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P FIRST POEM

F&lcver is upon the eaxrth.

\fenus worships Him.

}%ll men long to kiss His feet
Tenderly, for He is tenderness.
Jq:fes weeps to see Him.

R_cseg yearn %o smell His fragrance.

Many want Him Who
Each of us has.

He hag come 4o steal
Every one of us to
R;edaem our souls.

B.mvely put yourself in His
Hllmighﬁy arms, and

e loved
jgts only God lovea.

Kindness is His touch=-
In‘vi*&:e i% upon your heart.

jay is pouring out of His
Rgeless eyes of light.
Immerae yourself iv it, and the Ocean is

= 'l =

reborn.



|

¥
il
i
|
|
‘l
i
'
ii
|
|
|
|
lI L3
1
1
]
|
i
|
|
|
|
I
|
B




R P S A T S T

CHRONICILES OF QUR AVATAR

gwake, at November's end,
%o the sounds of where and when we share
a meeting with God in pure silence.
celebrate, on February's twenty-fifth,
the beginningless birth of the One,
and the death of ancient desire
mazes of antiquity;
for "something great will happen
that has never happened before".
repent In the praise of His Majesty,
for says the Lord, on the twenty-fifth
of March He will 1ift {the curtain
of duality.
May nineteenth-silence. two days later,
sunrise,

Chronicles of Our Avatar

The only begotten Son dawns,

Beckoning the seekers of perfection's pearl,

To enter His treasurehouse of Love.

As Baba emerges from the Ocean of the
OMnipresent Om,

Waves of joy wash away

Lvery barrier between the Holy Flute Player

And the echoes of His miraculous music.

The Sea of Silence churns %o a storm
that will shatter the shackles of
illusion.,

Then Infinite Knowledge, Power and Blisse-

~_the Three Principles of Truthee

Will dwell in the heart of every lover of Love.

As He comes forward, all darkness of fear
fades away,

For He comes %o gather us into Himselfee

To make us see the worlds as the coffins
of ocur bodies

By opening our center eye to see infinite
life in Him,

Flowers flow from the Beloved's footsteps,

Blooming in the warm rays of His spirit,

Radizating from the unlimited
Love of the Master.

The universe vibrates with stillness,
listening for an invitation from its
creator

To attend the funeral of dezathee

To rejoice at the passing away of Sepsration.






So merciful is His Holiness,
replacing the placid pleasures
of the world
With fire-pains of love;
Filling our hearits with compassion
Till they burst for us to bathe
in the blood of Bliss,
So merciful is His Holiness,
causing the chaos of maya-manyness
10 cracke=
Rubble-tumbling to its true nonexistence;
-Exposing pillars of sanity that support
the Three Temples of Truth.
So merciful is His Holiness,
: sweating a hundred thousand burning
- tears to thaw our frozen hearts;
‘Constantly awake until we cease %o sleep.
So merciful is His Holiness, so merciful!

Here ig God-wa distance of infinity,

One hundred and eighty degrees from
the direction in which we are
usually looking.

Here is God, Master of the Meherazad
of our heart,

Blinding us to blindness, silencing
us to deafness,

Wiping away the inability of ignorance

To know our True Self as our True Self.

God is Here, and closer still.

He is coming out of our seclusion
from

For love, truly for Love

He is coming!

Oh Beloved, if I may see You only once,
Let me see You with my soul,
So that the delusion of duality will
die forever,
Giving me the sight eternal of
Your Beauty.
Oh my Master, if I may embrace You only once,
Let me embrace You with my heart,
For it alone is capable of holding You.
Oh God of Grace, wherever You will have me,
I am. .
Bless me with the absence of my presence,
And I will care not where our bodies be.
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Lovers of the living Christ, come
to Him not to ask questions,

But to answer the call of the
Ancient One.

Come %0 Him not %o seek, but
to serve the Alpha and the Omega,
for He has found you.

Come to Him never %o leave, then
His agony, which is your ignorance,
will cease,

And only pecrls of peace will ever
egain drop from your eye.

Come to Him with the elegance
of immaculate love

And He will disappear into you
as you become Him.

Let your eyes cry to see Baba,

But drown your heart in the
Lake of His Boundless Mercy,

And then your soul will see that
His omnipresence is ever-touching
you, ever-holding you, that
It is You.

Avatar lMeher Baba Ki Jai.
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EGO PAINS

e S

Baba's the Divine Comic.

Every time my ego makes an ugly face

Baba laughs, and slaps it with love.

He puts me on puppet strings,

And referees 8,400,000 rounds of shadow boxing.

And when I drop of exhaustion after the final bell,
He tells me what a farce it was—-—

mhat the fight was fixed,

And my oppornent, the ghadow,

Wae destined to fall <
when the Avatar landed an invisible upper-cut of love

In my heart, kmocking me out of unconsciousness.

Baba, you rascal,

You treat my ego like a balloon

As I blow it up, bigger and bigger, with nothing,

Then when my pride and joy is at its peak, with glee

You take the littlest pin and poke it and pop it with a bang
That blasts my separateness to smizzerines.

Oh Baba, what a ridiculous game

You have me playing with myself-=

The only way to win is to stop playing.

And 1 keep waiting for my opponent to give wup.
And when he won't, I try to change the rules,
And when I can't, I try to cheat.

And when I°m caught, I play even harder.
Baba, I'm so drunk with myselfe-

Only You can save me from my ignorant stupor.
I am awaiting the day

When You fill my cup with Your Grace.

M.A.E.






UNTITIED

You are the rock Babs

all through time is changing
Always going moving

into water and from light force
and what are You when now?
You are the esaxth Baba

You ars the seed

and You are the sun

You are the one

miracle we all are

You are this poem

You areg what is

You are falling like snow
out of ne where

gently appearing

in grace and artlessness
from grayress

suddenly to

here.

JOBB
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UNTITLED

¥ho is in that chair?

Weat is iu that chair?!?

Over and over 1 see Him there

in my dreaan. '

He is sitbting majestically

like a fire glowing wavmth and light
Radiating my heart to bursting

So that it spills cvt laughier and tears
without thought.

Yes, He is sitting there

in His white sadra,

arms on armchairp,

eyes lighting the room,

mousiache and nose,

and on ané Ob...

But I can’t see Him!

My dream is never completie.

for I have not known My Self

nor even seen the body-clcak He wears.
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T like %0 think of Baba
rounding uwp His disciples
drzwing each to Him

with & scheme designed
for that particular soules
Like & gang leadser
winning over a gang
calling them together
lining them up

for the atbtack--

And when He says the Word
Bang!?

that'll be the End...

of illusion for then.
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Where ore

the swallows of Peacg...ce
Churches are temples
of the Wester

ny brothers,

there has been
ENQUGH

poesry of madness.
Yours is

the voilce of perfect
simplicitys

it must be reminded
to sing.

There is a song

of silence

beyond the abode

of sense.

Beyond ie within.-=
Enough pre~
occocupation with illusion?
Eewmember to remember.

You are the mystery of vwi

let the volce
thet would sing
e g devothee
of endlesaneng.

{ there is ro znd 49
Ve are each
an belsr to Festasy.

i

Ei adi

%
e

sz



[ A it T O AL




EVOLUTION INVOLUTION

Down the snivel
and into the pool,

parade arcund
1ike a fool,

be 2 rock, a plant,
an ape or an ant,

be human a bit
get tired of it,

then forget the ¢
we all run after

g0 and find
a Perfsct Master!

love Rim! Love Him!
like a clod;

then up the spout
and back to God.

hings
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He beavedh the wusden of wovfli<y,
He suffaopreih,

He aaketh the cun

to shine out of the carknesy

spring 1 Jar FHAY
and the nines Qu“ AT
Lokl hopeial and i

foar the “‘“‘iwﬁph of LUnAS T
Tow in the breaih RN RA i)
shey todgy and they ughk
w%siWﬂ inve The caads.
Wrong, wrong the wordd of wind,
znd lapping waves of 1i¥s.
Lad. sed, the Singling

o wir OT_) DN ) :{)E—:}ES.:

oA ouly the olonds
would sing and opeslk,

AF whe raln ware gL@@“

from the father's mouth

and Tell 1likse white sesde
}mzﬁ;;y.mg the raging wim,,
covering the waiting itrees
and revealingz the ia*imacv
of the whele wniverse,
And then the spring,

and the laber of zrowih

and the sun shining

vt of the ethawreal darkness.

In avtum, in awbunn ,
thez earth like an aar
is,

;he moon like @ monih

grar Like an aye

gan alke God
L8 L

St i Taitforaia.
ing on & dry mountain
ed Ly usny mwuute¢ﬁ
hhyTey towards the fast,
ary gatheriag,
2ra Jinally growin.
SLOWLY . wondaring,
king thai parhaps somesny
after the purifyiag rain,
God Tacarnete will come
and walk lightly, kowingly ovewr
thessg pinemgfeen mountains,
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13 ASKED T0O FXPLAIR HIS RELATICNSHIP TO THE

?1ASTERQ 2 o

I show you my poem;
You are impressed,
You look up

A.ﬂd in’tﬂ ME s oo

Not satisfied!

You ask me
Where my head is
Tn all this 2

19%n momentarily confuged—-=

ig if I should be
Yot heres to love Him %

You =say, this volge,
this puem volce,

Doeg in fact

Come "as 1fV

From the other side...
Prom Vsome one’

vho is already there!

As if you toov
Vere hearing
iiis silence.o.

But I'm perplexed

Ty see you search

mhia visage before you,
For Himoeo-

T am on the Verge--=
Laughter? Melonchol ?
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How goudd Yo Jov

teoa Beioved...

(Me thiaking. £0 ¢ wvir )]
Pe vaken as & glooaw
Az leverage for
As 1f a Baba-puppes
Behind which I hide
Could he torn aside
Yo veveal "He",
The Wizard=0f-0z,
At the Great-Magliine contyrols
Afflicting and Fortuuing

The destinies of
"Papa's—and-Mama's darlings”
Witk a loud-sypeaker,
Entoning in sechoes,

"You and I

Are not We

But Free!”

(Ho-flo! Hee-Hee!)

From dream unto dream
I am awakening...

And there is not
Much more 10 say.

You go from me,

Admonish the head
Encourage the heart:

And nothing is resolvede—

I say, in my postic way,
Baba 1s no cherry-pit

To be gripped by a senge:;
But drowning these

In fathoms, is He.

No bubble,

But the Sea...

Ah, WOrdS.ae
Clownish stance.

T am alone again,
Afruid to end the dayew
Hhen prayer breoks iti...

Q'poet, dere bhiee name
gt One, with coraft =0 lzne!?

Pear nost  His smile.
is infinitely hoaling. ..
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GARLARNDING OF MEHER BABA
CHASE STUDIOS, WASHINGTON, D,C. 1956
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Those Eyes!
Strips "Me"
2 Black Suns
vT* plunge into
2 Sapyhire moons
Contained
Above the vhirl-pools
MergCevee
Smiling cradle-—
His Xdips
That Lovew
Hig Face,

" An Eternal
CaresScees
The high
Forehead,
Light,
Eons
Of lighteesoe
Fused into
The
Swept~hack
Coif
Of radiant
BlacknesBosoe
ni 1]
Feeble mind
Can not
Contain this
Inmenseness,
This Oceatiocev
ThiB G’Ud"‘Ma eae

?.ﬂo?o
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