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Content 
Mani reminiscing on visits to America 

Bessie used to make us deserts in our cabin. She was very lovely. And Elizabeth was just, 
you know so bountiful and so careful in every detail of looking after us. When we first 
went, there was a cupboard in the wall, and when we opened it it was filled with fruit 
juice bottles. I love fruit juice! America was so full of fruit juices, so that I used to say if I 
were to draw a map of America, there would be beautiful mountains, and there would be 
waterfalls coming down the mountains, and one would be prune juice, and orange juice 
waterfalls, and apple juice waterfalls, and apart from that the best thing we found in 
America were the people. Amazingly friendly, no matter where we went, perfect strangers 
no matter, even the dentist. I had a hurt knee after the [1952] accident, and how many 
cars stopped to ask me if I wanted a lift!  And when we went to a motel we would be 
given a bouquet of flowers for the "people who were in the bash” (the accident). 

But to come back to Bessie, at that time in the Center, there used to be phones  with 
cranks on them installed in the cabins, and I'd call it the "coffee grinder." I'd call Bessie 
and say [in her best attempt to mimic Southern US dialect and pronunciation] 'Bessie, is 
the coffee grinder ready?' 

[And, Mani, in her best attempt to mimic black Southern American speech, doing Bessie] 
'Ah, Miss Mani, you so funny.' Now they have regular phones, in the kitchen, though 
some in the cabins? 

Mani complains about phones. "And yet, I have known an American at Adi's office calling 
to America, talking forever, and the sound was so clear that the caller might have been in 
the next room. The other day, Mani reports, a telephone operator gave her a 'Jai Baba' over 
the phone when the operator was assisting Mani with the call. 

Sometimes when you get clear transmission, [Mani now mimics the conversation of two 
Indians, who go very fast to get the call over in the 3 minute time limit.] 

[Someone tells the story of Kitty picking up the phone and saying, "Yes, yes are you a 
problem or are you a book?" This is prefaced with the degree of chaos and confusion in 
Kitty's office as she answered the phone.] 

[Mani reminisces about an American couple whom she met on the plane coming to 
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America who invited her to come visit them at their house, who offered to show her 
around America.] 

[Approximately, "I used to take the same path in Prague after the accident, and one 
morning I was later than usual, but there were children waiting for me, perhaps for two 
hours, who wanted to show me the litter of pups that their dog had delivered. 
Overwhelming things like that!"] 

"And the parents came out and were so happy, and they always asked, "How is the party 
who has been injured?" In the beginning, there was one amazing thing. It was such a 
different picture when we left in the car. Elizabeth was driving and Baba, myself, Mehera 
and Meheru were in the car, and we were in the back. At the point of the accident, I had 
been sitting in the back with my feet up, with my eyes closed when it happened. I heard a 
commotion around me, Baba's name being repeated fast and suddenly the car picture was 
so different. I still remember the beautiful hat Elizabeth had on, which was full of blood as 
this thing happened, and there was blood everywhere. Mehera in the hospital. Sarosh took 
me and Delia to some place. I was very strong during the crisis. Goher came up and  
was about to be hysterical at the sight, and I said, "Goher, don't cry. Things have to be 
done. You have so much to do. When we went to the hospital just after the patients had 
been brought in, I remember going to the doctor and pleading with him to do something 
for Mehera now, me going because the others were with Baba. Anyhow at the end of that 
day, when Sarosh took me and Delia to that place I discovered that I was completely 
finished then. I had a cry to myself till I was just washed out, completely exhausted. But I 
knew there was much to do, and steeled myself to go back out, but what I needed was a 
hot drink. Who do you ask, though? Delia was having a bladder problem, her usual, so I 
walked out of the house and thought that I would go to some house, knock on the door 
and ask for a cup of coffee. 

But it was so different from India. All the doors to the houses were shut, and the windows 
were shuttered. Life is so much different. Doors are always opening there are people, 
children in the streets, people screaming from the upstairs windows to other people within 
earshot, goats and so forth passing by, but here there was no evidence of anyone at home, 
by my standards. No sign of life. 

I knocked gingerly at one door, and the door opened just a little. The man inside took one 
look at me and shut the door and went back into the house. What could I do? I felt the 
absolute necessity of the cup of coffee. I went two more doors down, and a woman 
opened, just a few inches. This time she looked me in the eyes, and said, "Yes? What do 
you want?" 

I said, "All I want is a cup of hot coffee, please." 

She responded, "I'm sorry, we don't have any coffee in the house, but I'll tell you what I'll 
do. I'll give you a nickel, and you go have a cup of coffee." 



Page   of  3 7

I hadn't seen American money, had no idea how much that was. But, I said, “I don't know 
where to go. You see, we've been in an accident, we're from India, and all I need is a hot 
drink." 

She gave me directions to walk to the nearest place where they served coffee. I followed 
the directions, went into what looked like the place she meant, I walked in as though I did 
it every day of the week, sat down, plunked down my nickel, the man came to take my 
order, I said, "A cup of coffee," it seemed very natural, He picked up the nickel and gave 
me the cup of coffee. 

Life surged into me after having that cup of coffee. I remembered the directions (though 
I'm not very good with directions) and went back to the room. Sarosh came back after 
what seemed like a long time, and told me we had to go. "No, no, Sarosh, first I want 
some money. Show me all the coins and I'll show you the one I mean." I took a nickel, 
and went back to the woman's house. I knocked, she opened the door and I gave her back 
her nickel. I thanked her. She said she didn't want it back, but I told her to keep it, maybe 
as a souvenir of the girl who came and knocked on her door, and we smiled at each other 
and I went back. 

Doctor Burleson's wife had been such an angel. She need not have done for us all the 
things that she did, personally. When we left it was really as very good friends. I still keep 
up a correspondence with her every Christmas and she tells me about her grandchildren. 
She still calls Mehera "The Lady" and she asked that I write to her some time about how 
The Lady is doing.  I said, "I will, Mrs. Burleson, but tell me what is it you expect will 
happen?"  She responded, "At the least, she will have terrible headaches." Well, she was so  
amazed when I wrote that Mehera doesn't have headaches. As a matter of fact, I have 
headaches but Mehera, by Baba's grace, doesn't have any.  Very rarely, she will complain 
of a little tightness. So when I wrote that to Mrs. Burleson, she wrote back that this was 
really a miracle, and she didn't understand it.  

They're a very naturally friendly people, like when we were sitting in this big hospital in 
New York, what was that big Hospital, Goher? [The consensus is Columbia Presbyterian 
but someone thinks Cornell Medical Center.] Anyway, we were placed in a room by 
Charmian, who had to go park her car, and she had to go a long distance. Goher, Mehera, 
Meheru and I were in this room [while we waited for Charmian to return]. 

We all looked at each other, and we realized we were all thirsty. Could we have some 
water or some soft drink? I volunteered to out to find if there was something available. 
There seemed to be miles of corridors. I walked and walked, so much that I wondered if I 
would be able to find my way back. Suddenly I saw someone dressed in a uniform, not a 
nurse, but I said, "Excuse me, where can I get some soft drink or a drink of water?" She 
looked at me like she had known me for ages and said, "I'll take you there," and she put 
her arm around my shoulders and we were walking and talking like long lost buddies, and 
she took me to a place that was selling soft drinks. She offered to help me carry my  
drinks back, but I declined.  
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What's more, she wouldn't let me pay for it. "This is on me. You mustn't say no, you can't 
say no." So friendly. But as I carried the bottles back, I realized that I hadn't had any 
money with me!  It was good she didn't take me up on my offer to pay for it myself! And 
this is only a sample. It was the same all the way through.  

In England, Baba had given me silence. I was on silence from the time we left Myrtle 
Beach until we reached India, except that I could talk to Him. The head waiter at the 
Rubens Hotel, I couldn't talk, but he would conduct me to my place like I was the queen 
of something, and he said, "I'll read out the menu, and anything you like, you just nod. He 
knew I couldn't talk. Of course, I also couldn't understand the menu. All these long 
names, wonderful names, but I didn't know what they were. I picked at random, and as I 
picked, he ticked off my choice on his pad. Somehow I nodded at the right things, because 
the food was just wonderful. He'd call out to the waiters to bring things, and I heard one 
of the waiters saying, "Cor blimey, she's dumb but she isn't deaf."  

And then there was this Italian worker there at the Rubens Hotel. I always seemed to pass 
him in the aisles before going on to our rooms.  He would come straight to me and talk a 
lot in Italian, because he thought I was Italian, and I could tell it was about all his woes, 
because he didn't like England. When I didn't reply, he worked out that I didn't 
understand him and expressed his sorrow at failing to communicate. He didn't have 
enough money to go back to Italy, that was the whole thing, but I didn't have any money 
so I couldn't help him, but as I was going back to Baba's room I saw a big, shiny gold 
coin, and I picked it up. I thought I should go back to find him and give it to him, and  
maybe it would help him get back to Italy, but I'm glad I didn't because I was told it was 
only a penny!  

I loved the page boy. He was a young little thing, very smartly dressed in uniform, and he 
loved asking me, "Which floor, miss?" He knew darn well which floor, because he took me 
up and down many times a day. But still I could see the glint in his eye, "Wait till I go 
home and tell the family!" Each time I would show him three fingers for my floor and he 
would be so happy.  

We were taken by Delia to all the places in England. She went out of her way to conduct 
us there. Once we went by Buckingham Palace. I wanted very much to see the queen. Of 
course we couldn't see the queen, and we could only see a part of the palace because it 
was behind a big wall, and in front of it a wide sidewalk, and in front of that a broad road. 
By the palace gate stood this officer in a beaver hat, a guard, with the neck strap, and he 
was in a little wooden box.  I was thrilled to see one of them in person, not just in a 
magazine. As we were walking past, I dawdled. Of course he was supposed to look 
straight ahead, and in fact he exhibited no curiosity about these strange people going past. 
He seemed to be carved out of granite. I wanted to arouse his curiosity, and as I went past 
him I suddenly pivoted around and he was looking at me! Immediately his head snapped 
back to straight ahead! 

The funniest was when I fooled Delia, not meaning to. You see, we had had an English 
education, and not only the language but also the geography and history, so I knew about 
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the London Bobbie [The name Bobbie is for Sir Robert Peal who founded the police force, 
which were also called Peelers, which eventually morphed into Police]. If I could only see 
one in person! So once when Minta was driving us to Stratford-on-Avon to see 
Shakespeare's birthplace, she had to ask directions and to get them she signaled to a 
policeman. He came over and he was standing just by me. I couldn't believe it! At last, a 
living Bobbie. So then when we went to Madame Tussaud's museum where they have all 
these wax effigies of many famous people. Before you go in, at the top on the landing near  
the entry, there's a wax statue of a Bobbie.  I knew it was a wax thing, but Delia obviously 
didn't. I put out my hand and said, "How do you do?" Now we weren't supposed to touch 
any man, and Delia was shocked. "Oh Mani, how can you?"  

I realized that she didn't know it was a statue, and responded, "Oh, why not, Delia?" I put 
my hand out again, and at that point she realized that the joke was on her. We were 
laughing and laughing. I wasn't actually talking, but I did it with gestures, defiantly turning 
my back. 

You know we're not supposed to look at the sun today, and I never look at the sun, but 
today I am more conscious of it. 

_________________________          

Eruch Jessawala 
Don Stevens 
Mandali Hall, Meherazad, India 
February 23, 1980 

Content 
There's a brief interchange at the beginning between Eruch and the mother of a girl who is 
giving her mother fits. Eruch gives some advice, but it is difficult to follow the conversation 
and it is soon over. 

A boy, 10 (and a half) years old, has a conversation with Eruch. Eruch says he came three 
and a half years late (because children of age 7 and above were welcome to come to see 
the Mandali in India). Eruch kids with him that he would have wrecked the plane had he 
come at age 7.  The boy says that his father didn't want him to come. Apparently he is 
Australian, because he says his mother is back in Queensland.  

Eruch talks to someone who has succeeded in telling others about Baba in such a way that 
they actually come to Baba. He says to that person, "You're accumulating all His blessings 
by trying to touch many hearts with His name, that's good,  but you don't seem to be 
blessed, you see?" [laughter] 

"Very happy to see you back. You were here for the Amartithi? This time you have to refer 
to that book? Oh, you remember the address?" 
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[Still Eruch speaking but now he is addressing Don Stevens] "Don, what about the people 
who speak only French?"  [Don says they are scattered among the persons present in 
Mandali Hall. Don says the group that has accompanied him to the Hall are mostly 
French, but there are also three persons from London, and another from Denver. "How did 
the French happen to come in contact with Baba, Don?" 

Don responds: "In the little group in Paris, one day, we were supposed to study Baba's 
discourses on sanskaras, using Roger Viellard's translation, when three people that nobody 
in the group had ever seen before came into the room. They were the cousins of one of the 
members, Eliane Traiteur. You have not met her yet -- marvelous person. She had told 
them, and they came to visit. I thought whether to continue with the discourse on 
sanskaras, which is one of the toughest ones, or should I quickly try to [transfer to matters 
suitable for new people]? I decided, 'let's just go ahead with sanskaras.'  At the end of it,  
they introduced themselves, said they were very happy and would like to come again. I 
thought this was typical French politeness, considering how dense the discourse is, but 
two weeks later they were there again, and again after two more weeks, and on one 
occasion they explained that their son, who had accompanied them on the prior visits, 
had told many other kids in his school about Baba, and would I come up to their place, 
meet the children, and give a talk (?) There were three of us we went up and spent the 
weekend, and here was this bright sparkling group of kids, 14-16 years old, and for about 
two years that group stayed very close together until they graduated and they all went off 
to college or military service, and for two or three years almost nothing happened.  

"One day, the mother said, "Would it be asking too much? We're only a little family, but 
could we start those sessions again?" We did for about 2-3 years, and all of a sudden about 
three years ago, a mother and son started coming and then one of her friends with her 
little daughter came [these persons are all present in Mandali Hall on this occasion] … 
First thing you know, that little group expanded quite considerably. And then one who  
went down to Marseille to retire, thought maybe she should move back to Paris to be 
closer to Baba people. One Sunday after turning away people who were coming to the 
door trying to sell her magazines and charitable donations and so forth, by 9 PM she had 
had enough, and she said to the person, "I don't want anything. Go away."  

The person responded, "I don't want to sell you anything, I want to know about Meher 
Baba." That was Hasan, who is sitting just to your left there. He brought one of his friends, 
and I went over from Cannes and we had two or three visits, and all of a sudden, Hasan 
and Bassan were in the hall of the university where they were studying architecture, and 
some of their friends asked what they were talking about and they said, 'Sufism and 
mysticism.' 'What? You're talking about that? We didn't know you were interested in that!' 
It turned out that though they had known these people for years, Hasan and Bassan hadn't 
known that these other persons shared the interest in those topics. Hasan said that one 
hour later he was still talking about Meher Baba to these persons. The next time, these 
ones also came to the group. Suddenly there was a group of 12-16 people there." 

Eruch: "One flame lights another wick, which lights another wick, and so forth." 
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Don: "Exactly. [Another person, whose name I didn't' get] is the only person from the 
group in Troyes to the south of Paris, which 2 others have spearheaded in this last year 
which is now formed. Lots of things are happening in France." 

Eruch: "Very heart warming. Happy to see you all here, very happy." 

Eruch says to Hasan: "So Hasan, you know English." Hasan says that he knows just a little 
[though today he is fluent] Eruch continues: "I also don't know much [English – lots of 
laughter]. These are scholars over here, you see, but somehow or other we pull on. Eruch 
asks, and the French people say they all know a little English. "It's good to have people 
who know a little English because if they are scholars then we are stumped! [laughter] 
When Don Stevens starts telling us things, we just nod our heads." 

Don says: "And fall asleep!" 

Eruch rejoins, "We are interested. We don't fall asleep. It's good to have some media, but 
otherwise there is that universal language called the heart media." 

Don asks to say one other thing: "About a year and a half ago, you and Mani had been 
asking what was going on in England, what goes on in France, Spain, and you asked 
whether I thought about having something that was totally unstructured, no particular 
course of study, no curriculum they just come and ask anything they want to, and ask 
questions, and you say anything that comes to your mind. You said you might even call it 
Questions and Answers..."  

[end of tape]        
     


