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Content 
Cooking dessert for Baba. Mehera and Khorshed did it in Bombay in the early days while 
Baba was still speaking. Baba looked at it for a second, but he was busy talking to the 
mandali. They put the dish before Baba and left. Baba's voice came, "Who has cooked this 
dessert for me? Let them come before me." Baba said, "What did you cook?" We 
responded, "dilpak poori, but we had to put some semolina in it." Baba said that it was for 
sick people. 

Soft drinks were very strong in those days, but one by one we opened, we were in sight of 
Baba, but he didn't send us out of the room. No glass. Bottle to our mouth, when I saw the 
other three, it struck me as very funny, and I laughed out loud at that moment, but I 
choked, and started coughing. Baba said, "Go inside the kitchen and finish your drinks in 
there. We all went into the kitchen and finished our drinks. 

Then Baba called us all together, me and Soonamasi's Khorshed. Baba called us and asked 
if we knew how to make potato vada. Baba said, "I'll show you. Tomorrow have boiled 
potatoes, garlic, coriander leaves, ginger, and call me. Baba mashed the potato, put in all 
the ingredients that were ready, mixed the potato and spice together, patted them on a 
wooden board, made them even, not very thin and not very thick, and Baba looked so 
beautiful doing it. Baba said, "Make them, fry them, and when I call for my lunch you 
bring them." 

This time we were proud and happy, and Baba did like the patties very much and now we 
know how to make potato patties. That was in Bombay. 

After very few days, Baba had told us to stay at Khushru Quarters, my mother and myself. 
Very first time we stayed in Meherabad, went to Quetta with Baba, then came back, we 
should stay with him in Ahmednagar, Baba went to outstations, we were now at home. 
Gulmai was there, we got into a tonga and we traveled in a private tonga to Baba. In the 
tonga going toward Meherabad, it looked so lovely and nice because we were going to 
Baba. When we neared Meherabad, we could see the post office, and on the main road 
we could see Baba on the veranda of the post office room from quite a distance. Baba was 
very slim, on the fair side, we got off the tonga, Gulmai and my mother and I, we went to 
talk to him, he was talking to the villagers. Baba then asked what we women did all day 
long? Stitching, darning, writing, talk a little washing up, bath, somehow we pass the time. 
Khorshed had plenty of stories to tell us about Manzil-e-Meem. ‘Yes, OK,’ said Baba, ‘but 
now you must do what I tell you to do. Meditate on Baba's or Zoroaster's picture, write 
the name of God, bring the mind back to the picture if it wanders, let your mind not be 
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distracted, be aware of the right thing, half an hour meditation and write the name of 
Yezdan for [I think] one hour.’ 

We felt very important to have orders from Baba. Write God's name on a pad without 
being interrupted. Very lovely to see Baba's picture and write the name. Baba came, we 
told him that we liked the order he gave us, and when he came he said to sew shirts for 
men villagers and children. 

New order to sew these shirts. We had machines, and on the carpet my mother had 
brought from the bazaar various kinds of materials, very enjoyable to have those and to sit 
on the carpet and cut the shirts, measurements, patti, patti, each shirt she put the stitches 
in the right place for us to find -- she knew how to sew. After another 8 to 10 days he 
came again, and asked us how it was going, and we said, "Oh yes, Baba, we like it very 
well." "Yes, but how many have you stitched?" We told him several dozen, and he said, 
"But I want more!" So we stitched more and more and more. Next time he came we had 
over 50, maybe 70. But Baba wanted still more because there weren't enough for the 
villagers. On his next visit, we had done more than 100, and Baba told my mother to send 
the shirts in a bullock cart with prasad, some food for the villagers to eat, so my mother 
got peanuts, chick peas, puffed rice, and prepared non-greasy food to send with the shirts. 
Baba touched the ingredients and we sent these three or four sacks of food along with the 
shirts. Baba told us to come after 4, and we went to see Baba singing a Tukaram bhajan 
and playing the drum, and the villagers were there and loved it. Baba sang in Marathi 
language as if it were his own mother language [Tuka's bhajans were originally written in 
Marathi]. 

Baba told us to open the bundles of shirts. the prasad sack Baba told Padri to open, and 
now with Baba seated in the middle.  He called the villagers, mothers and children, and 
Baba gave a shirt into the child's hand, plus the food to eat and mother would take the 
shirt and the child would eat the prasad. Baba gave so much prasad to the younger boys 
that it would spill on the ground, and they couldn't even carry it. Always when Baba gave, 
Baba gave abundantly, and Baba loved to see people eat. All the men went and got the 
shirts, then said Baba's jai, and Baba told them all to go home. Baba turned to my mother 
and said, “Don't you see how happy they are? I too am happy." 

In two days, Baba told us that we were to come to stay with him for good, so we prepared 
all our things, to shift from Ahmednagar to Meherabad. We had pillows but Khorshed said 
that it would be better if we didn't take our pillows, that we would be sleeping on the 
floor, so no mattresses, no pillow, and head so hard on the ground, and I was very 
uncomfortable, and I went through all this. That time it was time to go to Baba, but we 
went to Meherabad. Baba said to go and get settled, stay on the open verandah, and we 
went to unpack, soap, washcloths, Baba came inside the room. "Have you got proper 
bedding, blankets, bedsheets." Baba said, "Where is the pillow? Why not use pillows?" 
How could we say that we were trying to live like faqir? Baba we tried to do without 
pillow. Baba said, "But why not to have a pillow?" Baba got Ahmednagar people to send 
the pillows. 
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That way Baba showed us that he knew that we didn't have pillows in our bedding but 
that we should use them. We were cooking, doing work, Naja was cooking, and firebowl 
sweep. Baba would go to the mandali on the other side of the road to the house the British 
officers had gotten built.  There was a nice well there, and the British had built the nice 
post office building near the railway line. Anyway, that was the post office which was cozy 
and nice, but it's not nice to be on an open veranda without a mosquito net, and what if a 
scorpion might come up? But Baba always slept on the veranda, Gustadji, Naja's elderly 
father, and Padri. In the morning, rather early, tea has to be made ready and Baba wanted 
it early. We had aluminum glasses, and Baba's mug with our glasses, and tea with no  
milk, tea leaves, mint leaves, two or three bits of lemon grass it was like drinking hot 
water, very weak tea -- the same mug was used for taking bath so dire necessities were 
there, unbreakable things, glasses made outside the post office corner, tea made on the 
Primus stove rather than the fire, everything outside. 

Very weak tea, steaming hot, aluminum mug would be very hot, but Baba should have a 
half a pail of water to dip his mug into so the temperature would be cool enough so Baba 
could hold the mug without burning his hand. Eventually we did that for everyone. 

Baba was young and so he would get hungry soon. We would have tea at 6 AM, but he 
wanted food by 9 AM, and Baba would ask Naja if the daal was ready, and we had copper 
plates on which Baba used to eat. Naja would pour the daal onto the plate, with fried 
garlic, you can't eat daal without butter, and whenever Gulmai would visit Baba she 
would bring a loaf of bread. Baba always broke the bread, put pieces in the daal and that 
was how he would serve us. Baba would serve more than we could eat, and tell us to eat 
it all. Plain daal rice in the morning and in the evening spiced daal rice with chutney. 


