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KG-121B 

Mehera Irani 
Meherazad Residence, India 
December 26, 1979 
37:23 

Note: Continuation of KG-121A 

Content 
[more chatty, less content] We each went to our room. One thing I know, Baba had a 
twinkle in his eyes, he was up to something. He went and peeked into the room, threw a 
pebble at them to break up their meditation, and told them that he himself was their 
meditation and they should be with him.  

This story is told about Kitty, Margaret and Delia. Margaret was told to go to Kitty's house, 
gently lock the door, locked all the doors because Baba was coming. She locked all the 
people in. Margaret was new to Baba and didn't understand his instructions. [General 
discussion about the forthcoming book by Kitty] 

Back to Nasik: Naja, Big Khorshed, Mehera and Mehera's mother were called to stay in 
Meherabad.  Not really an ashram -- proper name of ashram should be the work done on 
the hill. My mother was told to meditate and repeat God's name in the morning for one 
hour, which she did. Very early we got up, but the difficult thing for me was getting up 
early. Baba used to sleep on the veranda, Naja's father was elderly, Baba was sleeping 
there without mosquito net! Scorpions get into bedding, very dangerous. All women in a 
warm, comfortable room, Baba out on the veranda. We used to make tea very early for 
Baba. You pump the primus stove to prime it, tea water was on the stove, sugar was ready, 
my mother was inspecting the stove, because there shouldn't be too much flame. Stove 
was noisy, and Baba was singing, and we heard the singing getting louder, and Baba was 
approaching. We stopped priming the stove to listen. 

Ted Judson has made a small model of the original layout of the post office, which had 
been constructed at the time of the British. The model shows the windows and all that. Tile 
roof, lovely thick walls, veranda double the customary size, and mother heard His voice. 
We were near the other corner of the room, but we knew Baba didn't like us to look out of 
the windows too much. We could tell it was him, his voice came very near, it was half past  
five with just the dawn light, just enough to see his figure. Baba sang the song in front of 
the window, danced for two or three seconds. We couldn’t believe our eyes, but it was 
over almost immediately. He was in a very happy mood. The rest takes place in the 
nighttime, even the birthday celebration.  

At Baba's birthday, February, it can be quite cold. Festive atmosphere, designs on the floor, 
Baba had his bath in the AM, it was quite cold, Rustom carried Baba like a baby. He was 
outside in the opening, with a handful of people from Nagpur, Poona, and many villagers, 
maybe 150. We put Baba's feet in a basin, poured water over his feet, taking darshan, 
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kissing his feet, Baba always saying, "Come on, come on, go fast..." All this followed by 
steaming hot rava as prasad, semolina wheat, fried in butter, take away the grease and 
serve it. Spiced dal rice, kachumbar [cucumber], very nice, in the afternoon. the hotter it 
gets here the more we heat up the food with spices, chutney, hot pickle, brown sugar and 
chilies, carrots, black raisins, kajoor, dry fruit. 

Patya also, eggplant, spice, chutney or pickles. Just to make it tasty. Baba liked spicy dal 
but with birthday time comes plain dal and a second dish with spices in it. We were 
vegetarians, so no fish, dry coconut in the dishes. 

I was 14 years old, so young, I had on my best sari [for a wedding], my school chums 
might come and they must see that I am dressed correctly. I had a sari heavily 
embroidered with gold. We had other relatives who came. After the wedding was over, 
outside there was a place where they put narrow tables, just enough space for the man 
who was serving you food. Chapati server, rice server, fried fish or chicken or whatever, all 
served separately so you can take what you like. We all sat, we were eating, I was very 
shy, but these people were looking at me, but I still ate. I wanted to make sure after a few 
seconds I still looked up and a person was still staring at me, maybe someone I knew 
when I was 8 or 9 years old. 

I told my sister that someone was looking at me, but we couldn't make out who it was.  

When it came time for my sister's wedding, I was at Sakori and Maharaj didn't want me to 
attend. My mother wanted to bring me, but here was a Perfect Master saying I shouldn't 
go, so we decided I wouldn't take part. I was limping at the time. Some people had come 
with an engagement ring to get me engaged to some boy but I didn't know anything about 
it at the time. 

Baba was at Ahmednagar at the time, and mother consulted him, who said that it would 
be all right for me to attend the wedding but Baba didn't say, "Bring her."  

Wedding ceremonies last for many days. Eight days after the wedding, I was still in Sakori. 
My mother approached Baba and said that she had to go to Poona for some purpose, and 
she would like it if I came with her, but she was concerned that Maharaj "...wouldn't 
permit Mehera to leave." She explained that Maharaj hadn't permitted me to come to 
Ahmednagar for the wedding. Now Baba said I should leave Sakori and come to 
Ahmednagar [and go from there with my mother to Poona]. Baba said to say to Maharaj, 
"Mehera is my daughter and I am going to take her." This was Baba's test of my mother, 
testing whether she would go against Maharaj, but she loved Baba and she resolved to do 
it. She went to Sakori, requested a private audience with Maharaj. Small talk started out 
the audience, and then Maharaj said, "Why have you come?" My mother responded that  
she had come to fetch her daughter and should she take her? Maharaj said, "Yes, why not?" 
Baba knew that she would not have to say what she did not like to say, [to demand from 
Maharaj that she be allowed to take Mehera away] and she was resolved to say what Baba 
told her to say, if necessary, but Maharaj and Baba made it easier for her. 
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We went to the fire temple and prayed, but we didn't know what we were praying 
because it's in a different language. Sarosh's younger sister was my friend, my age, and 
she and I used to take toffees together. Mota was her name. 

All the guest had gone by the time I was taken to Ahmednagar. The next day Baba's 
message came that Baba's mother, Gulmai, my sister, my mother, and I and Baba's aunt 
should all come for Baba's darshan. We were so happy to see Baba up close and we got 
nicely dressed up, and we went to the veranda of the post office as instructed. Baba was in 
the old house across the street [since torn down], near where the daramshala is today. 
Baba came fast, fast across the road, with a kerchief on his head, went inside the post 
office, clapped, called us all in (1923), and we had darshan. I saw how my sister was 
taking darshan, so I followed her. We all sat.  

Now came the question of my marriage. The boy's aunt was still in Ahmednagar waiting 
for an answer. Baba asked my mother if she was in favor of the marriage. She responded 
that she liked the family and would be happy to have it take place. It turned out that all 
the ladies present agreed that it was a good match, although none consulted Mehera. Now 
Baba said, "But isn't it for Mehera to say what she wants? Ask her." My sister asked me 
directly. I was so shy, but I got up all my courage, but it came out of my head, and I said 
that I don't want to get married and I said it. Now Baba said, "Don't bring up the subject  
any more she has said she doesn't want to and that is the end.”  The boy's aunt used to talk 
very sweetly to me.  

We left Ahmednagar soon after by train. There are trains toward Dhond and trains toward 
Manmad, which is the opposite way of the way to Poona, which is through Dhond. I being 
new didn't know. We were traveling together, Baba's mother and Baba's aunt, the boy's 
aunt, there were five of us (and they got us on the right train). Of course the train toward 
Dhond goes right through Meherabad on that railway line where the post office building 
used to be. When we passed through Meherabad, they looked out the window, and 
pointed out to me that Baba was standing near the railway line. At that time there were 
wire fences keeping cattle off the railway lines (plain wire, not barbed). Baba was waving 
to us and we were waving to Him, and even when the carriage had gone far down the 
line away form Meherabad, we and he kept waving. Baba looked so small at the end of 
the episode. 

Very lovely Babajan, very sweet. In Poona we went to see Babajan. We used to bring food 
for Babajan, and tea cups. 

In the morning time people used to go for their jobs, so there would be few persons there 
visiting Babajan. We rarely went to see Babajan in the day, because we thought other 
Zoroastrians would see us and say that we should be going to the fire temple and not to 
patronize that old woman. Babajan never spoke much, very quiet, just ask her one 
question very softly.  

Nighttime qawwali singing would be there, very lovely, and very sweet. Wide smile if she 
recognized you. 
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Jai Baba. 
  


