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I love you.
Do not worry about your weaknesses.
Eventually they will go.
Even if they linger, love will one day
consume them.
Everything disappears in the
Ocean of Love.
Because I love you, you have
a pool of love within you.
When you feel wretched, when you
fall in your weakness, have
a dip in that pool of love.
Refresh yourself in that pool of
my love within you.
It is always there.
Even if you wash your weaknesses
every day in that pool,
it will remain clear.
Don't worry. Baba loves you.

That is what really matters.

- Avatar Meher Baba
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Preface

Beloved Meher Baba, the Avatar of the Age, gave me a supreme gift,
the highest gift any soul can receive from the God-Man: the opportunity
to live with His Physical Form in as close proximity, from childhood, as
one would with one's loving mother and father. How can I express what
this gift has meant to me? How can I explain? As Beloved Baba said,
"God is not to be understood but to be experienced." All I can offer in
this book is my experience of living my life with Him.

Meher Baba captured the hearts of all my family when I was only
eight years old. From the first moment we saw His beautiful form, we
were spontaneously drawn to Him, and He gradually deepened our faith
and developed our understanding of His ways. My life with Baba shows
clearly how He draws to Himself His chosen ones, who knowingly and
even unknowingly yearn to be with Him. Throughout the years Beloved
Baba brought everyone in my family closer and closer into the orbit of
His perfect love. Baba's love and grace were His gifts, not only to us, but
to all the fortunate generations of Dadachanjis who have since been born
with a deep connection to and abiding love for the God-Man.

Some might say that I dedicated my life to Beloved Baba but, really
speaking, it was He who determined that for me. None of us has the
capacity to do anything for or give anything to the Highest of the High.
He comes down as the God-Man to our level and He is the only one with
true dedication. He dedicates His Supreme Self not only for humanity,
but for stones, animals, and everything else in the universe. It is He who
does everything. It is Baba's grace, love and compassion which give us
the opportunity to do what He wants. And what He wants is for us to
place our hands in His, trusting Him to lead us wherever He wants us to
tread and travel.

Baba told us to be natural with Him, yet He expected us always to
hold Him in the highest respect. He said, "I come down to your level, but
never bring me down to your level." Baba gave us the human side of God
1n order to show us how to love,
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sacrifice, suffer, be practical and serve. Throughout all, Baba's purity and
divinity shone through His humanness, but sometimes when we became
forgetful, He would have to say to us, "Remember, I am God."

There was no exact moment when I accepted Baba as All in All.
Over time He was to me my Father and Mother, my Companion and my
One True Friend. Being with Meher Baba and following Him was a
natural and spontaneous process of growing spiritually. By growing
spiritually I mean learning to love God as He should ultimately be loved.
Beloved Baba taught me to give my all to Him and to live my life for
Him while living a normal life in the world. This, then, is the story of my
loving Meher Baba.

Although 1 wanted to resign to Baba's every wish, my human
weaknesses stood in the way. In His loving compassion, Meher Baba said,
"I accept each one of you as you are, with all your weaknesses," and He
gradually led me to obey and surrender to Him with rock-like faith that
eventually awakened love. This foundation of love enabled me to make
the Herculean effort that was necessary to overcome my weaknesses and
endure the pain and suffering that ultimately brought about detachment
within me.

It was Beloved Baba who prompted me to start working on this book.
Although years earlier I had completed a very rough manuscript about my
life with Him, I had put it away, thinking that my family or someone else
might do something with it after I died. Then, in October of 1991, I was
about to go to bed one night when a voice within me said, "Your time is
short. Print your book." I said to myself, "Oh Baba, there is so much
work to be done, and I haven't the physical or mental energy to complete
the task. I don't even have a title for the book." And the voice said, "Gift
of God." I immediately remembered a scene that had taken place twenty-
five years earlier. One evening in 1967 Baba was sitting on His bed in
Meherazad before retiring, and His beloved Mehera and I were alone
with Him. In the midst of our conversation dear Mehera had suddenly
asked, "Baba, what is the meaning of Arnavaz?" Beloved Baba replied,
"Gift of God." Tears welled up in my eyes, and in the great force coming
from Baba to me I had felt that He was telling me more than simply the
meaning of my name. As I contemplated that distant moment with Baba
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and Mehera, I knew the Eternal Beloved had given me yet another gift,
and I had to respond to His wish that I share with others the story of my
life with Him. I offer this book, hoping that the lessons I learned over the
years - obedience, surrender, detachment - will be of benefit to those who
read about them and that my words may bring comfort to those who are
struggling to please the God-Man.

viil
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Introduction

Avatar Meher Baba inwardly prompted Arnavaz Dadachanji to write
about her life with Him some twenty years after He had dropped His
body. Not intending simply to write an autobiography, Arnavaz set out to
show, through the details of her life, the way in which Baba awakened
her to both love and an understanding that did not come from reading,
studying, or being taught. In her words, "knowledge flowered as love did,
straight from the heart."

In her early years with Meher Baba, Arnavaz imagined living as an
ascetic, thinking that true renunciation had nothing to do with life in the
world. Certainly her dreams would never have included a husband and a
lovely apartment in Bombay - yet this was exactly what Baba had
ordained. And in resigning herself to His will, she found her life's
meaning in serving Him through all the routine details of daily living.

Because Arnavaz lived in the world, most of us will find much to
relate to as we read her story. It is a good deal easier to imagine making
arrangements to meet Baba and the mandali at the train station, or
cooking and cleaning in preparation for one of His visits, than it is, say, to
imagine accompanying Him on the New Life. In reading about Arnavaz
we see that through the ordinary, from the smallest of circumstances to
the most difficult crises, she learned the lessons essential to spiritual life:
obedience, love, resignation, surrender, understanding and, ultimately,
detachment. Certainly we cannot emulate the specifics of her life, but in
the end there is only one story - the story of the soul's journey to God.
While the circumstances of the journey are unique to each person, the
same thematic notes are always present.

From her first lesson in literal obedience, Arnavaz grew more and
more determined to please Baba. As she kept her focus on Him, learning
to pay attention to seemingly unimportant details, her life itself became
an act of devotion. Arnavaz describes the process: "You cease caring
about what you want, you stop struggling with what is, you remain open
to all possibilities, and
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you become completely won to His work." This is not to say that she
escaped worry, grief, or the disappointment and loss that all human
beings must endure along the way. But she shows us how Baba gradually
brought about detachment. Meher Baba asks His lovers to abandon their
own will and to seek His, and the way in which Arnavaz bowed to His
wish, and thus became resigned to His will, can serve to inspire all who
are struggling to love Baba as He should be loved.

The internal order that Baba gave Arnavaz to write her book came at
a time when she wanted simply to bask in her relationship with Him.
Fulfilling this unexpected responsibility has been a constant struggle in
the face of her declining health and advancing age - not to mention the
demands placed on her by an ever-increasing number of visiting Baba
lovers who seek her comfort and advice, knowing they can discuss with
her their most intimate problems. The time that Arnavaz has devoted to
this manuscript exemplifies her absolute surrender to Baba. She has told
her story because Beloved Baba asked her to - and the result is truly a

Gifi of God.

Deborah Mann Smith
Nancy B. Wall
August 1994
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Chapter One

"No one requires an
introduction to me, for no
one is a stranger to me."

- Meher Baba

The story of my life with Beloved Avatar* Meher Baba begins with
my uncle, Framroze H. Dadachanji. He was one of Meher Baba's
early mandali (a term Baba used to refer to His intimate disciples),
and he served as the first link in the chain connecting all the members of
my family to Baba. In a sense, the story starts on Christmas Day, 1916,
when my Uncle Framroze, at the age of 23, was married in a double
wedding with my parents. After a few years, however, his wife left him
for his best friend, a medical student. The family had warned Framroze of
this friend's visits to his home while he was at work, but my uncle was so
good-hearted and trusting that he suspected nothing. He loved his wife
and he was heartbroken when she left. In those days divorce was
something quite unheard of, considered disgraceful - so disgraceful that
when my grandmother heard talk of divorce, she spoke of taking her own
life. Fortunately my father and his brothers were able to persuade her that
a divorce would be wise in these circumstances so that Framroze would
be free of any responsibility for his wife's actions. The divorce was
granted in 1920, simply adding to my uncle's misery.

Framroze's career was also beset with misfortune. While managing
the Globe Cinema in Bombay, he had become interested in owning a
theatre. He left his job and entered into a partnership, becoming co-owner
of another cinema house called The Madeleine. They showed good
movies from Hollywood and

* See glossary for definitions of italicized words and unfamiliar term-
inology.
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My uncle Framroze Dadachanji (on extreme left)
at the entrance to the Madeleine Cinema
in Bombay, 1923

social dramas as well as quality Indian films depicting the lives of Ram
and Krishna.

Outwardly, the business appeared to be flourishing because there
was always a full house; actually, the cinema was running at a loss
because the partner was embezzling the profits. Again Framroze's trusting
nature seemed to be failing him. His partner finally absconded with what
cash there was, and my uncle had to borrow money to pay off large debts.
Framroze, who was very honest, had many trusting friends. One of them,
convinced that my uncle would never fail him, lent him some money, but
when time proved Framroze unable to repay the loan, the friend was very
angry. He refused to believe that my uncle was really in debt and accused
him of not wanting to repay the money. Uncle Framroze became
increasingly frustrated, sinking into an overwhelming depression about
the course of his life. Not only was his marriage over and his business
partnership a fraud, but now he was hopelessly in debt. Concluding that
life was not worth
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living, he decided to commit suicide and one day, with this thought in
mind, he went to Chowpatty Beach to throw himself into the sea.

I was not there to witness the incredible beginning of my family's
connection to our Beloved Meher Baba. But I can imagine my dear uncle
sitting alone on the almost deserted beach, staring in despair at the ocean,
unaware that his destiny was about to change, ordained by One he had
never met - never even heard of.

On that very day Meher Baba and a few of His mandali, including a
friend of Framroze's, Naval Talati, were strolling on the same beach.
Baba saw my uncle, a solitary figure in the distance, and sent Naval to
find out who the man was and what he was doing. As Naval approached,
he recognized Framroze and asked, as Baba had ordered him to, "What
are you doing here?" My uncle, not wanting anyone to know what he was
planning, replied that he was just sitting on the beach. Naval returned to
Baba and told Him that he knew Framroze, and he was a very unhappy
man. Baba said, "Bring him to Me," and when Naval went back and
briefly told my uncle about Baba, he got up and followed his friend.
Approaching Baba and looking into His eyes, Uncle Framroze
experienced such a surge of love and compassion that his thoughts of
suicide vanished. When Baba told him to come the next day to Bharucha
Building in Dadar, where He was staying, my uncle was so overwhelmed
by feelings he did not understand that he found himself instantly agreeing.
All he knew was that he felt totally committed to Baba, whose beauty and
magnetic personality had touched his heart so deeply.

The next morning Baba didn't wait for Uncle Framroze to come, but
sent Naval to bring him from his house. Baba, who observed silence from
1925 until the end of His life, was still speaking at this time, and when
Framroze arrived, He asked my uncle if there was anything he wanted to
say. Baba's compassion was so powerful that Framroze could not contain
his troubles, and he poured out his heart and soul to Baba, who took my
dear uncle in His arms. Framroze felt so renewed that he did not want to
leave Baba. In Baba's Presence his painful past disappeared, and his spirit
was uplifted with a love that filled him. When Baba asked him, "Will you
do what I tell you?" my uncle said that he
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would. Baba said, "Leave everything and come to Me. Join My ashram
near Ahmedriagar. Your love for your wife is only maya [illusion]. I will
show you the highest type of love." Framroze agreed immediately. Baba
then instructed him to wind up his business so that he would be
completely free. Of course Baba gave him some time to do this, but He
began my uncle's spiritual training immediately. At this time Baba also
began calling him by the name of Chanji.

For quite a few months my uncle went back and forth between
Bombay and Meherabad, Baba's ashram. Baba also visited Bombay and
one time took His men and women mandali to Chanji's cinema to have a
meal there. Exactly at the time the show was over and the rest of the
crowd was leaving, Baba and His mandali entered the gates and made
their way inside the cinema with big vessels of cooked food on their
heads. Because of the stringent restrictions Baba placed on the mandali,
allowing them only one or two sets of clothing and few amenities, the
men looked somewhat unkempt with their unshaven faces and worn
clothes. The women had white scarves tied around their heads, so they
looked old-fashioned and funny. Chanji felt embarrassed as he led Baba
and the mandali through a crowd of curious onlookers. For Chanji this
was the first of many lessons in humility.

One day during this same period Chanji was walking along the street
when he saw the friend who had lent him money. Chanji tried to cross the
street in order to avoid a meeting, but the man saw him and called out.
Although Chanji was nervous, he could not avoid a confrontation. To his
surprise, his friend apologized for his past abuses, embraced Chanji and
said, "Don't worry about the money. You are my good friend. I know that
if you had it, you would definitely pay me back." Chanji felt that his
friend's change of heart was somehow a gift from Baba, and his faith in
and surrender to Baba increased all the more.

Our family was initially worried when Uncle Chanji joined Baba in
1924. We were Zoroastrian, recognizing only God and Zoroaster, His
Prophet, as worthy of worship, and we had no understanding of the
concept of "master" or "guru.” When Chanji tried to explain, the family
could neither comprehend these ideas nor accept them. But after all that
had happened to him, they
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wanted him to do whatever made him happy and never interfered in his
going to live with Baba. In early 1927 my father, who was a building
contractor, was asked to construct a hostel for an

I was eight years old when [ first met Baba

engineering college in Poona. I was eight years old when the family went
to stay there. Uncle Chanji, who had by then lived in the ashram for three
years, was anxious for all of us to meet Baba.

5
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He was delighted when Baba finally told him to ask us to come from
Poona. Chanji, in order to persuade us, suggested that since we were so
close to Ahmednagar (about 100 kilometers), we should bring a picnic
lunch and come to meet Baba. Although my parents did not understand
anything about spirituality or know the significance of the Master's call,
the idea of a picnic was very appealing to my mother, and my father
agreed. Our family included my mother Bachamai and my father Naoroji;
my two sisters Nargis, four, and Roda, two; my two-month-old brother
Tehmton, and me. We were joined by my paternal grandmother and
Meherji Karkaria, my mother's cousin. Meherji was studying engineering
in Poona, and Uncle Chanji had also persuaded him to meet Baba. We
rented a small bus for the journey, and although my parents hadn't told
me where we were going, I was very excited by the idea of riding in the
bus, which was a rare treat. We started out with our picnic lunch, not
knowing the glorious path we were travelling or the ways it would
change the whole course of our lives.

We arrived in Meherabad and entered the building that is now the
dharamshala. Baba was awaiting us, seated on a couch, and

Beloved Meher Baba as He looked when I saw Him
for the first time
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we sat around Him in a semicircle. From the moment I walked into the
room, my eyes were fixed on Baba. He was dressed in a white sadra, and
His shining dark brown hair flowed to His shoulders. His radiant face
fascinated me. I knew nothing about who Baba was; I didn't even know
His name, but I sat gazing at Him with wonder and He entered the very
core of my heart. My young mind had no questions and did not try to
understand who He was. The impact Beloved Baba had on me was so
strong that today the memory of first meeting Him is still fresh and alive.

Along with being absolutely absorbed in Baba, I remember two
incidents from that day. Baba had begun keeping silence and was
communicating through the use of an alphabet board. Chanji, acting as
interpreter, said to my grandmother, "Mother, Baba wants to know if you
would like to ask Him anything." That made me wonder, who is He? Why
is my uncle asking Grandmother if she has any questions? We had been
with Baba for about an hour before He wanted us to have lunch. I
remember that we walked across an open field to the old Post Office
building, where the women rnandali were staying. As they had cooked
rice and dal (lentils) for us, we ate what they had lovingly prepared and
took the untouched picnic lunch, which we had thought would be the high
point of the day, back with us to Poona.

These are my memories of first meeting Meher Baba; my father's
diary speaks of the effect Baba had on my parents:

Starting from Poona in the morning in a small hired
motor bus, we arrived at Meherabad before noon. We were
called in the big hall where Baba was sitting on a low sofa.
After enquiring about our health and other particulars in
great detail, Baba served us lunch and told us thereafter to
rest awhile. We were to meet Him again at 3 p.m. We were
made to rest in a detached stone building near the railway
lines, and then went back to Baba to be in His august
presence. Baba took my newly born son, Tehmton, in His
hands and caressed and patted him for awhile. I was simply
gazing at Him all the while, looking at His bright illum-
inating face, emanating Divinity. With a napkin tied around
His



Gift of God

forehead, His face looked enchanting and His eyes
penetrated right into the core of my heart. We were asked to
leave for Poona in the evening so that we would reach home
before nightfall. My dear wife, Bachamai, was equally
affected by the experience of meeting, for the first time, a

Divine personality... and for days together, we spoke of
nothing but Him.
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Chapter Two

"I do not want anything
else from you but the gift of
your obedience."

- Meher Baba

Ten months later my father's work in Poona was completed and
we returned home to Rustom Bagh, in the Byculla area of Bombay,
where we shared a large third-floor apartment with my grandfather,
my grandmother, my uncle and his wife. In those days joint family living
was very common and with large families being the norm, relatives,
friends and neighbours were always coming and going. After our first
visit to Meherabad, Chanji, to whom the apartment also belonged, began
to come frequently with Baba to Bombay. Baba often stayed with us
between 1928 and 1933, so whoever happened to be there at the same
time got to meet Him.

On one of Baba's visits Nariman, my paternal cousin from Karachi,
then in India, was also there. He had just finished his secondary education
and had come to spend some time with our grandparents, who hadn't seen
him for a very long time. This was Nariman's first meeting with Baba. I
remember that he bowed down to Baba, as the family told him to, but I
don't recall much more about him from that visit. I was ten and he was
fifteen. I was quite shy and kept away from boys; most likely we did not
even look at each other, as in those days young boys and girls did not mix
freely. We could never have guessed then what Beloved Baba would one
day ask of us.

Whenever Baba came to our home, my parents would clean and
vacate their room for Him. Baba never slept on anyone's bed in those
days; He carried His own bedding with Him wherever He

9
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went and would sleep in a corner on the floor. After Baba was made
comfortable, we would sit around Him, not wanting to leave His side. |
remember feeling such joy whenever Baba was in the house - those were
very special times.

Baba always traveled with some of the men mandali, and they,
including Uncle Chanji, would be accommodated on the broad enclosed
verandah at the front of the apartment, where they slept in a row, side by
side. Baba's mandali were quite ordinary and down to earth. Their
spiritual training didn't involve leading ascetic lives, wearing saffron
robes, or meditating cross-legged in a corner. Like other people, they did
their daily chores, but they had always to remain alert to the rigorous
demands of their Master, obeying His orders implicitly. Baba's guidance
in all aspects of their lives was the source of an inner unfolding which
came about through their willingness to obey and serve Him whole-
heartedly. Sustained by the joy of living in close proximity to Baba, the
mandali were able to bear the difficulties and suffering inherent in such a
life.

One story concerning Masaji (the name means "mother's sister's
husband"), Baba's uncle and one of His closest followers, clearly shows
the high expectations Baba had of the mandali. Masaji had been given an
order to set aside for Baba the cream that was removed from the milk
each day. One day Baba did not ask for the cream, and it remained in the
kitchen. About 9:30 that night Masaji decided Baba must not want the
cream, and if he kept it until the next day, it would become rancid, as
there was no refrigerator. Thinking that the cream should not be wasted,
he ate it. Within fifteen minutes Baba sent for Masaji and asked for the
cream. Upon hearing Masaji's confession that he had eaten it, Baba did
not spare him; he was not new to Baba's ways and should have known
better. Masaji had followed His own manner of thinking. His desire to eat
cream had superseded his literal obedience of Baba's order, and he was
reprimanded very strongly. Baba asked, "Why did you eat the cream? My
order was that it be kept for Me. Why did you disobey? It is my order
that 1s important. Even if the cream had become rancid, that has nothing
to do with it. You are to obey My orders!"

10
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Even those who didn't live with Baba were given the opportunity for
His training, but His manner of dealing with new disciples was quite
different from the way he dealt with the mandali. Baba began my
mother's spiritual training with a small incident that showed her His wish
that she be alert and responsive to His needs. Mother loved to cook for
Baba, who was very fond of her masoor (lentils), and we all got to help in
some way as she prepared the dal, rice and vegetables. Baba's habit in
those days was to eat very small quantities at frequent intervals, so my
mother always had food ready. The latest Baba had ever asked for food
was 9:00, however, so she never kept food after that time. Then one night
He wanted food at 10:00. My poor mother stood in front of Baba, terribly
embarrassed, and confessed that no food was left. He simply said, "Don't
worry." From that day on, however, my mother always had food ready
for Baba any time, night or day. Without giving her a direct order, Baba
gently drew from my mother, who was new to His ways, the desire to be
ever attentive to His needs.

Using different methods appropriate to each person, Baba brought
other members of our family closer to Him, even those whose devout
Zoroastrian beliefs made accepting Him difficult. Chanji's father
Hormasji, my paternal grandfather, was a very honest and religious man
with complete faith in God. Although a Zoroastrian priest, he never
practiced in the temple. He was a scholar and teacher who wrote a book
used as a Persian text in schools, and his love for the language was such
that he held free Persian classes for women in the evenings at our
apartment. As a good Zoroastrian, my grandfather believed only in God
the Almighty and Zoroaster the Prophet; he did not believe that the
Prophet was God manifesting in human form. In those days we
Zoroastrians hadn't heard the terms Perfect Master or Sadguru, and saint
was the highest designation we had for a person of great spiritual status.
Although my grandmother and the rest of us were already bowing down
to Baba, Grandfather would just shake hands with Him, for he sincerely
believed that one bowed down only to God and Zoroaster. But despite his
beliefs, he respected Baba and never interfered in our relationship with
Him. Grandfather always seemed quite happy when Baba came to stay
with us and lovingly welcomed Him into our home.

11
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Baba must have been coming to Rustom Bagh for about a year when
my grandfather developed cancer of the esophagus. The cancer advanced
until he found it difficult to swallow even water. Hearing of Grandfather's
condition, Baba sent instructions through Chanji that my mother must
feed him fish for three days. By that time mother had tremendous faith in
Baba, and she managed to persuade Grandfather to try to eat the fish.
Grandfather loved my mother very much and wanted to please her, but
how could he eat fish when he could hardly swallow water? Mother
coaxed him, saying that because Baba had said he should eat fish, he
should try, even if he couldn't keep it down, just for the three days.

Mother cooked the fish and lovingly tried to feed it to him, even
though he had great difficulty getting it down. The first day he threw it all
up, and the same thing happened on the second day. On the third day he
was so exasperated that he said, "It's no use. Don't give me any more
fish." Mother said, "Throw it up, but just eat it." So Grandfather took it to
please her. Again he vomited, this time releasing all the foreign matter
that had choked his throat. That evening, very weak and thirsty after the
ordeal of vomiting, he asked my mother for water. To her amazement, he
drank a full glass! Grandfather felt this change in his condition to be a
miracle. He allowed my mother to place a locket with Baba's picture
under his pillow, where it stayed until he breathed his last. The cancer
took his life a month or two later, but because of this experience he
developed faith in Baba, who in His mercy allowed my grandfather to
feel love for Him before he died.

Another interesting story about my family and the way Baba
develop