
SJ?

AV &TAR MKHy-R _MiiA

K.I'^tlAX!

V

V
1

\

TtiJLs is a literary raaga?nQey devofced

t«-i K<r.her Bafca, Avatar of the Age

hcpea to seii/e aszyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

•■ m inspiration to the

Piaetor 's .i over's to

IVr I. to at H'S .

help ue

/^emenbej

Him

KI-.JAI Pfi£S3:

iiTTED -t

•Michael Allos* Lvans

<v

-i IJ 3 p s . i I'h 1111 po

ART -DEiilGr

bv

.fof Eliofc Cdijj'iot

SROilETARY; r» rhvr;

avatar meher baba
p. p. C. TRUST

COPYRIGHTED BOOKS
COMPUMENTARY RECORD COPY

Please oend

contributions to^
Edi tor

"Avatar Mehei- Baba

K3-"i}al'"
998 Hue3.id

Berkelev, Calif,
9^708



i



PSAISES TO THE I4ABTIUI

page

The .First Poem 1

Chronicles of Oar Avatar 2

Ego Pains 5

by IGCHAEL ALM E¥MS

Untitled 6

by JANET BAILEY

Untitled 7

The Gangster 8

by JUDITH PHILLIPS

-Om Shantih Shantih Om^" 9

by ROBERT DREYEUSS

Evolution Involution 10

Autumn 1 zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA■ !

by LARRY NAHEM

He is asked to explain his
relationship to the Master«oo 13

If you kn-Ow to swim
to what purpose? 15

Garlanding of Meher Babaj,
Chase Studios^ Washingtoup DoCo
1936

by PHILLIPS l)„ .P1JILLT,PS

COPYRIGHT, ^ 1968 by KI-JAI PRESS
All rights reserved =.

Pemiasion for reprint all or part of the magazine
must be obtained from the Publishers PoPoPMllips

^  , ,^,1 ''^32 Delaware Si.
Berkeley,.. Calif,

9470-^





THE POEM

/Clover is upon the earth«
\jenus worships Himo
Ai men long to kiss His feet
"Tenderlys, for He is tenderness®
Ares weeps to see Himo
i^oses yearn to smell His fragrance®

rUy want Him ¥ho
£ach of us has®
H® is-a® come to steal
£v®ry on© of us to
f^deem our souls®

B^'avely put yourself in His
Alliaighty armSg and
D© loved

Rb only God loves®

l^ndness is His touch=<=-
Invit© it upon your heart®

^oy is poiaring out of His
^eless eyes of light®
Immerse yourself in it® and the Ocean is reborn^





CIIROKICLES OP OUR AVATAR

S'.fake., at Noveaiuer's end,
to the soxmds of where and when we share

a meeting with God in pure silence <,
celebrate,,, on February's twenty-fifthp
the begimiingless birth of the OnSp
and the death of ancient des.ire

mazes of antiquityj
for "something great will happen

that has never happened before",,
repent in the praise of His Majest3rp
for says the Lord, on the twentj^-fifth

of Ilarch He will lift the curtain
of dualityo

I'lay nineteenth-silence = two days later,
sunriseo

Chronicles of Our Avatar

The only begotten Son dawnsg
Beckoning the seekers of perfection's pearly
To enter His treasurehouse of LovBo
As Baba emerges from the Ocean of the

Or-Jhipresent Cm 9
Waves of joy wash ax^ay
Svex'y barrier between the Holy Flute Player
iind the echoes of His miraculovis music o
The Sea of Silence churns to a storm

thax will shatter the shacIdLes of
illusion,,

Then Infinite Enowledge, Power and Bliss—
the Three Principles of Truth-

Will dwell in the heart of every lover of Love.

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

For He comes to gather us into Himself—
To make us see the worlds as the coffins

of our 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.
Radiating from the unlimited

Love of the Master,
The universe vibrates with stillness,

listeTiing for an invitation from its
creator

To attend the funetal of death—
To rejoice at the passing away of Separation





So mere if Til is His Holiness,
replacing the placid pleasures
of the world

With fire-pains of lovei
Filling our hearts T^rith compassion
Till they hurst for ua to bathe

in the blood of Bliss,
So merciful is His Holiness,

causing the chaos of maya-manyness
to crack-—

Rubble-tumbling to its true nonesistence;
Esposing pillars of sanity that support

the Three Temples of Truth.
So merciful is His Holiness,

sweating a himdred thousand burning
tears to thaw our frozen hearts;

Constantly awake until we cease to sleep.
So merciful is His Holiness, so mercifTil!

Here is God—a distance of infinity.
One hundred and eighty degrees from

the direction in X'Jhioh we are
usually looking.

Here is God, I-Iaster of the Meherazad
of our heart.

Blinding us to blindness, silencing
us to deafness.

Wiping away the inability of ignorance
To know OTar True Self as our True Self.
God is Here, and closer still.
He is coming out of our seclusion

from Him—
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 si^t 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.





Lovers of the living Christ» come
to Him not to ask questions.

But to answer the call of the
Ancient Onen

Come to Him not to seek, but
to serve the Alpha and the Omega,

found you a
Come to~Him never to leave, then

His agony, which is your ignorance,
will cease.

And only pearls of peace will ever
again 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 Heher Baba Ki Jai,

a>4<





EGO PAIKS

Baba's the Divine Comic®
Every time my ego makes an ugly face
Baha laughs, and slaps it with love.

puts me on puppet strings.
And referees 8,400,000 rounds of shadox^ ooxing.
And when I drop of exhaustion after the final bell.
He tells me what a farce it was—
That the fight was fixed,
And my opponent, the shadow.
Was destined to fall
fthen the Avatar landed an invisible upper-cut of love
In ray heart, knocking 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 xirhen my pride and joy is at its peak, with glee
You take the littlest pin and poke it pop it with a bang
That blasts ray separateness to smizzerineso

Oh Baba, what a ridiculous game
You have me playing with myself—
The only way to win is to stop playing.
And I keep waiting for my opponent to give up.
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 myself—
Only You can save me from my ignorant stupor.
I am awaiting the day
When You fill my cup with Your Grace.

MoA oB«
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UlTITLED

You are the rock Baha
all through time is changing
Al^fays going moving
into water and from light force
and what are Tou when now?
You ar© the earth Baha
You ar® the seed
and You ar© the sun
You are the one
miracle we all are
You are this poem
You are what is

You are falling like snow
out of no where
gently appearing
in grace and artlessaess
from grayness
suddenly to
herso

JoBe





UImI'ITLED

Who is in that chair?
What is in that chair?!
Over and over I see Him there
in my dreamo
He is sitting majestically
like a fire glowing warmth and light
Radiating my heart to bursting
So that it spills on,t laughter and tears
without thou^to
Yesp He is sitting there
in His white sadraj,
arms on armchairp
eyes lighting the room9
moustache and nose9
and on and ouo o o
But 1 ean®t see HimT
My dream is net/er complete«
for I have not known My Self
noi' even seen th© body«="Cloak He wears o





the: G.^H(rSTESi:

I like to tMnk of Baba
rounding up His disciples
drawing each to Him
with a scheme designed
for that par-fcicular soul<=
Like a gang leader
winning over a gang
calling thenx together
lining them up
for the attack"" =-
And when He says the MoM
Bangl
that'll be the Endooo
of illusion for themo

JcP





S.ra'ilii SILOTIH Oi>t

(there is no end io
V/e are each

an heir to Ecstasjro

'vi'here are
the swallows of Peaceoooo
Churches are temples
of the West=»=»
my brothers 5.
there has been
EEOUCH

poetry of madnesso
Yours is
the voice of perfect
simplicity?
it must be reminded
to singo
There is a song
of silence
beyond the abode
of senseo
Beyond is within
Enough pre
occupation with illusion?
Eemembes? to remember o
You are the aiystery of vision,
let the voice
that would sing
be a devotee
of endlessnesse

-tl o v;





BVOLUTIOM IMOJUTIOI

Doto the snif-©!
and int© the poolg

parade aromd
like a fool^

be a rocks a plemts
aa ap© or aa aat^

be hamaa a bit
get tired ©f itg

then forget the things
we all nm after

go and find
a Perfect MasterS

love Him! Love Him!
like a ©loda

then up the spout
aad back to Godo
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•|he clouds like laccs
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ar-^,

tiie clouds Iil,« focieo

are are ai-e,,
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.. AV uriiAA;:-' perfect ,
t'e tref' ■zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA•■ ■ ;::•; ■ M-se- furiP'tj^

''■ .cy 3"^ ?- ..i. t '.r3e- '

He "}xeti-'.'ee bii«s.

ile ol^ir.!ga floieyp
He 1)8 are th ttf; Ivardea of »iot;il.] ''..r
He Buff eretb;,
H© ma-ketl'i tiie suri

to shine out of the <iapkn«5a«

Bat epririg is far aMdy,
e.rKi trj.e jxi.'iaes ox)l}f vi,-r..iT..,

;>0'fcli. hopeful and efrrAid,
far -the" tx^iumph of t-limley..
IvO¥ in th-3 breath of autuian
the^ t03S and thej die,;.
rising iato the chaos-.
Wrong0 wrong the world af wind,
and lapping wares of lif®.
Dad;, sado the tingling
of prophetic bell-Sc
0 if oaly the clow.ds
would sing and apeak,,
if the rain, ware freed

from the fatlier''B mouth

and fell like seeds ̂
puri filing the raging wind
coii^ering the waiting trees
and revealing the intimacy
of the whole imiverse,
And then the springy
and the labor of gro'-rth
and the B\m shining
out of the ethereai darkness,

• o

'■ 9

the earth like an ©ar
ie^
the moon like a mouth

vlb.e s'fcar like an eye
is

the sun like Ot

'IS Is i s 5-

, u'. vP.-i. ,i-iA a-t.ix OXi.l-S»n:iL

standing on a dry mountain
Aur :'c>s:nded by many moiuitains
v.ll facing towards the Sastc
CIi.,i-d3 are gatheringp
•ibo p:i,ri. J8 are finalXj*' groi^in.' '.;,,
talking B-Lo^-^iys wondering,,
tliiiiking that perhaps someday
after the purifying raino
G-od Incaraate will come

walk lightlyc knowingly over
these ijine^green momitainss

LIT,
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HE IS ASKED TO EXPLAJJ HIS REMTIOHSHIP TO THE flASTER.

I show you my poem?
You are impressedo
You look up
And into me o o»
Hot satisfied!

You aak m®
Where tsiy head is
In all this ?

I®m momentarily confused-

As if I should be
Hot here to low Him ?

You say9 this voice^
This poem voice^
Does in fact
Come "as if
Prom the other sides -. o
'From, "some one"
Who is already there?

As if you too
V.'ere hearing
His silenceooo

But perplexed
To see you search
This visage before
For Him«i o -•

I am on the verge--
Laughter? Melonchol;;?





Hov COI'J d. thi S? Jf
Tn a BsXoved««..
(lie thinking r fi- o U- v f ' )
Be Taken as a igl H-', i't,
As ieverage foi' p-Twe.ci
As if a Baba-pupijet
Behind which I Md.'\5
Co\ild be torn aside
2o reveal "Me'S
The Wisard-'Of'-'Os^j
At the Great'=°IfecM.ne conti^ol.s
Afflicting and FortuniJig
The destiJiies of
"Papa'' s=-and'=»Maaia ® s darlings "
With a loud-speakero
Entoning in echoes 9
"Yon and I
Are not We
But Free!"

(Ho«°Ho! Hee=»Heel)

From dream mto dream
I am awakeninge 9 o

And there is not
l%ich. more to sajo

You go from me 9
Admonish the head
Encourage the heart|
And nothing is resolved'

I B&jp in poetic way9
Baba is no cherry-pit
To be gripped by a sense?
But drowning these
In fathoms 0 is Hea
No bubble0
But the Seac o o

Ahp wordSooe
Clownish stanceo

I am alone againp
Afi'&iid. to end the day—

prayer bir-ealcB in,e, o c

Cpoety dare thee name
That One9 with cr^ift bo lame'

Fear not! His sratJ©,.
Is infinitely hc&llagc- o
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GAEMDING- OF T^EKSR BABA
CHASE S^XBBIOS, wASHBJCtTOB^ B.C. 1956

ECiceesee M»*«SBere*»t«4»vm5 XA> zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA'iriettsca*M«*e'-<■ ■ £»-

Those Eyes!
Strips "Bie"
2 Black Sims
'•I'* plrnige into
2 SapMre moons
Contaixied

Ahcve the vjhirl-pools
Mer^s o t> o o
Smiling cradle—
His I'ips
Tha.t Lo've^™*

liis Face,
An Eternal
Caress e«•»

The high
Forehead,

Light 5
EorivS

Of light o•..
Based into
The

S'ri-ept-hack
Coif

Of radiant
Blackness o»e a

"My"
Feehls mJjad
Can not
Contain this
Immenseness,

This Ocean®oa.
This God-"I>!IaD.o »a •

F.BoF
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