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KG-099B 

Eruch Jessawala 
Mani Irani 
Mandali Hall, Meherazad, India 
November 17, 1979 
44:32 

Note: Continuation of KG-099A 

Content 
[starts in the midst of the story of Mani's. The story is about a Baba Lover who is receiving 
a telegram on his birthday.]  
Telegram is reaching there and it is his birthday. Telegrams either mean very good news or 
very bad news. So when the postman would deliver a telegram, he would wait and look at  
the face of the person reading it, in case it should be joyful, in which case there might be  
bakhshish (a tip). The recipient was feeling very down because there was no remembrance 
of his birthday from his family. He takes the telegram, opens it, and he is weeping at the  
time, tears running down his cheeks. Postman is puzzled, "Sad news sir?" "No the best 
news in the world. Baba remembered me! He knew what I needed and just when I needed  
it he gave me love and blessings on my birthday!" Postman got a good bakhshish. 

Someone asks a question 
Early Christian martyrs were killed for not bowing down to the Roman Gods.  

Eruch answers, saying that he had been a great lover of Jesus himself, though a 
Zoroastrian, and my heart went out to him. So when Baba was proclaimed as a very 
serious spiritual figure, Eruch used to ask, "Is he that?" It was not difficult for Eruch to bow 
down to a person, because in India bowing down to senior persons is customary behavior. 
But Baba saying, "I am Infinite Existence, but if you can not accept me as that, accept me 
as a companion, or a friend, or an ordinary person. Your love for another Avatar will reach 
me." Muslims in the early days would not bow down, and would just kiss Baba's hand, 
and Baba would not encourage people to depart from their traditions. 

Some time back, it happened with me, as I told you all, I lived with Baba and he kept me 
with him for years. Sometimes he would send us on errands, but generally we had to stay 
with him. My cousin announced that he would be married, and Baba said that I should 
go. Wedding feast pleased me because I could eat a lot. But wedding feast was at a 
Zoroastrian temple, and only Zoroastrians can enter the temple. Cousin was a Baba lover, 
and the feast was held in the compound of the temple, not inside the temple. As Eruch 
approached, the people spotted him, and the secretary of the Poona Centre approached 
him, and wanted Eruch to clarify something. Mr. Soman, the editor of the vernacular 
newspaper of Poona wants to speak to you about Baba. The Editor asks why Baba asks you 
to leave your religion, to leave the Lord of your worship? Eruch said, these devotees may 
say things in their fervor such things, but he has not said such a thing. Baba has told his 
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people to encourage others in their devotion to whichever path is his. Eruch goes on 
eloquently to describe the message of Baba to these persons. 

Eruch and Mr. Soman have a nice conversation in which Mr. Soman goes away happy.  
But, Eruch says, Baba has said something more. Mr. Soman asks and Eruch tells the 
Quaker Oats story. The time now was World War II, Eruch says. 

A person now asks more about this pilgrim’s original story. He says he is not a Baba lover 
and he was bowing down to Baba's chair for Christ, whom he worships. 

Eruch cheers him up, and says it's OK not to bow down, it's OK to do it for Christ, or 
basically any action is OK. The guy persists that he must have done the wrong thing 
because he bowed down to a chair that he "knew" to be empty. 

Mani takes a try at convincing this guy that it is basically not important one way or the 
other. This English girl was working in Spain for a couple that has horses, and every now 
and then the Spanish couple would tell them about Baba, but the English girl wanted a six 
month course of yoga in India, and the Baba lover said, "Won't you go visit Ahmednagar 
and pass our message to someone there?" She said she would. So this girl came with her 
message and she was feeling very guilty. She said, "This is not right, and they will 
think I am a hypocrite. I must tell them that I am not a BL but am here only to deliver this 
message." Next morning she came out to Meherazad, but she lost her voice. Tall, lovely 
girl gets out of a rickshaw, Aloba meets her, presumes she is a BL and tells her to bow 
down. Aloba bows down, and says, "like this. Now you bow down." She says to herself 
that she didn't want to hurt the little man. Aloba went out, and she was all by herself, and 
she found she couldn’t lift her head, and whenever we would ask her to tell her story she 
would come to this point and she couldn't continue. She stayed, sat in the hall and was 
rooted. Don't think this chair is empty. That was her conviction. Now, she asked Eruch, 
should I go to Pondicherry? Eruch said that she should go and  come back. Now she 
wanted to ask her mother to come to India. The mother did come but did not become a 
Baba lover.  

When we were in Guruprasad at the 69 darshan, we thought it was strange that the foreign 
Baba lovers should come, but we realized that Baba's life in the body was merely Act 1, 
and now we were at Act 2. Eruch made it clear that none have to bow down, none have to 
kneel, and there was an audible sigh of relief. Not one of them walked off without bowing 
down, though they went to the chair with mixed intentions. "I can't understand. I can 
understand the women crying but how are the men crying?" Mani remarked that this was a 
melting, not a crying. 

This is the season, and it is time to pick your apples. The season of his love. Don't miss it. 
Take what you can, and for 100 years the full force of Baba's 
presence will be here. 

[Eruch] 
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There was once a cobbler. Cobbler work would not give much money, and he could only 
make his ends meet, but he wanted to go on a pilgrimage to Mecca, but he saved his 
pennies, he had a family but he wanted to go on the pilgrimage alone.  His wife was just 
then pregnant, and sometimes there is an urge, a craving, that you can't anticipate, and it 
is the duty of those who are around to fulfill that craving. There were neighbors, and the 
wife smelled the odor of the cooking next door and she craved to have something from 
that which is being cooked now next door. Would you go get me some? So he knocked 
reluctantly at the door, and the aroma came out, and the neighbor answered the door. 
Husband asks for some little portion of what is being cooked by you. Hearing this, the 
neighbor started weeping bitterly, takes him aside, and the cobbler is surprised. "It won't 
be nice for me to share this, because my children had no food for three days, and my wife 
also and we are in the same poverty you are in, but I saw a dead ass on the street and my 
wife is cooking this road kill. It's not right that a muslim should eat this food. "Don't you 
feel bad about it." The cobbler took his money and went out with it to get food to feed his 
friend's wife. 

Now all the pilgrims had gone from that place 900,000 persons, but some Sheikh had not 
gone yet. Sheik sees a dream and it is said that the one who has not come on pilgrimage 
only his pilgrimage has been accepted by us. So the Sheikh goes out and finds the cobbler 
in his town, finds out the name, and the Sheikh meets him. Sheikh tells the Lord's 
salutations to the cobbler. The Sheikh was curious about what had happened here, and the 
cobbler told. 

[end of tape] 


