 

Birthday to her. 

Kaikobad’s family was brought to Meherazad at 9:00 A.M. on the 30th by Padri. They were permitted to see Baba and 

the women for an hour and then driven back to Meherabad Hill. 

 

Baba’s longtime and close disciple, Ramjoo Abdulla, expired of heart failure in Satara on the afternoon of 

Wednesday, 11 January 1967, at the age of 67. His friend Dr. Jog sent this telegram to Baba: “Ramjoo has 

permanently left us and come to you this afternoon.” 

Adi forwarded the telegram to Meherazad the following morning, and Baba cabled in reply: “My very dear Ramjoo 

has come to me to rest eternally in me. Inform his family to have courage and give them all my love.” 

Adi and Don were immediately sent to Satara to personally convey Baba’s love and message to Ramjoo’s family. 

When they returned, they related how, during his final days, Ramjoo had continually repeated Baba’s name, holding 

a string of prayer beads to help himself do it without a break. In his last moments when he was too feeble to hold the 

beads, his fingers were still moving by themselves in rhythm with the movement of his lips as he uttered, “Baba, 

Baba, Baba.” 

Ramjoo had been in Meher Baba’s contact for 46 years, since 1921 in Poona. He joined the mandali in the Manzil-e-

Meem ashram and stayed until Baba moved from Toka in 1928. He then became a manager at Sarosh Motor Works 

in Nasik. Up to the last, he maintained close contact with Baba and would visit frequently. He was one of the 

trustees of the Avatar Meher Baba Trust, and after his demise, his son, Ali, was appointed in his place.362 

One of the first mandali, Ramjoo was very dear to Baba and served him faithfully until the end. In 1925–1926, 

before Baba stopped writing, he would on occasion write to Ramjoo. A few extracts from these handwritten letters 

are quoted as testament of Baba’s feelings for his dear disciple: 

 
361 From the conclusion of The Everything and the Nothing, first published in Australia in 1962. The full 

quote is: "Words that proceed from the Source of Truth have real meaning, but when men take these words 

as their own the words become meaningless."  

362 Although Ramjoo was among those whose remains Baba had permitted to be interred at lower 

Meherabad, his grave is not there. He was buried in Satara the same night he died. 

 



 

 

I am always with you internally ... I love you as my own self ... 

Have no anxiety about any matter. Be brave; it will all pass away ... I have taken it unto myself to make you see 

Truth in the future ... 

All is well, you have me! Hang maya and all its illusionary playings! 

When Mik and Ursula Hamilton left India the previous year, Baba directed them to get in contact with Robert 

Dreyfuss. All three wished to return to Asia. The Hamiltons wrote to Baba for his permission to leave America and 

tell others “on the road” about Baba’s message of “No Drugs.” Baba consented, but ordered them not to enter India 

until he instructed them, and definitely not before 21 November 1967. Mik and Ursula left America in October of 

1966 and traveled overland for several months. By January 1967 they were in Lahore, Pakistan, waiting for 

permission to come to see him. Baba, however, did not allow them to come. Eventually, in June, they were forced to 

return to America, as they had relapsed into drugs and were seriously ill with hepatitis. They recovered and Baba 

forgave them for their lapse. 

On 29 January, Meherjee arrived at Meherazad with Jehangu and Meherwan (who had come to stay for his annual 

month’s visit). On Sunday, 5 February, Baba stated: 

I am both divine and human. Those who live with me feel more of my humanity than my divinity. Those old 

and new ones who come and see me for a while see more of my divinity than my humanity. But those who stay 

with me will, in the end, not only feel my divinity but will also experience it. 

This message was sent to Adi, but he was told not to publish it. When he read it, he was disturbed, and the next time 

he went to Meherazad he asked Baba, “What does this mean? Do you mean to say that those who live away from 

you will be deprived of experiencing your divinity?” 

Baba snapped, “You fool, where does it say that?” 

“It does not say it,” Adi conceded, “but it implies it.” 

Baba replied, “Not at all. It does not say that only those who stay with me will experience my divinity — many 

will!” 

But when the message was later given through Mani’s February Family Letter, the last line was changed to read: “... 

All my intimate lovers whether living with me or away from me will, in the end, experience my divinity.” 

Baba once explained that he seldom ever gave his lovers experiences of the spiritual path. He gave the metaphor of a 

lighted kerosene lantern placed on the floor, and said: “While the lantern sheds light all over the room, the circle 

close to its base is in shadow. When I give my close circle that which I have to give, it will be the real thing.”363 

Also on 5 February 1967, Adi sent out Baba’s birthday message via Life Circular No. 64, as follows: 

Baba lovingly permits all his lovers to celebrate his 73rd birthday on 25th February 1967, at their respective 

places. Those who wish to celebrate Baba’s birthday should proceed with the preparations and celebrate the 

birthday in a manner befitting to the Avatar. 

Meher Baba’s birthday message for 1967 was: 

Births and deaths are illusory phenomena. One really dies when one is born to live as God, the Eternal, Who is 

beyond both birth and death. 

The circular also stated: 

Please note very carefully: — Avatar Meher Baba will be in Poona from 1st April to the end of June 1967. As 

usual, Baba will stay at Guruprasad, 24 Bund Road, Poona-1. 

Baba wishes all his lovers to be informed that he wants to remain completely undisturbed till the end of 1967. 

He will not give darshan to his lovers and will not see visitors till after 1967. 

 

363 In regard to the spiritual path, Baba has explained that the Avatar and Perfect Masters usually take their 

disciples through the planes “veiled" or "blindfolded." Vivekananda, one of the chief disciples of the 

Perfect Master Ramakrishna of Calcutta, may be an example of this. Vivekananda could spellbind large 

crowds when he spoke of God. Hafiz, too, perhaps journeyed through the planes veiled for 40 years under 

the Qutub Mohammed Attar's guidance. 



 

 

After 1967, Baba will himself announce when he will give darshan to his lovers. Therefore, Baba wants his 

lovers not to come to him of their own accord for his darshan before his announcement is circulated. 

During his stay at Guruprasad in Poona for the three months (April to June 1967), Baba will see only those 

whom he has called or will specifically call for his work. 

Yogi Shuddhanand Bharati wrote a book in Tamil called Meher Mahima (Glory of Meher). For it, Baba gave this 

message on 6 February: 

In this Age of Mess, my message is: Hold fast to my daaman and be 100 percent honest in every way, because 

God, besides being infinite power, knowledge and bliss, is also infinite honesty; and so, by being honest in 

everything, you will be able to love God honestly as He ought to be loved. 

On 6 February, Arnavaz, Katie, Roda and Khorshed were called from Bombay for a four-day stay at Meherazad. 

Chhagan had been sending food for Baba regularly. He was called to Meherazad on the 9th, and Baba’s birthday 

program was discussed. Don and Adi met Baba on the 12th and the possibility of Don going to England again was 

discussed. 

 

Before Baba canceled the December 1965 sahavas for Westerners, he had a letter sent to Bill Le Page in Australia 

that Bill would be allowed to stay on in India after the sahavas for an additional seven days. Six months after the 

sahavas had been canceled, Baba wrote again that, since Bill did not get the promised seven days, he was instead 

giving him fourteen days, and he should come to India in February 1967. 

Bill flew to India, and Don met him in Poona on Thursday, 16 February and drove him to Meherazad. He was 

accommodated in the room adjacent to Francis’ room (in the cottage opposite mandali hall). Baidul was staying in 

the small room on the other side of the cottage. The next morning, after inquiring about Bill’s health and family, 

Baba asked, “How did you sleep?” 

Bill said he had slept fine. Baba looked puzzled and commented in a humorous vein, “This reminds me of the poem 

I learned as a boy, ‘The Charge of the Light Brigade’ — cannons to the right of me, cannons to the left of me! How 

can you sleep with Francis on one side and Baidul on the other? Francis talks in his sleep and Baidul snores!” 

John Bruford, who was living at Avatar’s Abode with his family, had first met Francis Brabazon in the 1930s when 

both were studying art in college. Bruford was a brilliant student, but had given up art because he felt he had 

“nothing profound to say.” Bruford first met Baba in 1956, and it was not until the early 1960s that he realized he 

did have something to contribute, and he began sculpting and drawing Baba’s face and head. 

On this trip to India, Bill had brought with him a plaster of Paris head study John Bruford had done to give Baba an 

idea of his progress in depicting him. Baba was quite pleased with his efforts and remarked it was perfect, that 

Bruford had truly captured him. He commented, “Every Center of mine in the world will want to have a copy.” 

On 22 February 1967, Baba cabled John Bruford; “I, the Perfect One, am very happy with your perfect work.” Later, 

Baba sent instructions to Bruford to stop farming the Avatar’s Abode property and devote himself full time to his art 

work.364 

Because Bill Le Page was visiting, Baba came to mandali hall each morning, despite his poor health, to discuss 

plans with him for the development of Avatar’s Abode. Bill recounted: 

It is difficult, if not impossible, for me to convey in words the picture that I carry of the depth of suffering that 

Beloved Baba endured and of the concentration that he gave to the whole subject of Avatar’s Abode during 

those fourteen days. Despite most severe pain and ill health, suffering high temperatures up to 104° in the 

night, wearing a neck brace during his stay in mandali hall, and the constant waves of pain that flowed across 

his face and through his eyes as he shifted in his chair to relieve the discomfort of his hip injury — having a 

cushion, then not having a cushion — yet Baba came each day to the hall because of Avatar’s Abode to clarify 

his plan for the development of his place. Each day he would bring up points that he had thought of during the 

 
364 That first sculpture done by John Bruford in 1967 was simply meant to be a progress report to Baba, and 

Bill Le Page returned it to Bruford after showing it to Baba in India. The final sculpture was finished in 

1970 and mass produced. Copies of it are displayed in Meherazad and Meherabad. In 1996, the Bruford 

family presented to Mani a bronze copy of the 1967 head, which was never altered. Mani placed it in 

Baba's bedroom at Meherazad (where it remains on display), and she would affectionately refer to the head 

as "Aussie Baba."  



 

 

night and which he wanted to be included in his wishes concerning the property, which Eruch, Francis and 

myself wrote down each evening. 

That picture of Baba suffering, of the manner in which he expressed his wishes, of the things that he 

emphasized, and the memories of the poignant forcefulness of his words, remain indelibly impressed upon my 

mind and heart. 

One day, as Bill walked alongside the lift-chair carrying Baba between mandali hall and the main house, Baba, 

perhaps in response to Le Page’s distress over Baba’s physical condition, remarked, “Remember, I am God 100 

percent.” And he repeated this twice to him, “Remember, I am God 100 percent.” 

Often during the sessions in the hall, Baba would motion to Francis and Bill to go out for a smoke, sensing that they 

needed a break, or if Baba wished to relieve himself on his portable potty. Francis would often go out to urinate, and 

Baba once commented as he walked out, “Francis is always going to the toilet. He always has to piddle.” Baba 

turned to Bill and remarked, “Yes, you love Francis very much, and he loves you very much — but I love you both 

very much more than you do each other.” 

Bill had been linked by Baba with Francis Brabazon as “his right hand” ever since he had found out about Baba. In 

1956, when Baba first said this, he also mentioned that Robert Rouse was “Francis’ left hand.” During Bill’s visit in 

1967, Baba released Brabazon from that order and stated, “Francis is free [of work in Australia]. Baba and Bill are 

bound. Australia is between Baba and Bill.” 

Baba instructed: “Francis will transfer Avatar’s Abode to Bill who will, when the time is ripe, form a trust of which 

he will be chairman and turn the place over to it. Bill’s objective will be to make Avatar’s Abode universally known, 

for it is to become one of the great places of pilgrimage in the world. This is a great burden Baba is putting on Bill’s 

shoulders, and it will be the responsibility of all who love Baba to cooperate fully with him as one heart with many 

hands.” 

Baba named Francis and Bill as trustees, telling them to choose three other men as well. Robert Rouse, Reg Paffle 

and John Bruford's names were put forward and Baba approved their selection. 

Baba further explained: “There should be no personalities in Baba’s work. Baba alone does his work, but it pleases 

him to use this person or that person in his work. Now a new phase in the development of Avatar’s Abode begins, 

and it falls to Bill to direct it. And Baba wants John [Bruford] and others to wholeheartedly cooperate with Bill and 

work under his direction in the development of the place. In so doing, they will be cooperating directly with Baba in 

his work in Australia.” 

Baba also informed Bill, “If ever you should need money, come to me and I will see to it.”365 

Besides Avatar’s Abode, another subject of repeated discussions at this time was whether or not Amar Singh Saigal 

would be reelected to India’s parliament in the upcoming elections. Saigal had not wanted to run and had told Baba, 

“I want to devote the rest of my life in serving you and traveling all over India to spread your message and tell 

people about the Avatar of the Age.” Baba heard him, but ordered Saigal to stand for reelection. 

Regarding his campaign, Baba would comment to the mandali: “He has got no money. You know he is honest and I 

have told him to be honest. I have ordered him to stay in parliament only if he remains honest. So how can he get 

reelected when he has got no money and others are spending like mad to transport voters to the polls?” 

On the day of the election, during one point in the counting, Amar Saigal was trailing by more than 20,000 votes and 

his defeat seemed certain. Baba cabled him: “Worry not what the result will be as you have won the heart of the 

Ancient One in whose hands rest the rise and fall of human empires.” 

Pendu was in his room listening to the results on the radio. He became excited about the election and insisted to 

Baba that he help Amar Saigal to win. When the final count was declared, Saigal was reelected by 1,000 votes. 

 

Baba’s 73rd birthday was celebrated on Saturday, 25 February 1967. At five o’clock in the morning the men 

mandali stood facing Baba’s chair in the hall and said “Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!” seven times as the women stood 

before him in his bedroom. When Baba came to the decorated hall, he embraced each of the men, grumbling to Le 

 
365 As it turned out, in the 1970s and 1980s, Le Page became quite successful in business and generously supported a 

variety of worthwhile Baba projects in Australia, as well as in India. 

 



 

 

Page, “All my birthday means to me is that I have to get up early, wash my face and hands. It is just more trouble for 

me!” 

A tape of Bill’s daughters, Jenny and Ruthie, singing for Baba was played. Francis read the song he had written for 

the occasion, and Bhau recited his arti in Hindi, Aadi Sachetana (Primordial Consciousness).366 

In decorating mandali hall, the servant-boys had hung a large balloon over Baba’s chair. After Baba was seated, Bill 

was asked to puncture it, and a light shower of rose petals fell onto Baba. The morning was pleasantly spent reading 

out telegrams and birthday greetings to Baba, and when necessary, replies were dictated by him. 

Every year, celebrations of Baba’s birthday became more elaborate as new lovers and new Centers sprang up 

throughout India and the world. In Ahmednagar, Sarosh, at the time the mayor of the town, approached Baba with 

the idea of a procession with a large picture of Baba carried in an open jeep throughout the town, and Baba gave his 

consent. A week-long celebration of kirtan programs at different venues was held as a forerunner to the main event 

on the 25th. 

Bill Le Page was driven into Ahmednagar that day to watch the parade. The half-mile long parade began at 5:00 P.M. 

and lasted for five and a half hours. Bands led the way, as devotees sang and cheered the Avatar’s praises. The jeep 

was splendidly decorated to resemble a boat, and the large garlanded photograph of Baba was the main focus of 

attention. From their housetops, people showered flowers on his picture as it passed, and fireworks were lit at 

various stops along the way. Dr. Hira Lall Chopra of Calcutta was the special guest speaker again that year at the 

Ahmednagar Center, and he met Baba at Meherazad for fifteen minutes. 

Other Centers also sponsored public meetings about the Avatar, feedings of the poor and film showings. In 

Hyderabad, 73 days of programs were held to commemorate the Ancient One’s 73rd year on earth. As Age noted, 

“Although in seclusion, Baba kept the doors of his heart wide open through which flowed constant rivulets of Wine! 

In the hearts of his lovers, the flame of his remembrance was glowing brighter and brighter!” 

Baba cabled those in Myrtle Beach and elsewhere: 

I will be with you all who gather for my birthday to celebrate my being among you. I am wherever my lovers 

are. I give my love blessing to each of my lovers there. 

Dr. Ginde in Bombay was cabled on 24 February 1967: 

Your love for me makes me very happy. Let all who gather to celebrate my birthday know that the Ocean of my 

Love is there to fill their hearts with. I give my love blessings to you and your family. 

This special message was sent for Naosherwan Nalavala’s periodical the Glow (dictated on 19 December 1966): 

It is easy to love me because I am Love. But it is difficult to love me with that love by which I am attained. 

In New York City, under the auspices of The Society for Avatar Meher Baba and its chairman Harry Kenmore, a 

grand two-hour public celebration was held at the Barbizon Plaza Hotel. For this occasion Baba cabled Kenmore: 

I am very happy with New York celebrations of my birthday. I send my love to all who selflessly contribute to 

my birthday celebrations and silence anniversaries, thus making it possible for you to fulfill my wish for these 

events to be publicly celebrated each year in New York. 

Arrangements had been made with the facilities of Radio New York Worldwide to broadcast a tape recording of the 

entire proceedings around the world on the following day. Harry Kenmore informed Baba of this through a telegram 

on 21 February: 

Hold your hat, Baba. Last Friday evening arrangements concluded to shortwave broadcast worldwide to 125 

countries of entire two-hour birthday celebration program over WNYW Radio of New York worldwide 

facilities on Sunday, February 26, 2:00 to 4:00 P.M. Greenwich mean time. Hope you are happy with world 

scoop. Try having All India Radio broadcast domestically. Complete letter mailed today. Happy Birthday 

dearest Pop. 

Love, Hallelujah, 

Harry 

In reply, Baba cabled Kenmore on 22 February 1967: 

 
366 See Appendix I for the English translation. 



 

 

I am holding my hat tightly. You hold my daaman equally tightly. Your cable about New York birthday 

celebration broadcast made me very happy. My love and blessing to you, my dear son, and to all gathered to 

celebrate my birthday. The ocean of my love is yours to fill your hearts with. 

The radio program was beamed to India and listened to by Baba and the mandali at Meherazad. Thus those 

responsible were truly blessed and had the unique honor of broadcasting the Avatar’s name and message throughout 

the entire world for his 73rd birthday. 

Indeed, as mentioned, while Meher Baba himself remained aloof and secluded in Meherazad, interest in and 

familiarity with his name was increasing rapidly, especially in the United States. Even those who had not seen Baba 

were turning into active workers. As Allan Cohen related in a letter to Mani: “Unquestionably, Baba’s tempo in the 

U. S. is speeding up spectacularly — word of the Beloved has quickened the hearts of many who have been 

yearning for they knew not what. He seems to be reaping a harvest of ripe souls with the ancient tools of love and 

inspiration!” 

All over the world, the flame of Baba’s remembrance was kept constantly burning through his Centers and lovers, 

and it was seen by others who would light their own lamps from it. This was Baba’s divine work which he was 

doing everywhere by remaining at one place. Once he remarked, “My lovers are the medium of my outer work, 

which is a result of the inner work I do.” As his lovers and devotees thirsted for his darshan, Baba went on 

lengthening his seclusion — and their thirst grew more intense! 

 

Don spent the night at Meherazad on 1 March 1967, and the next morning he drove Bill Le Page and Francis to the 

Ellora Caves for the day, before Bill left Ahmednagar for Bombay that night. 

Baba did not embrace Bill Le Page when he left Meherazad, and Bill recounted later that his departure felt as if he 

were just leaving Baba and the room momentarily for some work. Although Bill Le Page did not see Meher Baba 

again in his present lifetime, the experience of that farewell gave him the assurance that he would be with the Avatar 

again in his next advent. 

 

During Bill Le Page’s stay, Baba instructed him to move to Avatar’s Abode from Sydney with his family, as soon as 

conveniently possible. Baba said: “I wish you to put yourself 100 percent into the work I am giving you. You must 

become even more serious in your efforts to spread my name and message, and put your heart into the development 

of Avatar’s Abode. People who wish to stay there should seek your permission first. Do everything you can to 

establish good relations with the general community.” 

Bill had tried his best to spread Baba’s name in Australia since the mid-1950s, but without much tangible success. 

After Baba had repeated these instructions over a number of days, toward the end of his stay Bill burst out, pleading, 

“Baba, I have tried to spread your message but to no avail! I don’t feel myself to be the man required for such a 

job.” 

Baba looked at him steadily and simply said, “I will turn the key,” and gestured with his hand as if turning a key. 

Little did Bill suspect that Baba’s help was already beginning to take effect! While he was in India, a young man 

came to Meher House in Sydney, wanting to meet him and learn more about Meher Baba. As soon as Le Page 

returned to Australia, the youth came back with several friends. Others too became eager to know more about Baba, 

and during the following months, Bill was called upon to deliver talks over the radio, on television and at public 

meetings. Baba had fulfilled his promise and given a sudden boost to the work. 

Baba cabled Bill: “The world is nothing into nothing into nothing ... Carry out my instructions given at Meherazad 

and those I give from time to time 100 percent. Remember, the time is fast approaching, so no sacrifice will be too 

great for the work I entrusted to you.” 

 

On 6 March 1967, Padri brought Kaikobad’s family to Meherazad to see Baba. Chhagan and Adi were also present. 

On the 9th, Baba called Sarosh, Dhake, Rustom Kaka and Adi, and praised and blessed them for their efforts in his 

Ahmednagar birthday function and procession. 

Efforts to spread Baba’s name in India were likewise progressing forcefully. On the 8th, Baba sent this cable to 

Soman in Poona: “Your efforts to share with others your love for me make me very happy. Continue to do so, for 

the more you will share the greater will be your happiness and strength.” 

March 9th was the Hindu holiday of Shivratri (in honor of Lord Shiva), and Dhake was allowed to see Baba that day 

at Meherazad. Nariman and Jimmy stayed at Meherazad for four days from 15 March. Kutumba Sastri was 



 

 

permitted a brief interview the following day. Don also saw Baba that morning; Padri and Adi were called and given 

instructions on the 18th. 

Baba directed Adi to send a letter to all group heads in India, reiterating that Baba would not attend to any personal 

correspondence other than emergency telegrams and very important letters concerning work being directly done in 

his name, and no one should write any more letters to either Adi or the mandali regarding their personal affairs or 

the affairs of others. This was done on 20 March 1967. 

Kutumba Sastri, his son Bhasker and Adi had an hour-long meeting with Baba on the 20th morning, and Baba sorted 

out the Sastris’ family matters. 

Goher’s mother was seriously ill with cancer and required an operation in Bombay. Baba was informed and 

instructed the family to proceed with the operation. Meanwhile, Feram and Goher’s father, Rusi Pop, were called to 

Meherazad at 9:00 A.M. on 23 March. Rustom Kaka drove them. Baba ordered Feram to sleep at Rusi Pop’s for 

some days and to work at Adi’s office during the day. Baba gave him specific instructions before he was to leave for 

Guruprasad. 

Baba himself was not well at this time, as Bill related. He complained of constant pain on the left side of his neck 

and had a 100° fever. He also experienced continuous pain in his throat when swallowing. Antibiotics were given, 

but he did not respond well to them. Don was called to examine Baba and recommend another treatment. 

On 24 March 1967, Dr. Hoshang Bharucha and his bride, Maimoona, arrived from Navsari. Adi drove them to 

Meherazad. Baba, whom Maimoona had not yet met, had specially allowed them a half-hour visit. They arrived at 

8:35 a.m. After the usual inquiries about their health, Baba walked the full length of mandali hall and then sat down. 

“The mandali never expected me to walk so fast,” he said. “Similarly, the mandali does not expect what is going to 

happen in 1968. There is not much point mentioning this now, because you cannot imagine what upheaval there is 

going to be in 1968.” 

Baba described the grand birthday celebrations held that year across India, in Iran and New York City. “I am 

physically 73,” he observed, “but spiritually ageless.” 

Maimoona asked why Baba lovers sometimes quarrel amongst themselves. Baba replied, “The twelve apostles of 

Jesus also fought with each other. Baba lovers fight because each one feels he loves Baba more than the other. It is 

their ego that breeds such quarrels. But even though they fight with each other, it does not matter as long as they 

love me and stick to my daaman. Then I will take care of their weaknesses. What is important is that they should 

stick to my daaman in spite of their quarrels.” 

Baba asked Hoshang, “What is meant by sticking to my daaman?” 

Hoshang replied, “One hundred percent obedience.” Baba nodded that that was correct. 

Concerning the couple’s having children, Baba commented, “I want one small Hoshang and then stop.” 

Hoshang replied, “Yes, Baba, in 1968 or ’69.” 

“Why delay so long?” Baba asked. “Give me one now and then stop.” 

Baba asked Maimoona, “How many do you want?” 

“Two, to give each other company,” she said. 

Eruch interjected, “She may want more, but ultimately only Baba’s wish comes true.” 

Later that year, Maimoona did become pregnant, and the following April gave birth to a girl whom they named 

Dilmeher — Meher’s Heart. 

In spite of Baba’s repeated announcements that he was in seclusion and no one must ask to see him, Sitaram’s son 

Ram of Hamirpur and Rajkumar of Kanpur expressed their ardent desire to meet him. When their letter was read 

out, Baba sent this reply: “Only my lovers’ love can help the pain in my neck. It can ease only when my seclusion is 

undisturbed.” 

He also stated: “This final period of my seclusion is the most important. My Universal work is mounting to peak 

intensity and for five months I will have to undergo much suffering. After which, be prepared to witness great 

changes.” 

 

Soon after breakfast on Sunday, 2 April 1967, Baba left for Poona with the women and men mandali. Don had 

imported a new maroon Wolseley automobile from England and drove Baba, Mehera, Mani and Meheru in it. 

During the journey, Baba repeatedly remarked how comfortable he felt in the car, and he instructed Don to be at 

Guruprasad on 1 July to drive him back to Meherazad. The other women (Goher, Naja and Rano) rode with the men 



 

 

mandali (Eruch, Pendu, Francis, Bhau and Aloba) in the DeSoto, and a hired station wagon. Every year, Bhagirath's 

truck was used to transport the luggage and large items, such as bicycles and Baba's lift-chair, to and from 

Guruprasad. From the beginning, Khorshed and Nana Kher had been allowed to stay in Poona for the three months 

that Baba was in residence there, and they, along with Meherjee, Meherwan Jessawala and Jehangu Sukhadwalla 

were present at Guruprasad to greet Baba when he arrived. 

On reaching Guruprasad, Baba, holding Meherjee's arm, began walking briskly up and down the long verandah, and 

the mandali were overjoyed to see him able to move so freely without the neck collar, after months of indifferent 

health. Baba continued walking the length of the verandah each morning and afternoon, with the help of either 

Eruch, Francis or Bhau. He would ask the mandali, with a delighted smile, "How do I walk?" 

A week passed, when Baba surprisingly called Dr. Ram Ginde to come from Bombay "for five minutes" on 10 

April, just to show him how he was walking. "Later I may not be walking so fast," he remarked. When Ginde 

arrived at 9:00 A.M. (with Homa Dadachanji), Baba took his hand and started walking. “It was impossible for me to 

keep pace with him,” Ginde later related. “Baba was taking such wide, long steps that, within a short time, I was out 

of breath. He did that once, twice, and I had to tell him, ‘Baba, please go slow. I cannot keep pace with you. You are 

walking far too fast for me.’ " 

Baba laughed and said, "All right, if you are tired. At least, I hope you are satisfied that I can walk better than you 

can.”367 

Dr. Ginde stayed in Guruprasad for 50 minutes. Baba disclosed to him: "From June till November, for about five 

months, I will have to undergo a lot of physical suffering for the sake of all. However, this is the last period of my 

seclusion. After November 1967, everybody must be prepared to witness my miracles — what appear to be 

impossible today." 

Baba then mentioned the increasing awareness of his work and love for him throughout the world, especially among 

college students in America. And he asked about Suhas, Ginde's son, who was a student at the University of 

California in Los Angeles (UCLA) and whom Baba had seen before Suhas left for America the previous year. 

When Ginde returned to Bombay, he wrote to Eruch describing how he had found Baba's condition: 

Beloved Baba looked a picture of radiant health with bright shining eyes, rosy cheeks, exuding joy and 

happiness. He did not seem to have much pain in his neck, and his movements were relatively free and 

spontaneous. His gait was strong, I have never seen him walk like that before; one stretch and back along the 

verandah was enough to make me breathe heavily. It was really a unique and thrilling experience. 

But with the mandali, Baba did not always appear as radiant as Ginde had found him. This is why Baba had recently 

said that those who come to see him see more of his divinity than his humanity, while those who live continuously 

with him see more of his humanity. During the last years of his life, for the most part, Baba was restless both day 

and night, but outsiders would always find him as bright and fresh as a lotus flower. 

Baba's casual remark, about later not being able to walk so fast, came back to the mandali a few weeks later when 

Baba strained a muscle in his back, which made movement painful. But although his back pain considerably slowed 

down his pace, Baba continued the daily walks on the verandah until it became too painful even to take one step. 

In 1964, Ben Hayman had sent Baba (by air freight) a sturdy wheelchair from America, and Baba had used it 

throughout the past two summers at Guruprasad. The wheelchair was again unpacked for his use. 

For the back pain, a folk remedy was tried: ghee was smeared on banana leaves and then plastered on Baba's back. It 

was an uncomfortable treatment (more so in the hot weather), but Baba did not stop it. Besides this, in the evening 

while wearing his sadra or a cloth, Baba would lie down and have a hot clothing iron passed over his back by Pendu. 

Afterwards, Eruch rubbed in some liniment to soothe the muscles, and then wrapped an elastic waistband around 

Baba to give support to his back. 

During this period, Baba’s bedroom was stifling with no opening for fresh air, and sweat would stream off Pendu's 

and Bhau's bodies when they were on watch. Baba's suffering was linked with his Universal work, and everything 

that happened to him was related to it. 

Baba mentioned to Dr. Ginde about the work going on in America of spreading his message against drugs to the 

student population. Allan Cohen, now a social psychologist, had become quite an expert on the drug problem in 

 
367 Don was present at Guruprasad that day, also. He flew to England a few weeks later, on 1 May 1967, for 

a short family visit.  



 

 

America, and particularly within the student world. Cohen would tour and give lectures at colleges about the 

harmful side effects of LSD, marijuana and other drugs. 

On 12 April 1967, Baba cabled Allan Cohen, who was visiting the Center in Myrtle Beach: 

Your letter to Adi April 4th and enclosures being Baba-work reports were read to me. I am very happy that you 

and Baba boys and girls are vigorously carrying my message to the people through articles, speeches, panels, 

radio appearances and film media. I am with you. 

Inform [Richard] Alpert and others concerned that definitely I am not available before 1967 end. My love and 

blessings to you and co-workers. 

Rick Chapman was still teaching in India. When his job finished, he went to Ahmednagar on 13 April and spent a 

few days there with Adi and Padri. He came to Poona on the 18th with Adi and the Kalchuris, and stayed in 

makeshift quarters at the Poona Center where Ramakrishnan also stayed in a small room as the Center's caretaker. 

But although Baba would occasionally call Ramakrishnan concerning certain work, he did not call Rick during this 

time. Not wishing to disobey Baba's order that no one should disturb his seclusion, Rick, likewise, did not seek 

Baba's darshan before returning to America from Bombay on 6 May. When Eruch casually suggested that Baba 

might call Rick, Baba remarked, "No, that one visit was enough for him." 

Rick wrote to Allan Cohen on 11 May 1967: “Before I left Poona Baba sent me a message which contained 

immense emotional charge: ‘You, Allan and Bob [Dreyfuss] are the ones who can spread My Message of Truth to 

the Americans.’ " 

On 26 May, this telegram was sent to Allan: 

Your cable and letter to Adi received. Spend no more time contacting [Richard] Alpert. Rick will soon join you 

in the work of spreading my message. Press on with this work for my time is fast approaching. My love to you. 

 

The painted signs stating that Meher Baba had stopped seeing or giving darshan to anyone had been brought from 

Meherazad and were fixed outside the walls of Guruprasad. Nariman and Jim Mistry were allowed to stay in 

Guruprasad on weekends, as was Goher's sister Katie. Bal Natu also stayed during his summer vacation. Almost no 

other visitors, either from Poona or elsewhere, were allowed admittance that year.  

Keshav Nigam and Pukar were called for two days and they arrived on 16 April. Keshav's hands were shaking 

slightly, as he was suffering from Parkinson's disease. Baba advised him to take treatment from the doctors, but said, 

“It won’t be cured by any medical treatment. The trembling will go away by itself one day. Don't worry about it.” 

(Nevertheless, Baba sent Keshav to Dr. Ram Ginde in Bombay for treatment.) 

Another exception for visitors was Bhau's family. Adi brought the Kalchuris to Poona on 18 April 1967, and they 

were permitted to stay at Guruprasad until the 21st.  

One year, the Kalchuris had been called for only three days, but when they arrived, Mehera said, "Baba, three days 

will go so quickly. They won't feel that they have had any time with you." 

Baba replied, "All right, they can stay for six days." 

Rama was about to request a few more days, when Baba stopped her, stating, "Once I say six days, don't ask for 

more. You have to be in Ahmednagar then. That is why I am saying it. There is some reason behind it. Something 

very bad will happen to you if you are not there. It’s not that I don't want you to stay here with me, I do; but it is for 

your own good that you leave after six days." 

Rama answered, "Of course, Baba, whatever you wish." 

Although the local Poona lovers were not called to Guruprasad, Baba did permit them to send food for him and the 

mandali. In turn, the families of Thade, Krishna Bundellu, Kamble, Soman, Madhusudan and Narain Whavale 

availed themselves of this opportunity for service. 

On the morning of 25 April at Guruprasad, while the mandali were seated before Baba at 9:25 a.m., Baba was telling 

them about the Great Absorption at the time of the Mahapralaya. Suddenly, the whole building began to shake. The 

sharp tremor caused a moment of panic, but it turned out to be only a mild earthquake. 

It was an intensely hot summer that year and, in Meherazad, among the trees that perished in April 1967 during a 

severe heat wave, were five of the six mango trees grown from mangos given to Baba by the chargeman of Madras. 

Baba had eaten the mangoes and sucked the seeds which had then been planted. 



 

 

The water level in the well at Meherazad fell quite low, and several other trees also died from lack of water. The 

Pimpalgaon Lake (a man-made water reservoir) was totally dry, and Ahmednagar faced a critical shortage of 

drinking water. Padri had done his utmost to salvage whatever trees were possible. 

While Baba was away, Padri requested that Baba allow him to sink a borewell on the property, which Baba agreed 

to. A bore was sunk up to 65 feet, but without success. On 28 April, Baba was informed and he permitted Padri to 

bore further, up to 100 feet. At the depth of 83 feet, an ample supply of soft water was struck, and Padri was very 

happy. Baba too was pleased. 

Adi came to Guruprasad on 8 May 1967 and gave Baba an update on his work. Deshmukh arrived the same day and 

saw Baba. On the 15th and 16th Dr. Dikshit was called to take X-rays, as Baba was experiencing a painful catch in 

his back. Dr. K. C. Gharpure, a surgeon at Sassoon Hospital, was called several times for the same complaint. 

Goher's mother Khorshed’s condition was becoming worse. Alu Khambatta had been enlisted to help the family 

look after her. Baba was informed on 16 May, and through Goher he conveyed a message to her parents to 

“remember him constantly, take his name and do not worry.” On the 23rd, just as Khorshed was passing through a 

crisis, a phone call from Baba came to Adi, informing him that Khorshed would drop her body when Baba willed it, 

and that he was pleased with the efforts of all those who were attending her. 

Khorshed died the following day at 2:00 P.M., and Baba had this message phoned to her husband Rusi Pop in 

Ahmednagar: 

Dear Khorshed has come to me to rest eternally in my love. You be brave and be resigned to my Divine Will. I 

will call you when I return to Meherazad. My love-blessing to you and the family and Alu [Khambatta]." 

In a letter from Guruprasad on 22 May, Eruch conveyed:  

Beloved Baba wants all his dear lovers to note that by November end 1967 there will be many new swamis and 

babas appearing on the world screen, and as such he wants all his lovers to keep away from them. Baba’s 

standing instructions to his lovers regarding such persons should not be forgotten or ignored. Baba wants his 

lovers to beware! 

Baba reminds his lovers to hold his daaman firmly. As the time of his manifestation approaches, there will be 

circumstances and situations which might make his lovers lose the grip over his daaman. Hence, time and 

again, he sends out reminders to his lovers at the slightest excuse. He says the time – that time of which he has 

so often told us – is now right at the threshold of his manifestation! 

Baba wants all his lovers to know that it is time they should know that it is not only useless to wander about 

from door to door meeting and seeing swamis and babas but it is also very harmful. 

 

After residing in Poona for almost two months, on 26 May Baba sent for his brother Jalbhai, Beheram's family and 

the Bindra House families. Two days later, the Maharani Shantadevi was permitted to visit, and Sarosh and Viloo on 

the 30th. Baba remarked to them, “My time is fast approaching.” 

At the end of May 1967, when Mani was reading out her Family Letter to Baba (mailed on 1 June) in which she 

described Baba's back pain, he instructed her to add this message from him: "My lovers need not worry, because I 

have started walking fast again; but my mental and spiritual suffering will end only when I break my silence." 

This message was also sent to the Divya Vani: “I send love like rain, but not all the vessels hold the same.” 

One day Bhau had a terrible headache and fever. When he went to Baba for nightwatch, Baba complained, "I have a 

high fever today and a splitting headache! Be attentive to your duty. Don't annoy me." After a pause he asked, "And 

how are you?" 

Bhau laughed, and Baba inquired why. "I, too, have a headache and fever," Bhau said. 

"But I have more of a fever. Just feel my forehead." 

Bhau did so and said, "There is no fever, Baba." 

"What? The fever is inside! Now just pass the iron over my back." 

Although the temperature in Baba's bedroom must have been over 90° and Bhau was feeling ill, he had to do as 

Baba asked. After two hours, his headache and fever completely disappeared. 

Ever since Baba's visit to June 1958, his Australian lovers had been celebrating the anniversary of his visit. For their 

gathering in June 1967, Baba cabled them: 



 

 

Although I am ever with my lovers individually, I am always happy when they gather in my love. So celebrate 

this anniversary at my abode with a bang! And let my message fill every corner of your hearts. 

After the celebration, Francis conveyed Baba’s message to Bill Le Page: “Carry out my instructions given at 

Meherazad, and those I give from time to time 100 percent. Remembering [that] time is fast approaching, so no 

sacrifice will be too great for my work entrusted to you.” 

On Sunday, 4 June 1967 in Guruprasad, Baba, the men and women mandali and Maharani Shantadevi listened to a 

two-hour audio tape recording made by Harry Kenmore of Baba's public birthday celebration in New York City. 

They also heard a tape recording made by Louis Agostini based on Francis Brabazon's book Stay with God. Baba 

cabled both that the program and performances had touched him deeply. The Khilnanis, Ramakrishnan and Ghani’s 

nephew Rashid were also in attendance. 

On the following day, 5 June, war broke out in the Middle East, with Syria and Egypt fighting against Israel. It was 

called the "Six Day War," because the Israeli Army was victorious within six days. Most significant was that the city 

of Jerusalem was united under Israeli rule. 

Baba followed news of the war in the newspaper and radio and seemed pleased at the way Israel faced the situation 

single-handedly. He commented, “A little tiny country like this, and see how it explodes and destroys the enemy. 

What courage it has!” 

Adi came to Guruprasad several times and was given a circular to issue in mid-June about Silence Day. Baba also 

gave this message: "I was God. I am God in human form, and I will ever remain God." 

One day, mentioning what will happen when he breaks his silence, Baba stated: "That which has never happened 

will happen when I break my silence." 

In the circular issued on 10 June 1967, it was again mentioned that Baba wished to remain absolutely undisturbed; 

so all his followers, lovers, devotees and workers were informed that he would not attend to any correspondence, 

other than emergency telegrams or important letters concerning work directly done in his name. And no one should 

write any letters to either Adi or the resident mandali regarding their personal affairs or the affairs of others. The 

circular also stated: 

Baba wishes all his lovers to note that he will not give darshan to them and will not see any visitors till after 

1967. After 1967, Baba will himself announce when he will give darshan to his lovers. Therefore, Baba wants 

none of his lovers to come to him of their own accord for his darshan before his announcement is circulated. 

As Baba’s seclusion continued, there began an influx of youngsters, mostly college students, “making a pilgrimage” 

to the Meher Center in Myrtle Beach. Many came from Chapel Hill, New York City, Boston, Washington, D.C., 

Pittsburgh, Detroit, Lexington, Miami, Chicago and other distant cities in America. Kitty or Elizabeth would always 

interview these youngsters before allowing them to stay in the cabins on the Center. Baba had a new rule at the 

Center enforced besides “No alcohol” — “No drugs.” 

In England, Peter Townshend, a famous rock n’ roll musician of the group The Who, heard of Baba. Townshend 

became close to Delia DeLeon in London and dedicated several record albums to Baba. Other young people came 

into Baba’s circle of contacts including another British singer Ronnie Lane of Small Faces. 

At Guruprasad, every morning Francis would read one of his ghazals to Baba, and Baba would ask him to repeat it 

three times. As Francis recollected: "Each reading brought the blessing of his embrace, and every embrace contained 

the seeds of the next lines of poetry." 

Once, Baba complimented Francis, "Just as now, in my present advent, I use the ghazals of Hafiz to cite examples of 

love's ways, similarly when I come back after 700 years, I will quote from your ghazals. That is why I am having 

you repeat the same ghazals three times — so that I might memorize it and not forget it when I return." 

Wonderful is Baba's humor! 

The following is one of Francis’ ghazals that Baba particularly enjoyed: 

The evening pianos have faltered into silence — because of love. 

The night trumpets have wailed their last notes of violence — because of love. 

How earnestly we pursue our roles in God's great game — because of love. 

The freshening dream — the kiss, ever new and the same — because of love. 

Who, if he could hear his own voice, would go singing — because of love. 



 

 

The end remains covered, else few would make a beginning — because of love. 

The difference between being pelted with eggs and showered with roses — because of love. 

Is less one of talent than one’s fate-share which time discloses — because of love. 

We sleep; sometimes we dream; and awaken to a new day — because of love. 

A billion years of wayfaring: yet we still don't know the way — because of love. 

We would not yet even have broken out of the Beast-cage — because of love. 

If it were not for God-Man's compassion and holy rage — because of love. 

Tomorrow is another day for the battle's violence — because of love. 

The few remaining hours of the night are for wine and shelter — because of love. 

 

For some time, Baba had been updating his will. At Guruprasad, on Saturday, 17 June 1967, Baba again executed a 

Last Will and Testament, which Eruch and Mani signed as witnesses.368 Copies of Baba's will were sent to 

Elizabeth, Margaret, Ivy and Delia. 

On the 18th, Baba had Eruch telephone Adi to inquire whether it had rained at Meherabad and Meherazad and, if so, 

how much rain had fallen. A boy was sent to Meherazad to ask Padri. One and a half inches had fallen and Baba was 

informed. 

As usual, Baba's medical tests were done at Ruby Hall Clinic laboratory after he arrived in Poona. Goher would 

draw Baba's blood in Guruprasad, and then send the samples to Dr. Grant at Ruby Hall for analysis. On 28 June, a 

few days before Baba left Poona, more blood tests were done. 

Baba's departure from Guruprasad in July took place in the same manner as his arrival in early April — by Baba 

taking a brisk walk on the verandah. But, whereas the walk on that first morning was witnessed by only the few who 

were with him, on the last two days at Guruprasad the witnesses were many. They consisted of all the close Poona 

lovers and their families, whom Baba had allowed to come just to see him walk. They stood in rows along both sides 

of the verandah, women and children on the morning of Saturday, 1 July 1967 and men the next morning. Smiling 

and radiant, Baba emerged from his room holding on to Francis’ arm the first day (and Sadashiv Patil’s the next) and 

walked between the rows of his lovers and devotees, striding past them and filling their hearts with wonder and joy. 

They had never expected to see Baba walk as he used to, and could not help but call it a "miracle!" 

When Baba heard of this, he corrected them, stating, "It is not a miracle. What my lovers have witnessed is the 

fulfillment of my words, for I had said that I would walk as before. The time is drawing near when you will witness 

the fulfillment for all that I have said, for nothing can be fruitless that comes from me!" 

Years before, Baba had told the mandali: "Whatever I have said must and will come true. My words can never be in 

vain. When it appears otherwise, it is due to your ignorance and lack of patience." 

Baba departed from Poona with the women and men mandali on Sunday, 2 July 1967 and reached Meherazad at 

10:30. He was driven with the women in Don's car by Adi. (Don had not yet returned from England.) Shaikh was 

called to drive the DeSoto with Naja, Rano and the maids, and Waman drove some of the men in Adi’s car. 

 

 

 

Chapter 40: AGE WEEPS AGAIN 

 

At Meherazad, Baba's seclusion continued. He sat with the men in mandali hall in the mornings and afternoons, and 

when he would be carried back and forth from the hall to his room, the garden boys Shankar, Bhanudas, Bapu and 

Kashinath would be called to carry his lift-chair. Baba would joke with these village boys, asking them for instance, 

"How many bhakris did you eat today?" And he would pat their backs as many times as the number eaten, and 

exhort those eating less to eat more and grow stronger. 

 
368 See Appendix H for the full text of Baba’s Last Will and Testament. 



 

 

Sarosh and Viloo were permitted to see Baba for five minutes at 9:00 A.M. on Wednesday, 5 July 1967, and Goher’s 

brother Jal two days later on the 7th with Feram. Kaikobad was brought back to Meherazad on the 8th, and Padri, 

who had been staying at Meherazad in Baba’s absence, returned to Meherabad. Adi brought Rama, Mehernath and 

Sheela on the 9th and they all saw Baba. 

For the 42nd anniversary of Baba’s silence, on Monday, 10 July 1967, Baba instructed his lovers to observe complete 

silence from midnight of the 9th of July to midnight of the 10th. Those who were not able to do so were instructed to 

fast without water for twelve hours, from 8:00 A.M. to 8:00 P.M. on the 10th. 

On 8 July, Judge Mukharji delivered a speech in Calcutta in celebration of Silence Day, which he titled, "The 

Eloquence of Silence." The speech was sent to Baba in advance, and for the occasion Baba sent this telegram to him, 

and also to others: 

I bind myself with silence that, when I break it, mankind will realize what real freedom is. 

To Deshmukh, Nana Kher and the Nagpur group, Baba sent this message: 

My love blessings to all those who in celebration of my silence anniversary celebrations are enjoying the beauty 

of silence and who, in silence, are awake for the attainment of the destination of the pilgrimage of life. 

On the morning of 10 July at Meherazad, Baba called the men and women mandali to the hall to listen to an audio 

tape that had been sent by Harry Kenmore. The audio tape was of the public program recently held in New York 

City at the Barbizon Plaza Hotel. Elizabeth, Kitty, Darwin Shaw and Kenmore were the main speakers. (Rustom 

Kaka towed a generator to Meherazad to power the tape recorder.) 

Irwin Luck sent Baba a handmade book he had compiled of various quotes and photographs that Irwin titled The 

Silent Master, Meher Baba. It arrived at Meherazad on 10 July, and Baba cabled Irwin the following day: 

I am deeply touched to receive your heart's love on the platter of your book. It is beautifully done and speaks 

volumes of your labor of love to please Me. I am pleased and proud and happy. My love to you. 

Adah Shifrin (a friend of Irwin Luck's family) and others in Miami, also worked together to produce a book of 

pictures of Baba for children titled Meher Baba Is Love: For Children 4 to 100. A copy of it was received in 

Meherazad at this time. Baba liked it very much and cabled Adah: 

Your book Meher Baba Is Love has made me very happy; your labor of love has touched me. It will delight 

children young and old and draw them closer to me. I send my love and blessings to you [Aaron and Adah] 

Shifrins, [Patricia] Sargents, [May] Bondys, [Ann] Forbes and all who helped bring the book out. 

An Indian documentary filmmaker named Ezra Mir had first met Baba in Hollywood in 1932. The meeting had been 

to discuss a collaborative film effort with Gabriel Pascal. Mir saw Baba again in 1937 in Bombay in the same 

connection. Mir was now assisting a Dutch filmmaker named Louis van Gasteren, whom he had met in Canada in 

1965. Van Gasteren had written to Baba and received permission to film him at Meherazad. Mir was enlisted to help 

van Gasteren with the arrangements. Baba permitted Jalbhai to bring Ezra Mir to Meherazad on Sunday, 16 July 

1967 to discuss the filming. Mir’s close friend, the director of the Film Institute of India in Poona, Jagat Murari, 

along with his wife Lakshmi and two of their children, and Adi accompanied Jalbhai and Mir to Meherazad. During 

their interview, copies of van Gasteren’s letters to Baba were shown to Mir. 

Adi returned to Meherazad the following day with Feram and Bhasker, and Baba asked about their office work. Don 

returned from England on the 18th and went to Meherazad the same afternoon, along with Baidul who had 

accompanied him from Bombay. 

Allan Cohen sent Baba newspaper clippings and a report of his recent work of spreading Baba's message against 

drugs. Baba cabled him around the 20th of July: 

I am very happy at your response to my call to accelerate effort, for the time is fast approaching. I am proud of 

you, Rick [Chapman], Bob [Robert Dreyfuss] and Baba boys and girls. My love-blessing to you all. 

Baba saw Adi, Sarosh and Viloo on 19 July 1967, before he entered into what he said would be deeper seclusion. 

Adi was called again the following day from 8:30 a.m. to 11:30 a.m., and Baba dictated: 

From July 21st till the 21st of November, I will be in much stricter seclusion. The time for my manifestation is 

drawing very close, and my Universal work is greatly intensified proportionately. I have very serious seclusion 

work to do, and during that time I should not be disturbed in the least. I will not attend to any correspondence 

during these four months, even emergencies, and no one must visit Meherazad unless I on my own call anyone 

for my work. 



 

 

Baba gave the following instructions for the four-month period: 

(1) There is one very important point: that none of the mandali should disturb Baba until November end with 

any sort of correspondence or news received through telegrams, however important the letters or telegrams 

may be, EXCEPT important letters which are received from Rani [Maharani Shantadevi], Nariman, Don 

Stevens, Allan [Cohen], Rick [Chapman], Bob Dreyfuss and Louis van Gasteren, and these letters are to be 

read to Baba only on Saturdays at 9:00 A.M. 

 

(2) Anything very, very, very important of the type of a real lafra [complication] for Baba or mandali or Adi 

may be conveyed to Baba only on Saturdays, if such a lafra cannot be put off till November end. 

 

(3) Serious illness of Jerbai [Kaikobad's] family and Mansari to be reported to Baba only on Saturdays. Also 

inform Baba on Saturday of serious illness of Baba's family in Poona, the Bindra House family and Meherjee, 

and mandali at Meherabad, Meherazad and Khushru Quarters. 

 

(4) Deaths of the following lovers to be reported to Baba immediately: Elizabeth, Kitty, Ruth White, Ben 

[Hayman], Ivy, Nariman, Arnavaz, Beheram [Baba's brother], Don[kin], Soonamasi, Dina Talati, Adi Sr., and 

anyone who is very, very close in Baba's love and needs Baba's guidance for adjustments. 

 

(5) From Monday through Friday mornings, Baba will attend to: 

(i) work with Kaikobad 

(ii) dictation of Hindi book [The Nothing and The Everything] with Bhau 

(iii) God Speaks revision and additions 

 

Monday through Friday afternoons: only hearing of newspaper articles. 

 

(6) On Saturday mornings: letters and telegrams of unavoidable kantala [headache], or of a very, very, very 

serious nature, or only the few expected letters [received]. 

Afternoons: only hearing of newspapers. 

 

(7) On Sunday mornings: entertainments. 

Sunday afternoons: newspapers and magazines. 

 

(8) No eatable is to be sent to Meherazad by way of feasts till end of November 1967. 

 

(9) No visitors should come to Meherazad for darshan or for meeting the mandali. 

 

(10) Only those who are directly connected with Meherazad work may visit when absolutely necessary any day 

AFTER 11:00 A.M. Waman should visit every Sunday at 11:00 A.M., without fail. 

 

(11) Sarosh and Viloo are to write information about the selected motion pictures for showing in Ahmednagar, 

and Baba will send the women mandali to Ahmednagar accordingly for: The Sound of Music, Lawrence of 

Arabia, Dr. Zhivago, and My Fair Lady. Viloo should arrange to take the women to these pictures. 

 

(12) Adi can visit Meherazad for work after 11:00 A.M. 



 

 

 

(13) None of the mandali should go outside of Meherazad till November end, unless it is absolutely necessary 

for work, as in the case of Rano or Goher or Baidul, who are permitted to go to Ahmednagar and Baidul to 

Bombay. 

 

(14) Not to convey any cause for Baba to get upset or angry. 

 

(15) The month of October 1967 will be very crucial for Baba. 

 

(16) When the date of "Filming Meher Baba" is fixed, preferably on a Sunday by Adi, Louis van Gasteren, Ezra 

Mir, Jagat Murari and Jalbhai, Baba will step out of his seclusion for that one day for three hours only and hold 

a program of washing the feet of lepers who are to be brought with the help of Sarosh, Adi, Chhagan, 

Bhagirath and the Nagar Center. 

 

(17) Chhagan is to bring Baba's food to Meherazad every fortnight after 11:00 A.M. 

 

(18) For the purpose of "entertainments" on Sundays, Baba will send for singers from the Ahmednagar Center, 

or Poona, or Bombay on his own, and NONE must make any suggestions about these programs. 

 

(19) In short, Baba wants no disturbance of any kind till November 21, 1967. 

 

From Friday, 21 July 1967, Baba began his "serious” seclusion work with Kaikobad inside mandali hall for three 

hours every morning. The doors and windows were kept tightly shut, and not the slightest sound was permitted — so 

much so that even the birds were gently driven away so their chirping might not disturb Baba. Inside the hall, 

Kaikobad would stand on a stool and continuously repeat the seven names of God (Ya Yezdan, Ahuramazda, Allah, 

Ishwar, Paramatma, God Almighty, Parvardigar). With his every repetition of the names, Baba would bend down 

and touch Kaikobad's feet. This went on hundreds of times. Bhau was on guard outside, and complete silence 

reigned in Meherazad during this work of Baba's. 

The first to greet Baba every morning when he came to the mandali’s side was a multi-breed puppy who had 

wandered into Meherazad from Pimpalgaon Village one day. The puppy was half-starved, seeking food. Baba said 

the dog should be kept, and named it Rammu. The pup had arrived quite skinny, but because of Mehera and 

Meheru's care (and Baba's habit of overfeeding pets!), Rammu soon filled out. 

As soon as Goher would blow the whistle summoning the garden boys with the lift-chair for Baba, Rammu would 

wait for him by the door of the hall. After Baba's seclusion work with Kaikobad was done, the doors and windows 

would be reopened. The first thing Baba would do was to give Rammu a piece of bread. Mehera had trained the dog 

to jump over a stick. Every day the mandali would hold a stick in front of Baba. Baba would hold a piece of bread 

on one side, and Rammu would jump over it, winning the treat from Baba's hands. Playing with the dog was a 

pleasant pastime for Baba after his strenuous seclusion work. 

Thereafter, Baba would send the men out of the hall, except for Bhau, who was to write down Baba's dictations. 

From 21 July 1967, Baba began dictating material to Bhau for a new book, which Baba titled The Nothing and The 

Everything. Baba told him, "I am giving you ten percent of the book which I wrote in Meherabad during 1925–26 ... 

The other 90 percent is in God Speaks." 

After his dictation work with Bhau was finished for the day, Baba would call the mandali back inside the hall. 

Among other work, Baba instructed Eruch to start reading God Speaks out loud from the first page. As Eruch would 

read it, Baba would gesture to mark a certain passage, and Francis would jot down the page and line numbers on a 

separate sheet of paper. This was not done every day, but only when time permitted. Baba stated that once they had 

gone through the entire book in this manner, he would go back and give further explanations about the marked 

portions for a revised edition of God Speaks. Baba explained, "Francis will be responsible for writing down my 



 

 

explanations, and summing up all the different clarifications." But the occasion never arose, and Baba never 

clarified the points he wished to elucidate.  

Baba would work in the hall in seclusion for three hours each morning, and again from 3:00 P.M. for 20 minutes in 

his room, where he would remain alone, forcefully beating his chest and thighs with his fists. He explained about 

this hard pounding: "I am working in higher planes, and to maintain the link [with the physical body] I have to do 

this."369 

In Poona, Baba had stated: "My health is not good. I will become even weaker in Meherazad. Sometimes I will not 

be able to come to mandali hall at all, and if so, then late." But once his seclusion work started, Baba would be in the 

hall by 6:00 A.M. to begin his work. 

Bhau and Francis had been permitted by Baba to sleep late − Francis because he would be engaged in writing up to 

1:30 A.M., and Bhau because of his nightwatch until midnight. Francis had been looking forward to the prospect of 

sleeping in for a change, but Baba would call for him as soon as he settled in the hall. This went on for a number of 

days and finally Francis lost his composure and blurted out, "What kind of bloody God is he?! He said he would be 

weak and come late, but now he comes even earlier than before!" 

 

Baba had two phonograph records played to him on the morning of Saturday, 5 August 1967. One was a song sung 

by Saigal describing a lover of God; the second was sung by Malika Pukhraj about masts and God-intoxication. 

Baba translated them for Francis into English, who completed the translations under his direction. The first song 

about divine love began with these words: "I am mad, I am mad, a stranger to comfort!" 

Jalbhai came to Meherazad on 11 August, but met only with Mani and did not see Baba. Rama, Mehernath and 

Sheela, along with Adi, were called to see Baba on Sunday, 20 August. Adi was instructed to go to Bombay and 

arrange for a few good qawaals to entertain Baba, to provide him some relief from his intense seclusion work. 

Gajwani was given the opportunity to bear the expenses for bringing them, and to pay their fee, if any. 

Adi went to Bombay and contacted different singers. He returned to Ahmednagar on the 25th, came to Meherazad at 

2:00 P.M. and reported to Baba. Adi was called again the following day and had a further lengthy discussion with 

Baba about Baba’s preferences for the programs. 

One night during his watch, Baba asked Bhau, "Who is your best friend?" 

Bhau replied, "Nana," since he had known Nana Kher since his college days in Nagpur. 

"Do you feel lonely here without him?" Bhau said yes. 

"Should I call him here?" 

"Baba, how can you call him during your seclusion?" 

"Never mind that," Baba replied. 

The next day in the hall, Baba instructed Eruch to send Nana Kher a telegram, informing him to come and stay at 

Meherazad. Pendu and Eruch objected, but Baba did not give any further explanation. 

Nana Kher arrived on the morning of 28 August, and remained for almost a month.370 He would keep watch near 

Baba at night for three hours, and was then relieved by Aloba. It was the first time Nana had been given this duty, 

and it was Aloba's first time as well. (Aloba continued doing it until February 1968, at which time Baba stopped it.) 

Putting his two forefingers together, Baba had told Bhau, "When Nana comes, you two do everything together. Take 

walks together, eat together, be with each other at all times." Bhau followed Baba's instructions and became Nana's 

constant companion, but after some time Bhau became fed up because he had other work to attend to, and Nana was 

always by his side. Soon, Bhau was sorry he had ever mentioned Nana's name to Baba! 

 

 
369 Baba’s work with Kaikobad in the mornings did not necessitate such actions, since Kaikobad provided 

the physical link with the gross world. In the early years, Padri observed that, to maintain the link with the 

gross world while he worked in the higher planes, Baba would keep up a constant stream of conversation 

with the mandali, often about nonsensical things, or he would ask questions such as “How big is America? 

… Three times the size of India? … Really?” 

 
370 Ramjoo’s sister Amina Jaffer, who along with her husband Abdulla had very early contact with Baba, 

passed away in Nasik on 28 August 1967, after a long struggle with cancer. 



 

 

On Monday, 4 September 1967, blood was drawn from Baba to determine his blood sugar levels. The samples were 

sent to Dr. Thombre at the Ayurvedic Hospital in Ahmednagar. In a letter to Dr. Grant from Goher three days later, 

she reported that the post prandial test was high, and Baba's urine report was also not good. From the 5th, Baba 

experienced continuous giddiness accompanied by the swelling of both his feet. He was given large doses of 

diuretics and the swelling came down. Rastinon tablets were also administered for the giddiness. More blood tests 

followed on 8 September, and again on the 26th. On 9 September, Don drove to Poona to discuss Baba’s blood work 

with Dr. Grant. He returned the same evening and went to Meherazad. 

On Sunday, 10 September, as a recreation from the burden of his seclusion work, the qawaal Abdul Rahman 

Kachwala and five musicians were called from Bombay to Meherazad at 11:30 a.m. Kachwala was a large, hefty 

man, but his voice was mellifluous and Baba liked his ghazal selections and the way he sang. He performed from 

noon till 2:00 P.M. and again in the afternoon from 2:30 p.m. until 4:00 P.M. 

At Baba's pleasure, Kachwala sang without a break and became quite tired. He pleaded to Baba, "I am exhausted; I 

cannot sing anymore now." But Baba asked him to sing one more ghazal. Kachwala was the first qawaal whom 

Baba had prevailed upon to sing until he could no longer continue! As a reward, Baba presented him with one of his 

handkerchiefs, and permitted the singer and musicians to touch and kiss his hand. 

Judge Prem Khilnani had been transferred back to Ahmednagar. He came to Meherazad with his wife and two sons 

to have Baba's darshan. After seeing Baba, the family left in their car for Ahmednagar. Manek had also arrived on 

his scooter. Some important communication was to be sent through him. Baba instructed Manek to reach 

Ahmednagar before the Khilnanis. Manek drove as fast as he could, and he managed to return before the Khilnanis. 

But the next day, although Baba was pleased, he ordered him never to drive his scooter again at more than 30 miles 

per hour! 

Another day, Manek drove the nine miles to Meherazad in the pouring rain. At one spot, his scooter got caught in 

the mud, and by the time he reached Meherazad he was drenched and covered with slush. "Why did you come in the 

rain?" Baba asked him 

"Adi said there were important letters," Manek replied. 

"Had you died, who would have been responsible?" Baba said. "Haven't your parents any sense? Has Adi no sense 

to send you here in the rain?" Baba told him to change his clothes, and Manek was given hot tea and sent back to 

Ahmednagar after the rain stopped. 

 

Baba continued dictating points to Bhau for The Nothing and The Everything, mostly in the hall, but also in his room 

during the night. The strange thing was that sometimes Baba would keep repeating one particular "point" over again 

and again. At other times, when something remained unclear or too complex, Bhau would ask for further 

explanations because he could not follow what Baba meant. At those times Baba would gesture, "Just take down 

what I say and don’t interrupt. I will explain it to you later on. Everything will be crystal clear to you." 

Both Baba's dictation to Bhau and the reading of God Speaks by Eruch, however, were completely discontinued 

from 10 September. Baba did not explain things further, and Bhau did not work on clarifying the points. Six years 

later, after Baba had dropped his body, Bhau began work on completing this book. When he began writing it, Bhau 

found that Baba did fulfill his promise, in his own way, as Baba made all the points clear to him. 

On 12 September 1967, Baba's Universal work suffered a grievous setback. At night while Kaikobad was walking 

on the verandah, an ant bit him on the foot. Kaikobad's eyesight was poor, and thinking it was a scorpion he shook 

his leg so hard that he fell down and broke his thigh bone. Don went to Meherazad that night to examine him, and 

the next morning he was taken to Booth Hospital by ambulance, where he was X-rayed and admitted. Sidhu came 

from Meherabad to help look after him. 

When Baba came to the hall in the morning, he was very upset about Kaikobad’s injury. He indicated that because 

of the accident it would postpone the time he had fixed for completion of certain work. “I will have to do it alone 

now,” he said. “My whole timetable [for his manifestation] has been upset.”  

After a while Baba did something extraordinary — he began to cry like a child! He explained, "I am not crying 

about Kaikobad, but I feel sorry for my work. Kaikobad does not have the least notion what work I am doing! But 

by working with him in seclusion, my Universal work is carried out much easier." 



 

 

On the 15th, Kaikobad was operated upon by Dr. Melvin Brieseman and a pin was inserted into his femur and hip.371 

Don was present for the operation. Adi went to Meherazad that day and Baba dictated points for a circular (issued on 

1 October). 

After Kaikobad's departure, Baba stopped his morning seclusion work, but his afternoon work went on continuously 

for the next year and a half, until the 30th of January 1969. 

On Sunday, the 17th of September, at 11:30 a.m., a second singer named Chhota Qawaal and his musicians arrived 

in Meherazad to entertain Baba. However, Baba did not enjoy his singing much, or his choice of material, and he 

sent the group out for tea, saying he was curtailing the program and ending it at 1:00 P.M. But after tea, Chhota 

Qawaal’s singing improved, and Baba extended the program by an hour. All then left at 2:00 P.M. The singing 

programs were a private affair; no one from outside was called except for Padri, Adi, Don, Chhagan, Waman and 

Bhagirath. Nariman had come from Bombay on the 17th, and later that day, Nana Kher returned to Nagpur. 

 

 

Baba announced that he would step out of seclusion one morning for three hours only for the purpose of washing the 

feet of seven lepers brought to Meherazad from Ahmednagar. Only those men who had been directed to make 

arrangements for this leper work were to be present at Meherazad that day. 

An exception was made for Louis van Gasteren, 45, a filmmaker from Amsterdam. Van Gasteren had first heard of 

Baba through Irwin Luck. Irwin was driving a taxi cab in New York City when he picked up van Gasteren and drove 

him to the airport. Louis noticed a small “Baba card” pinned on the taxi's dashboard. 

In June 1965, Robert Dreyfuss met van Gasteren through a mutual friend in Cambridge. A year later, in September 

1966, Dreyfuss stayed with van Gasteren for a week in Amsterdam, and during that visit he spoke to van Gasteren at 

length about Baba. The filmmaker and his wife had been guests of Rick Chapman in California the previous August. 

Van Gasteren told Dreyfuss about his plans to make a 35mm color film in Dutch titled Nema Aviona za Zagreb 

(There’s No Plane To Zagreb).372 Van Gasteren said he wished to include Meher Baba in it but had no money to 

finance it yet. 

Through a letter from Eruch, Baba instructed Bob Dreyfuss to tell van Gasteren to write Adi directly about his idea. 

Van Gasteren wrote, requesting Baba's permission to come and film him, stating he wished "to communicate the fact 

of Meher Baba to the world via the media of film." After much correspondence back and forth, Baba decided he 

could come to India in November. He then changed the date and said van Gasteren should be present on 20 

September, during the three hours when Baba would step out of seclusion, and film him doing his work with the 

lepers. 

Availing himself of this unique opportunity, on 17 September 1967 Louis van Gasteren arrived in Bombay with his 

two young assistants (who worked with him at Spectrum Films in Amsterdam): cameraman Jan de Bont, 24, and 

soundman Peter Brugman, 21. They were met by Jalbhai in Poona and brought to Meherazad on Tuesday, 19 

September, at 9:00 A.M. Adi and Sarosh were also present. Baba had stated that he would give the filmmaker just 

five minutes of his time but, instead, van Gasteren’s meeting with Baba lasted 40 minutes. 

Van Gasteren had been disturbed by news reports of a young American who died after jumping out of a window 

under the influence of LSD. He interviewed the boy's parents and also had filmed LSD proponent Timothy Leary in 

Millbrook, New York that past August. Baba's warning about the dangers of LSD had been conveyed to Leary, but 

Leary had continued to take the drug. When Leary was asked about his negative reaction to Meher Baba's warning 

against using drugs, he commented to van Gasteren, "Baba is God and I am learning how, too. My way of 

discovering my divinity is a little different from Baba's — but he tells me: 'Don't worry, Timothy, be happy.’ ” 

Baba asked van Gasteren about LSD, marijuana and other drugs, and the full-length film he intended to make. At 

one point, Baba explained: "I am alone even when surrounded by thousands of people, because I see only myself in 

them all. As for you, if you were in the Himalayas you would not be alone even there, because thousands of 

thoughts and desires would be your constant companions." 

Baba also said: "I suffer for humanity. I am suffering. When I break my silence, I will free humanity from 

suffering." 

 
371 Dr. Brieseman, 33, was a New Zealand surgeon who had taken over Dr. Southwell’s duties at the 

Salvation Army’s Booth Hospital. 
372 Zagreb is the capital of Croatia. 



 

 

Van Gasteren told Baba of his wife's eagerness for his darshan, but because she was indisposed she had not been 

able to come. Baba assured him, "When you came, you did not know me. Now you have had my embrace. You have 

come closer. You will gradually know who I am." 

Van Gasteren was highly impressed on meeting Baba, and Baba too seemed very pleased to see him. Louis happily 

remarked, "Baba's smile contains everything! There is a current of joy flowing from it. I had come intending to 

shoot only a few hundred feet of film of Baba, but now I am determined to take as much footage as I can for the 

world to know Baba through this film." 

After refreshments at Viloo Villa, where they were to stay, van Gasteren and his crew went with Sarosh to 

Meherabad to film, and they returned to Meherazad that evening to film the surrounding countryside. Eruch and 

Francis talked with Louis for some time about Baba. Francis explained that Baba cannot be compared to any other 

personality in the world, no matter how great he may be, and van Gasteren seemed to understand, and was very 

drawn to Baba. 

At dusk, van Gasteren climbed Seclusion Hill with his crew to film the sunset. He asked Eruch to silence the local 

grinding mill engines so that he could record "the silence of this place" for ten minutes. They were then driven back 

to Viloo Villa. 

 

On Wednesday, 20 September 1967 Chhagan, Adi, Rustom Kaka, Manek, Bhagirath and Rangole brought seven 

lepers to Meherazad for the leper program. Waman brought the Kalchuris, and the Khilnanis and Sarosh were also 

present, as were Jalbhai, Beheram and Jehangu. Jagat Murari had requested permission through Jalbhai to be present 

to film the occasion in 35mm black and white, and Baba granted his request.  

When Murari arrived with his film crew and C. V. Gopal, a professor of cinematography, Baba commented he was 

happy that Gopal came and joked with him, "Your wife loves me more than you do." 

In good humor, Gopal replied, "I love you so much, Baba, my wife cannot possibly love you more than I do!" 

For the first time since returning to Meherazad, Baba stepped out of his seclusion and came out of the hall to wash 

the feet of seven lepers. Before starting, he stated, "Lepers are beautiful souls in ugly cages. By bowing down to the 

lepers, I am bowing down to myself. I am in them, I am everything and everyone. None of you here should touch the 

lepers freely; with me it is different." 

As Baba began the program, Murari and van Gasteren were busy lining up their film shots. A squabble broke out 

between the two film crews, and Baba pointed to Eruch to go see what was the trouble. 

Van Gasteren protested, "This is my day for filming! He is taking my shots!" 

Baba intervened, stating, "It is neither his day nor your day but my day!" Winking at Murari he gestured for him to 

let van Gasteren have his way. 

After washing the seven lepers' feet and bowing to them, Baba gave each a blanket as the symbol of his love. They 

were also given tea and sweetmeats, and a meal was served to them in the afternoon. 

After Baba finished his work with the seven lepers, van Gasteren requested that he sit in the garden for a few more 

film shots. Baba acceded and was filmed behind Meherazad near the dry nallah (streambed). A chair for Baba was 

kept under the shade of two babul trees with Seclusion Hill in the background. Van Gasteren was considerate of 

Baba's comfort and wishes during the filming. At one point, when some change of position had to be made to suit 

Baba, van Gasteren assured him with a gesture of his arms. "We will adjust it, Baba, it will be no problem, don't 

worry." 

With a twinkle, Baba said, "My only worry is that I cannot worry!" 

Louis van Gasteren offered Baba a branch of bougainvillea, and then questioned Baba. Seated in the open rural 

countryside, Baba looked more lustrous than the mandali had seen him in years. His smile was beatific! The 

following dialogue took place. 

Van Gasteren asked, "Baba, who you are?" 

Baba replied: 

I am God in human form. My experience of Godhood is continuous, without a break. But there are those who 

call themselves God incarnate, and say that they experience God-realization, when they don’t. They are 

hypocrites! Better than them are those who have not realized God, and who don’t say that they are God. 

In India, since ages there are those who use drugs such as ganja, charas and bhang [marijuana, hashish]. They 

feel uplifted when they take these drugs; they see colors and sights. They feel, through their hallucinations, that 



 

 

they have reached the Goal. In the end they go crazy, they become mad. That false experience is not 

continuous; there is a break in their experience. Only real experience is continuous. 

"How can one find oneself, and therefore God?" Van Gasteren asked. 

The aim of life is to love God, and the goal of life is to become one with God. And to realize God, one must 

have love. 

There are two kinds of love, one love is the worldly love — one loves his wife, his children, the world. 

The other kind of love is divine love, and that can be had [only] by complete renunciation of the whole world. 

But this does not mean that you leave your family, children and your worldly responsibilities. Not outward, but 

mental renunciation is of importance, and that can [only] be had by the grace of the Perfect Master. Is it clear to 

you? 

There are three kinds of conviction: The first kind is called intellectual conviction — conviction through the 

intellect. That means that through a definite understanding, through reading, that God exists. 

The second type of conviction is through sight. One who is on the Path sees God in everything and everywhere. 

This conviction through sight is greater than conviction through intellect. 

The third type of conviction is through becoming one with God. That is the real conviction, the realization of 

God. One who has realized God knows that he alone is. He has the real and continuous experience of infinite 

knowledge, power and bliss. 

The difference between this real experience of God-realization and the false experiences gotten through taking 

drugs is that the former is a continuous experience without a break, whereas experiences gotten through drugs 

are not continuous. Drug experiences are false and harmful, physically, mentally and spiritually. 

God is because you are; you are because God is. But that experience only one in a million can have. 

Jagat Murari interjected, "What is your message [to mankind]?" 

"My message is that the goal of life is the Realization of God. All else is a dream." 

"How can one become one with God?" 

"I have explained: through love. That love is a gift of God by the grace of the Perfect Masters." 

Van Gasteren then asked, "Do you think that the experience of watching a film is also a form of meditation?" 

Eruch was interpreting Baba's gestures, speaking for him: 

Baba will tell you about it. First, one important point is that this is the 43rd year of my silence. It is a continuous 

silence, without any break. Almost every year, I tell my followers that next year I will break my silence. And 

yet, I continue to be silent. 

It is like the doctor who knows that it will take a month to cure his patient. Yet, when he sees the patient, he 

wants to comfort him, so he says, "Don't worry. After seven days you will be all right." Every week the doctor 

repeats this, and in due time the patient does get well. 

So I tell my devotees and the world that I will be speaking next year, or sometime after next year, and yet I 

continue my silence. But now, positively, I am going to break my silence very soon, because the time for the 

"cure" is coming. And the patients are also getting impatient for the cure. 

About those who see film[s]: The film world has magnificent scope to tell the world about [spiritual] things 

they should know. Those who see films forget themselves and put their hearts and minds into the show. They 

forget their worries and the world. 

The most important thing for one is to forget oneself and realize God. 

A message from Baba was read out by Eruch specifically for van Gasteren: 

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 not a spiritual exercise; it has been undertaken and maintained solely for the good of the 

world. God has been everlastingly working in silence, unobserved, unheard — except by those who experience 

his infinite silence. 

My message to you, Louis, is that you had the good fortune of filming me and the result of this opportunity is 

tremendous. You have helped me in my Universal work. 



 

 

Baba was in a happy, communicative mood. Love was shining from his eyes and there was an exceptional splendor 

in his expression. After the filming, Baba returned to the main house and van Gasteren and his assistants prepared to 

depart. Before leaving, Baba told him, "Love me more and more until one day you will know who I am." 

In the afternoon Baba had the seven lepers gathered again and presented them with new white sheets and blankets. 

He laid his head on their feet, so Murari’s crew could film the scene. This would be Baba's last work with lepers. 

Later, it began raining heavily. It seemed to those present that Baba had held up the rains until the film crews had 

finished their work.  

The next morning, before leaving Ahmednagar, Jagat Murari and van Gasteren were taken to the Ahmednagar 

Center, where Murari’s crew did some additional filming, according to Baba’s instructions. At Meherazad, Baba 

admired van Gasteren's crew's efficiency, commenting, "Louis and his men know their job. I felt happy with Louis, 

not only because he is an artist, but because he has a good heart. He was impressed very much by my love, as were 

his two assistants. Louis is a genius in his art. Because of this, and because of his love for me, I cooperated 100 

percent and he made the most of this opportunity." 

Referring to the filming done under the babul trees, Baba added: "To me, it was like again giving a Sermon on the 

Mount [as Jesus had done]. In the two days that Louis spent here and at Meherabad, I could see that he came to 

understand a bit about me, and he expressed his love for me by speech and action. I know that he will try his best to 

have the film shown all over the world. He worked at it with all his heart, and I cooperated with all my heart. So, 

this must bear good results."  

Years later, van Gasteren wrote:  

During the [first] meeting with Meher Baba, I felt as if I had known Baba for a long time. I experienced Baba as 

my brother, sharing with me a deep feeling of aloneness. In fact, I would have loved just to sit with him 

without talking, without saying a word, and there would have been communication and an even greater feeling 

of togetherness. In a way, I felt sorry that I had to ask him questions and explain my intentions. If the crew had 

not been there, I would have been very pleased just to be in his presence in silence. 

…Baba was very cooperative and happened to be very camera conscious. It became clear to me that he really 

wanted to be filmed and that he kept constantly everything under control, even checking whether the camera 

was working when filming him.373 

Looking back on his experience, van Gasteren’s cameraman, Jan de Bont, related: 

It was quite a remarkable event. Everyone present was undergoing a change the moment [Meher baba] stepped 

in the room. I knew very little about him. Shaking his hands and being able to look into his charismatic eyes, I 

saw a man who really wanted to connect with you. It was very hard to take your eyes away. Even though he 

spoke through an interpreter, it felt as if he were speaking to every person in the room. Looking through the 

camera very close at his face you could feel that, [even though] we had met for the first time, he was constantly 

aware of me. At one point I saw through the lens that there were tears in his eyes. I zoomed in to a close-up to 

better see and understand. They were real tears, and everyone nearby became emotional as well. He then dried 

his tears with a white handkerchief and to my surprise handed it to me after the meeting. I kept the 

handkerchief for years, but unfortunately lost it during one of my many travels. I will never forget his always-

smiling, comforting face.  

 

The young sound engineer, Peter Brugman wrote: 

A memory of filming Meher Baba that really stands out is that of the very strong spiritual power of Meher 

Baba. I sensed that directly when I first saw him. An old man with pale skin and greying hair, dressed in white, 

sitting in his white room on white cushions. His eyes had a remarkable power that is difficult to describe: very 

lively, speaking, open, warm, understanding, encouraging, loving. It was a very strange experience that, 

although I had never seen it before, it seemed as if I could understand his sign language quite well. It was as if 

he could communicate with me in a very direct way -- as if he could speak directly with my soul. It was really a 

 
373 Thirty years later in 1997, Van Gasteren returned to Meherazad and later the same year released a DVD, 

titled Beyond Words, containing some of the footage he had taken of Meher Baba. (source of quote: Beyond 

Words booklet, p. 18.) Van Gasteren's documentary, Nema Aviona za Zagreb, was released in the 

Netherlands in 2012. Murari released a short documentary about Baba in 1969, titled The Awakener. 



 

 

very strange and deep experience that I have thought about many times in my life. I still feel very privileged to 

have met him.374 

 

On Sunday, 24 September 1967, the singer Jaipuri Qawaal and his musicians performed for Baba at Meherazad. 

Baba liked his singing even more than Kachwala’s and listened to him for four hours, from 11:15 A.M. to 3:00 P.M., 

with two breaks for tea. Baba presented each of the six musicians with one of his handkerchiefs. Adi, Padri, 

Chhagan, Waman and Bhagirath were again allowed to be present. 

During his current seclusion, Baba would say, "I don’t remember anything nowadays. Eruch, keep reminding me of 

things." 

Baba would repeat this every day, so one day Eruch told him, "Our trust in you as God will not in the least be 

affected by your statements. You may say what you like, but our faith will remain." 

Also, during this seclusion, Baba would repeat some things over and over again. For instance, while he was dictating 

points to Bhau, he would daily repeat that he had given 90 percent of the book he had written in 1925–26 in God 

Speaks, and the other ten percent he was giving to Bhau for The Nothing and The Everything. Eruch would have to 

repeat this in the hall before the other men several times. 

Baba would also ask Bhau to repeat things when he was on nightwatch — at times for ten minutes continuously! At 

one point, for a month Bhau was instructed to come to Baba at exactly 5:45 P.M. Baba would ask him, "What time 

will you come?" 

Bhau would answer, "At 5:45." 

After a few minutes, Baba would ask the same question, "At what time will you come?" 

"A quarter to six," Bhau would reply patiently. After a few minutes, the same question from Baba and the same 

reply from Bhau was exchanged. This sometimes went on for an entire hour. 

One day Baba instructed Bhau, "Tomorrow, come at 5:30 P.M." Then: "What time will you come?" 

Irritably, Bhau said, "I know! I will come at 5:30." 

Baba smiled and simply said, "I won, you lost!" — meaning, Baba had won because Bhau lost his temper. 

Once, Baba sent for Goher and asked her to repeat something she had to do. Goher continued saying it for some 

time, and then said, "I have understood it, Baba!" 

Baba replied, "No, you have not!" and insisted she keep repeating it. 

Goher did, but then said, "Baba, I realize that you simply want us to repeat things over and over again, but now we 

feel unaffected by such repetitions. We don't get irritated anymore." 

Once Pendu also lost his patience and got upset with Baba over this, but Baba did not let up and insisted he repeat 

something. Pendu had to do it then for a few days in a row. 

With Kaka Baria, it was different. Due to uremia, Kaka had trouble speaking coherently. He would become 

confused and say the wrong name for things. For instance, he would repeat anda (eggs), and Pendu would hand him 

a matchbox, knowing that is what he meant. Baba would ask him who the men were and he would call Aloba Kakri 

(Cucumber). Bhau he called Choowa (Mouse), and Pendu Lassan (Garlic). Within a few moments, when Baba 

asked him again who they were, he would give entirely different names. 

Before sitting in the lift-chair, Baba would ask Kaka the garden boys' names, and each time, Kaka would say 

something different. Baba would tell Francis to remember these names and when he came to the verandah of the 

house, Francis would loudly repeat what Kaka had said, so that Mehera and the other women inside could hear and 

enjoy Kaka's latest christenings. Kaka's incorrect pronunciation and the way in which he said it kept Baba amused, 

and it became a source of merriment to all the mandali. One day, perhaps only half-joking, Baba remarked about 

Kaka's speech, "This was the language people used to speak 1,000 years ago, and Kaka is remembering it!" 

In the hall, each of the men mandali had a chosen spot that they would occupy daily when Baba was present. Kaka 

would be oblivious to all except Bhau, as he derived immense pleasure from giving Bhau a sound slap on the head 

occasionally, and he found that it amused Baba, too. Bhau was usually called upon to massage Baba's legs, and 

while doing this, Kaka would sneak up behind him and give him a slap! Then he would solemnly shake hands with 

Baba. Once, when Bhau wasn’t called to massage Baba’s legs, Kaka became so restless that to calm him Baba 

 
374 Jan de Bont later became a successful Hollywood producer and director, and Peter Brugman became a 

renowned Dutch documentary filmmaker. 



 

 

instructed Bhau, "Come and sit in front of me, as Kaka is not at ease." Then Kaka would find the opportunity to slap 

his head. 

Strife between Kaka and Baidul had been occurring ever since the days of the Rahuri mad and mast ashrams, from 

1936–37 onward. Each man would claim to the other: "Your mast is mad and mine is advanced!" Even into the late 

1960s, this friction between them continued. But at this time, their quarreling was more a source of amusement than 

annoyance to Baba and the other mandali. Once, when they were bickering back and forth, Baba remarked, "I wish I 

could hang Baidul and Kaka in cages on either side of me like parrots!" Sometimes the two old men would almost 

come to blows, and Eruch and Pendu would separate them. 

Once, while Bhau was on watch near Baba, they heard a loud ruckus, and Bhau was sent by Baba to find out what 

had happened. When he went to the men's side, he saw Baidul (who was partially paralyzed by a stroke) staggering, 

as he threatened Kaka with a cane. Kaka, muttering something unintelligible, wrenched Baidul's cane from his hand 

and was about to strike him with it. Baba laughed and laughed when the scene was reconstructed for him. 

In mandali hall, Baba would walk beside Kaka each day, holding his arm for support as he strode the length of the 

room a few times. Baidul would watch glumly from his seat on the floor along the wall, although he never asked 

why only Kaka was given this privilege. One day Baba stopped and caressed Baidul's cheeks. Baidul lit up so, as if 

the sun had burst upon his face! Once, after someone joked about Baidul's none-too-clean habits, Baba chuckled 

along with everyone, but then wistfully observed, "He has served me much!" 

Baidul once fell asleep with incense burning in his room. A fire started and smoke started pouring out. Yusuf, the 

driver, woke him up. Later, Yusuf remarked to Kaka, "He might have died!" 

Kaka snapped, "Not at Meherazad; let him die in Meherabad!" because Baba had said that Kaka was to be the only 

mandali member buried at Meherazad. 

Kaka had already had four heart attacks, beginning in 1950 during the New Life. In 1965 he had had a stroke, and in 

1967, he suffered a very severe fifth heart attack. Goher, Aloba and Bhau attended to him, but Kaka was not an easy 

patient to nurse. He was a fastidious sort of person, very fussy about things being kept in his room just so, and would 

not listen to his attendants. One night Goher came to Baba's bedroom and pleaded, "Baba, Kaka's condition is 

serious. He should be removed to the hospital. He can't be saved now!" 

Bhau agreed, but Baba replied, "If he cannot be saved, and you think his time has come, then it’s better he dies here 

at Meherazad than in the hospital. But I tell you, he won't die now." 

Kaka's condition deteriorated, and he grew so weak he could not even raise his hand. One day in the hall, Aloba, 

who was by then totally exasperated from looking after him, complained that it was becoming impossible to attend 

to Kaka, because he was constantly getting upset, abusing everyone who tried to care for him and making his health 

worse. 

On Baba's instructions, Eruch, Pendu and Bhau lifted Kaka and carried him inside the hall. He was made to sit next 

to Baba, and Baba asked for a cup of water and gave it to him to drink. Kaka sipped it slowly and within half an 

hour he became quite active. He looked around the room, became attentive to what was going on around him and 

went near Bhau and slapped him on the head. He then stood up, left the hall, and went to the kitchen, where he ate 

his lunch and washed the dishes. Then he made his bed and began doing his own regular chores. No one could 

believe it! The man who could barely move and whose heart continued missing beats was moving about quite 

normally now. It was as if a dead man had come alive! From that day in 1967 onward, until Kaka died (on 27 

February 1969), he never again required any medical attention and did his own chores. And he kept slapping Bhau! 

He was like "Baba's toy" and in his love had become like a child. 

 

The Catholic principal of St. Vincent's High School in Poona, the Reverend E. R. D'Souza, sent a letter to Baba 

saying that since Baba had once been a student of that institution, it would be a pleasure to have him present at their 

inter-faith Thanksgiving Service, to mark the school's centenary that October. Baba did not attend the service, but on 

27 September 1967 he did send this message: 

Schools help sincere students to equip themselves with knowledge and to become worthy citizens of society. 

And those students are wise who take full advantage of the educational institutions and their facilities. 

But this knowledge is not the be-all and end-all of learning. And there comes a time when one longs to reach 

the Source of knowledge. The journey to this Source can only be undertaken when one learns to love in all 

simplicity and honesty the One Whom the pride of intellect veils. 



 

 

When mind soars in pursuit of the things conceived in space, it pursues emptiness. But when man dives deep 

within himself, he experiences the fullness of existence. 

Don had taken Baba’s blood sample to Poona on the 26th, and Dr. Grant paid a visit to Meherazad two days later on 

the 28th. 

On 1 October 1967, as directed by Baba, Adi sent out this circular to all lovers throughout the world: 

Avatar Meher Baba wishes all his lovers to know that his seclusion will not end on 21st November this year, 

but will continue until the 25th of February 1968. 

Meher Baba says that the fate of the universe hangs on his seclusion, and the redemption of mankind depends 

upon his manifestation, and he wants to remain absolutely undisturbed. And so under no circumstances should 

anyone try to see him unless he himself calls anyone specially for work, or until he himself announces that he 

will give darshan to his lovers. 

It should carefully be noted that the restriction on correspondence continues. Baba will not attend to any 

correspondence, including cables and wires. Also none should write to me or to members of the resident 

mandali regarding their personal affairs or the affairs of others. 

After 25th February 1968, Baba will announce when he will see his lovers. Meanwhile, no one should come of 

his own accord to see him, but should await Baba's own announcement. 

Note: Avatar Meher Baba lovingly permits all his lovers to celebrate his 74th birthday on 25th February 1968, 

at all Baba Centers or otherwise publicly. Those who wish to celebrate Baba's birthday should do so without 

expecting another intimation. As his 74th birthday coincides with his coming out of seclusion, it should be an 

occasion of great rejoicing. 

On Thursday, 5 October 1967, after a three-week stay in Booth Hospital, Kaikobad was brought back to Meherazad, 

accompanied by Dr. Alu Khambatta, who had been caring for him, along with Dr. Brieseman. As Baba wished, Alu 

remained in Meherazad for a year to nurse Kaikobad, who was still unable to walk. Kaikobad had had a rough time 

in the hospital (aggravated by his son, who had come to Ahmednagar and acted badly towards him and the mandali). 

Kaikobad had been feeling very sad and depressed, and his spirits were greatly lifted to be back home in Baba’s 

company once again. On the 7th, Padri brought Kaikobad’s wife and daughters to see Baba and him. 

That same day, Dr. Brieseman, along with his family and some friends, went on a picnic to Happy Valley, and while 

there, they were severely stung by a swarm of bees. They were taken to Meherazad, where Goher, Don and the 

mandali rendered them emergency treatment. 

Because of Kaikobad's absence, there had been a break in Baba's seclusion work, but upon his return, the 

momentum of Baba's work again intensified. Kaikobad would be brought in a wheelchair to the hall, where Baba 

would work with him alone. Kaikobad would continuously repeat the seven names of God, while seated in the 

wheelchair. 

Kaikobad could not stand on a stool anymore as before, so Baba would now touch his shoulders instead of his feet, 

as he repeated each name of God. Baba would do this daily for three hours in the morning and again for half an hour 

in the afternoon, besides working alone in his room for 20 minutes each day. 

On Sunday, 8 October 1967, Gajwani, Siganporia, Jal Dastoor and Kishore Mistry came to Meherazad with Adi. 

The International Tourist Fair was to open in Bombay on the 30th, and after reading about what Canadian lovers had 

done at the Montreal Expo, Siganporia was inspired to set up a similar booth at this fair. Baba spoke with them for 

half an hour and gave his encouragement to the project. He instructed them about other work in Bombay and 

expressed his pleasure with Gajwani for his help in arranging the three qawaali sessions at Meherazad in September. 

Baba asked him to prepare two more music programs with Jaipuri Qawaal, for November and February. 

That day, Baba asked Rama to send 20 bhujias for himself and Mehera, and Waman Padale brought them. 

Thereafter, Rama was to send bhujias every Sunday, and sometimes other cooked dishes were called for as well. 

With the help of Dr. Ginde, Jim Mistry, Nariman, Arnavaz and all the Bombay lovers, a booth was set up at the 

International Tourist Fair, and a small booklet titled Who Is Meher Baba? was printed, along with the “Universal 

Message” in different Indian languages. 

Baba himself had approved the material to be included in the booklet. To the first question, "Who is Meher Baba?" 

he dictated this answer: "He is the essence of your very being which provokes you to ask this question." 

On 15 October, Moorty, his family, and Dhake and his wife came to Meherazad with Adi, and the Bombay fair was 

discussed. Adi, Sarosh and Viloo were sent as Baba’s representatives in support of the booth devoted to him. Prime 

Minister Indira Gandhi officially inaugurated the fair and then rode around it in an open jeep. When she neared the 



 

 

booth, Gajwani went up and drew her attention to the large sign above it which read: AVATAR MEHER BABA 

THE AWAKENER. Amar Singh Saigal invited her to get down and have a closer look, but there was no time. Indira 

Gandhi folded her hands and bowed to Baba's portrait, as she rode by standing in the jeep. 

Adi, Sarosh and Viloo went to Meherazad at 9:30 a.m. on 2 November 1967 and gave Baba a full report. 

Although from September 1967 Baba had stopped the regular sessions of dictating points to Bhau in the hall, he 

would occasionally give him points during his nightwatch for the second part of the book, The Nothing and The 

Everything. Bhau collected these new points in several notebooks. On 10 October 1967, Baba dictated: 

In the beginning Infinite Knowledge did not know anything, and Infinite Ignorance did not know anything. But 

Ignorance knew that it was nothing. So Knowledge did not know anything, and Ignorance knew that it was 

nothing. Apparently Ignorance was knowledge and Knowledge was ignorant. Ignorance was in Knowledge; 

Knowledge was not in Ignorance. 

When the whim came, there was a stir in Ignorance and Knowledge, and there was an infinite clash between 

Knowledge and Ignorance. This caused an infinite explosion, and the effect of this explosion came on 

Ignorance because Knowledge can never be affected. And in turn, infinite Ignorance burst into innumerable 

finite ignorances. 

On Mehernath’s fourteenth birthday, Sunday, 22 October 1967, Baba called him, Rama and Sheela to Meherazad for 

lunch. Mani took a few photographs of the family with Baba that day, and another of Baba and Mehernath alone. 

The same day, over 100,000 anti-war demonstrators converged on Washington, D.C., to demand an end to 

America's continued fighting in the Vietnam War. 

On the 24th, Adi received a long telephone call in his office from Mr. Regron of Cuernavaca, Mexico asking Adi to 

convey to Baba the message that “the Western world needs you,” and that Baba must visit soon. Baba sent a loving 

reply, informing Regron that he could come to India after Baba’s seclusion ended, when the Westerners would be 

called. 

Raj Kumar Sharma of Kanpur saw Baba at Meherazad on 6 November with Adi and was told to present all his 

difficulties to Baba after Baba ended his present seclusion. Baba said that, at that time, he might allow Raj to stay at 

Meherazad for three or four days, and Sharma was very happy. 

Bhaskara Raju of Andhra had prepared several charts on God Speaks and presented them to Baba at Guruprasad. 

Baba liked them and stated, "You yourself have done all these charts on your own accord, but now I say prepare a 

chart on Baba Is The God Of All Gods." Raju did so and Baba received it on 9 November, and was pleased with his 

efforts. 

On Sunday, 12 November 1967, many close Ahmednagar lovers were invited to Meherazad in the morning. Baba 

wished to show them how he walked, and he demonstrated this in mandali hall, asking, "How do I walk?" Those 

present were surprised to see him move so freely, and were of course very happy and told him so. 

Prem Khilnani arrived somewhat late with his family, and Baba asked the reason. Taken aback, Khilnani replied, "I 

am right on time!" 

Correcting him, Baba said, "Your 'right time' is not Baba-time! Always remember Baba-time!" 

Baba then walked back and forth again to show him. Rustom Kaka, Silla Kaku, Usha and Kokila sang a few songs, 

and then Baba requested, "Sing the songs composed by Bhau. They are very good and the language is simple. The 

language of Madhusudan's songs is not always clear to the audience." 

Baba then told the Ahmednagar group: 

My work is being actively carried on in Andhra, Hamirpur and other Centers throughout the world. In America, 

many, many new lovers are coming to me, and they too are active in my cause. Highly educated youths like 

Allan Cohen, Rick Chapman and Robert Dreyfuss are always busy with my work there. Rick and Allan 

appeared on a nationally syndicated radio and television show [The Joe Pyne Show] in August [23], and spoke 

about me to millions of listeners and viewers. Bill Le Page has done the same thing in Australia, and writes that 

the response has been tremendous. 

And here you are — you don’t do anything, though you are only nine miles away from me! You get the chance 

of my darshan, which outsiders don’t have. Even from my seclusion, I am meeting with you today so that you 

should know how to do work for me. 

Baba concluded, "My time is near and very soon I will break my silence. The call that I often make of a coming 

world catastrophe is very near. On 25 February 1968 [when Baba’s present seclusion ends], some very great change 



 

 

will take place. This is not like one of my previous announcements, which out of my love for humanity, were 

postponed from coming into effect.” 

Nusserwan Satha chuckled when he heard this, quite doubtful that it would really happen. In response, Baba 

remarked, "Nusserwan laughs now because up to now I have not done as I said I would. But this time I am serious. 

My time is near! 

“During the next three or four months, all should remember me with every breath! Baba while inhaling and Baba 

while exhaling. Remember that only God is real, and all else is illusion.” Baba gave the metaphor of a bird who sees 

its reflection in a mirror and, not knowing it is a reflection, continues to peck at the mirror until it either destroys it 

or gives up in sheer exhaustion. 

Baba embraced Dhun Satha and comforted her, "Be happy and don't worry. I give my love to you." Dhun felt this 

would be the last time she ever saw Baba, and it was. At 10:30 a.m. all of the Ahmednagar group departed. 

Don came to Meherazad on his birthday, 14 November, and on the 16th Padri drove Mansari and Kaikobad’s family 

to Meherazad. The following day Gaimai and her sisters Banumasi and Gulamasi from Akbar Press visited 

Meherazad from 9:00 to 11:30 a.m. Sam Kerawala (Banumasi's son) from Poona was also a visitor during this time. 

It was customary for Baba to call Sam for darshan after he had had a prolonged leave, and just before he was due to 

resume his duties as a radio officer onboard a ship. After embracing him, Baba made him sit in the hall and asked 

him, "When will you be rejoining your ship?" 

Sam replied, "My leave expires on the 9th of February [1968], but I intend to get it extended so that I can celebrate 

your birthday before going." 

Baba did not like the idea and instructed Sam to go back to work as soon as his leave ended. He also instructed him 

to inform Baba where his ship would be on the 21st of February. A few days later, Baba asked Sam to come alone to 

Meherazad, and Baba reminded him not to forget his order. 

On Sunday, 19 November 1967, Baba sent for his lovers and devotees from Arangaon. All those staying at the 

Family Quarters in Meherabad (Jangle's family and Walu), as well as Mansari and Kaikobad's family on the hill 

were invited, and they began to arrive in Meherazad at 9:00 A.M. About 300 persons in all, traveling in bullock carts, 

buses, bicycles, or on foot came, and the close ones came in a hired station wagon. Beheram and Jehangu came from 

Poona and did some filming. Sidhu sang a few ghazals, as did Prabha Jangle and Yadav Kamble, before Baba began 

distributing prasad of one laddoo to each. A few people from Pimpalgaon came, despite the restriction barring entry 

to anyone other than from Arangaon. 

At one point, Baba repeated to them the same thing he had stated to the Ahmednagar group: "My time is near, so 

hold firmly to my daaman." 

Waman, Feram, Bhasker and Adi were called to Meherazad at 9:00 A.M. on 20 November 1967. As he had done 

several times before, Baba had Eruch read out a list of his departed lovers.375 The mandali recalled the names of a 

few persons who had been left out. After Eruch had read the entire list, a one-line prayer dictated by Baba was then 

recited before him: 

O God, grant these departed lovers of mine their just rewards in proportion to their love, service, faith and 

honesty. 

Baba commented, “From tomorrow, my seclusion will become stricter.” He added, “On 21 February 1968 [the day 

his seclusion was to end], something very grave and momentous will happen.” 

At 9:45 A.M. on 21 November, Baba dictated this prayer: 

I invoke God’s blessings on my lovers who will have dropped their bodies by the time I drop mine that they 

have their places near me according to their faith, love and service. 

 

375 See Appendix D for the list of departed ones. As other close ones passed on, Baba added their names, 

such as: Gustadji, Vishnu, Daulatmai (Mehera’s mother), Gulmai, Rustom (Gulmai’s son), Nilu, Pappa 

Jessawala, Norina, Gabriel Pascal, Malcolm Schloss, Terry Duce (Ivy’s husband), Will and Mary Backett, 

Charles Purdom, Douglas Eve, Warren Healy (who printed literature about Baba in America), Beryl 

Williams. 



 

 

And I invoke God’s blessings on my lovers who will still be in their bodies when I have dropped mine 

according to their faith, love and service. 

And I invoke God’s grace on the few I have in mind to realize me as I am. 

 

Baba sent Chhagan as his representative to the annual melas (fairs) held at the end of November 1967 in Hamirpur 

(Meherpuri), Mahewa (Meherastana) and Nauranga (Meher Dham). Bhau was told to write a speech in Hindi for 

Chhagan to deliver. Before Chhagan departed on the journey, Baba called him to Meherazad and asked him to read 

the speech. Baba also sent for the women mandali, who came and listened outside the window of mandali hall 

behind a curtain. Chhagan read Bhau's speech and sang a few songs so well that Baba was immensely pleased and 

gave him a hearty embrace. 

Baba also sent Chhagan to two other "Meher Melas" in Uttar Pradesh, one at Bagda and another at Khandarka, and 

later Baba sent him to Kanpur for Baba's birthday celebration. Each time, before Chhagan left, Baba would call him 

to Meherazad to read out the Hindi speeches prepared by Bhau. Chhagan would read them in the hall, before both 

the men and women mandali. It was a pastime for Baba, but for Bhau it was one more additional duty. He had to do 

nightwatch, the Hindi correspondence, be present with Baba in the day, write speeches for Sarosh and Amar Singh 

Saigal and then Chhagan, besides working on other writings. 

One day in mid-November, Baba asked Bhau to write ghazals. Bhau replied, "Baba, it is not possible to write 

ghazals in Hindi. They can only be written in Urdu or Persian." 

Baba said, "What do you take me to be? I am Ustad [the Master]! I taught Ghani to write ghazals, and I will also 

teach you. But first, try." 

So, Bhau tried and wrote almost 200 songs in ghazal form (which were later printed as Meher Geetika). Baba liked 

them, but noted, "These are songs, not ghazals. I will teach you when we’re in Guruprasad next summer." 

Meanwhile, Baba instructed Bhau to translate Don's The Wayfarers into Hindi, and Bhau began this work. 

Baba had actually paved the way for Bhau to write ghazals seven years before when he dictated two ghazals in 

Hindi to him in 1960, but at that time Bhau never thought Baba would ask him to compose them. 

Francis Brabazon also continued to write poems and ghazals in English for Baba. At the end of each new recitation, 

Baba would beam with pleasure and, at times, would compliment Francis, "This one is the best you’ve done. This 

time you surpassed yourself!" 

 

On Sunday, 26 November 1967, Gajwani brought Jaipuri Qawaal from Bombay to Meherazad as previously 

arranged. This time, however, only a few persons were called from Ahmednagar to attend, such as Adi, Rustom 

Kaka and Dhake. The qawaal sang beautiful ghazals from 9:30 until 2:00 P.M., with an hour break in between. Baba 

enjoyed his performance immensely and commented that the qawaal sang even better than he had before. 

Two days later, on the 28th, Baba called Adi, Sarosh, Viloo, Rustom Kaka, Rangole, Bhagirath and Waman for a 

meeting about his upcoming birthday program. 

Baba had originally stated that he would be working in seclusion with Kaikobad for four months, until the 21st of 

November 1967, but because there had been a break in his work (due to Kaikobad's accident), Baba extended the 

period of his seclusion work by three months. On 30 November, Adi was informed: 

Baba will resume the remaining 70 days of seclusion work from tomorrow. No telegrams or cables, except his 

birthday message, should be sent out under his name during this phase of his prolonged seclusion. Baba’s 

seclusion will end on 21 February 1968, but for the general public the date of termination will be 25 February. 

From 1 December 1967 until 25 February 1968, Baba will not attend to any personal affairs of anyone, and he 

should not be disturbed. 

Only very good and uplifting news and news of the death of any of his lovers will be intimated to Baba. Baba 

will not be hearing any news, criticisms or reports which have a depressing effect. Nothing depressing will be 

brought to Baba’s notice. Only cheerful, very good and uplifting news will be read or conveyed to Baba. 

Baba wants no one to visit him at Meherazad for he wishes to remain undisturbed. He will see only those who 

are expressly called by him [for work]. 

That same day, Baba dictated this message: “I am everywhere and am found to be nowhere. Only the love and faith 

of my lovers can make my presence felt. Remove the veil of your presence to find me.” 

 



 

 

From Friday, 1 December 1967, Baba embarked on what he indicated was "the remaining 70 days of his seclusion 

work." His work with Kaikobad continued, mornings and afternoons. After each session of work, Baba looked 

exhausted and was soaked with perspiration. Eruch would wipe him dry, apply talcum powder and help him change 

into a clean sadra. 

Explaining about his work one day, Baba said: "You can only see what you see me doing outwardly, but I am 

continually working on all planes of consciousness at the same time. As my manifestation time is closing in, the 

pressure of my work is tremendous. You cannot have an iota of an idea of it. 

"The days that are now passing are nothing compared to what will happen afterwards. It would be like comparing 

the small height of Seclusion Hill to Mount Everest!" 

On another occasion, Baba referred yet again to "his time is fast approaching ..." 

In response, Eruch said, "Baba, while you say 'the time is coming fast,' we find that time itself is receding from us 

— we never seem to catch up with it!" 

This was true, and although there was a ban on all correspondence, many letters were still being received from both 

the East and the West. After his work in the morning, letters were read aloud to Baba, and Francis would read his 

latest ghazal. Baba would then go to the women's side for lunch and return at 11:30 A.M. 

Most letters were from those seeking darshan; some were informing Baba of a birth or death in the family; others 

voiced their troubles; others asked questions. One such letter was from a person who belonged to a religious sect. 

Remarking about the sect, Baba observed, "Those orthodox persons who hide themselves from the light of God's 

grace are, nevertheless, never deprived of His compassion." 

Baba further remarked to the mandali about Jesus that, when he was nailed on the cross, "Jesus said, 'Father, forgive 

them for they know not what they do. I say, ‘Father, pity them for they know not what will happen.’ ”376 

On Sunday, 3 December 1967, Chhagan came to Meherazad and reported about the Hamirpur fairs. Baba then sent 

the following telegram to those who had organized them — Gaya Prasad Khare, Sripat Sahai, Ramsahai Yadav, 

Babu Ramprasad, Pukar, Sitaram, Keshav Nigam and Laxmichand Paliwal: "I am God in human form, and from my 

present deep seclusion, I send my love and blessing to you." 

On 5 December, Baba dictated this message for his upcoming birthday: 

Let my lovers rejoice on my 74th birthday because soon after 25th March something great will happen that has 

never happened before. 

The message was sent to Adi at his office, but he was instructed not to release it until shortly before the birthday in 

February 1968. 

That same night at 8:00 P.M., Chanji’s brother and Arnavaz's father, Naoroji Dadachanji, 84, expired in Bombay 

from a heart attack, with Baba’s name on his lips. Naoroji had dedicated his life and family to Baba and was a long-

standing lover who had stayed with Baba in Bangalore (1939–40). A contractor by profession, Naoroji supervised 

the construction of Baba's Tomb on Meherabad Hill in 1938. In those days, whenever Baba would visit Bombay he 

would stay at Naoroji's home in Dadar. In remembrance of his visit, an oil lamp was kept burning continuously 

before a large painted photograph of Baba in the room Baba used. Baba sent a telegram to Arnavaz, Nargis, Homa 

and Roda that their dear father had "come to him" and was “blissfully happy in his love.” Naoroji's name was added 

to the list of departed ones. 

Sarosh and Viloo were called to Meherazad on 9 December. That day, Baba agreed to also see Avinash Saxena, who 

was working in Canada. He had been permitted to see Baba for a few minutes in November, but he did not receive 

Adi’s telegram. Hence, Baba made an exception and gave him darshan on the 9th. 

On Sunday morning, 10 December 1967, a meeting was held at Meherazad. Sarosh, Adi, Chhagan, Dhake, Rangole, 

and Rustom Kaka were called to discuss Sarosh’s idea to celebrate Baba’s birthday on a grand scale with a Meher 

Mela in Ahmednagar.377 An eight-day fair was proposed to start on 21 February, with stalls, a merry-go-round and a 

celebratory parade. Jehangu's father, Manchershaw Sukhadwalla of Bombay and Minoo Bharucha of Nasik agreed 

to supervise the arrangements. (Later, however, the fair was canceled, and only a parade was held.) 

 
376 Baba did not give any further explanation, but perhaps he meant that the world will have to undergo 

tremendous suffering before his manifestation. 
377 Dhake was also sent to a Meher Mela in Gwalior in December 1967 as Baba’s representative. 



 

 

A tremendous earthquake rocked the western shores of (Bombay) India at 4:30 a.m. on 11 December, shockwaves 

from which were felt in Ahmednagar, Meherabad and Meherazad for about 50 seconds. When the tremors occurred, 

Baba was in his bedroom. Goher came running into the room and held fast to him! She was trying to save Baba, and 

he smiled. Rano was on watch at the time, and she, too, joined Goher in expressing her concern for Baba's safety 

during the earthquake.378 

Kaikobad began experiencing extreme pain in his hip, and after X-rays were taken, it was discovered that the steel 

pin in his hip joint had shifted due to indiscriminate weight-bearing. On the 14th, he was taken by ambulance and 

again admitted to the hospital where the pin was removed. Baba remarked, "My work with Kaikobad remains 

incomplete, but I will now do it alone and finish it." 

Baba commenced working alone in mandali hall, during which time he would beat his chest and thighs repeatedly in 

a forceful manner. Absolute silence was imposed on those in Meherazad while Baba was doing his work on the 

higher planes. They were to keep to their rooms and not move about. Bhau was on watch outside the hall, and either 

he or Eruch would go inside when Baba clapped. Baba would work in the hall for three to four hours in the morning 

and one hour in the afternoon, and again for 20 minutes in his room. This routine continued for days. 

Sometimes the work would be so intense that Baba said he would feel faint. Bhau was instructed to tie a sash around 

Baba’s waist and around the chair to prevent him from falling off. As Meherwan Jessawala recalled, after one of his 

stays, “It was tremendous work that was being done. Soon after the work was over and we would be called, we 

could see the physical part of it. Baba’s body was so fatigued and tired out, as if all energy had been drained from 

him. He would be covered with sweat and very tired.” 

On Monday, 18 December 1967 in Khushru Quarters, Suman, one of Adi's woman servants, and Rama Kalchuri had 

an argument over something. At around noon, Suman began yelling loudly and even abusing Baba himself. Rama 

was so upset by what the servant said that she slapped her. Adi was distraught over the fight and phoned Pimpalgaon 

to inform Baba. Later that day, Baba called them to Meherazad at 2:30 p.m. Adi drove both women, as well as 

Mehernath and Sheela. 

Seated in the hall, Baba heard all the details about the dispute and then told Rama, "You have no idea what was to 

happen today, and what you have saved. Something terrible was about to happen today at noon, something very, 

very serious — not to any of you, but to me. You had no idea of it. It was to happen today, but because of your 

fighting, my mind was diverted and I stopped it from happening to me. My attention was drawn to Khushru 

Quarters, so it did not happen. Now the time has passed and it will not happen." 

Baba repeated, "No one has any idea what was going to happen today. Rama has saved me." And he beckoned Rama 

to him and embraced her. 

What was going to happen? Maybe three-fourths of the world was going to be destroyed, the Kalchuris speculated. 

Little did they know that earlier that day when the women's fight had occurred, Baba's health had been so bad it 

looked as if he were on the verge of actually dropping his body. When Adi telephoned, Bhau was annoyed, thinking 

that Baba was being unnecessarily troubled over a petty domestic quarrel, but now he realized that it was all part of 

the Beloved’s inner work. Baba had his reasons for actually precipitating the dispute. 

 

Mehera's Birthday was celebrated on Friday, 22 December 1967 and Nariman, Arnavaz, Jimmy, Katie, Khorshed, 

Nargis and Roda were permitted to attend from Bombay and Manu from Poona. Every year, Francis would write a 

poem in English for the occasion, which he would read out to Baba in mandali hall. That year, Baba asked Bhau to 

write a poem also in Hindi for Mehera, and his composition was read out, too. 

Bhau's wife, Rama, had been told to send chakoli (a fried rice-flour snack) for Baba, and on the 24th, she was told to 

send fried eggplant, and to continue to do so once a week for Baba. Chhagan prepared and sent food for all on the 

25th and did so the following week as well. Adi was called to Meherazad on the 26th, and Don and Mansari went the 

following day. 

Kaikobad returned from the hospital on 29 December 1967. The doctors had been unable to reinsert the steel pin, 

and Kaikobad had to remain bedridden or be lifted into a wheelchair. Although Kaikobad was back at Meherazad, 

Baba did not work with him again and continued working alone. 

As the momentum of his work gathered force, Baba was becoming extremely tired and weak, but he would 

sometimes conceal this from the mandali. When Francis would hold his arm to help him sit on the lift-chair, Baba 

 
378 Centered in the vicinity of Koyna, Maharashtra, about 160 miles southeast of Bombay, the earthquake 

resulted in the death of 177 persons, injury to over 2,000, and 50,000 left homeless. 



 

 

would jerk him toward him. This would happen every day, as if Baba was trying to show how strong he still was — 

when in actuality his Universal work was crushing his physical body to pieces! 

 

In early January 1968, Baba's blood samples were taken again and sent to the hospital in Poona. There were 

improvements in the blood sugar and cholesterol levels, but the urea was still high. Dr. Grant suggested stopping all 

protein and sticking to a vegetarian diet, and to have Baba's prostate gland checked. 

Rama, Sheela and Mehernath were called to Meherazad on Sunday, 7 January 1968. Sheela was called for lunch the 

following Sunday, and her brother Mehernath the Sunday after that. Each child was ordered to come with Waman 

every other Sunday and to tell Baba amusing stories. 

Meherjee came to Meherazad for the day on 14 January. On the 17th, Baba dictated this invocation: "Divine Father, 

help your Beloved Son to carry out all your work this year, for July of this year will mark the last year of his 

silence."379 

On 20 January, Baba dictated this circular for his lovers throughout the world, to be mailed by Adi: 

Avatar Meher Baba wishes all his lovers to know that his seclusion which was to continue until the 25th of 

February 1968, will continue until the 25th of March 1968, when he will complete his seclusion. Baba wants 

his lovers to know that by this date the phase of his Universal work in seclusion will end, and that there will be 

no further seclusions. 

Meher Baba wants all his lovers to realize what he has said before, that the fate of the universe hangs on his 

seclusion, and the redemption of mankind depends upon his manifestation. He says that his having prolonged 

his Universal work in seclusion is an act of his divine compassion and love preceding his manifestation. 

To help him in this work, Baba wants all his lovers to recite once daily the Master's Prayer (O Parvardigar) and 

the Prayer of Repentance, individually or collectively, from the time they receive this circular until the 25th of 

March 1968, and also to observe complete silence for 24 hours from midnight of 16 March to midnight of 17 

March 1968. 

Baba wants to remain absolutely undisturbed until the 25th of March 1968. Therefore, under no circumstances, 

should anyone try to visit him unless he, himself, calls anyone especially for work. It should carefully be noted 

that the restriction on correspondence will continue and should be strictly observed. 

Until such time when Baba announces that he will see his lovers or give darshan to them, no one should come 

of his own accord to see him but should patiently, and in Baba's love, await Baba's own announcement. 

Please note very carefully: Baba wishes all his lovers, Easterners and Westerners, to keep in mind that they 

must not come for his darshan before his announcement is circulated. 

On 28 January, Baba's youngest brother Adi Jr. arrived from London to stay at Meherazad for a month. Adi Jr.'s son, 

Dara, had written to Baba from London about his desire to marry an Indian girl, and his marriage had been arranged 

with Baba's approval to Kumar's daughter, Amrit. (Mehera had suggested the girl to Baba.) During his stay, Adi Jr. 

discussed and finalized the marriage arrangements with Baba. 

 

On Wednesday, 31 January 1968, Baba called the following individuals to Meherazad at 11:00 A.M.: Adi, Feram, 

Sarosh, Viloo, Padri, Jangle, Chhagan, Dhake, Prem and Girja Khilnani, and their two sons Vinod and Raj. The cars 

carrying those invited pulled up at Meherazad about ten minutes ahead of schedule. According to the prescribed 

procedure, as they were approaching Meherazad, Sarosh honked the horn to signal their impending arrival. Baba had 

just finished his morning seclusion work in the hall and was still in the process of adjusting to the outer world as he 

“came down” from his work on the inner planes. He was having the perspiration from his body wiped by Eruch and 

was about to change his clothes. Baba felt very upset and annoyed at their early arrival, and he sent word for them to 

back up their cars and wait under the mango tree a few hundred yards away on the approach road. 

Exactly at eleven o’clock, Baba called the mandali and the group into the hall. He reprimanded them, Sarosh in 

particular: "Don't you know that my seclusion work of three hours in the morning and half an hour in the afternoon 

is in complete silence? At the time, I am totally merged in my work amidst an atmosphere at Meherazad when 

everything comes to a halt. Still you were careless and inattentive enough to cause an unnecessary disturbance. It 

 
379 Initially, Baba instructed that this invocation be released as his message that year for the 43rd 

anniversary of his silence in July, but subsequently it was not given out and no other message was 

circulated. 



 

 

was lucky that I had completed my work early today from seven to ten o'clock, stopping at 10:30 A.M., to be ready to 

meet you all now.” 

Baba questioned Prem and Dhake, "Are you aware or not that for several weeks I sit for my work for three hours in 

the morning and half an hour in the afternoon, and that during this period complete stillness must prevail?" 

The two men remained quiet. 

Baba looked haggard and tired with drawn features, and his face was pale as he continued: "The time is fast 

approaching, and I want to complete my work in absolute quiet. How I work and what strain I undergo, I alone 

know. You have no idea of it in the least. It is an unbearable and infinite strain on me — this three-hours' continuous 

sitting without any movement. Then I retire and come back in the afternoon for a half-hour sitting." 

Baba then said, "But we will now come to the purpose of this meeting." He asked Aloba to read out (in Urdu) these 

lines written by the poet Asrar Majaz in the 1930s in praise of Hafiz:380 

Thousands of praises be to Hafiz, 

We are eternally obliged to Hafiz. 

His was the Lisan'ul-Ghalib [the Divine Voice], 

For Hafiz came to earth from the seventh plane. 

Although he is not a prophet, 

His Divan is full of words as if spoken by prophets. 

What a wondrous Divan it is! 

Each ghazal in it shines like the most brilliant star. 

 

Whatever claim Hafiz makes for himself is a rightful claim — 

There is sublime proof for his greatness. 

O thou delver in the Ocean of Truth! 

What priceless gems there are in the Divan of Hafiz! 

There is not only sweetness and beauty in his ghazals; 

Hafiz also reveals the secrets of the Path. 

Come, Asrar, let us lay down our hearts and souls 

On the khak [dust] trod upon by his doorkeeper! 

Baba commented: 

These lines show that Asrar left out nothing in showering praises on Hafiz and the beauty of his couplets. In 

short, he was Hafiz-mad! 

As is known, Hafiz was a Persian poet of great renown and a Perfect Master of his time. And in his concluding 

lines, Asrar wants to glorify Hafiz by laying down his heart and soul on the dust trodden upon by Hafiz's 

doorkeeper, extolling his worth, as he was fortunate to serve a person like Hafiz, Asrar's idol! 

Baba then gave a short description of Hafiz's life, saying: 

Hafiz lived about 700 years ago [1325–1389]. One who knows the Koran by heart is called a Hafiz, that one 

whose heart and soul is dedicated to the service and thoughts of God alone. 

Once in his youth, Hafiz encountered a very beautiful girl of a wealthy family. That very instant he fell in love 

with her; it was not in the carnal way, but he loved her beauty. At the same time, he was in contact with his 

Spiritual Master, Attar, who himself was a great Persian poet. Hafiz, being Attar's disciple, used to visit him 

daily for years. He used to compose a ghazal a day and sing it to Attar, and the Master was thereby keeping 

him happy and content.381 

 

380 Asrar-ul-Haq Majaz (1909–1955) was a famous Indian poet from Uttar Pradesh. The Arabic word asrar 

means secrets. 

381 Born in Shiraz, Hafiz's full family name was Mohammed Shams-ud-din Shirazi. (Hafiz's Master, 

Mohammed Attar, a qawaal, is different from Farid al-Din Attar, who was a perfume maker and wrote 

Memorial of the Saints.) 



 

 

Baba elucidated that Nizamuddin Auliya, Buali Shah Qalander and Chishti of Ajmer were all Sufi Perfect 

Masters.382 He mentioned that Chishti was even considered to be on the same level as Muhammad; however, he was 

not equal to the Prophet, but the Qutub-e-Irshad of his time — the head of the spiritual hierarchy. Chishti established 

Sufism in India, and his tomb-shrine in Ajmer is a greatly revered place of pilgrimage. 

These Perfect Masters and other Muslim Qutubs always liked listening to ghazals, which have been preserved 

in the various Divans of Hafiz. 

Now, for a Perfect Master to write poetry — what is it [for him] when the whole world is in his hands? But as 

Tukaram, the Sadguru, explained, one’s original nature persists even after Realization. It is the nature of 

Mohammedans to enjoy ghazals. And so, Mohammedans who attain Realization continue to enjoy them. 

When Hafiz used to recite his ghazals to his Master, the Master would enjoy them, [have someone write them 

down] and hand them on to his other disciples to study and benefit from, saying, "They will be important to 

future generations." But Hafiz did not value them, and it was only after his death that they were collected. 

Referring to Hafiz’s earlier life, Baba said: 

Twenty years passed and all this time Hafiz was full of the fire of love for the beautiful woman, and he loved 

his Master, too. Once, Attar asked him: "Tell me what you want." 

Hafiz expressed how he longed for the woman. Attar replied: "Wait, you will have her." 

Ten more years passed by, thirty in all, and Hafiz became desperate and disheartened. In the beginning, he 

fulminated against his Master, then gradually cooled down. When alone with Attar one day he began weeping. 

The Master asked him what was the matter. Hafiz blazed out: "What have I gained by being with you? Thirty 

years have gone by!" 

Attar answered: "Wait, you will know one day." 

Hafiz retorted: "I knew why you asked that question!" Exactly 39 days after this meeting with his Master Attar, 

Hafiz performed chilla-nashini, that is, he sat still within the radius of a drawn circle for 40 days to secure 

fulfillment of his desire. 

It is virtually impossible for one to sit still for 40 days within the limits of a circle. But Hafiz's love was so great 

that it did not matter to him. On the fortieth day, an angel appeared before him and looking at the angel's 

beauty, Hafiz thought: "What is that woman's beauty in comparison with this heavenly splendor!" 

The angel asked what he desired. Hafiz replied that he be able to wait on the pleasure of his Master's wish. At 

four o'clock on the morning of the last day, Hafiz stepped out of his self-imposed chilla-nashini and went to his 

Master who embraced him. In that embrace, Hafiz became God-conscious. 

Clarifying Hafiz's poetry, Baba explained: "Half his ghazals he composed before Self-Realization, and the other half 

after he was realized by Attar. These ghazals are beautiful beyond words, quite unique and most wonderful. His 

earlier compositions depicted his great joy and bubbling enthusiasm. Immediately after his 'coming back’ [to normal 

consciousness] after Realization, Hafiz wrote two ghazals that are among his most famous."383 

Baba added: "I like ghazals and qawaalis, not classical music. Sai Baba and Babajan also used to enjoy them. When 

I say, 'Francis, your ghazals will be read for 700 years,' you do not pay heed to what I say! But I tell you it will be 

so."384 

 
382 Nizamuddin Auliya (1236–1325) is known as the king of saints. He was born in Arabia, migrated to 

India and died in Delhi, where his shrine is sacred to Sufis. He is most famous for his celebrated Persian 

translation of the Tales of Bidpai, the fables of the 12th-century Indian philosopher Pilpai. 

383 The poems are reproduced in the text of 23 May 1959. 

384 On another occasion, Baba mentioned that someone with a voice like the American singer Jim Reeves 

would one day sing Francis’ ghazals. Baba was very fond of Jim Reeves' songs, especially Welcome to My 

World and There’s A Heartache Following Me. Baba would listen to these songs, among others, on 

phonograph records, while relaxing with the mandali. 



 

 

Praising Bhau, Baba continued, "Bhau has done an immortal translation of the book The Everything and The 

Nothing in Hindi, and is now working on a Hindi version of The Wayfarers, which is another important work he will 

accomplish." 

Explaining the reason for calling this meeting, Baba stated: "None will be able to fathom me, or have the slightest 

notion of how I work. Even I cannot fathom my own work of three hours in the morning and of half an hour in the 

afternoon, and twenty minutes later on. 

"Why? Because my time is coming. Now it is on our very doorstep. But what will happen I alone know. I will tell 

you, on my own, why I have called you today. 

"From the 25th of February to the 25th of March, for one month, my work will intensify. I might sit alone the whole 

day. So, I want you to help me. How?" 

As often done before, Baba instructed Aloba to recite Hafiz's lines in Persian about obedience to the Perfect Master 

without any questioning (“Befitting a fortunate slave …”). 

Explaining how the mandali and group from Ahmednagar could help him, Baba reiterated Hafiz’s quote: 

By carrying out the commands of the Master without why or what. For one to obey 100 percent is impossible; 

but to obey with all love and willingness is possible. It is only through my grace that one can realize me. I will 

tell you what to do to help me. 

Those living with me here, remember to carry out what I tell you to do without arguing. When I say "No," it 

means no. Whether it is right or wrong [in your mind], do as I say. You can give suggestions, but only on my 

asking. 

As for you, the select few from Ahmednagar whom I have called near me today, for two months from today, try 

to remember me as much and as often as possible, and avoid absolutely any indulgence in sexual acts. 

Remember this. When you have [lustful] thoughts, think of me and I will help you. 

And do not worry about your financial affairs and family and children. What is going to happen, you have no 

idea — something that has never happened before.385 Therefore, do not worry about these insignificant material 

things, and try to keep happy and cheerful. 

Again, I urge you to remember me more and more during this phase of my work in seclusion, and to take the 

one thing that is taboo [sexual acts] as my order. 

Baba added: 

The strain from three hours of sitting is such that my legs feel like they have become stone. Why I insist on 

quiet is that the slightest din or sound snaps the link with my work. While seated I remain motionless with no 

bodily movement; I get completely immersed in my work without any outward consciousness. For this, 

stillness and quietude helps. It is an effort for me to regain normal consciousness, which I do not gain 

immediately. 

Baba then called upon Prem Khilnani and a local Ahmednagar man from those present, to feel his legs, which they 

attested were stiff as wood and hard as stone. Taking advantage of the opportunity, out of devotion, Khilnani also 

touched Baba's feet, despite Baba's clear injunction conveyed to all before they entered the hall not to bow to him or 

touch his feet, or make any kind of obeisance. This act pained and upset Baba, as was evident from his expression. 

He shook his head in sad displeasure, but after a while, forgave Khilnani with these words of rebuke, "I had 

conveyed to you not to bow down to me or to touch my feet. Why did you do it? What is there in my feet?" 

Baba then proceeded: 

From 25 February, I want Francis, Eruch, Pendu, Bhau, Aloba and all those living near me not to argue [with 

me], but to do exactly as I tell them. You should try to look cheerful. Inwardly, you may not feel it, but 

outwardly you should try. You will thereby help me. Every day, Kaka cheers me. Francis imitates Kaka, and 

that makes me happy. 

For two months, till 25 March, there should be complete obedience all around — no arguments and suggestions. 

You can give them when I invite them. Although Baidul is disabled [due to a stroke], I tell him to go outside 

and remain under the mango tree during my daily sittings, because his presence is disturbing to me. 

 
385 Baba never elaborated on what it was that was to happen that had never happened before. Perhaps he 

was referring to his manifestation, which he often declared would be the greatest of any past Avatar.  



 

 

One special event for you all today is to see Mehera for the first time. Men have not seen Mehera. Say "Jai 

Baba!" to her, and she will reply with "Jai Baba!" She is not God-realized, nor has she any spiritual experience. 

But she is my Radha. 

One day I am going to explain to Francis why people in India say "Radha-Krishna" and not "Krishna-Radha," 

and "Sita-Ram" and not "Ram-Sita." 

Mehera's love for me is 100 percent pure. It is not like others who love Baba. All these years she has been with 

me, and has been as pure as anything. She has no lustful thoughts or desires — not even for her "Krishna" 

[Baba]. Nothing at all. Her sole purpose in life is to love me. All this I will explain to Francis. 

At this point, Baba reprimanded Adi for bringing outsiders with him to Meherazad when he was called for work, and 

when he managed to get them to leave his office, for telling them to take a chance by going on their own to 

Meherazad, if they happened to be traveling that way. Baba added, "Adi’s behavior frightens me!" Baba again 

emphasized to Adi to firmly discourage anyone from coming to Meherazad, impressing on him or her not to go there 

at any time. Baba might call someone or a few of the mandali from Meherabad for work, but that was different. He 

was quite decisive about any unwanted visitor coming to Meherazad. 

Baba then left the hall, and immediately afterwards, both the guests and resident mandali were called to the back of 

the compound, where Baba was seated on the verandah of his house with Mehera standing at his side. Most of them 

were seeing her for the first time and marveled at the purity of her love for Baba. They wished her "Jai Baba!" and 

she shyly repeated the same in reply. The group from Ahmednagar mingled in the compound with the mandali for a 

while and then departed. 

Meherwan Jessawala had come for the meeting from Poona, and stayed on at Meherazad, on his annual one-month 

visit. 

 

After the meeting, Baba outlined the schedule for his seclusion work for the next six weeks: 

9–19 February 1968 daily: 

- one and a half hours in the morning 

- a half hour in the afternoon 

- a quarter hour in his room 

 

20 February 1968: 

- three hours in the morning 

- half hour in the afternoon 

- a quarter hour in his room 

 

21 February through 21 March 1968 daily: 

- four hours in the morning 

- one hour in the afternoon 

- a quarter hour in his room [this may have been canceled] 

 

Except on 25 February 1968: 

- one hour in the morning only 

The new schedule went into effect from 9 February 1968. Baba completely sacrificed his Universal body for his 

Universal work and became fully merged in it. Each day, on completion of his work, his face showed signs of 

extreme exhaustion. For some while, despite his work being over, Baba appeared still immersed in it. (Similar to a 

train which, although the brakes have been applied, does not stop all at once, but gradually slows down.) 

In America, Benjamin V. Wright, 24, heard of Baba in October 1966, in New York City, when a fellow drug-user, 

Cindy Whitaker, told him of her resolve to stop taking drugs and the part that Meher Baba played in her decision. A 



 

 

year later, when Wright was living in the mountains of Lebanon, on Christmas Eve he had an inner experience of 

Baba speaking to him: "Drop everything and come and see me." Ben's friend, another young American, Stanley 

“Skip” M. Fisher, 18, was lodging with him and had a similar experience. 

The two agreed to travel together and left Lebanon, traveling overland to India in the second week of January. They 

arrived in Bombay on 11 February 1968, but since Ben had expressed his wish to go to Baba alone, once they 

reached India they agreed to part ways. Ben went to Poona for three weeks, and Skip hitchhiked to Ahmednagar. 

Skip Fisher arrived at Adi's office on the 15th, wanting to see Baba. A note from Skip was sent to Meherazad, but, 

being in strict seclusion, Baba did not allow the young man to meet him. Instead he sent these seven instructions to 

him through Eruch: 

(1) Baba will not be seeing Skip as he is in strict seclusion. 

(2) Baba wants him not to feel unhappy about it but to remember him all the more and as often as possible and 

to love him more and more. 

(3) Baba wants him to return to his place and live a normal life and earn his livelihood and think of Baba as 

much as possible and read as much as possible books on and by Baba only. He should tell his friends and 

others about Baba and his message of Love and Truth. 

(4) Baba wants him to stop for all time taking these drugs, which he used to take. He must not either take drugs 

or deal in drugs, but live an honest and normal life at his place and advise others not to take drugs for the 

pleasure of indulging in them. Of course, he can take medicines when they are indicated for any ailment and 

when prescribed by a medical practitioner. 

(5) Baba wants him to leave India as soon as possible and Baba will help him inwardly if he — Stanley — 

remembers Baba wholeheartedly, and carries out 100 percent the instructions given him as mentioned above. 

As for seeing Baba after his seclusion, he should remain in touch with the lovers in New York or in his locality, 

and whenever Baba gives his call to his Western lovers to come to see him, only then should he come to India 

for this purpose. 

(6) All that is said in points given in this letter equally applies to his friend, Ben, if he is ready to carry out 

Baba's instructions. Therefore, Baba wants Stanley to contact Ben and tell him of this letter. 

(7) Think of [Baba] as often as possible in the midst of his worldly day-to-day duties while discharging his 

responsibility diligently and honestly. 

Baba sends his love and blessing to Stanley and Ben. Go back to the United States of America as soon as 

possible and leave India at an early date. 

After receiving Baba's message, Skip Fisher left Ahmednagar the next evening by train, and stayed in Bombay for 

seven days, waiting for money to arrive from America, before flying home to Boston. Ben Wright stayed in Poona 

for a few weeks, and then traveled to Ahmednagar. 

Don went to Meherazad on 15 February to check up on Kaikobad, as he was doing often then, and Meherjee also 

came for a few hours that morning. 

 

On Tuesday, 20 February 1968 at 9:30 a.m., as instructed, Gajwani arranged to have one of Baba’s favorite singers, 

Jaipuri Qawaal and his musicians, brought to Meherazad. They gave a fine three-hour performance before Baba, the 

mandali and a few close lovers from Bombay and Ahmednagar. At night, the qawaal sang before a crowd of 2,000 at 

Khushru Quarters in Ahmednagar. 

That morning, Baba announced that his present seclusion, instead of ending on 25 March, would continue until 21 

May. 

At about 3:00 P.M. in the afternoon, an unusual event occurred at Meherazad. A large, black-faced monkey with long 

limbs appeared. No one knew where it had come from. It was spotted sitting on the branch of the gulmohr tree by 

the main house, just as Baba entered his room after leaving the hall. The women thought it must be an exile from its 

pack, and each excitedly suggested tactics to drive the monkey away. One wanted to shoo him away lest his 

commotion disturb Baba. Another said to leave him alone, and he would just go away by himself. Another thought 

he might be hungry, and suggested giving him bananas. Some were afraid the monkey might attack if anyone went 

too near to him, and warned they should keep at a good distance so as not to frighten him. First bananas were 

cautiously placed on the roof of the house so as not to scare the monkey. But the monkey gnashed its teeth and 



 

 

furiously shook the tree branches, treating with contempt any similar friendly gesture. Seeing this, the women 

decided to leave it alone, and they ignored the monkey and went inside. 

The monkey was quiet and things seemed fine for about an hour, but then it suddenly became wild. Leaping onto the 

main house, it jumped with speed and force from one roof to another, breaking several tiles and sending them 

falling. Then the monkey leapt down from the topmost point of the house with a tremendous crash, and was heard 

screeching outside Baba's room. Baba was resting at the time; Bhau and Goher were with him. Thinking that the 

ceiling was about to crash down on them, to protect Baba, Goher quickly covered his body with her own, and 

repeated his name. 

After this, the men joined in an effort to drive the monkey away, chasing him around and around the compound, 

shouting and waving bamboo rods, brooms, clubs and umbrellas, as the monkey dodged from treetop to treetop, and 

from roof to roof. A little before sunset, the monkey stopped its antics and stalked off toward Pimpalgaon Village, 

where it was later learned it settled down quietly for over a month before vanishing as suddenly as he had appeared. 

Baba commented about this episode: "The havoc played by the monkey on the roof of my room on the very day I 

decided to lengthen the seclusion is deeply significant to my work, and is connected with that which is to happen 

after 21 May."386 

 

Sam Kerawala's vacation ended at this time, and he flew to Egypt, where he joined the ship M. V. Parvati Jayanti. 

From there, the ship sailed for Bombay. When Sam had met Baba at Meherazad a few months earlier, Baba 

emphatically ordered him to inform Baba where he would be on 21 February 1968, and the information was to reach 

Baba at least three or four days prior to the 21st. This was the first time that Baba ever gave him such an order, and 

it came at a time when Baba was in very strict seclusion, and all correspondence had been totally stopped. But Baba 

had stated, "The rule does not apply to Sam. Sam must, without fail, inform me of his whereabouts on that day." 

Accordingly, on 18 February Sam sent Baba a cable, saying that he was on his way to Bombay and also wishing him 

all love and homage on his birthday. Sam's ship entered the Atlantic Ocean the following day. There were severe 

gale winds, sleet and rain squalls and visibility was extremely poor. They were not able to fix the exact position of 

the ship and thus had drifted much nearer to the coast than their calculations had indicated. 

On 21 February, at 8:30 A.M., Sam’s ship ran aground on a rocky shoal, and from then until about 8:30 P.M. that 

night, the ship took a heavy pounding due to the rough seas. Fortunately, that night, at the time of the high tide, they 

were able to unground the vessel, and they slowly limped into the port of Casablanca in Morocco, where the 

shipping company's personnel and insurance agents boarded the ship. While the cargo was being unloaded, it was 

noticed that three to four metal plates on the ship's hull had come loose, with all the rivets broken. The crew was 

surprised that the plates had stayed in place, and had allowed the ship to sail nearly 70 miles under its own steam. 

The ship was later found to be irreparable and declared a total loss. 

Sam knew that it was Baba's hand which had saved them and sent all the details to him in a letter from Casablanca. 

In reply, Baba cabled: "Your birthday cable and letter received. Don't worry. My love blessing to you and all on 

Parvati Jayanti. Meher Baba from seclusion." 

 

From 20 February 1968, Baba stopped his morning session of seclusion work in mandali hall because of the 

upcoming birthday celebrations. The next day, he dictated a circular that was forwarded to Adi, and was typed, 

printed and mailed throughout the world twelve days later on 4 March: 

The following message is from Avatar Meher Baba to his lovers, given from his seclusion: 

I want all my lovers to know that my seclusion will not end on March 25, 1968. My seclusion will have to be 

prolonged for two months because the work that I am doing in seclusion cannot be completed before the 21st 

of May 1968. My seclusion, which was to end on March 25, will therefore have to continue until the 21st of 

May 1968. This is unavoidable. 

 
386 Two mornings prior to Baba's arrival in Poona in April 1968, a similar-looking large black-faced monkey visited 

Baba House and settled on the roof of Baba's room in the rear of the house. The monkey sat there for quite a long 

while, munching on fruits from nearby trees, then left, not to be seen again. The Zoroastrian new year for 1968, 

starting in March, was symbolized as the year of the monkey, which was indicative of great world trouble and chaos. 

 



 

 

None can have the least idea of the immensity of the work that I am doing in this seclusion. The only hint I can 

give is that compared with the work I do in seclusion, all the important work of the world put together is 

completely insignificant. Although for me the burden of my work is crushing, the result of my work will be 

intensely felt by all people in the world. 

I want all to bear in mind that what I have declared in my birthday message will come to pass — the only 

difference being that what was to happen soon after the 25th of March 1968, will now happen soon after the 

21st of May 1968. 

I repeat, something great will happen that has never happened before. But now it will not be until soon after 

May 21, 1968. 

I also repeat that the fate of the universe hangs on my seclusion and the redemption of mankind depends upon 

my manifestation. 

All I ask of my lovers is to help me to complete my work by the 21st of May 1968, so that by this date my 

Universal work in seclusion will end and there will be no need for further seclusions. 

To help me in this work, I want all lovers to continue to recite once daily the Master's Prayer and the Prayer of 

Repentance, individually or collectively, until the 21st of May 1968; and, also, to observe complete silence for 

24 hours on Sunday, the 19th of May 1968 — i.e., from midnight of May 18th to midnight of the 19th. (On this 

day, the prayers should not be recited aloud, but prayed silently.) Consequently, the silence on Sunday, the 17th 

of March, should not be observed. 

I stress that I wish to remain absolutely undisturbed until the 21st of May 1968. Under no circumstances should 

anyone try to visit me. If I want anyone specially for work, I will call him. The restriction on correspondence 

that I have imposed must continue and be strictly observed. 

Until such time when I announce that I will see my lovers or give darshan to them, no one should come of his 

own accord, but should patiently, and in my love, await my own announcement. 

Kindly circulate early the above message of Avatar Meher Baba to all concerned in your sphere of work. 

Please note very carefully: Baba wishes all his lovers, Easterners and Westerners, to keep in mind that he wants 

to remain completely undisturbed and that they must not come for his darshan before his announcement is 

circulated. 

Avatar Meher Baba will be in Poona from April to the end of June 1968. As usual, Baba will stay at 

Guruprasad, 24 Bund Road, Poona-1. While at Guruprasad, his work in seclusion will continue uninterrupted, 

and therefore he wants to remain completely undisturbed during his stay there. 

 

In December 1967, Baba had dictated a message for his birthday, stating that his lovers should rejoice on that day 

because "soon after 25th March something great will happen that has never happened before." Thinking that he 

would be prepared this year, Eruch kept hundreds of telegrams ready with this message written out, and they were 

dispatched on 8 February 1968 to those in India and on the 13th to those in Europe, America and Australia. 

Then, after Baba dictated this last circular, he wished the birthday message changed to state: "Something great will 

happen immediately after May 21st!" And, therefore, Eruch and his brother Meherwan had to work feverishly to 

send new telegrams. 

On the 20th and 22nd of February, this telegram was sent from Baba to his lovers in Europe, America, Australia and 

in India and Pakistan respectively: 

From my seclusion, I send my blessings to all gathered in my love to celebrate my 74th birthday. Love makes 

the Formless and Infinite become enformed and finite as the God-Man among men. Love me more and more, 

because for the sake of love, I have come among you. 

On many occasions those at Avatar’s Abode would create a birthday card, or copy one of Baba’s messages and send 

it to Baba. That year, John Bruford drew Baba’s face in ink on a card and sent it to India. When Baba saw the 

drawing, he kissed it. He cabled John (on 29 February 1968): “Your drawing of me made me kiss myself.” Francis, 

in a letter to Bruford, described how he had never seen Baba do this before. 

 

Baba made it clear that for 1968 he wished his Centers in the East and West to celebrate his birthday publicly and on 

a large scale, and he was pleased that many planned to do so. In Andhra Pradesh, which now boasted over 150 



 

 

Meher Centers, 74 days of programs were planned in honor of Baba's 74th birthday. "These people would dive into 

the ocean if they could tell the fishes about Meher Baba," one of the mandali remarked, praising the zealous 

Andhraites. 

Meherazad was also splendidly decorated on Sunday, 25 February 1968, for Baba's birthday. As usual, Baba 

embraced each of the mandali that morning in his room, and he also embraced the driver Yusuf and the garden 

servant boys who had hung the decorations. Then Baba did one hour of work in the hall alone. 

That day, Baba sent this special message by telegram to his lovers and Centers throughout the world: 

On this, my apparent physical birthday, I send my homage and obeisance to my lovers who live for me and 

would, if ordered, die for me. 

A grand celebration took place at the Ahmednagar Center that day. Welcome arches were erected over different 

roads in town, and other decorations were displayed. Like the previous year, a large procession was planned, and the 

principal of Jabalpur College, Girjanandan Dube, had come to deliver a public address at Gandhi Maidan. 

In his room at Meherazad that afternoon at about 4:00 P.M., Baba remarked to Bhau, "Today, the Ahmednagar 

people are going to celebrate my birthday publicly. This evening, they are having a big parade through the town. I 

know they have all worked very hard, and this makes me happy. I, in turn, want them to feel pleased that the 

celebrations come off well. But if it rains, then everything will be spoiled! Do you think it will rain?" 

Bhau said, "No, Baba, it won't rain! The sky is clear." 

"But if it rains, what will happen? Sarosh will be the most upset, because he has worked day and night for the 

procession. Do you think it will rain? Go and look at the sky." 

Bhau went outside to look and came back and repeated the same thing, "It won't rain, Baba. The sky is very clear. 

There is no sign of rain. Don't worry, Baba. Just rest now." 

Baba lay down and did not reply, but after five minutes he sat up again and asked Bhau to look outside to see if there 

were any clouds. Bhau looked and reported that there were no clouds. "This is not even the monsoon season," Bhau 

pointed out. 

Baba continued to send him outside every fifteen minutes or so, and when he went to look at five o'clock, dark rain 

clouds filled the sky. Bhau hurried to tell Baba, who exclaimed, "See! I warned you! Now, what will happen?" and 

as soon as Baba gestured this, rain started pouring down. 

Bhau was stunned. Baba gestured, "Go right now and tell Aloba to ride [on his bicycle] to the pumping station and 

phone Adi and ask if it is raining in Ahmednagar." Since it was pouring outside, Bhau asked Goher to bring him an 

umbrella, but Baba gestured impatiently, "Hurry! Go right now!" So, Bhau ran across the compound to the men's 

side without an umbrella, getting soaking wet. He gave Aloba the message and returned to Baba. 

Baba immediately asked him, "Did you tell Aloba to bring the message to me here after he phones Adi?" 

"No, Baba. How could I tell him that? No one is allowed to come to your room unless you call them." 

"Go! Go and tell him," Baba said. "I have never seen such an idiot like you!" Again, Bhau had to dash out into the 

rain and give Aloba the instructions to bring the news about the phone call to Baba's room. Aloba had already left, 

so Bhau told Meherwan to tell him when he returned. 

When Bhau returned to Baba's room, he was drenched and quite irritated, thinking: "What is the hurry about 

phoning Adi? If it is raining in Ahmednagar, it is raining! What will Baba do about it? Here I am, soaking wet, and I 

have to sit with Baba until midnight in these wet clothes!" 

As Bhau entered Baba's room, Baba gestured, "If there is rain in Ahmednagar, everything will be ruined!" 

Bhau replied, "Whether the program there gets ruined or not, my program here is completely spoiled! I am 

drenched!" 

Baba just smiled and gestured to him, "Come here," and taking his own handkerchief, he tenderly and lovingly 

began to wipe Bhau's face. 

Bhau said, "I can do it." 

Baba, however, continued. He had Bhau take off his clothes, wring them out and hang them up on the line in the 

room to dry and handed him a sheet to wrap around his body. 

By this time, Bhau felt so touched by Baba's compassion and tenderness that he no longer felt irritated over what 

had transpired. Nevertheless, he did wonder why Baba had made such a big fuss about it. 



 

 

Aloba soon returned with the happy message: "Adi says there is not a drop of rain in Ahmednagar. In fact, there are 

not even any clouds there. The sky is perfectly clear, and the procession is just beginning. So far, the program is a 

grand success." 

Then, Bhau understood why Baba had acted as he had. 

Baba's brother, Adi Jr., attended the procession, and on his return, informed Baba that in the history of Ahmednagar, 

never had such a procession been witnessed. The parade lasted for six hours, from 5:00 to 11:00 P.M., and consisted 

of 25 decorated bullock carts, two bands, three drumming parties, two groups of lezim dancers, a party of sword 

acrobats, a prancing white horse, fireworks, several bhajan groups and a qawaali group. But the main focus of 

attention was a flower-covered open jeep that carried a lighted life-size painting of Baba. To some observers it 

appeared as if Baba himself were riding in the jeep! 

Adi had wished that followers of every religion would participate in the parade honoring Meher Baba, and with that 

in mind, he had invited some Christians from Pimpalgaon Village. Also in attendance were a few Buddhists, Sikhs 

and a Zoroastrian priest. Almost 30,000 persons of all faiths participated in the procession, and Baba was quite 

pleased to hear about it. 

On 27 February 1968, Baba invited ten of the main workers of the Ahmednagar Center to 

Meherazad. Baba praised their efforts in producing such a grand celebration for his 

birthday, especially the procession and talk at Gandhi Maidan.387 Girjanandan Dube and 

T. K. Ramanujam, 28, (who had accompanied Girjanandan) were also allowed to see 

Baba on this occasion.388 At one point, Dube recited a couplet before Baba about 

surrendering to God, which Baba appreciated. Despite being warned beforehand not to 

bow down or embrace Baba, Baba allowed Dube and Ramanujam to kiss his cheeks 

several times before they departed. 

In Centers all over the world, big and small, Baba's birthday that year was observed with a grandeur and pomp never 

seen before. His lovers and devotees had not yet received the circular of 4 March about Baba extending his 
seclusion, and everywhere there was much discussion about the something unprecedented that was to happen. 

Several newspapers printed articles about the alarming announcements. In some cities in India, the articles created a 

sensation with startling headlines such as "Calamity Date Postponed" and "Coming Catastrophe!" In this way, the 

public's attention was drawn to Meher Baba. This is what Baba had wanted. 

A lover from Jabalpur wrote to Bhau asking if, in his speech before a public gathering on Baba's birthday, he should 

mention what Baba had declared, Bhau wrote back saying it was not necessary to say anything about it. When Baba 

was informed of this, he was displeased by Bhau's answer and instructed him to write again, informing the man that 

he should definitely mention that "something which had never happened before was about to happen!" 

Normally, when such matters are sensationalized and nothing occurs, the result is an unfavorable reaction. But in 

this case, the public longed all the more for Meher Baba's darshan! With lovers of God it is different, as their love is 

not dependent on any changing circumstance or utterances from the Divine Master. But here, the public was 

involved. Yet, people interested in Baba wrote letters that were received at Meherazad, even when the "great event" 

had not yet taken place. 

This was typical of such things that had happened since the beginning of Baba’s advent. Baba would make public 

pronouncements and the results would always prove favorable, even when what he had declared would happen, 

apparently did not happen. In 1932, for example, in Los Angeles he announced he would break his silence at the 

Hollywood Bowl. When elaborate arrangements were made to broadcast his first words over the radio throughout 

America, Baba quietly departed for India via Hawaii and China. It would be natural for this to create a contrary 

impression among the public; but generally, it was found that more people came to know of him, and were eager to 

meet him. 

As Age noted, “Only the Avatar could do such things, as the pulse of the entire universe is in his hands and it beats 

according to his wish.” 

 
387 The workers were: Adi, Sarosh, Viloo, Bhagirath, Rustom Kaka, Manek, Bhasker, Feram, Rangole and 

Waman. 
388 T. K. Ramanujam had first met Baba at Guruprasad during the May 1965 darshan. 

 



 

 

 

During this period, a young couple named Peter and Victoria Walker had been hitchhiking in India, and they arrived 

in Ahmednagar around Baba's birthday. They were accommodated at Viloo Villa. Peter, 26, was British and 

Victoria, 23, was American. They had heard of Baba in England from two young Baba lovers Mike and Kate 

McInnerney. Both wanted to travel, so they had journeyed overland to India. When they arrived in India, they wrote 

and asked if they could see Baba. Adi replied to them, clearly stating that Baba was in seclusion and seeing no one. 

Adi wrote that he had told Baba they had written, and that Baba had said to tell them that he loved them and that 

they should return to America and urge people to stop using drugs. 

The Walkers were disappointed by Adi's letter, but not discouraged. Once they reached Bombay, they took a train to 

Poona and then journeyed on to Ahmednagar by truck. They wished to arrive in time for Baba's birthday 

celebrations, and secretly hoped for a glimpse of Baba somehow. Adi asked them to sit in one of the bullock carts in 

the birthday parade, and they happily obliged. 

The Walkers wrote another note to Baba, wishing him happy birthday and saying that they loved him and were 

content to be as near to him as they were. They intended to stay on a few days and sightsee. At one point, Adi Jr. 

implored Baba to see them. (Perhaps Adi Jr. was more sympathetic, because Peter was British, and Adi was living in 

London then.) Baba at last agreed. 

At about 6:00 A.M. on 28 February, Sarosh, Viloo and Adi Jr. banged loudly on their door. "Wake up! Wake up!" 

they shouted. "Baba wants to see you! Get dressed. Hurry!" The Walkers could hardly believe their ears. 

They were driven to Meherazad, and outside mandali hall, Adi Jr. handed Victoria a white handkerchief Baba had 

used, telling her to keep it with her always. The couple nervously went inside and were told to stand in a row. Two 

other Easterners were also present. 

Victoria recollected her first moments with Baba: 

When I looked at him, I became choked up and tears came to my eyes immediately. He was electric. His entire 

body seemed to be moving. Yet at the same time, he gave off a feeling of total tranquility. He continuously 

made facial gestures and his hands and fingers never stopped moving. I was fascinated. 

Baba asked them how they felt and if they had slept well. He asked if they used drugs (they smoked hashish and 

marijuana), and before they could answer he emphatically gestured to Peter, "Stop using drugs! Go to America and 

urge people to stop using drugs. Drugs are an illusion — a game." 

Baba explained that he agreed to see them on the condition that they not tell anyone that they were being given this 

privilege. At one point, Baba pointed to Victoria’s stomach and teased her gently about her upset tummy. Victoria 

later reflected that Baba’s remark held added significance, because almost immediately after their visit to India, she 

became pregnant! 

After a few more minutes, Baba gestured that it was time for them to leave, and they walked out of the hall. Victoria 

remembered: "I was numb. I just sat outside and cried. My heart was touched. I was in awe." 

Baba called them back and beckoned them to approach him and kiss his left cheek. Victoria continued: 

When I came close to him my body became very warm. I kissed his cheek and immediately picked up this 

wonderful smell of pureness. Something like what I remember the Catholic nuns at my grammar school used to 

smell like. It’s just a very clean, fresh smell, and his skin was so soft. I walked out crying with joy and love. 

Apparently, Baba was pointing at me and laughing as I walked away. I remember thinking if Baba asked me to 

stay forever right there, I would have. I was totally willing to do anything he might have asked. Whenever I 

think back to those days in my life, especially the day we saw Baba, I become overwhelmed and I always feel 

as though I want to just sit down and cry. 

Emotionally spent, Peter and Victoria remained alone the rest of the day, and stayed in Ahmednagar for two more 

days. Once during their stay, they went to Meherabad to see Baba's Tomb, and Padri gave them a tour. 

Leaving Ahmednagar, they went to Poona, where they met Ben Wright, but, according to Baba's instructions, they 

did not reveal to him that they had been allowed to see Baba. From Poona, they traveled south to Goa for a few 

months, then north to Kathmandu, and gradually, after wandering in India for several months, they made their way 

to San Francisco, where they settled. 

 



 

 

Nariman and Arnavaz, Katie, Jim Mistry and Khorshed had been invited to Meherazad from Bombay for the 

birthday celebration. One afternoon in the hall, while Bhau was massaging Baba's legs with powder, Jim Mistry 

said, "Baba, I have brought a special bottle of oil which is very good for massaging." 

Baba told him to bring it, and Jim handed it to Bhau. Because Bhau knew that Baba did not like anything greasy, he 

took just a little of the oil and began rubbing it into Baba's legs. Jim joked, "You miser! Why do you take so little? 

Use more!" 

It was very warm that day, and Bhau was perspiring as he massaged Baba's leg. Jim kept teasing him to use more 

oil. Eventually, Baba motioned for Jim to come over and instructed, "Now, you massage one leg and Bhau will 

massage the other." Jim was caught in his own trickery! He was not used to such exertion, and after more than an 

hour, he was completely worn out. Bhau was accustomed to it, but Jim had never massaged Baba before. 

Afterwards, he had a good laugh at himself for the lesson Baba taught him. 

Meherwan Jessawala left Meherazad for Poona on 1 March; two days later, Adi Jr. departed for England. 

In March 1968, Lyn Ott sent Baba a large painting, portraying his meeting with Baba. It was hung in mandali hall at 

Meherazad, where it remains. Baba sent him this telegram: 

Your beautiful painting has reached Meherazad and makes me very happy. The expression of your love in the 

expression of my beauty has deeply touched me. 

Meanwhile, as previously mentioned, since his arrival in India, Ben Wright had been staying in Poona (at Spicer 

College), passing through what he described as "a period of confusion, and a sense of being lost." 

One day, as he was sitting beside a reflecting pond trying to figure out what he was doing in India, Baba answered 

him to the effect: "You have nowhere to go to find me. I live inside you. I am always with you." 

The next day, 5 March 1968, Ben took a bus from Poona to Ahmednagar. When he arrived at Adi's office and 

explained who he was and his purpose, Adi asked him to write a note to Baba, which he said he would send to 

Meherazad. 

Ben spent the night at Khushru Quarters, and the next day, he rode a bicycle to Meherabad with Padri, who had 

come into town. Ben was given a tour of Meherabad, and he met Mansari and other residents. He rode back to Adi's 

office, and when he arrived this note from Eruch was waiting for him: 

6 March 1968 

My dear Adi, 

Dear Benjamin is blessed indeed! Through sheer "God-luck" Baba inquired at the eleventh hour today about 

any notes from you — before he stopped hearing and replying to any letters, telegrams and cables during his 

present seclusion. I jumped at this Baba-given opportunity to read Baba Benjamin's letter. 

Baba directs me to let you know that you should convey to Benjamin that his love reached him and made him 

happy in his present seclusion; that he wants Benjamin to return to the USA and tell the people not to indulge 

in drugs, and to spread his message of love; that Baba is very happy Benjamin has stopped taking drugs and 

dealing in drugs; and that Baba wants Benjamin to remain in touch with Fred-Ella [Winterfeldt] in New York 

and keep contact with Rick M. Chapman. Baba from his seclusion, sends his love and blessing to Benjamin, to 

Stanley Fisher and to Peter and Victoria [Walker]. Baba wants Benjamin to take him in his heart to the States. 

If Benjamin has left your place then you send this message by a letter or by wire to his next address. And, if you 

do not have his address in India then please send Baba's message for Benjamin to Fred-Ella and Rick and tell 

them to look out for Benjamin Wright, and give him Baba's message when he returns to the States. Also, send 

Fred-Ella and Rick a copy of Benjamin's letter which I am attaching here. 

Baba was very happy that Benjamin did visit you and wrote the letter he did. Hope you gave him the copy of 

God Speaks left behind by Stanley Fisher to be given to Benjamin. 

Yours lovingly, Eruch 

Don drove Ben to the train station that night. He arrived in Bombay the following morning and took a plane back to 

New York the same night. 

 

From 6 March 1968 onward, Baba stopped hearing and acknowledging any letters, reports or telegrams, stating he 

would not listen to any correspondence until 21 May 1968. He made an exception, however, in that he said he would 

hear any telegrams about the death of any of his close lovers. Baba resumed his work in seclusion on 7 March. 



 

 

Baba's seclusion work continued and intensified. He was now working for four hours in the morning and for an hour 

in the afternoon in mandali hall, and later for fifteen minutes alone in his room. Although his work was strenuous on 

his body, Baba would occasionally inform the men and women mandali, "My work is being done very 

satisfactorily." While Baba was working, the mandali were not to make the least noise or sound. Because Baidul was 

apt to sneeze, he was made to sit far away under a mango tree so Baba could not hear him. 

In March 1968, Mani wrote in her Family Letter: 

During these hours of utter quiet it is startling to hear a crow caw, or the sudden rattling of a window when the 

wind comes up. To walk on the gravel paths by the hall is like walking on eggshells. 

And when these soundless sessions are over and we are again with Baba, another kind of quiet is maintained: no 

correspondence can be read to him, no questions asked, no argument or excuses offered in carrying out the 

smallest of his day-to-day orders, no cause given for the least disturbance — so fragile is the container of his 

momentous seclusion. 

On 24 March 1968, Aloba took Baidul to Bombay, where he was to stay with his daughter Sarwar while Baba was at 

Guruprasad. Kaikobad’s family was brought to Meherazad by Padri on the 29th, with Adi and Bala Tambat. Due to 

Kaikobad’s condition, he was to remain at Meherazad while Baba was in Poona, with Dr. Alu to look after him. 

Baba instructed Adi and Padri to bring Kaikobad’s family to Meherazad once a month to visit him. 

Adi had received a letter from Richard Alpert in March 1968, informing him that Alpert had given up his academic 

career and had journeyed to India. He was staying in a temple in Hardwar, under the guidance of a guru named 

Neem Karoli Baba. Alpert wished to have Baba’s darshan. Adi replied that Baba was still in seclusion and there was 

no certainty that darshan would be permitted, even after May. Purportedly, when Neem Karoli Baba learned of 

Alpert’s intention, he made an unusual remark, informing Alpert, "You want to see Meher Baba? You know Meher 

Baba is your true guru." 

When Adi came to Meherazad, he was able to inform Baba of Richard Alpert’s presence in India. Baba said to send 

a telegram of his blessings to Neem Karoli Baba and to Alpert.389 

Adi returned to Meherazad on 31 March with Rama, Mehernath, Sheela and Rusi Pop. Baba was in a very cheerful 

mood that day. A discussion took place about lower Meherabad and the Family Quarters, which had been placed in 

Meherjee’s name at the time of the New Life. Meherjee agreed to gift the property to the Avatar Meher Baba Trust, 

which Baba approved of. 

Tea and toast were brought to the hall for Baba, and Baba handed Adi and Eruch a piece of the toast as prasad. 

 

At 8:30 a.m. on Monday, 1 April 1968 Baba left for Poona with the women and men mandali, and took up residence 

at Guruprasad for what would be the last time. Once again, he was driven to Poona by Don in his Wolseley. Mehera, 

Mani, Goher and Meheru rode with Baba; Adi drove Naja, Rano and two of their maid servants in the DeSoto; 

Waman drove Bhau, Eruch, Francis, Pendu and Aloba in Adi’s car; and Bhagirath brought the luggage in his truck. 

The painted signs about darshan being stopped were taken with them and hung outside Guruprasad. 

That year (1968), the mandali were not allowed to leave Guruprasad, and so Eruch had to spend the entire three 

months there (unlike in previous years when he would spend the nights at Bindra House with his family). Naja, who 

did the cooking, also stayed at Guruprasad instead of at Bindra House. Khorshed was called from Bombay to help 

with the work, but she and Naja were both put on complete silence for their entire stay in Poona. Neither Sadashiv 

Patil, Jalbhai, Beheram and his sons, Jehangu, Meherjee, Meherwan nor anyone else was given permission to visit. 

Only Nana Kher and Bal Natu joined the men mandali to help in their work. 

During Baba’s final stay in Guruprasad, his daily morning seclusion work times were scheduled as follows: 

5 and 6 April — one hour 

6 to 15 April — gradually increasing to two hours 

 

389 After a period of study, Richard Alpert lectured in America under the name Baba Ram Dass. He wrote a 

best-selling book titled Be Here Now, which served as an introduction to Eastern thought for many 

American seekers.  



 

 

16 to 20 April — two hours 

21 April to 21 May — three hours 

Besides this, every afternoon Baba would spend 20 minutes absorbed in his seclusion work. The afternoon session 

continued every day up to the 30th of January 1969. All of the seclusion work, both in the mornings and afternoons, 

would be done by Baba in the solitude of his room. He would sit in a yellow armchair which he instructed that no 

one touch. A cord was strung around the chair forming an enclosure on all sides, and no one was allowed to enter 

the area. Absolute quiet was maintained while Baba was working, and even the servants of Guruprasad were 

informed to stop their work during those hours. 

Although April is usually one of the hottest months of the year in India, in 1968 it was for the most part cool and 

pleasant, which Baba remarked helped his work. Because of the milder climate in Poona compared to Ahmednagar, 

Baba decided to extend his usual three-month stay for eleven more days. 

During the morning seclusion work period, Nana Kher was posted as a guard outside Baba’s room. When Baba 

clapped, Nana and Eruch would go into his room, wipe the sweat from Baba's body, apply talcum powder, help him 

change his sadra or attend to a call of nature, and give him a glass of water. Soon after finishing this work, Baba 

would come to the main hall, where Eruch would recite the Master’s and Repentance prayers. 

All the mandali, except Bhau, were called to join in the prayers; it was part of the daily routine. Bhau was exempt 

from these morning sessions to give him time to do the translation work of The Wayfarers Baba had assigned him. 

Baba remarked, "My participation in these prayers has great significance, and by it, the prayers are being invested 

with added power, which people will feel when reciting them and be benefited."  

Baba further stated: “The work that I am doing at this time in this seclusion is something that no previous Avatar has 

done in any of the past incarnations. Something very unique.” 

Nana Kher related: 

When I was with Baba at Guruprasad for three months, what I noticed was that he was constantly suffering 

inwardly. The suffering was continuous, with no break in that suffering, day and night. I could feel it. I would 

sometimes say to Baba, “This is the old way of taking on the burden of the whole world, and because of that 

you are suffering continuously. Why not have a modern way and eliminate this type of suffering?” 

Baba would smile broadly and say, “There is no other way. I have to undergo this suffering. That is the only 

way in which I can relieve humanity. That is the very purpose I come as Avatar.”  

During the final seclusion in 1968, when he would come to the mandali after finishing the work, he would tell 

us, “When I am doing the special work in my room, there is absolutely no suffering for me. It goes very 

smoothly. But as soon as the work is over and I come to this room, among you, I have the whole burden on my 

head. When I am doing the work, it is like a having a heavy Himalayan burden lifted from my head. As soon as 

the work is over, then the whole burden is there again.” 

But whenever Baba would permit anyone to have his darshan for a short while, even when he was in seclusion, 

we would see a sudden change in Baba’s mood and in his expression. His suffering that we were sensing would 

vanish all of a sudden. He was all-bliss, all-happiness and radiant. But as soon as the person who came left the 

room, we would see Baba again in the same suffering state. It was instantaneous. 

A strict injunction against anyone entering the premises was imposed by Baba that year. The following two 

incidents will give some idea of how strict. 

Nana Kher and Aloba would take turns being on watch during the day and keeping a vigilant eye on the gate to the 

bungalow, so that no one might inadvertently walk inside. One day some women happened to come, but Aloba went 

to the gate and prevented them from opening it. They earnestly requested Baba's darshan. Aloba pleaded his total 

inability to help them and asked them to go away, but they refused. At last, they asked him to show them a way 

whereby they could see Baba from a distance. Helplessly, Aloba suggested that the next morning at 10:00 A.M. they 

should stand by the gate, since at that time, after completing his work, Baba would walk on the verandah while 

going from his room to the hall. 

As Aloba was talking with them, Baba inside his room instructed Bhau to call Nana and Aloba immediately. Bhau 

came out and saw that Aloba was near the gate. Bhau called him, and Aloba, along with Nana, came to Baba. Baba 

inquired about the slight delay, and Bhau explained that Aloba had been standing by the gate. Baba asked Aloba 

what had happened and then questioned, "What did you tell those women?" 



 

 

Aloba told the truth, and Baba was furious. "Have you no thought about my instructions?" he fumed. "My lovers 

thirst for my darshan, and still I do not see them. And here, instead of helping me in my work, you are proving a 

hindrance!" 

Baba ordered Nana to spit in Aloba's face, which he did. Both were told to leave. 

After some time, Baba called Aloba back again, and forgiving him warned, "Never do it again! Always be attentive 

to my pleasure; don't bother about the pleasure of others!" 

Another episode likewise illustrates how seriously Baba wished his orders enforced that year. One day a swami 

came for darshan. Aloba, Nana and Eruch prevailed upon him to give up the idea of meeting Baba and leave, but he 

would not budge. In fact, he demanded, "So long as I do not have Meher Baba's darshan, I will not leave!" 

Eruch tried to explain to him at length, but the swami was obstinate. It was time for Baba to go to the hall, so after 

allowing him to meditate there for some time, Eruch, Aloba and Nana had to bodily lift the swami up and carry him 

outside the gate and lock him out. 

Later, at the beginning of May, Pukar and a group from Hamirpur also came and insisted on darshan, but they too 

were refused admittance and instead were persuaded to go to Ahmednagar to meet Adi. 

At Meherazad, Baba had instructed Bhau to translate Don's book The Wayfarers into Hindi, but as he had little or no 

time to do it there, once they arrived at Guruprasad he began this work. Baba did not wish him to translate the book 

literally, as he felt it was too matter-of-fact an account, but he wanted a complete written account, filled in with 

more details, of his mast work. After discussing it with the mandali, however, it was decided to translate the book as 

it was and then to write a supplement of Baba's contacts with masts and the poor after 1948, updating the book to the 

last mast contacts during the 1950s and 1960s. 

One day in April 1968, at 3:00 P.M. Bhau went to Baba's room as usual to keep watch near him until 8:00 P.M. Baba's 

room was suffocatingly hot. Stepping into it was like walking into an oven or sauna. Every ventilator, window and 

door was tightly shut, as Baba had instructed. Baba sat on his bed in his underwear; his chest was bare, perspiration 

dripping from his forehead and arms. 

Baba was in a splendid mood. As he had previously hinted in Meherazad, he informed Bhau, "Today, I will teach 

you how to write ghazals." 

Bhau stood before him sweating profusely and did not say a word. He had protested against writing ghazals before 

when the subject had first come up, and he was still working to complete the "ghazal-like" songs he had written. 

Baba complimented him, "You have written with all your heart and the songs are good, but I want you to write 

ghazals and today I will teach you. I am going to give you one line and I want you to repeat it to the rhythm I will 

beat on my thighs." 

So saying, Baba dictated this line in Hindi: "Now my heart is terrified even to hear the name of love."390 

Bhau began repeating it aloud as Baba played a rhythm with his fists, pounding his thighs like a tabla. Standing 

before Baba, Bhau repeated the line over and over again in Hindi. "Now my heart is terrified even to hear the name 

of love ... Now my heart is terrified even to hear the name of love ..." Half an hour passed, but Bhau did not 

understand what Baba meant. 

Bhau was perspiring; Baba was also perspiring. Still Bhau had no idea what Baba was trying to make him 

comprehend. So he said, "Baba, I don't follow, please don't take this trouble for me. You are already burdened with 

seclusion work." 

Not once stopping his constant rhythmic pounding, Baba only gestured, "Continue." 

Bhau repeated the line again for another half hour, but he still had no notion of the poetic meter Baba was trying to 

convey. Again he pleaded, "Baba, it is too hot in here! Now, please stop!" 

Baba again gestured, "Continue." And once again for another fifteen minutes, the sound of Baba slapping his thigh 

to Bhau's repetition of the same Hindi line went on. 

Finding it monotonous, Bhau became more and more exasperated during this final fifteen minutes. He found it hard 

to concentrate because of the oppressive heat. Baba, too, was wringing with perspiration from the exertion. It had 

now been going on for an hour and fifteen minutes. Bhau could not contain himself any longer and blurted out, 

"Baba, please stop now; I cannot follow anything!" 

 
390 The Hindi line is: Ab-tau nam-e ishq-se bhi sakhta ghabrata-hai dil. 



 

 

This time Baba looked at him in disgust and stated, "You are useless! Go sit down." And he lay back down on his 

bed and continued to pound his thighs with his fists, as if he were playing a tabla. 

Bhau sat in the chair feeling both foolish and sorry for having failed and for having displeased Baba. Then 

something wonderful happened. As he was sitting in the chair, all of a sudden it was as if a breeze of understanding 

blew across his mind — instantly he knew what Baba wanted! He understood how to write ghazals — the meters 

and style. 

Immediately, without saying a word, Baba sat up in his bed, and snapping his fingers said, "Compose, compose!" 

Within half an hour, Bhau composed the first ghazal of what was to become the book of ghazals titled by Baba, 

Meher Sarod. 

He read it out, and Baba was quite pleased. He embraced Bhau and assured him, "Yes, this is what I want. Now, I 

will continue giving you one line or so every day, and you should continue composing in this way." 

Every day for two months, Baba would give Bhau one, sometimes two, sometimes many couplets from which to 

compose ghazals. Sometimes when Baba was in the mood, he himself would compose the entire ghazal. At times, he 

would describe a story, such as about Sar Mast, Majnun & Laila, or Farhad & Shirin, or give Bhau points which he 

wanted him to versify.391 And each day when Bhau would go to Baba in the afternoon, Baba would inquire, "How 

many ghazals did you write today? Read them out." 

Some of the ghazals were composed in Baba's room itself. At times, Bhau would be so absorbed in his thoughts after 

Baba had given a line that when Baba would gesture for water, Bhau would walk over to get it, but then forget what 

Baba wanted. He would stand there and look at Baba, thinking of the ghazal, and Baba would laugh and gesture 

again to bring the water. 

Baba would sometimes ask Bhau to repeat a certain line, or sometimes the entire poem. Often Baba would embrace 

and kiss him, and gesture, "Do you know, have you any idea what you have written? How touching it is? You have 

no idea how sublime it is — how high, how deep! You have no idea what you have written! Your writing flows; it 

flows like a river!" 

 

In world events, soon after Baba's arrival in Guruprasad, on 4 April 1968, the African-American civil rights leader 

and winner of the 1964 Nobel Peace Prize, Martin Luther King, was assassinated. Four days later, North Vietnam 

agreed to peace talks with the United States. These were begun in Paris during the second week of May 1968 and 

eventually led to the end of the Vietnam War. 

Regular reports of anti-drug work done by Allan Cohen, Rick Chapman, Robert Dreyfuss, Paula Gordon and Alain 

Youell, among others, would be sent to Baba despite the ban on correspondence. On 26 April, Baba cabled Rick and 

Allan: 

In the midst of my seclusion work, I had Eruch read out today your work report including April 12 to the 14th. I 

am very happy with the work done and want you to remember that under no circumstances can Truth ever let 

down Truth. 

The two young men cabled back on the 1st of May: 

Mysterious and wonderful are the ways of the Avatar who sits silently in seclusion and draws the whole world 

to his feet. Your work is our joy to behold as it awakens Truth in others to find in you the only Truth. We 

rejoice in the certainty of your love. 

A few days after settling in Guruprasad, Baba had remarked to the mandali: "That which is to happen after 21 May 

1968, will be something great, something that has never happened before, something that will not happen again for 

billions and billions of years.” 

 

391 From Aurangabad, Sar (Persian for tall or high) Mast was executed by the Moghul Emperor Aurangzeb 

(1618–1707) because he insulted a Muslim priest by saying, "Your God is under my feet!" It was later 

revealed that the priest had been thinking of money while praying, and a treasure of gold was, in fact, 

discovered buried under the floor in the mosque at the exact spot where Sar Mast stood when he abused the 

priest. After the truth was found out, Aurangzeb greatly repented for executing Sar Mast.  



 

 

He added, “The 'something great' will happen all of a sudden, not in developing stages. People will go about their 

daily affairs unawares until the moment of its happening." 

Nonetheless, Baba still did not reveal what that "something great" would be. 

Despite his seclusion work, on 4 May 1968, Baba allowed Goher to take blood and urine samples and send them for 

analysis to Ruby Hall. 

Meanwhile, Sorabji Siganporia's grandson, Viraf, was unwell, and Siganporia happened to mention this in a letter to 

Baba. Baba sent back a telegram, stating: "How is Viraf now? You and Alamai [his wife] remain brave and calm." 

Viraf was not seriously ill at the time, and Siganporia wondered why Baba sent a telegram. Then a second telegram 

came from Baba stating: "Viraf is mine and not yours. So don't worry and be prepared to do my work with greater 

force." The boy's condition became serious and he died within a month; yet Siganporia and his family were resigned 

to the God-Man's will. 

 

In America, Jean Adriel had drifted away from Baba over the previous eighteen years, but on 11 May 1968, she 

wrote a brief letter to Baba in which she stated: "I am equally certain, dear Baba, that you know I have never ceased 

loving you, nor ever shall ... It is this simple truth which inspires the writing of this letter." 

Baba acknowledged her devotion with this telegram: "I love you and I am with you until the end."392 

Around 10 May, Baba dictated this message for his lovers, which Adi mailed out on 15 May, as a Life Circular: 

From his very deep and strict seclusion, Avatar Meher Baba directs me to send to all his lovers and workers the 

following messages: 

(1) "I know how you feel. I know your love. I know the agony of your longing to see me. I know what I am 

doing and what I have to do. I know when the time will be right for you to see me, and at that time I will call 

you. Until that time comes, until I announce that I will see my lovers, I want you all to be patient, to wait with 

complete trust in my word, with complete faith in my love for you, with complete obedience to my wishes. 

"Until I announce that I will give my darshan to my lovers, none of you must try to come, none of you must ask 

to come, none of you must come. Whether I am at Guruprasad or at Meherazad, you will receive my 

announcement through a circular; and until such a circular is sent out you must all wait in perfect obedience to 

my wish. I am happy with your love for me which makes you proclaim to the world my message of Love and 

Truth. I am happy with your obedience which has helped me in my work for the universe. I am with you. I give 

my love to you." 

(2) "My lovers and workers should, within their consciences, abide by the laws of their country." 

(3) "My lovers and workers must never allow political motives, or their political views, or their business 

interests to enter into their work of spreading my message of Love and Truth." 

(4) "My lovers and workers should earn their livelihoods as honestly as the times and conditions permit, and 

they must never contribute to my cause money that has not been earned according to the deepest level of their 

moral sense and judgment." 

(5) "I want all my lovers to continue reciting the Parvardigar Prayer and the Prayer of Repentance every day 

until the 9th of July 1968. On the 10th of July, the 43rd anniversary of my silence, I want all my lovers to 

observe complete silence for 24 hours, from midnight of 9 July to midnight of 10 July 1968." 

Please note that Baba has given no option of a fast for those who may find it impractical to observe silence. 

None must write for further clarification concerning it. 

Moreover, Baba desires the present restriction on correspondence to continue as now and be more strictly 

observed. The "more strictly" applies mainly to those who have been increasingly forgetful of the restriction 

and have lapsed into pre-restriction letter writing. 

Kindly circulate early the above messages of Avatar Meher Baba to all concerned in your sphere of work. 

 

Baba's health was on the whole better in Poona, despite the familiar fluctuations. One day he would look so well and 

radiant, moving so swiftly that the mandali had a hard time keeping up with his gestures. The very next day he 

 
392 In the 1970s, Jean Adriel reestablished connection with Baba lovers in Los Angeles. 



 

 

would look weighed down and tired. Baba explained: "These ups and downs in my physical health are caused by the 

shifting pressures of my Universal work." 

When lovers managed to breach the wall of his seclusion and requested darshan, Baba would state: "Be patient. Wait 

in my love. Those who wait for me never wait in vain. You will see me, but wait until I call. Hold on to my daaman 

— and wait for my call." 

From midnight of 18 May 1968, all concerned observed silence for 24 hours as Baba had instructed. The mandali in 

Guruprasad did likewise. 

Tuesday, 21 May, marked both an end and a beginning. It was the end of the interminable seclusion — when Baba 

secluded himself from seeing his lovers. And it was a beginning of a period referred to as "exclusion" — when his 

lovers were excluded from seeing him. 

In explanation, Baba said: 

Although my seclusion ended today, all the restrictions imposed for my seclusion continue to be in force. I say 

after seclusion there will be a very short period of exclusion and that some specific work that I am doing now 

will end on 25 June. Thereafter, I will decide about the great event that is to take place. The manner in which I 

will permit my lovers to have my darshan will be quite different. There will not be any mass darshan program. 

Once I start giving darshan, it will continue daily for a fixed time every day. I say that the days are approaching 

when there will be a "different Baba" during the days of my darshan. It will be like my manifestation. 

In conclusion, although Baba came out of seclusion on 21 May 1968 and stepped into exclusion, there was no 

change in the restrictions imposed during the seclusion. Baba remarked: "This period of exclusion is the threshold 

leading to ‘inclusion’ — the time when all will be included in my darshan." 

On 21 May, according to his wish, Eruch read out the names of the departed ones as he had done in Meherazad in 

November, and recited the same one-line prayer Baba had dictated at that time, “O God, grant these departed lovers 

of mine their just rewards in proportion to their love, service, faith and honesty.” 

 

Baba's work in seclusion did not stop after the seclusion ended; it went on until the end of July 1968. Baba looked so 

tired after working that the mandali would entreat him to be less neglectful of his health, to go slower by working 

fewer hours. In response, he explained: "That would mean once again prolonging the work and postponing the date 

of its conclusion. If now I allow that to happen, it will indefinitely postpone the result and set it on a different 

course." 

Consequently, Baba continued his work for five weeks — from 21 May to 27 June 1968 — working half an hour 

daily. For more than a month, during the latter days of Baba's stay in Guruprasad, he would call Bal Natu and Nana 

Kher to his room for half an hour at about 7:00 P.M. every evening to listen to them recite the Marathi poems of 

Professor A. N. Deshpande, head of the Department of Marathi at Nagpur University. Nana Kher had told 

Deshpande a year or so earlier about Baba, and although Deshpande had not met Baba, he was extremely drawn to 

him after reading Baba's books. Deshpande had corresponded with Baba and had sent him a copy of his poetry 

booklet Nave Manache (New Mind) Shlok (Shlokas for a Modern Age), which Baba was now having read to him. 

The work contained many references to Meher Baba.393 

To entertain Baba, Nana Kher and Bal Natu twice staged amusing skits, and Francis continued to read aloud his 

English ghazals to him. Baba was also listening to Bhau read his Hindi translation of The Wayfarers. 

On 3 June 1968, Harry Kenmore telephoned Guruprasad from New York, asking for any fresh news, and hoping that 

Baba would give darshan soon. Eruch told him that he did not feel Baba would grant darshan that year. 

On the 24th, Baba had Eruch read out the list of departed ones twice. Afterwards, he commented, “God has blessed 

them according to their intimacy with me, according to their service to me, according to their sacrifice for me. 

Amen!” That same day Baba sent the women mandali to Hazrat Babajan's tomb to pay their respects. 

On 25 June, Baba's blood samples were again checked for sugar, urea and cholesterol levels. Maharani Shantadevi 

was permitted to visit on 26 and 27 June 1968. Since Baba was preparing to return to Meherazad, he suspended his 

seclusion work from 28 June until 4 July. 

 
393 Four months later, when a new edition of the booklet was received at Meherazad, Baba signed a copy and had it 

returned to Deshpande. 

 



 

 

On 29 June, X-rays were taken of Baba's chest and cervical spine at a Poona medical clinic. This would be the last 

time Baba was X-rayed or went to a hospital. 

At 11:00 A.M. on 30 June, Baba signed a copy of Indumati Deshmukh's Marathi play Meher Deepti (The Light of 

Meher) and had it returned to her. 

Adi and Don came to Poona with their cars on the 30th and saw Baba at Guruprasad. Although Baba had originally 

stated that he would be extending his stay in Poona until 12 July, he changed his plans and returned to Meherazad on 

Monday, 1 July 1968, without allowing anyone to come to Guruprasad to bid him farewell, and without stopping to 

see anyone on the way in Poona or Ahmednagar. 

Baba would never step out of Meherazad again. 

 

During Baba's absence, Padri, Kaka, Kaikobad and Dr. Alu Khambatta had remained in Meherazad with the 

servants. Two servants, named Rakhma and Sev (pronounced Say-o), were longstanding maids who worked not for 

wages but out of love for Baba. There were also two other women servants from Pimpalgaon Village, named Jai and 

Gangi, who had become devoted to Baba. Gangi was the stepmother of a boy named Gorakh, who many years 

before was reared by Khorshed in Bombay according to Baba's wish. Now, as an adult, Gorakh was working in 

Meherazad. 

Baba started his "exclusion" work in seclusion from Friday, 5 July 1968. Aloba was again given nightwatch duties, 

and he did them at first for four hours a night, and later for six hours, until Baba dropped his body. Bhau, Pendu and 

Rano were the regular watchmen, but because Rano's health was not good, during this last phase she was given the 

first two hours of duty. 

Baba's seclusion work continued for half an hour every morning in the hall until the end of July, and the afternoon 

work continued in his room. As usual, the Master’s and Repentance prayers would be recited in the hall in the 

mornings after his work.394 

Adi was called to Meherazad at 1:30 p.m. on 8 July. Francis was gently massaging Baba’s left hand, which had 

become numb during his seclusion work. Adi reported about his recent visit to Bombay, where he had met Dr. 

Ginde and showed him Baba’s neck X-rays. Baba instructed him to send his love-blessings by telegram to Ginde 

and Gajwani. Don also came to Meherazad that day and examined Kaikobad. 

The 43rd anniversary of Baba's silence was observed on Wednesday, 10 July 1968, according to his instructions. 

Adi issued this circular-letter that day to his workers in India called "Avatar Meher Baba's Last Warning," after a 

misunderstanding causing a rift had arisen among them: 

Dear brothers and sisters of Meher-parivar [family], 

I am extremely pained to find that there is a rift in the Meher-Parivar Center. This fact has been brought to 

beloved Baba's notice with utmost reluctance, and Baba wants me to let all his dear lovers know that: 

(1) Whatever be the cause of the rift, he wants each one to try [their] best to narrow it down and mend it by 

forgiving and forgetting one another's trespasses. This is possible if one resolves to be very sincere, very 

humble and very loving. Hypocrisy, arrogance and hatred widen the rift and breed contempt. 

(2) This is a very critical period of the Avataric age and all his lovers must strive to their utmost to hold his 

daaman very firmly so that it does not slip out of their hands under any circumstances. 

(3) It is very important for all his lovers, especially in this critical period not to succumb to lust. Temptations 

are and will be great, but your love for him should be greater. Remember him wholeheartedly and rise swiftly 

from where you have fallen to march ahead in his love and service. 

(4) It is equally important at this critical period of the Avataric age to beware at all times of persons who lead 

others into believing that they are saintly and pious and profess to possess supernatural powers. However pious 

such persons appear to be, a Baba-lover must never mix such piety with the Divinity of the Avatar! 

(5) A true Baba-lover must remember the repeated warning given to all Baba-lovers time and again to stay 

away from persons who feel and assert that they are Masters and saints and possess powers to help human 

 
394 The mandali read the prayers, as they had not memorized them. 



 

 

beings. His lovers and workers should never get involved with such persons and affairs, much less with 

perverted "helpers of humanity" who have no reverence or regard for the Perfect Masters and the Avatar of the 

Age. Beware of them who exploit spirituality to gain their selfish ends and dupe others in the name of Sadgurus 

and the Avatar. 

(6) His lovers and workers should not get intimately involved with the family affairs of one another, and they 

should not be emotionally upset by the personal affairs concerning any of their families. They should NOT let 

any personal affairs vitiate their relationships with one another, or affect their efforts in the work they do for 

the cause of Truth. 

(7) He wants his lovers and workers, who are spreading his message of love to others, to share his love among 

themselves and to uphold the spirit of harmony and understanding in his name. He wants them to be less 

aggressive toward others and less tolerant toward themselves; and above all he wants them to love him 

wholeheartedly for he is the Ancient One who loves them more than they can ever love themselves. 

 

Please note the above seven points carefully, since they are from Beloved Baba. They are for all his lovers and 

workers everywhere. 

With loving regards, yours brotherly, 

Adi K. Irani 

 

On 16 July 1968, Baidul was brought back from Bombay by Homa Dadachanji. Adi drove Baidul to Meherazad, 

along with Chhagan, who had prepared food for Baba that day. The following day, Padri brought Kaikobad’s wife 

and two daughters to Meherazad to see Kaikobad. 

Baba's inner work intensified, and because of the impact borne by his body, each day after the work he looked 

exhausted. One day in mid-July, he remarked: "What a labor it is for me daily, during the hours when I work entirely 

away from the gross plane, to retain the link with my physical body. I have to take great pains to keep the thread-

fine link from snapping!" 

On 27 July, Baba commented to Adi: "When I rise to the heights of my work I do not feel the body strain, but when 

I come down, the body strain is then heavily felt. I am happy that the work done today is excellent." 

Two days later, it seemed as if the strain became tremendous. Anxious telephone calls went back and forth between 

Pimpalgaon and Adi’s office about Baba’s health. Don went to Meherazad three times that day, bringing different 

medicines. Medicine had to be called for from Poona and was sent by Meherjee and Meherwan. 

Baba's exclusion work came to an end on 30 July, and from that day the reciting of the prayers was also stopped. 

That evening, Baba declared: 

My work is done. It is completed 100 percent to my satisfaction. The result of this work will also be 100 

percent and will manifest from the end of September [1968]. 

How I kept it going over the last stretch to its completion, I alone know. You cannot have a seed of an idea how 

crushing the pressure was, for it is beyond human understanding. On the final day, my body felt as though it 

had been through a wringer! 

This message was included in Mani's next Family Letter for July 1968.  

Goher wrote to Adele on 5 June 1968: 

Beloved Baba’s seclusion ended on 21 May, but it seems that at present he has embraced “exclusion” for the 

time being. His restrictions that he has imposed on all mandali staying with him and all his lovers everywhere 

still continue to be in force. We are not permitted yet to step out of Guruprasad and none is allowed to step in. 

The gates of Guruprasad are still closed. 

This sort of “exclusion” that still lingers, even after the conclusion of his seclusion, will not last long, we hope. 

Soon he will decide on the point of doing away with the restriction that he had imposed. Let us hope for the 

best.  



 

 

Baba’s message is spreading by leaps and bounds in many parts of the globe. The more he keeps himself aloof 

from us, the deeper he bores into the hearts of humanity. It seems the world is almost prepared now for the 

return of the God-Man. And the God-Man, who has returned and is amongst us at this hour, waits patiently for 

man to return to him. What a Divine Game! No amount of our philosophizing helps one bit to reduce our 

present suffering. What is needed is not reduction, but redemption. May the Redeemer begin his Divine 

Operation soon. 

[26 July 1968]: Although Baba’s seclusion ended on 21 May, and although we have returned from Guruprasad, 

the atmosphere at Meherazad is the same as it was during the days of seclusion. As yet, Baba has not permitted 

any visitors nor does he attend to any correspondence, except emergency cables and report-letters concerning 

his work. However, he has been giving us hints that the “weather” will soon clear up and he will once again be 

visible to his lovers, who are thirsting for a sight of their Beloved, who has hid for so long behind the cloud of 

seclusion. 

  

Meanwhile in Karachi, the fourteen-year-old son of Adi and Dolly Arjani, named Faredoon, suffered a fatal accident 

on 23 July 1968 after he fell from the first floor terrace of their bungalow. Baba was informed and he sent a 

telegram: "Those who love me never die, they live in me eternally. No one comes and no one goes, and none knows 

happiness or woes!" 

He also sent this second telegram to the Arjani family: "Faredoon has come to me, his final resting place. Faredoon 

is supremely happy. Therefore, you and Dolly and family keep happy in my love and do not let anything come 

between you and me in this very important period of my Avataric advent." 

Some days later, Eruch read Hoshang Dadachanji’s letter to Baba, in which he mentioned this tragedy: “May our 

Beloved Baba give [the Arjani family] the strength to bow down to his will.” 

Baba commented: “The one who knows how to bow down to my will must necessarily be a strong man. A man 

needs strength to bow to my will, whereas a weak person submits to my will. And the person who neither bows 

down nor submits to my Divine Will under all conditions of life is no man at all!” 

 

In July 1968, three close Western lovers also expired: Beryl Williams in New York, Warren Healy in Seattle, and 

Douglas Eve in England. In separate telegrams sent, Baba stated: "Beryl was and is mine forever;" "Warren's love 

for me was unique;" and “Douglas is eternally blessed. Douglas is with me and is happy. I don’t want you [his wife 

Mollie] or the family to be sad but to rejoice in his happiness." Douglas Eve had been ill with cancer for a year prior 

to his death. In a letter to Mollie in December 1967, Mani had conveyed this message from Baba: "Douglas is very 

dear to me. And because of his deep love for me, his suffering is a blessing for him as it shares in mine. Tell 

Douglas to remember me constantly and tell Mollie I am very proud of her. I am with them always.”  

One morning in July 1968, Baba dictated this rhyme: 

God always existed. 

God will always exist. 

He is never changing, ever the same, 

And illusion is his eternal game. 

Later, in August, Baba continued the theme: 

Everlasting, never ending 

Never changing, ever the same 

And his Oneness in its fullness 

Plays in manyness his game. 

Another time, he spelled out, "Coming, coming, coming — came!" Francis said Eruch's words sounded like an 

auctioneer's call in reverse! With a twinkle in his eyes, Baba gestured, "None of you can know what it means." A 

few days later, he added another line, making it rhyme: 

Coming, coming, coming — CAME! 

I am tired of the illusion game! 



 

 

 

A meeting of the Avatar Meher Baba Trust was held at Meherazad on Monday, 5 August 1968, but Baba did not 

meet any of the trustees except for Nariman, who was permitted to return on the 6th and see Baba before returning to 

Bombay. 

In August 1968, Baba announced that he wished to hold a small meeting on the 1st of September to consider what 

kind of darshan should be held, if he agreed to give darshan. But a few days later, the meeting was postponed six 

weeks until the 13th of October. 

On Sunday, 7 August, Baba had Rama Kalchuri prepare and send bhujias for himself and the women mandali. The 

next day, Rama sent Baba a rakhi (a bracelet-like amulet tied by a sister to her brother's wrist on the Hindu festival 

of the same name), which Baba lovingly accepted. 

Although Baba's exclusion work ended on the 30th of July 1968, he kept working alone in his room for 20 minutes 

in the afternoons. He commented: "Something was left out from the last stages of my work, which I have to make 

up." He later called it "the tail" of his work. 

Now that the major part of his work was completed, Baba began spending more time with the men in mandali hall 

every morning, and from 1:30 P.M. in the afternoon. In the mornings, he would listen as Bhau read out his Hindi 

translation of The Wayfarers. Eruch would massage Baba's feet while Bhau read. 

During the past several months, Baba's feet had changed and become as hard as stone. The skin had become so thick 

that a sharp needle would not penetrate the skin. The result of his work had severely affected his legs and feet, and 

his body had grown weak. Still, Baba would hide the true state of his health from even the mandali and appear, 

although extremely tired, as if his health were stable enough to perhaps improve. 

Before settling in his chair, Baba would walk up and down the hall, Kaka walking beside him like a protective 

guard. Kaka continued to provide Baba with moments of entertainment and merriment at such times when he would 

mispronounce or misname objects and people, using his “new” language with supreme confidence. More than once, 

Baba remarked, "While everybody adds to my burden, Kaka removes a fraction of it." 

Baba would be most particular about the exact time, and would always leave the hall at the appointed time (11 A.M.), 

no matter how keenly he would appear to be listening to a discussion that had arisen, or to some articles or news 

items being read out. He never failed to keep an eye on the wall clock. 

One day, referring to the present state of the world, Baba bemoaned: "A big mess! Of all my advents, in the present 

one, I am exercising my patience to the utmost." 

On another occasion, he remarked to the mandali: "You are all nothing but broken-down furniture! But it is I who 

have selected you, so you must be what I want." 

 

In Australia, a young artist named William Reading had first heard of Meher Baba in 1966, when he was 19. After 

reading all the literature he could find about Baba, he eventually went to Bill Le Page's meetings and saw some 

films of Baba. Soon afterwards he became friends with a young Englishman, who had ridden a bicycle from 

England across Europe and Asia to Australia. Through his new friend, Reading was inspired to get his first job after 

leaving art school and to travel to India in the hopes of seeing Baba, even though he was advised that Baba was in 

strict seclusion. 

Reading left Australia in April 1968 and traveled overland through Asia to India. After spending a few weeks in 

Bombay trying to learn the basics of the tabla, and then traveling to Poona, where he met Jalbhai, he arrived in 

Ahmednagar on 5 August 1968 and went to Adi's office. Adi urged him to write a note to Baba, and Reading went 

back to his hotel and wrote the following: 

Dear Baba, 

My name is William Reading and I have traveled from Sydney, Australia, where I met Bill Le Page and saw 

some films of you. I do not know if you are God but the works that I have read of yours appear to me to be the 

unquestionable truth, and I would very much like to see you. 

Bill’s note was read to Baba on 7 August, and Baba sent a reply that he was pleased to read his letter. Eruch wrote: 

... Baba wants you to take him with you in your heart for he is already with you. He sends his love to you and 

wants you to keep happy. He wants you to remember him always so that you will be able to love him and serve 

him all the more. 

Baba's love will be with William. 



 

 

Reading wrote another note asking to see Baba, and Baba replied in a similar manner as above. This went on for a 

few days. While delivering another note to Adi to pass on to Baba, he spent some time talking to Don, who looked at 

him and declared, "You are the new humanity!" 

On 7 August, Don, perhaps feeling sympathetic toward the young man, suggested they drive out to Seclusion Hill on 

the sly, where Reading might catch a glimpse of Baba through a pair of Don's binoculars. Although he failed to 

catch a glimpse of Baba from either of the two hills behind Meherazad, as he peered through the binoculars straining 

to see Baba, inwardly he beseeched Baba that he yearned for something to assure himself that "Baba was truly God 

in human form." 

As they walked over to Seclusion Hill the sky became overcast and a light shower of rain began to fall, producing a 

rainbow. By the time they were halfway up the side of Seclusion Hill the rainbow had slowly moved until one end 

was on the roofs of Meherazad. Reading was elated at what he took to be Baba's reply to his inner longings. As he 

later recounted: "It was a very subtle and beautiful way of confirming his divinity to me. In fact, everything there, 

the people at [Khushru Quarters] in Ahmednagar and out at Meherabad, including the weather, seemed to exist only 

to respond to Baba's wish." 

Don had lent him a copy of The Wayfarers, and on the 8th Reading sketched Baba's portrait from the photograph on 

the frontispiece and sent it to Baba the next day to see. Baba looked through the sketch pad and returned it to him 

after he had signed the drawing on the side. Baba sent a message to Reading to fill the sketch pad with drawings of 

him and remarked to the mandali: "It is not necessary for William to see me, as my having signed his drawing is 

tantamount to his having had my darshan." 

On 10 August, Bill Reading rode a bicycle to Meherabad, where he was given a tour by Padri and was introduced to 

Mohammed Mast. Padri coaxed the mast into shaking hands with Reading and, in Bill’s words, "The instant we 

touched hands a sensation not unlike a mild electric shock — minus the jolt and corresponding discomfort — swept 

through my body." 

Reading further recalled, "After I took some photographs of Mohammed, Padri suggested a cup of tea, which he 

served in his room. While talking to Padri the sensation of Baba's ‘presence’ came over me. Tears welled up in my 

eyes and I started to weep. Baba's presence seemed to emanate from Padri and his sincere and simple life." 

After listening to Padri talk about Baba over tea, Reading's emotional state calmed and they took a walk up the hill, 

because Padri wanted to show him Upper Meherabad and Baba's Tomb. In Reading's words, "There is one other 

event that to this day I am very glad I did, although I don't fully understand why ... The place seemed deserted as 

Padri left me alone in Baba's Tomb to attend to some chore. I walked around looking at the mural on the ceiling 

when I suddenly felt a strong urge to get into the crypt. I clambered down the end near the entrance to the Tomb and 

crouched down up the other end. And I thought of Baba and what it would be like when his body would be placed 

here. After five minutes or so, I climbed out and went outside to see where Padri had gone." 

Padri later said to Don he was touched by the young man's sincerity. 

On the 10th, Baba sent William Reading instructions not to travel to Nepal, as he intended, but to return home to 

Australia, which he did, although the bus ride back to Poona was a tearful departure for him. In Reading's words, "I 

felt like I was leaving my true home." He left Ahmednagar around 12 August 1968 and had his 21st birthday a few 

days later. Reading continued to write more notes to Baba through Adi until he arrived back at his parents' home in 

Sydney. 

Bill Reading also sent another drawing of Baba holding the world in his arms, to which Baba sent this reply through 

Adi, "Baba liked it, but not as much as the first drawing ..." 

Raj Kumar Sharma of Kanpur also attempted to see Baba at this time, going directly to Meherazad on 11 August, 

but he was refused entrance and was persuaded to leave. 

 

There were sharp differences among some of the workers of the Poona Center and Adi attended their meeting in 

Poona on 1 September 1968 to help reconcile them. After he reported to Baba the following day, Baba sent this 

telegram to Ramakrishnan: 

The time for my manifestation is drawing very near. Therefore, I want you and all to forgive one another and 

forget lovingly all past differences, so that Avatar Meher Baba Poona Center can carry on the work in one team 

in a spirit of give-and-take, and so that this center in the city where I was physically born and made aware of 

my Avatarhood stands foremost. 



 

 

That day, Baba commented, “The personal disaster to me will happen.” He quoted a couplet of Hafiz and noted, 

“Hafiz’s words are as meaningful as the poetry is beautiful. There are thousands of subtle and minute points as 

numerous as the hairs on the head. None who shaves his head knows spirituality of the Path.” 

On some special occasion or celebration, such as a birthday or anniversary, occasionally, Baba would permit his 

lovers to pay to have food prepared for him and the mandali. Adi Ghaswala, a Bombay lover, had sent Adi Sr. a 

check or money order for Rs.100 for food to be sent for Baba, but the money was somehow lost in transit. Ghaswala 

felt terrible, but Baba appreciated the thought, and on 2 September cabled Ghaswala his love and blessings stating, 

“Anything given with love is not lost.” 

On the 12th Sarosh, Viloo, Adi and Rustom Kaka came to Meherazad with a tape recorder, so that Baba could listen 

to a recording made by Gajwani of Jaipuri Qawaal. The speed was not quite correct, so the tape was stopped. Adi 

returned to Meherazad the following day with Don. They were having differences among themselves in Don’s living 

arrangements at Khushru Quarters and Baba told them to sort it out among themselves. 

A well-known Indian yogi named Swami Satchidananda, 54, a disciple of Ramana Maharshi and the saint 

Shivananda in Rishikesh, had moved to America where he established a yoga center in New York. Harry Kenmore 

telephoned Eruch at this time that Satchidananda wished to meet Meher Baba, as he would be traveling through 

Maharashtra with a group of his followers. But when Satchidananda’s secretary telephoned Adi from Bombay on 13 

September, Adi informed him that Baba was in strict seclusion and not meeting anyone at this time. Instead, with 

Baba’s permission, Adi offered to drive to Manmad railway junction (about 100 miles from Ahmednagar), where 

their train would be halting for a few hours, to speak to Satchidananda and his group about Baba. The offer was 

accepted. 

On 16 September 1968, Don drove Adi in his car to Manmad, where they met Swami Satchidananda and about 23 of 

his followers (some of whom were Westerners). Adi gave them literature about Baba and answered questions. One 

of the group had heard that Meher Baba did not approve of yoga. Adi replied, “Baba is in everything, including 

yoga. Baba does not displace anything, but lays great stress on love. And the real purpose of every yoga is to evoke 

love of God and see that ‘you go’ and ‘Baba comes.’ ” 

Satchidananda asked when Baba would see them, and Adi replied, "Not now, maybe later." 

After their meeting, Adi reported to Baba that Satchidananda seemed genuine and sincere. Baba was happy to hear 

the report, but did not call Satchidananda for darshan.395 

On 30 September 1968, Baba stated: "Today I have sown the seed. We shall eat the fruits on January 10, 1969." 

Now that the period of Baba’s exclusion had ended, the limit to his lovers’ patience had also ended, and 

correspondence was flowing in from lovers all over the world requesting darshan. Knowing their longing, Baba 

remarked to the mandali: “I know that they are impatient to see me. And what about me? I, too, am impatient for 

them to see me. But the time has not yet come. So, my lovers and I, we must wait a while longer.” 

When Bhau was with Baba during nightwatch, Baba would ask about the letters received. One day Bhau answered, 

"All of the letters seek just one thing — your darshan, and you do not give it!" 

Explaining, Baba replied, "My work is different. It is not my work to travel continuously and hold darshan programs 

simply to allow people to bow down at my feet. It is not my work to give long discourses, to perform miracles, or to 

attract crowds to me. I do not come for this. I come for all; I come to awaken all! 

"Never before in any age have I given as much darshan to people as I have given during this advent. And still you 

and others complain! My darshan is something quite distinct." 

He continued to explain, "You have no idea what I am really doing. The more you stretch a bow, the greater the 

distance the arrow will fly and the harder it will hit the target. I am in seclusion now, yes, but I am drawing back my 

bow farther and farther so that when I release the arrow of my love, it will strike deep and wound the hearts of all. 

The wounds will make them have my darshan continuously. They will have that longing for me, and that is my real 

darshan." 

Baba concluded, "I am working in seclusion to give the world my darshan. It is this darshan that will have meaning 

for those who love and know me." 

 
395 Later, in August 1969, Satchidananda gave the opening remarks at the Woodstock Music Festival in 

America. 



 

 

Still, as his lovers went from place to place spreading his message, a greater and greater number of letters were 

received from people asking for darshan. Baba would hear these letters as they were read aloud in mandali hall, 

those in English and Gujarati by Eruch, and the Hindi ones by Bhau. Those in Persian were read by Aloba. 

During this period, an entire week passed by, during which Bhau had no opportunity to read aloud those letters 

forwarded to him. On the morning of the eighth day, Bhau took the considerable stack of letters with him into the 

hall, thinking that that day Baba would hear them and dictate suitable replies. 

Baba looked at him and gestured, "Today, I have got a headache; you reply to them." 

As soon as he conveyed this, a thought came into Bhau's mind: "What sort of God is he? His lovers are really great. 

They do not want anything spiritual or material from him; they only want his darshan. And he says, 'No darshan!' 

Then they expect a few loving words from him directly, and he says, 'You reply!' " 

But Bhau did not say anything, and Baba also did not ask him anything. When Baba retired to his room that 

afternoon at three o'clock, Bhau followed him. At one point, Baba asked, "How many letters did you write today?" 

Irritated, Bhau replied, "Not a single letter, Baba!" 

"Why not?" 

"Where was the time? I was with you in the hall and when you came here I followed you." 

"Yes, you are right. But tell me, what were you thinking back in the hall?" 

"Nothing." 

"Tell me the truth!" So Bhau repeated what had passed through his mind — about Baba's lovers being great and only 

wishing for his darshan. Baba replied, "Yes, you are right. My lovers are really great. But what do you mean by 

thinking this? You have been with me for so many years, yet you still don’t understand what I am doing for them! If 

they come to me, what will they see? This physical form. This is nothing!" 

Baba hit his thigh with his fist, the sign he would make for his seclusion work, and gestured, "This is the real thing I 

am giving them, and you will witness with your own eyes what will happen to those who have not seen me 

physically. Although they have not seen me physically — they are with me and I am working for them. They are 

present here." 

 

Baba, however, did agree to see a few select individuals from 9 October 1968 and to hold a meeting on 13 October 

about giving darshan “on his own terms.” He instructed Adi to inform those concerned by telegram. Eruch was 

instructed to write those invited: “Baba does not want anyone to ask for even a minute for any personal talk that day, 

as he wants you all to have one-pointed attention on what he has to say that day.” 

Those contacted included Harry Kenmore, to whom a telegram was sent on 4 October, informing him to come and 

stay at Meherazad. It read: "Arrive Meherazad 1st November morning for one week stay. Come as mandali, live as 

mandali in my love. Cable confirmation." 

According to Baba's instruction, Eruch also wrote Kenmore that Baba did not want him to come as a doctor 

equipped with treatment paraphernalia, nor did he wish him to bring his Polaroid camera, movie camera or 

otherwise, nor the contour chair, nor any other "surprises" for Baba's personal comfort. Baba instructed that if 

anyone should ask why Kenmore had been called, "Tell him or her that you have been called for your Pop's personal 

work." 

Meanwhile, another of those contacted was a young American named Jerry Paulson, who had been waiting in India 

for nearly ten months in hope of being able to see Baba after his seclusion ended. Paulson had first been told of 

Meher Baba in 1966 in Santa Barbara, California, by Mik and Ursula Hamilton. On his way to India, Paulson 

stopped in Germany, where he met Mik and Ursula again. They informed him that Baba had gone into deeper 

seclusion and there was very little chance he would be able to see him. 

Nevertheless, Jerry hitchhiked overland to India anyway, arriving with hardly any money. He traveled from one end 

of the country to the other, staying in constant touch with Baba's secretary Adi Sr. on the slim chance that Baba 

would send for him. Paulson spent months in Calcutta, and A. C. S. Chari often wrote to Eruch about him, pleading 

his case. But Baba did not call him. 

Finally, in Delhi, when Paulson's money was almost all spent and his frustration from living on next to nothing for 

so long was at its most desperate point, Adi wrote that Baba's coming out of seclusion had been indefinitely 

postponed and no new date had been set. Adi felt that now there was probably no possibility that Baba would see 

Paulson before May or September-October of 1969, and Adi advised him to return to America. 



 

 

Jerry Paulson was naturally depressed when he received this news, but he wrote back: 

My heart has been so long set on seeing beloved Baba that it won't listen to reason. I have been longing to 

proceed south to be nearer to Baba. Leaving India, turning even my physical back on him, is beyond my 

powers at this point. But I am not saying I won't go home, or can't go home, or that I wish in any way to go 

against beloved Baba's wishes. I wish to do exactly what Baba wishes me to do. If it is his will that I return, 

then I have faith that it will be revealed to me and that Baba will help me carry out his will. 

His letter was read to Baba, who still did not call him. 

Out of desperation to get money to continue to stay in the country, Paulson accepted a proposition from some drug 

dealers whom he had met to deliver a shipment of illicit drugs across the Pakistan-India border. (American and 

European "hippies" were employed to smuggle hashish from Pakistan to India, because at that time neither 

Pakistanis nor Indians could cross the border.) Jerry was extremely reluctant to do it, since he knew well Baba's 

warnings about "No drugs!" But he saw no other choice; he was broke, malnourished, and the alternative of 

returning to America was unbearable in his mind. 

The next morning, when Paulson was about to leave to meet the drug dealers, he received a telegram from Adi, 

which stated: "Baba wants you to come immediately to Ahmednagar," and gave the exact time and date of his 

appointment. Paulson left at once for Ahmednagar by train. 

Jerry Paulson arrived in Ahmednagar in the early hours of the morning of Wednesday, 9 October 1968 and had to 

sleep at the train station because of a heavy rainstorm. When he finally made it to Khushru Quarters at 8:00 A.M., 

Don hurriedly gave him tea and breakfast. Adi was frantic with worry that Jerry would not be on time for his nine 

o'clock appointment, because the road to Meherazad was flooded. They left at once in Don's car. Adi told him how 

glad he was that he had come and now had the chance of seeing Baba. "His seclusion has become so strict lately," 

Adi said, "that no one is allowed to see him, not even the mandali." 

At Meherazad, Jerry was told to sit on a bench and wait, while Adi informed Baba that they had arrived. Jerry felt 

completely relaxed. After the long months of waiting, he had resigned himself that he would never see Baba, and 

here he was! When Adi returned after a few minutes, he said, "You can see Baba now. You are only to be with him 

for five minutes and you must not ask for more time. He has granted you this much and it’s very unusual. None of us 

understand how or why you have been allowed to see him. You must not ask to stay longer. You must not touch 

Baba either; you must not kiss his feet, embrace him or offer obeisance when you go inside. Do not bring anything 

with you." 

But when they went into the hall, Baba opened his arms for an embrace and Jerry shot into them! He hugged Baba 

and Baba hugged him warmly in return. Motioning for Jerry to sit down, through Eruch, Baba began, "I have called 

you here and you have come. I am very glad you are here. Are you glad too? You should be very grateful that you 

have been allowed to come. 

"Tell everyone of my message of Love and Truth, but do not tell anyone else to come to Ahmednagar until a circular 

is sent out that darshan is being granted. No one is to come before that time. It will be another five months before I 

permit people to come to me. You are very, very fortunate to be with me now." 

Baba then said, "I am God in human form. Obedience is higher than love. I am giving you the following instructions 

so that you may one day see me as I really am. Obedience is the way to win the grace of the Master. The instructions 

I will give you are to give you an opportunity to obey me and thus win my grace to see me as I really am." 

Explaining, Baba stated, "You must return home immediately. Will you do that?" Jerry said yes. 

"Return as quickly and practically as possible to the United States. Have nothing more to do with drugs and commit 

no lustful actions outside of marriage. If you ever fail in this at any time, inform Baba immediately.” 

Jerry was a pacifist who protested against the fighting in Vietnam. At that time the U. S. military had a compulsory 

draft and it was very difficult to attain conscientious objector status. About his draft problem, Baba advised him, 

"You must state to the army your objections to your serving in combat; however, you must in no way attempt to 

avoid this situation or any other situation. You must face it. Use whatever legal way is available to you to stay out of 

the army; but do not go to jail. If you have to go in the army, remember that I am always with you. 

“You can spread my message wherever you are,” Baba reminded him. 

Baba continued, "Carry out to the best of your ability my instructions, and take whatever happens as my will. Let 

your will be only to do as I am directing you now." 



 

 

Baba warned, "Your mind will play many tricks on you, and no matter what the mind does — what desires, what 

fears, what confusions come into the mind as a result of your following my instructions — hold fast to my daaman. 

Under all circumstances, obey me." 

Baba then said, "You must strive to see me as I really am, not just this physical body. Have you read God Speaks?" 

Paulson said he had read it. 

"You should read it again — all of it." Baba advised. 

The atmosphere up to this point had been very serious. Jerry felt Baba's words penetrate his heart; his mind was 

completely focused on the Beloved. 

When Jerry had entered mandali hall, his first impression of Baba was of how old he looked. "I had never seen any 

picture that came anywhere close to showing how old Baba looked to me," he later recalled. "He was 74, but looked 

well over 90." 

Baba asked, "How old are you?" 

"Twenty-four," Jerry said almost as a question. 

"I am ageless!" Baba gestured. 

Everyone laughed, and the serious atmosphere was transformed into a much lighter one. 

Baba asked, "Now that you have heard my instructions, how will you go about following them? How will you 

implement them? How will you return home?" 

Jerry answered that he thought of going to Bombay and trying to get a job on a ship bound for America. 

"What about hitchhiking to Europe?" Baba suggested. 

"If I don’t get work on a ship, I may have to do that," Paulson replied. 

Baba advised, "Go and try, and if that does not work out then try going to Europe. Do not stop anywhere along the 

way which is not instrumental in getting back to the United States. Whatever happens, take it as my will. Whether I 

put you in the army with soldiers, or if I put you with students or others — it is something you should not be 

concerned with. You should take it always as my will and obey me as I have instructed you. Whosoever you come in 

contact with is my will." 

Baba started to say something about Rick Chapman, when one of the men mandali (who had been told to remind 

Baba when five minutes had expired) interrupted him. Baba gestured, "Yes, Rick Chapman was here for a long time, 

too." Baba laughed and indicated it was all right. 

Only then did Jerry Paulson realize he had overstayed the five-minute limit by 20 minutes. Baba suggested that Jerry 

contact Rick when he returned. "Make an attempt to see him." 

Baba repeated, "Feel free to tell people of my message, but they are not to come here. There are people all over who 

are looking for me, but only a few who find me. Your energies now are to be directed toward seeing me as I really 

am." 

Baba asked, "Are you happy?" 

"Yes, Baba." 

"One hundred percent?" 

"Yes." 

"Do you have any questions?" 

Jerry had nothing heavy to ask, so innocently asked, referring to the Hamiltons, "Do you know Mik and Uschi?" 

"Very well," Baba smiled in reply and made the hand sign of pleasure with his thumb and forefinger in a circle. 

Baba ended by stating, "I will be with you; you should not be afraid. Tell everyone of my message of Love and 

Truth." Baba opened his arms wide again and Jerry got another heartfelt embrace. Baba snapped his fingers, 

indicating it was time to go. Jerry left happily. He went to Poona that night and from Bombay was able to get a job 

on a ship bound for America within a matter of days. 

Jerry Paulson later summarized his meeting with Baba: "It was truly like meeting my 'self.' There were no fireworks 

or fanfare — it was simple, quiet and clear. Baba's smile was total and his presence was 100 percent clear." 

 

The next day, Thursday, 10 October 1968, another of those permitted to see Baba, Maharani Shantadevi, was called 

to Meherazad. She arrived at 9:00 a.m. and spent an hour in Baba’s company. Shantadevi’s husband, Pratap Singh 



 

 

Gaekwad, had died the previous July. Although Gaekwad was a profligate playboy, who had abandoned his wife 

and children in 1943 and remarried, Shantadevi always remained faithful to him. Still, she could not help but feel 

depressed and remorseful over his indifference and behavior. Baba comforted her, informing her that he had blessed 

her husband and he is in peace despite his bad behavior, because of Shantadevi’s close connection with Baba. “You 

have had innumerable husbands and wives in your previous births, which you cannot remember,” Baba told her. She 

left greatly consoled and uplifted. 

Before leaving Ahmednagar, Shantadevi went to Viloo Villa for refreshments. Baba had Eruch telephone Adi with a 

message for Shantadevi not to worry, to take sleeping tablets to help her sleep, and to telephone Adi when she 

reached Poona. 

One young Australian woman who was not as fortunate as the Maharani was a ballet dancer named Roslyn St. John. 

She had arrived in Ahmednagar at Adi's office the same day, expressing how she wished to meet Baba. Baba 

conveyed his blessings to her through a note, but did not allow her to come to Meherazad to see him. 

The following day, 11 October, Sarosh, Viloo and Adi met with Baba for an hour. Baba discussed the arrangements 

for Dara and Amrit’s wedding and entrusted Sarosh with helping to arrange their civil registration.  

Keshav Nigam and Pukar arrived in Meherazad that afternoon from Hamirpur. Baba had called them for specific 

work. “This time,” Keshav noted, “Baba appeared to be totally withdrawn from the outer world.” Baba asked 

Keshav to hold his hands out in front of him. His right hand was trembling badly from Parkinson's disease. Baba 

repeated that he should continue to take treatment from the doctors, and again stated, “It is incurable, but I will see 

that it goes away one day. Don’t worry.”  

Baba had a discussion with Pukar about Meherpuri, the Hamirpur community project. Urging him to complete the 

plan soon, Baba fixed its inauguration for November 1970. Baba also advised Pukar and Keshav that they should 

hold melas (fairs) in his honor in specific rotation — one year in Meherpuri (Hamirpur), another in Meher Dham 

(Nauranga), and the following year in Meherastana (Mahewa). They were instructed to prepare a schedule of the 

events and keep it ready to submit to Baba. 

Bhau's translation of The Wayfarers in Hindi, titled Pathik, was completed and also a book of songs in Hindi, Meher 

Geetika, and a book of ghazals, Meher Sarod. Baba handed the three manuscripts to Keshav, giving the titles for 

each himself, and instructed Keshav to have them printed in Hamirpur as soon as possible. 

Whatever book Bhau had been told to write, before it was sent for printing, Baba would listen to it read out from 

beginning to end. The same was the case with whatever Francis, Eruch and Mani would write. Up to now Bhau had 

written almost a dozen books in Hindi, and he felt quite fed up with this work. Although he had stopped writing 

ghazals, when they returned to Meherazad, Baba continued to give Bhau one line every day. Once Baba asked both 

Francis and Bhau to write a ghazal on "The Dervish," the last line of which he gave to Francis in English and to 

Bhau in Hindi. 

Sometimes Bhau would compose a ghazal from one of the lines given to him by Baba, and would read it out to him, 

but for the most part Bhau just collected the lines, and put off writing ghazals, because he had more immediate work 

to attend to.396 Baba had decided to give darshan in April, and there were a number of things to be settled. So a 

meeting about this had been scheduled. 

During this period, if Waman was otherwise engaged, Adi would occasionally send Manek to Meherazad with 

letters and telegrams. The previous year, Bhau had written an arti in Hindi, titled Aadi Sachetana. One day in 

October 1968, when Manek came with his father Rustom Kaka, Baba told Manek to set Bhau’s arti to music. 

When Manek returned home, he did so, and the next time he went to Meherazad, he sang the arti before Baba. Baba, 

however, did not like it and said, "Put a better melody to it and bring it tomorrow. I will help you." It went on like 

this for a number of days; Baba did not like any of his tunes. At last, Baba warned Manek, “If you don't find a tune I 

like, then put all your [musical] instruments in a box, nail it shut and throw it into the Sina [River]!” 

The whole night Manek was anxious and miserable. He described what happened next: 

I was very sad. I did not know what to do … I placed my violin, harmonium and tabla in front of me in a semi-

circle, looked at them and prayed for inspiration. But alas, no inspiration came through! I could not sleep all 

night, struggling to find the right music for the arti. Around 4:00 A.M. someone shook me. I started hearing 

 

396 Ghazals written from these lines were later published as Meher Roshani (The Effulgence of Meher).  



 

 

divine, melodious, indescribably sweet sounds and the notes. I hurriedly wrote the notation and later sang it for 

my father. 

At 7:00 in the morning I took out my bicycle and proceeded to Meherazad as Baba had called me at eight 

o’clock. Hardly had I reached the approach road when I saw Aloba waiting for me there. “Why are you late?” 

he said. “Baba is waiting for you. Baba came at 7:30 and has been asking for you. Go quickly.” I rushed to 

mandali hall and sat in front of Baba. He asked me to sing the tune for the arti. He heard it and remarked, 

“Very good. I am very happy. How did you compose it?” I narrated the entire story, on hearing which, he said, 

“Did I not tell you that I would help you?” Then he said, “Do not sing this arti now. Sing it when I drop my 

body.” We were all shocked to hear Baba’s words.397 

To Bhau, Baba commented, "After I drop my body, this arti will be sung all over India." 

 

Keshav Nigam and Pukar were staying in Meherazad for the darshan meeting. One day before going to Baba's room 

in the afternoon, Bhau stopped to chat with Keshav for five minutes. Keshav told him of the work being done in 

Baba's name in Hamirpur and remarked, "Many things are going well, but Baba's biography should be written in 

Hindi. There is a demand for it and it is absolutely necessary." 

During his watch, Baba casually asked Bhau, "Did you get a chance to speak with Keshav?" Bhau replied that he 

had seen him for a few minutes before coming for nightwatch. "What did Keshav say?" 

"Not much," Bhau replied. "I was asking him about the work being done in Hamirpur." 

"What else?" 

"Nothing. I only spoke with him for a few moments." 

"Nothing else was discussed?" 

At last the subject Bhau was trying to avoid had to be confronted, and Bhau admitted, "He said that there was a need 

for your biography in Hindi." 

"Yes, Keshav is right,” Baba said. “Why don't you write it?" 

Bhau pleaded, "I am fed up with this writing work. There is no time these days for such a large work. Please, no 

more!" 

For the time being, Baba did not say anything further and the subject was dropped. 

Baba’s former night watchman, Krishna Nair, arrived in Ahmednagar unexpectedly and met Adi. He wished to see 

Baba, but Adi informed him that at present Baba was not seeing anyone. Krishna decided to try and he took a bus to 

Meherazad, arriving at 2:00 P.M. Pukar was on watch by the gate, but at first he did not recognize him. He told 

Krishna to leave, but Krishna asked him to inform Baba that it was he who had arrived. When notified, Baba called 

him inside his room. Baba was alone. He asked Krishna, “Why have you come?” 

"I wanted to see you. You have given me permission to see you whenever I like." 

"You have seen me, now go. But when will you come again?" 

"I can come anytime you call me," Krishna answered. 

Baba gestured, "No, you won't see me for a long, long time. Now it is finished. Go straight back to Bombay." 

Krishna returned to Bombay. He realized only later what Baba meant by "a long, long time," as this was Krishna 

Nair's last physical meeting with his Master. 

 

On Sunday, 13 October 1968, at 8:30 A.M., Baba held a meeting to inform his main workers of his decision to give 

darshan the following year from 10 April to 10 June 1969 at Guruprasad. Besides the resident men mandali, the 

following men were called to Meherazad: 

From Meherabad: Padri 

From Ahmednagar: Adi, Feram, Don, Bhagirath, Rangole, Chhagan, Khilnani, Dhake, Rustom Kaka and Manek. 

From Poona: Sadashiv Patil, Jalbhai, Beheram, Meherjee, Bhavsar, Dadi Kerawala, Subhash Pokale, Ramakrishnan, 

Soman, Madhusudan, Kamble, Shankar Rao Doiphode and Meherwan Jessawala.398 

 
397 Glow International, Spring 2012, p. 25. 
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From Andhra: Kutumba Sastri and Swami Satyaprakash. 

From Navsari: Hoshang Bharucha. 

From Bombay: Sorabji Siganporia and Kishinchand Gajwani. 

From Delhi: Amar Singh Saigal. 

From Hamirpur: Keshav Nigam and Pukar. 

Outside the hall, Eruch announced the following instructions to the group before they entered: "Baba wants you all 

not to bow down to him; he will not grant anyone a private interview; he will not accept garlands or gifts. You 

should go in and sit down, but not on the red carpet [in front of Baba, so that they would be at least five feet away 

from Baba].” 

As Dr. Hoshang Bharucha walked in, Baba asked him, "How do I look?" Dr. Bharucha felt that he had lost weight 

and the strain of his work was obvious from how his face looked. 

As the others entered, Baba motioned them to be seated. He joked, "You all look hale and hearty while I am losing 

weight! Pukar looks as if he’s on the point of bursting!" 

After inquiring about their health, Baba began: 

It is now 8:30 A.M. and we should end this meeting by 10:30. Listen to all that Eruch will read out and then 

discuss the points. You are permitted to take notes. I want you to tell others what you hear from me, but no one 

should write to the West about today’s meeting. Today's talk will be in English. We will not waste time 

translating it for the benefit of only two persons here; one of them can understand a little English [Kamble], 

while the other is hard of hearing [Sadashiv Patil] and so it will not make any difference to him whether Eruch 

speaks in English or Marathi. 

Explaining his purpose, Baba continued: 

First, I will explain about my work done during the past eighteen months of my seclusion. No doubt you people 

and my lovers everywhere have been wondering why, when my period of intense work in seclusion has 

finished, I have still not allowed my lovers to see me. 

The strain of that eighteen months' work was tremendous. I used to sit alone in my room for several hours each 

day, while complete silence was imposed on the mandali and none of them were allowed to enter the room 

during those hours of the day. The strain was not in the work itself, although I was working on all planes of 

consciousness, but in keeping my link with the gross plane. To keep this link I had to continuously hammer my 

right thigh with my fist. 

Baba demonstrated this to the group by hammering his right thigh several times, and they heard a loud thud each 

time. 

With this exertion for hours on end, I was physically exhausted, and it took me the rest of the day to regain my 

strength to start work afresh the next day. 

Now, although my health is good and I would like to fulfill immediately the longing of my lovers to come to me 

— many of whom will see me for the first time — it will yet take some time for all traces of the strain to 

disappear and for me to be 100 percent fit to see them all. And so, because of this and for practical 

considerations also, I have decided to give my darshan only to my lovers and not to the general public. 

This is the time for my lovers. The time for the world's crowds to come to me will be when I break my silence 

and manifest my divinity. 

The 1962 East-West Gathering was nothing compared with what this gathering will be. This is because, while I 

was working intensely in seclusion, my worker-lovers all over the world were intensely active telling the world 

about me, and my message is spreading in many parts of the West now — like a forest fire before a strong 

wind — as it had already done in many areas of India. 

I will give my darshan daily for two hours in the morning and for two hours in the afternoon to small numbers 

up to 500 people at a time; but I will not see any of my lovers individually or give private interviews, because it 
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would not be possible. This is my part of the bargain. How the lovers come to Poona and are accommodated 

will be the concern of each one who comes. 

Baba then praised the work done by certain of his lovers in India. Amar Singh was the first to be singled out. 

Amar Singh loves me intensely. He has firm faith in my Godhood. He tells many others that Baba is the Avatar. 

He contacts the rich and poor, the literate and the illiterate, even cabinet ministers, and tells all of them that 

Baba is God in human form. 

In Bombay, Gajwani and Siganporia also say the same thing to people. The work of lovers from Poona is 100 

percent satisfactory. Formerly, Soman was lukewarm in my love, but now he is on fire! 

Pukar and Keshav have done immense work in Uttar Pradesh. Pukar is always on tour, walking from town to 

town, village to village, spreading my name. 

In Andhra Pradesh, besides Kutumba Sastri, Swami Satyaprakash, Ramanaiah, Majety Ramamohan Rao, there 

are also scores of others who do a lot of work in my cause. 

Centers in Calcutta, Jabalpur, Nagpur and many other places also do a great deal of work, though the workers 

from these Centers have not been called here today. 

During these eighteen months of my seclusion, people used to say to my workers: "Where is that God-Man you 

talk about so much? When will he permit us to see him?" 

You must have been harassed trying to answer these questions. I have now decided to give darshan in Poona, 

but for a while I want to recover from the physical strain I have endured, so that my body will be able to cope 

with the huge crowds that will come to see me. The breaking of my silence and my public manifestation will be 

later on. 

In Ahmednagar, even if I felt like giving darshan, it would not be possible. There are no hotels or dharamshalas 

in Ahmednagar. In Poona, too, it will be difficult to cater to the needs of everyone, but you all should work 

together to try and make it possible. 

After I break my silence and manifest as the Avatar of the Age, there will be no need for darshan program 

arrangements, because all will then know and feel me within. Then I need not travel from place to place. 

In my previous advents, people worshiped me only after I had dropped the physical body. This time, while I am 

still in this physical body, there will be a worldwide recognition of the Avatar. The difficulties in Poona during 

the coming darshan will be great because the number of lovers will be ten times as compared to the past. 

Baba lovingly remembered his workers in America, Europe and Australia, who would probably, he commented, feel 

disappointed when they read a report of this meeting that Baba's work was done only in the East. He stated in light 

humor: 

In the West, Baba-work is spreading like a forest fire! Reports come pouring in almost daily about students and 

others recognizing Baba as the Expected One. 

These days student riots are common all over colleges. Similarly, my name is causing a riot of love among 

students. Many workers experience that even before they knock at the door, the door opens to my love. 

Workers in the West themselves arrange appearances on the radio and television and other programs to speak 

about me. 

Explaining about the darshan to be given in April 1969, Baba said: 

Once I start the darshan program, I will be responsible for giving darshan each day for two hours in the morning 

to the Westerners and two hours in the afternoon to the Easterners, even if it takes me two months. Regarding 

arrangements for the darshan, I leave it entirely to you, the workers, but there should be mutual coordination 

between different Baba Centers regarding those coming for darshan. 

The Westerners invited me to America, but I refused the invitation. Meher Baba Leagues have been started on 

college campuses [in California] and they, too, are telling the public that Baba is God. Hence, quite a good 

number of lovers will be coming from the West for the darshan. 

Turning suddenly to Keshav Nigam, who was seated on one side of the room in a chair, Baba stated, "Keshav has 

worked much for me and now suffers from Parkinson's disease in the right hand. It is incurable." But Baba assured 

him, "Medical treatment has failed to give you relief, but one day my grace will rid you of the disease."  

Baba spread out his hands towards those seated before him and said, “I will make his hands healthy again, like my 

hands.” 



 

 

Baba continued: 

In the 1962 and 1965 sahavas meetings, large awnings were constructed. The Poona Center had to ask for 

financial aid from other Centers. It will not be possible to house all lovers under awnings during the coming 

darshan program in April. I am not going to ask lovers to donate for the program. You will have to arrange 

everything yourselves. 

Addressing Dr. Bharucha, Baba remarked, "It is a great strain for me to keep the link with my physical body. Goher 

told me that to hammer my thighs is not good for my already injured leg, but that was the only recourse. Now my 

work and seclusion are over, but it will take some time to completely recover. Sometimes my legs get tremors 

[cramps], but in time this will go away. But do not forget that I am God." 

Baba mentioned Bill Le Page of Australia, who was quite busy giving talks on radio and television. "In short, there 

will be a terrible rush. I will have to give darshan for one or two months." 

He added, "Today I will not embrace anyone, for all who are here have come for this important meeting and not for 

my darshan. Although it is Meherjee's birthday today, I will not even embrace him. During the past eighteen months, 

no one was called to see me, even at Guruprasad." 

Suddenly, Baba asked, "Are you all happy to see me?" Everyone enthusiastically said that they were. 

Baba asked them, "Have you heard of Dr. Allan Cohen? Allan is a fiery worker. He is an assistant professor of 

psychology at John F. Kennedy University in California. He has even traveled to England to give talks about me, 

although he has not met me yet." 

Baba directed Eruch to read out the draft of Life Circular No. 70 (later issued on 1 November 1968) which began: 

All lovers of Avatar Meher Baba in the East and the West, are eagerly awaiting word from him regarding his 

giving darshan "sometime, somewhere, somehow." 

Avatar Meher Baba now declares that he will give darshan to his lovers, BUT only on the terms laid down by 

him in this circular." 

The circular went on to list the conditions for darshan. Baba repeatedly stated the darshan would be strictly for his 

lovers, old and new, Eastern and Western, and not an open darshan for the general public. "When I break my 

silence, crowds will come to me. If you do not adhere to this instruction you will be the losers, since you will not get 

as much time with me." 

Baba again stated he would be seeing the Westerners in the morning and the Easterners in the afternoon separately. 

Lovers coming from Europe, America and Australia were not to stay in Poona for more than one week, and that 

Baba would see them only four times during their one-week stay. 

Lovers from Pakistan, Iran and Africa were to stay for not more than four days, and Baba would see them twice. 

Those coming from India were instructed to stay not more than three days in Poona and that Baba would see them 

only once. Those living in Poona were likewise permitted to see Baba only once during the darshan period. 

Since the darshan was to be given solely in the main hall of Guruprasad, which could only accommodate a limited 

number of persons at a time, the Eastern and Western lovers were divided into groups, and dates were fixed for each 

group's coming. Several of these points were discussed, and the dates for darshan for certain zones extended. Baba 

was adamant in saying: "Those lovers who cannot avail themselves of the darshan opportunity on the day scheduled 

for them will not get darshan — no matter what the cause of their absence." 

The circular ended by stating: 

Baba says that those who want to come and cannot come to Poona for his darshan should not feel upset or 

disheartened but remain resigned to his love knowing that "sometime, somewhere, somehow" his darshan is 

assured to them also. 

Baba wants the current restriction on correspondence to continue as now and be more strictly observed. 

Meherjee was appointed to assist the Westerners with hotel reservations in Poona, while Jalbhai was put in charge of 

helping them in general, including their transportation to and from Guruprasad, if needed. Jalbhai was also to guide 

them around places of interest in connection with Baba's youth and early work. 

Turning again to Hoshang Bharucha, Baba asked him, "What is the time now?" 

"10:40 A.M." Hoshang replied. 

Baba remarked, "I have been saying: 'The time is near, it is fast approaching, it is close at hand.' Today, I say: 'The 

time has come.' Remember this!" 



 

 

He then directed the group to depart without delay. After they left the hall, he sent word several times that they 

should not linger, and they should leave Meherazad at once. Because it was Meherjee’s birthday, Baba changed his 

mind and permitted him alone to come forward and kiss his hand.399 

Gajwani wanted Baba to hear a tape recording of the ghazal "Allah Hu" (God Is), which was one of Baba's favorites. 

But Baba replied, "There is no time now." 

After everyone walked out, Gajwani stayed seated in the hall gazing at Baba. When Baba left for his room at 10:45 

A.M., only then did Gajwani depart for Bombay. 

Three days later, on 16 October 1968, Gajwani passed away at his home from a sudden heart attack, moments after 

his early morning prayer and worship before Baba's picture. Baba sent this consoling message in a telegram to his 

family: 

My child Kishinchand Gajwani was fortunate to see me physically just before his coming to me for eternal rest 

in my divine bliss. His deep love for and faith in me has made his whole family blessed. 

Baba instructed Adi to tell Gajwani’s son Nariman, and his family, to feed 1000 poor and needy persons in his 

father’s name. 

 

After the meeting, Eruch tried his best to dissuade Baba from sending out the circular, because he felt it would be 

impossible for Baba to give darshan, considering his precarious health. But Baba was adamant and replied, "I will 

give darshan; I want them to come. Send it." Eruch obeyed. 

The draft was sent to Adi's office for typing and printing. After it was dispatched, many telegrams and letters began 

arriving, and Baba would dictate replies. He would often bring up the subject of "the Great Darshan" to be held next 

summer. One day he punned, "In March, you all march to Poona." 

On one occasion, Eruch pleaded, "Baba, why not just let there be darshan every day? There will not be that mad rush 

or circumstances which are so oppressive for us all, and naturally it will not be as tiresome for you. When thousands 

come, the mothers have to stand in the queue for hours in the hot sun holding small babies and fruits that get spoiled 

by the time they reach you. And all the time, you will be concerned about where will they stay at night, how will 

they pass the night, how will they return home, will they get seats on the train. Why all this? 

"Why not give darshan every day? We will fix the time each day when darshan will be available, and we will not 

need to bother about their lodging. Let them come every day. It will be so much easier," Eruch concluded. 

Baba replied, "That time will also come. Not now though, but after we come back from Poona. There will be 

darshan every day, but only after we return." 

Mani was in the hall, and after hearing this exchange, she envisioned an entirely new set of circulars announcing 

"Darshan every day," and later another one canceling it for reasons of Baba's health. She tried to stall any sudden 

announcements by interjecting, "Baba, why not wait and see how you feel. You can decide then." 

Baba listened and gently repeated, "Every day. Every day. When I come from Poona there will be darshan every 

day." 

On another occasion at this time, Baba on his own remarked, "There will come a time when your love will bring me 

to your own house — your own room. There will come a time when I will be seeing my lovers not at one place, but 

at thousands of places at one time. It is your love that can make it possible." 

 

In response to an inquiry from Irwin and Edward Luck, on 15 October 1968, Baba through Adi sent this message to 

them on a post card: "Baba wants you both to know that he has no more directions to give you except that you love 

him more and more with pure love." As events transpired, this turned out to be Baba's last communication to the 

Luck brothers. 

Kumar with his daughter, Amrit, arrived from Dehra Dun on 16 October and were driven to Meherazad by Don. 

Kumar had brought Amrit to meet Baba and the women mandali before her marriage to Adi Jr.’s son Dara. The next 

 

399 October 13 was Eruch’s birthday also. 



 

 

day, they were taken to the Ahmednagar Registrar’s office to apply for a marriage certificate. After fixing the date of 

the wedding, which was to be held at Meherazad, they left on the 18th. 

The philosophy professor, Dr. Moorty, visited Meherazad on Sunday, the 20th, and despite being uninvited, Baba 

permitted him to sit in the hall for some time. Jalbhai came the next day with a proposal to change the dates of the 

upcoming darshan, which was refused. 

On 21 October 1968, Baba ordered Bhau to send for a copy of the Ramayana, Tulsidas' famous epic poem of Lord 

Ram's life. General messages from Baba would be sent daily to Bhau's family in Ahmednagar, and they were asked 

to send a copy of the book as soon as possible. A copy of the Ramayana arrived the following evening, and during 

Bhau's watch, Baba took the book, opened it at random, and asked Bhau to read a few verses aloud. After he read 

from various parts of the book, Baba motioned to him to close it and remarked, "You will write better than this!" 

Taken aback, Bhau again pleaded with Baba not to ask him to do any more writing, especially with the upcoming 

darshan program. Again Baba let the matter drop. 

Baba continued working in his room every afternoon for 20 minutes "to give the final touches to my seclusion 

work," as he remarked. Although he was most attentive to the smallest detail, Baba's health continued to deteriorate 

and he continued to try and conceal it. Sometimes he would complain about it, but at other times he seemed quite 

active and strong. 

Dr. Ginde went to America in October 1968, where he gave talks to Baba lovers in New York and California. When 

he returned, he telephoned Adi and requested permission to come and personally give Baba an account of his visit. 

This was permitted, and Ginde and his wife came to Meherazad on Wednesday, 23 October 1968, but only Ginde 

was permitted a half an hour audience. Baba was all smiles as he communicated with Ginde for half an hour. The 

day before, Baba had experienced severe muscle cramps, but after examining him, Ginde said, "Baba, there is no 

sign of any malady. Your condition is quite normal." 

That day, Bhasker brought Baba idli and sambhar (South Indian curry), cooked by his wife or mother. 

Nariman, Arnavaz and Katie arrived at Meherazad from Bombay on the 25th, and Jim Mistry came two days later on 

the 27th. Bal Natu came to Meherazad also, and stayed for a week. 

Baba enjoyed jesting with Jim and jokingly commented, "Your Rhodi [Roda] has become a mastani! What will you 

do now?" 

Jim said, "I am proud that she has so much love for you!" 

"Couldn't she have found someone better to marry?" 

"It is her great good luck that she found me! I never come in the way of her work for you!" 

When asked, Jim narrated an example of his wife's "mastani-like" behavior. He said once all the taxi drivers in 

Bombay were on strike. It was well publicized and everyone knew of it. Roda had to go to the Baba Center that day 

and went to the taxi stand as usual. She waited for four hours in the hot sun and no taxi came, though normally one 

stopped every five minutes. In her absorption of going to the Center she forgot about the strike. Someone saw her 

and reminded her of it, and she walked back home. 

Baba joked, "She will forget me, too, one day!" 

In response, Jim joked, "If she forgets me in your remembrance, I will be happy." 

Baba replied, "Then write her a letter today saying that I am happy with her mastani-like state," and Jim did. 

On Sunday, 27 October 1968, Sailor Mama, one of the earliest of Baba's mandali, died in Poona from diabetic 

complications, at the age of 78. Sailor was one of Baba's boyhood friends and had accompanied Baba to see Sai 

Baba at Shirdi and Upasni Maharaj at Sakori in December 1915. Sailor and his family lived in Nasik and Meherabad 

until the New Life began in 1949.400 

On 28 October, Chhagan was called to Meherazad and given instructions about preparing food for Mehera’s 

birthday celebration, and for Dara and Amrit’s wedding in December. On the 29th, Koduri Prasad, the son of the late 

Koduri Krishna Rao of Kovvur in Andhra, came with his family to Meherazad to meet Baba. Koduri Krishna Rao's 

demise had left his wife disconsolate. Baba comforted her, "How fortunate Koduri Rao was! He created Mehersthan 

for me and his image will ever live on its doorstep. Those coming to Mehersthan for my darshan will first see 

 
400 Although Sailor was among those whose remains Baba had permitted to be interred at lower Meherabad, 

his grave is not there.  



 

 

Koduri Krishna Rao. He has become immortal." Baba's words were sweet consolation to the family, and they left 

happy after half an hour. 

 

At 8:00 A.M. on Friday, 1 November 1968, Harry Kenmore arrived in Meherazad from New York for his seven-day 

stay. Meherjee brought him from Poona and then left with Nariman, Arnavaz and Jimmy. Katie left that day also by 

train. 

Holding Kenmore's hand, Baba would briskly walk up and down the hall, and it was a great wonder and pleasure to 

Kenmore to find Baba doing so. Occasionally, Baba would ask Kenmore to help him stand up from the chair, and 

when he bent and offered his hand, Baba forcefully pulled Kenmore to him. Baba's sudden display of strength was a 

great surprise to Kenmore. Age knew, however, that “Baba was concealing the fact from Kenmore that he was 

allowing his body to break into pieces through his seclusion work for the salvation of humanity, and dedicating the 

pieces to the universe!” 

Baba informed Harry, "You are one of the mandali, and because of that I have permitted you to stay here during my 

seclusion ... You will be permitted to stay in Meherazad permanently, from next July onward." 

After staying seven days, Harry Kenmore left Meherazad on the 8th for New York to make arrangements for his 

move to India. Before he left, Baba stated: "I am the God of all Gods, and I am not only the Way, but I am also the 

Goal."  

Baba instructed Kenmore, "Come again in the month of July [1969]. Don't wait for me to call you; come without 

being called." Everyone assumed that Baba was assuring Kenmore that his visit would not be postponed, but in fact 

Baba was starting to give hints of something quite different. 

Baba instructed Kenmore to write him one letter when he returned home. On 2 January 1969, Harry wrote his thanks 

to Baba for allowing him to come to India: 

Because you attended so well to every detail for my physical comfort, my stay at Meherazad was extremely 

pleasant and comfortable. In fact, everything was done so nicely for my behalf that I really felt at home in the 

only place on earth I really feel to be "home!" In short, I was very happy to be there and were it not for your 

help, it was also easy to leave for I knew at the outset that my stay had a beginning and an end, and I accepted 

it cheerfully. 

Dearest Baba, how is it possible for me to evaluate this visit with you? I only know it is the only place I want 

ever to be because you are there. And because you are there, the world is not; for where you are, nothing else 

is. 

I only know that to be with you, I was in the only Supreme Spot in the universe; most fortunate, lucky and very 

privileged guy, indeed ... I came away with the spontaneous resolve that to obey and surrender completely to 

your wish and will is the only way and the only goal in my life. 

Dearest Baba, when you mentioned that I could reside permanently in Meherazad in July 1969, my heart 

leaped, for it was the sole purpose and ambition of my life — for there is no life worth the living save with you. 

 

On 3 November 1968, Eruch wrote to Allan Cohen, Rick Chapman and Robert Dreyfuss that Baba wished them to 

convey a message from him to about 20 of his chief young lover-workers in America and England who had taken 

the responsibility of starting projects in Baba's name. The letter from Eruch read: 

Here is an important task but a pleasant one which beloved Baba has set for you. Baba wishes you to convey his 

message as given hereunder to all his chief young lover-workers in the U.S.A. and England — those who have 

taken the responsibility of starting Baba projects and have inspired others to rally around them — you are to 

send the following message from their Beloved Avatar Meher Baba: 

"You are dear to me and I am pleased with the way you have come forward in my name and work. The time is 

here and soon the world will know that I am the ancient one." 

Of course the message applies equally to you three. I will appreciate it if you will please send me a typed copy 

of the names and addresses of these fortunate young lover-workers of Baba. 

The list of names consisted of various Americans and Britishers in their twenties, but their names, the letter and its 

contents were to be kept to themselves and not circulated. The young workers were to reply to Baba in India, 

sending an overview of the work done in their area of spreading Baba's name and message, giving details of their 

current projects and plans. 



 

 

Meanwhile in South India, Yogi Shuddhanand Bharati wrote to Baba requesting a message for his new book 

Bharata Shakti (The Power of India). In spite of a ban on correspondence, Baba heard his letter on 5 November and 

directed Adi to send this message given by Baba years before: 

I was Ram, I was Krishna. I was this One, I was that One, and now I am Meher Baba. In this form of flesh and 

blood I am that same Ancient One who alone is eternally worshiped and ignored, ever remembered and 

forgotten. 

On 6 November, Mani persuaded Baba to sign five large photographs as special gifts. As it turned out, it was the last 

time Baba signed his name. 

Adi, Bhasker and Waman were called to Meherazad at 9:00 A.M. on Friday, 8 November 1968. Baba discussed the 

office work with them and reiterated that the time of his manifestation was coming soon. Adi and Bhasker were 

instructed to be extra vigilant and attentive to Baba’s work, and told to “stick close to the office” as much as 

possible. Waman should be prepared for any eventuality. “Anything might happen,” Baba said — another hint. 

During this period, a Sufi (connected with Ivy Duce and Don Stevens) named Bob Royeton was serving in the U. S. 

Army in Korea. Since his ability to get to the 1969 Sahavas was questionable, Adi wrote Don Stevens on 8 

November that Baba had agreed to see Royeton, if they both came together anytime between 25 and 30 December 

for half an hour. They were to come at 9:00 A.M. and leave immediately after meeting Baba. 

Adi wrote Don Stevens: "If Bob Royeton cannot come with you then you must drop this visit altogether, and you 

and Royeton should come for the darshan in Poona along with the other Western lovers in the summer of ’69." After 

troublesome delays in obtaining Royeton's leave from the army, Baba finally announced that it was no longer 

possible for them to come, and he sent Don Stevens word to be resigned to his will. 

At 9:15 a.m. on Saturday, 9 November 1968, the Gajwani family was again permitted to see Baba, along with 

Nariman Gajwani’s wife Keki and her mother. Baba spoke with them for about 20 minutes. He told them, “You are 

fortunate. Because of Dada’s [Kishinchand] love for me, you are being given an interview today, when no one else 

is allowed. Ask whatever you wish now, because such an opportunity will not come again. Those coming for 

darshan from 10 April to 10 June [1969], will not have such an opportunity.” 

Nariman Gajwani asked for Baba’s blessings. Baba told him that his father was happy in Baba and no one should 

grieve for him. Nariman informed Baba that an amount was left to Baba by his father, whose wish it was to pay for 

Siddiq Jaipuri Qawaal to perform at Meherazad on 7 February 1969, as arranged. 

The mandali at Meherazad kept silence on Sunday, 10 November, according to Baba’s wish. 

Adi's main helper at his office was Feram Workingboxwala. For a change, Feram came for a three-week stay at 

Meherazad on the 10th. Baba would call him every year around this time. When he came, Baba would instruct him, 

"You do nothing but type in Ahmednagar, so now rest while you are here." But some work or the other would 

inevitably have to be done, and Feram had to spend his "restful stay" typing. By then Feram had worked at Adi's 

office for years, and his love for Baba was exemplary. A straightforward man of simple habits, Feram was a great 

help to Adi by doing all of the filing and storing of letters, telegrams and circulars. Baba once revealed to him that 

he had been a yogi in a previous birth, and assured him that Upasni Maharaj's words were true, that this was his "last 

lifetime." 

Feram would often complain, "Spirituality is nothing but harassment!" He would also complain that the other 

mandali lied, or told only half the truth, by telling new lovers only the sweet, loving things about Baba — and not 

about the “grinding” the mandali had to pass through. 

Presidential elections had recently been held in America. When the news was received that Richard Nixon had been 

elected, Feram, who did not like him, was wondering how Baba could have allowed such a man to become 

President. Baba told him, "There is no worthy man to be President of the United States. Nixon was the only choice." 

On a previous occasion, in 1960, when Richard Nixon lost to John F. Kennedy in the election by a narrow margin, 

Baba mentioned that Nixon was destined to become president. Nixon had a small “encounter” with Meher Baba’s 

name when he attended the World's Fair in New York in 1964. Jane Haynes and her daughter Wendy were just 

leaving the Pavilion of American Interiors where there was a Baba booth, when they saw Nixon surrounded by a 

crowd, signing autographs. Jane thrust a copy of the “Universal Message” into his hand for him to keep, but, instead, 

with barely a glance, Nixon signed his name above Baba’s and returned the brochure to Jane. 

 



 

 

Baba was brought to the hall each morning in the lift-chair by four of the garden boys, and he would get up from the 

chair with the help of Kaka and Francis, and then take his seat in the hall. While leaving to return to his room, Baba 

himself would rise unaided and be conducted to the lift-chair by Kaka on one side and Francis on the other. 

One morning, at about 11:00 A.M., Baba tried to get up from his chair by himself as usual, but he could not do so. He 

tried two or three times but failed. Looking at Feram, he remarked, "This is the beginning of a personal tragedy for 

me." 

On Wednesday, 13 November 1968, Baba declared to the mandali: 

The days of my manifestation are nearing fast and only to Mehera have I mentioned the time of breaking my 

silence. My manifestation period will last for fourteen years before I drop the body.401 Therefore, this Avataric 

manifestation will be the greatest. 

Seeing Baba’s immense suffering, Feram was wondering how it would be possible for Baba to manifest himself 

with such a broken body. Baba asked what he was thinking and Feram told him. Baba remarked, “When I manifest, 

it will be in my youthful form when I was strong enough to throw off four persons at a time!” 

In the afternoon of the 13th, clarifying the meaning and status of the mandali, Baba stated: 

Only those few male and female lovers who have been with me all these years through thick and thin are my 

mandali. All others outside Meherazad and Meherabad are my lovers. 

I rank my mandali second only to Mehera; then there are the lovers, and then the world. Daily, without fail, I 

am invoking myself about Mehera, the mandali, the lovers and the world, in that order. 

Baba did not mention what he was invoking himself, but he emphasized: 

I am the Greatest of the Great. Goher tells me to allow Bhau to stay with his family for one month in 

Ahmednagar. I do not agree to this because Bhau belongs to the mandali, and my mandali are something 

special. Similarly, I do not allow Francis to go back to Australia to look after Avatar's Abode and the attached 

property, considering that Francis is of the mandali and with me for so many years in my service. 

Kaikobad too is of my mandali, despite his divine visions and physical disability. That is why I have not sent 

him to Meherabad to stay with his family on the hill. 

All these years, I have held on to the mandali and the mandali have served me and are serving me splendidly. 

They will not let me down like the apostles of Christ did. 

I am the greatest of the Avatars, because my manifestation will be while I am in the body. During the next six 

months, there will be occasions for the mandali to forsake me, but I will not allow that to happen. Similarly, I 

want the mandali to hold on to my daaman. 

At the time of my manifestation, my mandali will be with me — except for two or three who will pass away 

before the manifestation. 

Many years before Baba had foretold: "There will be fourteen with me at the end." Significantly, there were fourteen 

individuals with him at Meherazad at this particular time, namely the six women: Mehera, Mani, Naja, Goher, 

Meheru and Rano. The eight men were Eruch, Pendu, Baidul, Kaka, Kaikobad, Aloba, Bhau and Francis. 

Others, who were living their lives within the limits of day-to-day personal orders given to them by Baba, included 

those mandali at Meherabad: Padri, Sidhu, Mansari, Walu, Sushila (Vishnu's cousin) and Kaikobad’s family. The 

 

401 On 23 January 1926, when a few devotees from Ahmednagar came to Meherabad, having heard a rumor 

that Meher Baba had died, Baba remarked, "Even if the heavens and earth should come together for that 

purpose, I am not going to give up my body for the next 26 years. After that, whether I drop my body or not 

will depend upon my wish, but I will not keep a connection with this body after I am 90." 

On occasion in the 1960s, Baba indicated that he would live to be 90 years old. Perhaps what he meant was, 

although he dropped his body, he continued to work physically for the universe as if he were in the body. 

 



 

 

mandali at Khushru Quarters were Adi, his sister Dolly, Don, Feram and the Kalchuri family; and Sarosh and 

Chhagan were residing in Ahmednagar. 

During this period, Sheela and Mehernath would take turns going to Meherazad for lunch on Sundays, riding with 

Waman Padale on his scooter. Baba called Mehernath twice in November and Sheela once. During his last visit, 

Baba asked Mehernath to tell a story and then massage his legs. Kissing him and handing him prasad, Baba 

remarked, "Mehernath, you will not have such a chance again to be with me. It is your good fortune that I have 

called you here twice this month. Hereafter, I will be in seclusion and you will not have such a chance to see me." 

When it was Sheela's last turn in December 1968, after she had eaten with Baba and the women, Baba kissed her 

and motioned to her to leave. She was walking away when Baba came outside on the verandah and called her back. 

Embracing her, Baba remarked, "This is the last food you will have at my hands. Such an opportunity you will not 

have again. This is my prasad to you for your whole life. Remember it always." 

Mehera came out with Baba and was interpreting his gestures. Referring to her, Baba continued, "There are many 

lovers in the world but none like Mehera. Her love is special. She is my Radha. Her love is incomparable and I bow 

to it." Baba bowed his head to her and Mehera embraced him. 

Baba asked Sheela, "Does your mother feel bad when I don't call her?" 

"Very bad, Baba. She claims you don't want to see her." 

"Not that. You and Mehernath are young and can ride with Waman on the back of his scooter. She cannot. Tell her I 

am always with her. I often think of her and love her. She is really great. You don't understand now, but you will 

realize it when you grow up. You have a very good mother. Tell her I will send for her soon." 

 

On Sunday, 17 November 1968, Baba called the main workers of the Ahmednagar Center and discussed with them 

about giving darshan to his Ahmednagar District, Aurangabad and Beed lovers.402 It was decided that before 

proceeding to Guruprasad next summer, Baba would give darshan to them in Meherazad for seven days, from 1–10 

February 1969.403 

During this period, Baba accepted a humble service from his Ahmednagar lovers by allowing them to fulfill their 

wish to send food to Meherazad for himself and the mandali. One Sunday, Bade Pleader of Pathardi sent food; the 

next Pilamai of Daulat Lodge (a local restaurant and hotel); Prem Khilnani's wife, Girja, also sent lunch 

occasionally. Once, Baba asked Kokila to send dal for him. Then, according to his wish, Chhagan began preparing 

food for Baba and bringing it to Meherazad every Sunday. Rama would send bhujias for Baba and the mandali every 

other week, and channa baji (cooked green leaves from the chickpea plant) once a week, as well as other eatables 

that Baba would request from time to time. 

These may appear insignificant incidents, but because these were the final days they assumed great significance, and 

their memory was imprinted on the minds and hearts of the lovers concerned. Baba also took great interest in it, and 

when the food was received he would ask, "Now who will send it next Sunday?" 

On 19 November, Baba had Usha Bhasker send sambhar and rice. She did so, but after eating only two mouthfuls, 

Baba said "I am full." This was surprising, as Baba always enjoyed this dish, but his health was not good and he had 

no appetite. 

Later that day in the hall, Baba instructed Feram to write down in shorthand as he translated a couplet of Hafiz to 

Eruch describing the Infinite Vacuum state. Baba translated Hafiz: 

Abodelessness is my Abode, 

Signlessness is my sign, 

My body does not exist, 

My heart does not exist, 

Even God does not exist! 

 
402 In attendance at the meeting were: Adi, Sarosh, Chhagan, Padri, Rangole, Waman, Bhagirath, Rustom 

Kaka, Manek and Bade. 
403 On 3 December 1968, Baba changed the dates and curtailed the time of the Ahmednagar District 

darshan to three days, from 1–3 March 1969.  



 

 

Baba added, "Everyone before Realization must pass through this state [nirvan], and immediately after passing 

through it must realize God." 

Baba then commented, "Even I cannot improve on these couplets of Hafiz!" 

 

Day by day, Baba seemed to be growing more anemic. Meanwhile, news was received that Eruch's maternal uncle, 

Meherjee Satha, was seriously ill. On 19 November 1968, he was admitted to Booth Hospital and on the 21st he was 

given a blood transfusion. Gaimai and Meherwan arrived from Poona to help look after him. Meherwan was called 

to Meherazad the next day, which happened to be his birthday. When Meherwan informed Baba about Meherjee 

Mama’s critical condition and his improvement after being given a blood transfusion, Baba asked, "Why not give 

me a transfusion?" 

The mandali took this remark lightly, and Eruch humorously replied, "How can the God-Man take an ordinary 

person’s blood?" 

"Why not?" Baba asked. "The God-Man’s status will not change in any way if he takes another's blood!" And when 

Meherjee Satha had to be given a second transfusion, Baba again asked why he was not being given one. 

Dr. Alu Khambatta had been residing in Meherazad for the past year, ostensibly to look after Kaikobad and help 

Goher. She had developed swollen glands on her throat, which Dr. Grant advised her to get examined in Bombay to 

be sure it was not cancer. Although Dr. Alu did not wish to leave, Baba sent her away at the end of November, 

promising he would call her back soon in January. 

Later in December, Goher told Baba, "We do need her [Alu]. Why don't you call her." 

Baba replied, "I will call her when the time comes." 

Baba did not feel well on 26 November 1968 and was given an enema by the mandali. On the 28th, Adi’s revolving 

office chair was sent to Meherazad so that Baba could sit on it in the open and sunbathe for a little while each day. 

On 3 December, Baba got a severe muscular spasm while he sat on his “potty-chair,” the portable toilet in his room. 

Baba's muscular contraction was sudden, rapid and very painful. He looked pale and for some time stopped eating. 

The mandali would often request him to eat well so that his body could withstand the strain of the upcoming 

darshan; but whenever it was referred to, Baba seemed quite unconcerned about it and would remark, "Giving 

darshan is not a big thing for me! Don't worry, I will give darshan." 

For that year's melas at Meherpuri and Nauranga, Baba had sent Sarosh, Chhagan and the Dhakephalkars as his 

representatives. On their return, Baba called Dhake and his wife Sanjeevani to Meherazad on 8 December at 9:30 

A.M., when they reported about their trip. Sanjeevani was highly impressed with the love of Baba's Hamirpur lovers. 

In response, Baba remarked, "If people want to see my leela [divine play], they should go to Andhra or Hamirpur." 

 

Sassoon General Hospital in Poona was celebrating its 100th anniversary, and the organizing secretary for the ten-

day centenary celebration, Professor Dr. G. S. Mutalik, wrote to Baba requesting his blessings for the occasion. 

Baba had dictated the following message (on 10 September 1968): 

I give my blessings to the administrative, medical and worker staff of this hospital in which I, the Deliverer of 

the world, was delivered to the world. 

Jalbhai came to Meherazad on 3 October 1968 and collected a donation of Rs.1,000 towards the Sassoon Hospital 

celebration, along with Baba’s message for the function. 

The main function to mark the occasion was held adjacent to the hospital at 5:00 P.M. on Sunday, 1 December 1968 

in the affiliated college’s auditorium. Dr. Ram Ginde, Adi and Sarosh spoke, as did Girjanandan Dube, the principal 

speaker. Baba sent a telegram that day to Jalbhai, which was read to the gathering by Dr. Ginde: 

To you who have gathered in the auditorium of the B. J. Medical College during the centenary celebration of 

the Sassoon General Hospital, Poona, to hear my ancient message of Love and Truth, I give my love blessings 

to realize your true selves so that you will know what is Real Knowledge, what is Real Power and what is Real 

Love. 

Another function was held on 9 December, at 6:00 P.M., to unveil a marble plaque bearing an inscription of Baba's 

birth date, which had been installed on the outside wall of the hospital building where Baba was born, due in large 

part to Jalbhai's efforts. Chhagan recited the Master’s Prayer in Hindi and K. T. Girme, the deputy speaker of the 

Maharashtra assembly, unveiled the plaque on which was written in both English and Marathi: 



 

 

AVATAR MEHER BABA WAS BORN 

IN SASSOON GENERAL HOSPITALS 

ON 25TH FEBRUARY 1894 

Baba’s donation to the hospital was presented at this time and then Adi gave a talk. 

Baba's lovers in West Bengal had organized a special program on 8 December 1968 to felicitate Begum Akhtar, who 

was visiting Calcutta. Baba sent them this message: 

The God-Man is here among men to give them love of God and to awaken them to the reality that God alone is 

real and all else is a dream. 

From Calcutta, Moorty sent a letter seeking Baba's advice about some personal matter. Baba cabled this reply: "Do 

whatever your heart tells you to do." 

On 11 December 1968, Baba dictated this message for his 75th birthday the following year, but Adi was instructed 

not to print it and circulate it until after January: 

To love me for what I may give you is not loving me at all. To sacrifice anything in my cause to gain something 

for yourself is like a blind man sacrificing his eyes for sight. I am the Divine Beloved worthy of being loved 

because I am Love. He who loves me because of this will be blessed with unlimited sight and will see me as I 

am. 

 

Baba's blood and urine samples had been sent to Ruby Hall Clinic in Poona on 28 November 1968, with 

indeterminate test results (the samples may have spoiled on the way). When additional samples were sent on 5 

December with Don, the results were alarming. Dr. (Mrs.) R. N. Ichaporia, the pathologist, wrote to Goher 

informing her that Baba's hemoglobin percent had dropped to 7 percent (normal is 14). and his blood urea was 148 

mg. (normal is 20–40), indicating that the waste products of the body's metabolism were not being properly excreted 

by the kidneys. Dr. Ichaporia wrote: "Baba is losing [blood hemoglobin] at the rate of 2 gms. per week [12 percent]. 

He urgently requires a transfusion and twice more at weekly intervals." 

Dr. Grant was consulted and upon seeing the report could not believe what he read. He asked Don if Baba was 

conscious. Don replied that Baba was fully conscious. Grant called for a second blood report on 13 December, 

thinking there had been a mistake with the first one. Although the blood urea level was now 97 mg., the hemoglobin 

was 5.8 percent. There had been no mistake. The urea and blood sugar levels showed improvement, but the blood 

count was terribly disturbing and a blood transfusion was immediately needed — as Baba had hinted some weeks 

before. 

Adi went to Meherazad on the morning of the 13th and recorded in his diary: “I see Baba in his room. His physical 

condition is not at all good. Eruch, Francis and Bhau help him to stand up with difficulty.” 

On Sunday, 15 December 1968, Dr. Grant came to Meherazad at 7:30 A.M. from Poona with his nurse, and gave 

Baba a blood transfusion and administered a cardiogram.404 Meherjee came with Dr. Wadia and Dr. Ichaporia, and 

Adi and Don were also present. Baba was in a very good mood and during the session, gave a short discourse to the 

doctors, "Hypocrisy is at its zenith in the world today and I have come to destroy it! The [material] progress of the 

world will be maintained, but alongside it, man should develop morally and spiritually." 

Two days later further blood tests were done and, though the hemoglobin was better, the level of the urea was the 

same. Eruch suggested calling Dr. Ginde from Bombay, and he arrived on the 19th. Baba had become pale and there 

was swelling around his feet and ankles. He was unable to sit up and was getting spasms in his limbs. He also tended 

to be drowsy from time to time. But while Ginde was there for about a half an hour, Baba's health brightened and he 

looked almost his usual self. After examining him, Ginde did not find anything unusually wrong. Baba’s 

hemoglobin was 8 percent and Ginde said there was no sign of internal bleeding, as Ichaporia had suspected. He did 

not think Baba needed another transfusion. Ginde returned to Bombay the same day. 

Yet, Baba's health had definitely deteriorated. While working alone in his room for 20 minutes each afternoon, as 

mentioned, Baba used to beat his thighs and chest with his fists. Finally, one day in December, he became too weak 

to do this. His weakness was due to the pressure of the culmination of his work. Therefore, Baba kept Bhau in the 

room with him, and he ordered Bhau to strike him on his thighs and chest while he was working. Baba's thighs had 

become as hard as marble, and it was actually physically painful for Bhau to hit Baba's body. Bhau also thought he 

 
404 Baba's blood type was AB+, a universal recipient. 



 

 

was hurting Baba, so one day he began hitting Baba's chest lightly. Baba began striking his own chest, which only 

added to his agony and weakness. Bhau recommenced striking him as forcefully as he could, which he continued 

until the 30th of January — the last day of Baba's working. 

While Baba was doing his Universal work, he appeared totally absorbed and consumed by it. His eyes would be 

open, but he was somewhere else. For instance, while Baba was hitting his thigh one day, Bhau saw that Baba's 

fingernail had started bleeding. Baba did not stop and was oblivious to it. 

On 19 December, Hugh Lynn Cayce, the son of the famous clairvoyant Edgar Cayce of Virginia Beach in America, 

wrote to Adi stating that he would be coming to India in February 1969 with a group of students of his spiritual 

association, and that they would like to meet Meher Baba, if it were possible.405 Adi replied that Baba was in 

seclusion for the present and no meeting was arranged. 

At 7:00 A.M. on 20 December 1968, Meherjee brought Dr. Grant again with Dr. Ichaporia to give Baba a second 

blood transfusion. Baba was cheerful in his presence and also explained several spiritual subjects to him. Baba 

remarked, "I am the Expected One who will also be the Accepted One while I am yet in this body. All will know me 

when I manifest, but those who know and love me now are the really fortunate." 

Dr. Grant took Baba's EKG and said it was normal. He left after an hour with Meherjee, and Dr. Ichaporia stayed 

until the full one-pint transfusion was over. Yusuf, the Meherazad driver, then drove her back to Poona in the 

DeSoto. 

Goher was busy day and night attending to Baba; it was an exhausting service. Eruch suggested calling Dr. Hoshang 

Bharucha from Navsari to assist Goher, but Baba replied, "Not now. He will come on his own at the right time." 

 

Meanwhile, Baba had given his consent to hold the wedding of his brother Adi Jr.'s son, Dara, 24, to Kumar's 

daughter Amrit, 18, in Meherazad. For several days, Pendu, Eruch and Mani were kept busy making arrangements 

for the two-day affair. Sarosh, Viloo and Adi were also actively engaged in these arrangements as well. 

A circular was sent on 12 December 1968 to those invited: 

Rules given by Beloved Baba to be observed by all his lovers who are visiting Meherazad on 22nd and 23rd 

December 1968 

1) None must take Baba’s darshan. 

2) None must embrace him. 

3) None must garland him. (Flowers may be placed near him.) 

4) Each will file past him (first the women and then the men) on 22nd morning. Baba says that mood permitting 

he may allow his hand to be kissed; otherwise, each should only bow to him with folded hands. 

Added directions for the women Baba-lovers: 

1) None must embrace Mehera, nor Mani nor anyone else. 

2) There should not be any hand-shaking or hand-kissing or overna.406 All should simply greet Mehera and 

others by saying ‘Jai Baba’ with folded hands. 

3) None must garland Mehera (i.e. not put garland round her neck), but flowers may be offered in the hand. 

Kumar and Subhadra and their son and daughter Amrit arrived on 18 December 1968, and were accommodated in 

Meherazad in Bhau's room. Bhau moved in with Eruch. 

Adi Jr. and family arrived from London two days later, on the 20th. With them was Ann Eve, 32, the daughter of 

Douglas and Mollie Eve, who had been living in their upstairs flat for almost ten years and had become a close 

 

405 A devout Christian, Edgar Cayce (1880–1945) accepted the Eastern beliefs of karma and reincarnation. 

Hugh Cayce may have heard of Baba through Henry Kashouty's group in nearby Hampton, Virginia, as 

Henry had donated God Speaks to Cayce’s association. 

406 Overna refers to the Indian custom of putting the knuckles to the temples, in a gesture that can signify 

taking on a loved one’s suffering or praying for the person’s protection from any evil influence. 

 



 

 

family friend. Adi stayed at Meherazad for a few days and afterwards in Bhingar; Franey and Shireen stayed with 

Franey's mother and brother at their family home in Bhingar, and Dara and Ann at Sarosh and Viloo's. At first the 

wedding date had been fixed for November, but Adi had written to say that June would be more convenient as 

Shireen would have a school vacation break then. Baba did not agree to this, but agreed it could be held in 

December when Shireen had a shorter Christmas holiday. Although Baba agreed to the postponement he remarked, 

"I will have to adjust my work." 

A shamiana (canopy), shading about 300 chairs, was erected in the garden at Meherazad opposite the main house. 

Everything was done splendidly, including arrangements for a luncheon. Close lovers from Bombay, Poona, 

Ahmednagar and Meherabad were invited for two days, coming in the morning and returning in the evening. 

Nariman and Arnavaz were staying in Meherazad, as were Katie and Khorshed. 

Although Baba's health was poor, he had agreed to these festivities and indeed desired that they take place. It was 

his compassion to give darshan to his close lovers one final time, since he knew that for most of those present it 

would be their last opportunity to see him. 

The next day, Saturday, 21 December 1968, Adi Jr.'s family and Ann Eve came to see Baba. This was also to be the 

first meeting between bride and groom; but upon reaching Meherazad, Amrit had fallen ill with temperature, and so 

no meeting between her and Dara occurred that day. 

Sunday, 22 December, was the first day of celebrations, a triple occasion in honor of Mehera's birthday, the 

betrothal of Dara and Amrit, and also the navjot ceremony of four children of the Dadachanji family. Hoshang and 

Havovi Dadachanji had originally asked Baba through Arnavaz to perform the thread ceremony of their son, 

Rayomand, age ten, and daughter Meherrukh, age seven, in May 1969 at Guruprasad, but Baba had replied no. They 

then requested it be done on Mehera's birthday and to that Baba replied, "Kabul [Agreed]!” 

He had asked, "Are there any more children of the same age? It is better theirs be done also at the same time." So 

Dara Dadachanji's son, Naozer, age six, and Dolly Dastoor's sister, Roshan Irani's daughter, Mehernaz, age seven, 

were also included. 

That morning, about 200 guests arrived at Meherazad by buses. Baba was in his room and was brought onto the 

verandah in a wheelchair by Eruch and Bhau. He was greeted with repeated shouts of "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" 

The program began with the singing of Happy Birthday to Mehera. Dara was seated on the verandah and soon the 

women mandali brought Amrit out. Adi Jr. read the poem Francis had composed for Mehera's birthday. It had been 

read for Baba in the morning and he wished the guests to hear it. 

Dara and Amrit exchanged rings after Baba had touched them, putting them on each other's fingers in his presence. 

Thereafter, the four children attired in their navjot finery came to Baba. Baba blessed them with this simple 

invocation, "O Ahuramazda, Asho [Lord] Zoroaster, Avatar Meher Baba!" Then this message from him was read 

out: 

Religious ceremonies instead of freeing one from maya keep one firmly bound to maya. I have come to make 

people do away with ceremonies. God can be attained only through love; therefore, love me more and more 

until you know who I am. 

Kokila and Rustom Kaka each sang a song, after which darshan commenced. Baba was seated in his wheelchair on 

the verandah and all filed past him from below with folded hands. Baba seemed "far, far away" while giving 

darshan, and rarely looked directly at the individuals coming before him, though he was moving his hands back and 

forth to his chest accepting their homage. At one point, he remarked, "Look at me well ... When I give my darshan in 

Poona, you will not be seeing me as you see me now." 

After everyone had their turn, Baba was wheeled back to his room. A buffet lunch was served to the guests. At first, 

considering his health, it seemed it would be impossible for Baba to sit through the function, but he surprised them 

by spending more time on the verandah than originally scheduled. In his room, Baba sent for Meherjee, who shed 

tears at seeing Baba looking so frail and weak. 

On the morning of Monday, 23 December, Dara and Amrit were married in a civil ceremony in Ahmednagar at 8:00 

A.M. at Sarosh's home, Viloo Villa, and they then came to Meherazad to receive Baba's blessings, as did the same 

200 guests who had come the previous day. Before the functions started, Baba called his Poona workers — Sadashiv 

Patil, Soman and Kamble — to his room. Sadashiv burst out weeping, seeing Baba in such poor health. Baba 

assured him, "I will be all right very soon and give darshan to my lovers." 

Despite his serious condition, Baba cheered everyone up by joking and pretending that his physical infirmity was 

nothing. Still, the lovers could see his condition for themselves and had the “darshan” of his suffering. 



 

 

Baba was wheeled onto the verandah and blessed Amrit and Dara. Sarosh's little granddaughter, Homai, gave a 

dance performance. They brought a tape recorder with music to accompany the dance, but it did not work, so 

Sarosh's daughter Gulnar had to clap out the beat. 

Baba told the gathering, “Remember, this body you see is not me. I am the Ocean — the Ocean of Infinite Love. 

The time has come to show the world I am the Avatar.” 

Then something amusing happened. For several days now Kaka had begun performing a "unique" kirtan. He would 

clap his hands together and repeat, "Ho, ho, ho!" which would send the mandali and Baba into fits of laughter. Kaka 

walked onto the verandah and began his kirtan, and Kumar and Elcha Mistry joined him, which those present 

heartily enjoyed. 

Baba's twin nephews, Rustom and Sohrab, sang a humorous song (There's A Hole in the Bucket) with one of their 

friends, which made Baba laugh. In the past, both boys had been quite stout, and Baba had advised them to lose 

weight. This time they were much thinner, which pleased Baba. 

The large group of lovers again came forward for darshan. Before retiring to his room, Baba remarked, "How lucky 

you all are to have my darshan today," and he gestured, "My time has come." 

A buffet lunch was again served. 

At one point, Baba called Bapai and her daughter Meher Desai of Bombay to his room. Meher had become a doctor 

according to Baba's wish and she wanted to stay in Meherazad permanently in his service. Baba informed her, 

"Carry on for the time being in what you are doing; we shall see later on." Baba allowed her to go abroad for further 

studies, if she wished. 

After lunch, all the guests returned to their homes. 

Besides giving darshan to his close ones, part of Baba's work in arranging this wedding may have been to put an end 

to caste and religious prejudices, as Dara was a Zoroastrian and Amrit a Hindu, and mixed-caste marriages were 

then extremely uncommon in India. Had it been a normal marriage, Baba may not have agreed to host it at the height 

of his illness. In this sense, it was a historical occasion and may serve as an example for future generations. 

Khorshed, Katie and Nargis returned to Bombay on the 24th; Nariman and Arnavaz stayed on in Meherazad for three 

weeks after the wedding. Kumar and Subhadra, Amrit's parents, left Meherazad to return to Dehra Dun on the 26th. 

 

On Tuesday, 24 December 1968, Keki Nalavala of Dehra Dun came to Meherazad with his wife, Freiny, and son, 

Naosherwan. Baba asked about the couple's health, and they wept at Baba's loving concern when he himself was so 

critically ill. 

The talk shifted to the best type of job for Naosherwan, and Baba gave them certain advice about it. Several 

possibilities were before him. One was to work for the newspaper the Times of India, another was to work for Air 

India. Keki wanted him to take a job with the army. Baba asked the young man, "What do you want?" 

"Baba, you decide," Naosherwan replied. 

Baba asked the mandali, and Eruch remarked, "Well, Baba, a pen is already in his hand [he was interested in 

writing] so why not the Times?" 

Baba approved this, assuring Naosherwan, "I am with you always." Naosherwan did work at the Times for one year, 

but later gained a better opportunity with Air India. 

Starting on 26 December, Baba's muscle spasms increased. Movements would sometimes precipitate a spasm. By 

the end of the month, his hemoglobin remained constant at 10 percent, but his urea level was still high at 136 mg. 

Dr. Ginde wrote that he was concerned about it and could not understand the cause for it. But after Baba's second 

blood transfusion on 20 December, Baba ordered that no doctor should be called unless asked by him. Goher was 

afraid regarding his urea level, so Don was allowed to visit and check Baba's condition. Whenever the mandali 

broached the topic of the Poona darshan, Baba would casually reply, "Do not worry about it." Some days, he would 

get no spasms, but then they would recur. Baba would often remark to the mandali, "The time is very near." 

Thus the last days of 1968 passed painfully. Baba was crushing his body in the mill of infinite suffering, and both 

the men and women mandali were anxious and concerned about his fragile health. Baba, however, continued to 

mask his real physical state, stating: "Do not forget that I am God! I know everything. Simply do as I say." 

He explained: "The pressure of my Universal burden reflects upon my physical body. And as the strain of my work 

in seclusion is severe, the effect on my body is consequently severe. But though the effect is human, the cause is 

divine, and it is therefore in my hands." 



 

 

He concluded: "I have taken on the form of man to take on the suffering of Man." 

Adi Jr. had brought an antique brass gong from London, and it was hung outside the door of Baba's bedroom. As 

soon as it was struck, Eruch and Bhau would hurry to his room. Both the women and men mandali did their utmost 

during this period to serve Baba. By becoming quite helpless, Baba gave them the opportunity to do so. 

As Age noted, “Baba's suffering for the sake of mankind rang in the New Year with the same song of infinite 

misery, and the echo of it was in complete accordance with his wish. The pulse of the universe is dependent upon 

the Avatar's wish; to keep its beat normal the Avatar burdens himself with the suffering of the universe.” 

Still, for the mandali it was painful to witness Baba suffering as he did. Only by his suffering infinite agony (and 

that too suffered in silence) could the world's pulse be kept steady. It was all according to his wish, cloaked in the 

garment of infinite bliss and infinite suffering. 

 

On Wednesday, 1 January 1969, Chinta Sarvarao, Majety Ramamohan Rao and Manikyala Rao from Andhra 

arrived in Meherazad with Adi as permitted. Baba entered mandali hall in his wheelchair at 9:00 A.M. He expressed 

his appreciation for the work the three men were doing in his name in Vijayawada and remarked to them, "The time 

is near. How lucky you are that I am meeting you three." Baba asked Manikyala Rao about his personal and family 

affairs. After spending about half an hour in Baba's company, the three men departed. 

Other close ones in India and elsewhere, too, sought permission to see Baba, but to them he sent this message: 

"Come to Poona. I will not be in seclusion then." 

More blood and urine specimens were sent to the Poona hospital for analysis on 2 January. Dr. Grant wrote back 

advising Goher to limit Baba's protein intake, because the level of urea was found to be still quite high. Liver juice 

and bone soup should be discontinued, and Baba's kidneys and prostate gland should be examined. 

Accordingly, Adi brought Dr. G. V. Ketkar of Ahmednagar to Meherazad on the 4th. He found Baba's abdomen 

mildly distended but there was no evidence of retained fluids there, and the prostate gland was not enlarged but flat 

and firm in consistency. Dr. Ketkar could only recommend a full urologic examination due to the rising urea level. 

Adi Jr. knew of a specialist in Bombay, whom he tried to contact the next day, but he failed to reach him. 

On Sunday afternoon, 5 January 1969, a young Australian woman named Mary Rosalind Bennett unexpectedly 

arrived in Meherazad. She was from Sydney and had found out about Baba from some young lovers there. Mary 

looked like a "flower-child" and was hitchhiking around India. She had arrived that morning by train and walked 

barefoot all the way from Ahmednagar to Meherazad (a distance of nine miles) with a guitar slung over her 

shoulders, ostensibly to deliver a poster of Baba made by Leigh and Steven Campbell. Welcomed by Mani, she 

played a song for the women mandali, and was then taken into Baba's bedroom, where she played her guitar and 

sang a song for him. Baba called Mary "Mastani," and asked to see the Campbells' poster. Baba urged her to attend 

the upcoming darshan at Guruprasad that summer. Mary Bennett was driven back to Ahmednagar, where she bathed 

and had dinner at Viloo Villa, before boarding a train that night for Delhi. As the years passed, she was not heard 

from again. 

Sarosh's son-in-law, Hirji Adenwala, had come to Ahmednagar for Dara's marriage. He and his wife, Gulnar, would 

come every December, and would be brought to Meherazad by Sarosh and Viloo to meet Baba. Hirji was a 

physician, working near Bombay, and he was given Baba's blood reports to review. He discussed Baba’s condition 

with Adi Sr., Don and Dr. Ketkar. Hirji opined that Meherazad would be unsuitable for further tests, but he did not 

see any urgency in Baba’s condition. Don drove Hirji to Meherazad unannounced on Sunday to convey that 

information to Goher. She wished him to examine Baba. Baba was not pleased with this intrusion, but agreed to see 

him. 

After Dr. Adenwala entered Baba's room he asked Baba to open his mouth so that he could smell it. He had 

inadvertently forgotten to bring his stethoscope, so Baba instructed him to put his ear on his chest to listen to his 

heart, which he did. He asked two or three questions, which Baba answered clearly through hand signs. Hirji was 

amazed because, according to what he told Goher and Eruch after coming out of the room, no one could have 

remained conscious, much less cognizant, with such an abnormal increase in urea in the bloodstream, and the whole 

room should have been full of a stench, which was not the case. Baba was fully conscious and his mouth did not 

smell foul. 

Dr. Adenwala exclaimed, "This is extraordinary! Still, for Baba to stay here is not desirable. He should be taken to 

Poona, where a thorough checkup can be done." 

At this time, Chhagan began going to Meherazad every day to share a few hours of afternoon watch near Baba. 



 

 

On Tuesday, 7 January 1969, Baba dictated this circular, which was issued through Adi (as Life Circular No. 71, on 

the 15th): 

Beloved Avatar Meher Baba wishes his lovers to know that his three years of intense work has shattered his 

health. In spite of this, he has invited his lovers from all over the world to come to him for his darshan next 

summer, for it is the time for them to come to him and receive his love. 

It is the time; and the place, Guruprasad, 24 Bund Road, Poona, has been fixed. But, with the present condition 

of his health, how beloved Baba will give his darshan to the thousands who will come, yet remains to be 

determined, but it will be. He will give his darshan. 

This darshan, Baba says, will be the last given in silence — the last before he speaks his world-renewing Word 

of Words. 

Note: 

(1) No one should write, telegram or cable for Baba's blessings for persons or events or programs, but remain 

content in the knowledge that his blessings are continually with his lovers. No such communications will be 

conveyed to Baba and so cannot be acknowledged. 

(2) No one should attempt to see Baba until the 10th of April onwards in accordance with Avatar Meher Baba's 

conditions printed in Life Circular No. 70, dated 1st November 1968. 

(3) No one should write to Baba or the resident mandali and me (Adi K. Irani) about problems of Baba-work or 

the conduct of Centers, or of inquiry about Baba's health, as time and circumstance will not permit our 

attention. 

(4) Change of postal and telegram address only should be communicated to me. 

 

More blood samples were taken on Thursday morning, 9 January 1969 and sent to Ruby Hall. The urea level was 

124 and the hemoglobin 10 percent. Grant advised Baba be brought to Poona where he could be well attended. 

Ginde also telephoned and inquired about Baba’s health. Therefore, both the men and women mandali exhorted 

Baba to shift to Poona before his usual time at the end of March, but Baba was unwilling to go for further tests. 

It was at this time, perhaps to relieve the mandali's fears, that Baba began mentioning giving darshan while lying 

down. "If I give my darshan to my lovers lying down, would there be anything wrong in that?" he asked. 

The mandali replied, "Of course not, why would it be wrong? Your lovers' only concern is to see to your pleasure." 

But Baba's deteriorating condition caused the mandali to worry, and they continued to wonder how it would be 

possible for Baba to give darshan for two months — from 10 April until 10 June. They were apprehensive about 

whether his body could withstand such a strain, but Baba assured them: 

It will be easy for me to give my lovers darshan, so you are not to feel concerned. I will give darshan reclining 

and that will be no strain on my body. 

It will be different from all previous darshans, and it will be the last in silence. It will be the darshan of darshans 

— unparalleled. 

Although I will be reclining, I will be very strong. My physical condition now is because of my work, but by 

then my work will be complete and my exultation will be great. A pauper winning a bumper lottery can 

become so excited over his fortune that he collapses and dies. My fortune will be in my work being finished 

and in the knowledge of its certain results; but my exultation will not cause my collapse — it will be my glory. 

Adi Jr., Franey, Shireen, Dara, Amrit and Ann Eve came that day to say goodbye to Baba before returning to 

London the following day.407 In reference to his health, Baba assured Franey, "Don't worry. All will be well by the 

end of this month." 

While Baba was sitting outside relaxing, taking his sunbath on the 9th, he mentioned Jesus and the apostles to Adi 

Jr. and revealed to his brother, "Eruch is my Peter. Peter renounced Jesus, but Eruch will not renounce me." 

Before leaving, Adi Jr. wept. Baba called him to his room and asked the reason. "I feel that I will not see you again," 

he said. 

 
407 The family had also been called to Meherazad on 24, 27, 29, 31 December and 7 January. 



 

 

Baba replied, "Oh, I am not going to die. Still fourteen more years are there before I drop my body." As mentioned, 

Baba had indicated before that he would live to be 90. 

On another occasion, Baba remarked, "After breaking my silence, I will remain alive for fourteen years." 

Eruch rejoined, "By then we will all be old men!" 

A nine-year old village girl named Kashmira, residing at the neighboring Parsi farmer Ratanshah Gyara's place, 

came to see Baba the same day.408 Kashmira had come the previous day with her mother and other villagers, and 

Eruch had told her to come back alone. She insisted on meeting Baba and even stopped eating or drinking, until 

Baba agreed to give her darshan. Baba met her lovingly, but instructed the child, "You have seen me. Now, go back 

and have your food." 

On Friday, 10 January 1969, Baba's health had noticeably worsened. To Goher and the men, he said, “You ask me to 

eat, but you don’t give me what I ask for. I will go to Guruprasad around April and will give darshan in whatever 

condition I may be in, according to Life Circular No. 71 — even if I have to do so lying down! Don’t call any doctor 

for one week more. After a week, you can do another blood test, and then, when I say, consult a doctor. Otherwise 

not.” 

He repeated, "If you want me to drop my body now, take me to Poona! My condition has no medical grounds at all; 

it is purely due to the strain of my work. Do not call the doctors again until I tell you." 

Adi Sr. came that morning and Baba told him firmly in the presence of Eruch, Bhau, Goher and Nariman, "I am God 

and I suffer for everyone; but if you go on serving me as conscientiously as you are now, I will get well." 

Baba asked him, "Do you know who I am? I am God! Say it! Tell them [the other mandali] that I am God and that I 

know what I am doing." 

Adi responded, "Baba, you are God.” 

Baba continued, “I am man, but don’t forget that I am God. My physical condition is bad. It will become worse. I 

may go into a coma; but I will come back. I know what work I must do. I will neither go ‘mad’ nor drop my body. 

Don’t try to persuade and pester me to go to Guruprasad now.” 

Baba instructed Adi to telephone Dr. Ginde. “Tell Ginde not to come here or to Guruprasad without being called by 

me. I was touched by his care and his anxiety to have me further examined, but he should do as I want him to do and 

not overdo things.” 

Adi was told to convey the same message to Dr. Grant. 

Those present were helpless and had to accept Baba's will. They recalled what Baba had said in September: "Today I 

have sown the seed. We shall eat the fruits on January 10, 1969." Baba was suffering infinitely for the universe, but 

it was according to his compassionate will. His intense pain was for the salvation of all in creation, and no real help 

could be given to Baba. How could those who were limited help the Unlimited One? The joy of the Unlimited lies in 

suffering infinite agony; the only thing required from the limited was for the Unlimited One's wish to be followed. 

This was the only help we could give him. It is impossible for Baba's men and women mandali to describe the 

intensity of his suffering at that time for the sake of his lovers and for the world. His mercy is infinite; his love is 

infinite. He takes upon himself the misery of all beings and bestows love and mercy in its place. 

 

Baba was coming to mandali hall every day, but after Sunday, 12 January 1969, he never left his bedroom. Day by 

day, his condition became more worrisome. On the 13th, from 8:30 P.M. until 8:45 A.M. the next morning Baba did 

not pass any urine — a period of more than twelve hours. Goher had to give him medication for this. 

January 13 was Bhau's birthday, and though Baba was in poor health, he embraced Bhau tenderly. 

Baba stopped taking much nourishment from around the 13th of January. He began having severe cramps, and the 

slightest movement would give him terrible spasmodic jolts. When he used his fingers to gesture, he would receive 

sudden shocks which caused his whole body to rise off the bed! Again an attempt was made to urge him to move to 

Poona, but Baba refused. 

On Tuesday, 14 January 1969, the Hindu festival Sankrant was celebrated and Baba distributed the traditional 

sweets with the invocation: “Take this sweet and speak sweetly ever after.” Don Stevens was also remembered, as it 

was his birthday. 

 
408 Kashmira may have come on 7 January 1969. 



 

 

Eruch was told to read out the 101 Names of God: “Worthy of Worship … Omnipotent … Omniscient … Lord of 

All … Without Beginning … Without End …” As each name was spoken, Baba repeatedly made the circle gesture 

of perfection.  

That day, Adi recorded in his diary: 

Baba’s suffering time and again erupts into different symptoms, thus throwing those near him and us here into a 

worry, which keeps us all in tension, [despite] knowing full well that he is the Master of his work and strong 

enough to bear up its reaction. Don informed about this. No urine passed for twelve hours. Later get the news 

that Baba passes urine and we are relieved. 

On the 15th, Bhau wrote to Burjor Chacha in Dehra Dun: “Baba’s health has not yet improved and he has gone very 

weak. It seems he is crucified every moment to give life water to the dying humanity, and to prepare it to listen to 

his Word.” 

Dhake’s birthday was on the 16th, and he sent with Manek jalebis, bhujias, paan and other delicacies for Baba and 

the mandali's afternoon tea. His note was read to Baba, and Baba sent him a reply through Eruch, telling him that his 

love made him happy. 

As the days passed, Baba became weaker. On 17 January, another blood sample was sent to Poona. (The results 

showed a considerable improvement in the level of urea at 97, but a drop in the hemoglobin to 9.) Goher wrote to 

Meherjee, saying that Baba felt weak and had not walked for several days, but was trying to take regular exercise by 

standing up for a few minutes every day. The tremors and jolts continued, but with less intensity, though sometimes 

they happened suddenly. 

Baba was gradually taking more nourishment, about 900 calories a day, and his fluid intake and output was 

adequate. His main complaint was of a continuous pressure and dull ache in the upper part of his stomach 

(epigastrium region), which sometimes increased after eating. Baba had suffered nausea and vomiting, but that too 

was now less. It was noticed that both his feet were starting to swell. Goher had been giving him injections of 25 

mg. of Durabolin on alternate days for the past twelve days, along with multivitamins and other tablets. 

When Adi came to Meherazad that day, Baba was asleep in his room, snoring. He woke up after some time and said 

his entire body was hurting. Considering Baba’s health, Adi asked about the three-day darshan at Meherazad in 
March. Baba said to cancel it, stating, “I will give darshan to my Ahmednagar city and district lovers in July or 

August, after I return from Guruprasad.” 

Nariman and Arnavaz returned to Bombay that evening. Baba told them, "Go back to Bombay, finish your work and 

come back as soon as you do." 

At the time of leaving, the Dadachanjis never thought that this was to be their final embrace from the Beloved. Baba 

had been so weak he could hardly lift his hands. He could not sit up, and four or five of the mandali would have to 

help him sit up; even then he would suffer excruciating pains. Baba would sit up in bed for only fifteen or twenty 

minutes, and then the men would slowly help him lie down. So when Nariman and Arnavaz embraced Baba before 

leaving, they did so gently to avoid causing him the slightest pain. But surprisingly, Baba embraced them so tightly 

that for a moment they wondered from where he had summoned such strength. Although they were unaware of it, 

Baba knew that this embrace would be their last. 

A similar incident happened to Rano a week later. She brought a watercolor of the “Mastery In Servitude” emblem 

that she had done for Adi Jr.409 She wanted Baba to touch it before she mailed it. Baba did so and expressed that he 

was pleased, and then gestured, "Embrace me." 

Rano later recollected: "Baba looked so fragile then that I was almost afraid to touch him, so I touched him very 

lightly. But when he embraced me, it was the strong embrace of the old days." It was the last embrace she had from 

Baba. 

Baba's condition on Sunday, 19 January 1969, was somewhat better, but he had become quite weak. At times, he 

worshiped his lovers by remembering certain persons, but the worship was wearing out his body! 

Baba sent for Usha and Bhasker that day, instructing Usha to bring sambhar again. This time Baba enjoyed the 

liquid dish very much and had it for both his lunch and dinner. Baba ate on his bed, with a pillow supporting his 

back and one under his legs. 

 
409 “Mastery In Servitude” is the phrase inscribed on Baba’s Tomb. 



 

 

The next day, 20 January, he informed Kokila to cook rice and “Marwari dal,” and tasted a little of the latter. Rama 

had also been instructed to send fried eggplant, which Baba ate. Baba's appetite was minimal and he had little desire 

to eat. He would just pick at his food, and it was difficult to convince him to eat so that he could become stronger. 

Sometimes when the mandali would attend to him, Baba would gesture he was not feeling hungry, and he would try 

to give his food to them to consume. Eruch resorted to the ruse of chewing paan just before going to Baba, so that 

when he was offered Baba's food he could say, "Sorry, Baba, but I have just had paan." 

Goher would give Baba a straw with which to drink something nutritious. Baba would pinch the straw in the middle 

when she was not looking and then gesture, "Now I cannot drink it; the straw is crushed." It was an excuse not to 

ingest it. 

During that week, Baba began making a "haaa-humph" sound. He had made a similar sound in the past, but this was 

more pronounced. He uttered it several times over the next few days. Eruch described it happening once when Baba 

was seated on his bed. Baba made a sound like “mmmmmm” and then put his hand over his mouth, as if to prevent 

further sounds from escaping. Eruch felt that Baba had broken his silence, but Bhau did not think that he had, and 

Eruch later agreed. Baba himself never commented on the incident. 

Padri saw Baba at 8:00 A.M. on the 20th. Once when Padri came to Meherazad at this time, he remarked to Baba, 

"We are old now! It is better to close up shop!" 

Baba chuckled and replied, "What are you saying? Close the shop? This shop will now be opened! 

 

On the morning of Tuesday, 21 January 1969, Baba was helped to sit up in bed. He complained of a choking 

sensation in his throat and he breathed with difficulty, wheezing for half an hour like an asthmatic patient. He asked 

for hot tea and after drinking it, along with a pill of Belargal, the wheezing subsided. He complained of feeling 

terribly weak and said he would only have liquids that day. 

Baba experienced a slight, mild choking sensation when he rose the next morning and was made to sit up in bed. 

Goher had already given him a pill earlier that morning, which helped to suppress the attack and ameliorate the 

symptoms to some extent. Baba repeated, "Don't worry. Even if I go into a coma, you must not worry. I will come 

out of it in a couple of days." 

That day, Baba was in a very happy mood and enjoyed playing checkers with Francis and Kaka in the morning and 

evening. Kaka sang his "Ho, ho, ho!" kirtan before Baba, so Baba tried to make him sing the line: “Sai Baba, 

Babajan, Meher Baba che Bhagwan [are God]!” 

Eruch repeated the phrase over and over again, but Kaka simply stuck to his favorite "Ho, ho, ho!" Those present 

laughed heartily at Kaka's efforts, and the tense and serious atmosphere of many months in Meherazad was 

lightened. Although Baba’s body was being crushed under the load of his infinite suffering, he was giving courage 

to the mandali by appearing happy. 

The day before, Baba had appeared quite ill. But that day he looked much better. Don had come both days to check 

on Baba and expressed his wonder at the change. According to Baba's wish, Viloo sent him a lemon tart, which he 

ate. 

Chhagan had come to Meherazad on the 20th. He sent vegetable pulao for Baba on Thursday, 23 January 1969, and 

Baba ate some of it. On that day from 3:00 P.M. until 10:30 P.M., Baba was in excruciating pain. His body was very 

stiff and tense because of the severe jolts he would get whenever he tried to relax. His spine was also stiff, and 

turning over in bed was an ordeal for him, despite the men's support of his back and body. The tension caused 

frequent spasms which made his breathing difficult, and he had more choking sensations in his throat, adding to his 

suffering. 

At 9:00 P.M., Goher felt so helpless that she asked Eruch to send for Don. He got up from Baba's side to go phone, 

but Baba stopped him. That night, Aloba was on nightwatch from 10:00 P.M. to 4:00 A.M., and he reported that Baba 

had slept and rested, and passed urine twice. He only had one big jolt when he woke up. Bhau, Pendu and Rano also 

took their turns on watch duty. 

Early in the morning on Friday, 24 January 1969 blood samples from Baba were taken and sent to Poona with the 

driver Yusuf for analysis at Ruby Hall. Adi was away in Bombay to attend the wedding of Gajwani's granddaughter, 

so consequently, Meherjee telephoned the test results to Don, who brought the report to Meherazad that evening. Dr. 



 

 

Grant said that Baba's blood hb was 8.5 percent and the urea 80 mg.410 He advised that if the hemoglobin dropped 

any further Baba should have another blood transfusion. Medicine was prescribed for the spasms. 

In Grant’s words: “Baba was suffering primarily from diabetes that had affected his kidneys. He had passed a small 

calculus in the left kidney. Subsequently he developed uremia, multiple disc lesions of the spinal canal and, 

terminally, he developed a severe secondary anemia due to uremia. He had been given antibiotics, various anti-

anemic and other drugs, and repeated transfusions. But Baba told us there was no point in continuing these drugs as 

his time was near.” 

 

January 24th was also Francis’ birthday and he received an embrace from Baba. During Bhau's watch on the night of 

the 24th, Baba gestured to him, "Listen carefully to what I say. I am giving you very important work. I want you to 

write my biography in verse." As he was gesturing, Baba would get frequent sharp jolts, and Bhau’s heart broke at 

seeing his suffering while he was straining to communicate. 

Bhau pleaded, "Baba, don't say anything now. You are in terrible pain. Wait and tell me when you are better." 

But Baba went on giving him instructions. When he got the jolts, he would stop and lie quiet for a few moments; 

then he began again. Seeing his Beloved suffering so was the most painful sight of Bhau's life. 

Baba instructed: "Write 800 pages. Write in a simple and engaging way. Make it interesting. Make it instructive. 

Use four types of meters. Include the lives of the five Perfect Masters at the beginning, and also my father's life. 

"Save 100 pages for my manifestation. I will give you the meters and also tell you about my manifestation later. 

Don't worry. I will explain everything to you." 

Bhau listened and did not interrupt. To ask Baba anything at such a crucial moment would only have added to his 

suffering. Besides, Bhau thought, he would ask Baba for clarification when Baba improved. 

It took nearly one hour for Baba to convey what he wished Bhau to write, and in the end Baba added, referring to 

Bhau's writing in Hindi, "Always remember that I like your writing very much. Even if the world finds fault with it, 

you should not mind. I tell you honestly, remember it, I like your writing very much. And when I like it, what more 

do you want?" 

This scene in Baba's room on the night of 24 January 1969, will always be before Bhau's eyes; he alone knows this 

story of tears. Meher Darshan (the biography in Hindi verse) and Meher Prabhu (the biography in Hindi prose) are 

the results of Baba's final instructions given then. As Bhau later recollected: "It was his wish that I write it, and by 

doing so, I have fulfilled his last orders to me." 

 

Mani's Family Letter of 26 January 1969, was read out to Baba before it was mailed throughout the world. 

Considering his health, Eruch pointed out, "Baba, if you wish to cancel the approaching darshan, it is still possible to 

do so." 

Baba smiled and replied, "No, it is not to be canceled. I will give my darshan to my lovers. I will give it on my own 

terms." 

He emphasized to them repeatedly: "Simply do as I say, whatever it may be, for I know what I am doing." 

He again warned: "Hold on to my daaman. Do not let it slip away under any circumstance." 

At one point, referring to Baba’s book, which had not been seen since 1958, Eruch asked, "What about your book?" 

Baba assured him, "It is in good hands,” and gestured tipping a hat (which, depending on the context, could be 

interpreted as either Adi Sr. — in the West — or with a Westerner). 

On Sunday morning, 26 January, Baba was transferred to a surgical bed.411 He felt more comfortable in it, as it could 

be adjusted, raised and lowered. But since early that morning until around noon, violent horrendous spasms racked 

his body every few minutes. They completely exhausted him. Goher intervened and administered a sedative, and the 

spasms gradually subsided. 

 
410 Don was amazed that Baba’s blood urea level, although still abnormally quite high, had come down to 

such a degree (from 148 two months before to 80). He said it was “medically unexplainable.”  
411 The surgical bed had been sent from Bombay, and Don cleaned and repainted it at Khushru Quarters. It 

was delivered to Meherazad on 20 January 1969, but it was found to be too narrow. Mahiboob the 

carpenter was then sent to widen it for Baba’s use. It is kept on display at Meherazad in the Blue Bus. 



 

 

That morning, Baba remarked, "I think it would be easier for doctors Ginde and Grant to call on me whenever Goher 

feels it necessary, if we all shift to Guruprasad soon." 

Eruch said, "Well, Baba, everything at Guruprasad is ready. You should just tell us the date." 

"Any day that would be convenient to you all and those in Poona,” Baba replied. “But the women will need at least 

seven days to pack!" 

Eruch said, "Then I will inform Meherjee and Meherwan today of your decision." However, Baba stopped him, 

stating that he would let him know definitely the next day and would then give a date. 

Adi Sr. returned to Ahmednagar from Bombay late on 25 January. Jim Mistry's wife, Roda, after hearing of Baba's 

serious condition, traveled with Adi, and the next morning they went to Meherazad. Adi brought about 20 coconuts 

sent by Arnavaz and Katie, so that Baba could have coconut water to drink. 

Roda hoped she would be allowed to stay and render some service to Baba and the women during this critical 

period, but Baba sent her back after assuring her that all would be well. While she was having lunch at Khushru 

Quarters, Baba sent Roda an "important message." It stated that she should be sure to attend the coming darshan at 

Guruprasad in April 1969. Roda returned to Bombay the following day with Sarosh. 

These last days, Baba was eating better, taking breakfast at 8:00 A.M. He drank Complan (a protein mixture) with 

water at 10:00 A.M. and later coconut water. Baba would have his supper between 5 and 5:30 P.M.; often he would 

feed the dog Mastan pieces of mutton. 

On the 26th Viloo sent another lemon tart, which Baba had called for and enjoyed. 

At 4:45 P.M. on the 26th, Kaka again made Baba laugh with his wonderful simple kirtan, "Ho, ho, ho!" 

For six and a half hours that night, until 4:00 A.M., Baba slept well and was not disturbed by any spasmodic jolts. 

But from 6:30 until 7:15 A.M. on the 27th, he complained of pain in the small of his back. Turning over in bed was 

normally very difficult for him, though sometimes his body would become so light and supple that he could turn 

over in bed on his own. 

At 1:30 P.M., Baba informed the mandali that he had decided not to go to Poona until the end of March, as usual. 

Adi was instructed to telephone Ginde and ask whether Ginde could come in February, and stay for four or five days 

at Sarosh's house so that he could visit Meherazad every day from morning until 5:00 P.M. to observe the frequent 

spasms Baba was experiencing and consult with Goher about Baba’s diet and medicines. Ginde agreed to come. 

At the time the mandali were unaware that Dr. Ginde had driven to Ahmednagar several times in December 1968 

and in January 1969. But since Baba had not given him permission to visit, he had had his driver turn the car around 

when nearing Meherazad, and drive back to Bombay. Such was Ram Ginde’s devotion to his living Ram! 

Dr. Grant was to be informed that he should come to Meherazad when he made his monthly visit to Booth Hospital 

on the 30th. Meherjee, Meherwan and Dr. Ichaporia could accompany him, if it was convenient. Eruch had opined 

that Baba would have to travel by ambulance when he went to Poona, and they had already begun making inquiries 

about hiring one. 

At about 1:30 P.M. on the 27th, Baba had food prepared by Chhagan. Adi sent some homeopathic medicine for Baba 

(Mag. Phos. 12x) to be given every two hours for the spasms. 

Since early in the morning on Tuesday, 28 January 1969, Baba began having frequent spasmodic jolts — as if an 

electric shock were passing through his entire body. It was a horrible day. For sixteen hours, Baba had continual 

major and minor “jerks” from 5:00 A.M. to 9:00 P.M., while Eruch, Bhau, Pendu, and Francis had to hold him down 

on the bed.412 The jolts completely exhausted him. With every jerk, Baba would complain of terrible pain in the 

small of his back, which was caused by back spasms. He even found breathing difficult. Finally, Baba's physical 

body returned to normal; from 9:00 P.M. until 3:30 A.M., there were almost no jolts. 

Padri visited Meherazad on the morning of the 29th. Rustom Kaka's son, Manek, used to go frequently to Meherazad, 

delivering urgent letters or telegrams from Adi's office. Baba was in a good mood when Manek arrived with a 

telegram at about 8:15 A.M. that day. Baba asked him, "I am suffering terribly, as the whole burden is on me. Did 

Eruch tell you anything about my condition?" 

In reply, Manek pleaded, "Baba, it is all your game. If you say a great burden is on you, it is because you have 

created it." 

 
412 Don cautioned the mandali not to press too hard to suppress the spasms, which might injure Baba’s 

weakened hip joint. 



 

 

Pleased by his reply, Baba gestured, "You have understood in one minute what these people [the mandali] have not 

understood in 40 years!" 

Baba asked Manek about the local Center and its activities, commenting, "Whatever I have said will come true. The 

Ahmednagar Center will one day be one of the biggest in the world. You will have to work hard and will be kept 

very busy." 

Later, Baba ate a normal breakfast and lunch. That day he did not suffer any major spasmodic jolts, just two or three 

minor ones. The sensation was similar to that experienced when someone accidentally touches a live electric wire. 

About his body’s convulsions, Baba finally explained, "It is because I am accelerating in order to complete my work 

soon." 

Nevertheless, Adi was instructed to phone Dr. Ginde in Bombay that day and ask him to come to Ahmednagar as 

soon as possible for a quick visit, rather than waiting until February. Ginde said he would come on 1 February. 

 

According to Baba's instructions, Bhau would write short notes to his family in Ahmednagar almost daily 

(sometimes twice a day), conveying Baba's orders or messages. On Wednesday, 29 January 1969, he wrote his 

family: 

Beloved Baba's condition is very bad and there is no sign of improvement. Yesterday we were all frightened. 

But he is God and his health is in his hands. He is giving us an opportunity of serving him. 

For several months, messages had been exchanged about Mehernath and Sheela's future. Even in such a critical 

condition, Baba was ever thoughtful of his lovers' practical concerns, and the following afternoon, 30 January, Baba 

dictated his decision about the children's future. Sheela was to study to be an ayurvedic physician and Mehernath to 

major in science when he entered college.413 Baba explained, "By becoming a doctor, Baby [Sheela] will be serving 

me. I will always be with her." Baba assured Bhau funds would be provided for their education and maintenance. 

During these final months, Baba had also been dictating lines to Bhau to be incorporated into ghazals. On the 

evening of the 29th, he dictated this line in Hindi and told Bhau to write a ghazal based on its theme: “What will we 

do with our lives now, when You have gone away?” 

Bhau wondered about the line's meaning. Soon he would understand. This was one of the last lines Baba ever gave 

Bhau.414 The hearts and minds of the mandali were focused completely on Baba, but all were helpless before his 

supreme will. 

At 9:00 P.M. that night, sharp, violent jolts assailed Baba's body continually, and Goher and Eruch were sent for. 

Eruch and Bhau held Baba firmly. Baba gestured, "Every jolt feels like an electric shock!" 

Baba's body had become rock-hard, and the shocks lifted it from the bed. This went on continuously for an hour, and 

then it stopped. As the atmosphere in the room changed, Baba's body turned as tender and soft as a flower, and he 

began communicating as if nothing had happened. 

He asked Eruch about his relatives, the Satha and Damania families in Ahmednagar and about his mother Gaimai, 

sister Manu and brother Meherwan in Poona, who would visit Meherazad every year for a month at Baba's birthday. 

"When will Meherwan come?" Baba asked. 

Eruch said, "This year, because of the darshan in Poona, he will have to take leave from his job [at Meherjee's paper 

factory] at that time to help with the work, and so he was not planning on coming here in February." 

"No, he should come in February," Baba instructed. As mentioned, Baba had indicated that Meherwan could come 

to Meherazad along with Meherjee on the 30th. Meherwan would later regret that he did not grasp the opportunity. 

 

Meanwhile in Poona, Dr. Grant was to visit Booth Hospital in Ahmednagar on Thursday, 30 January 1969, and so, 

as wished by Baba, Meherjee brought him first to Meherazad at 8:00 A.M. Baba's health appeared normal in the 

doctor's presence, and he communicated animatedly with him. Dr. Grant mentioned that he was thinking of starting 

a new foundation (to be named the Poona Medical Foundation at Ruby Hall), but was not certain it would meet with 

 
413 Mehernath studied law and became an attorney. 

414 The Hindi is: Ab jeekar kya karenge, jub tumhi chale gaye? This line and others were incorporated in 

ghazals published in Meher Roshani (Meher’s Effulgence). 



 

 

success. Baba encouraged him to go ahead with it. The nurse who came with Dr. Grant also discussed some personal 

financial problem with Baba. Even to the end, Baba expressed compassion and concern for people's practical 

everyday matters. 

Baba was not eating properly, and Dr. Grant, thinking Baba's health was improving, advised him to ingest more 

protein. Baba joked, "At first you put certain restrictions on my diet, and now you tell me to take more protein!" 

Dr. Grant replied, "Since you are eating hardly anything, you should have food with a lot of protein in it." 

"Do you eat meat and fish?" Baba asked. 

Grant replied that he ate only one meal a day, and that yes, he had a non-vegetarian diet. After examining Baba, Dr. 

Grant concluded, "I do not understand anything and I can do nothing until further tests are done, so that a definite 

diagnosis can be determined. And this can only be done if you come to Poona. We will take different tests to find 

out the reasons for the spasms." 

Baba replied, "My time has come." 

Because Baba looked extremely pale, it was decided that Baba’s blood would be checked again on 1 February and, if 

required, Grant would return at 7:30 a.m. on the 2nd and give Baba another blood transfusion. (Since Ginde would 

be coming on the 1st, he too was asked to be present during the transfusion, if it had to be done.) 

Dr. Grant and Meherjee left. In the car on their way back to Poona, Grant told Meherjee, “Baba’s condition is 

critical. Baba himself knows this, and said so.”415 

After Grant left, the shocks again attacked the Beloved’s body. Eruch, Pendu, Francis and Bhau were in Baba's room 

and they held firmly onto his arms and legs. Goher was beside herself, totally at a loss as to what treatment to 

administer. Baba remarked, "This is my crucifixion! Christ was crucified once, but I am being crucified every 

moment!" 

He repeated this several times, and when Don came to his room to check on him, he repeated it again solely for him, 

"This is my crucifixion! Christ was crucified once, but I am being crucified every moment!" 

He also conveyed to Don, "All this, all that I have been through all along, has been a preparation for the Word — for 

just the One Word!" 

And with a quizzical smile, he added, "Just imagine!" 

Every movement of Baba's fingers would precipitate a spasm, making it difficult to read his gestures. The spasms 

subsided after an hour. 

A picture of Jesus walking on the sea and the apostle Peter beholding him hung in a corner of Baba's room. The 

caption read: "Lord, save me, or I shall perish!" 

Pointing to it, Baba gestured to Eruch, "You are my Peter ..." 

Baba sent for a picture of Jesus at the Last Supper with the twelve apostles. Pointing to the apostle John (leaning 

against Jesus' chest), Baba gestured to Eruch, "Bhau is my John ..." 

Baba repeated this to Bhau on several occasions during these last days. While Bhau was on watch, Baba explained, 

"John was the youngest of Christ's disciples. Christ used to kiss and loved him dearly. Similarly, I love you. I love 

all, but this is my personal love.” 

Chhagan would come to Meherazad from Ahmednagar every afternoon, bringing with him different ayurvedic 

books and medicines. He would consult the texts and then prescribe a medicine, which Baba would take. Such was 

the Avatar's divine game. Although he had no need for any medication, he was giving Chhagan the opportunity to 

serve him. 

On the afternoon of 30 January, Baba did his Universal work as usual. Bhau was with him in his room, and had to 

beat Baba's chest with his fists as he had been instructed. After this final day of working, tears flowed down Baba's 

cheeks. Baba looked up at Bhau and then drew Bhau to himself and embraced him. Baba looked completely 

exhausted and in anguish. His body had been broken into pieces, crushed after being ground in the mill of the forces 

of creation's universal suffering. 

 
415 Meherjee would later relate (in a letter to Elcha Mistry, dated 22 February 1969): “For two months of 

December and January [1969], I witnessed Baba’s sufferings. Even on 30th January, I was with him for a 

few hours. The sight was just terrible. He has suffered for us as no Prophet or Master has ever suffered, but 

till the last he gave [us] courage and fortified the mandali with his love. Now we have to hold fast to his 

daaman.”  



 

 

On the 30th, Baba dictated four prescient lines to Bhau, which Bhau often quoted in the months after Baba dropped 

his body:  

Sab ke sab khamosh the 

Aur mae uchal ke kood gaya 

Kuch nahi ke madhyam se 

Sab kuch nikal ke reh gaya 

 

(All were silent 

And I jumped up and leapt away. 

From the Nothing 

Everything went away.) 

Later, Baba began moving his fingers to give Bhau another line for a ghazal and was overtaken by a terrible spasm. 

Bhau pleaded with him, "Baba, please do not dictate anything now. You are in too much pain. Give me when you 

are feeling better." And Baba stopped. 

After a short while, Baba sent for Eruch and gestured, "My condition is serious." 

Eruch said, "We feel that also, Baba, but we are helpless against your will." 

Bhau was feeling bad that he had not been able to strike Baba’s chest that afternoon as forcefully as Baba wished. 

To console him, Baba asked Eruch, “How do you find Bhau?” 

“Bhau is matchless,” Eruch replied. Baba gestured for him to leave. 

Eruch had sent a message to Padri and Chhagan to stay in Meherazad for seven days to help with the nightwatch, 

and Padri arrived that evening on his motorcycle. After Padri left Meherabad, Mohammed Mast asked Sidhu where 

Padri had gone. Sidhu told him that Padri had been called to Meherazad to assist the mandali, as Baba was not well. 

Hearing this, Mohammed Mast, who would mostly mutter unintelligibly, said clearly, "Padri will come back 

tomorrow." 

Sidhu said, "No, Baba has called him for seven days." 

Mohammed Mast then said, "Tomorrow, Dada [Baba] is coming here and is going to join Gustadji [who had 

died].”416 

When Padri arrived at Meherazad, he went to Baba's room. Baba was disturbed by the noise of Padri’s motorcycle, 

but directed Padri to have dinner, and that he would be given day duty. "Come when I call you," Baba gestured. 

For the first time in months, Baba slept soundly that evening for two hours, from seven to nine o'clock. He was 

actually snoring. As Bhau sat in the chair opposite Baba’s bed, his mind raced with thoughts. “It was more like 

visions,” Bhau later related. “I saw that we were taking Baba’s body to Meherabad, that thousands of people were 

coming there, weeping. Press reporters would come and ask me questions. I saw the Trust Compound [Khushru 

Quarters] and myself working there, and many working under me.” 

After Baba woke up, he began having spasms. Around 9:15 P.M., with a tender and joyful expression, Baba gestured 

to Bhau, "Remember this, I am not this body!" 

Aloba took over night duty at 10:00 P.M., and Baba told Bhau to go and rest; but Bhau was called again about an 

hour later. This time, Baba actually spoke two words to Bhau: “Yad rakh [Remember this]!” and then gestured, "I 

am not this body!” Baba had gestured the same statement many times over the years, but this time it had a 

tremendous impact on Bhau. For the first time, Bhau actually realized and felt these words to be true. 

 

416 Mohammed Mast always called Meher Baba "Dada." 



 

 

Bhau recalled: “Although Baba’s voice was feeble, the sound was audible and clear, and its intensity and impact 

very, very forceful. It conveyed so great an impression, that my mind itself neither registered nor questioned the fact 

that Baba was speaking.”417 

"Yes, Baba is not the body," I said. 

“Don't be anxious,” Baba gestured. “Don't worry about me. Go to sleep." 

Bhau returned to his room, and two hours later, Baba sent for him again and repeated, "Don't worry about me. Go to 

sleep." 

Pendu also kept watch that night. At one point, Baba wished to convey something, but because of the pain it was 

difficult to move his hands as usual. Each time he moved his fingers to communicate, he experienced a painful 

spasm. Pendu had trouble following what his signs meant and pleaded with him to stop. Baba managed to convey in 

rhyming Gujarati:  

Tan varas nu kam paani ma gayu. 

Baap maro samajse kay? 

Baap na Baap nae bhi  

samajvoo parsay!  

 

(Three years of work has gone down the drain. 

Will my father listen to me? 

Even Father’s father will have  

to listen!)418 

Dr. Ginde in Bombay was again phoned by Adi at 9:30 P.M. and told to come as soon as possible (without 

jeopardizing any of his surgical patients). He said he would come on Friday the 31st. He was told that he should stop 

in Poona and consult with Dr. Grant about Baba's present condition before coming to Meherazad. Ginde said that he 

had two medical specialists standing by in Bombay in case additional consultations were needed on matters besides 

neurological problems. If necessary, he said they would rush to Meherazad on Saturday, as soon as they received a 

phone call from Ahmednagar. If things were under control, Ginde would leave the same day.419 

The night of 30 January, Baba rested for four hours, sleeping for two and a half hours. At 3:45 A.M. he called Eruch, 

Pendu, Padri, Bhau and Goher. Repeated shocks made his body rise from the bed. All caught hold of his limbs, but 

the shocks were extremely violent. Baba had tremendous pain in his back, and he conveyed that it felt as if an 

electric current was passing through his body. 

Age noted sadly, “The Avatar's state was beyond imagination. With each shock, he was dedicating every part of his 

body to his lovers and to the universe — for the sake of the illusion that sustains the Reality — and thereby 

weakening maya's forces. 

Baba commented, "Maya is trying to kill me, but I will win!” 

 
417 Bhau later clarified that the physical utterance of these two words Yad rakh by Baba “was not the 

breaking of Baba’s silence. He did not speak the Word-of-Words. It was simply a sign that Baba could still 

speak. People might think that because Baba observed silence for 44 years his vocal cords were not 

working and he was unable to speak. By speaking these two words to me, Baba was demonstrating that he 

could speak.  

“The breaking of his silence will be to manifest universally. That will be his real speaking, speaking in each 

heart during his Universal manifestation, which will create awareness towards divinity in the world.”  
418 Later, Meherwan Jessawala opined that these lines conveyed both aspects of Meher Baba’s state: the 

absolute helplessness of God as Man, and the infinite authority of God as Man (Baba).  

419 The driver, Yusuf, was scheduled to go to Poona by bus with another of Baba's blood samples at 7:30 

A.M. on 1 February 1969, although he never did. 



 

 

He also remarked, "This crucifixion will last seven days more and then take a turn for the better. I will be 100 

percent free from my suffering after seven days." 

Baba turned on his side, and Eruch massaged him. Suddenly, Baba snapped his fingers. Eruch leaned over to read 

his gestures, and Baba's hands motioned, "But I will return ... I shall return." 

Eruch at first could not understand why Baba was saying this, but he then he remembered a story he had read to 

Baba about ten days before from the Gujarati newspaper Kaiser-i-Hind. The tale was about a Tibetan lama who was 

an abbot of a Buddhist monastery over 1,500 years ago. As the ancient tale has been passed down: one day the lama 

left his abode, telling his disciples he would return, but he never did. His followers and their generations after them 

were still waiting for his return by keeping his room in the monastery clean and intact, changing his sheets and 

pillows, keeping his water pots filled, expecting him to return at any moment. 

Eruch asked, "Oh, you mean that abbot?" 

Baba gestured, "Yes, the monk did not return, but I shall return." 

 

The spasms continued throughout the early hours of Friday, 31 January 1969. At about 7:00 A.M., sending the men 

mandali away for their breakfast, Baba called all the women to his room. The marvelous thing was that whenever 

Mehera was in his presence, Baba was totally free of the jolts. The same would happen whenever doctors Grant or 

Ginde were present. This led the mandali to conclude that the spasms overtook him only when he allowed it! 

Mehera shaved Baba, and Mani, Goher, Rano, Meheru and Naja cleaned and straightened Baba's room. 

In his room, Eruch wrote to Adi: 

[Baba] is continuing to have jerks frequently from 4:00 A.M. today. The jerks give him terrible pain in the small 

of the back. They are breaking his back! The slightest indication of action by him gives him a jerk. Thanks to 

Baba that such spells come and go with the help of medication; but as each day passes by, medication seems to 

be less and less effective, because the period of comparative calm becomes shorter. 

At 8:00 A.M. Baba sent for Eruch, Pendu, Padri, Bhau, Francis and Chhagan (who had arrived that morning). Mani, 

Rano and Goher were also present. Kaka, too, came in and sat down. Adi sent a note saying that Ginde would be 

arriving by lunchtime. It was read to Baba and he was pleased about it. 

Pointing to his chin, Baba remarked to Eruch, "How smooth Mehera has shaved me." 

Then he addressed all the men, "Goher is not responsible for my health. Remember this, that I am God!" 

And again the violent jolts began. The men held Baba to his bed, but the shocks continued. Baba was sacrificing his 

body on the altar of divine love for the benefit of the universe, and by doing so, was undergoing his final universal 

suffering. 

Remembering Dr. Ginde, he inquired a few times if he had arrived. Every time he would gesture a "G," he would 

rock with a severe spasm and wince at the unbearable pain. 

The previous night, Baba had ordered Aloba to bring the painted board of Hafiz's three couplets from mandali hall 

about obedience. Aloba brought it into Baba's bedroom at 10:00 A.M. and placed it on top of a dresser. The often 

quoted couplets were recited: 

Befitting a fortunate slave, carry out every command of the Master, without any question of why and what. 

About what you hear from the Master, never say it is wrong, because, my dear, the fault lies in your own 

incapacity to understand him. 

I am the slave of the Master, who has released me from ignorance; whatever my Master does is of the highest 

benefit to all concerned. 

After the couplets were read (in Persian), Baba bowed with his hands and gestured in respect, "Khuda Hafiz [May 

God protect you]!" 

When Baba was informed that Dr. Ginde had still not arrived, he sent Aloba to the pumping station to phone Adi at 

his office, telling him to phone Dr. Grant in Poona to send Ginde straight to Meherazad without detaining him. 

When Ginde stopped in Poona and saw Grant, he was given the message, but Grant then casually said, "I saw Baba 

only yesterday. He is not serious, so don’t worry. Have lunch before proceeding to Meherazad." Ginde, however, 

did not delay and left immediately. 



 

 

At noon, Baba remembered Ginde again, asking whether he had arrived. When the answer was in the negative, Baba 

sadly gestured, "He should have come by now. It is getting late." Aloba was again sent to phone Adi to send Dr. 

Ginde straight to Meherazad as soon as he arrived.420 

Seeing that the allopathic medicines were not giving Baba any relief, Padri began giving him doses of homeopathic 

medicine every ten minutes to relieve the spasms. "These doctors are all barbers!” Baba had said to Padri. "You give 

me something." After Padri gave Baba a fourth dose at noon, Baba teased, "Your medicine is useless; it is not 

helping me at all!" 

Baba also told Goher to stop giving him injections, saying, "Do not forget that I am God." 

Padri gave Baba another dose, and told Eruch to give him another one after ten minutes. Padri was about to leave the 

room when, at 12:15 P.M., a terrible spasm shook and jerked Baba up and made him choke. Baba was sitting on his 

bed with his back and head raised. He flexed his arms and closed his mouth tightly. His respiration suddenly 

stopped. There was no relaxation after the spasm, and Baba became motionless, silently sacrificing his body for the 

redemption of humanity. 

 

Opening Baba’s mouth, Eruch found that Baba's tongue had fallen back, and he immediately began administering 

mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. 

Chhagan ran out to phone Adi to immediately send Dr. Brieseman from Booth Hospital with an oxygen cylinder. 

Crying, "Baba! ... Baba!" Goher started giving him injections in an attempt to revive him. Meheru, Francis and Bhau 

began massaging his chest. 

Mani was crying, "Baba, you are God ... You are God! ... See, your Mehera is crying." 

Mehera had entered the room and was sitting dazed on a chair, weeping. "Baba darling! ... Baba darling!" were the 

only words she could utter. 

After trying the mouth-to-mouth resuscitation for about fifteen minutes, Eruch was exhausted and collapsed on the 

floor. Bhau continued it for several minutes and then Francis did in an attempt to revive Baba. Pendu was holding 

Baba's left wrist, trying to feel his pulse. The pulse kept coming and going, he said, but then the rate fell to nothing. 

Padri held Baba's tongue with forceps. 

At about 12:40 P.M., Adi and Dr. Ginde arrived, followed by Ginde's car, and then shortly by Dr. Brieseman and 

Don with the oxygen cylinder. Goher rushed out to hurry them. "Come on, come on!" she shouted. Inside she began 

shaking Ginde, imploring him, "Do something, Doctor, do something!" 

Dr. Brieseman gave a cardiac massage and then checked Baba's heart with a stethoscope and passed it on to Don 

who, after examining Baba, gave it to Ginde. Ginde checked Baba's eye reflexes with his flashlight, and then the 

three doctors stood together quietly conversing among themselves. 

All those present began to weep. Adi had somehow controlled his tears when he entered the room, and he pleaded, 

"Please do not weep, all of you. Please, keep quiet." But on seeing Mehera's stunned grief, he too could not contain 

his own grief and went outside to compose himself. 

Eruch asked Dr. Brieseman to administer oxygen to Baba, which he did. Goher asked if she could give an 

intracardiac injection, and Dr. Ginde administered it, but it was too late. Baba was beyond all human help. He had 

crossed over. 

“The Beloved was no longer the shore of the Ocean, but returned to be the ever-present Ocean Itself,” said Age. 

“Completing his Universal work the Ancient One entered the hearts of his lovers. He gave up his cloak of 

concealment and left behind tears in his memory.” Age wept again. 

 

 

After it was determined that Baba had truly dropped the body, Dr. Brieseman left, and Dr. Ginde and the men 

mandali assembled in Francis' room.421 The question of informing those concerned throughout the world was 

discussed, and finally Adi, Eruch and Francis prepared this telegram: 

 
420 When Aloba returned he was sent in the car to deliver the message in person to Adi, but when he saw 

Adi’s car coming he followed him back to Meherazad. 
421 On his return home, Dr. Brieseman told his wife that he felt Meher Baba’s disciples would be 

experiencing what Jesus Christ’s disciples had 2,000 years before. Dr. Brieseman, a Christian missionary, 



 

 

Avatar Meher Baba dropped his physical body at 12 noon 31st January at Meherazad to live eternally in the 

hearts of all his lovers. Beloved Baba's body will be interred at Meherabad on 1st February at 10:00 A.M. in the 

tomb he had ordered to be built long ago. 

The mandali's minds seemed to have come to a standstill. Dr. Ginde tried to comfort them by saying, "Baba is 

eternal." Baba had called him to Meherazad for this purpose, so that he might offer consolation to all. 

One of the reasons Dr. Ginde and Adi had been minutes late was that as soon as Ginde arrived at Adi's office, he 

went to the bathroom, and within moments he had a mild heart attack. But he did not reveal this to Adi and, feeling 

weak, only asked for a cup of hot milk before proceeding to Meherazad. 

Dr. Ginde told the men, "Don't be sentimental. Baba would want you to be practical." He then wrote out Meher 

Baba's death certificate which read: 

This is to certify that Mr. Merwan Sheriar Irani known as Avatar Meher Baba, aged 74 years 11 months, who 

had been in delicate state of health for the past few years with nephritis and hypertension associated with 

chronic anemia and diabetes, took a sudden turn for the worse about 12 noon today, Friday the 31st January 

1969, developed spasms and died of respiratory failure in spite of all attempts at resuscitation. 

Dr. Goher R. Irani, M.B.B.S. 

Dr. William Donkin 

Dr. Ram G. Ginde 

 

Meherazad (Pimpalgaon-Malvi) 

Ahmednagar 

Dated: Friday, 31st January 1969 

Time: 12:15 P.M. 

Eruch recalled that Baba had instructed the mandali several times: "Wherever I may drop my body, bring it to 

Meherabad and place it in the samadhi." Eruch also remembered that Baba had told him to play the record of the 

Cole Porter song Begin the Beguine when he dropped his body. 

Dr. Ginde suggested that Baba's body should be moved to Meherabad within six hours. Mehera and the other 

women wanted to keep Baba's body at Meherazad. Mani argued with Ginde, "Baba had once told me that if he goes 

into a coma some day and becomes unconscious, he would revive after seven days." 

Dr. Ginde explained, "But this is not a coma. The heart of a person in a coma continues to beat, and his respiration 

and pulse do not stop. Baba is not in a coma." 

Mani did not agree and continued to argue. It was suggested that Baba's body should be kept in mandali hall at lower 

Meherabad for three days. Ginde explained that it would be difficult to move a decomposed body to the crypt after 

three days. 

Eruch then said, "As ordered by Baba, his body should be taken to his samadhi at Meherabad." 

All of the mandali, including the women, eventually concurred, and Mehera and Mani requested that the body be 

kept at Meherazad until five o'clock that evening. 

Dr. Ginde then suddenly asked, "Where is the crypt? What is the floor made of?" When he was told that the floor 

was of stone, he said that the flooring would have to be removed. Padri left for Meherabad to see that the stone slabs 

at the bottom of the crypt were excavated. 

Chhagan was sent to Ahmednagar to have a wooden board made on which Baba's body would be placed inside the 

crypt. Don was to have a wooden coffin made, which would be placed over Baba. 

Meanwhile at Meherazad, Baba's surgical bed was straightened to a horizontal position. Baba's sadra and chaddi 

(boxer shorts) were changed, and it was decided not to give Baba a bath, as he had been averse to bathing and had 

 
had never met Baba while Baba was physically present (although Don had told Brieseman about Baba). 

Brieseman later wrote an article for the Salvation Army newsletter War Cry, titled, “I Saw God Die,” in 

which he described what he had witnessed of Baba’s passing and related it to how the disciples of Christ 

must have felt when Jesus “died” on the Cross. His wife Joan often heard her husband say with regard to 

surgical matters, “I did not know what to do, but my hands were directed [by God].” 



 

 

not taken a bath for almost two years. Despite that, his body was always fresh and fragrant. Baba's body was 

wrapped from his shoulders to his toes in the two sheets that were on his bed. On the carpet near Baba's bed a sheet 

of plastic was placed and over it a quilted bedspread. Baba was gently lifted by the men and placed on the quilt. He 

was again wrapped in the quilt, plastic and carpet. A checkered white and pink scarf was tied around his head and 

under his chin. The women brought a hot-water bag to place on Baba, thinking he would revive. They were still not 

able to believe that Baba was truly gone. 

Meanwhile, Don left to bring an ambulance from Booth Hospital, and Adi went back to town to send the telegram to 

all parts of India and the world. While the record Begin the Beguine was being played several times, Don arrived 

with the ambulance. Eruch told Mani to get her movie camera and take a film.422 Baba's body was lifted on a 

stretcher, and Eruch, Bhau and Aloba brought it from his room to mandali hall, where it was placed on Baba's 

aluminum bed. There, all of the mandali and the servants took Baba's darshan. Baba was physically bidding farewell 

to Meherazad. Every leaf and blossom was full of gloom. Yet everything was being done in a courageous manner. 

Mehera wept on behalf of the entire universe, as tears from all creation fell from her eyes. Goher and Naja also cried 

continuously, but Mani and the men remained resolutely dry-eyed. 

The stretcher carrying Baba's body was placed inside the ambulance on the seat, and Eruch and Bhau sat next to it. 

A loud cry of "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" was raised and, physically leaving Meherazad forever, the Beloved's form 

was driven to Meherabad. Both the men and women mandali followed in cars. The body of the Ancient One quietly 

passed through the town of Ahmednagar without anyone having an inkling of it. 

The ambulance reached Meherabad at about 6:00 P.M., and Padri sat in front next to the driver to guide him up the 

hill to the Tomb. Slowly the ambulance drove up Meherabad Hill, as the sun of the Divine One's life on earth was 

setting and the Moon of a new beginning rose in the evening sky. 

The ambulance stopped opposite Baba's Tin Cabin, and the stretcher was lifted from it and placed inside the cabin 

just opposite the door. Mani brought the record player and played Begin the Beguine inside the cabin.423 

At seven o'clock that evening, Padri announced that the stone flooring of the crypt had been removed and its bottom 

dug one foot deeper. The Tomb was ready. The activity had alerted the villagers that something had happened, and 

the news that Meher Baba had dropped his body spread quickly. 

Amidst cries of "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" the stretcher was lifted and carried from the cabin to the entrance of the 

Tomb. Baba was taken inside on the stretcher head first and placed on the side of the crypt. The wooden plank on 

which Baba was to be placed was first lowered inside. Eruch placed three stone slabs that had been removed from 

the crypt's floor under the board, where Baba's head would be placed. The plank was therefore at a slant with Baba's 

head raised about four inches. 

Baba's body was lifted with the carpet on which it lay. With loud declarations of “Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!” the 

carpet was lowered onto the board, with Baba’s head to the north and his feet at the steps leading down to the crypt. 

A pillow was placed under his head. Baba's hair was gently brushed. The scarf wrapped round his head and over his 

ears and chin was rearranged. The bedsheets wrapped around him were folded neatly, and then blocks of ice were 

put in the space between the wooden board and the crypt wall. The ice surrounded Baba on all sides and yet did not 

touch his body. A garland was put around Baba's head, and with his eyelids closed, he appeared, at first glance, to be 

sleeping peacefully. It was starting to get dark so a Petromax lantern was hung in the Tomb. Strains of Begin the 

Beguine wafted from inside his final resting place. 

The men and women mandali returned to Meherazad before midnight. Padri and Chhagan stayed inside the Tomb 

the entire night as scores of people lined up to take darshan. Adi was at his office in town sending out telegrams and 

making telephone calls to various Centers and individuals in India and abroad. All India Radio mistakenly 

announced Meher Baba's passing at 10:00 P.M. on the 31st. The next day, announcements were made on the radio 

several times during the day; BBC also broadcast the news. 

 

422 Later, Don Stevens continued filming the event at Meherabad and hired a local photographer, Vinod 

Shah, to shoot additional footage in 16mm. Vinod was the son of G. M. Shah, who had photographed Baba 

and the Prem Ashram boys in the late 1920s. 

423 Afterwards, the ambulance itself went out of commission and had to be replaced. The trip it made to 

Meherabad was its last. The stretcher which carried Baba's body is still preserved in the Tin Cabin on the 

hill. 



 

 

News had already reached Bombay by the evening of the 31st, and lovers rushed to Ahmednagar by all available 

means. Several had arrived soon after Baba's body had been placed in the Tomb. Sarosh had gone to Bombay that 

morning (with Baba’s prior consent) and he immediately returned to Meherabad. Meherjee too was in Bombay, but 

flew back to Poona and then drove to Meherabad that night, along with the Jessawalas. 

When Mohammed Mast was informed that Baba had dropped his body, he said in Marathi, "Dada has gone, but he 

will come back." 

Most lovers, whether they were in the East or West, could not believe the news when they received the telegram. 

They thought it was a cruel hoax, as they were planning to come to Poona for darshan in a few months. All that 

night Adi's office was overwhelmed with telegrams and telephone calls from those seeking to verify the news. When 

they discovered it was true, a dark cloud descended over their world. 

Baba's lovers and devotees poured into Meherabad from different parts of the country to take the last darshan of 

their hearts' only Beloved. They had been informed that Baba's physical remains would be interred at 10:00 A.M. the 

next day, 1 February, so those from distant places sent telegrams and phone calls requesting that the interment be 

postponed until their arrival. Those Westerners and Easterners from abroad also tried to reconfirm the news, but they 

were discouraged from coming because of lack of proper accommodations. Dr. Ginde advised interring Baba's body 

as soon as possible, because the body was not embalmed, and in his opinion should be buried within 20 hours, even 

if it were kept on blocks of ice. Another reason was the high levels of urea in Baba’s body, which causes even more 

rapid putrefaction, Ginde said.  

Those who could come, rushed to Meherabad as soon as they heard the news. Many came without official leave 

from their jobs, many without a change of clothes and little or no money. Special buses were arranged to carry the 

lovers to Meherabad. On the morning of Saturday, 1 February 1969, Dr. Ginde and Francis were adamant that 

Baba's body be interred, but Sarosh, Nusserwan Satha and Piloo Mama Satha (Eruch's maternal uncles) were equally 

insistent that it not be, demanding the lovers must have darshan! Their argument had the desired effect. 

Baba had previously remarked, "I will give darshan lying down," and he had even mentioned that his head would be 

raised so that his lovers could see him from a distance. The full impact of his words now registered as Baba, laying 

in his crypt, kept his promise by giving darshan to his lovers. 

Thus, Baba remained in his open crypt for seven days, and a soft luster appeared over his face as if he were simply 

asleep. For seven days and nights the Divine Beloved gave darshan to several thousand of his lovers. It was an 

unforgettable week of darshan on Meherabad Hill, where lovers thronged to bow down one final time, to offer him 

garlands of roses and flowers, to sing his praises and to shed tears of love at his feet. 

After having had darshan, while coming out of the Tomb, some persons exclaimed, "Oh how beautiful Baba looks! 

How young he appears!" 

“And why shouldn't he have?” Age asked. “Had he not said, ‘I am Love’? It was love that was taking darshan of 

Love. All thoughts of attachments, desires and wants were absent; lovers were seeing Love in the splendor of the 

Beloved's face. The love of those who came was full of pain and heartache, which Love alone causes. Love requires 

longing, and this was the reason It showed them a glimpse of Its glory.” 

 

Overnight Meherabad was transformed from a peaceful, quiet, remote spot into a crowded place of pilgrimage. 

Rows and rows of conveyances crowded onto the roadside as buses, cars, taxis, bicycles, motor scooters, tongas and 

bullock carts assembled. A board was erected, directing people up the hill, but it was becoming increasingly difficult 

for Padri to assist the ever growing crowd. To accommodate the mourners, every inch of space outside the Tomb 

and around the hill was utilized. There was no food available, but a roadside refreshment stall sprung up to supply 

tea. 

Chhagan cooked and brought food on Sunday, 2 February 1969, and he did so again on the 6th. 

The railway line that passes between Upper and lower Meherabad had trains jammed with followers from Bombay 

and Andhra halting there. During the seven days, as the trains went past, their drivers would give a long whistle 

saluting the crowd devoted to the Avatar of the Age. 

There was no electricity in Meherabad then, but sufficient illumination was provided. The ancient lamp of God was 

lighting the way for His pilgrims, as a full moon shone in the winter night sky the entire week. When Chinta 

Sarvarao and Majety Ramamohan Rao of Vijayawada arrived on the 1st, they arranged for a generator, and a ring of 



 

 

fluorescent lights encircled the Tomb.424 A makeshift white cloth awning stretched over bamboo poles was erected 

in front of the Tomb to give a little shade from the scorching sun to those waiting to take darshan during the day. On 

the cement platform outside the samadhi different bhajan parties sang from the depths of their hearts.425 

“Only one common language was spoken,” Age recorded, “the language of Love and Unity. Duality was being 

burned in the fire of its anguish. Was this not the echo of the Word Beloved Baba was to utter, and which would 

continue to echo from each lover’s heart? Baba's silence was breaking in their hearts and would continue to break as 

more hearts awakened to his love.” 

In Adi Sr.'s words: "It takes time for Meher Baba's Word to penetrate the universe." 

Several thousand people arrived during this week, from near and far. The first to arrive among the Westerners was 

Don Stevens on 2 February. Soon after came Harry Kenmore, Adi Jr. and Delia De Leon. Rick Chapman, Allan 

Cohen and Aneece Hassen arrived on the 6th, and Irwin and Edward Luck arrived at Meherabad the next morning, 

the 7th. They were all accommodated at Viloo Villa, Sarosh and Viloo's home. 

Although pilgrims would arrive weeping, for many their grief would be transformed into joy upon seeing Baba. 

Some became emotional and wept bitterly. Raosaheb Afseri, who used to control the Prem Ashram boys in their 

ecstatic outbursts, lost control over his own heart. Weeping, Raosaheb began knocking his head against the stone 

walls of the Tomb and had to be restrained. Baba once told him he would die only after Baba dropped his body. He 

cried, "Take me now, take me now!" 

Some fainted and had to be carried away. Krishna Nair arrived at midnight on the 31st, and walked the several miles 

to Meherabad from the Ahmednagar railway station. When he saw Baba's body, he began crying and lost 

consciousness. 

Two volunteers remained in the Tomb at all times. One would fan Baba from the landing of the crypt, the other 

would be busy collecting flowers at the door and cleaning the floor with a damp cloth. Eau de cologne of lavender 

and Chanel (which Baba had liked) was sprinkled on him. Three times a day, the doors of the Tomb were closed 

while the blocks of ice surrounding Baba were changed. Sawdust, and afterwards rose petals, were sprinkled on the 

ice to impede its melting. 

Goher would often examine Baba's body for signs of deterioration. Although the abdomen did bloat a little on the 

first day, after that there were no more signs that Baba's body was distending. Only the skin of Baba's face was 

visible and it remained smooth, shining and lustrous for all of the seven days. Baba's sheet was not changed, but a 

fresh one was daily put over the one in which he was wrapped upon which devotees placed their floral offerings. 

Over the scarf around Baba's head was a pink cloth, the ends of which covered his chest. 

The women mandali stayed on Meherabad Hill in the east room and would come several times each day to be near 

Baba's body. A loudspeaker was connected, over which bhajans and qawaalis were sung, and poems and prayers 

recited. Keshav Nigam recited his Meher Chalisa inside the Tomb each day, and Harry Kenmore the Master’s and 

Repentance prayers. Each evening, Sarosh would apologize on behalf of the trustees of the Avatar Meher Baba Trust 

for not being able to provide food and accommodation to the lovers. He would then request the devotees to leave 

Meherabad after having had Baba's darshan, so that others could be accommodated. 

No one wanted to leave until Baba's body was interred, and no one was certain when that would happen. Every 

morning all would be eager to know Goher's report about Baba's condition, as the trustees had declared they would 

inter the body on the first signs of decomposition. Mehera and Mani thought Baba himself would decide when his 

body should be covered, which they did not wish to allow to happen as long as the body looked fresh and beautiful. 

Baba had remarked on the morning of the 31st that he would be free of suffering after seven days. Taking this as a 

meaningful hint from him, the trustees held a meeting and the interment was fixed for Friday, 7 February 1969, at 

12:15 P.M. The 7th that year also happened to be Baba's birthday according to the Zoroastrian calendar. 

By 4:30 A.M., on Friday, 7 February 1969, all had gathered at the Tomb. Twenty minutes later the women mandali 

entered. Everyone stood and repeatedly sang the line Baba had given to Bhau, "Satchitananda, Paramanand, Meher 

 
424 Adi Sr. had cabled Chinta Sarvarao and Majety Ramamohan Rao to purchase a generator, which they 

did for Rs.5,000 in Ahmednagar. The electricity was provided until the morning of 12 February 1969. 

425 The platform was where the Sadhak Ashram meditation cells had been built. The unused structure was 

later dismantled.  



 

 

Baba Vidnyanand." Several thousand were present and exactly at five o'clock, all joined in three loud cheers of 

“Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!” 

The women garlanded Baba, the doors of the Tomb were opened and they departed. The final darshan began. Only a 

very few were allowed to descend into the crypt and touch Baba's feet. There simply was not enough time for 

everyone to have that privilege. After 7:00 A.M., no one was allowed to enter the Tomb except the two men on duty, 

one at the door and the one fanning Baba. Many were given the privilege of this duty for two minutes each. 

After sunrise there was a tremendous rush of people to Meherabad, as newspapers in Poona, Ahmednagar and other 

areas publicized that 7 February would be the final day of darshan and Baba's body would be interred at 12:15 P.M., 

exactly seven days after he dropped his body. 

Mohammed Mast was led up to the Tomb by Padri and Sidhu from lower Meherabad. Mohammed stood at the 

threshold of the Tomb, but would not step inside even when urged to do so. He kept repeating in Marathi, "Pahile 

[seen], pahile!" and then "Bus [enough], bus!" and he was taken back to his room. 

By 11:20 A.M. everyone present had taken their last darshan of Baba's body. Aneece Hassen took some film footage 

inside the Tomb. Exactly at 12:00 noon, Kenmore said the Master’s Prayer, and at 12:15 P.M. again three loud 

cheers of "Avatar Meher Baba ki jai!" rang out. The doors of the Tomb were closed temporarily, while Baba was 

covered with a clean sheet. Eruch removed the ice blocks, passing them to the other mandali who stood around the 

crypt. These were passed to the Westerners who stood outside. When all the blocks were removed, the pink cloth 

around Baba's head was changed for the last time. His hair was brushed, the scarf around his head straightened, dust 

particles on his face gently wiped away, and he was adorned with fresh roses. 

Mehera, Mani and the other women mandali then came to the Tomb to have their last darshan. Soon, Baba's dear 

physical form would no longer be visible. All stood silently around the Tomb. A quiet peace reigned. In the pin-drop 

silence, only the heartbreaking sobs of the one who loved the Only One as he should be loved could be heard. 

Mehera and the other women fell at Baba's feet. Tears containing the memories of years in his company poured from 

their eyes. After Mehera garlanded and kissed Baba in final farewell, the women stepped out of the Tomb. 

The men mandali then went inside the Tomb. The wooden coffin lid was passed through the door of the Tomb by 

lovers standing outside. The lid was brought inside and ropes tied to the four handles on its corners. Just before it 

was placed over Baba, Eruch went down in the crypt and placed a very fine scarf given by Mehera over Baba's face. 

The coffin lid was hoisted up by the mandali standing on the crypt's landing. Amidst loud cries of "Avatar Meher 

Baba ki jai!" the lid was slowly lowered over Baba — sealing him from sight for all time. Mehera and the other 

women watched from the north window. 

After the coffin lid was in place, the men mandali came out and the women went inside once again to lay a large 

garland of roses over the coffin. After Mehera and the others left, the men went in to strew flowers over the entire 

coffin. A ghamela (iron pan) full of earth was brought inside, and each of the men mandali scattered a handful of 

earth over the coffin. 

Since several thousand men, women and children were waiting outside, and it was decided that instead of each lover 

walking inside the Tomb and placing earth on the coffin, they should only touch the earth at the threshold. The earth 

would then be strewn over the coffin. In this way the long queue began, and the crypt was filled with earth. A stone 

flooring slab was inserted between the crypt and the steps leading to it and the steps were covered with earth. About 

half a dozen six-inch-wide wooden boards were placed horizontally across the top of the coffin for added support 

and protection to the cover over Baba's body. 

Because it was Baba's birthday (according to the Zoroastrian calendar), prasad was distributed to all who came for 

darshan. After nearly five hours, by 5:00 P.M., the crypt was filled with earth. The floor of the Tomb was swept and 

cleaned. Baba's seven-colored flag was draped over the earth. The women mandali returned to the shrine again to 

offer flowers to their Beloved who is never born and who never dies, who is eternal and immortal and besides whom 

there is none. After coming in physical form to make God's infinite love and compassion tangible to us, he became 

imperceptible so that we may seek his Impersonal form which is real.426 

 
426 During the one-week period from 31 January to 7 February 1969, Mecca in Saudi Arabia was deluged with heavy 

rains. The Grand Mosque was closed for ten days to remove almost two feet of mud from around the Kaaba. So 

during Baba’s interment, no Muslims were able to circumambulate the Kaaba. To Aloba (and many of Baba's 

Muslim followers), because this coincided exactly with Baba's seven-day entombment on Meherabad Hill, it 

symbolized the transfer of world pilgrimage from Mecca to Meherabad. 

 



 

 

On 8 February 1969, after conferring with the mandali, Adi sent this telegram throughout the world: 

Despite Baba's physical absence those lovers who desire to visit Guruprasad, Poona, to honor Baba's invitation 

for darshan up to 10th June can still come abiding strictly to the scheduled dates and conditions as per Family 

Letter dated 1st November [1968]. Journey will now include a half day visit to Meherabad to pay homage at 

Baba's Tomb. 

After 10th June anyone can make pilgrimage to Poona and Baba's Tomb individually or collectively. 

Understand that all arrangements must be made on one's own. Inform all concerned in your area. Jai Baba! 

From April until June 1969, the "Darshan of darshans" was held at Guruprasad as Baba wished, and people from all 

over the world began coming to Meherabad on pilgrimage. 

 

Age declared, “The Ancient One drew back his bow and released the arrow carrying his Word. The arrow lodged in 

his lovers' hearts and made a deep wound, through which the Word can be heard. The wound knows that Meher 

Baba is everlasting, and longs to attain that state. As time passes, the wound makes itself deeper and deeper, seeking 

to grasp the meaning of the Word. It prays to the Beloved to put more salt on it, so that it can fathom the profundity 

of His Word. 

"Beloved Baba, truly you did not come to teach but to awaken, and this Word of words that you have dedicated to 

the world will gradually penetrate its heart and awaken it to your Truth! May our heads remain forever bowed at 

your feet, and may our memories of you become our every breath.” 

Bhau says, “O my Beloved! Your mercy is infinite, your love is infinite, your Self is infinite! You have given me 

tears, but it is no less your mercy — tears that have their source in my heart, which my heart alone knows.” 

Bhau remembered the last line Baba dictated to him on 29 January 1969, “What will we do with our lives now, 

when You have gone away?” and composed a ghazal on it. 

Listen as Age sings … 

 

What will we do with our lives now, when You have gone away? 

On whose face will we gaze, when You have gone away? 

 

O Meher! How did it happen that You were separated from us? 

We will drink our own tears now, when You have gone away. 

 

This life is unbearable when the bee is hidden from the bud. 

We will die every moment now, when You have gone away. 

 

Where will we find Your loving kiss now, where, Your embrace? 

How will we converse with You now, when You have gone away? 

 

Why didn’t we just die when You closed Your physical eyes? 

We will burn in the pyre of separation now, when You have gone away. 

 

O Beloved, turn Your glance our way and let us die to the world. 

This is our only desire now, when You have gone away. 

 

O Bhau, the fish, displaced from water, are thrashing in agony. 

Who will rescue them now, when You have gone away? 



 

 

 

We know that You never come and never go; 

But what will we do with our hearts now, when You have gone away? 

 

You are always here; You are the life of everyone. 

We will search for You within, when You have gone away. 

 

You have hidden Your face so that we may seek You. 

We will seek You forever, when You have gone away. 

 

You are the Ocean of Mercy — the Beloved of the world. 

We will follow You, when You have gone away.427 

 

To die for the Beloved is not easy; it is the most difficult thing. Only such a death − one that merges the rounds of 

births and deaths within it − makes one realize that Meher Baba neither comes nor goes, but exists always. 

“Beloved, you have implored the world to, ‘Do your best. Then don’t worry, be happy! I will help you,’ because 

only you are Real and all else is false. Only your constant remembrance will allow us, one day, to realize who you 

really are − and, in so doing realize our own true identity.” 

 

 

 
427 Translated by Bhau and Philip Lutgendorf; edited by David Fenster. The seven couplets below were 

composed by Bhau in Hindi circa May 1969; the final four couplets were composed in English on 20 

January 1979. 

Ab jī kar kyā karenge jub tum hī chale gaye? 

Mukh kiskā takā karenge jub tum hī chale gaye? 

 

Ai Meher! Kyā huā jo tum ham se bichuṛ gaye? 

Ab ānsū piyā karenge jub tum hī chale gaye. 

 

Yah jīnā nahin gavārā, ali hai chipā kalī se. 

Ab har pal marā karenge jub tum hī chale gaye. 

 

Ab cumban kahān milegā? Ab bāhen kahān milengī? 

Ab bāten kahān karenge jub tum hī chale gaye? 

 

Ham mar kyon nahīn gaye jab jhapkīn tumhārī ānkhen? 

Ab gam men jalā karenge jub tum hī chale gaye. 

 

Ai priyatam! Nazar karo tum jag se hamen uṭhā lo. 

Yah hasrat rakhā karenge jub tum hī chale gaye. 

 

Ab jal ke binā taṛaptī haiṃ sab machliyāṃ ‘Bhāū’; 

Kyā unkī davā karenge jub tum hī chale gaye? 
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