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Prologue

 


1988 was a pivotal year in my life. I was a
practicing Buddhist in Memphis, Tennessee, and had developed a
budding friendship with a woman named Pamela Drinnon. At the time,
I had major financial troubles. That was the norm; and I did not
have the money to pay a cutoff notice issued by the utility
company. The day before the deadline I knocked on doors in a
wealthy neighborhood hoping to do some housework for the day, but
all of the residences I approached employed maids. So my sole
solution for the problem was to stay up and chant
“Nam-myoho-rege-kyo” all night, if I could. To my utter surprise,
the next morning Pamela contacted me and told me her sister, LaVern
McKarem, who still rises and meditates at 4:00 a.m. every morning,
told her my voice…my cry out to the Universe was so strong, that
she felt compelled to send me $100.00. Mind you, I had never met
LaVern, and Pamela may have mentioned her sister to me, but I don’t
recall it if she did. I do know LaVern was never the focus of our
new, developing acquaintance and conversations. I was totally
unaware of LaVern’s spiritual practices or that she knew I
existed.

After she sent me the money, I didn’t
physically meet LaVern until months later, when my life took a
dramatic turn. That turn occurred after a man broke into my home at
4:30 in the morning; I woke up to a flashlight in my face, and a
sweaty, obviously unstable stranger demanding money as he held a
hammer over my head.

I came through that experience unharmed
physically, which is amazing, but emotionally I was a wreck, and I
became angry at God for allowing me to experience such trauma when
I was trying to live a respectable life. With hindsight, I see the
tremendous grace that permeated that event. For whatever reason,
that night, before I went to bed, I put on a brand new, floor
length gown, and I placed all my bill money under a platter on my
dresser; two things I’d never done before.

The break-in occurred on September 18, 1988.
I raged at God for days after that, despite my Buddhist belief in
an orderly universe that did not focus on God’s compassion. But at
that time, I needed that compassion. I needed it so badly and I
challenged God for it. I said if I was living a life strictly under
the Law of Karma I didn’t want it anymore. I wanted the Law of
Grace and I demanded it be given to me right away. For several
days, every day, something would just hit me in my heart and I
would scream at the top of my lungs at God. As blasphemous as that
might sound to some, I was angry, and that’s how I felt.

And then, one month later to the day, October
18, 1988, I met my current husband, Larry, and my life took a
tremendous turn for the better.

The traumatic break-in was a catalyst.
That

life quaking event forced me to realize I
needed answers to questions that had not been answered, to my
satisfaction, through the religious experiences I’d had thus far.
And that’s how I met LaVern. I attended a dream seminar that she
facilitated at her sister, Pamela’s home. As a result, I’ve kept a
dream journal more on than off ever since.

After the seminar, Lavern and I kept in
contact. My admiration for her grew, and I deeply appreciated the
spiritual insights she shared during our conversations. It was a
result of that relationship, and because LaVern is a reverend, that
Larry and I decided that we wanted her to perform our wedding vows
that following September, 1989.

During a wedding preparation meeting in
LaVern’s meditation room, I noticed a photograph of a man with a
profusion of dark hair, among a collection of other interesting
items. I asked who that man was. She told me it was Sathya Sai
Baba, and that she’d actually gone to India and had seen him in
person.

Before I left that day LaVern gave me a small
container of vibhuti, a kind of ash that Sai Baba was known for
creating with a wave of his hand. It was his calling card; a
reminder of the impermanence of physical reality, she said. You
know dust-to-dust? I remember looking at it and thinking how it
reminded me of the ash that accumulates from burning incense. But
LaVern said this Sai Baba was a God-being in our midst, an
avatar who demonstrated unusual powers over
physical reality. I was somewhat surprised by the description, but
LaVern had gained my respect and I took her at her word.

Amazingly, Sai Baba appeared in my dream that
night. He stood on the right-hand side of an empty, wooden chair
pointing toward a dusky pink rose painted near the top. He wore a
white robe, and the same rose was on a necklace in the dream. But
after that, the truth is I put the container of vibhuti on my
dresser and I didn’t give it or Sai Baba another thought until my
wedding day a few weeks later.

The entire week prior to our outdoor wedding,
local and national weathermen predicted bad weather, and every day
there were thunderstorms and rain. It was misting the morning of
our wedding, then by early afternoon it began to rain and the
weather turned very cool. A cold front was moving in, and the
temperature was expected to drop continually throughout the day
until it reached the upper 30s that night, which is unseasonably
cold for Memphis in September. But I didn’t need the weathermen’s
forecast to know something unusual was going on. All I had to do
was look outside. It was nearly dark in the middle of the day, and
as my husband-to-be and his best man, George Cannon, attempted to
set up chairs in gusting winds and blowing rain, I became extremely
anxious when they reentered the house, on a couple of occasions, to
warm up by drinking coffee. We had envisioned an outdoor wedding in
front of the lake behind our contemporary townhouse; a townhouse
which could not comfortably hold the number of guests we
expected.

Desperate, I began to pray out loud. To be
honest, I was concerned about what Larry and George might think
about me, but not concerned enough to stop. In the midst of my
prayers, I thought of what LaVern had told me about Sathya Sai
Baba, so I began to call out to him. I said, “If you are who they
say you are, then you can do something about this weather. You can
blow away the clouds and the high winds with a single breath.” Yes,
as you can probably tell by now I can be dramatic, and I wanted
results. So I challenged this so-called Avatar with all my heart. I
also proclaimed, if my bond with Larry was a positive manifestation
of Spirit…God, then my prayers would be answered. I asked that the
weather be beautiful for at least two hours while our wedding took
place. The ceremony was scheduled for 5:30 p.m. and I began my loud
outpouring around 3 o’clock.

By approximately 4:00 p.m. I, along with
Larry and George, was amazed to see a line as straight as an arrow,
separating the black stormy front overhead from crystal blue sky
that was moving toward us. By the time the wedding ceremony began,
our guests were seated comfortably in spaghetti straps and other
warm weather clothes, under a cloudless sky with a beaming sun.

After the ceremony, I quickly prepared to go
to our hotel near the airport; we were flying to Paris, France the
next day for our honeymoon. As I gathered my final items I thought
of Sathya Sai Baba and the weather. Excited, I placed the container
of vibhuti that LaVern had given to me in my purse, and secretly
determined to meet someone in Paris who knew the Avatar. I was not
disappointed.

Larry and I were in the Metro Center of the
Paris subway station. On a couple of occasions we had used the
subway to get around, but this time we were more than a little
confused about which train to take. We were facing the wall looking
at the subway map when I heard someone behind us ask, in French (I
took French in my early years), “Can I help you?” It was the first
time a stranger in Paris had initiated a conversation since we
arrived, and he spoke to our backs.

When we turned around, a tall, very dark
skinned man with naturally straight, black hair stood before us. I
told Larry what he had said, and at first Larry was a little
hesitant.

“Do you speak any English?” I asked, because
my French language skills had dwindled immensely.

“Yes,” he replied. “Where are you going?”

We told him our destination and he said,
“Okay. Come with me.”

We followed the man to an escalator. As we
rode down to our subway train platform, deep within the structure,
I asked him where he was from. He was obviously not a native
Frenchmen and his accent was quite different.

“I am from India,” he replied.

Immediately, I thought of Sathya Sai Baba.
“What part of India?”

“The south of India,” he said.

At the time I knew Sai Baba was born, and
actually still resides in the southern Indian city of Puttaparthi.
“Do you know Sai Baba?” I asked.

His eyes widened. “Do you know Sai Baba? He
gave me this ring.” He showed me his hand.

Astonished, I gawked at a remarkable ring
featuring a king-like image of an Indian man. Overflowing with
excitement as my bewildered husband watched, I blurted how I had
secretly determined to meet someone in Paris who knew the
Avatar.

“I have seen him manifest vibhuti,” he told
me. “Many people in India believe in Sai Baba.”

I was astonished by the ‘coincidence’ of the
encounter, but on top of that the man was unusually kind. He rode
with us on the subway train until we got off, and offered an
enthusiastic good-bye waving from each window as the vehicle pulled
away, until we could no longer see him.

That was my introduction to Sai Baba, and as
amazing as the events are to me as I write them here, at the time I
still had no inclination to find out more about the Avatar.
Thirteen years would pass before my interest would be
rekindled.

 


 


 



Chapter 1

 


Salt Lake City is a beautiful town; a valley
surrounded by the potent Wasatch Mountains. During my first spring
there I began to call Salt Lake “the city of roses”. Roses of
numerous colors and sizes bloomed everywhere in the spring and
sustained their aromatic process into the summer months. They
flourished in the well groomed yards of public buildings and
cherished homes as well as in overgrown lots dominated by
dilapidated structures. It didn’t seem to matter to a becoming rose
where it bloomed in Salt Lake. I was very aware of their tremendous
presence because I believe flowers are physical symbols of grace,
and roses are the epitome of that grace.

I recall hearing on more than one occasion
how some folks in the Salt Lake spiritual community viewed the Salt
Lake valley as an energetic bowl where people are given, might I
even say graced with, an opportunity to work on the deepest issues
in their lives. That had certainly proven to be Larry’s and my
experience during the short fifteen months that we had lived in
Utah.

The events of this memoir commence in a
rose-filled Salt Lake summer in 2002. I was walking, enjoying the
second leg of a trip to a spa called Parvati’s in Trolley Square
Mall where I was scheduled for a pedicure. I had taken a bus from
our downtown apartment, but because of the established bus route I
still had to walk a few blocks.

Parvati’s closed approximately a year later,
but at the time it was a beautiful establishment. I discovered it
during a previous trip to the mall when I asked a woman with a
fetching mendhi…henna where she acquired the design. It turned out
she was the mendhi artist and she worked part-time in the mall at
Parvati’s.

The spa was closed that day, but I decided to
make an appointment after I looked through the shop window. It was
tastefully decorated in a beautiful Indian décor. For whatever
reason I can’t recall a time when I didn’t have a love for exotic
things, and by looking through that window I could see that much
time, thought and pride had been invested in the spa. So I made my
first appointment at Parvati’s, I believe it was in May of 2002.
You see, I didn’t start to keep a daily journal of the events that
were unfolding, until two months later in July. That’s how I know
it was on July 18th that what I’m about to write took
place.

I had gotten off the bus and was walking down
the street on my way to Parvati’s when I heard a male voice speak
to me. I heard the voice as clearly as you might hear a friend or
your husband or your brother speaking if he were sitting or
standing next to you. The voice said to me, “You are going to write
a book. It will not be like the others. And it will be called
The Altar”. It was not loud, but it was
very clear.

Now, I need to establish something. I am not
prone to hearing voices. I have no history of psychiatric
imbalances, and those who consider themselves to be clairaudient
(people able to hear voices or sounds that are not normally heard
by the human ear) would not include me in their ranks by any
stretch. Yet I stand on the fact that I heard what I heard and I
can not deny it.

So I’ve just established one thing. I am not
clairaudient. Now let me give a tiny glimpse of who I am. I am a
person with a very open mind. I consider myself both a religious
and spiritual person. My history includes being raised as an
Episcopalian, experiencing life as a Muslim and life as a Buddhist.
I’ve also attended spiritual ceremonies with Native American and
Costa Rican friends. I guess you could say instead of going to a
university and studying religions, I was determined to spend at
least 15 years of my life practicing and participating in a variety
of them. At this point, I am simply a person who believes
unequivocally in a Supreme Being, and I honor and respect those
whose lives reflect the religious or spiritual tenets in which they
believe.

So not being a clairaudient, I was totally
surprised to hear a voice speaking to me. After the initial shock I
also noted that it addressed me as “you”. When I think about how
and when this happened I’m certain anyone in a car that might have
passed by at that moment, although I don’t recall any, would have
seen me searching for the source, although I knew there was no one
near me.

I heard the voice as I approached the corner
of 500 South and 700 East, a corner where Smith’s grocery used to
be. Although I knew I had heard the voice, it was so
out-of-the-ordinary that what must have been seconds later I
attempted to twist what I had heard. I remember thinking,
perhaps I had thought the words. But I knew that wasn’t true
because as I walked that morning I was not thinking about writing.
I was enjoying the beautiful weather… the walk…the flowers,
particularly the roses that were nearby. On top of that I could not
ignore that the voice said “you” and not I, and that it was a male
voice. The other fact is the voice said, “You will write a book and
it will not be like the others”. At the time I was a fiction author
writing under the pen name of Eboni Snoe with 12 novels to my
credit.

Now, believe it or not when that happened to
me, call it coping skills or whatever you want, I naturally pushed
the event to the back of my mind. I guess I didn’t know what else
to do with it. When I think about the entire chapter of my life
that I’m about to share with you now, I think it’s amazing how we
deal with things for which we have no logical fit. I knew I heard
the voice. I tried to find a logical source. When I couldn’t find
one I attempted to brush what happened aside.

By the time I arrived at the spa maybe ten
minutes later and was greeted by Janet Fredrick, Parvati’s owner, I
had placed the event on a mental back burner. During our very first
meeting Jan and I established an instant rapport when I recognized
a photograph of Sathya Sai Baba that she had carefully placed on a
shelf. We met thirteen years after I was introduced to the
avatar.

That particular morning, after I heard the
male voice, I immediately noticed Jan was a bit more excited than
the calm, serene woman I had encountered during my previous visits.
I was comfortably seated in a chair above a built-in basin that she
had begun to fill with warm water, before I began to understand
why. Jan had sat down for her usual morning meditation, and
surprisingly enough, received a message about me.

“I was told you are going to write a book and
it would be about Bharosha.”

I was stunned. I sat with the water running
over my feet and tried to wrap my mind around what was transpiring.
I had heard a male voice, perhaps twenty minutes earlier speak of a
book, and now Jan had received a similar message that morning in
meditation. Let me be clear. I had not told Jan about the voice I
had heard, so for me all of this was very difficult to swallow.

“Bharosha,” I repeated stupidly. “What’s a
Bharosha?”

Grinning, Jan left the room and returned with
the book, Wake Up Laughing. She opened it
to a colorful section of photographs, and pointed to a picture of
an altar.

“This is an altar in Bharosha’s home in
Kathmandu,” she said.

 


 



Chapter 2

 


Yes. Jan actually opened that book and
pointed to a photograph of what I would call an altar.

“Bharosha is a woman who lives in Nepal,” Jan
began to explain.

I believe it was at that point that I told
Jan about the voice I heard on my way to her spa. Remember, the
voice said the book I’d write would be called The
Altar, and here she was pointing to a photograph of what I
interpreted to be an altar. Bharosha’s altar!

We were very excited and amazed that we both
received an unusual form of communication about the same subject:
me and a book. Now I’ve come to see the term, altar, as a
particular culture’s description of a space with spiritual or
religious items. In other cultures the collection of religious or
spiritual objects would simply be an aspect of their prayer room.
In the Hindi language a prayer room is called a puja room, and it includes what I would call an altar. But
the point is, I didn’t say Jan searched for the photo. She opened
the book, the photo was one of five, and she pointed at a picture
of what I perceived to be an altar a mere twenty minutes or so
after I heard the voice.

Needless to say, my mind raced as I studied
the photograph. I noticed a raised area with several objects
including a large Krishna statue and a smaller Shiva statue. To the
right of the photo there was a sizeable chair with a red slip cover
decorated with a golden Ohm. There was also a substantial painting
or poster in the background that was almost covered with some kind
of gray matter.

“What’s that?” I pointed to the
substance.

“It’s vibhuti,” she replied. “It continuously
comes on that painting.”

When I looked down at the caption below the
photograph it read, “Krishna statue in Bharosha Adhikari’s home,
which manifested butter that fed hundreds of people.”

“She’s a healer,” Jan continued. “She started
doing the healings after she died and Sai Baba brought her back to
life.”

You read that correctly. Jan told me Sai Baba
had resurrected a Nepalese woman named Bharosha Adhikari.

At that point, I didn’t know what to say. I
mean, what do you say? So much was going on that involved the
extraordinary, and because of my past experiences with Sai Baba, I
did not discredit what Jan said. I didn’t exactly believe every
word of it, but I didn’t dismiss it either.

Although the face was small, I pointed at an
attractive woman in another photograph. “Is this Bharosha?” There
were four people in the shot. She was looking back at the
camera.

“Yes, that’s her. Her daughter, Sujata, lives
right here in Salt Lake,” Jan informed me. “I go to their house for
bhajans (devotional singing) on Friday nights.
Normally, it’s just me and Sujata, her husband, Sarit, and their
two children, Tina and Sanjay.” Her face brightened even further.
“But guess what? Bharosha is coming to Salt Lake in September!”

“She is?” It was another bit of startling
news.

“Yes, she is. Would you like to interview
her?”

It was that simple. I believe Jan asked did I
want to interview Bharosha because we were in the midst of an
uncanny merging of circumstances and, because she was a giving
individual. Jan also knew I was an author with several books under
my belt, and I’m sure I’d told her I had been a news reporter in
Memphis, Tennessee for several years. Well, I leaped at the
opportunity she offered.

“I absolutely would,” I replied without
hesitation because I didn’t need to be hit over the head. I
intended to follow the signs, the yellow brick road that was
unfolding before me.

Over the next few days I borrowed a couple of
videos from Jan about Sai Baba: Aura of Divinity and Man
of Miracles. I wanted to know more about this avatar whom I had
known of for 13 years but never felt an inclination to really know:
an avatar who people believed had brought Bharosha Adhikari back to
life after death.

I found the videos fascinating and deeply
moving. I loved the thought that there was someone here on the
planet today that could do the things people said Sai Baba was able
to do. Yes, I can say I believed some of it, but my logical mind
wasn’t so easily appeased. In other words, I had definite
doubts.

Today, I view those doubts as a kind of fear,
a fear of being duped, as many are everyday when it comes to
religion and spirituality. I didn’t want to hand over my cherished
belief in a spiritual power greater than myself to something or
someone that was a mere mockery. Honestly... there was
something inside of me that rejoiced in the possibility of a Sai
Baba existing amongst us, but that didn’t make his existence easy
to believe.

So I was thrilled when Jan informed me during
a subsequent visit to Parvati’s that interviews had been arranged
with the Adhikaris: Bharosha and her husband, Ramesh; as well as
the Rimals: Sujata and her husband, Sarit. I’d be given an
opportunity to speak with, and ask questions of a woman who
remembered being resurrected by Sai Baba. I’d be able to look at
her husband, her daughter and son-in-law in the eye and ask about
Bharosha, and hopefully validate for myself if Sai Baba was truly
an avatar.

It was exciting, but the subject matter was a
sensitive one and I had no intention of disrespecting anyone in the
process. How often does one get the chance to interview a person
that has been brought back to life, not by medical means but by
spiritual power? These were grounds where I intended to tread
lightly, be it the truth or not.

In hindsight, I was absolutely naïve about
the complexity of it all. I knew what I was delving into was
profound, but because of the synchronicities that led up to the
opportunity, I convinced myself that I was ready. I know now, I was
not.

But what did I do back then? I went out and
bought a small journal, one that would be easy to carry and not too
overbearing. Now as I gaze at the orange cloth journal with its
beaded rose cover, and even after I bought it, I felt the notebook
was unusually appropriate for the task. The color was almost
identical to the orange robe Sai Baba was known to wear, and as for
the rose, it reminded me of the roses that appeared in my first
dream of the Avatar, the night after I was introduced to him.

I heard that voice, the disembodied male
voice, on July 18, 2002. On July 24th, Jan invited me to
the Rimal’s home. I would be allowed to take photographs and view
the evidence that remained in the house after Bharosha Ma’s last
visit, six years prior. As I told you, I was told after Bharosha Ma
was brought back to life, she had been given healing abilities. I
was also informed she returned as a vehicle for Sai Baba’s
manifestations. That meant with Bharosha Ma’s presence, the vibhuti
that he was known to manifest was said to appear on religious
statues and photographs. Kumkum, a powder that ranged from
vermillion red to burgundy would also appear. In other words,
Bharosha Ma was said to be a catalyst for unusual physical
manifestations. Jan had been to the Rimal’s home. She had seen
evidence that those assertions were true and she was inviting me to
witness them.

The invitation came on a Wednesday, and that
Friday, July 26th, Jan picked me up and we drove to the
Rimal’s for their weekly bhajans. Although the Rimals live in the
Salt Lake valley, their residence is actually situated in West
Jordan, Utah.

It was a small gathering, the Rimal family,
Jan, a woman who was a former Hare Krishna and me. When we arrived,
I was given a gracious welcome before Sujata and Sarit passed out
numbered cards that determined who would sing bhajans, and in what
order. Everyone received a card except for me.

It was all quite pleasant. The singing,
cymbals and Indian drums, the smell of incense, and the Hindu
traditions which included the waving of a live flame. At the end, I
watched Sujata come around with a salt shaker nearly full of
vibhuti. She sprinkled it into offered right palms that were
carefully placed upon the left palm. Sarit consumed some of the
vibhuti he received and placed the remainder on his forehead.
Similar actions were taken by the others. I offered my palm and
hesitantly tasted the vibhuti. It was mild and floral.

Bhajans lasted about 30 minutes. Afterwards I
was given permission to take photographs. In the puja room, there
were several photos and posters of Sai Baba along with posters,
paintings, and statues of other Hindu gods. But there were also
framed images of figures and symbols from a variety of religions,
from Christianity to Zoroastrianism.

Once the ceremony was over, Sujata offered to
make chai tea. Sarit gave me a book about Sai Baba called Living
Divinity, and he talked about the Avatar. Intuitively, I felt
it was not the right time to ask questions about Bharosha Ma, so I
simply listened. But once the tea was served there was a shift in
formalities, and I managed to ask the Rimals about the vibhuti I
saw on some of the photographs of Sai Baba. There was also a red
streaky substance that covered a large portion of a poster of
Durga, a Hindu goddess.

Sujata told me in straight forward terms that
the vibhuti appeared the last time Bharosha Ma, her mother, visited
her home. The streaks of red were a materialization of kumkum and
amrita, a nectar sweeter than honey. She spoke of other startling
manifestations. The one that grabbed my attention was Sujata’s
account of an ohm made of vibhuti that manifested underneath wax
paper that was on top of a rice dessert called kheer. Sujata said
the dish was still in the pot, on the stove.

Our first talk over tea was short. I did not
press the Rimals with questions about Bharosha Ma. Somehow after
such kind hospitality it didn’t feel right to do so. During our
chat I remember repeatedly gazing at a shoulder-up photograph of
Sai Baba with an ohm made of vibhuti over his head. The photo was
placed high on a wall above an open arch that looked down into
their puja room from the kitchen. I couldn’t help but think that I
had held some vibhuti in my hand minutes earlier, and how easily I
could have blown it away with a breath. The ohm vibhuti that clung
to the photograph defied gravity.

Needless to say, my mind was extremely busy
during the drive home, but my heart was exhilarated. I believed the
Rimals were sincere, and that they were definitely devoted to their
religious practice, but any belief that I had about the
manifestations around Bharosha Ma and Sai Baba was cloudy. The
remnants of vibhuti and kumkum and amrita could’ve been placed on
the photos at any time, by the Rimals, even Bharosha Ma for all I
knew. I guess what I’m saying is, it was too much for my logical
mind to accept. I’d thought, perhaps, after visiting their home and
seeing the “evidence” that I would be convinced that what Jan and
the Rimals believed was true. But the truth is, although I believed
something special was happening, the doubts were no less. The
reason I believed at all was because I had experienced some unusual
events around Sai Baba.

Personal experience is a powerful thing. When
you’ve had a personal experience, no one can take that away. It
doesn’t matter what someone else might say or think. You know what
you experienced and it is your truth. It was the strength of the
Sai Baba experiences, of which I included the disembodied voice,
which led me to the Rimal’s home in the first place. Those
experiences were powerful enough that I determined I would continue
to go to their bhajans on Friday nights. What I realized was, I had
a fond place in my heart for Sai Baba, avatar or not, and who knows
where a feeling like that is born.

When I arrived home I re-read some sections
about Bharosha Ma in Wake-Up Laughing. Afterwards, I
couldn’t go to sleep. What if all of the things I’d been told were
true? Although I’d had experiences involving Sai Baba and read of
his “manifestations”, they didn’t seem as tangible as what was said
to have occurred at the Rimals. And to be in a house where one
woman’s presence was the catalyst for startling
manifestations….

Here in the United States we don’t believe
that physical matter can simply appear out of thin air. I’m not
saying other cultures such as the Indian and Nepalese cultures
don’t believe in science and logic, they absolutely do. Yet as far
as written human history goes those cultures have been known to
accept realities beyond physical principles. By far the majority of
Americans, those of us in the West in general, would stake our very
lives on some things not being possible. Therefore, instant
matter…or should I say, instant vibhuti? Not possible.

But yet the mystic in me asked: what if
there was some energy or power unknown to science that could make
this happen? What if?

One thing for certain was, if what the Rimals
said was true, I knew it would shake and re-shape my view of
reality, and that was a little frightening. So I wondered if I
could handle it. I really thought about it. I concluded I didn’t
know if I could, but there was no way that I wasn’t going to find
out.

A few days later Jan informed me that
Bharosha would not be coming in September. Sai Baba had requested
that Bharosha come to Puttaparthi, the city where Sai Baba was
born, first. She and Ramesh would stay at the ashram for one month;
afterwards, they would leave India and travel to the United States;
first to Salt Lake City; then to Little Rock, Arkansas; and
Atlanta, Georgia. After that the Adhikaris would return to Utah,
their home base, during their stay in the States.

 


 


 



Chapter 3

 


I attended bhajans every Friday. I looked
forward to it. I sincerely enjoyed Sujata’s singing and the
rhythmic stride that Sarit’s voice brought to each song. Sanjay,
the Rimal’s, 10-year-old son, was quite good on the drums, and his
sincerity when he sang was moving. But then there was the Nepalese
chai after bhajans. Sujata and most of the time Tina, their
12-year-old daughter, at her mother’s request, prepared it without
exception.

On August 9, 2002, for the first time, I
drove to the Rimal’s house alone. It was the family; a Sri Lankan
woman, Nidra; and I who were there that night. During chai Nidra
wanted to hear some stories about Sai Baba, and as the Rimals
talked a strange thing occurred. A strong, distinct smell of
jasmine surrounded me. There is no doubt in my mind about it. It
was unmistakable. Surprised, I interrupted whatever was being said
and asked if anyone else could smell it. Nidra, who sat closest to
me, said she could smell a slight hint of it, but no one else
experienced it. I was totally taken aback. It was most pleasant but
uncanny.

Eventually the subject turned to Bharosha Ma.
Sujata and Sarit told us that a small group of people from Colorado
sought out Bharosha Ma while they were at the ashram in
Puttaparthi. One of them, a woman, had several cancerous lumps in
her throat, but after three days of healings by Bharosha Ma the
lumps went away. It was at that point that I discovered, after
Bharosha Ma performs major healings, for two to three days she
becomes ill as her body transmutes the poison and disposes of it.
This was the kind of intriguing information that trickled out as I
joined the Rimal’s on a weekly basis. But before Bharosha Ma
arrived, there was one talk over chai that held a special
significance for me.

I had become quite comfortable with my visits
to the Rimal’s house. I have a knack for remembering tunes and had
caught on to some of the simpler Hindi bhajans. I was more at ease
with the overall situation, and like the Rimal’s and a few others
who attended bhajans, was preparing and simply waiting for Bharosha
Ma and Rameshji’s arrival in the United States.

Jan had sewn several beautiful chair covers
for a large chair that was for Sai Baba. This armchair sat in a
special place at the front of the puja room, and it was explained
to me that many devotees had a similar chair in their prayer
rooms.

I couldn’t imagine it then but while Bharosha
Ma was in town, those chair covers would be only one of many things
that adorned the Rimal’s puja room as special festivities took
place. For me, at that time, the seat represented a way of honoring
Sai Baba, but as time passed I came to see it quite
differently.

One evening Sarit, Sujata and I were sitting
at their dining table; I was the only one who attended bhajans
outside of the family that night and I asked about one of their
paintings. I had recognized the subject matter several weeks
earlier. It was a rendition, on cloth, of the ring I had been shown
in the Paris subway station, by the man who knew Sai Baba.
Automatically I assumed, like the chair, that many devotees of Sai
Baba had a similar painting.

“I’ve got a question about the painting of
the ring,” I began. “Do most devotees have that painting, or a
similar painting, in their puja room?

Sarit and Sujata looked at me as if they
didn’t understand the question. So I repeated it, pointing, but
they still appeared puzzled. I didn’t know how else to voice it. It
seemed like a simple question to me.

Finally Sujata said, “No they don’t. That’s a
painting of a ring that Baba materialized for my father. It is the
real Krishna. There are only two rings like that in the world.”

“What?” Now I was puzzled. Could I have seen
the only other ring like her father’s in Paris? I was stumped. “I
saw that exact ring on a man in Paris. He showed it to me as we
were going down an escalator in a subway station.”

Then I told the Rimal’s about my Parisian
experience. Up to that point I hadn’t shared much about myself.
There were so many interesting things to observe and talk about
besides me.

“All of this time I’ve been thinking
practically every Sai Baba devotee had a painting like yours,” I
confessed, “or some version of that image.”

Sarit let go of a laugh I had come to
recognize. “That was Baba,” he said, laughing again as Sujata
nodded. Then he repeated it. “That was Swami that you saw in the
subway station.”

For a moment I just stared at him. Was he
joking?

He chuckled. “Sometimes Baba will come in
different forms. That was Baba who showed you that ring.”

I had no reply for that. I had come to know
Sarit in a very casual way over the last few weeks, and I
considered him to be an intelligent man. But what do you say to
someone who you feel has offered one of the most outlandish answers
that you’ve ever heard, without disrespecting them? Nothing. That’s
what you’d probably say, and that’s what I said. When it came to
that answer, the other accounts about Bharosha Ma and Sai Baba
didn’t matter. There was no place in my psyche for what Sarit had
just told me.

Weeks passed and the waiting for the
Adhikaris continued. There were several unusual spiritual
occurrences during that time, but they are not significant enough
to write about, except for one.

I spoke to one person almost on a daily basis
about what was unfolding around the Rimals. She was Waheedah Ali, a
friend of mine who lived in Atlanta, Georgia. We’d known each other
for more than 25 years. She’d been privy to some interesting
spiritual twists and turns in my life and was a safe, receptive,
sounding board. But beyond that, we had shared a remarkable
experience that involved Sai Baba around the time that I discovered
the spa, Parvati. Now, let me make it clear, Waheedah was no Sai
Baba devotee. Basically, what she knew about Sai Baba had come from
me. But during an extremely stressed time in her life, Sai Baba
appeared to her with an answer to a problem that she desperately
needed to solve, while she was in a dream-like state.

On this particular day I had been out and
about. Our over-the-phone conversation about the Rimals and
Bharosha Ma had been cut short, so I promised Waheedah that I would
call her back once I returned home. When I got to my apartment I
went directly to my bedroom to use the telephone in there. Once I
entered the room I was immediately engulfed by the smell of
vibhuti! It was so strong that I went directly to my altar where I
do my personal prayers behind a shoji screen, to see if I had
spilled anything. I didn’t know what would have spilled, but at
that moment it was the only logical explanation. Everything on my
altar was in its proper place.

Now, how did I recognize the smell as
vibhuti? I was no expert on the subject at that time, nor am I at
this point, but vibhuti has a specific scent. It is light,
floral-like, fragrant… yet full of matter, and when I first entered
my bedroom the words, “I smell vibhuti,” came out of my mouth. It
was an instant recognition. But although that recognition was
solid, it made no sense to my logical mind. I recall standing in
the middle of the floor contemplating the source of the smell as
the scent hung for perhaps 30 seconds. Then it gradually
dissipated. These were the kinds of things that I experienced
before Bharosha Ma arrived in Salt Lake City, and what I shared
with Waheedah when I returned her phone call.

 


 


 



Chapter 4

 


On November 18, 2002, I, along with
approximately twenty others, attended bhajans. Bharosha Ma and
Rameshji were there.

The first time I laid eyes on Bharosha Ma, I
remember the house felt very still and quiet. There were just the
three of us, Bharosha Ma, Sujata and me. Bhajans would not begin
for another thirty minutes.

I entered the puja room and they were sitting
on the floor directly across from me. Bharosha Ma had a subdued
color Nepalese shawl wrapped around her, and a set of at least
twenty, vibrant red bracelets on her arm. I could feel her studying
me as I approached. It’s funny, but even if there had been other
people in the room, I would have known who she was.

I don’t recall how Sujata introduced us, but
I do recall how Bharosha Ma’s face appeared to me. Her complexion
looked soft and fair, and her dark hair was arranged behind her.
She was beautiful, and although her features were gentle, at that
moment her eyes were intense and steady. I sat down in front of
them and I’m sure I said something like how pleased I was to meet
her at last, and she responded with a slight smile and a nod.
Afterwards Bharosha Ma said something to Sujata in Nepali, who in
turn said to me, “Mommie says you are a devoted and good soul. She
says good things are in store for you.”

I was truly surprised by her remark…and
grateful. I don’t know how I expected my introduction to Bharosha
Ma would unfold, but I was deeply moved to know this powerfully
spiritual woman saw me in such a light, and was kind enough to say
so.

“Thank you,” I replied to Bharosha Ma.

“Mommie doesn’t speak any English,” Sujata
said.

“Oh.” I looked at her mother.

Bharosha Ma shook her head ever so slightly,
which obviously meant although she didn’t speak any English she
definitely understood some of it.

“Look, Gwyn.” Sujata gestured toward the
front of the puja room. “Vibhuti is coming everywhere.”

I turned my gaze toward the main altar. First
I noticed several of the Hindu god and goddess statues had been
placed in crystal plates, and there was a grayish white ash
accumulating on and at the base of a few of them. I tried to recall
what they had looked like before Bharosha Ma arrived, but Sujata
called out to me again.

“Look at the Krishna, Gwyn.” She was standing
near a foot and a half high, ornately painted, marble statue of
Krishna. Piled on his horizontal arm as he held his flute, was the
largest accumulation of vibhuti. There was also vibhuti at
Krishna’s feet.

I saw the Krishna but I was most fascinated
by an amazingly bright red powder accruing on a smaller statue
beside it. “Is this kumkum?” I asked.

“Yes,” Sujata said.

Bharosha Ma continued to sit quietly. She
never moved from the spot where we were introduced.

I looked at all the objects, thinking of how
the vibhuti and kumkum was supposed to have gotten there. But when
I saw the substances with my own eyes, I found the materialization
explanation more difficult to believe… although a vast part of me
did believe. It was difficult because the materializations were no
longer a concept. This was physical matter.

You have to understand, I could not see the
vibhuti or kumkum accumulating. It wasn’t manifesting like water
pouring from a faucet, but the way the piles were shaped, slightly
pyramidal, looked as if they were growing.

By then other attendees arrived and they
brought flowers and fruit as offerings. Sujata greeted them, took
the offerings, and arranged them on the altar. Bharosha Ma came and
sat near the front of the prayer room. Through gesture she offered
me a seat beside her before she picked up some of the fruit as if
she were blessing it. I watched as Bharosha Ma silently greeted
several new people and accepted some more bananas. After she
accepted the fruit, Bharosha Ma placed them with the other
offerings below the statues and photographs.

Moments later Sujata pointed. “Whose bananas
are these?”

“They are mine,” someone replied.

“Ohms are coming on your bananas,” Sujata
said excited.

Bharosha Ma looked at me as if to say, yes
it is true, before she leaned in a direction that enabled me to
see. Light brown marks that resembled a number three and were about
an inch and half in size could be seen on several bananas in one of
the bunches.

“And there are more ohms coming on these over
here.” Sujata pointed.

I was shocked and my logical mind reared its
rebellious head. Instantly I wondered if the people who’d brought
the bananas were “in” on some kind of scheme to fool the rest of
us. I’m ashamed to admit it now but I even thought, did Bharosha
Ma or someone take a pin and scratch the ohms on the peelings
before the gathering? But when I looked at the people who had
brought the fruit they were obviously elated by the manifestation,
and Bharosha Ma had moved on. She was searching through a small
book that contained some handwritten Nepali. She didn’t appear to
be the least bit occupied by the quiet but ongoing jubilation. Once
everyone settled in, including Rameshji, a distinguished looking
grey-haired man who took a seat in the back, bhajans began.

Bharosha Ma was one of the singers. Her voice
was as sweet and gentle as Sujata’s was powerful and beseeching. I
sang too, and Bharosha Ma beamed and smiled showing her approval.
It is not easy to explain the thoughts and feelings that I
experienced during that session, but something happened. I can’t
say what, but before I could hold them back a light flow of tears
were on my face. I hadn’t expected tears and I have to admit I was
embarrassed by them. But when Bharosha Ma hugged me, I felt
consoled and understood on a unique level, even though I did not
understand my own actions.

Rameshji provided an explanation for my
out-of-the-blue tears as many of the people formed a line to
receive a healing from Bharosha Ma. He said something about when
there is true devotion in the presence of divinity, eyes can not
remain dry. I found his words very beautiful but, I was uncertain
if they truly applied to me, although I hoped they did.

I watched Bharosha Ma place her hand on each
individual after a short verbal exchange. On the spur of the
moment, I decided to join the line. When it was my turn Sujata
interpreted for me. I asked if I could simply receive a blessing.
Bharosha Ma nodded, placed her hand on my head, and moved her lips
with inaudible words.

After the healings, when the opportunity
presented itself, Rameshji spoke with me at length. I soon realized
he was attempting to know who I really was, what was in my heart,
and what my intentions were when it came to writing a book about
Bharosha. Finally, as it was getting late and we had barely
scratched the surface, Rameshji asked me to return the next day an
hour before bhajans, in order to talk some more. I complied, armed
with a tape recorder in my purse.

 


 


 



Chapter 5

 


Tina opened the door when I arrived at the
Rimal’s at 6 p.m., and the smell of pleasant, but indecipherable
spices wafted toward me. When I entered the kitchen I saw Bharosha
Ma. She was standing at the stove cooking. She smiled as I spoke to
her but turned back to her work when Rameshji invited me to join
him in the living room.

We talked, and I presented my format for the
book. I told him it would be called The
Altar, and I’m certain I must have shared my experience with
the voice that day, but as I write this memoir what I said is
somewhat of a blur. Once again, I could tell Rameshji was
attempting to discover my intentions, but at the same time share
his insights about Bharosha Ma, their life, and some of the unusual
things he had seen and experienced. Finally, I believe Rameshji
concluded I was simply a novice in the world of Sai Baba, and that
my intentions were good but I hadn’t grasped the profundity of it
all.

“You know Bharosha actually died,” he said,
“and that it was Sai Baba who brought her back to life.”

“Yes, I’ve heard that,” I replied. “I’ve also
read some interesting things about her in Connie Shaw’s,
Wake Up Laughing.
But there was so much it’s rather difficult for my mind to absorb
it all. But I do remember reading that you were in India with her
when it happened.”

“Yes.” He nodded slowly. Bharosha and I were
at the ashram in Puttaparthi. It was in 1995. It happened on
October 3rd.

Bhajans were being held and Bharosha was
sitting in the women’s section in the Abode of Peace. Baba
came near to her and gave Bharosha what you might call a vision.
She said there were lots of colors coming off of Swami. Very
dazzling. Different beams of color. Baba looked like that.” His
eyes widened. “Shortly afterwards Bharosha fainted and was soon
taken to the General Hospital, but I didn’t know about it because I
was sitting on the men’s side.

I remember how Baba was walking around on our
side, and I saw him stop and talk to Dr. Ayer. At the time all I
could think was that I wish he would stop and talk to me. He
glanced at me, but he kept going. Later I found out that Baba had
sent Dr. Ayer to the hospital where Bharosha was so that he could
attend to her. I heard he was weeping because Baba had sent him
there, and Dr. Ayer was asking ‘Where is daughter, Bharosha?’”
Rameshji’s brow wrinkled.

“When Bharosha was at the General Hospital
they gave her some medicine, but after an hour her condition
worsened. Dr. Kartkar was the General Hospital physician who was in
charge. She told me Bharosha needed to be taken to the Super
Specialty Hospital. Then I asked Dr. Kartkar, how can I just take
her there.” Rameshji paused. “Maybe they would give me some
problems in admitting her. So she began to write a recommendation
letter. But when Dr. Kartkar finished the letter and looked up, the
man she was writing the letter to, was standing in front of her.”
Rameshji’s face brightened as he spoke of the remarkable turn in
events. “And she said something like, ‘How is it that I am writing
this letter to you and now you are here?’ And the doctor gave her
some reason. After that they talked, and he determined Bharosha had
to have open heart surgery.

So we took Bharosha to the Super Specialty
Hospital. Dr. K.P. Sharma was the surgeon there who was going to
perform the surgery. He was about to begin when suddenly Bharosha
had no vital signs. None.” His eyebrows rose. “Soon after one of
the doctors, he was very sad, said, ‘She’s no longer with us.’”

“Before he said that did they try to revive
her?” I injected.

“Yes,” Rameshji replied, “they tried, but
finally they gave up.” His dark eyes filled with sincerity. “I
watched them lay Bharosha on the floor, and they chanted Om Sai Ram
over her dead body.”

“You must have been devastated,” I said.

“I was in shock,” he replied. “The grief was
overwhelming but I had to carry on. There were things they wanted
me to do. For instance the death certificate needed to be taken
care of. And while Bharosha’s body was still on the hospital floor
the doctor filled it out and I signed it. Although he was sad for
what had happened, he told me I had to remove the body because it
couldn’t be kept there.”

“So, she was pronounced dead,” I said. “There
was an actual death certificate.”

Rameshji nodded. “Yes, I signed it.” His eyes
brightened. ‘But would you like to know what was going on while she
was dead?”

My eyes narrowed. “I most certainly
would.”

“Bharosha told me as soon as she was out of
her body dark entities came and began to attack her. They were
biting her.”

“Where did they come from?” I asked,
alarmed.

“Perhaps it was another etheric realm or
loka. But they were on her, and they began to beat her etheric
body. She was terrified.”

“I would be too,” I said.

“Who would not be?” Rameshji’s voice was as
dense as a stone. “And now at the moment of death, Bharosha is
alone defending herself, and she’s doubting the worth of dedicating
her life to Baba. But right then, she said snow began to fall, and
in the direction that Bharosha was looking, there was a small red
dot in the middle of the snowfall. Very quickly it grew larger, and
all of a sudden Baba was there in his red silk robe. He told
Bharosha to open her mouth, and out of his mouth he sent this
flame. It was in the form of a yellow arch. After that Baba held
her hand and quickly took her to a place of safety in another
loka.”

I was totally riveted by what Rameshji was
saying, and I tried to picture it in my mind.

“There, in that realm, they went before a man
who was going through the pages of a large registration book.
Bharosha said there were maybe twelve other people there, and she
said she watched Baba sign some kind of release paper. He also gave
her etheric finger an injection.” Rameshji sat back. “And do you
know you could actually see where he injected her on her physical
body when she came back.

“This is amazing,” I said.

“Yes,” Rameshji said. “But that is not all.
Before Bharosha returned to her body in Puttaparthi, Baba told her
he was removing her karma and extending her life. But Swami said
there was a price. In order to be restored and her life extended
Bharosha had to endure three things. When she returned she would
have high blood pressure. She would have diabetes. And she would
become a healer, a world-renowned healer. That would be the price
of resurrection.”

“She has those illnesses?” I asked.

“Of course,” he replied. “Baba brought her
back, but her struggle was not over. Bharosha could not speak for
twenty six hours. She stayed in the hospital for sixteen days. But
she had been through so much; a heart attack, leaving her body,
dark entities attacking her.”

 


 


 



Chapter 6

 


Bharosha Ma appeared in the opening between
the kitchen and the living room. She motioned for us to come.

“Yes, we are on our way,” Rameshji said
before he summed up his talk. “And as you have witnessed tonight,
Bharosha is fulfilling the third requirement. She is doing her
healing work.”

He rose from the couch. “Now it is time to
eat.”

I was acutely aware of the tape recorder in
my purse that I had not used, but as before, I felt the time was
not right for pulling out mechanical devices; so I followed
Rameshji into the kitchen and at their bidding sat down to my first
Nepalese dinner; a dinner prepared by Bharosha Ma. There were
greens, steaming hot rice, a spicy side dish, and following
Rameshji’s lead I poured dahl, a soupy lentil, over my rice and ate
the Nepalese way, with my fingers.

Bhajans proceeded as usual, but this time
with my confidence bolstered I led an English bhajan, “Say The Name
Of Sathya Sai”. While we sang the unusual occurred again; ohms
appeared on bananas and apples, and vibhuti manifested on
photographs of relatives and individuals for whom attendees were
seeking blessings.

As strange as it sounds, in the Rimal ‘s puja
room these manifestations were just a part of it all. At least
that’s how it appeared to me. I noted there was no discussion over
the validity of what was going on, nor were there any loud
emotional acknowledgments. Why? Perhaps it was a matter of respect.
It might also have been attributed to the fact that the majority of
the attendee’s ancestors, and many of them, had been born in the
East. India. Sri Lanka. Nepal. Places where metaphysical and
paranormal phenomena are known to occur, and are believed in and
accepted from childhood.

At the end of bhajans the protocol from the
previous night was repeated. Many people lined up and quietly
received healings from Bharosha Ma. When they were over, Rameshji
told a story that Sai Baba once told.

“Once there was a Black man who Whites would
not allow in their church. He wanted to go in because he believed
Jesus lived in there. Even when Jesus appeared to him outside the
church, because he didn’t look like the Black man expected, he
still wanted to go inside. Finally, Jesus transformed into what the
man expected.” Then Rameshji added, “Sai Baba said the moral of the
story is: God is not in a particular place or religion.”

After bhajans a few of us stayed behind, and
Rameshji expressed that they wanted me to write the book, but he
didn’t think I realized how important an undertaking it was. Years
later, as I write this now, I can say that he was absolutely
right.

As I left the house Bharosha Ma insisted that
I take an apple with me. It had three ohms etched deeply into its
skin. I remember accepting it gratefully like a child who’d been
given something from a mother who sincerely wanted him to be happy.
I was also grateful for the experiences I was having, and that my
writing a book about Bharosha Ma had been accepted by all. As I
walked out the door I promised Rameshji that I’d bring him one of
my novels, so that he could read something I’d already written.

I got in my car but I didn’t pull off right
away. I sat in front of the Rimal’s house with the interior light
on studying my apple. The thought of what had happened to it amazed
me. One of the ohms seemed to be burned, as if by laser, so deeply
into the red outer cover that it sharply cut through the skin, and
a hint of beige flesh could be seen.

When I arrived home I proudly showed the
apple to my husband, Larry, before I cut it in half so we could
share it. Prasad is what they called it; food
that has been devoted to and blessed by God. Being at times a
quiet, contemplative man, Larry accepted the apple and listened to
what I had to say, but said nothing else.

 


 


 



Chapter 7

 


The following day I spoke to Jan on the
telephone. In spite of the fact that her family was going through
some challenging times that required much of her energy, she had a
fascinating account to tell me.

Being the creative person that she is, Jan
had sewn several ornate chair covers for Sai Baba’s chair in the
Rimal’s puja room. She had given them to Sujata at bhajans the day
before and Sujata had stored them in a hall closet.

“About an hour or so ago,” Jan informed me,
“Ramesh asked Sujata if I had delivered the covers, and she told
him, ‘Yes’. So she went to the closet to get them and Sujata
couldn’t believe what she saw. Baba’s hand prints were on every
cover!”

“What do you mean hand prints?” I asked.

“His hand print,” Jan repeated. “It looks
like he has placed his hands in vibhuti, and pressed them against
every chair cover.” She chuckled vigorously. “Sujata said she was
so overwhelmed that she fell to her knees in tears at the sight of
them.”

You can only imagine something that affected
Sujata profoundly, someone who had experienced lots of phenomenon
surrounding Sai Baba and her mother, totally baffled me. Hand
prints appearing on cloth in closets??? I couldn’t wait to see the
things Jan had spoken of with my own eyes.

“And I’ve got something else to tell
you.”

“What?” I couldn’t imagine what could top the
hand prints.

“Sujata and Bharosha Mommie were talking, and
Mommie told her that she loved you.”

I felt an energy move in my heart, but I
replied, “I’m sure she loves everyone who comes around her.”

“That might be true too,” Jan said. “But
Mommie said she loves you. That you have touched her heart in a
special way.”

The truth is I knew that Bharosha Ma seemed
to cater to me, that I felt a special energy between us, and now
Jan had validated that.

Later I recall thinking, why are two people
immediately drawn to one another? I couldn’t help but believe with
a spiritually evolved person like Bharosha Ma, that we must have
developed a close karmic bond in the past. The past I am referring
to is a previous lifetime… or even lifetimes. Years later it would
be Rameshji who actually voiced his belief in just that. But at
that time all I knew was, I liked the woman, Bharosha Ma, and I
wished that we could speak one on one, and that there was no
language barrier between us.

I arrived an hour early for bhajans that
evening and Sujata was so excited she met me at the door.

“You are not going to believe what you are
about to see,” she said as I entered the house.

I had some fruit and a gift for the Rimal’s
in my hand; an ornate container I had purchased from a Jewish
synagogue. Judaism was the only major religion that I did not see
represented on their shrine.

“Come. Come.” Sujata insisted. “You must see
this.”

I entered the puja room and Bharosha Ma was
there. We spoke, and then I immediately looked at the altar. On a
life-size poster of Sai Baba in an orange robe was a huge ohm
symbol made of vibhuti that simply defied gravity! The ohm was
perhaps fourteen inches in height.

And wouldn’t you know it, I just measured it
from a photo to guestimate the width for this paragraph…and at its
widest point it is exactly the same measurement as the height.

At the Rimal’s Sujata said, “Can you believe
this, Gwyn? When I saw it I screamed and screamed.” She mimicked
her reaction.

I shook my head because it was difficult to
believe. Then I looked at the poster of Shirdi Sai Baba beside
Sathya Sai Baba. Shirdi Sai Baba according to Sathya Sai Baba was
his previous incarnation, and on that poster were large Hindi
letters written right across the center.

But that wasn’t all. There was a profusion of
vibhuti on the majority of the framed images of religious figures
that surrounded the larger posters. Some of the smaller framed
images had a sprinkling of vibhuti from when Bharosha Ma first
arrived, but now it was as if the Big Bang had occurred in the form
of vibhuti and increased the manifestations.

I tried to take it all in. But this vibhuti,
this ash that was as fine as the finest flour was clinging to
posters in a raised fashion as it formed the ohm and Hindi letters.
There was no vibhuti outside of the perfectly formed characters. I
knew, based upon the nature of the substance that was used to form
these images, it would be humanly impossible to create.

“Oh my, God.” I repeated softly. “Oh my,
God,”

“And look, Gwyn.” Sujata motioned toward the
footstool that sat in front of Sai Baba’s chair.

There were footprints of vibhuti on top of
the stool and on the slender decorative cloth walkway that led up
to it. When I say footprints I mean it was the image of the bottom
of a foot that looked as if it had been placed into vibhuti then
pressed against the cloth.

At that point Bharosha Ma took my arm and led
me to a photo of Sai Baba’s feet. She outlined some natural creases
on the bottom of his foot, and then she motioned toward the vibhuti
footprints. Bharosha Ma wanted me to compare the two. She wanted me
to see that the footprints of vibhuti matched the bottom of Sai
Baba’s foot. I felt she was saying, this was proof that Sai Baba
had actually been there. She wanted me to understand that the
footprints of vibhuti were not hers or Sujata’s or someone else in
the Rimal’s household. The vibhuti footprints were Sai Baba’s.
Afterwards she took the apples from me and placed them on the
altar.

By then Sarit entered the room chuckling. He
asked me what I thought about what had taken place. The truth is I
have no idea what I told him. I do remember being at a loss for
words, after I gave him the gift.

As my thoughts rushed about chaotically, I
sat against one of the walls in the puja room and watched as
various people came in, noting their reactions to the phenomenon.
By now, the crowd was numbering around thirty people every night.
Still there were no loud outbursts, but the vibhuti manifestations
did create a low, steady current of excitement as people took their
seats.

I marveled at the restraint of the people in
the room and before I knew it I was weeping. As before I don’t know
where the tears came from, but unlike the previous time, this time
I wept on and off throughout the entire evening. It was as if
someone had turned on a faucet inside of me and I could not turn it
off.

When I recall what was going on inside of me,
I was thinking about what was unfolding, and my heart told me it
was real, even as my mind said IF this is real, how can
YOU write about it? The question that surfaced was, and this
was truly my thought, what makes you worthy of writing about
it? If what was happening was real, I didn’t know if I
had the ability to write about the subject matter, and the
capability to honor it. Yes, I’m an author. Yes, I had written many
books. But this was one I didn’t want to get wrong in the slightest
way.

I gingerly expressed my feelings of
inadequacy to Sarit and Sujata, and they attempted to encourage me
with a story about a man who built an entire temple by himself. I
listened, I heard what they said, but it didn’t stop my tears.

By now the apples that I brought, that had
been placed on the altar by Bharosha Ma had ohms on them, and some
bananas offered by a long-time, elderly devotee had more ohms than
I had seen on any of the fruit. Throughout the evening Bharosha Ma
gave me what felt to be special attention, especially after I sang
the bhajan. “Light In Me A Flame”. She reached out and gently
touched my throat, then touched her own throat before she touched
her heart.

Bharosha Ma performed many healings that
evening and when she was done she sat beside me and placed her hand
on my knee. I felt so much for this woman whose very presence
inspired faith, and through whom Sai Baba, a purna
avatar, a God-being of the highest power, seemed to
effortlessly allow his manifestations to flow.

I had noticed times when her body seemed to
tire from the healings, but she continued quietly with what felt
like a silent resolve. Never did Bharosha Ma appear to be excited
or moved in any way by the attention she was given as a result of
what her presence brought. There was no pride in her eyes. She was
silent duty and I loved her for that. That evening I couldn’t help
but tell her so.

“I love you,” I said, my eyes swelling from
crying.

“I love you,” she said, her eyes full of
sincerity. It was the first time I ever heard Bharosha Ma speak
English.

By the time I arrived home with ohmed apples
that Bharosha Ma insisted that I take, my eyes were very puffy.
Larry greeted me when I came into our living room. He took one look
at me and said, “You’re sleepy”.

“No,” I replied, “I’m weepy.”

I told him everything that had unfolded that
evening, and when I was done he decided that he would attend
bhajans with me the following night.

 


 


 



Chapter 8

 


As he said he would, my husband accompanied
me to the Rimal’s house the following night. I introduced him to
everyone, and while Larry chatted with Sarit, Sujata led me to the
altar. She picked up an apple that was sitting at the very front
near the edge of the glass table.

“Gwyn look,” she said, pointing at and
reading what I assumed was four Hindi words. “Baba wrote, I love
you, Sujata. See? I was so excited when I saw it. Oh my
God, I cried and cried. I love you, Sujata.” She read the
words again.

I looked at the uniformed markings that
formed a straight line around the curvature of the apple. They were
approximately a half of an inch in height, and had been carved into
the apple in same manner as the ohms.

Now this new turn in manifestations sent my
logical mind to the place where it always seemed to go whenever
something I had not conceived of occurred. It asked, Did this
really happen? Or was this an elaborate hoax? Then my mind
would go through what might be the motivation if it was a hoax.
Money? But money couldn’t have been it because I knew Bharosha Ma
did not charge for the healings she administered, although there
were people who offered gifts of various sorts from time to time.
Monetary compensation or gifts were not requested. I even knew of
instances when money had been turned down. So with this knowledge,
again I asked myself, Why would they stage such an elaborate
hoax? For the attention, maybe? As I sit here now, years
later writing this account, I can tell you without hesitation that
a part of Bharosha Ma and Sujata would prefer a “more normal”
existence. Attention was not their source of motivation.

There were at least fifty people attending
bhajans that night. There was also a definite air of excitement or
perhaps I should label it anticipation. Larry and I talked to
several people, and I showed him the ohms that had appeared on some
of the bananas.

One of the most impressive reactions to the
phenomenon came from a young man who was a friend of Jan. His name
was Lee. He was also known as Sebastian. From what I could glean,
Jan told him what was happening at the Rimal’s home, invited him to
come and he took her up on it. He also brought bananas as an
offering. I’ll never forget the look on that young man’s face when
ohms appeared on the bananas that he offered. He was so totally
shocked that his face paled. You see, he was one of the very few
who was not a Hindu. Like Jan, myself and Larry, he had no roots in
Eastern culture, and therefore his novice reaction to the
phenomenon affected me in a way that touched home.

After that, more people came and Rameshji and
Larry talked extensively. While they talked Bharosha Ma invited me
to sit beside her. Although our communication was very limited, I
discovered Bharosha Ma had gained ability to speak a tiny bit of
English.

First, we spoke of my shawl and we agreed
that it was cotton. I had bought it along with a few other shawls
to wear to the Rimal’s home out of respect. Instantly, because of
the many beautiful examples of shawls, saris and sarawl kameez, and
pant sets around me, I wondered if it was inappropriate for the
gathering, although Bharosha Ma’s clothing always seemed to be the
most understated when compared to the women who came to the
house.

Next, Bharosha Ma inquired about the bracelet
that I wore; it was thin and crafted of small, colorful faux stones
in a faux gold setting. I told her what I could and hoped that she
understood me. Within the boundary of the conversation that had
been established I mentioned the red bracelets that she always
wore. I told her I thought they were simply beautiful. Immediately
Bharosha Ma called Tina, her granddaughter, and said something to
her in Nepali. Tina left the room and returned with eight of the
red bangles. To my utter surprise, Bharosha Ma maneuvered them past
my hand, which was quite a feat, and positioned them on my arm as
she instructed Tina to tell me that they were glass. I was
extremely grateful and pleased. After that we sat beside each other
in silence, her hand upon my arm.

Then softly Bharosha Ma said, “You come to
Nepal.” She looked deep into my eyes. There was a pause. “You
come?”

I felt so full, and in the face of so much
love I immediately replied, “I’ll come.” At the time, I did not
think a trip to Kathmandu would allow me to do more research for
the book. I was not in a place of logic as I sat beside her, the
response I gave so quickly came from my heart.

Before bhajans two more noted manifestations
occurred. In Hindi, “I love you, Bharosha Ma,” appeared on a
banana, and the message “I love you, Sujata,” surfaced again on a
honeydew melon.

Bhajans took place and as usual the men sat
on one side and the women sat on the other. From time to time I
looked at Larry to see if he was enjoying the program, and it
appeared that he was. I saw him moving his head to the rhythm of
the songs, and once I saw him with his eyes closed as if he was
truly taking it in.

There were no tears that night, at least not
from me. But out of the blue, while someone sang, Sujata gave a
soft wail and started crying. I watched her rise to her knees and
bow down as she continued to weep. She remained in that position
for a short period of time before she regained her composure and
rejoined the singing. After bhajans Sujata explained she had seen
Sai Baba sitting in his chair. She saw him sitting in the chair
that was specially prepared for him.

Did I see him? No. Did anyone else express
that they had seen him? Absolutely not. But there is such a thing
as clairvoyance, when an individual can see something that others
can not. Some explain it as a matter of vibration, that the person
with the ability to see is vibrating at a higher frequency and that
allows them to experience what is outside of normal human
capabilities. I am sure there are people who don’t believe that
this is possible, but I am one who does.

When the program was over, people milled
around, talked and ate. A gentleman who owned an Indian restaurant
in downtown Salt Lake provided several dishes for the occasion.
Before that, every night, Sujata and Bharosha Ma prepared food for
the guests to eat.

Afterwards, Larry and I drove home in a
virtual silence. Being the kind of personality that I am,
Sagittarius to boot, I was chomping at the bit to ask what he
thought about his experience. But I determined I would wait for him
to share his feeling. That determination collapsed twenty-five
minutes later as we opened the gate to our apartment building. When
Larry hadn’t said a thing about bhajans, or the manifestations by
then, I was very upset. I couldn’t believe he could be in the
presence of everything that had occurred and not have anything to
say.

So, we had quite a... discussion… about it.
In the end, basically, Larry said he was still processing what had
gone on. Well, that wasn’t good enough for the blabbermouth in me.
I couldn’t understand how anyone could remain quiet under such
circumstances. So what did I do? I took a private vow. I vowed
never to ask him to attend bhajans again, and no matter what I
experienced, I would not tell him. I said I was upset. You see,
there I was, sharing something that was having a profound affect on
my life with my husband, and he didn’t have a mumbling word to say.
Vibhuti exploding on pictures. Messages and ohms appearing on
fruit. What else did you need to start a discussion? I didn’t know,
and at that point I refused to find out.

When you consider my silent vow, you can
imagine my reaction during a telephone conversation the next
morning when Larry asked what time I was going to bhajans that
evening.

“I plan to leave around five thirty,” I said,
as I wondered why he was asking.

“I think I’ll go again this evening.”

I wish I could’ve seen my own face at that
moment. “I don’t have to leave at five thirty,” I hurriedly
replied. Larry normally arrived home from work at that time. “I’ll
be glad to wait for you.”

So we agreed to leave our apartment for
bhajans around six. I was happy that Larry had decided to return. I
wanted to share with him what I considered to be one of the most
fascinating times of my life.

Later when we were on our way to bhajans,
while we were in the underground garage headed toward my car, Larry
opened up about what he had experienced the night before.

“There was an apple sitting alone near the
front of the altar”, he said.

“Yes,” I replied. “That apple was a special
to Sujata. There was writing on it. It said, I love you,
Sujata. That’s why it was sitting on top.”

“Okay.” He nodded. “Well, throughout bhajans,
no matter how I closed my eyes or looked away, I saw a man sitting
in a big chair, wearing a white outfit, with his feet on a
footstool… on that apple.” Larry had the most confessing, honest
look on his face. “I mean, I looked to see if anything was
reflecting on the apple; I even looked for a projector, but I
didn’t see one.”

Talk about a bombshell. You could have
knocked me over with a feather. I knew there was no way my husband
was making it up. “How long did this last?”

“Throughout the singing,” he replied. “And
when the singing was done, the image went away.”

“That was Sai Baba,” I said. “You saw Sai
Baba on that apple!” I was beside myself. I had ten million
questions to ask as we reached the car. “Did I ever tell you
anything about Sai Baba sitting with his feet on a footstool?”

He shook his head, “No.” Then Larry opened
the door and climbed inside.

At that point I began to babble. I repeated
how he had seen Sai Baba on the apple. I’m sure I asked another
question or two but that may have been overkill for Larry. I felt
like he was beginning to shut down and I quietly accepted that.

But inside I continued to play what he said
over and over in my mind all the way to bhajans. My husband had
been given a private audience of Sai Baba on an apple at the
Rimal’s house for nearly thirty minutes. That was almost better
than my seeing it. Why? Although he is a man of faith, he has a
very scientific mind, and I knew he had attended bhajans that night
armed with a pure and healthy skepticism.

 


 


 



Chapter 9

 


The following day a group of people arrived
from Colorado and the activity around the Rimal’s home increased
exponentially. It was November 23rd, Sathya Sai Baba’s birthday,
and the altar overflowed with garlands, flowers, fruit and
photographs. That day special ceremonies were held, and I felt
deeply touched when Bharosha Ma asked Rameshji to remind me she
wanted me to come to her home.

“Bharosha says she wants you to come to our
home, and she says she wants you to come,” his gaze softened, “and
never leave her.”

I looked at Bharosha Ma who was smiling, so
sweetly, and I touched my heart.

She spoke to Rameshji again in Nepali.

“And of course,” he told me, “this invitation
includes Larry. After the two of you come to Nepal, then you should
travel to India to see Baba.”

I nodded as I considered their
suggestion.

After that I continued to go to bhajans every
evening. Several days after Sai Baba’s birthday, a more detailed
discussion of my trip to Nepal took place. Sarit, who was a travel
agent, conducted the conversation.

“Mom,” he said, referring to Bharosha Ma,
“says you should travel back to Nepal with her and Rameshji when
they return. They will leave the third week of February. She also
wants you to know that you will not be staying in a hotel. You will
be a guest in their home. Food, shelter, even clothing will be
given to you.”

I looked at Bharosha Ma, her eyes were
beaming with kindness and excitement, and I was simply amazed by
her generosity.

Bharosha Ma spoke to Sujata, and Sujata
turned to me.

“Like me, Mommie says you are her daughter.”
She smiled. “Now we are sisters,” Sujata proclaimed.

So many times was my heart moved by the words
and actions that took place during the first months of meeting
Bharosha Ma.

During a subsequent conversation I asked
Sarit for more travel details. How long would I be staying? Two
weeks was the suggested time. I would stay in Kathmandu for two
weeks, then I would go to Puttaparthi, perhaps have Larry meet me
there, and together we would travel home. Sarit informed me I
should prepare to have my ticket purchased at the same time as the
Adhikari’s.

As exciting as the thought of traveling to
Kathmandu, Nepal was, I want to explain my mindset. No doubt, I was
excited, but there was so much happening around me that even that
trip seemed surreal. I was no stranger to traveling outside of the
United States, and Larry and I had actually lived in Guangzhou
China for one year, but the ride my life was on in Salt Lake City,
Utah was shifting my perspective of reality in a way a physical
trip could never do. So, to project my thoughts toward what it
would be like to stay in Bharosha Ma and Rameshji’s home in
Kathmandu, a place where I had been told astonishing events had
taken place, was more than I could focus on. I imagined what it
would be like whenever we spoke of it, but afterwards I let it
go.

In my present space, there were so many
manifestations, and a plethora of stories from people who were
coming to the Rimal’s with accounts of fascinating things they had
experienced surrounding Sai Baba.

As I write this memoir, I also noticed a
shift in my journal notes. I had begun to pick and choose what I
documented. Based on some of my entries it appears the purpose of
my journal had changed. Was it to keep an account of the phenomenon
that surrounded Bharosha Adhikari in order to write a book? Or had
I evolved into a startled seeker, a tiny leaf caught in powerful
currents, a simple witness to the flow of an eternal river? I
believe I can answer yes to both questions, particularly after what
happened the next day.

A guest, LaVonne Wells, joined me at the
Rimal’s that evening. It was a pretty quiet setting after the large
birthday celebration crowd. From what I recall, it was simply the
Rimals, Bharosha Ma, Rameshji, LaVonne and me. There were several
attendees who generally arrived late every night. They had not come
yet.

We were in the middle of bhajans when
Bharosha Ma physically moved Sujata’s head and focused her gaze on
a corner curio cabinet sitting to the right of the altar. It was
perhaps six or seven feet high and made of glass shelves with glass
sides and backing. Inside Sujata displayed brass Hindu gods on one
shelf, several angels on another, a nativity like scene with Jesus
and Mary on a third, and more angels on a shelf below. They focused
on that cabinet as the singing continued.

I must say Bharosha Ma was the most animated.
She was pointing and whispering. Finally, I couldn’t take it any
longer. I had to know what was going on, so I leaned toward Sujata,
who sat to my right. “What is it?” I asked. No sooner had I
positioned myself as such, when a large human eye, looking directly
at us from the back glass panel came into view! It was as clear as
my hands are right now, typing on the keys of my computer. I saw a
large dark pupil surrounded by ample eyelashes and what appeared to
be black eye liner around the rim of the eye! Immediately I jumped
back. Startled by what I had seen.

Bharosha Ma looked at me with a knowing
smile.

“Did you see it?” Sujata whispered.

“Yes,” I replied, still stunned.

“What did you see?” She asked.

“I saw a large eye looking at us. Did you see
it?”

“No,” Sujata said. “But Mommie said she could
see Baba’s eyes. That he was watching us sing bhajans.”

Bharosha Ma nodded. Then tilted her chin up
as if to ask, did you see it?

“I saw an eye,” I repeated softly so they
both could hear. “Bharosha Ma saw two eyes?” I asked.

“Yes,” Sujata said. “She says there were
two.”

“I only saw one,” I said. “But I saw it.”

Of course by now everyone wanted to know what
was happening, and others tried to see the eye or eyes watching us
from the curio cabinet, but the moment had passed.

That happened to me. This time it was not
someone else’s experience. It was mine and Bharosha Ma’s, and it
would be told over and over again, like Larry’s sighting of Sai
Baba on the apple.

Three days later I experienced a unique
culmination of events. Rameshji showed me the ring that Sai Baba
had manifested for him. Although the image of Krishna was the same
as the image on the man’s ring in Paris, the setting of Rameshji’s
ring was much more elaborate.

The image was protected by a small golden
dome decorated with an ohm. It had a tiny, delicate clasp, and
Rameshji requested that I open it. This time, unlike Paris, I had
an opportunity to study the masterful artwork. Even to my untrained
eye it was amazing.

“Was it manifested with the cover?”

“No,” he replied. “As you can see there’s a
tiny piece missing. I didn’t want it to be damaged any further, so
I had a cover made.”

“And there’s vibhuti inside,” I said.

“Yes, Baba has manifested vibhuti on this
ring.”

After I had studied it to my satisfaction,
Rameshji closed the dome, touched the ring to my forehead, and then
touched it to his own. Just for a moment I thought I felt some kind
of energy where the ring made contact.

 


 


 



Chapter 10

 


As we sat in the Rimal’s living room
surrounded by images of Krishna, Radha and the gopis, I felt as if
something had reached completion because of my encounter with the
ring. Feeling satisfied, I didn’t want my conversation with
Rameshji to end.

“I understand you’re going to be traveling to
Tucson, Arizona this weekend,” I said.

“Yes, we are. We will visit with Sarit’s
sister, Sumeeta. She is a longtime Sai Baba devotee. We received a
message on a banana from Baba saying that we should go. The bananas
here are like the divine fax in Kathmandu.” Rameshji’s eyes shone
with amusement.

“The divine fax?”

“Yes,” he smiled. “That’s what we call it. It
is a tray filled with tumeric. Baba writes in that tumeric just as
he is writing on the bananas here. Can you believe it?”

“I’m simply amazed by all of it,” I replied.
“What is the story behind the divine fax?”

“Story?”

“How did it start?” I elaborated. “How did it
come about?”

“Oh I see.” Rameshji paused. “Tumeric began
to pour from a photo of Baba.”

“Now this is tumeric, the spice?”

“Tumeric is a yellowish orange powder that is
used as a spice, but it is also a powerful medicine. You have seen
Bharosha use it during some of the healings.”

“Yes, I’ve noticed that,” I said.

“We brought that tumeric with us from Nepal.
It manifested there.” Rameshji continued. “So, the tumeric was
coming from the picture. I decided to gather it up and put it on a
plate, put it on the tray. And it sat there for long time. It was
in the corner of the room where we hold bhajans, and after a while
people were touching it and it was collecting dirt. One day I
decided to clean it up. I picked things out of it and wiped it
clean with my hand. When I stopped I saw what looked like an ohm in
the tumeric but I thought it was due to the motion of my hand, so I
wiped it clean again, and the ohm appeared again. I did it a third
time and the ohm came back. So.” He nodded. “I thought there is
something here. And I covered the dish with a protective piece of
glass, and put it in a safe area under the statue of Shirdi Baba.
The next day when I checked the tumeric there was the symbol for
Christianity on it. A cross. The third day when I checked it a
circle had appeared, the symbol for Buddhism.” Rameshji’s brows
rose. “The fourth day there was the symbol for Zoroastrianism. And
the fifth day the symbol for Islam was there. A crescent and
star.”

“One religion after another.”

“Then there was a personal message for me,
‘Ramesh come to Baba.’ For awhile messages came every day, and then
for several months there was nothing. Now messages come on some
days, and on some days there is nothing.”

“When did this start, Rameshji?”

“It was back in 1993,” he replied.

“That is absolutely… what can I say?”

“It is amazing,” he said. “There are many
amazing things that surround Bharosha but it is difficult work
too.”

“I noticed sometimes she looks very
tired.”

“Yes, she gets tired. Bharosha suffers, but
is part of her karma,” Rameshji stated. “Because of the high blood
pressure and the diabetes, sometimes she gets weak after doing many
healings. She has also fainted after doing healings on people with
cancer, and her work is not finished even then. Before she goes to
bed at night Bharosha recalls all the faces of the people that she
has been healing. She thinks of their conditions and she prays for
them. Sometimes she does not go to sleep until two in the morning
because she is praying for the people that she is healing. So it is
not easy work.”

I thought of the gentle woman I had come to
know. “No it isn’t,” I replied.

“Many things happen around Bharosha.”

“Like what?” I asked.

“Once we were walking down the street, and
this rare rudraksha bead fell into Bharosha’s hair out of the
trees. You know what a rudraksha is?”

“Yes. It’s a kind of prayer bead that comes
from an evergreen type tree in Nepal. Actually when they’re strung
together they remind me of a rosary.”

“They are similar because they are prayer
beads,” Rameshji replied. “But one of the rarest rudraksha beads
has only one partition, one mukhi.”

“One face.”

“Yes. That kind of rudraksha dropped into
Bharosha’s hair while we were walking down the street.”

“So things just appear for her,” I said as
Bharosha Ma came in and joined us.

“They do,” Rameshji agreed. “Including money.
We have been walking and money has appeared on the street at a time
when we needed it. Once we boarded a plane leaving the United
States with only four dollars in our pocket. Bharosha went to the
bathroom and returned with two hundred dollars.” His eyes seem to
search my face to see if I truly believed what he was saying.
“There’s more,” Rameshji said. “On two occasions, when a certain
sum of money was needed, on the day when it was due, I lie in my
bed and watched our bedroom door open ever so slightly, and a hand
tossed an envelope onto our bed with the exact amount of money that
was required.” He paused. “Now a mole is coming on Bharosha’s cheek
in the exact same spot where Baba has a mole.” He looked at this
wife’s face.

Like a young, bashful girl Bharosha Ma turned
her left cheek toward me. I could see that a mole was developing
where the Avatar has a mole.

“These are the kinds of things that are
happening,” Rameshji said as Bharosha Ma left the room. “She seems
quiet and very normal, but…” He shook his head with a serious look
on his face. “She is not. Do you know when and where Bharosha was
born?”

“No,” I replied.

“She has the same birth date as Swami, as
Baba, November 23rd.”

My jaw dropped and my mouth opened.

“But Bharosha was born in 1949,” Rameshji
continued. “Using the Nepali calendar her birth date is called
Mansir 10. Sometimes it falls on November 22nd, but she
was born on November 23rd.”

I found the coincidence of Bharosha Ma having
the same birth date as Sai Baba absolutely uncanny.

“Where was she born?” I asked, unable to
guess what Rameshji might say, but I was still surprised at his
answer.

“She was born where Buddha’s palace is
located in Taulihawa, Kapilbastu,” he replied. “Her family still
owns land there.”

“And you can see ruins of the actual
palace?”

“Yes.” He nodded patiently. “You can see
ruins. Siddhartha Gautama’s mother…he is known as Gautama Buddha or
The Buddha… his mother, Maya, was traveling in Lumbini when he was
born. But The Buddha spent much of his childhood, literally, a
very, very short distance from her birthplace. Lumbini is like the
state, while Kapilbastu is the district, and Taulihawa is a
town.”

“Interesting,” I said.

“Yes, it is,” Rameshji replied.” “When
Bharosha was born she was given the name Indira. I gave her the
name Bharosha when we married. It is a Hindu tradition for the
husband to give his wife a new name.”

“I remember hearing something about that,” I
said before I rushed on. “Tell me. What are Bharosha Ma’s parent’s
names? Does she have any brother and sisters?”

“Bharosha’s father is Chinta Mani Gywali, and
her mother’s name is Lila. They had six children; five girls and
one boy. Bharosha is the oldest. Her sisters are Bunu, Anju, Manju
and Ranju, and there is one brother, Sunil. He is the
youngest.”

“So Bharosha Ma was born on Baba’s birth
date, and near the land where the Buddha was born.” I mulled over
the new information.

“Siddhartha was born in Lumbini and so was
Bharosha.”

 


 


 



Chapter 11

 


The unusual was the norm at the Rimal’s. The
following evening when I arrived was no different.

For convenience sake, before bhajans, the
door to the Rimals home remained unlocked. No one was in their puja
room when I entered the house, shoeless, which was the custom.
Being alone, I took a quiet moment to observe the phenomenon that
surrounded me. My gaze rested on the Krishna statue where vibhuti
had manifested so profusely from the beginning, and had continued
to that very day. There were flowers, and a collection of bananas
and apples with ohms, fruit that had been offered but had not been
taken home.

Quietly, Sujata entered the room.

“Sai Ram, Gwyn. How are you tonight?”

“I’m fine,” I replied.

“Guess what, Gwyn? Last night before I went
to bed I asked Baba if he would walk around in my home while we
slept. And look.” She pointed at three sets of vibhuti footprints
on the runner that led up to Sai Baba’s footstool and chair. “Swami
was here.”

The next day Bharosha Ma and Rameshji went to
Tucson. I didn’t return to bhajans until my birthday, December 8th,
which coincided with Bharosha Ma and Rameshji’s return to Salt
Lake. Rameshji described how the people who came to Sumeeta
Uprety’s Tucson home experienced vibhuti and kumkum manifesting on
several statues; and for some, messages appeared on bananas.

Rameshji said it was also a very trying, but
successful healing time for Bharosha Ma. One woman had surgery
canceled after they medically determined the operation was no
longer needed. He also shared a physical description of how the
more serious healings, such as cancer, affected Bharosha Ma’s body.
One of her hands became swollen, and above that her arm turned
black up to her elbow from the toxins she was removing. I must
confess, I never witnessed her body react in such a way, but I did
not discount it.

When I returned the following day Sujata was
somewhat despondent. She felt, despite all her mother was doing,
negative things were being said about Bharosha Ma and Rameshji, and
she was injured by the hurtful words. This eventually led to a
discussion about pedophilia accusations against Sathya Sai
Baba.

“We cried, Mommie and me, over the things
that were being said about Swami, and soon after that Mommie
received a message on the tumeric. Baba told her,” Sujata shook her
head as she spoke, “not to cry. He said that he was an avatar and
negative things would be said no matter what. That it was
expected.”

I watched Sarit enter the kitchen. It was the
first time I had heard about the accusations and I didn’t know what
to make of them. “Do any of the other revered gurus or spiritual
leaders in India say that Sai Baba is an avatar?”

Sarit quickly piped in. “Yes, many of them
agree. Paramahansa Yogananda. Ammachi. Sri Aurobindo and Anandamoyi
Ma have all said Swami is the highest of avatars. They say it
because it is true.”

Of course I had no way of knowing if the
accusations were true or not, but based on the accumulating
experiences surrounding Bharosha Ma and Sai Baba, it was difficult
to imagine a being of his status performing such a reprehensible
act.

Sujata’s mood lightened somewhat as the day
progressed. When you think about it, the Rimal’s life had been
turned inside out by Bharosha Ma’s presence. The last time she had
visited Salt Lake City was five years prior, and I was told the
crowds were much smaller then. Now, partially because of
Wake Up Laughing, written by an American,
whatever normal life they had, whatever normal routine they enjoyed
no longer existed. The telephone rang constantly, and the curious,
the needy and the faithful came. All were welcomed without
question, and the emotional and physical wear and tear on their
home was real. It doesn’t matter what high purpose may have brought
the people to the Rimal’s house, when large numbers of people
gather, most of them strangers, mishaps, misunderstandings and
misdeeds occur. In such a pressure cooker, I now believe divinely
designed, the good and the bad surfaced, individually and
collectively.

“Are you feeling any better, Sujata?” I asked
a little later as she cut up vegetables for the evening meal and I
swept the kitchen floor.

“I’m better. My head hurts.” She touched her
temple with the back of her hand. “But mostly I’m just tired. I go
to work so early. Then I come home and prepare for the devotees.”
She rested her hand that still held the knife against the kitchen
counter. “I’m only a human being, Gwyn, and this is hard work.
Sometimes I feel people don’t realize how hard.”

“Well, maybe you can get Mommie to do a
healing on you, to help you get rid of the headache.”

She shook her head slowly. “No-o.”

“Did you know Bharosha can not use her
ability to heal on herself?” Rameshji asked as he entered the
room.

“No, I didn’t,” I replied.

“She can not. Baba is responsible for healing
Bharosha. She can not use it for her own benefit,” Rameshji
explained. “Baba does not heal himself either. The power is not
used for their own benefit. So when it comes to family, like most
physicians who do not treat their own family members, it is the
same with Bharosha. Sometimes a little something here or there but
in general….” He shook his head.

I thought about this nuance in Bharosha Ma’s
healing abilities as Sujata continued her work in the kitchen. I
had also noted other differences when it came to Bharosha Ma’s
family.

At that time there were very few, if any,
messages appearing for attendees in general; although I had been
shown Hindi messages on bananas for the Rimals, Bharosha Ma and
Rameshji. I was told these communications were appearing every day.
Bharosha Ma would place one to three bananas in an opening of a
cocktail table covered with glass; it served as part of their
shrine, and the messages would appear. The writing was so uniformed
that it was uncanny. There were bananas that had as many as five
lines of Hindi characters on the hull. This method of communication
from Sathya Sai Baba, according to Sarit, had garnered the nickname
of the banana fax.

On this particular day I arrived at the
Rimals early because of a special ceremony. While I was there a
message appeared on a banana advising Sujata that devotees were
coming. It asked her not to be angry, and to take care of them. The
tone of the message got a laugh out all of us, especially Sujata.
Minutes later another message appeared on the banana fax but it was
written in English! The words I love you were very clear but
the name that followed was indiscernible. I looked at it and I had
no idea what it was, and at the same time my mind was wrestling
with the fact that the message was in English. To my knowledge,
that had not occurred before.

As I retell the situation it is very obvious
to me, although I had witnessed and seen many things, each time the
events took another turn that was out of my normal scope of
reality, I was at a loss. It was as if my mind could not adjust
fast enough to the reality that was unfolding around me.

It may have been five minutes later when the
telephone rang. A man named Lenny was on the line. He was traveling
from Arizona with a friend, Rose, and her daughter, Leanna. They
were Sai Baba devotees and they were trying to find the Rimal’s
home. They had witnessed the events in Tucson and had driven to
Salt Lake City to be a part of what was taking place there.
Directions were given and it was concluded that these were the
devotees that Sai Baba had foretold would come. There was another
thing that became clear with the phone call; the mystery name on
the banana. The message said, ‘I love you, Lenne’.

When the devotees arrived Sujata took care of
them just as Sai Baba asked by offering food and chai. Leonard
Larsen, a kind man, was extremely pleased that a message had
appeared on a banana for him. He and I were talking when Bharosha
Ma came over and touched a gold medallion of Sai Baba that Lenny
wore around his neck. Moments later to our astonishment, the air
filled with a wonderful, sweet, floral scent as vibhuti appeared on
Lenny’s medallion.

“Vibhuti is coming on my medallion,” Lenny
said, his face bright with joy. “It’s coming on my medallion! Oh
my! Look at it!” he exclaimed.

Now I had witnessed the entire manifestation,
but I still stood there stunned and wondering what had taken place.
I can only chock it up to how difficult the mind can be to accept
things that are outside of the realm of logic. No doubt I am a
person of faith, and my spiritual pursuits have been many, but I’ve
also been someone who has dealt with only facts as a news reporter,
and the world I was living in at the Rimal’s home was beyond
that.

 


 


 



Chapter 12

 


Invitations for Bharosha Ma, with offers of
paid tickets arrived from around the country. Some requests even
came from Canada, but it became obvious to me, and Rameshji stated
it as a fact, that they would not accept any of them unless Sai
Baba sanctioned it. Decisions of that magnitude were left up to
Baba. This is how Bharosha Ma and Rameshji lived their lives. I was
told it had been that way ever since the arrival of the divine fax.
They were, according to what I had read on the subject, devotees
who had totally surrendered their lives to the guru’s will, in this
case, the Avatar.

Something else was going on in the Salt Lake
City valley. Bharosha Ma had begun to accept invitations to various
homes. People with a plethora of needs from illnesses to negative
spirits were requesting her presence, as well as those who simply
wanted a few bhajans sung in their personal space.

At evening bhajans the following day reports
of vibhuti appearing on the objects of worship in these homes
accrued. If the primary path of worship was Christianity and the
object was a statue of Jesus Christ, vibhuti would appear on that
statue. If the believer was a Hindu it would appear on the Hindu
god they worshipped, if the believer was Buddhist the manifestation
would appear on the objects of their devotion or their practice.
The people who gathered at the Rimal’s were a reflection of that
diversity because Sai Baba encouraged people to continue their
faith, even after they had come to know of him.

I was inspired by what I heard and hesitantly
asked if Bharosha Ma would come to my home. Sujata told me that she
would and a date was set. That day a message arrived from Sai Baba
informing Bharosha Ma and Rameshji that they should leave Salt Lake
City for Kathmandu after a special Shivaratri celebration, the
celebration of Shiva’s birthday. I was told that I should prepare
to travel with them. Arrangements were made for our tickets to be
purchased simultaneously.

I profess I was more than a little excited
that Bharosha Ma planned to come to my home. I had no idea what
would happen but I did not want to be unprepared. I meticulously
cleaned my house and spruced up my prayer space. This caught my
husband’s attention and with light humor he teased me about it.

The day arrived and Bharosha Ma came. Of
course, she was not alone. Rameshji, Sarit, Sujata, Tina and little
Maya, the Rimal’s niece, accompanied her. Larry and I offered seats
to our guests in our living room, and I was secretly nervous,
hoping my home, a condo, was presentable.

Once everyone had settled in, I served Indian
chai that turned out to be mediocre at best, especially compared to
Sujata’s, and a homemade apple puff pastry that I think made up for
it.

Minutes after the food was served Rameshji
said, “Bharosha wants to know if you have a quiet place where she
can pray.”

“Yes, I do,” I eagerly replied. “I have an
altar in my room.”

“Take her there,” he advised.

Bharosha Ma rose from her seat and followed
me into my bedroom. When she saw my bed ripe with several plump
pillows, she impetuously lie down and dramatically, but gently,
draped the back of her hand across her forehead. I was duly
surprised, amused and deeply honored in a most personal way. After
her moment of lightness Bharosha Ma stood up and I directed her
toward my altar that was hidden behind the shoji screen.

I had several photographs of Sai Baba that
Jan and Sarit had given to me, along with other spiritual images. I
also had a small flowing, water fountain that lent a gentle sound.
With bright eyes Bharosha Ma pointed at the fountain.

“You like my fountain?” I asked and stated at
the same time, pleased by her reaction.

She smiled but her countenance changed just
that quickly. I could tell she was already preparing for prayer so
I left the room.

Conceivably, a minute and a half passed
before Bharosha Ma emerged and returned to her seat. Light
conversation ensued for perhaps, three minutes before Bharosha Ma
said, “I smell.”

“She says that,” Rameshji announced, “when
something has come. Go.” He pointed to my bedroom door. “See what
is there.”

I got up immediately and went to my altar.
Vibhuti had manifested on three of Sai Baba’s photos. I came out
and told everyone what I saw.

“Good,” Rameshji said. “That was very quick.
Sometimes it takes awhile before it comes. And sometimes we walk
through the door and vibhuti and kumkum simply appear. But this is
good. I don’t know how to say it, but there is some….” He gestured
with his hand. “Some….”

“Some kind of energy,” I offered.

“Yes. Some kind of energy here. I think so,”
he surmised.

We talked for a few minutes more, but my
thoughts were on the vibhuti that had appeared on my photos. It was
thick and circular like a raised planet set in the midst of an
explosion of stars, sprinkles of vibhuti.

Finally Sarit announced, “Gwyn and Larry, it
is time for us to go. We must visit another home but thank you for
having us.”

“Thank you for coming” I reluctantly replied,
disappointed that the visit had come to such a quick end.

Bharosha Ma stood up first. She walked
directly to me, saying something to Sarit as she advanced. Her gaze
pinned me in an unusually probing way.

“Mom says this is how Swami will be looking
at you when you are in India.”

“Yes,” Bharosha Ma said accompanied by a
pronounced nod, before she donned the intense look again standing
maybe four feet away.

For me the thought of Sai Baba probing me so
deeply was just another unexpected element on my overflowing plate
of having no idea what to do or think. So I simply watched Bharosha
Ma as she walked passed me toward the front door of our unit,
before I followed in her footsteps.

Larry and our guests were saying good-bye
when once again Bharosha Ma said, “I smell”. She pointed behind my
head.

I turned and looked up at a small wooden
carving of Radha and Krishna that I had recently acquired. It was
sitting on a small decorative shelf mounted on the wall. Now a
thick layer of vibhuti nearly covered Krishna and dusted the shelf,
but Radha was barely touched.

“Larry,” I called, “vibhuti has appeared on
this statue.”

My husband joined me to see what had
occurred.

What happened next is somewhat confusing. For
some reason I remained in the living room near Bharosha Ma as she
stood at the door. Larry on the other hand, according to him,
offered to show the rest of the family the office that we shared.
He said he pointed out my computer where I had written my novels,
and then his desk. While this occurred I was standing between
Bharosha Ma and the Radha Krishna manifestation. This, I believe,
is the sequence of the next manifestation. Larry and the others
were coming out of the office when once again Bharosha Ma said, “I
smell.”

In a hurry, I went back into my bedroom to my
altar, but I didn’t see anything new.

All of a sudden I heard Sujata shout, “Gwyn!
Gwyn! You must come see this!”

She was shouting from my office so I rushed
to that room.

“Baba has put vibhuti on your computer
screen,” Sujata said, obviously surprised.

There it was. A splash of vibhuti that
resembled a large nebulae was on my empty computer screen!

“This is unique,” Rameshji said. “I have
never known Baba to bless an object like this. This is quite
unique. I think Baba is blessing your work.”

Totally astonished I stared at my computer.
“There is also vibhuti on these photos,” I pointed at a collage of
photographs that I had recently assembled of Sai Baba and his
parents. Nearly each photograph had a smattering of vibhuti.

“Gwyn, I have never seen anything like this,”
Sujata said, referring again to the vibhuti that had manifested on
my computer.

“What do you make of this, Larry?” Rameshji
asked at the height of the moment.

My husband, master of dry wit that he is,
replied, “You see it came on her computer. I’m going to start using
that one.”

We all laughed.

After they left Larry took photographs, and I
discovered a small framed picture of Sai Baba that had a small but
significant amount of kumkum. I say significant because in a quiet
prayer I had asked Sai Baba to manifest the beautiful red kumkum in
my home.

Larry and I talked briefly about what had
taken place. I could’ve talked all evening, but as he became more
contemplative I decided to go and sit in my prayer space. It was
the first opportunity I had to absolutely study manifested vibhuti,
and I stared at the grayish ash that clung to the glass. I
concluded that it appeared the vibhuti manifested from inside the
photograph out, much like a small version of the Big Bang.

No matter what you might think at this point,
the investigative reporter in me was still alive and well. So what
did I do? I took some vibhuti into my hand that Sujata had given to
me before Bharosha Ma arrived, and I attempted to throw it on
another photograph. Immediately, the vibhuti powdered the air. It
never reached the photo although I sat very close. The other
result…my hand was a mess. The natural moisture in my palm was the
culprit. It caused the majority of the vibhuti to remain inside my
hand.

 


 


 



Chapter 13

 


Just as Bharosha Ma was being invited all
around the country, people from all around the country were coming
to Salt Lake City. Every day the numbers seem to swell. Sometimes
the attendees overflowed into the Rimal’s kitchen and into their
living room, and once in a while messages would appear for one of
them on the banana fax. Niru Bista, a Nepalese woman who lived in
the United States part-time, was one of the fortunate ones, with an
unfortunate ending.

Niru saw that it was her name coming in on
one of the bananas with a message. In her exuberance she reached
out and picked it up, and to my amazement, and her dismay, not only
did the message stop darkening but the letters began to smear like
ink written words on paper doused in water.

Word was spreading that I would be traveling
back to Nepal with the Adhikaris and that I was also going to India
to see Sai Baba. Interesting tales emerged about trials and
tribulations that many encountered in their quest to go and
physically see the Avatar. Even more interesting were some of the
things people learned about themselves while they were there. Among
the growing participants was Dr. Sunny Anand of Arkansas and his
family. I had been told Dr. Anand was very fond of Bharosha Ma. It
was through Dr. Anand’s wife Itti’s excellent translation skills
that Bharosha Ma warned me that the energy in Puttaparthi was very
purifying. She advised me to acknowledge my negative thoughts, but
once done I should let them go.

One evening when there was a very large crowd
Bharosha Ma sang a bhajan that opened my floodgates again. The
entire song was in Hindi, and I did not understand what it was
about, but there was something in the way she sang it, something
about the melody that moved me, deeply.

That evening, when everyone was socializing
after the program, Rameshji approached me for one of our talks. In
the course of that I asked him about the bhajan.

“What is the meaning of the bhajan Bharosha
Ma sang tonight, Rameshji? As soon as she began to sing it, I began
to cry. I cried the entire time. I couldn’t help it,” I
confessed.

“This bhajan means if you will not carry me
in your arms God then let me lay at your feet,” he replied.

I thought about what he said, but the literal
meaning didn’t spark anything in me. For some reason, I thought
perhaps if I knew what the song meant that I would understand why
it made me cry. But knowing the basic message within the song
didn’t help me understand my reaction at all. Finally, I said, “I
don’t know what happened to me when I heard Bharosha Ma sing that
song.”

Rameshji smiled slightly. “Once we were in
Puttaparthi and we went in for an interview with Baba. While we
were there Baba asked Bharosha to sing. He asked her to sing a
bhajan. That was the bhajan that Bharosha sang …and Baba
cried.”

“He did?” The thought of the Avatar crying
had never occurred to me.

“Yes, he did,” Rameshji replied.

I couldn’t help but think, what kind of
sincerity, what kind of pure heart could sing in such a way that it
would cause an avatar to cry. Whatever it was I had felt it, and I
had the answer to my question.

“Let me tell you this,” Rameshji continued.
“On two occasions Baba wrote something very interesting in the
tumeric. I have photos of it.”

He left and brought back two laminated
photographs of the tumeric tray full of writing.

“I think you should take a picture of these
for your research.” He placed on the photos on top. “This one
says,” he followed the Hindi words with this finger, “the soul that
entered Bharosha’s body after she died is Sita, and if you want to
question or dispute Bharosha about it,” he looked into my eyes,
“come talk to me. Meaning come talk to him, Baba.”

“Who is Sita?”

“Have you heard of the Ramayana?”

“No,” I replied, feeling somewhat inept.
“Should I have?”

“It’s okay,” Rameshji patiently said. “Sita
is Rama’s wife. Their lives are known about throughout the world
because of the Ramayana, an epic that was written a very long time
ago but is still talked about and discussed today. Baba says Rama
is one of his previous incarnations. Krishna is as well. They are
all avatars.”

My brow wrinkled as I attempted to
understand. It was difficult. What I did understand was the roots
of what was unfolding around me were deeper and vaster than I could
have anticipated. At that time I determined to find out more about
Sita and the Ramayana.

Rameshji switched photographs. “This message
also refers to Bharosha being Sita, and it says ‘You are my good
friend Sudhama’. Krishna’s good childhood friend was named Sudhama.
Baba has referred to me in such a way and he has written it
here.

“That is who I was in a previous life, and
although Baba has said I am a good soul, many years passed in this
life before I would acknowledge what was going on in my own home.”
His expression shifted as if to say, this is simply the truth. “For
years, 26 years I ignored the spiritual experiences Bharosha was
having in our house. This is the kind of husband that I was.
Sometimes bhajans were being held but I refused to go. Why? I did
not believe the manifestations were real. Once I got angry and
threw a photo of Baba on the floor. I was tired of Bharosha pushing
this Sai Baba.

I enjoyed alcohol, and I was busy being
successful in Nepal’s telecommunications industry until I was fired
in 1992. Then one day I had indulged in my normal habit and
Bharosha rubbed my hand in some vibhuti that had manifested. I was
not impressed and I told her so. The next day we saw vibhuti had
appeared on many Sai Baba photographs during the night. But I was
still defiant. I told Bharosha it only came on his photos. So what
happened? Vibhuti appeared on photos of Shirdi Baba, his first
incarnation, and after that the ash continued to come in many
places, including my bed cover. Gold dust even appeared on a
photo.” He paused for emphasis. “And there was also amrit. You know
amrit?”

“I’ve heard of the amrit,” I cautiously
replied. “It’s like the nectar of the gods. But I think when I
heard about amrit it was associated with some Greek gods and
goddesses.”

“Amrit is a very sweet liquid,” Rameshji
continued, “much more flavorful than honey. This amrit, this nectar
came on the same photo as the gold dust, and there was vibhuti
everywhere. On the floor. On our stairs. I could no longer deny
something was happening.

So I began to read about Sai Baba. I started
my own daily puja to him, and as Bharosha and I did ceremony every
day, together, manifestations occurred every day.” His gaze
brightened. “Later we realized there were three phases to these
manifestations. First…vibhuti appeared on the photographs. But it
also appeared in other places in the house. Second.” He counted off
on his fingers. “Several manifestations were happening at the same
time. There was vibhuti. Amrit. Tumeric. And the red kumkum. This
went on for six months. The last phase involved Bharosha. She would
get this smell. Bharosha would smell when the manifestations
occurred. You witnessed this in your home.”

I nodded, but I was mulling over the last
thing Rameshji told me. “So she could smell whenever the powders
manifested no matter where they were in your house.”

“Yes, she could, and,” then he repeated with
emphasizes, “and… Bharosha could smell when the objects began to
manifest.”

“Objects? What kind of objects?”

“For one thing small statues of gods and
goddesses have manifested in our home.”

The words statues and manifest ripped through
my mind before they hit a brick wall.

“It is true,” Rameshji insisted. “The first
one happened on Shivaratri, when a four faced Shiva lingam
appeared.” He placed his thumb and his forefinger about two inches
apart to exhibit the height. “I was stunned that such a thing could
occur, but it was only a short time after that manifested when the
room filled with a powerful smell. Bharosha and I knew something
else had happened, and we rushed down to our puja room. There, the
strangest thing was occurring. We have a chair for Sai Baba in our
puja room like Sujata and Sarit have here. Above the seat of that
chair we could see this large ball, and there was a yellowish gold
triangular object hitting the ball. It was striking it.” Rameshji’s
expression was one of remembering. “We watched this action for
perhaps thirty seconds before the room became very dark, and then
it filled with what I would call stars before an iron Shiva statue
appeared.”

“How big was it?” I enquired.

“It is 18 inches tall,” he replied. “But that
was not all. Finally, a rudraksha rosary manifested around Shiva’s
neck. This is the kind of thing that began to happen in my home,”
Rameshji said.

“I don’t know how I would handle something
like that,” I said.

“We did not know what to do,” he said. “There
was a woman from Bombay, Parveg Murghelia, who came to our home and
she told us to pour water on the statue while we chanted the
Gayatri Mantra. I wanted to do what was right by this gift from
Baba, so I followed Parveg Murghelia’s advice in a ceremony that I
performed. I held the statue in my hand and I began to pour water
on it but I was startled when instead of water this white liquid
began to flow over everything, my hand and the Shiva. I didn’t know
what was happening. I thought the statue was melting, but then I
realized the water had turned to milk. At least that’s what I
thought was going on so I attempted to drink.” Rameshji swallowed.
“As I did so my teeth struck this hard substance and I jumped back
because I nearly broke them.” His eyes widened. “It was not milk.
It was flowing marble. Now not only was I in pain, I was more
puzzled than ever by what was going on. That’s when I called out to
Bharosha to quickly bring a bowl or something to put the statue in.
By that time the marble had returned to a milky substance.”
Rameshji sighed. “All of this was very new to us.”

“I can only imagine,” I said.

“That was such an event for me.” He became
silent. “After we cleaned up and installed the Shiva in our puja
room, I went upstairs and I wept. It was so much for me.” Rameshji
paused again.

“I performed that ceremony for sixty-two
days, and for sixty-two days that water turned into milk. We fed
thousands of people from that milk, and while this was going on the
Shiva lingam that had manifested grew. It actually grew another 5
inches or so. Then one day the milk turned into yogurt for me to
eat.”

“Wow. This is one of the most amazing
accounts I have ever heard.”

Rameshji smiled, slightly. “After that
Bharosha received a message from Baba. She said, ‘Baba told me the
milk will stop’ I was so overwhelmed with the proof of Sai Baba
being what he said he was, an avatar, that I pleaded with him. I
told Him I had been corrected. That my life had not been going in
the right direction and I asked Him to be gentle with me. To show
my sincerity I performed a special ceremony, offering 108 flowers
as I said 108 names of God. I was astonished when amrit appeared on
some of the roses and when some of the flowers jumped on top of the
lingam. I mean they literally jumped on top of the lingam before my
eyes.” He paused for emphasis. “Do you know ceremonial flowers
jumped on top of that lingam for four years, everyday during
worship. That happened every day. Now it simply happens in the
morning when the ceremonial flowers are placed on the altar. Over
time the Shiva turned to gold. Not only did it turn to gold,
vibhuti manifested on it and hair is growing out of its head.”

“Hair???” I blurted.

“Yes. Hair.” Rameshji stated emphatically.
“It is in my home. You will see it when you come to Nepal.”

The image that appeared in my head was
ridiculous. I could not imagine what Rameshji was talking about.
Perhaps if I had experienced the things I had experienced,
including seeing a large human eye observing us during bhajans from
a corner curio cabinet in the Rimal’s puja room, I might have
rejected the possibility all together.

“There’s so many things that happen in my
home, and that happened around that time. On a ceremonial day for
the Holy Mother, a statue of Bhagavati appeared. Durga was silver,
six inches tall and covered in kumkum. But she did not appear
alone. There were two tiny sandals. Padukas. Two tiny silver
sandals appeared, and they began to walk back and forth around the
statue of Bhagavati, leaving their tiny little footprints in the
red kumkum.” Rameshji sat back. “This is the life that I have been
leading with Bharosha since my eyes have been opened.”

 


 


 



Chapter 14

 


That weekend Bharosha Ma, along with Rameshji
and Salt Lake resident, Jaspir Batia, journeyed to Atlanta. Before
they left I told them a friend of mine, Waheedah, intended to come
for a healing. I asked if they would look out for her. They assured
me they would.

A day later, Sunday morning, I had a
telephone conversation with Waheedah. She had attended bhajans the
previous evening at Pavan and Chanda Rai’s house where the healings
took place.

Her voice vibrated with amazement as she
talked of her experience.

“I had no idea there would be so many
people,” she began. “I could barely find a place to park. There
were buses from North Carolina. Alabama. Tennessee. And the house
was full.”

“Did you get to tell them who you were” I
asked.

“I didn’t have to,” Waheedah replied. “She
picked me out of the crowd.”

“What happened?”

“Well, I was sitting with a lot of women when
Mother Bharosha walked into the room. I had been looking at all the
women who came in, trying to guess if one of them was her, because
I didn’t know what she looked like. But when Mother Bharosha came
in, I knew it was her, immediately. Gwyn, she was beautiful, and to
me there was a special light about her. I don’t know.” She paused.
“Then I watched her scan the crowd as if she was looking for
someone. She stopped when she saw me and she said something to her
husband. I couldn’t understand what they were saying, of course,
but I heard them mention your name a couple of times, so I knew
they were saying something about you. The next thing I know I’m
putting my photo of Sai Baba on the altar and sitting down front.
And that’s when the tears started and they wouldn’t stop.”

“So you cried too? I told you what happened
to me.”

“I did. It was crazy. It was so embarrassing
and no matter what I did I couldn’t stop. I don’t know, Gwyn. That
was something else.”

“I know exactly how you feel. It’s hard to
explain.” Silenced filled the telephone line. “Did you enjoy the
singing?’

“I did. I did. There was a certain energy
that began to build in the room as they sang. I could really feel
it. And… because of where I was sitting, I got to see the healings.
That was…I don’t know what to say about that. Mother Bharosha’s arm
was turning black. It reminded me of how a dark liquid like blood
looks when it’s drawn up into a syringe. This blackness was coming
up her arm like that.”

“So you actually saw her arm turning
dark?”

“I sure did,” Waheedah replied. “I was
sitting close enough to actually see that happening.”

“Did I ever tell you that I heard the same
thing happened in Arizona?”

“It did? No, you never to-old me that. It
happened there too?”

“Yes, that’s what I heard.”

“Well, I saw this happen with my own eyes. I
got an even closer look when I went up for a healing. You know what
it looked like?’

“What?” I asked.

“It looked like a growing bruise. It was the
bluish black of a bad bruise, and it was coming up her arm. I’m not
kidding. You could literally see the poisons that were going into
her body.”

So once again I was told Bharosha Ma’s arm
was physically and visibly affected by the healings. This time it
was from a friend who I had known for twenty-five years; someone
who had absolutely no stake in bolstering the validity of Bharosha
Ma’s actions.

That night at bhajans in Salt Lake City, it
was only the Rimals and me. As in the weeks before Bharosha Ma
came, Sujata asked Tina to prepare chai and her conversation
centered on her mother.

“In Nepal, Gwyn,” she touched my arm, “things
are so different. You think there is a lot going on here in my
home. In Nepal, Baba comes to Mommie’s house and visits with
her.”

“But I read the only place that Sai Baba has
traveled to outside of India is Africa, I said.”

“Yes, that is true, Gwyn. But I’m not talking
about that kind of travel. Baba appears in Mommie’s home at night.
He comes and she says they have tea, they talk and she has even
cooked for him.”

“Really?” I examined her face for signs that
she might be teasing, but there were none.

“Yes, he really does. He has been coming for
several years now.”

“Has Rameshji seen him?”

“No, Buva hasn’t. Mommie says each
time Swami comes she asks if she can wake him up so that he can
have darshan….”

“What is darshan?” I interrupted.

“When an avatar or a divine being allows you
to see them,” Sujata answered before she continued. “When she asks
Swami if Buva can have darshan he always tells her, no, it
is not time yet. So she does not wake him.”

I tried to conceptualize what she was saying.
“How does he come, Sujata? I mean….”

“Baba can be in more than one place at a
time, Gwyn,” she replied matter-of-factly.

“No, I mean, how does he appear to Mommie?
Does she wake up and he’s there or is she in a kind of dream
state?”

“No, she is not dreaming. Mommie says a white
light comes and then Baba is there.”

“A light? How does….”

This time Sujata interrupted me. “You’ll have
to ask Mommie. I don’t know. Things have been happening around
Mommie and Baba since I was a little girl. I don’t always ask for
the details. You know?” She shrugged slightly. “I am use to it.
Mommie has been a devotee of Swami ever since I can remember. My
great grandmother was a Shirdi Baba devotee.”

“Bharosha’s mother’s….”

“My mother’s grandmother was a Shirdi Baba
devotee. He was old and she was very young, but she was his
devotee.” Sujata hurried on.

“Once when I was a little girl, Gwyn, around
five years old, when we still lived with my father’s parents; my
grandma came home and Mommie was praying to Baba, and my
grandmother got very upset. Mommie had a tiny picture of Swami. You
know, back then, they didn’t have the large photographs of Baba
like we have today. So Mommie had a small picture of Baba that she
kept on her altar. Her altar was on a shelf. And that day when my
grandma saw she was praying to Baba she began to say things like,
‘You have that picture of this man in our house. You are praying to
him. You love him. It is not a right to have a picture of another
man in our house.’ I remember she even pulled Mommie’s hair and she
took Baba’s picture and tore it up then threw it down. My mother
began to cry, and I remember she said something like Baba I want to
worship you but I cannot worship you in this home’.” Sujata’s voice
softened. “’So I will worship you in my heart.’ When my mother said
that, Gwyn, a spark came on the pieces of the photograph, and it
quickly grew into a little fire. It burned up the photograph so
quick. It didn’t burn anything else but the photograph. I was
small, but I remember that. So things have always been happening
around my mother and Baba.

But it is different now. Mommie is different
from before she died. She laughs with us and talks and everything,
but I can feel her energy, there’s a lot going on inside of her,
Gwyn. Many people depend on her now and although she tries to be
like us, she is not.

That is why it hurts her so much when people
talk and say she is fake and things like that. My mother would not
play with God like that, Gwyn. She is very serious when it comes to
Swami, but people don’t believe. I have seen vibhuti come from my
mother’s hands. I have seen amrit come too. Not a lot, but enough
that her hands are kind of sticky with it, you know?”

I nodded yes, as I imagined what she was
describing.

“But some people in Nepal have not been kind
to my mother and father. Once, Gwyn, I had this dream. I dreamed
that Mommie and Buva were going to this house to eat because they
had been invited, but in the dream someone had put poison in the
food. So I called my mother the next day and told her about the
dream, and that day they were actually planning to go to someone’s
house to eat. They don’t go out to eat like that very often. Then
after I told them about my dream they did not go. A message came
the next day from Swami saying my dream was right.

It has not been easy for my mother or my
father now that she has these abilities.”

 


 


 



Chapter 15

 


After bhajans that Monday night, the
Adhikaris returned to Utah. They were obviously tired and wanted to
go to bed, but not too tired for Bharosha Ma to ask Rameshji to
speak of Waheedah.

The next day there were three messages on
bananas from the banana fax. One for Sarit. One for Sujata, and the
third was for Bharosha Ma. Basically Sai Baba requested that they
have the Shivaratri ceremony at their home. It stated that he liked
their house, and that Bharosha Ma should go nowhere else while she
was in the United States. Baba said the people should come to her
in Salt Lake City, and after Shivaratri, February 17th, they should
go back to Nepal.

Ever so often I was kept informed of the
preparations that were being made for my trip to Kathmandu. The
thoughtfulness never ended. The room that Sujata grew up in was
receiving a new paint job and carpet because that’s where I would
sleep. Sujata told me her younger brother, Prajwal, was the man in
charge.

Once while the talk focused on the
preparations that were being made for Bharosha Ma’s highly
anticipated return, the people in Nepal sorely missed her and they
were curious about the guest the Adhikaris would bring with them,
Bharosha Ma sat beside me and began to peel a banana. As she held
the partially peeled fruit in her hand, a tender ohm appeared on
the light, creamy meat. With awe I looked at the tiny symbol and
into the face of the woman for whom it had manifested. Bharosha Ma
responded with a quiet smile. She broke the banana in half and
offered one half to me, and from that time on the manifestations
involving the banana fax seem to increase.

On January 31st, a group of people from
Tucson, Arizona arrived. They included Sumeeta, Sarit’s sister, and
four others. Sumeeta, who had also been to Puttaparthi, warned me
about the purification energies at the ashram, and suggested that I
familiarize myself with the rules. It was becoming very clear to me
that many devotees believed people experienced some of their
deepest emotional challenges when they entered the physical space
of Sathya Sai Baba.

The following morning a special bhajans was
held accompanied by extensive chanting of “Ohm Bhagavan Shri Sathya
Sai Baba A Namo”. After the ceremony, I actually saw a message
coming in on a banana for the first time. The Hindi message was for
Sumeeta’s husband, Sidhartha. After that there was a deluge of
messages on the banana fax. I stood in the puja room and watched
person after person receive a message on the banana fax! Name and
all. The majority of them said I love you. Freshly offered
bananas would be placed in the space between the glass top and the
wooden shelf of the cocktail table and messages would come in Hindi
and in English.

One particular woman name Nancy from Tucson,
received a very interesting message.

“I had gone to Puttaparthi to see Sai Baba,”
she told me, “and while I was sitting in the midst of thousands and
thousands of people, I mentally asked Baba as he walked by, ‘Do you
really love all the people, Baba?’ Immediately he turned and looked
at me. Well, I received my answer in Tucson at Sumeeta’s house.
Baba sent a message to me on a banana. It said ‘I love all the
people’. I received another message right here,” she continued to
explain. “It also said, I love all the people.”

“Where is it?” I asked, because the majority
of the people were carrying their bananas with messages on them,
sharing them with others.

“It’s gone,” Nancy replied. “I guess someone
has taken it.”

Bharosha Ma heard and understood what Nancy
said. So she picked up a bunch of bananas that had been offered,
broke off one of the bananas, and placed it on the banana fax. Not
two minutes later another message appeared. It said, ‘I love you
all the people, Nancy.’ And surprise beyond surprises, my name
appeared beside hers beneath the message!

I was stunned. I was so stunned that I had to
sit down, and once again, obviously being the emotional woman that
I am, tears sprang to my eyes. Bharosha Ma took notice of my
emotional state and she came and stood near me. In a comforting
gesture she drew me close until my face lie gently against her
abdomen. But the moment my mind questioned the validity of what I
had experienced, she immediately pulled away.

The banana fax was in high gear that day. At
least fourteen individuals received messages during a short period
of time that afternoon.

As I stored away the photographs I had taken,
I made an observation about the writing on the bananas. Some of the
English words and names were spelled in almost phonetic manner. It
was as if they were being sent by sound. In Nancy’s message the
word people was spelled, Pepl. Nancy was spelled…Nonche. And my
name, Gwyn, which most people pronounce as Gwen, but my parents
determined should be pronounced Gwan, was spelled Gowna. Some time
later I asked Sarit about the writing; had he noticed anything.

“I’ve noticed the majority of it has been in
Hindi and there have been a few messages in English. They are also
written in Hindi script but the sound is English.”

“Written in Hindi script but the sound is
English. What do you mean?”

“For example I love you. It is not written
like I love you in English, but I love you in Hindi…but it’s
spelled ‘I love you’. Swami writes English in Hindi.”

 


 


 



Chapter 16

 


A package I ordered from Jai Sai Ram Books
arrived a couple of days later. It contained several photographs of
Sai Baba. After speaking to Sujata, and with her encouragement, I
drove over to her home in the middle of the day, something I had
not done without the purpose being a special ceremony. I knew the
demands on the Rimals and Adhikaris was high, and I tried not to
put more pressure on them by infringing on the only quiet moments
that Bharosha Ma and Rameshji might have during the day. But it was
Tina’s 13th birthday, and I had a small gift for her. At
the same time, it was an opportunity for me to offer the
photographs of Sai Baba on the Rimal’s altar.

As I drove to the house I engaged in a
conversation with Sai Baba, something I had begun as of late. I
spoke to the Avatar as if he were present in the car. I asked for
vibhuti on the photographs, and I told him if he sent me a message
I would be in heaven.

When I arrived, Bharosha Ma and Rameshji were
alone. I presented the present for Tina, and Bharosha Ma placed all
of my photographs in front of the shrine. After that, we talked for
a few minutes before Bharosha Ma excused herself in order to
shower. I watched her approach the staircase that led to the
upper-level and the bathroom. As she ascended the stairs she
stopped, turned and said, “I smell.” Bharosha Ma reversed her steps
and together we went into the puja room to see what had occurred.
There was a generous amount of vibhuti on all of the
photographs.

We were barely in the room for thirty seconds
before Bharosha Ma said, “message”, and pointed at a banana that
was laying in the banana fax. After so many messages, a practice of
keeping a fresh banana ready had been adopted.

Sure enough, I could see vestiges of words
coming in on the yellow skin. We waited until the writing had
darkened to some extent before Bharosha Ma removed it. It said, in
English, while a plethora of bananas with messages in Hindi lay on
display, ‘I love you Gan Bharosha I love you Sowyme’. I love you
Gwyn. Bharosha I love you. Swami. I couldn’t have been more pleased
and once again, stunned.

As Bharosha Ma left to attend to her personal
needs Rameshji turned to me and asked, “Where are we?” His eyes
sparkled. “This is heaven.”

“Oh my goodness,” I said. “On my way over
here I asked Baba for vibhuti, and I told him if he sent me a
message I would be in heaven. And you just said, ‘This is heaven!’
Oh my goodness.”

Rameshji smiled broadly before serious
creases formed across his forehead. “I think this is
significant.”

“What is?”

“That your name and Bharosha’s name appear on
the banana together.”

I looked at the message as I thought about
what Rameshji said.

“This has not happened before. I think this
is significant,” he repeated. “I think so.”

What did I think of everything that happened
that day? I didn’t know what to think, but my feelings were clear.
I was very grateful for the experience.

I took photographs of the banana and of a
vibhuti ohm and birthday message that manifested for Tina. Although
in my eagerness, of all the photographs that I have of the events
that I have retold in this memoir –

and I took many – the photos of my banana are
out of focus or were taken at an angle where you can not see my
name. The notes I kept helped me with the style of writing and the
spelling that appeared that day.

Later, when everyone had gathered for
bhajans, a touching message arrived for J.B. Singh, who was a Sikh,
regarding his mother. He had received many condolences because she
had passed away earlier that day, so when a message arrived telling
J.B. Singh, ‘Do not worry, “your mother is with me.”’ It astonished
all of us, and I hoped gave him a unique sense of comfort.

 


 


 



Chapter 17

 


Larry and I dined that weekend with some
friends, Steve Proskauer and Lucia Gardner. During dinner I shared
what I had been experiencing with Bharosha Ma over the last two
months. It piqued their interests, especially Steve, who is a Zen
Buddhist. He told us there was someone who might be interested in
receiving a healing from Bharosha Ma, and he asked if I could help.
I said I would do what I could, and I waited for a possible call
from Steve’s contact.

The call came. The next evening I rode to the
Rimal’s house with Genpo Roshi and a man who had been his friend
for thirty years. He was from Albuquerque, New Mexico. Genpo had
developed a cancerous tumor in his throat, and decided he would
seek treatments from Bharosha Ma that Friday, Saturday and Sunday.
But after bhajans and one healing, Bharosha Ma told him that she
should perform the healings for seven consecutive days.

The following night Larry accompanied me to
bhajans. Genpo and another friend, Mark, who was also his dentist,
trailed us to the Rimal’s in another vehicle.

A couple of days prior, a message came on the
banana fax forecasting the arrival of some New York devotees. That
prediction came true that night. Among the New Yorkers was a young
girl who had been diagnosed with OCD, obsessive compulsive
disorder. The family embarked on the trip to Utah after a man they
knew in California, who was living with cancer, told them his
cancerous tumor was shrinking after being healed by Bharosha Ma.
That evening, while they were at the Rimal’s a message came on the
banana fax; the young girl had been cured.

It appeared, as a result of Genpo Roshi’s
position in the Zen Buddhist community and what he had been
experiencing at the Rimal’s, more Buddhists began to attend
bhajans. I was told during one of his talks, Genpo said Bharosha Ma
was “the emptiest person he had ever met.” I took that to mean like
a reed she was hollow, exhibiting no ego. One Buddhist, a woman
named Genshin, began to attend bhajans. She was considered to be
Genpo’s top student.

As the numbers and mix of people continued to
increase, there was a new disciplinarian tone in several messages
from the banana fax. Sai Baba instructed Sujata to make sure
attendees did not touch the vibhuti that continually manifested on
a couple of the statues. He said it gave him problems with the
flow. He also requested quiet during bhajans and during the
healings, and that there should be no more social hour after the
ceremony. He wrote people should go home.

This was quite interesting because there were
attendees who were very reluctant to leave, which put an even
greater strain on what had been an ordinary household. J.B. Singh
was put in charge of discipline, and a short talk by Sarit replaced
what had become a social hour.

Over the next few days messages continued to
manifest for various devotees and Genpo continued his healings. On
the sixth day of his attendance, Genpo informed me that he was
scheduled for radiation that upcoming Tuesday, but he; his friend,
Mark; and his wife, Stephanie, who I met that day, had begun to
think the tumor was shrinking. The following day Genpo said he was
certain the shrinkage was real, although the tumor had not gone
away.

My trip to Kathmandu was quickly approaching.
After discussing some packing details one evening, I had a short
chat with Rameshji.

“So you are coming to our home and you will
see many miraculous things there.”

“I am looking forward to it, Rameshji.”

“We will take good care of you, and you will
get to eat Nepalese food every day.”

“Well, I always enjoy Sujata and Mommie’s
cooking,” I replied. I had begun to call Bharosha Ma, Mommie as
many others were doing. “So I’m sure I’ll enjoy the food at your
home in Kathmandu.”

“How long have you been a vegetarian?” he
asked.

“I tried it once before when I was much
younger and it didn’t last that long, but up until a few weeks ago
I was eating a little fish. I haven’t had chicken or any other
meats for a long time.”

“Bharosha and I both liked meat. It is not
easy to stop eating it.” His expression turned mischievous. “After
Baba brought Bharosha back to life, Swami warned her that her body
would no longer tolerate meat, that she must keep her body pure,
which meant absolutely no meat.” Rameshji’s eyebrows rose. “But one
day Bharosha decided to secretly eat a little meat and she became
very sick. But do you know after the sickness passed vibhuti
appeared all over her body.

“Really?”

“Yes.” He nodded. “She has not eaten meat
from that day to this one.”

I tried to figure out the reason behind the
sequence of events. “Why do you think it made her so sick?”

“I think this situation with Bharosha is very
unique,” Rameshji replied. “I think when Baba gave her a new life
it included a new container, a new body, which was needed to house
the divine gifts that he has given her: the ability to heal, how
the vibhuti comes, seeing and knowing the things that she does.
That is what I think. So in order to keep her body pure she can not
eat any flesh.

You see, before Bharosha and I went to
Puttaparthi, before she died there, a message came from Baba at our
home. It said ‘Ramesh, you and Bharosha come. Bring your children.
I have to charge Bharosha’.” His expression changed as he
emphasized the word ‘charge’. He sat back a bit. “Then the people
said, oh-h, now Swami is calling them. He is going to charge them
with the things they have been doing wrong. You see, they thought
the things we said were happening around Bharosha were not true,
and Baba was going to charge us with the falsehoods. But that was
not it. Swami wanted to give Bharosha what he has given her and he
could not put such spiritual gifts in an impure container. And you
know the rest of the story; what happened in Puttaparthi during
that visit.” Rameshji paused before he spoke again. “What I know is
Bharosha is not the same woman that she was before she died.
Although she was a giving person before, now she is much more
giving and tolerant. She is always thinking of other people and
very loving toward them. And,” he emphasized, “The vibhuti always
comes in the homes of devotees when she prays. Is she human? Is she
divine? That is for you to answer.”

 


 


 



Chapter 18

 


Bhajans continued as usual. I had been
traveling to, and attending bhajans at the Rimal’s house every day
for approximately three straight months. By this time my body and
my voice began to show some wear and tear. My hips, and especially
my knees ached after sitting in the lotus-like position for more
than an hour each evening. A position, mind you, that my body was
not accustomed to it all. I also developed a cold that seemed to
settle in my throat. One that was very obvious during the bhajan
that I sang every evening. When I first started singing bhajans at
the Rimal’s house I was an alto, by now my pitch was more like a
baritone.

Every day preparations were being made for
Shivaratri, and then a special message arrived concerning the
event. Sai Baba said that he would physically attend the
celebration. For those of us who did not understand what that
meant, a short discussion of Sai Baba taking any form took place.
He could be the man who sat no more than ten feet away or the
elderly woman with the cane. Any and all could be the Avatar, so
being on your best behavior was probably a good idea. I recall
looking around the room at the faces, wondering which form he would
take, because by now there was little doubt in me that Sai Baba
would do just as he said.

The following day Rameshji, Bharosha Ma,
Sarit and Sujata took a trip to Spanish Fort, Utah to the Sri Sri
Radha Krishna Temple. When I arrived for bhajans that evening,
early enough to partake of the delicious Nepalese dinner that
Sujata always had waiting, Sujata shared what happened as we washed
dishes.

“We went to the Krishna Temple in Spanish
Fort today, Gwyn. Did you know that?”

“I heard something about Spanish Fort being
mentioned in a conversation yesterday, but it took place in either
Nepali or Hindi so I didn’t know what was being said.”

“Oh yes. That’s why we try to speak as much
English as we can around you, Gwyn. We don’t want you to feel left
out. But of course it is the same for Mommie when it comes to
English. She doesn’t understand much.” Sujata shrugged lightly
before she continued. “But yes, that was being discussed. And so we
went to the temple today. It is so beautiful, Gwyn. Very, very
large building, and it stands out so beautifully when you come up
the road and you see it sitting there.

Sarit and I wanted Mommie and Buva to see the
temple. It is the biggest Hindu temple in this area and we wanted
them to see it. You know? Shivaratri is coming and all. But Mommie
didn’t want to go.” She made a face.

“She didn’t? Why?”

“You know, Mommie. She doesn’t want to cause
any trouble, and she didn’t know if the vibhuti would come and how
the people would feel about it.”

“Oh, I see,” I replied. “Did vibhuti
come?”

“Yes it did. It came while we were singing
bhajans. The man who started the temple, Christopher Warden,
invited us to sing, and while we were singing the vibhuti came on
the Krishna statue, a very large, beautiful Krishna. His wife,
Christine, was also there.

“Did they know the vibhuti had come in?”

“No, I don’t think so,” Sujata replied. “We
saw it when it came. I don’t think they did. But after bhajans my
father showed them the vibhuti that had come on the Krishna. And it
was very obvious, Gwyn,” she injected. “It’s a black Krishna, and
it was all this gray vibhuti on his face. My father told them they
could leave the vibhuti on the Krishna if they liked. It’s a
blessing from Swami, Gwyn. But I don’t think his wife was very
pleased…so Mommie wanted to go.”

“Mommie wasn’t comfortable either, huh?”

“No, Mommie doesn’t like confrontations.
She’s a very peaceful person, so she was ready to go.”

“Do you know if they left the vibhuti on the
statue?”

“I don’t think they will. They don’t believe
in Swami, so… I don’t think so,” she replied, “but Buva says it’s
the first time, because of Mommie, that vibhuti has appeared on a
statue in a public place.”

I looked at Bharosha Ma who was concentrating
on removing all of the seeds of a pomegranate and placing them on a
plate because her grandson, Sanjay, wouldn’t eat it any other way.
She did not seem concerned about what had taken place at the
Krishna Temple, and although I am sure she was aware of our
conversation Bharosha Ma showed no interest in it at all. I had
come to see it was simply her way. It wasn’t that she didn’t
acknowledge the manifestations, she simply didn’t hold on to them.
There was joy for others when the manifestations gave them joy, but
other than that there was a humble acceptance of what had become
her life.

My cold remained the same as I returned to
the Rimal’s house over the next two days, but by that time in my
journey with Bharosha Ma I didn’t bother to join the line of the
people receiving healings. I figured when I compared my cold to
people dealing with cancer, and there were several along with a
myriad of other conditions, my cold simply didn’t deserve the
attention. But I was dragging, perhaps the immunizations that I had
the day before had something to do with it. On this particular
evening as I drove to the house, I told Sai Baba that I needed
something special from him that night. Something that would pick me
up and give me the energy I needed to continue my daily trek.

When I arrived I was told about a new message
from Baba regarding the Shivaratri celebration. On a banana, he
instructed that the Ramayana should be reenacted that night, and
Sarit announced plans to do just that after bhajans. I knew very
little about the Indian classic, but I was quite aware after
Rameshji showed me that photograph of the special tumeric message
in Kathmandu, that it involved Sita. It was Sita’s soul, Sita,
Rama’s wife, that Sai Baba wrote had entered Bharosha Ma’s body
after death.

As participants for the play were being
recruited by Sujata and Bharosha Ma, Sarit called me to the
side.

“Gwyn, I have something for you.” He removed
some papers from the altar. “Today I bought Mom and Dad’s tickets,
and here are your tickets to Nepal and to India.” As he handed the
tickets to me Sarit said, “Something special from Baba.”

I laughed. To hear those words come out of
Sarit’s mouth definitely gave me a lift. He said exactly what I had
asked for.

From that evening on, Bharosha Ma insisted
that I say a few words about Baba after Sarit had given his talk. I
didn’t know why she felt I should, but it seemed as if she knew
something about me that I did not know, and I was willing to do
what she asked after everything I had experienced. So I spoke of
what I had seen, and what I knew about Bharosha Ma and Sai
Baba.

 


 


 



Chapter 19

 


The healings continued and the people kept
coming. Word that I would be traveling to Kathmandu with Bharosha
Ma and Rameshji spread, and many people commented on how lucky I
was to be going. Gradually, I was beginning to imagine and
anticipate the second leg of my journey with Bharosha Ma.

Larry had decided not to travel with me. At
that time the demands on his job were too high for him to take time
off from work. But in truth I believe we both felt this journey
with Bharosha Ma was my journey, and Larry supported me in that,
although he endured rumblings from friends and relatives who were
concerned about my traveling to the east at a time when the Iraq
war had just broken out. What did I think about the possible
danger? I thought, if I am truly in the midst of divine acts there
is no better protection. I believed that was true, and I was
determined to go.

Other physical preparations for my trip had
begun. Bharosha Ma and Sujata suggested that I take two very large
suitcases to Nepal, but very few clothes because I would be given
clothing and everything I needed when I arrived. It was around this
topic that I truly saw Bharosha Ma’s eyes light up in a carefree
way. That was a rare thing indeed. I could tell she enjoyed the
thought of sharing so much of her homeland with me, and I loved her
that much more for it. The light-hearted conversations about saris,
bangles and jewelry were a far escape from disease and pain.

The following day I arrived early for bhajans
as had become my habit. By then my palate and my stomach had become
very accustomed to Nepalese food. I had also begun to feel very
close to the Rimals and the Adhikaris. I looked forward to Sujata
and Bharosha Ma preparing food in the kitchen, Tina serving plates,
Sarit’s hearty chuckle and Sanjay just being Sanjay. The
pre-bhajans meals had also become a time when Rameshji shared the
daily events with me, and stories about Bharosha Ma in Kathmandu.
But this particular day Bharosha Ma was obviously absent from the
kitchen.

“Hi, Gwyn,” Sujata said as she came down the
stairs. “How are you today?”

“I’m pretty good. How about you?”

“This day has been too busy.” She began to
talk about her job. “We had some special pharmaceuticals to test
this morning so I went in very early.” She piled rice onto a plate
for her father and covered it in yellow dahl. Because neither Tina
nor Bharosha Ma was present; I waited until she added the other
vegetables before I took the plate from her and set it on the table
in front of Rameshji. “And Gwyn, Mommie fell down twice today.”

“Oh, no. Where is she?”

“She is lying down,” Sujata replied. “I told
her to go to bed and rest. I told her that we can do bhajans
without her tonight.”

“But…what happened? Did she—”

“She is doing the healings on lots of people
with cancer, Gwyn.” Sujata cut me off. “And with her high blood
pressure and the diabetes her body couldn’t take any more. You
know, Mommie removes the diseases by taking them into her own body
and then she gets rid of it. That’s what happens. So she is very
weak, Gwyn, and that is why she fell down. So I told her to rest. I
told her to stay in the bed.”

Sujata had filled my plate with food but I
just stood there, thinking about what had happened Bharosha Ma.

“Gwyn, come, have a seat,” Rameshji advised.
“Your food will soon be cold.”

Concerned but not knowing what I could do; I
did as he said.

“Bharosha will be fine,” Rameshji assured me
as he mixed the rice and dahl with practiced fingers. “This has
happened before. It is as Sujata says about how Bharosha heals
people. It is a paradox of divinity, and it is part of the
agreement for getting a new life. Bharosha suffers, yes, but she
will be fine. Baba will see to that.” He placed some of the food in
his mouth. “Your concern for Bharosha is good. Baba says to care
for Bharosha is to care for Mother Earth. Baba has said Bharosha is
Mother Earth, so we must take care of her.”

Bharosha Ma did attend bhajans that night but
she looked worn and drawn. Still she smiled, slightly, when I
snapped a photo of her; a photo that would be a minute testimony of
Bharosha Ma’s life.

“Are you okay?” I asked afterwards.

“Okay,” she replied softly, but it was
obvious she was far from her best.

Word got around that Bharosha Ma had
collapsed twice that day, but human nature being what it is, the
healing line was no shorter. People wanted, needed healing, and
Bharosha Ma obliged. Personally, I never heard or witnessed any
indication of complaint from Bharosha Ma. As a matter of fact, she
seemed to distance herself from the crowd that evening; quietly
observing, ready with a worn smile whenever I looked her way.

J.B. Singh managed to help clear the house
out rather early that night, and I like most others went home, but
not before Bharosha Ma mounted the stairs to return to bed.

I thought about Bharosha Ma’s life that night
and what a challenge it would be for any individual, but yet, at
the same time, what a gift. Before I went to bed I said a special
prayer for her, although from what I had come to know she already
had the grace of an Avatar.

The next time I saw Bharosha Ma, which was
the following day, I was amazed. Not only had she recovered, but
there was a vibrancy about her that I can only call renewal.

“Sai Ram, Mommie,” I said, using the common
greeting as she met me in the puja room. Sai Ram is actually a
prayer invoking Sai Baba’s previous incarnation as the avatar
Rama.

“Sai Ram, Gwyn.” She hugged me with a
generous smile.

“You feel better?” I automatically asked,
astonished by the youthfulness of her face.

“Ke?” What, she asked not
comprehending.

“Better?” I repeated.

“Ye-es.” She smiled again. “Better.”

I thought of how Bharosha Ma could not use
her healing abilities for herself, and how Rameshji said Sai Baba
was responsible for Bharosha Ma being healed.

After that day I experienced the renewal of
Bharosha Ma several times during the months I spent in her
presence.

 


 


 



Chapter 20

 


I had an opportunity to speak to Jan on the
telephone the next day. During our talk she expressed concern about
a conversation she had with a psychic, who I believe was also a
friend. The concern involved Sujata and a photograph.

“I was showing her some pictures that I’d
taken at Sujata’s,” Jan began, “when she focused on Sujata. The
next thing I knew she was saying something was wrong with Sujata’s
throat. Actually,” the telephone line went silent for a moment,
“she ended up saying Sujata would die in two years if she didn’t do
something.”

“You’ve got to be kidding.”

“No, I’m not. That’s what she told me.”

I thought about it. I had used psychics
before. I knew there were psychics, who rendered little to no
accurate information, and then there were Psychics, who were
amazingly on target.

“How good is she?” I asked. “I mean, are here
predictions usually pretty good?”

“I have to say they are,” Jan replied.

“Wow. So what are you going to do?” I asked
because it was a touchy situation. “Are you going to tell Sujata
what she said?”

“I don’t know,” Jan replied. “I don’t know
what I’m going to do.”

At the time I don’t believe I asked Jan if
she knew Bharosha Ma could not heal her own family members. What
Jan said was startling, but my confidence level in psychic
predictions, that included a time frame, was not high. Yet, there
was something very troubling about this psychic being so direct
with a prediction that involved someone’s death.

But as my day progressed the prediction was
soon forgotten. That night at bhajans another woman associated with
the Zen Buddhist community came for a healing. I was told, because
of some of her recent spiritual activities, she was dealing with
what they called disruptive psychical energies. From time to time
her body twitched involuntarily, and she also had a facial tic.
When Bharosha Ma sat down beside me I noticed how she looked at the
woman. Directly after that she said something to Sujata.

“What did she say?” I asked.

“She said that woman has a…how do you say? A
haunt on her.”

“You mean an entity.” It was a question and a
statement.

“Entity?”

“It’s similar to a spirit or ghost.”

“Yes, yes, something like that,” Sujata
replied.

In the end, like everyone else who came to be
helped, she joined the line. I watched as I had many times as
Bharosha Ma placed her hand on the woman’s head before she began to
mouth an esoteric mantra. It was the same with every person who
came before her. She may also have given the woman some manifested
tumeric and water that was ready and handy in a small metal cup. I
cannot recall. But for certain a combination of Bharosha Ma’s hand
being placed on her head or a place of concern, an inaudible
prayer/mantra and manifested tumeric were used as it had been for
many nights.

People continued to pour in from all parts of
the country. Now when I arrived, there were cars filling the
cul-de-sac. Directives to be particularly mindful not to block the
driveways of the Rimal’s neighbors had to be given.

The next night, and I say night because it
was dark when I arrived, Bharosha Ma met me at the garage door. I
was surprised to see her standing at the edge of the building under
the eaves. Is she waiting for me? I thought. Quickly I got
out of the car and walked toward her.

“Sai Ram, Mommie. What are you doing out
here?”

She opened her arms. “Sai Ram, Gwyn. I love
you,” she said with a sincerity that beamed from her heart through
her eyes.

“I love you too, Mommie,” I replied.

Together we walked into the house. Sanjay was
the first person we saw when we passed through an area that housed
a washer and dryer on one side of a short hallway, and a coat room
on the other.

Bharosha Ma spoke to her grandson. Sanjay
looked up at me, and with a winning smile but the shy manner that
only an innocent 10 year old could have, he said, “Mummy wants me
to tell you when you return to the States she wants to,” he changed
the words, “she wishes to return with you.” He looked down.

“You can come back with me, Mommie,” I said
as she looked at me in a way that said he is telling you how I
feel.

I walked further into the house and Sujata
greeted. She was in the middle of her daily ritual of lighting
approximately 15 tea light candles. The candles were lit every day
for bhajans.

“Sai Ram, Gwyn.”

“Sai Ram, Sujata. How are you?”

“I am fine,” she replied. “Gwyn,” she
finished the last candle. “Come, I want to show you something.” She
beckoned for me to follow.

We mounted the stairs and entered her bedroom
where Sujata removed a ring from a jewelry box.

“You know many years ago, Gwyn, I visited
Nepal with Tina and Sanjay. I believed in Baba as I believe in him
now, but I was young.” Her expression was almost one of
embarrassment. “And it was going to be my birthday the next day. So
I wanted Baba to give me something. I knew Baba had manifested
things for people in my family when they asked for them, so that
day I said to Swami, ‘Swami I want something for my birthday
tomorrow. Give me something for my birthday.’”

“How old were you?”

“Let’s see. I am 31 now, so I was about 24
years old. Yes, 24.” Sujata continued. “So I placed a little silver
dish on the altar, and I said as I stood in Mommie’s puja room,
“Tomorrow is my birthday, Swami. Give me something for my birthday.
When I came back to the puja room the next morning, this was
there.”

She placed the ring in my hand. I looked into
her eyes. “This ring had manifested?”

“No, not the entire ring, but the stone was
there. It is onyx. I had it put in a ring.”

I examined the stone and the ring. It’s
beautiful, I replied.

“And another time, Gwyn.” Sujata touched my
hand. “It was Tina’s birthday. She was six years old and we asked
Swami for something.” Her voice inflected. “The next day there was
this tiny diamond in the dish. It was so small and pretty, Gwyn. I
also had a ring made for Tina with that diamond.”

“A diamond?!” I said as I thought, when
you start talking diamonds that’s a whole different ball
game.

I had heard stories of Sai Baba manifesting
rings with diamonds or emeralds. The stories were mind boggling but
I had never seen any of the stones, and I had never heard of
precious stones manifesting in someone’s house.

“So in Nepal, Baba has manifested many things
of this sort for your family?”

“Oh my God, Gwyn. Yes. All the time. Swami is
so sweet.” Sujata looked down. “Another time when Tina was still a
little girl she drew this picture. On it she wrote, I love you,
Baba, but she didn’t color it or anything. So she placed it on
Mommie’s altar in Nepal, and when we came back to look at it, Baba
had put a Christian symbol on it. What do you call it?” She
answered her own question. “A cross. A cross made of vibhuti. Then
the next time, Gwyn, Tina drew another picture and colored it. We
put that on the altar. Baba put a cross on that one too, but it had
four dots of red kumkum around it. Wasn’t that nice? Tina was so
happy.”

These were the kind of things that most
people think could never happen, but Sujata was speaking of them
with reverence, an absolute acceptance of a miraculous reality. I
was glad Sujata had shown me her ring and told me Tina’s stories.
The more I was around Bharosha Ma and her family, the more they
became comfortable with me, and more accounts of continuous
manifestations were given.

After bhajans that night I was told for the
first time that Bharosha Ma might go with me to India when I
traveled to see Sai Baba. I thought about what that might mean, but
as I’ve told you before, my state of mind was rather strange. As I
think about it now, it felt like I was existing in a kind of
bubble. So many amazing things were being shown to me and told to
me, that in my natural state I don’t know how I would have reacted.
But in my protective, mental and emotional bubble, the majority of
the time I was essentially a grounded observer who was able to take
what was presented, honor it for what it was, and basically let it
go when something else replaced it.

It was the only way I was able to deal with
this new reality, because I knew these things were real. Sometimes
I believe insanity is simply the inability of a person to cope with
the removal of the foundation of their reality; a reality that the
majority agrees to be the norm.

So, I was able to cope with my shifting
reality, and accept that reality existed on many levels. The one I
was surrounded by at that time was created through the door of
Bharosha Ma, and upheld by the Avatar, Sathya Sai Baba.

You may think we were experiencing a kind of
collective delusion. We weren’t. How can I be so certain? There
were various, individual experiences that no one else would have
known of, if the individual hadn’t talked about them.

The truth is we were all balanced people
living an extraordinary experience. Just normal people. If you
bumped into one of us on the street and we ended up in a
conversation about every day life, it would be like any other
conversation. But if right off the bat, we started talking to you
about one of the many events that occurred around Bharosha Ma, you
would immediately question our sanity. If you decided we were not
insane, you would probably determine that we were some of the most
gullible people on the planet. You would be wrong.

 


 


 



Chapter 21

 


The crowd began to arrive for Shivaratri, but
local participants were chosen to play in the Ramayana. It was also
decided that a short Christian play where Jesus cured some lepers,
one being me, would be on the program. The night would also include
the appearances of other Gods and Goddesses, including Shirdi Sai
Baba, Sathya Sai’s previous incarnation.

By far the majority of the Ramayana actors
and actresses were young Indians, and with their family’s
assistance, the costumes that were required to make the reenactment
a lavish affair came together quite easily. Elaborate saris,
intricate head pieces and jewelry were offered as props, and with a
cast of approximately 20 people, rehearsals of the basic premise of
a scene were set, and the wheels for a highly celebrated Shivaratri
were in place.

Waheedah flew in that Friday, a day before
the event, and by the time Maha Shivaratri arrived at least 200
people crammed into the Rimal’s house. One of them was an ABC
affiliated reporter out of Cleveland, Ohio named Ted Henry. He was
a very tall man with an impressive emerald ring that he said Sai
Baba had manifested, and given to him in India. It was the first
precious stone ring I had ever seen that was reported to have been
manifested by the Avatar. Ted was there with his wife, Jody.

Some time that morning Ted asked if he could
do a taped interview with Bharosha Ma and Rameshji. I was told
Rameshji’s response was, before they agreed to an interview they
would have to ask Baba. Although I haven’t mentioned the banana fax
lately, it was still in operation. Hindi messages had continued to
come for the family and a select few attendees.

That same morning Bhajans were sung in
earnest. Amerjit Batia played the harmonium, Sanjay and Sarit were
on the tablas, and plenty of hand cymbals were dispersed within the
crowd.

The session always began with the Om mantra,
an introductory prayer that covered a variety of faiths. The Om
mantra was followed by the Gayatri Mantra; a bhajan for Ganesha;
one for the Guru; and then a song for Mata, the Goddess. Eleven
songs would be sung before the ceremony ended with a set of mantras
and the traditional closing song, Mangala Aarathi, bidding farewell
to Sai Baba who promised that wherever this ceremony was held he
would be there.

For lunch, tables were set up in the garage
and a copious amount of food was served, courtesy of the owner of
the Star of India restaurant. Roti, dahl, basmati rice, curried
cauliflower, curried eggplant, and kheer for dessert, are the few
that I remember.

I talked to so many people that day. The
energy and attitudes were extraordinarily high. It was apparent a
festival was at hand.

The play that night went off without a hitch.
Not that I can tell you how it looked from the audience’s point of
view. I can’t. Some kind of way, being the person that I am, I
ended up making sure the female participants were dressed and ready
when they made their appearances. So actually throughout the
reenactment I remained in the garage, where all the dressing took
place, except for when I made my appearance along with Jan and her
husband, Greg. Jan and I were the lepers. Greg was Jesus.

But there was one participant who looked
amazingly real. I remember thinking that for just a split second
before he entered the house to give darshan. It was Amerjit who had
been transformed into Shirdi Sai Baba. Later that night as we drove
to the apartment Waheedah told me something very interesting.

“Everything was so nice. It really was,”
Waheedah said.

“Well, I’m glad. Although I didn’t get to see
it, I’m still glad,” I replied.

“And I tell you it was something the way
Mother Bharosha hit the floor when the man with the white beard and
the white headdress came out. What’s his name?”

“Shirdi Baba,” I said. “Baba says that was
his previous incarnation.”

“Yes. Yes. I’ve seen pictures of him, and the
man who played him looked just like him. I mean just like him. And
when he came out Mother Bharosha went right over to him, fell to
the floor and touched his feet. She held on to them. That made
everybody else do it.”

“Oh really?”

“Yes. It was something. And I enjoyed seeing
her dancing earlier in the evening. She was so joy filled, and it
made me see her differently. I really enjoyed all of it.”
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