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Eruch Jessawala 
Mandali Hall, Meherazad, India 
March 9, 1980 
44:42 

Content 
[As the tape starts, Eruch is in the midst of re-telling a story from the Mahabharata about 
Krishna in the battle of the Pandavas and the Kauravas. 
  
...So that Ashwathama was the most dear son of the very brave leader of the adversary, the 
Kauravas. And if he were to hear that his Ashwathama had fallen, then they would be 
down-cast and they would be routed.  But he wouldn't say that, and they wouldn't believe 
Krishna because He was a confirmed liar! [laughter] But even the enemies knew about the 
truthfulness of Yudhisthira. So Krishna approached him because the war was based on him 
being so truthful and all that. They were fighting the war, and losing all this, because of 
that. That's another story. So then Yudhisthira said to Krishna, "How can I say it? 
Ashwathama is there! He's not dead, I know it, and all that and you tell me to say a lie like 
that?" 

Krishna says, "Say it out! What matter is there? When you say it, think that Ashwathama's 
elephant is there," (Eruch adds that the elephant of Ashwathama was the most intelligent 
animal on the battlefield, and the elephant had maneuvered the warriors, because it could 
see the flow of the battle above the heads of all the others and this elephant had fallen 
already that day.) [Krishna speaks] "Think that while you are telling them that Ashwathama 
has fallen, think that you are describing the elephant. Would that be alright?" Yudhisthira 
agrees, and this little hesitation in trying to obey the Lord, afterward made him wander  
through the streets like a dog. As far as the dog is concerned, no amount of harassment, no 
amount of turning him out affects him. He continues to wag his tail and follows his master. 
He will follow you even after you drop the body. Without hesitation and without doubt the 
dog takes you to be the master, whatever you are. " 

Whereas you took me to be God in human form, and you took me to be Lord and all that, 
but you doubted me what I wanted you to say…" and that's why the experience was there. 
There is that little twist and turn to the story, in the epic, to bring home to us the 
importance of total obedience to "good" or "bad" orders. Truthful or untruthful, it has 
nothing to do with you, just say it. 

Someone asks, "Did he ever ask you to tell a lie?" 

Many times. 

Man interjects, "You're very truthful" and Eruch agrees. 
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It wouldn't be a blatant lie. To give you an example, at the time when we were staying in 
Lonavla, with all the camp, men and women, and at that time Baba's mother was living, 
and Lonavla is a place to be in the rainy season. Now whatever picture you all might have, 
mother is mother, and she had that great feeling for Merwan, or as she said, Merog. 
Eventually it developed into real adoration for Him. Lonavla is just 40 miles from Poona, 
and every now and then she would come to visit.  She had rheumatic pains, old age, and 
to come to Lonavla was not good for her, coming all by herself. 

Every time she would come, Baba would send me to receive her at the station. So this 
time, in the rainy season, the climate was very misty, and He told me that while I am 
driving her back to the bungalow drop some hints so that she gets frightened [so she 
wouldn't stay very long, since by other accounts she used to disrupt the life of the ashram].  
"Tell my mother in your own way, don't tell her that I have told you, say it as if you are 
bringing home to her that coming all that way, especially in this season now, is not good 
for her. Moreover there are a lot of scorpions and snakes…" She was very much afraid of 
scorpions and snakes, and there *were* a lot of scorpions and snakes. You can ask my 
brother little Merwan, and he was often frightened by them. Huge long snakes, 10-12  
feet, constrictors who would choke a little person or animal to death.  

So all this He told me, and He just had to give a hint and I would take up the task, invent 
my own words. So I met her at the station, she embraced me and I embraced her, and she 
asked how things were, and I said it was all fine and all that, and she asked how was 
Merog, and I said He was fine, and how was Mani, and I said I didn't know, because the 
separation was in force completely at that time. I said that I hadn't heard that anybody was 
sick or anything. 

We are now driving, in a Victoria horse and buggy, and I said, "Mother? See how cloudy 
the weather is and all that?" She replied that Lonavla was like that. I continued, "Why do 
you want to come so frequently? It's not good for you, you had been just last week here, 
and weather is such that it is not good for your knees, joints and all that. Some time you 
might slip, you might hurt yourself like that, and you come all alone like this..." Baba gave 
me the material to weave a long story, and eventually I dropped in the little hint about this 
being the season when you have a lot of snakes and scorpions. Before I could end the  
story, she looked at me and said, "Did Merog tell you to tell me that?" [laughter] 

I said not, and how did she suppose that He would have told me that? She looked a bit 
puzzled, and I laughed at that and rejoined, "Do you always think that He has told me to 
say such things? No, no, it's just a fact. It's so true."  

I don't know if I fooled her. She was very wise in that respect. But she kept quiet, she 
looked at me and I just smiled at her and kept up my front. She stayed for two days. And 
her visiting did not decrease. 

What's more she went to Merog, and accused Him of "teaching these young people to lie 
like that?" I was there, and Baba turned to me, "Did I tell you to say such things?" No smile 
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from me as I denied it. How can it be possible? You can't let Him down. It's the one thing 
we have learned, never to let Him down.  At least as far as possible. 

Dara reminds Eruch to tell the story about Swami and silence. Eruch recalls, and begins: 

You had asked me something about what need is there for communication, between  
Baba the beloved who is so close to us, or each… 

[The girl who was asking explains that her parents ask why Baba kept silence given that 
He was communicating all the time.] 

Eruch amplifies the question by re-stating it: "Why does He go to so much trouble in 
observing silence and then continue to communicate?" 

What you say is right. It led me to think, why did He do it? But then, while telling you that, 
a story came to my mind. There is also no need for communication, physical 
communication. This has happened. It was in the early 30s. I had not left my home yet, 
and somehow or other circumstances led me to the Ramakrishna Mission, you know? You 
have heard of Ramakrishna? I used to visit the place, and the president, somehow or other, 
was fond of me, and whenever I would go he would always engage me in conversation in 
spite of all the work that was pending. He would stop what he was doing, make me sit 
down, make me feel at home, and converse and ask me about Baba. He knew that Baba 
used to visit our place. He was very eager to obtain a private interview from Baba. He said 
that he had a lot of worries, on account of something that bothers him that is not clear. I 
didn't know whether it was metaphysical points or spiritual points or what.  So he asked 
me to arrange for this interview. I said that I would ask Baba, but He comes there 
incognito usually, He wants to relax, He doesn't want anybody to know,. The president 
had come to know about our connection with Baba, because one day one of his 
colleagues, a homeopathic doctor, had visited our house, and had seen the large picture of 
Baba, an enlargement with Baba sitting there with a napkin. So he said, "That's Meher  
Baba." We agreed, and he asked if Baba visited our house, and we said that He  
did, very often. It's not possible for people to know when He comes, because we have to 
keep it quiet.  

From that time forth, the President would pester me about it. The best I could say was, 
"Well, I'll let you know. One day, Baba wrote to my father that He was about to come. 
And, at that time Baba consented to give a public darshan. "Darshan" means something 
like "audience" though He never spoke.   

Immediately I thought of the president of the Ramakrishna Mission, who had so often 
broached this matter with me.  I told my father (at that time there was no direct 
communication between Baba and me, as I had never written to Him) to write on my 
behalf to Baba to say that this person desires a private meeting. Baba agreed to give him 
that. I went and informed him, gave him the good news, and he embraced me and all that. 
"But," I said, "Swamiji (they had renounced the world and wore those long saffron-colored 
robes), if you are coming there for asking Him some questions, why don't you formulate 
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your questions in print, so there won't be any wastage of time, because He may give you 
only half an hour, or one hour at the most, then you can put forth your questions one after 
the other." 

"Yes, yes, I will do that." 

Eventually the date and time for the appointment were fixed, and Baba sent me with our 
car to fetch him. The homeopathic doctor accompanied him to the meeting, and they had 
their written questions with them. In my presence he took the sheet of foolscap that he 
had filled with questions. I drove him back in the car. There were people around, as I took 
him to Baba, and Baba received him with great love, and they each had an embrace and a 
kiss from Baba, after I pushed them closer. Baba made them sit at His feet, one on each 
side facing Him. I was happy that I had done my duty. 

Now time is passing by, they are gazing at Baba, and I am standing behind Baba's seat 
looking at them, though they are not looking at me. Time is passing by. An hour! An hour 
and a half! Now I am wondering, why doesn't the Swami ask his questions? He can speak 
out something, why doesn't he speak out? Eventually I caught his eye, and I motioned, 
"Speak to Him, show Him something…" He never batted his eyelid, just kept quiet and the 
whole time he never said a word, just tears running down his cheeks. After some time, 
maybe another half hour or three-quarters of an hour, Baba turns to me and says, "Take 
them away." I said to myself, "What has happened? Baba has forgotten to ask them for their  
questions? Have both they and Baba forgotten that they had obtained the promise of a 
private interview?" I was a novice at that time, a youngster. I didn't know how to broach 
the topic. Should I say something to Baba, or to Swamiji? In the end, I obeyed Baba, 
helped Swamiji to stand up and took them out of the crowd, outside. When we had left, I 
asked Swamiji, "What about the questionnaire? You didn't ask Him any questions." 

The Swami replied, "Oh, my son, gazing at Him and having a look at Him is the very 
answer to all the questions." That's what he said, he told me that, there is nothing to ask. 
And from no common person. He was the president of the Ramakrishna Mission. I still 
remember those words. 

[Question from the audience, is that the same meeting you told Muktababa to come to? 
Eruch affirms that it was. The story of his family's experience with Muktababa is now told. 
For those familiar with the content of God Speaks, Muktababa is a jivanmukta. This one 
used to visit Eruch's house. It's in print to some degree somewhere, but I haven't found the 
other version. Capitalizing His personal pronoun seems appropriate since He is God-
Realized.] 

I had invited Him, because He used to come to our place. He was a renunciate, who had 
renounced the world, but he never wore any frock or anything. He was just almost naked 
with a little loincloth here, and one piece of cloth, big cloth. He had folded it and used it 
to keep the flies away, because all the flies used to be around Him. That's all He carried, 
very old person, very, very old. He seemed to be very ancient with all His skin wrinkled 
up. Crocodile skin.  
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He was very tall, very good height, very good personality. Thin like a reed. People knew 
Him as Muktababa, one who never speaks. I was one person with whom he would speak. 
I asked Him if He would come to our house, and He would speak with my mother, ask her 
to prepare a special dish. He would eat with us, but not elsewhere. 

Once I asked Him, "How come you speak here, and with the people in the town you don't 
speak?" 

 He rejoined, "Well, I don't speak to animals." That was His answer. [laughter] 

He used to come every now and then. When Baba said that He was going to give darshan,  
I said to Him, "Meher Baba is coming, it will be a nice affair. People will be here. Will you 
come? Will it be alright to invite you like that?" 

He said, "Yes, I will come. What time should I come?" 

"Any time you want to come." 

So He came at the proper time, lunch time. He would come to our house at lunch time 
usually when He did come, and He would eat so much that it would change His stomach 
visibly. He was very lean and flat in the tummy but when He would leave our place the 
balloon would come out. He would eat once in a fortnight, or ten days or twelve days, but 
otherwise He wouldn't eat anywhere. That's what He told us. 

I told Baba in the beginning that there is a person who comes every now and then, and He 
will be coming to see you.  

[Little digression. When He used to come to the house, Eruch says, it was not like any man 
of the world coming…] My father was very upset when He first came in. Father started 
yelling at Him, "What do you mean coming in here like that?" Even as the man had come 
to the approach road, the dogs had started barking. But the man showed no discomfiture. 
He just kept walking straight, so my father got peeved. He said to the man, "Who are you 
to come here like this?"  

The jivanmukta responded, "Who are you? You have forgotten that I kept you as a guard 
over here. It's my house and you say that it is your house now? What dishonesty, what lie 
is this?" And he walked straight inside and sat down. That's how he came to us. 

My father was very hot-tempered, but in spite of it, he could do nothing. I had tried to 
pacify Him from the fence, because He had first told me that He was going to come.  I 
used to go out to play field hockey, and all that, and Muktababa would sit on a culvert 
from a distance and watch us. I used to notice that. So one day he gets up when the game 
is over. I had my cycle and I came with the cycle toward Him, and He says, "Will you give 
me food to eat?" I never knew that He spoke so I was amazed when He spoke to me.  

 I said, "Yes, sure, come now to my house."  
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He said, "No, I will come on my own." 

I said, "But how will you know?" 

He said, "I know everything." 

I said, "Yes, sure, do come," and that's how. 

Within a week of that, He did come. I had told my mother to expect Him, but I had 
forgotten to tell my father.  I wasn't there all the time, with college, but I told my mother 
His physical description, and she was happy to feed Him, because my mother is of that 
type.  

The day He came was a holiday, and I was working in the garden.  I see the dogs barking, 
my father going out to drive him off, and I went out to dissuade my father, but this man 
was so brusque, He just brushed aside my father and went into the hall. To top it all off, 
He sat on a sofa that had nice upholstery, tapestries and all that. Dirty feet, and He put 
them up, and my father's temper reached a new height. Father now started shouting at my 
mother and myself, "What is this that you all are allowing people like that."  

Now the old man started saying, "Look at him, look at him. I have kept him to guard the 
house and on the contrary instead of inviting me and receiving me, this is how he sics the 
dogs on me. Naturally we felt that He must be somebody, because how could He dare to 
do something like this?  

The first day that He came, He sat there in a very lordly fashion, and said, "Well, now, 
come on. When are you going to serve food to me?" Now my mother never cooked. We 
had servants to do that work, but now gave the menu of what He wanted to eat and in 
addition He said to my mother, "You prepare the food. I don't eat from just anybody's 
hands. I never eat." 

My mother says, "Yes, I will prepare." My father interjects, but we pacify him.  

Now Muktababa says, "Before I eat, I must have a bath, but before my bath, I must have a 
good massage. Is there any person to do that?"  

"Yes," my mother says, "We have a person to do that. Where would you like?" 

"I don't want bath in the bath room." So there was a tap for water in the garden and a 
garden hose, and we had great pressure, so the hose would give Him good scrubbing. 

"With what would you like to be massaged?" My mother asked. 

"See how my body has become leathery? I want some grease." It turned out that He  
wanted ghee, clarified butter, to be massaged into His skin. 
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The servants went on massaging Him until His skin became very soft. No hair on his head, 
so the whole body, head included, was massaged. He had no teeth. We didn't know who 
He was or anything of the sort. My mother had a new piece of cloth for Him, and He wore 
it. No soap was to be used, so the grease was still on His skin, and of course He went to sit 
back down on the sofa afterwards. My father was helpless, but he spread a cloth, a bed 
sheet, over the sofa so the grease didn't get into the tapestries.  

He has a lordly bearing that commanded respect. Now He asked, "Well, is the food 
ready?" My mother answered that it was. He once more asked if she had cooked it and she 
answered that she had.  

He was led to the dining table. "Is this the way to serve me? Give me dish after dish, one at 
a time." Now she set out food for six people, and he ate it all, ending up with a hugely 
bloated stomach. Eggplant, dal and rice with pure ghee, and one vegetable, papar 
[pappadum] and achar [pickles]. Because He didn't have any teeth, my mother had to 
crush the chapati, and give it to Him that way. And we had to fan Him, to keep the flies 
away. 

He began to frequent the place, and it was He who took me around the garden, our 
garden, and He said, "What is this tree?" I said it was a mango tree. He said, "It's not that. 
In reality it is not a tree at all. It's the manifestation of God." Such things He would say. I 
didn't care for all this. I thought He was nuts, you see. I didn't know anything about all 
this, but eventually He created a sort of fondness, and that was why I invited Him to come 
when Baba was here. I asked Baba, and Baba said, "What you did was very good." When 
He came, the dogs began barking as usual, though the dogs would never rush on Him. He 
would just walk as if He is an elephant, and nothing can disturb it.  

That day, when Baba was in the hall, He did not enter the hall. He just kept Himself on the 
veranda. I went and reported to Baba that He has come, and Baba immediately sent my 
mother to go to attend to Him. Very reluctantly she went. Who is going to want to leave 
Baba and go like that? But it was Baba's order. From time to time during the day, Baba 
would ask me, "How is He? Did He get enough water, did He have His bath…" being 
concerned about him the whole time. Eventually Muktababa had his meal, and after the 
crowd had thinned out, I asked Muktababa, "Baba, come on. Would you like to come to 
Meher Baba and see Him?" 

"What? See whom? Myself? We are one. He is the ocean and I am that ocean." 

I reported to Baba that, "He doesn't want to come. He said this…" and repeated 
Muktababa's utterances. 

Baba said, "It is good that He is here. He is jivanmukta." I heard that, completely forgot it, 
because it didn't mean anything to me. I didn't even know what "Sadguru" means.  



Page   of  8 9

[In response to the audience] Jivanmukta means nothing short of perfection. He's a perfect 
master without duty. If ever you all wish to have perfection, have the perfection of 
jivanmukta, because you have no duty, yet you wield infinite power and bliss. 

[Alan asks about a family all of whom were realized souls, one of whom was so  
magnetic in his beauty that it was causing troubles for the others, so he got himself buried 
alive.] 

Eruch now says, in response to a question, that his father yelled at the jivanmukta at first, 
but not afterwards.  Father eventually tolerated Him.  

[Persistent joshing by the residents leads Eruch to explain that his mother was strong 
enough to offset the father's angry nature. Father did take an affront over this matter.] 

My father was a self made man. At first, he made 5 rupees a month, and here this man is 
saying, "Who made you as you are? Who put you in the office?" That kept my father quiet. 

After Baba left, He continued to come, but after some time He asked me to make a hut for 
Him in the garden. I asked my father, and father agreed. It was the summer months, March 
or so of 1938, and then Baba called me in May, and the call was to leave everything and 
come. I don't recall seeing him again after He asked to have a hut built on the property for 
Himself. There was no opportunity. 

He used to visit our house every month, or 15 days, or 20 days.  

When God Speaks was written and Baba explained what a jivanmukta is, I remembered 
what Baba had said, "Oh, He was that!" 

This reminds me of another thing. When Baba went out for tours, especially in 1953 and 
1954, people came by tens of thousands, hundreds of thousands and He was in their 
midst. People would follow Baba from one town to another town. Those who followed 
Him, naturally we could see their faces and familiarity arose. They came closer and closer 
to Baba, and eventually they would want to contact Baba directly. There is no time, they 
know there isn't any, Baba couldn't have time to eat or time to sleep.  It's all just one long 
march. Really speaking, when He was eating we'd shut the doors, but then there would be  
a knock on the door. Somebody would be pleading, Baba would call the person, hand 
over His morsel for him to eat, and he would speak while he was eating. That's what I 
mean by "no time to eat." Same thing with the sleep also. So, but then these few who 
came closer and closer to Baba, in the tour they came closer, they thought that they had 
the privilege to ask Him something. They had their problems naturally, so they would ask. 
Baba would express His helplessness, how is it possible, there is no time now [to discuss 
it], [Baba now speaking] "… but whatever your worries and difficulties, you write them 
down, and give them to this one [Pukar]. See, he has big pockets. If you have problems, 
write them down and put them in his pockets, put address and names and we will answer 
them properly." 
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I don't know if you remember Pukar. Huge person, and he used to wear baggy clothes, 
and he had big pockets in them. Baba called him and told him to collect these documents 
and put them in his pockets, and he agreed. And they did come to Pukar and they did give 
him the documents. 

On the first trip this has happened, and on the second trip also they brought something. 
We saw Pukar's pockets had become bloated. But we had no time, so we didn't keep 
stock of how the documents were accumulating. Especially I didn't have because I was all 
the time with Baba. Mandali were in different quarters, but I was with Baba the whole 
time. I came to know later on what happened was one day after this before we returned 
home, we are at a railway station about to return, when Baba called Pukar to Him and 
says, "How many chits have you collected, now, is that a homework for me? What a 
headache it will be. To take these back with us, although we are so tired and all that. How 
many have you got in the pocket?"  

Pukar says, "Baba, there are only one or two remaining. My pocket was bulging, but then 
what happened? Sure enough every two days the one who had given the chit would say 
that please give it back, because now there is nothing to ask. It's nothing, please give it to 
me. That's how they all took away." 

And when we got back, those two proved to be nothing, and the slate was clean. So such 
are the things. It was your question that provoked these answers. It was good that you 
asked that question. 

These days you see all these books in which people come to Baba to ask questions, and in 
the course of answering, Baba tells about new things. Really speaking Baba would 
provoke visitors to ask questions, just as He asked us questions like, "Why do people shout 
at each other when they are angry?" You know I told you that story this morning.  Or, 
"What will you say when people ask you ‘What is God?' You must have spoken to me 
about that, and what did I say?" He would put such questions to himself in our hearing so 
that we might learn. What you find as messages or discourses were just informal talks 
provoked by Him putting such questions. Most of them, maybe not all. Otherwise in His 
presence, His presence is overwhelming, self-satisfying. Nothing is to be asked, nothing  
is to be gained. Those who had come in close contact, they wanted just to offer 
themselves. 
   
      


