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Everything Changes
Michael’s Reflections on the First 3 Years of the Heartland Center
	 The only constant in this world 
is that everything changes. Here I am at 
the end of my three years in Prague as 
the Caretaker of the Heartland Center. 
Having turned the job over to the won-
derful Ron Lansing and Miriam Rose 
about a month ago and relocated to 
northern Michigan, I can now look back 
on those years.
	 At the end of my time in Prague, there were two occur-
rences that seemed to “speak” to me just at the point of leaving. 
The first one happened the day before Ron and Miriam arrived in 
Prague. Last Fall (2007) I had taken a large piece of tile and had 
a sign company affix the “Mastery in Servitude” emblem on it. 
There was a place directly above the front porch of the Burleson 
House that was perfect for the placement of Baba’s emblem, so the 
emblem-tile was affixed to that spot with tile-epoxy.

	 That tile had been in place for several 
months. Then, on the morning before Ron 
and Miriam arrived, as was my habit, I 
went to the front door and opened it, only 
to find that the emblem-tile had fallen and 
shattered into small pieces on the concrete 
of the front porch. 
	 Taking that in, the impression that came to 
my mind was that of someone having their 
comfort-zone disrupted and throwing a 

kitchen plate in frustration. It’s only a fanciful notion, but I had the 
impression that the Burleson House was upset that I was leaving.
	 The other occurrence happened after Ron and Miriam had 
been there a few days. Miriam and I were in the den, looking out 
the back door and windows. We noticed that there was a nest-full 
of baby birds in the framing of the garage being fed by their par-
ents. We watched this scene occasionally for 2-3 days until one day 
we noticed that the still-fuzzy baby birds were leaving the nest, one 
by one.
	 This is an image I don’t have to explain other than say-
ing that the Heartland Center had provided me with a comfortable 
“nest” for three years while recovering from an 
unwanted divorce.
	 Today I feel extraordinarily lucky to 
have served as Caretaker for the first three years 
of the Heartland Center’s operation. I thank the 
Board for having had the confidence in me to 
take on such a thing.
	 It seems that the Heartland Center may 
be on a three-year cycle for such changes. It was in May of 2002 
that the original group was formed (at the 50-year anniversary 
gathering) which soon became the “Avatar Meher Baba Heartland 
Center.” Three years later, in May of 2005, the Burleson House 
was dedicated as the home of the Heartland Center in Prague. Now, 
after another three years has passed, we’ve cycled Caretakers and 
added the Morrison House – an important expansion.
The only constant in this world is that everything changes.
	 Looking back at the last three years in Prague, my most 

significant impressions are these:
	 1. After having begun with a great deal of suspicion 
and fear for the idea of a “Meher Baba House” coming to 
Prague, it all settled down fairly quickly and we are now both 
accepted and respected members of the Prague community. 
I came to appreciate the warm and gracious qualities of the 
people of Prague as they treated me with consistent love and 
respect throughout my time there. I was especially touched by 
some of the expressions of regret (that I was leaving) and the 
kind words that accompanied them.
	 2. I will ever be grateful for having been in a position 
to meet the many beautiful Baba-lover pilgrims to the accident 
site and hospital. On many occasions I’ve stated that “the best 
thing about this job is meeting all the fabulous people I would 
not otherwise have met.” The community of Baba-lovers is a 
one-of-a-kind group of people who form a very real, very lov-
ing family, many of whom have become my dearest friends.
	 3. I will also ever be grateful to 
have had the opportunity to guide others 
to (1) the accident site where God-in-
Human-Form broke His body and poured 
His sacred blood into the earth, and (2) the 
places in the hospital where Baba, Mehera 
and Elizabeth stayed for the twelve days 
following the accident. Occasionally, in 
many visits to those places, the profundity 
of what happened there would overcome me. It was in those 
moments that I truly remembered why I was there.
	 None of us really knows much about Avatar Meher 
Baba. The depth of His Being and His Love for us are beyond 
our understanding. We can only imagine and do our best to 
obey Him and remember Him. One of the best ways to remem-
ber Him is to visit the places associated with His being here 
with us – even though He’s here with us always – anywhere.
	 So goodbye, Prague, Heartland Center, Burleson 
House, hospital and accident site. Everything changes, but I’ll 
always love you.

The Gift of the Morrison House
by Debbie Nordeen
What an amazing gift from Baba – the Morrison 
House! As many of you know, the opportunity came 
up unexpectedly for the purchase of the beautiful 
brick house next door to the Bur-
leson House, named ‘the Morrison 
House’ for the one family who lived 
there from the beginning. The whole 
experience for us as a Board was one 
of trust in Baba’s wish and will as He 
opened each door. The enthusiastic 
support and love donations from all of 
you made the purchase possible. We 
set a goal for the purchase price, and 
almost one month before the estimated closing date of 
the end of July, we had the purchase money in hand! 
Donations arrived through the efforts of a range of His 
Lovers, from Baba people with ample funds in their 
personal bank accounts, to a group having a yard sale 
and sending $1000! This was really quite amazing 
to witness, and for me personally brought home the 
fact that Baba alone orchestrates everything. The total 
raised was $104,091.50. Amazing.
	 We now know that this house is Baba’s gift 
and wish for the Heartland Center. The plan for the 
immediate future is to improve the wiring and foun-
dation. We also need to upgrade the aging kitchen if 
we can afford it. Already, our caretaker Ron, is using 
a room in the Morrison House for his office  –  rent 
being paid by his employer – leaving more of the 
Burleson House for pilgrim use.
	 As for the future, we have full faith that Baba 
will reveal what He wants, as and when He wants 
it! We envision the Morrison House will become 
the caretaker residence and overflow pilgrim rooms, 
thereby leaving the Burleson House a place of dedi-
cated retreat, information, and quiet study. The added 
rooms allows facilities for group retreats… up to now 
we have only had room for about 4 people at a time. 
The beautiful grounds between the two properties 
will make a lovely picnic or outdoor tea area, as well 
as recreational space for gatherings, with volleyball, 
croquet, and other sports. An Indian-style pandal 
would fit perfectly on the grounds for gatherings 
or concerts. All in all, having this additional house 
provides wonderful amenities for Baba’s work and 
presence in Prague. The feeling of His manifestation 
blooming in the soil where His blood was shed is most 
awe-inspiring! Julia Margaret summarizes the pos-
sibilities: “I believe that this expansion is a part of a 
larger footprint that we will someday have in Prague. 
The possibilities are limitless with the two houses and 
I am sure Baba has a great plan for our future.”
The Board would love to hear your thoughts and vi-
sions for future usage. Please write to ambhc1952@
gmail.com.  

A Trip to the Heart of America
by Daniel and Francoise Lemetais (France)
Having been Baba-followers for many years, we were of course familiar 
with the various phases of Baba’s life and we knew about his car accident in 
Oklahoma. However we had never been to Oklahoma to see exactly where it 
took place and didn’t know much about the details.
	 It so happened (as Eruch used to say...) that at the end of March of 
this year, we had already reserved our plane tickets from Paris to New York 
(where our daughter Claire lives). We had scheduled a three week stay in 
the States in May, and we were wondering which other parts of the country 
we would visit this time. And, just at that moment, we received (for our as-
sociation “Les Amis de Meher Baba”) a packet of brochures entitled “Avatar 
Meher Baba and the Trail of Tears” from Julia Ross. Since we were thinking 
of going to Myrtle Beach anyway, this was the answer to our question! We 
took it as a sign: what a nice trip it would be to follow Baba’s route from 
Myrtle Beach to Oklahoma.
	 The we planned our trip: Fly from New York to Myrtle Beach, see 
Bhau at the Meher Center before he left for California, remain for a few 
days on the Center, then rent a car from Myrtle Beach, drive for 5 days (like 
Baba) to the Heartland Center in Prague, Oklahoma, stay two nights and 
then fly back to New York from Tulsa.
	 And so, without having thought of it beforehand, there we were, 
embarked in a kind of “remake” of Baba’s trip with His mandali, 56 years 
later. Just like them, we started from Myrtle Beach after staying on the 
Center at the end of May, heading first towards North Carolina. Even though 
we didn’t follow Baba’s route exactly, our trip bore several similarities. At 
first it was mostly light and tourist-like (the Smoky Mountains, blue-grass 
and country music in Nashville); then becoming more serious with the Civic 
Rights Museum in Memphis in the very motel where Martin Luther King 
was assassinated, and where we understood more deeply how the Black 
people had to struggle for their rights (Baba might have worked on that 
subject when he went through Memphis, who knows?). Then, just like Baba 
in 1952, we had to speed through Arkansas and Oklahoma to reach Prague 
in time. When we had planned our trip, we had not realized that Prague was 
right in the middle of the United States! 

	 After we arrived at the Heart-
land Center in Prague, Michael Ivey 
took us about 9 miles further west, 
on a straight road which doesn’t 
seem to have changed much in 
50 years, to the top of a small hill 
where Baba’s trip came to an abrupt 
halt, with his loved ones. It is amaz-
ing that Elizabeth could drive as fast 
as 90 miles an hour, on Baba’s order, 
on such a small road!

	 Being on the very spot where Baba and His beloved Mehera shed 
their blood for us in the Western world is quite moving. It makes one more 
conscious of Baba’s work, and restores to life that important moment of the 
Avatar’s mission on Earth.
	 And what to say of the little hospital and Dr. Burleson’s house? 
These buildings have hardly changed over the years, and they are filled with 
Baba’s Presence. In the Heartland Center (i.e. the Burleson house, right next 
to the hospital) one feels Baba so much. And visiting the hospital makes 
things more tangible, allowing us to share a little of the physical suffering 
that the Avatar and His mandali went through, and increase our awareness 
of the Glory He manifested through that act.
	 We enjoyed very much the peace that reigns in the Heartland Cen-
ter, and Michael’s kindness and readiness to help. We thank and congratu-
late all the people who made this Center possible. It is another great tool 
given to us to go deeper in the understanding of the Avatar’s life on earth.
	 (August 2008)

Our first Baba photo at MH

Visit to Sancta Sophia Seminary
by Marilyn Buehler
In November of last year, several board members gave a pre-
sentation about Avatar Meher Baba at the Annual Homecoming 
Conference at Sancta Sophia Seminary in Tahlequah, Okla-
homa. Marilyn is a graduate of Sancta Sophia Seminary and 
was invited to give a presenta-
tion about Baba. This interfaith 
seminary, located about 2 
hours east of Prague, embraces 
teachings of all traditions. Six 
Baba lovers joined the event: 
John Poag, Michael Ivey, 
Leslie Carrington, Lynn Wil-
hite, Kenneth Lux, and Phillip 
White.  Marilyn facilitated the 
presentation; John and Michael 
also addressed the audience of 
over twenty from the seminary. All were treated footage of the 
Avatar in “The Eternal Beloved.”

Caretakers old and new: 
Ron, Michael and Miriam

A Baba blessing for us to be at the accident site
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Revived by a Cup of Coffee
by Debbie Nordeen
What scenes the Lord orchestrated for the momentous drama of 
the automobile ‘accident’ in Prague. The intricate cast of char-
acters was lined up; and as Baba would have it, the timing had 
to be perfect for the plot to come together as He had ordained 
it to be. Every character involved had a unique role to play and 
Baba alone knew how each soul story would unfold. God’s sister 
indeed had a part to play. 
	 At the time of the accident, Mani was riding in Baba’s 
car, in the center of the back seat. Mehera was next to her on her 
right, and Meheru on her left. Beloved Baba was in the front seat 
on the passenger side (directly in front of Mehera), and Elizabeth 
was driving. Just before the accident 
Mani had nodded off in the back seat. 
At one point on that wet road in rural 
Oklahoma she heard Meheru and 
Mehera suddenly exclaim that a car 
was coming directly towards them. 
She groggily thought, “Baba’s right 
in the car. Nothing will happen.” She 
had been dozing with her legs up on 
the seat. During the violent impact 
of the accident she was momentarily 
stunned. When she came to, she saw 
Elizabeth slumped over the steer-
ing wheel and thought she was dead. Mani described noticing 
Elizabeth’s hat which had a veil in the front, “It was full of blood, 
everything was bloody at the time. I found myself alone in the 
back seat. Baba and Mehera were not there.”
	 Though she suffered severe whiplash, Mani received no 
other injury. Extricating herself from the car she found Baba and 
Mehera lying some distance apart on the damp ground. “I re-
member before the other (Sarosh’s) car came, being on my knees 
by Baba and Mehera. My dress was covered with mud and blood. 
“ A passing motorist had conveyed the news to the hospital about 
the severe accident. Help finally came. Since the hospital only 
had one ambulance the local town hearse was also sent.  Baba 
and Elizabeth were taken to town in the ambulance accompanied 
by Dr. Goher and Rano. Mehera and Meheru were placed in the 
hearse and Mani rode with them.  What shock everyone was ex-
periencing! Arriving at the hospital all the victims were wheeled 
in through the emergency entrance. Dr. Burleson commented 
afterwards, “I had never in my life seen so much blood and mud.”
	 Mani and Goher had both been incredibly strong during 
the initial crisis of the accident. But at one point Goher broke 
down trembling with emotion. Mani remembers shaking her 
saying, “Goher, don’t cry! Don’t cry! Things have to be done, 
you have so much to do!”  (It was now clear why Baba had not 
allowed Goher to ride in the car with Him and the others. Baba 
knew she was needed for this critical work.)
	 One can only imagine how traumatic the accident was 
for all Baba’s dear ones involved. Mani said, “I was very strong 
during the crisis – up until the whole thing in the hospital.” But 
then the shock of all that she had witnessed starting to take hold. 
Mani was a young, vibrant 33 year old woman in the prime of life 
enjoying the journey Baba had planned for them. But in one

moment those whom she loved most in the world had just 
narrowly escaped death in a bloody accident in the middle of 
America.  Finally catching her breath at the hospital she remem-
bers, “After Baba, Mehera, and all were attended to, Mrs. Bur-
leson brought some warm water and washed my feet and dress.” 
What a scene to imagine -  the doctor’s caring wife on her hands 
and knees attending to God’s sister in her time of need.
	 Soon after Mrs. Burleson helped her, Sarosh took Mani 
and Delia to a small room away from the hospital. Mani re-
called, “Before he could find a motel, he must have found this 
room. We never ask these things, you know, we’re just taken 
there, and we were plonked down with the luggage.” Sarosh told 
them to stay there, until he found a hotel room and came back 

for them. But Mani set off on a solo journey 
of her own before he returned.
	 Mani’s own words (transcribed from 
a talk at Meherazad) vividly express her 
quest to revitalize her spirits after the initial 
shock of the accident: 
	 Now I can be very good in a crisis, 
till everything has been seen to. So I went 
through it so beautifully, so bravely, so 
strongly. The whole thing. Afterwards, 
the reaction comes. Delia, poor dear, was 
having her own problems and she was in 
another little room. I went into the room 

where Sarosh had put us, and just broke. And I cried and cried. 
I’ve never sobbed so much in my life, I think. I cried till I was 
just completely emptied out, like a bowl. 
	 After I’d finished, and cried myself out (well, nearly), I 
knew there were things to do, work to do. But I was feeling so 
weak after all this that had happened, I needed something hot, 
a hot drink. I needed a cup of coffee, because that’s what they’d 
have in America: coffee.
	 Now what was I to do? Sarosh wasn’t there, and I was 
down and out. I had to have a hot drink. So I started out. Delia 
was in her room, lying down with a terrible headache. I thought, 
“I’ll ask somebody for a cup of coffee. Surely I can knock on a 
door and say, ‘Will you please give me a cup of coffee?’”
	 But it was so different from India. As I walked down 
the street, I was amazed to see every house was shut up. All the 
doors were shut, and the all the windows had the blinds down. 
I thought they must have gone on a holiday. I looked at the 
opposite side, but it was the same. In India life is so much in 
the streets, every door is open with children going in and out, 
and hens and goats, and people screaming from the upstairs 
windows.  But this was fantastic!  I said to myself, “But they 
couldn’t ALL have gone away at the same time?”
	 But there was no sign of life. Anyway, I thought I 
should try. So I gingerly knocked on one door. I heard a little 
shuffle. I knocked louder. Somebody came and opened the door 
a little bit, just a couple of inches. And an old, old man looked 
at me. He took one look and shut the door. I think I scared him. 
I said to myself, “Now what shall I do? I MUST have a cup of 
something hot!” It was a matter of life and death to me at that 
moment. I skipped a couple of doors and said, “Baba, whichever 
You want” and again knocked. Then I went to a third house and 

knocked again.
	 A woman opened the door this time, a young woman, 
again opening just a few inches. At first she was a bit suspicious, 
but she looked at me in the eyes, and then she was interested.  So 
she opened the door and asked, “Yes, what do you want?” 
	 “All I want is a cup of hot coffee, please.” 
	 “Well,” she said, “I’m sorry. We have no coffee in the 
house. But I tell you what I’ll do. I’ll give you a nickel and you go 
and have a cup of coffee.”
	 So she put some money in my hand. I hadn’t seen Ameri-
can money, as we didn’t handle money at any time. She gave me a 
nickel. I didn’t know what it meant, or how much it was worth. 
	 And I said, “E—excuse me. 
Where can I have coffee? I don’t know any 
shops. I’m new to the place.” She looked 
surprised, so I explained, “You know, 
we’ve just been in an accident and we’re 
from India, and I need a hot drink, but I 
don’t know where to go.” 
	 So she said, “Well, go straight like 
this and turn to the left and go to this place 
and there it is.”
	 So I followed her directions and 
sure enough, I came to the place and just 
walked in. I couldn’t believe I was doing it! It was like I was in 
the world all by myself, as if I walked in everyday for a cup of 
coffee. I went and sat at this little table. A man came and said, 
“What?”, and I said, “Cup of coffee,” and plonked down the 
nickel. Inside I was just dead, and I said, “Baba please, I hope this 
money is right, whatever it is!”
	 Must have been because he seemed very natural, picked 
up the nickel, went and got me a cup of coffee. Nice hot coffee. 
Oh! Life surged into me after having that cup of coffee! Color 
came back into my face, I was able to walk a little better, and 
remembering the directions--I’m not very good at directions of 
roads and places--I went back to the room.
	 After a while Sarosh came.  In fact, he took a long time 
in coming. But when he came, he immediately said, “Come on, 
come on! We have to go! Hurry up, I’ve got to find a good hotel!” 
	 “No, no, Sarosh,” I said, “wait a minute! First I want 
some money! I borrowed some money, I have to give it back.” 
	 “How much?” 
	 “I don’t know, just show me all the coins and I’ll pick the 
one I mean. I can recognize it if I see it.” So he brought out a lot 
of American change and put it in his hand, and I picked out the 
nickel. I went back to the house and knocked. When the young 
woman opened the door, she was surprised to see me and asked, 
“What do you want now?” 
	 I said, “Thank you so much! You’ll never realize how 
much I appreciate your giving me this money for a cup of coffee. 
Now I want to return it.” 
	 She couldn’t believe it. I think she never thought I’d come 
back; she had meant for me to have the nickel. “Oh, no, no!” she 
said. “Don’t give me back the money! No please! I didn’t mean 
that! You please keep it!” 
	 “Oh, but I must return it. What shall I do with it? You 
keep it as a souvenir of a girl from India who came and knocked 

on your door and asked for a cup of coffee.” 
	 That seemed to appeal to her. So she laughed and I 
laughed and she said thank you. And I came away.
	 You see, Baba had to give me a real hot cup of coffee, 
because the only thing I complained about on the plane was the 
coffee: black, cold, no milk, no sugar. But this – this coffee was 
wonderful!
	 What a scene to imagine: Mani, whom Baba at times 
had kept in such strict seclusion as companion to His beloved 
Mehera, wandering alone in a little town in the heartland of 
America.  In her stunned state of mind, that quest for a refresh-
ing cup of coffee seemed to be the most practical thing she 

could do. She knew she needed to revive 
herself so she could once again step into 
action when called by Baba. Remarkable. In 
India there is a story handed down genera-
tion to generation. It tells of Lord Buddha 
begging door to door. The tale encourages 
you to always feed a stranger if one should 
come knocking on your door….because it 
might be the Lord in disguise. In a little town 
in America, when a young woman knocks on 
your door asking for coffee, it could be His 
sister.

Transcription of Mani’s talk at Meherazad c AMBPPCT – used with permission.

Quotes in narrative from MM vol 3– David Fenster – used with permission.

Mani and Mehera at Meher Spiritual Center 1952
photo permission Sufism Reoriented

Caretaker Notes
by Ron Lansing and Miriam Rose
We have been thrilled to be at the Center! Some abbreviated 
notes from this year:
 	 We have started weekly Discourse meetings at the 
Center. There is a small but steady local group that meets in the 
library to read and talk about Meher Baba. Sometimes there is 
a pot luck meal with people bringing veggies from their gar-
dens, and occasionally a pilgrim who drops in to share a Baba 
story from their life. We have even lit a dhuni on occasion!
 	 Also, with volunteer Marie Concannon’s help, we 
have made great strides in the Library, sorting and catalogu-
ing the collection. We have found some mandali autographed 
treasures and lots of  Meher Baba Journals. The tape, DVD and 
CD collection is the next to be organized!  The collection is 
growing thanks to a particularly large donation this summer. As 
winter approaches there will be many opportunities to curl up 
in front of the library fireplace and enjoy a good Baba read. We 
thank all the contributors that have made the library a fantastic 
resource on Baba's life and work.
 	 Plan now to be here for Thanks-
giving this year! We are hosting dinner at 
the Center for pilgrims who might be in 
the Heartland. Miriam is becoming locally 
famous for her lattice-topped pies and 
Ron is planning to roast a turkey…
	 Check into our blog (www.amb-
hc.blogspot.com) for more news, photos 
and Baba experiences! 
	 Love,
	 Ron and Miriam 

Mani in Meherazad, permission Glenn Magrini


