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KG-114B 

Mani Irani 
Mandali Hall, Meherazad, India 
December 15, 1979 
44:28 

Continuation of KG-114A 

Content 
[15 December, the day of this recording, is Mani's birthday, at least by one calendar.  She 
is speaking of how Baba took her from the nurses at her birth even before they had time to 
wash her]  

"...put her down. she's not even washed yet. It's not done!" 

[In response to a pilgrim question] "Yes, Baba was just about 25 years old then [actually 24 
1/2]. [Woman pilgrim further asks if Mani had a brother-sister relationship to Baba]..." 

"You see, when I was about 2, or 2 1/2, I'm very vague on these dates and things, when 
Baba left home for good, as Meher Baba, I was in the cradle. [that would put the date at 
mid-1921]. The cradles of that time were different, more like beds so you stayed in them 
for much longer than today. Mother said the last thing Baba did was to rock my cradle and 
say how fortunate I was. 

"As soon as I remember remembering anything, I knew He was God and I knew he was  
my brother, both together. I knew he was God as certainly as I knew this was chocolate, 
this was biscuit -- nobody had to tell me.  

Each one of Mother's children was born in this Jewish hospital, the David Sassoon 
Hospital which is now a government thing. It was quite different in those days. Charles still 
knows the little room in which He was born. [I think the context here is that she was 
speaking to various Baba lovers who had come over from Atlanta with Charles Haynes]  

"So today is naturally a very special day because of all that. Today when I was blowing out 
the candle of the lovely cake you all brought for me, Jampi said, "Make a wish!" I said, "I 
can only make the same wish that I made when I was eight years old and we were in Toka. 
There, we were accommodated in little palm leaf tata huts. I was there for my holidays, 
staying with the women mandali as I did for all my holidays. The construction of those 
huts was not quite complete because the cow dung floor was still damp. Getting down 
from the bus, we had to wait for quite some time before we could go in. Some touches 
were being done to the roof, and there was a bamboo ladder leading up to the workers on 
the roof. Always, there was an enclosure in front of the ladies' accommodations, a court 
yard where we could go out without seeing the men or the men seeing us. You 
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had a little freedom, there was more space for us to go outside, clean the vegetables, clean 
the rice, put the beddings out, or read. At the least shower the cry would go up, 'Run, run, 
get our beddings in before the rain drenches them.' 

"In that enclosure [in Toka], in the palm leaf courtyard was a beautiful fruit tree -- the kind 
of fruit that children are not supposed to eat, but they always try to steal and eat. I had 
done a lot of that in my day. 

"There was another young girl accompanying us, a few years older than I, but it was her 
holiday time too, so she had come. She was the daughter of Sadashiv Patil of Pune. Her 
name was Myna. We saw each other on holidays from time to time. I came always along 
with my mother, whereas she came sometimes. This all happened in 1928. 

"If Baba came, I would run to be with Him, but when He was not present I would play 
with Myna in the courtyard. One day, we were under the tree, Baba was not present, and I 
was thinking about how to get the fruit, but also that Baba should not see me taking it, 
because he might forbid me from taking it ever again. At that age, I knew that you didn't 
want to tell God everything, even though He knows everything. So, Baba wasn't there, and 
I was just bending down to pick up the fruit that had fallen off the tree when I heard a 
clap. 

"I turned around and there was Baba sitting on the bamboo ladder, as naturally as if He 
were sitting on an easy chair. It was on the fourth or fifth rung of the ladder, but he was 
facing us, sitting so naturally and gracefully. With both His hands, He gestured to us to 
come to Him. We both went. I stood on one side of  Him and Myna stood on the other 
side. 

"It was like we were alone in the whole world with just Baba. There was nobody visible in 
the compound, but it really felt like just the two of us girls and Him in the whole world. 
Baba turned to Myna and He said by gestures that we could understand, 'Ask for whatever 
you want.' To me, it felt exactly like what you read in fairy stories. The good fairy comes 
with a wand and a star and says, 'Make a wish! It will be granted.' But this is no fairy. God 
Himself is here and He is saying that, and He will certainly give it. 

"Poor Myna, it was so sudden for her, but to her it was like a fairy wish. She thought for a 
bit, but then she asked for what a Hindu girl of that age would be thinking about, because 
that would be what her duty would be to do, what the family would expect of her. She 
said, 'Oh Baba, I want a very handsome husband and a very grand wedding.' Baba looked 
at her and said, 'Given.' 

"Then He turned to me and said, 'What do you want? Quick!' It was apparent that Baba 
was in the mood and I could have whatever I wanted. I looked at Baba and said, 'I want to 
stay with you always.' Baba said the same gesture, which meant 'given' or 'granted,' and 
He gathered me into His arms. I remembered that moment for years, and I thought how 
tricky the Avatar can be, but I'm glad I added the word 'always.' You have to be a bit of a 
lawyer with God!  
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Years later, I read this story about a man who was very pious, who prayed so much and 
pleased God so much that God offered him a wish, and he said, "May I live to be a 
grandfather, to rock my grandson in a golden cradle in the third story of my house. This 
guy was very materialistic, and he thought he was very clever, so he'd be wealthy if he had 
a three story house with a golden cradle in it. This wish in fact was granted, so the guy had 
done a good job of negotiating with God. When I read that story, I recall thinking that it 
had been a good idea to incorporate the word, 'always!'  

"As a child, I loved Baba as my brother, and I knew he happened to be God. I tried to take 
advantage of that relationship to get special treatment. For instance, His silence: I wanted 
to be with Him when He broke His silence. So, I went and took a promise from Him. I 
said, rather whining, 'Baba, when you break your silence I won't be here...' I could be 
rather coy and I was fishing. He said, 'Of course you will be with me.' I said, 'Promise, 
promise.' So He promised. Well, that was all right.  

"I went back after that, and I had my little orders, which were very precious to me. I wasn't 
to run away from home to come to Him, I was to study well (though I was very lazy at 
studies), I was not to disobey mother, I was to continue to come with my mother on my 
holidays to visit Him. Fortunately, I was very intelligent, and up to then I had been able to 
get by without studying terribly hard. 

"There I was, in the middle of a school term, and news came that Baba had said he was 
going to break His silence. I remember saying, 'What? In October? And I can't go, He 
promised, and He put his hand on my hand and promised?' 

"I wrote to Him. 'Dear Brother, You promised me that when you broke your silence I 
would be with you, but now I hear that you are going to break your silence in two months, 
when I will be at school. So, either you allow me to come from school to be with you, or 
you postpone.' I was ten or eleven years old. He wrote so fast, the reply came almost 
immediately, "Don't come. I have decided to postpone the breaking of my silence.'  

[A pilgrim asked if Mani had any ego problems about being so important as to have God 
Himself as her brother. Mani responds that it was so natural, but...] 

"In my heart I would feel that I had something that the others didn't have. I was educated 
in a convent school, so I knew all about God the Father and God the Mother. But I'd say to 
myself, 'I'm the only one who has God the Brother!' 

[Mani, under prompting, retells the story of Mary deSousa her friend to whom she 
announced that Baba was God, and who promptly became offended and gave her the 
'cold shoulder' treatment. This is in many places. She also tells the "pair of ducks" story, 
which is in print in various places. The following is the only part that is less well known:] 

"When we were to leave Baba and I was to go back to school, because my holidays were 
over, I'd always be miserable, but Baba told me I had to put on a good face so I did it, all 
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the way to the train. But as soon as we got on the train, nothing was right because my 
heart wasn't happy. We'd sit in the train and I’d cry and I'd cry, all the way to Pune. I was 
being very selfish because I wasn’t thinking what my poor mother was having to go 
through. On one of these occasions she pointed it out to me, speaking the Persian dialect 
Dari. 'Mani, all these people are not looking at you while you are crying and crying. 
They're looking at me. They think I'm your stepmother, or mother-in-law and I've done 
something awful to you. I looked up and sure enough, every one of them was staring 
daggers at my poor mother. 'What has she done to that sweet child?' From that moment I 
was more careful.  

"I had a little, battered tin box, and I would tell mother, 'Don't you touch it. This is mine.'  

"She said, 'That thing? I wouldn't even touch it with a broom.' In it I put little gifts, that I 
would buy with my pocket money. As I did it, I'd feel the joy of anticipation of bringing 
those gifts to Baba and the mandali. Every day would bring me nearer to the time when I 
could go back to Baba. I remember I bought something for Mehera, something for Naja, 
something for this one, something for that one, but what should I buy for Baba? It would 
be something so special. Looking for it kept me occupied every day. One day, as I was 
walking to school, I saw a hand cart filled with glazed crockery, which was common later 
but at that time not so common. The contents were dolls, cups with gold glaze, animals 
and birds all made with the same technique. The dolls varied in price according to their 
sizes. Smallest was the daughter, a little larger the daughter-in-law, larger still the mother-
in-law, and so forth. I wasn't interested in those. My eye feel upon a beautiful, delightful 
pair of ducks -- shiny gold beak, holes in their heads, and one was for salt and the other 
for pepper. They were so cute, squatty -- somehow they were a cut above all the rest 
of the items on the cart. I knew that was what I wanted to get for Baba.  

"I asked the man the price, and I was 1 paise short of meeting his price with the money I 
had with me. That one paise was just exactly how much I had spent on the peanuts I was 
now eating.  I was upset with myself that I had bought the peanuts for myself, and that act 
was interfering with my ability to buy the ducks for Baba. I tried to wheedle the seller's 
price down by 1 paise, but at first he was adamant. I pleaded with him, whined at him, 
and finally I said that I'd give him the full amount if he would come with me to my house, 
which was in the opposite direction from the way he was going. When I said that, he 
looked at me, and something in my eyes must have touched him because he said, 'Alright, 
have it for one paise less. So his share was also in that gift to Baba. 

"I took those pair of ducks and went straight home. Every morning when I was going to 
school I would open my battered little bag and stare at them, make sure they were there. 
The first thing upon returning from school, I would again check to see that they were 
there. 

"Eventually the day came when I was going back to Baba with her, in this case to 
Meherabad. Once again on the train, a journey filled with joy. When I arrived I gave the 
gifts to whomever they were for, and then I went to Baba with the ducks. The light in 
Baba's eyes, the glow on his face when He saw the ducks with the holes in their heads ... 
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you would have thought that was the one thing that was lacking in His life, the one thing 
He was waiting for. He had the whole universe and all that, yes, but He was waiting for 
one pair of ducks! It made me feel so glad I hadn't missed those ducks. How fortunate I 
had stumbled upon them. He sent word into Mehera that these two ducks were to be by 
His plate at every mealtime. 

"I have seen on other occasions that it's the love behind a gift that counts in the giving and 
receiving. I've heard poetry read to Baba that to my ears was just awful junk, but it was 
written by a lover. This particular lover came with pages and pages of utter crap, to my 
ears, and he said he had written it in half an hour! Sounded like that to me! But Baba 
responded that it was so good, so nice. As Eruch was reading it out, I said to myself, 
'Baba's praising it so much and will now tell Eruch to write to the Baba lover and 
compliment the poetry, and then it will be printed and published, and it's just awful. 

"It was the same with music. Someone with no skill at singing and no ear for composition 
would sing his or her song before Baba and Baba would compliment that person, but a 
well-known professional singer with perfect pitch and much skill would not attract Baba at 
all. On a particular occasion, singers who had performed on the radio were paid by a 
Baba lover to entertain Baba. Baba honored His lover's love in permitting these singers to 
sing before Baba, but Baba would turn around to us and make a gesture that only we 
could understand that expressed His displeasure at the performance. The gesture could be 
interpreted as 'Yacch.' Baba was pleased with His lover for thinking of undertaking this 
entertainment on His behalf, but not with the singing, which Baba cut short by saying, 
'Only two more songs and then no more.'" 

The Mary deSousa story: "I was educated in a convent run by Catholic nuns -- the same 
school Mehera had attended. There was a Mother Superior, mothers, sisters and some just 
plain teachers who gave some classes to the children. I loved them and I was very drawn 
to Jesus, because for me Jesus was real. The whole thing was more alive and real for me 
than it probably was for the Catholics. They went to pray automatically, genuflected, said 
their rosary and came out, but to me it was alive. We had a church in the convent 
grounds, and I used to love it there too. 

My best friend in the convent was Mary deSousa who was a very good girl, not only a 
good staunch Catholic but she never told a lie. I admired her because I couldn't manage 
not to lie. It might be a small thing, it might be a big thing, but even if I was caught red-
handed I would lie about my involvement. But if Mary was asked by a teacher whether she 
had done some awful thing that she really had done, she would say, 'Yes, Miss.' [The 
audio record contains Mani mimicking the nuns or teachers] 

"Mary loved Christ. Whenever we sat together she would tell me stories of Christ, Mother 
Mary and the saints. She would talk about Saint Theresa, Saint Ann, Saint Catherine, and 
for my birthday she would give me a picture of one of the saints, and on the back she 
would write, "To my friend Mani from Mary.' And when her birthday came, I'd get her the 
giddiest balloon, or something silly because that was what I liked. She was so gracious 
that she would accept my gift as if she really liked it. This would go on, we would go into 
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church together during school recess, but before we went into church I would go to the 
gate where the woman was who sold brown sugar toffee or chickpeas. I always used my 
pocket money for food to munch on during recess. Our usual practice was to walk in, 
Mary would so solemnly go ahead to the altar where Christ was on the cross. We never 
saw Christ apart from the cross, at least in my memory of my childhood. I knew it was 
tremendous suffering, but what would touch me most was a portrait of Christ with the 
crown of thorns on His forehead. I still remember crying over it, trying to understand how 
they could do that to Baba. So the picture used to make me suffer.  

The atmosphere of the church was unique -- candles, incense, statues of the saints, and as 
I would go in Mary would be before me, acting very properly, while I would touch the 
robes of the saints, smile at them, and I believed that they smiled back at me, or nodded at 
me. One day when we went in, there was the holy water bowl which you dipped your 
fingers into and then were supposed to genuflect, but the day was very hot, and instead, I 
dipped my fingers in and applied the water to my eyes. Mary turned around for some 
reason -- she never had before -- and saw me doing this, and she was horrified. 'You can't 
do that,’ she said. I said, 'No?' 

"I said to myself, 'Why does she say that? Baba wouldn't mind.'  

"Anyhow, when we would come out of the church, we would sit on those beautiful steps, 
with our backs to the cross and Christ, and talk to each other. I'd offer her some of the 
toffee and the chickpeas (almost always she would say, 'No, thank you', and she would tell 
me more of the stories. I didn't mind because I'd have more to eat and I'd eat it up. 
Suddenly, one day, it rushed into my mind, 'Here's Mary and she loves Jesus. She's so 
good. I know Jesus is right back here. I'm supposed to be her best friend, and I haven't told 
her? What a lousy friend I am!' These thoughts came to me in a rush, so fast, and there and 
then I decided to tell her. I already visualized three possible responses she could make. 
Either she would jump for joy, or she would scold me for not having told her sooner, or, 
now I forget the third.  

"I was covered with the brown toffee around my lips, I looked something like Al Jolson, 
and I interrupted her tale about some saint with some force, as the news of Baba's advent 
came gushing out of me. I said, 'Mary, do you know, my brother is Christ!' I was just about 
to give her His address, when I looked at her face and none of the three predictions I had 
made had come about. I saw a complete withdrawal, cold and stiff, but being gracious she 
didn't scold me. She got up, brushed her skirt and walked away. You see, to her what I had 
said was the ultimate blasphemy.  

"She didn't speak to me for a month. I'd try to smile at her, and she wouldn't meet my 
smile. When she finally did after a month, I reproached her for being a bad Christian to 
have treated me that way. 'Supposing I'm wrong. I'm not, by the way, that was not the way 
a good Christian should do -- not talk with me.’  

"Anyway, not long after that my father died, and I came to Baba for good. I would think, 
'Well, Mani, you weren't good, but you got God. She was so good but she missed Him.' 
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The thing is to be fortunate. Good is not the goal, though good helps one to the goal, I 
suppose. [Mani shows some indecision on this point, which brings about a universal laugh 
as the audience can see she's not so sure about it after all]. 

"I know Baba said that good and bad are both bindings. You have to go beyond both 
bindings, but good is a better binding, because good is like bound feet and your hands are 
free. You can use your hands to help free your feet. Bad is like bound hands. 

"You know, I was thinking just as I didn't remember His address, I don't remember my first 
embrace by Baba. It's much the same for you, because you don't remember (since it was 
in another life). Do you think you come to Baba just out of nowhere, just that you all are 
here? Out of the billions of people in the world, just a certain number should be touched, 
that He should touch your hearts, take the pains to come to each of you? No. It goes way 
back. Nothing happens like a drop of the curtain. It's always like the waves. This is Baba's  
gesture. Always forward, step by step. We don't remember the steps. But without the 
contact, without the connection, you would not be Baba's. Baba always talked about the 
connections. There's a dear, dear Baba lover who wrote once about his brother. He said, 
'Baba, my brother is so good. He's such a fine man, such qualities... He was writing to say 
that his brother should be touched by Baba’s love. In his mind, his brother was worthy of 
being a Baba lover. He went so far as to say that his brother's qualities were so much 
above his.  

"I think I scribed the letter that Baba sent back to him. Baba said, 'What can I do? My 
connection is with you.' Connection is so important. If there is connection, no amount of 
struggling is going to hold you back. Equally, no longing can make any headway if there is 
no connection. He draws us, and it is all from connection.  

"Like the time, and this story I have told many times... Norina Matchabelli told us this 
story. Baba was in London, or somewhere in the West. You see, when you are Baba's 
whatever you have Baba uses, whether it is a talent or influence or a friendship, when you 
come to Baba all these things become Baba's. Baba uses your weakness just as He uses 
your strength. Norina was moving in the society of the intelligencia, had connections with 
people to whom one couldn't normally gain access. She knew lots of authors, artists, 
politicians, she knew them all. Her main thing in coming to Baba was how to use 
whatever she had to serve Baba. That's all Baba wants -- that striving for Him. So one day 
Norina said, "Baba, dahling, I have this friend, her name is Stella, and if only Stella comes 
to love you, Baba, she could do so much, she has all these things she can do. Baba looked 
at Norina, said, 'Very good.' 

"'Baba dahling, shall I bring her?' 

"'Yes, yes, whenever you want.' 

"Norina arranged everything for this audience, even the lighting, the seating plan, the 
timing. And then she told about Stella, how she liked the best, and also highbrow music. 
The day came, Baba looked at Stella and said, 'I am so happy you have come. She was 
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placed in the chair that Norina had planned, with the most artistic presentation. And then 
after just a short time when Stella was talking, Norina orchestrating the conversation, Baba 
said, 'Let's have some music.' We had a gramophone, and that was the source of the 
music. Norina glowed. 'Baba, that would be wonderful, and she was putting her hands in 
the collection of disks to bring out something highbrow, Beethoven or Bach or some 
such, when Baba directed her, via the board, to play 'La Cucaracha!' Norina couldn't 
believe it. This woman was a music lover! Norina tried to suggest that it be played after 
some highbrow piece that she wanted to select, but Baba overruled her and directed her 
to play 'La Cucaracha.' Stella's response was, 'I'm afraid, Baba, I have an appointment.' 

"'You have an appointment, well that can't be helped,' Baba said. So the lady departed 
with rather an upper class sniff. 

"After Norina returned from ushering out her friend, she came to Baba and said one word, 
'Why?' Baba responded, 'What can I do? Her connection is not with me.' 

"Anyway, talking of gramophone music, I brought some of the records that we used to play 
to Baba..." 

[A female pilgrim breaks in and says she doesn't understand how there can be people who 
don't have a connection with Baba.] 

"Connection means to the Avatar, God-Man. And that is like a chain, like a river flowing. 
There are those not in the chain. Maybe this is the contact, in the case of Stella, that will 
start the chain. After all, we look at things from our angle. Time, years, look at the number 
of lives we have been through. In your next life, this life of striving to love Him will be just 
another life that you don't remember. Baba sees it from a different perspective. Without 
connection there cannot be... What is time? 

"The other day someone asked, 'What did Baba say about friction between Jews and 
Christians, black people and white people' and that sort of thing. If Baba answered, even if 
someone asked such a question, it would be to come down to our level to give you an 
answer you need. But from Baba's all-knowing all-seeing vision, what a question that 
would be! One life you're a Christian, one life a Jew, a Brahmin, a Muslim, and if you 
make much of the antipathy in the next life your roles are reversed and you go on to 
champion the cause that you opposed in the previous life. " 

[The pilgrim says that if you don't have a connection with the Avatar, at some point can't 
you make one? Mani heartily assents. The recording ends.] 
 


