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1. Introduction 

I begin my narration with a brief history of the Muslim sect in which I was born and raised, and which left a deep impression on my thinking and life.

2. House of 'Khilji's 

Between the years 1295 and 1315 A. D., India (Hindustan) was ruled by Allauddin Khilji. He instituted many tormenting changes during this period. He even assumed the title of Alexander the Second. Just as Alexander had conquered the whole world as known at that time, he had conquered India which was in itself a small world. He took great pride in his accomplishment.

Allaudin had conquered many regions of India including the kingdom of Gujarat, which was completely subdued. He had killed Karan, the King of Gujarat and taken Queen Kamalkunwar into his harem. Conquering kingdoms was not his only ambition; he was a fanatic Muslim who wanted to convert every one to Islam. He had decided to set out with a sword in one hand and a Koran in the other, and behead all those who refused to accept the teachings of the Koran. He was able to largely realize his goal. As a result, many people had become Muslims only to escape death, without really abandoning their ancestral Hindu beliefs. Many Kshatriyas of Gujarat and Kutch, who were known as Lubanas, became Muslims, but they remained Hindu at heart. They called themselves 'Gupt Panthi' (Secret Sect or Mystics) as they secretly worshipped God according to their Hindu tradition.

About this time, some followers of the Sufi sect came to India from Persia (Iran) to propagate their religion. They won many followers in the regions of Sindh and Punjab, but their main thrust was in Gujarat, where they worked very diligently. 

A Farasee (Parsi) King named Anoushekhan, Zoroastrian by religion had reigned in Iran. He was a seeker of knowledge and wisdom and was very keen to know about other faiths. He sent some intellectuals to India and got many Sanskrit scriptures translated by them. As a result the principle of 'Advaita' (Non-dualism or perfect unity) was spread in Persia.

3. The 'Sufi's and 'Sat Panthi's 

Later on when the Muslims invaded and conquered Persia many people became Muslims. Those still influenced by Advaita, established Sufism, a compromise between Muslim and Advaita beliefs.

Many Sufis believed in Ali-Allahi, acknowledging Ali, the son-in-law of Mohammed, to be the incarnation of God. After arriving in India, these followers of Ali added his name to the nine incarnations of Vishnu. Those who were made Muslim forcibly but yet were Hindu by belief joined the Sufi Sect and called themselves 'Sat Panthi' (the True Sect). 
Many followers of Ali-Allahi had spread to Persia, Turkey, Arabia, Egypt and Afghanistan. They believed that there was no similarity between the Muslim and Hindu religions. The Sat Panth believed that a descendent of Ali who was living in Iran at that time, was the tenth incarnation of Vishnu. They called him 'Kalanki Avatar' or the Tenth Avatar of Vishnu, and gave him the name 'Nikalanki'.

The Muslim rulers of India, however, banned this religion and imposed a death penalty on its followers who had to meet very secretly and therefore were called 'Gupt Panthi'.

The followers of this sect also went to Persia on pilgrimage where they faced persecution by the Shia sect of Islam which had been established there by this time. Even the ‘Sat Panthi’s were persecuted and they would go to Iran disguised as traders.

4. The 'Khoja's, My Ancestors
The highly esteemed traders in Persia were called 'Khwaja's in the Persian language, but because the 'Sat Panthi's could not pronounce the word correctly, it got corrupted to Khoja. I was originally a Khoja from amongst these people.

Some years ago, the last descendent of Ali settled down in Bombay (now Mumbai). His followers, the Khojas, now come for his darshan (to pay homage) to Bombay instead of going to Persia. As a result of this the Khoja population in Bombay has greatly increased.

There are two Khoja factions, Katchi and Halari. Those who came from Kutch are called Katchi and those from Kathiawad are Halari. Sindhis who come from Sindh are included among them. Intercommunal marriages and social exchanges are permitted amongst the Katchi and Halari Khojas, but the Sindhis do not favor marriage with either Katchi or Halari.

Many Khojas from Sindh have migrated and settled in Muscat in Arabia, Linga, Bandar Abbas in Persia, Bahrain in the Persian Gulf and Makran in Baluchistan. Many Khojas from Kutch and Kathiawad have settled in Zanzibar, Dar-Es-Salaam and Central Africa. Some Khoja businessmen have settled in Calcutta, Rangoon, and some have even gone to China and Japan. They are exceptional businessmen, many have become multi-millionaires, but there are others who have remained small traders.

5. The 'Bawa's, My Family 

Some Sufis from Iran came here and taught the Khojas about 'Sat Panth' and mysticism. Since then many Sufi leaders often came here and presided over religious rites and functions. As time went by, they came to be addressed as 'Baba', meaning father in Persian. Later the pronunciation got altered to 'Bawa' and it became our family name.

My ancestors came from Persia to work as religious heads and functionaries. Some of them settled in the city of Bhuj in Kutch and others in Jamnagar in Kathiawad. Later we moved to Bombay when the followers of the incarnation Kalanki settled there. 

6. My Contempt of Christians 
I benefited a great deal by coming to Bombay, where I got the opportunity to learn English. At home we spoke Persian, and in school we were taught Gujarathi. At this time I developed a great interest in reading and more particularly in religious subjects. However I felt no inclination to read the Christian Bible, which I was certain to be false. I scorned the Christian religion and felt that it would be a sin to even touch the Bible or to have anything to do with the Christians.

I must admit, however that I did attend a Roman Catholic school, but I did not agree to study Bible history or Catechism, even though my elder brother had allowed me to do so. On the contrary I felt that if I were the King of Hindustan I would squeeze the life out of all the Christians by throwing them in a grinding machine.

During the 1857 uprising, Christian men and women were treated brutally by the Muslims. English women had been humiliated, their children snatched from them and thrown up like balls and caught on spears. When I read about this, I had felt very happy and I regarded it as a very sacred act. I was convinced that to utter the word Christian, would defile the tongue, and on hearing the word the ears would be polluted.

7. Lessons in Religion 

I have already mentioned that the Khojas kept the following of their religion a secret. They did not talk about it openly with other Muslims. They did not even tell their children anything about the religion until they were quite grown up. They brought up the children as Muslims, and this is why I remained unaware of the sacred and secret principles of the Khoja religion. In the Persian school that I attended; I had to study the Quran (Koran) and was taught all the principles and rituals of Islam. 

Later when I was old enough I was sent to Kathiawad and here I was familiarized with the Sat Panth and rituals of the Khoja faith. This is how I got to know the tenets of both the Khoja and Muslim faiths and along with it I developed an attitude of total contempt and hatred towards the Christian religion.

In retrospect I feel that all this happened by divine providence. Had I developed a passive attitude toward religion, I would never have ventured beyond following just its rituals.

In those days there was a 'Preaching House' in the Aga Khan’s bungalow. The Aga Khan, being a very wealthy man, would invite learned men from Iran to come and preach there. I used to attend these meetings and listen to the sermons. This is how I was exposed to the thoughts of many learned men on various religions.

8. An Encounter in the Garden
One day I was strolling in the Victoria Gardens (Ranicha Bagh and now Jijamata Udyan) in Bombay, when I noticed that a large crowd had gathered around an Englishman. My curiosity took me closer and I was infuriated when I found that he had been preaching in Persian. With uncontrolled anger, I abused him to his face, calling him a donkey, idiot, liar, thief and a cheat. 
I had expected him to retaliate, in which case the Muslims around there would have beaten him up. But instead he stood there calmly, and quietly said to me, "Had you looked at my white beard and gray hair, you should have realized that I am like a grandfather to you. You could have spoken gentler words, suitable for your age and my stature. However, I tell you from the depths of my heart, that all that you said about me is true! I am indeed a donkey, a fool, a worthless, useless man in the sight of God! In spite of this, God has been merciful to me. The amazing story of God’s mercy is written in the Bible and I have come here to tell every one about it. I appeal to you to read the Bible. Concentrate on God and His message, instead of looking down upon my shortcomings or my mistakes".

I was completely astounded by his words. He was clearly a highly educated man, fluent in many languages like Arabic, Urdu, Persian, Marathi, Gujarathi and English. He made me feel very insignificant, and I was in no position to argue with him. But then out of sheer defiance I said to him, "You fool, I know all your scriptures from beginning to end!"
To this he only replied politely, "I have been studying these scriptures for 33 years, and yet I am not certain that I have understood everything from beginning to end, may be, because, as you said, I am a donkey. I am happy to hear that a young man like you has understood it all. So I have a question for you: What was it that the Lord Jesus Christ said to the Samaritan woman?" I did not know the answer, so how could I say anything? I was confused and could only manage to say, "I have not read the Old Testament." But this story is actually in the New Testament. I became very uncomfortable. My friends and other Muslims caused a big stir and the old man was made to keep quiet.

On our way home my friends congratulated and praised me and I felt very elated. I began to imagine that there could be no one as clever as I. I even stood up a learned Christian preacher. This exultant feeling stayed with me for a long time.

9. A Sleepless Night
After supper, even as I lay in bed, I continued to think highly of myself. But besides these delightful feelings, there were other thoughts too. "This learned man spoke to you so politely and calmly, and though you abused him with harsh words, he listened to you and quietly bore it all. Is this not a virtue? Have you thought about that? Is this not a rare human quality? Had he possibly received it from Jesus Christ, whose message he was preaching? After all, what did he say to you? 'Read the Bible', that is all. 'Reject from it whatever is bad.' But if any of it were good, where would be the harm in accepting it? What was wrong in his discourse? There doesn’t seem to be any harm in reading the Bible to find out what is written in it."
10. Why I decided to Read the Bible
Such thoughts began to create a turmoil in my mind. At first I just brushed them away, thinking that Satan was putting them into my mind. I decided that I would never read the Christian Bible. Even then those thoughts continued to bother me over and over again. After being restless and uncomfortable for several days, I finally made up my mind that I should read the Bible. I convinced myself that my aim was to turn the tables on the Christians by proving that the Bible was wrong and make them Muslim instead of my becoming a Christian.

11. How I got a Copy of the Bible
Having decided to discredit the Christians, I went to the book store of the Bible Society. As I entered the store, the secretary of the Bible Society came forward and said, "Come in, come in, please tell me how I may help you." I was very much taken aback by this cordial welcome. I had never received such a respectful invitation in any of the shops in Bombay. I was surprised but very much appreciative of the secretary’s attitude. At a loss for words, I said rather awkwardly, "I want a copy of the Bible." He immediately pulled out a number of copies of the Bible and placed them on the table. After taking note of their prices, I bought one copy and after paying for it, I started for the exit. The gentleman came to the door to see me off and said, "You will come across many difficulties and have many questions in reading the Bible. I am quite busy and have very little spare time, but do come again. I will do my best to clear your doubts." I was overwhelmed by these kind words, and did not know quite what to say. I climbed down the stairs, and I felt relieved when I reached the street. I asked myself, "What kind of love is this, how unassuming, and just to benefit a poor soul like me. Would the spread of religion be the only purpose of these people? Where does this love come from? Have they received it from God? Or is it from Jesus Christ, whom they follow?"
At the same time, contrary thoughts came into my mind, "Beware! Satan is pulling you in that direction. Are you drifting towards Christianity just because of this trivial incident? Throw away the book that is in your hand!" I wanted to do that, but somehow my hand would not let go of it. I went home with the Bible.

12. The Sermon on the Mount
I started reading about the life of Christ as written by Mathew. When I reached the fifth chapter, I was astounded when I read the sermon by Jesus Christ. About having a pure mind, reconciliation and loving one another. That even an impure thought about a woman was like committing adultery, that there is no difference in being unnecessarily angry and committing a murder. That it is wrong to take revenge. That you should overcome evil with good deeds, and bless those who curse you. These and similar and awe-inspiring principles were taught by Jesus Christ in the sermon which he gave sitting on the hillside.

Who can find a better sermon and whose heart will not be stirred with deep emotion? The same happened to me – I was overcome with deep emotion. But then a question arose in my mind, 'Can any one truly follow these teachings?' 

'Be ye therefore perfect even as your heavenly Father is perfect.' The Father who has given this commandment will help me and lead me to that perfection, was the assurance I received in my heart. For some time after reading the sermon, my thoughts were very subdued. I was being persuaded within to follow these teachings. 

Today, I am convinced that I was inspired by the Holy Spirit.

13. Comparing the Scriptures
To keep such thoughts out of my mind, I tried to throw the book that had caused them, out of the window, but it fell inside. Whenever I happened to see it, I would read it for a while, and again throw it aside. After a while, it occurred to me that I should read my Muslim scriptures, and compare the two religions, which I started doing. I had always thought of myself as being a staunch opponent of the Christian religion. However like other devout Muslims, I too had a deep respect for Christ, which meant that I was not against Christ but against the Christian religion because of its attitude towards Mohammed. I really started reading both the scriptures in order to find out the mistakes in the Christian Bible. However, unknowingly, the Holy Spirit was working in me. Though I was not aware of it at that time, today I understand it well.

I would repeatedly caution my friends to keep away from Christians and their missionaries and priests, and I did likewise.

Even then, by divine intervention, I was beginning to see the new way. I was a very staunch enemy of the Christian religion, but by God’s grace my hatred was subsiding.

14. A Unique Experience
Around this time, by divine intervention, I came across a book. All the family members had gone out, and I was alone at home. While reading the book I felt that I saw a light. It could have been real or just my imagination, but at the same time I also felt that some one was asking me, "Will you keep on opposing me in this way?" It is again difficult to tell where these words came from. However, they had a profound effect on me and I exclaimed, "O Lord, from now on I am yours. I will never be against you. From today I have become yours and you are mine." While saying this I picked up my Bible and kissed it according to the Muslim custom.

15. Jesus Christ: My Constant Companion
Almost 47 years have passed since that event. I cannot say that during this period I have not made any mistakes or not committed any sins, but one thing is sure and certain that the Lord Jesus Christ has helped me all the time. He has not left me even for a moment. In times of sorrow, when in danger, in times of plenty, in times of my downfall and disrepute, while feeling downcast, and in periods of disappointment, He has been with me all the while and has fulfilled the promise, "I will be with you always, till the end of the world". In spite of my unworthiness, my being good for nothing, a castaway, He has been my constant companion. For this I am forever indebted to Him.

16. Change of Heart: Difficult but not Impossible
I had never thought that my firm belief in the Muslim faith would one day be shaken. The experience of many missionaries working among Muslims all over the world is that it is very difficult to bring them to accept Christ. Although Islam has a closer relationship with Christianity than all the other religions; it is very difficult to create a sympathetic understanding of the Christian religion in the minds of the Muslims. As a result many missionaries who were keen to evangelize Muslims had to accept disappointment and turn to people of other faiths. I do not think that this was the right thing to do. This endeavor must go on with absolute trust in God. However difficult a person may be, it is possible for Almighty God to bring about a change in his attitude. Things that are impossible for man are possible for God. We must keep doing our duty. That is all.

By divine grace, my stubborn attitude having changed into humility, I began to grow in theological insight and knowledge. Earlier I had felt that it would be impossible to be attracted to the Divine Truth in Christ, yet God made that possible. But there was a huge barrier to cross and that was to accept Christ and His teachings openly.

I had a great desire to read the Bible with understanding but did not know the correct way of doing so. I was very eager to pray, but did not know how. Since my acquaintance with the Christian religion was very recent how could I have known that one could pray without speaking aloud or while lying down or while sitting or standing?

When I realized this, my mind would not be satisfied with just a simple prayer. I wanted to express my yearning to God in solitude, with the Bible in my hand. I knew that everyone would be watching me, not only the outsiders but also my relatives and close friends and they would surely chastise me. Naturally I was very discouraged. What I had set out to accomplish, I realized, was beyond my strength. But because His divine grace strengthened me, I found the courage to walk along the path He was guiding me along.

I lived in Bombay at this time. Bombay used to be a very busy city. One day I walked a couple of miles away from the city where it was not too crowded and where I would not be seen by any acquaintances. After choosing a quiet place I brought out the copy of the New Testament, which I had carried hidden in an inner coat pocket, and started to read, and satisfied my intense desire to pray. After spending a satisfying hour and a half, I returned home, with joy. I followed this routine for many days and received much peace of mind. I continued this practice for about two years. I felt that if I remain engaged in this private worship, my friends and acquaintances would not know and hence would not be offended. 

It did not occur to me, at that time, that this was hypocrisy, to be one person outwardly and quite a different person within.

17. Guidance from Missionaries: Friendly and Unfriendly
I continued reading the Bible, but there were many passages that I wanted to be explained and clarified to me. So I began to look for some one who would teach me.

Some foreign missionary ladies from the Zanana Mission used to come to teach the women in our home. I would meet them and get some of my doubts cleared. But since these women belonged to the Zanana Mission, they felt awkward to let a man visit their bungalow so often. Whenever I did visit them they would pray with me and then explain the scriptures. In this way I began to understand the Bible more and more. They would also emphasize that Jesus Christ is the Savior. 

Because of the rules and discipline of the Zanana Mission, the women found it difficult to meet me, so they introduced me to a missionary gentleman. When I went to meet him, he did offer me a chair to sit on, but I had to wait for almost three quarters of an hour because he was busy with other work. The women of the Zanana Mission would pray with me and express keen interest in my religious studies. 
I failed to see such an attitude in this gentleman. He had informed me that I should meet him at a particular time but he had kept me waiting. I began to feel that he thought of himself as the only busy man and that I had nothing to do. I had come to his house, eager to get spiritual knowledge. I had walked extra miles, avoiding places where acquaintances could have seen me. That is why I sadly wondered about his behavior. Finally he came to me somewhat hastily and asked why I had come and what was it that I wanted. I asked him a few questions regarding religion. He pulled out a few large books and handed them to me and said, "You will find all the answers to your questions in these books." I stepped out of his house totally humiliated and felt as if some one had slapped me in the face. "How am I going to read through these thick volumes? Do I know enough of the English language to understand what is written in these books?" I thought, "This gentleman has come here to show the path of salvation to others, but instead of explaining the gospel of Christ in simple words, he seems to be playing a game with me. What is all this?" My mind was deluged with such thoughts. In spite of this I went to his house a few times, and always by appointment but every time the same thing happened, so I stopped going to his house. All missionaries may not be like this. Later I found that many have a keen desire to awaken and enhance religious feelings in others, and therefore I was glad.

Later I met a Methodist Missionary in church. He invited me to his home and I met him at the appointed time. Since there were many people around in the sitting room, he led me into another quieter room. First he offered a very sincere and earnest prayer, and then he began to answer my questions and very calmly and lovingly removed many of the doubts in my mind. He also gave me some booklets that were small and simple to understand. He asked me to meet him on a particular day of every week. I used to eagerly look forward to that day. Gradually, with his persuasive talk he instilled in my heart a greater love for Christ. To this day I am truly thankful to God for leading me to such a devout man, as also the sisters from the Zanana Mission for their guidance and spiritual direction. My Bible study was continuing, and I was secretly meeting the missionary friends. With the help of these friends God continued to fill my mind with the light of truth and thereby I began to realize how much I was falling short in doing my duty.

18. Continuing Turmoil
With that understanding, a question arose in my mind, "Is it proper to keep my discipleship of Christ a secret?" He had said, "Whosoever does not accept me openly, him will I not accept in the presence of my Heavenly Father. Whosoever loves his father and mother more than me is not worthy to be my disciple." I became very anxious to know the meaning of these words. Earlier, I have mentioned a secret sect within the Muslim religion. "Will it be acceptable to Lord Jesus Christ, if such a secret sect were formed in the Christian religion?" I asked myself. I wondered whether I could truly call myself a disciple in accordance with his words, "Whosoever loves me, obeys my commandments." These thoughts weighed on my mind constantly, but I would drive them out. I was not willing to accept any path that would make me leave my dear friends, my beloved mother, and my favorite sisters. The more I tried to push these thoughts away from my mind, the more forcefully they reappeared, and made me more and more restless. 

19. My Mother
At times I felt that I must stop leading this double life. I had no fear of death. I used to think that it would be good if I died or if someone killed me. But then I would think of my mother, and recall how she had brought me up with selfless and whole-hearted love. She was a widow but she inculcated all the longing and thirst for knowledge, in me, which she herself had acquired. She kept her eye out for me under all circumstances. She was love personified. It was my firm resolve never to leave her. 

I do not know how others feel, but one thing is certain that my mother was very dear to me. Her love for me and mine for her was so very deep that I could not bear for a moment the thought of being separated from her. If some one had killed me a thousand times and revived me, and having brought me back to life would kill me again, I would not have objected to it. But it would be extremely painful to be separated from my mother. This was my constant thought. She was a widow. She was very religious.

My mother was a firm believer in the Khoja religion. She often went to our 'Jamatkhana' (Community Worship Hall). Like any other Muslim she would regularly say her 'Namaz' and pray five times a day. I must mention here that the womenfolk of the Khoja community were allowed to eat in the Jamatkhana. My mother was 75 years old when she passed away. A year and a half before her death she had become extremely weak, she had great difficulty in moving her arms or legs, but even then she said her Namaz five times a day. Such was the religious sincerity of my mother. Whether as a Khoja or as a Christian, I have greatly admired this quality in her.

The sound of her voice is dearer to me than life itself. How good it would have been if I had received a small portion of her piety and religiousness in my present way of life. I thank God, from the depth of my heart for the deep impression she made on me by her virtuous living.

It had been my earnest desire never to be separated from my beloved mother. It was my firm resolve never to part from her, but the words, 'whosoever will not confess me before the world, whosoever loves his mother and his father more that me, is not useful to me,' kept haunting me. The words 'If you love me, obey my commandments,' would not leave my mind. Thoughts that I am not behaving according to Christ’s teachings, that I do not love Him enough, kept lingering in my mind, and continued to make me very restless. It became a great concern to me, who should I part with, my very own dear mother or my dear Christ. I became very depressed. I realized that it is against the Lord’s commandment to lead a life of double standards.

By my boldly and openly declaring that I am a disciple of Christ, if I would break my mother’s heart, how could I do such a cruel thing? Then again how could I give pain to Christ by my hypocritical behavior? This conflict continued in my heart for a long time. Finally I decided that, if I hurt my mother instead of hurting Christ, I would at least not be committing a sin against Him. 
When my mother was in Poona (now Pune), I finally wrote to her and informed her about my decision, and from that day began my intense agony. The moment she read my letter she was shocked as if struck by lightning. She felt dizzy and she collapsed and suddenly became very ill. My elder brother, who was with her, wrote me a strongly worded letter, saying 'if you carry out your resolve, it would be as if you killed your mother with your own hands. Mother is very ill and is eager to see you. Come here as soon as you get this letter'.

I immediately went to Poona, and saw for myself the critical condition my mother was in. She was semi-conscious and because of the high fever was saying over and over again 'my son you have deserted me, you have brought to dust our family’s reputation, brought degradation to us. Oh my son, what have you done? It would have been better if you had driven a knife into my heart. What am I to do now? How can I show my shameful face to anyone? Gone! Gone! Gone! My dearest child has been snatched from me. How can I live without him? Oh death, you have taken thousands of people, why have you spared me to see this tragedy? Oh death, people call you a merciless, terrible tyrant, but you would have done me a favor if you had taken me, before this.' These and other heart-rending utterances came from the lips of my mother. Even a stonehearted man’s heart would have melted on hearing these sorrowful words. My heart was not made of stone.

I have previously mentioned that I loved my mother from the bottom of my heart. On hearing the words my mother said, I burst into tears. I only saw darkness before me. Because of my love for Christ, I could not deny him. I said to my mother 'Mother, I am not going to leave you, why should I leave you, I am your son and you are my mother, nothing can change that. Christ is not asking me to leave you or deny you. On the contrary He asks me to love you, to serve you, to devote myself to you as is my duty. That I love Christ is a fact I cannot hide, unless I lie. You yourself taught me that it is a sin to tell a lie. Let me love Christ, do not hinder me, and, please let me stay with you.' Neither she nor my brother was willing to do this. I felt awful. 'Deny Christ and live with us as you did previously.' I was not able to do what they wanted me to do, and they would not agree to my pleadings. It is not as if we quarreled. Mother was lying in bed and she was weeping, I was sitting at her feet, and crying. I was confused. In this situation I prayed, 'Oh Lord, give me death. Your purpose in my life has been accomplished. What more do I have to offer? Why do you allow my mother to suffer such agony? Each teardrop is like a burning ember, scathing my heart. Oh Lord, I cannot bear to hear her weeping like this.'
'If I die at this time, my mother’s pain will lessen, and I will have died a disciple of Christ. Lord, allow my spirit to leave this mortal body.' With these and similar words I continued to pray for a fortnight. But it seemed as if God had hidden his face from me. I felt that it would be better for me to jump into a well and commit suicide, rather than watch my mother’s sorrow. I controlled myself with the thought that if I commit suicide, I will not be able to meet Christ.

20. An Unanswered Prayer
One night when my mother was asleep, I went to the banks of the Mula-Mutha River to pray in solitude. The river was in spate and the water was gushing with great force. There was no one around, and I prayed very earnestly. I felt like jumping into the swollen river, so that if my body were to be found far away, people would not recognize me. While I lacked the nerve to commit suicide, I also had a very intense desire to meet Christ. My prayers did not receive any answer. With great disappointment I returned home.

21. My Mother’s Happiness and my own Sorrow
Seeing my mother’s condition, I lost all courage. I fell at her feet and said, "Mother, I will not become a Christian." The moment she heard these words she felt relieved and happy. This was what she had wanted. Slowly she recovered and after a few days she allowed me to go to Bombay.

While I had made my mother happy, I was deeply hurt in my own heart, and felt that I had sinned. I became restless and started roaming around like an insane person. It was then that I met a Priest, and I poured out my heart to him. 

He was very understanding but he disagreed with what I had done. In a resigned manner I said, "What was to happen has happened. Now what should I do?" He read out to me from the Bible, the story of Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego, and prayed very sincerely and earnestly. In a voice choked with emotion, I asked him again, "What should I do?" He answered me in English, "Undo what you have done, write a letter to your mother and let her know that what you did was wrong." And that is what I did.

22. A Threat to my Life
My mother and brother rushed to Bombay. There was great commotion all around. Some people plotted to kill me. Once as I was walking on the street, a man accosted me and asked, "I hear that you are going to become a Christian, is it true?" With courage I replied, "It is true." He then said, "I have been paid and sent to kill you. You do not know what a cruel and merciless man I am. I have come now with this purpose, but my heart does not allow me to take your life. You better stay away from lanes and by-lanes, otherwise you will surely be beaten up."
23. My Baptism
An American missionary informed me that our Khoja community was greatly disturbed on hearing that I was about to become a Christian. To prevent the situation from aggravating further, he sent me to Ahmednagar. There, on Sunday, 16 November 1879, at the age of 19, I was baptized by Rev. S. B. Fairbanks in the American Mission Church.

24. Lingering Questions
Even after my baptism, questions continued to bother me. "What had I really gained? Had I just moved from one religious order into another? Having abandoned the belief that Prophet Mohammed was God’s Messenger, I had accepted that Christ is the Savior, was that all?"
I had once heard a preacher say that the Christian religion is not of the head but of the heart. That had made me feel that my heart should be completely filled with love. I must experience God’s love and I must be able to behold Him personally. This longing grew into a passion.
I had heard another missionary preach in his sermon, "I have really experienced the closeness of the Lord. I am able to see His love when I look at the earth, the sky and the stars, the sun and the moon, the trees, the seas and the rivers". I prayed that this love should grow in my heart too, and by God’s grace it did.

25. Overcoming the Grief of Separation
I could not get over the disappointment and sorrow caused by the separation from my mother, on the contrary they grew. In this extremely restless condition, I went down on my knees and prayed, "Oh God, have I been sailing through this ocean of sorrow, just for a change of religion? Have I moved heaven and earth only to be called a Christian instead of a Muslim? Or, by sacrificing my all, would I really see the face of God, as that Christian man had experienced? I do not ask for a hundred-fold, sixty-fold or thirty-fold gain in my property, or money or recognition, in return for what I have given up. I only seek to behold You. That is my only desire and craving." I prayed in this manner for a long time, but I did not receive an answer. I was expecting a miracle to happen through my strong emotional desire. But that was wrong on my part.

There was yet another time when I knelt and prayed earnestly and persistently, "Oh God, I will remain on my knees till you let me have this experience. I will not get up till you bless me." However, God in His grace did not grant my stubborn demand. Finally, having lost all hope, I got up and cried bitterly. 

26. At Last: Experiencing the Love of God
But the Lord had not abandoned me. Within a few days, I actually had the experience that I had been longing for, something impossible to put into words.

'Taste and see that the Lord is good.' How can I describe it to anyone who has not experienced it himself? Instead of darkness I began to see light everywhere. By divine grace, I experienced the love of God that cannot be expressed in words. My heart was dancing with ecstasy. I began to feel that my soul was imprisoned within my mortal body. I saw so much love on the Lord’s face and all around me that my heart went out in love towards everyone. 

With every breath I felt inspired to pray for the salvation of all mankind. I began to feel sorry for those who disregard this experience and hence lose a great blessing. My heart urged me to even give up my life, like the Lord did, to bring sinners to the righteous path and to devote all my energy, knowledge and life for serving the Lord.

By accepting Christ the Lord, I have received peace beyond understanding and my journey in this world has been filled with delight. 

May all my countrymen experience and receive this divine favor.

*****************
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