Somewhere between the golden silence of the Thar Desert and the indigo
dreams of Jodhpur, there is a place where the land speaks softly and the
soul listens. This is not the Rajasthan of postcard palaces or camel caravans
silhouetted at sunset (though there is still magic in the light). This is a
e ks o different kind of luxury. One where food is harvested minutes before it’s plated,
where architecture disappears into fields of lemongrass and amaranth, and
where slowing down feels like a revolutionary act.
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Set on a 40-acre regenerative farm, Mharo Khet
isn't a resort—it’s a living, breathing experiment in
meaningful hospitality. Born from a family's passion
project during the quietude of the pandemic, it has
grown—organically, intentionally—into a lifestyle
retreat that defies the norms of Indian luxury travel
Here, every detail is rooted in respect: for the land,
for craftsmanship, for silence, and for the simple joy
of being.

Arriving at Mharo Khet feels less like checking in and
more like exhaling. The cottages—only ten in total—
are serene odes to vernacular desert architecture, made
with lime plaster and mud, shaded by khejri trees, and
softened by organic cottons and clay-toned interiors.
There are no loud colors, no sharp edges—just earthy
textures, filtered light, and windows that frame fields
instead of screens.

Outside your door: rows of tulsi and turmeric,
butterflies over marigolds, and farmhands gently
harvesting the day’s yield. Inside: silence so complete
you can hear your own breath. It's this intimacy with
nature that reorients your senses. Time slow:

when you're hungry. You wake with the sun. You learn
to notice—again,
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A CULINARY MEDITATION

At the heart of Mharo Khet is Paery, an open-air, nine-course dining
experience unlike any other in India. Set within a guava orchard and
lit by lanterns and moonlight, dinner at Paeru isn't just a meal—it's
an unfolding story.

Each dish is plant-forward and inspired by life’s stages: the bright,
playful flavours of youth, the comfort and complexity of adulthood,
the quiet, grounding tones of age. Everything you taste—nearly 95%—
is grown right there on the farm. There are no gimmicks, no foams
or fusions. Just food that tastes the way the earth intended: clean,
vibrant, alive.

And the beauty is, you've likely walked past your meal that morning
on a complimentary farm tour, plucking cherry tomatoes warm from
the vine or tasting edible flowers with a childlike curiosity you didn't
know you still had.
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EXPERIENCES THAT GROUND YOU
At Mharo Khet, there are no itineraries or checklists—only slow,
soulful invitations to reconnect. A traditional shave beneath the shade
of a moringa tree, performed by a local saajhi barber, becomes a quiet
ceremony. At sunrise, yoga sessions guide guests through breath and
movement, in rhythm with the land. Private sessions offer a more
personal path inward—tailored, grounding, and deeply restorative.

The day flows secamlessly into creative discovery. Guests learn the
fine art of Rajasthani miniature painting from a master artist or try
their hand at weaving a charpoy—the classic daybed of rural India—
stitching memory into every thread. In the pottery shottery studio,
fingers shape earth into keepsakes: imperfect, beautiful, and uniquely
their own.

As dusk settles over the fields, the air fills with the haunting music of
the Manganiyars. Their desert melodies, played live under starlight,
are both intimate and unforgettable. Even cocktails carry the farm'’s
imprint—crafted with herbs picked moments before, mixed in a
hands-on garden-to-glass session that turns botanicals into story.
Each experience is anchored in intention. Nothing is rushed, nothing
g forced. Here, every moment draws you gently back to what matters:
a2 presence, connection, and the quiet beauty of simply being.
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A NEW WAY TO TRAVEL IN INDIA

What makes Mharo Khet truly singular is its soul. Founders Rajnush
Agarwal and Vedika Prasad didn't set out to build a luxury retreat.
They began with a small medicinal plant farm and a belief that the
land could heal—people, systems, communities. That belief still pulses
through every khejri tree, every terracotta cup of herb tea, every
conversation with the smiling farm team who make you feel less like
a guest and more like a friend.

Their vision of regenerative living is neither performative nor
prescriptive. It's lived, deeply. Mharo Khet doesn't try to impress—it
simply expresses. And in doing so, it invites you to do the same. In
a country known for its opulence and spectacle, Mharo Khet offers
something quietly radical: presence.

It is a place for those who've seen the forts and stayed in the palaces,
but now seek something deeper. A place that nourishes rather than
dazzles. That celebrates quiet over noise, meaning over more. A place
where the food is seasonal, the experiences soulful, and the luxury
measured not in thread count but in peace of mind.

At Mharo Khet, you don't just visit Rajasthan—you feel it, in your
breath, your bones, your belly. And that, truly, is the rarest luxury
of all.
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