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 When walking through a valley of shadows remember the shadows are always cast by Light.
*vision quest: who am I?
Prologue: ?
VISION QUEST: (Who am I?)
Late Spring 2001
 
Ignoring the warning signs, I headed into the huge expanse of volcanic lava rocks spread across the horizon, leading out to the isolated bay. The field of hard, black, broken lava brought to mind the surface of the moon. I felt as if I was entering the great void I had been learning about in my Buddhist meditation classes. The jagged rocks felt strange to walk on, such as moon-rocks might, light and bouncy, almost as if they were filled with air. And it was tricky to navigate because the harsh, sharp edges can cut so easily if you slip, as I did a few times in my flip-flops. I supposed the Hawaiians must call this sharp lava ‘a’a’ for a good reason, A’ahhh, the sound you might call out when you hurt yourself on them. 
Instead of the romantic feelings associated with the moon and the beauty of creation, these rocks were the very essence and evidence of destruction; the rage of nature manifest. The force of Pele, the fiery Hawaiian Goddess of the Volcano, as She raged and spewed molten lava off the side of Haleakala mountain. Traversing this burnt fury of nature’s eruption felt symbolic of how my life had exploded into unlivable ruins. I was at the end of my line, now at the feet of Pele, walking across , feeling grateful that all was now relatively safe after the fiery destruction burning all in its path.
It was a good thing that walking and even running on rocks and boulders was one of my favorite things to do because it was not easy crossing this rough terrain for such a long distance. The heat was sweltering as I lugged my tent and as many groceries as I could carry so I could stay as long as possible. The black lava rocks absorbed the sun’s heat making it feel almost as hot as the bed of hot, fiery coals I had walked on in my shamanic firewalking workshop. But more than that, the pain, grief and guilt at what had happened to my friend and ex-boyfriend, Nakoda, burdened my heart, making me feel too heavy to keep walking.
I kept my focus on the secluded beach that awaited me at the end of this hard journey. It will all be worth it when I could just collapse there and let the ocean cleanse away all the painful memories from  out of my system. I had been to this beach before and felt as if it had been waiting for me.  I took solace in knowing the isolated beach I was going to was far past signs of human life and was more commonly frequented by dolphins, whales, seals and turtles. Most of this unique beach area was not accessible, except by foot.
Scars of the last explosion ran etched into the slopes of the green and red volcanic mountain to my left.  Some sparse traces of bushes and trees laced the skirt of this rugged coastline of dark fields of sharp a’a and then endless ocean. 
A lone baby black goat, silhouetted atop the a’a rocks, crying out ‘ma’a’a’a, ma’a’a”, for its mother, who soon appeared to guide her little one. They bounced off together, looking happy to have found each other.
 The spirit of the mountain, Pele, seemed to look down on me with amusement through her self-inflicted lava scars. The clouds hovered around her as if to keep her cool and calm. She seemed satiated after her last big eruption…for now. Would she bless my efforts? Would she help? Did she hear my call for healing? I couldn't tell. She seemed detached. But regardless, the Ocean was my final destination. Mother Ocean will surely have compassion and heal me. I felt she had been calling me, for so many years now, to give me the healing I sought. 
I felt as if She was waiting to take me in her arms, like a Mother, and embrace me with the softness and fluidity that only water can offer, to heal the pain of my broken heart and shattered mind.  
It was time, finally, to go to Her. I had no choice, it was either heal or die. My survival was on the rocks now, literally. I could not carry on anymore . I didn’t even care if I died out there when my food supply ran out. I won’t return to society until I received the clarity and solace I need here. This was a serious vision quest.
I had been searching for guidance and help ever since arriving in Hawaii a few months before, but now I was literally at the end of my road. Nakoda’s brain injury had affected me so badly that I felt my own brain had disintegrated into thousands of scattered, broken pieces, like the lava. I was unable to help him anymore.
I had met a few Kahunas (Hawaiian medicine men) on this misadventure. They’d expressed a desire to help me and would start to, but they would also start coming on to me, and this would cloud their transmission of wisdom. It was so frustrating. Isn’t there anyone who could teach me because they just wanted to teach—not because they needed or wanted to ease their own desires and discontent?  
 If Nakoda isn’t who I thought he was because his internal computer had broken down, then who am I, really? Aren’t I also just a series of input data, energetic and physical impressions and impositions from external sources into my brain, which makes me think I’m thinking my own thoughts and having my own feelings?  In essence, who am I?
How can I tell what my true thoughts and feelings are about anything? What am I picking up from other individuals, the collective culture, and media? I couldn’t hear myself think anymore. I wanted to tune in to hear the divine messages from inside, or the universe, but the world was constantly blaring  messages to mislead me. I had no real hope of getting what I was seeking here but was there anything left to lose? I already felt lost past the point of no return.
I didn’t know who I was anymore, and realized I never had. I was tired of trying to fit into a society that did not make sense to me. I needed to find my Self, my genuine Self, to hear my own authentic voice.
The hot wind swept my face as I walked. Please sweep my mind clean too, I asked it. I made my way past a blowhole where the ocean water sprayed up through a hole in the lava. It was as if the field of lava had now assumed the form of a big black whale I was on top of. I stopped to breathe deeply and to admire the magnificence of Nature for sometime before continuing.
I had no real hope of getting what I was seeking here but was there anything left to lose? I already felt lost past the point of no return. So very lost that there was almost nothing left of me to try and find. I had nowhere else to go, nor was there anywhere else I wanted to be. All I knew was that I needed to get away from humans, to stop receiving their dysfunctional input so I could go deep enough within myself to discover who I really was. without other’s ideas, thoughts, energetic input or impositions . I couldn’t hear myself think anymore. I wanted to tune in to hear the divine messages from inside, or the universe, but the world was constantly blaring  messages to mislead me.
The secret beach I had been longing for  was through the groves of keave trees nestled off the beaten path. This type of pine produced many sharp thorns. Settlers had planted them to keep the natives from being able to go barefoot . The grove was lit up like an oasis of bright blue water and light white sand.  
The ocean gleamed invitingly like Nature’s smile. Bright blue waves danced with the sunlight. I ran into the surf, I wanted to become one with the water. I wanted the water to gulp me up and swallow me whole . I wanted the ocean to clear and reset my energy field.  I prayed for the salt water to clear away all of the pain, heaviness and dysfunctional behavior I felt I had absorbed from my experiences with suffering humanity.
I needed healing on every level—mental, physical and emotional. As I floated, I started to relax and felt Mother Ocean could surely soothe and heal me, caressing all my troubles and pain away. Drying off in the sun, absorbing its warmth and light, I felt the pure love of nature. I could definitely unwind here until I knew who I was and what my purpose was.
I set up camp. Not much—just my tent  and two bags of food supplies, my journal, toothbrush, soap and a flashlight. I did not have enough food for how long I planned on staying, but it was all I could carry. Maybe I would have to teach myself how to fish to survive. All I knew was, I wasn’t going back to civilization for a long time. I knew I just had to be away from people. I neededto remember my authentic place in this spectrum of chaos, so that I could return to an equilibrium and harmony with Nature.
At night, the stars offered me comfort in the darkness. I felt safe  on this quiet beach and free to contemplate the meaning of life.
Some days, I explored only the surrounding area; on other days, I would hike around, driven by curiosity and my love for nature and indigenous culture. I found old archeology sites that connected to the "King's Highway", an ancient footpath laid out with crushed lava stones. I felt sad these wise people were not here anymore.  I would have loved to meet and talk to them.
There were many sacred rock formations suggesting ceremonial sites, heaiaus (temples) and burial grounds. One night, I slept next to one, humbly trying to receive the energy and wisdom of this almost extinct culture. I had heard stories of Native spirits coming out at night to dance but I was not afraid. I was more afraid of my own tribe, the people of the western culture, the ones who had killed off most of the Hawaiians and are continuing to kill other indigenous people right up until this day I couldn’t sleep. As I lay there on sacred ground, I imagined native Hawaiian spirits coming out and menehunes (or the little people- Nature spirits) chanting sacred songs to Nature.
I suddenly felt an upsurge of disgust from within, as if my bones and blood were riddled with the sin of my people. Careless cruelty was undeniably coursing through my blood and my DNA—the sin of my kin. When the sun came up, I put my hands up in the air and swore I would not be a part of this thoughtless murder of culture, called civilization, anymore.  I no longer wanted to take part in. I did not want to work in any place that supported or contributed to this cycle of destruction of goodness from the earth.
That such a precious and harmonious way of life had been almost completely wiped out upset me terribly. I felt their spirits even though their bodies and culture had been killed. Here I was, on their land, seeking to make myself and my life right, when what my people had done, and were continuing to do, was so wrong. How could this go on?
I don’t want to be a part of Western ‘Civilization’ anymore.—to contribute to a cycle of destruction of indigenous cultures, just so I can buy whatever I wanted whenever I want, like imported foods and Starbucks. How much blood had been shed for selfish purposes? I used to feel fine about being white. I never liked it, but I used to at least pride myself on the fact that my parents, being Canadian, had never owned slaves —so I felt I didn’t need to feel so bad. Of course, what they did to Native Americans in Canada is still unconscionable.
As sensitive as I was at the time of traversing lava rocks, I felt so empathetic to the plight of the Hawaiian people that it dawned on me how white people had done this. With the Hawaiian spirits as my witness, I found myself putting my hands up in the air and vowing to not continue to be a part of this system of massacring for consumerism.
I wished I knew of a tribe living somewhere deep in the jungle, so I could go to them with open arms and offer myself  (if they would even accept me), saying, “On behalf of my people and all the atrocities we have committed, please take me as a sacrifice!”During my sojourn there, I swam every day, gently floating,trying to relax and heal, and at night I cried—cried at the loss of what I thought was love, at the pain of never knowing love. I cried with the deep longing for love.
One day, I went into the ocean, asking her to heal me. The water became very rough and choppy and the currents tossed me all about. It felt like the water was reflecting my inner turmoil. I tried to relax into the flow but it became more and more intense until, finally, a giant wave came and took me. It crashed me hard onto the sharp a’a rocks. Blood flowed as my leg was cut open. I noticed the cut ran exactly down the same line of a scar I had from when I had been run over by a car. From top to bottom , the wound was exactly recreated. I could not believe my eyes.
This injury freaked me out so severely because it was such a strong confirmation of the unseen realm and the energetic patterns of manifestation from our unconscious. If it is true that we create our own reality, I realized that, since my mind was so wounded, I was going to keep recreating the same pain I had always had until I eventually learned how to heal it. But how could I heal if I kept recreating the very same wound?
If my mind invited or recreated this wound, what about Nakoda’s accident and brain injury— I partly responsible for that too? I had been so worried that he would get into a motorcycle accident and instead he got into a car accident. Did my thoughts contribute to that? Oh NO! It was too much for me to bear to even contemplate like this. What if his accident wasmy fault for having so much fear? I was scared. I realized I desperately needed help, help from the unseen realm where these patterns had their root; I needed divine intervention. 
I had been studying and practicing with creative visualization and manifestation concepts for years with some great results.  But I finally realized my helplessness in regard to this. Until I learned to control my mind, I could not control what I created.
All I wanted to manifest was love but I didn’t know how because I had never really experienced love. How could I create or attract something I had never even experienced? I begged to be shown from the outside what love is, to be truly loved by the Universe, by the Divine.; to be shown the way to heal my patterns and manifest love as pure and unconditional as a Mother would show.
With my mindcreating continuous patterns of destruction, I realized I needed someone who could help me, who could understand and teach me to master my mind. I found myself crying to the ocean and sky, loudly and hysterically, like a baby throwing a cosmic tantrum. I screamed up to the sky and out to the galaxies and God for help. My screams were so loud, they felt like they must surely have pierced  the veil of maya. 
I hadn’t believed in God for so long. I’d related to Nature was Divine but now, somehow, I felt if I screamed loud enough, maybe God would hear me and come to my rescue.
“OK, WHERE ARE YOU? COME OUT COME OUT WHEREVER YOU ARE AND HELP ME PLEASE? I’M LOST!” I screamed.
Where is my mother? Where is my mother? Where is my mother? Where is my teacher? Why don’t I have a mother this life? How could I exist in life without a mother? How can you create a child without a mother? How can I ever create love in the world if I don’t know what real love is? How can you expect me to go on living like this? How can you be so cruel to leave me an orphan like this?
Days and nights of raging and crying like this passed by, and many moments of futile attempts to center, ground and heal myself. At some point, I noticed a fire burning one night at the far end of the beach. I wondered if maybe some locals had come and were having a barbecue but then the fire went on burning all through the next day. I would lay low so as not to draw attention, as they would most likely be drinking. But, to my surprise, the fire never went out all night and all the next day. After a few days, I was curious about what it could be and felt drawn to it but I had already made a firm decision that I didn’t want anything more to do with people.  So I watched it for a few days. One evening, my curiosity got the better of me, I was bored, having nothing to do at night, so I meandered towards it, determined to just observe but not make any contact.
"Amma... Amma... Amma..." a hippie kid in his twenties with straggly blonde hair was sitting in a trancelike state chanting continuously and praying with eyes closed.
I watched him for some time. He seemed a bit crazy but, then again, this seemed like the most sincere show of emotion I had seen in a long time. As if sensing my presence, he opened his eyes and looked straight at me.
“My name’s Gitanath. What’s yours?”
“I don’t know,” I replied in all honesty. I had stopped using my name sometime back, at one point even giving a different name to every person that asked me. I was here hoping to find my true self. But I didn’t need to tell him so much about me.
I knew his name was a name for Krishna, meaning: Lord of the Divine Song. The Bhagavad-Gita (or Song of God) was the main scripture I had learned growing up. My mother had even recited to me often while I was in the womb.
“What are you doing here?”
“I’m praying to Amma. I want to be with her but don’t have enough money.”
"If you really want it,” I said, “you can always get the money. In my experience, money is one of the easiest things to manifest if you put your mind on it. If you keep focusing on your goal like this, the way will surely be provided." 
"Who is Amma anyway?" I asked. 
He flashed a bright smile illuminated by the fire as he handed me a book about her. Thanking him, I took it back to my tent and read it with a flashlight.
Amma's biography was fascinating, especially since Her story had some striking similarities to my own life. Like me, Amma grew up adoring Krishna. I was drawing pictures of Krishna at 3 or 4, and she was composing devotional songs to him at the same age, staying up all night to sing to Him. Amma also suffered a lot of childhood abuse. Our story differed there, because whereas I nearly drowned in the suffering, she rose above it from an early age and transformed it into compassion and helping others.
I almost did the same thing. I tried but could never sustain it. Her story interested me intensely, so I kept reading. But when it said Amma merged with God (Krishna), alarm bells started to go off and I could feel myself close down. ‘Ridiculous,’ I said aloud.
Growing up as a Hare Krishna child, I had been taught that Krishna, being the Supreme Personality of Godhead is always separate and that no-one can merge with God; that we can only be devotees of Him. The devotees felt it was the greatest offense to even consider or want to merge with God, or to assume that it is possible. So I had a glitch with this part of the story and lost a little of my focus for the rest of the book.
However, I kept reading, reminding myself that no thoughts have been truly my own yet, ever in this entire life. I still had to find my true Self and my own vibration of reality. So far, every thing that I had thought or felt had been what I perceived through contact with others or learning directly from them. What is my authentic feeling about this? I just didn’t really know, so I read the whole book.
When I was finished, I closed the book and looked into Amma's eyes on the cover photo. "Well, maybe I will see you in India someday," I said flippantly.
I knew that one day I was definitely going to go to India, but whether I would venture to meet her or not, I wasn’t sure. I no longer believed in gurus, if that’s what She was. Although I did remember a comment I had made years before: “If I ever take another guru, it will have to be a woman.” Still, from my experience with gurus in the past, I felt completely turned off from them for life.
The next day, I was sitting on a rock in the sun writing a postcard (suggesting forgiveness) to my Dad, when the police showed up.
The older policeman frowned while the younger one said, “Miss, camping is not allowed here. Please pack up and leave now.”  
They also went to where Gitanath was and asked him to leave. I wondered if it was his fire that had drawn attention to us. Maybe someone in a boat had seen it and reported it. We packed our stuff and crossed the lava rocks together in silence and went to the road to hitchhike. As we parted ways, he offered me some dried flower petals Amma had blessed.
 










 
*Y2k-The Turn of the Millenium Crash
Y2K- The Turn of the Millennium Crash
Dec 99/Jan 00
The journey that led me to hear of Amma from the “Gitanath” had actually begun long years before but what really accelerated my path was the Y-2K trip to Hawaii. The seeds were planted while I was attending Naropa, the Buddhist-inspired Liberal Arts University in Boulder, Colorado. One night in the middle of our fall semester, some awakening Goddess friends and I were eating dinner at the Russian Dushanbe teahouse when we started discussing Y2k and the possibile dangers it posed.
I didn’t know what to believe but, given my strict Hare Krishna upbringing, where one of the only movies we were allowed to watch was The Day After, I had been hyper-conditioned to expect the oncoming end of the world catastrophes. I had been anticipating the apocalypse for so long and even made many life-choices based on its inevitable appearance, and my never knowing how much time we had left here. So for me it was actually kind of a relief to finally face this impending doom. For more than a year, I was hearing the fear about Y2K from international news, feverish preparations and programming corrections. It was expected to create worldwide havoc of monumental repercussions through messing up the data and dates of computers and computer networks around the world.
“Im just glad we have the time to prepare for it, unlike a sudden nuclear explosion with no warning,” I said.
“Where do you guys want to be when/if the shit hits the fan?” Alicia asked, her bright blue eyes wide with excitement..
 The idea of going to Maui for Christmas Vacation and the end of the world got sparked.
“Hey, let’s take a vacation together and make Y2k into a celebration, where we could enjoy and celebrate the life we have had,” Malada said cheerfully.
“We will probably be relatively safe there,” Alicia said.  “Because even if the computers crashing causes havoc in society, if we are living in nature, we should be OK. ”
“Good idea,’  Alicia exclaimed. “Then even if we die, at least it will be in Hawaii.”
I agreed, wholeheartedly. I loved this idea.
“Yes, Lets go celebrate. I definitely want to go to Hawaii before I die or before the world ends,” I said.
Hawaii and the ocean had been calling me for years, so much so that, more than once, I even started calling random phone numbers in Hawaii and asking the residents there questions about it: “What is it like living there? What part of the island do you prefer? Is work plentiful? Is the (vog?) from the volcano really so bad?..  etc. “
I was suprised how they always kindly obliged my questions.
Even though I didn’t grow up by the ocean, I somehow always missed it and though it didnt seem to make much sense, not living by it felt incredibly unnatural to me. But for some reason, as fearless as I prided myself on being, I wasn’t bold enough to just get up and move all the way to Hawaii. I had always gone everywhere else when I had wanted to and had lived in so many different cities already, but for some reason I had been hesitant to make the journey to Hawaii. Maybe its because I knew it meant the beginning of the end- maybe its because subconsciously I knew about the transformational shift in consciousness that would take place. Whatever it was that had been holding me back- finally it felt time to face it!
I booked my ticket almost immediately.vAlthough excited about spending Y2K with my friends, I also made plans to texplore the Big Island of Hawaii on my own for a week first  and then meet up with them in Maui for two weeks culminating in the end of the world. I knew it would be a magical adventure. Just me and the Universe, like my trip to Europe at age twenty-two, when I’d first discovered the Universe was alive and loved me.
Alicia nudged me and said, “I hope you’ll meet someone you like there.” She winked.
Malada said, ”Yeah, dear,  we really want to see you with someone better than Nakoda.”
I agreed with them although I couldnt imagine being with anyone for a while. I needed to learn how to love myself first.
Nakoda was a little sad I wasnt inving him to Maui but I was fed up. He had cheated on me again- and this time I swore it was for the last time because it was with my good friend, Sofiah. An incredible dancer, Sofiah was my inspiration to keep going out dancing every night. Sometimes Nakoda would come too. But every time he would get drunk, he would do something stupid. Over our time together, I kept forgiving him too many times for cheating on me, and now I felt I just needed to get space from him in order to get the strength to break up.
He had been having affairs all along, starting with the night before our first day of school. When we stood in a circle to introduce ourselves in our first class, we were in the same class and I couldnt keep myself from crying. We had to go around the circle explaining the roots of our name and I couldn’t even speak. It was so embarrassing and humiliating.
Months later, we had gone to Bali together on a beautiful study abroad program, studying the language, culture, music and arts . He cheated on me there, with the lame excuse that it was because he was sad that we had gotten into a fight.
But I felt in a way it was my fault for being with someone so much younger and immature, so I kept trying to make it work. He was seventeed when we first started dating. I had been twenty-two. He was my neighbor.
The first time I ever saw him, he was peeing in my neighbor Susan’s yard at night as I was heading out for a party. Apparently, being friends with her son, he found it perfectly fine to pee in her yard.
“Hey, what’re you doing?”
“What does it look like?” He grinned. “Are you going to the rave?”
“Yes.”
“Can I have a ride?”
He looked so young, so I said, “No, I don’t want to have to take care of you.”
My friend, Jenny, had just arrived to pick me up. She chimed in, ”Hey, you’re being mean. We should let him come.”
“Fine, “ I muttered.
“Cool!” He grinned and jumped in. “I’m Nakoda.”
 Maybe because she was only eighteen, Jenny related to him more than to me.  I sat in the backseat sulking. When we reached the party, we lost track of Nakoda. 
When we were ready to leave the party, we looked for him everywhere and couldn’t find him. Jenny worried a bit.
The next day, I saw him in the yard. “Hey, where were you? We were worried.”
 “I walked home. The party was boring.”
He’s more independent than I thought. “I see.”
He smiled.
There was a special energy about him, a charm and charismatic strength that drew me to him.  Maybe it was just the Native American in him. “Are you full blood native American?”
“No, a quarter,” he said.
But I could feel his depth. Even though he was younger, he had a wisdom and a mystical presence and I knew he had a lot to teach me.
After months of seeing each other as neighbors, my loneliness got the better of me and allowed me to let him in. He would come visit me in my little cabin.
We grew close and then hooked up as lovers-there was a tenderness in our intimacy. We’d go hiking in the mountains, eat picnics in nature, take photos of each other, read shamanic or mystical books on spirituality, like Carlos Castaneda, or Rumi’s poetry, make food, make love, go out dancing—we’d have lots of fun. We pursued spirituality, practicing contemplation in action and learning to be in the present moment while doing anything. We loved shopping for housewares to build our nest together in our normal little life or browsing the racks for clean, preppie clothes from Banana Republic.
A bit obsessed with trying to be normal and fitting in, I loved his clean, normal image and I loved shopping with him because he would make it fun and help me pick out stuff to help me feel normal, except that all the girls would stare at him and flirt with him.
And then he would cheat on me, and I would blame myself for having pushed him away by losing my temper about something with him, or for not being pretty enough, or for not having big boobs, or for somehow attracting it by my insecurities.
When I would try to break up, he would be so sweet and adorable and loving that I couldn’t resist him and would fall in love with him all over again. Again and again. Plus, I didn’t really know how to live without him or how to make love last with anyone. That’s why I had to get away. It was a dysfunctional relationship from the get-go but it was the best I had ever known. Not having grown up with any family, affection or love, I had never experienced having anyone in my life that cared so much about me. We shared so much caring for each other but, even after endless therapy, our relationship kept creating a constant pain and disappointment in my life. I had to get out of it.
It was easy to see why all the girls liked him. He was charming and charismatic, like a young Casanova, or Don Juan; he was a Krishna character, which is what I adored and hated about him, too. One of my greatest weaknesses, and the most unoriginal thing about me, is that I always seem to like the boy that all the girls like. Why am I always drawn to this type?
I told my therapist, “It must be my conditioning, growing up in love with Krishna, the blue god of Love, who is eternally sixteen; Krishna, the blue God Of Love.
My therapist said, “Even though you don’t believe in Krishna anymore, perhaps you keep unconsciously recreating situations in your life to worship him.”
That idea stuck with me all the next week as I was preparing for my trip to Hawaii with my goddess-friends. In the taxi to the airport, I gazed out the window at the Rocky mountain skyline. Mountains are great but now the Mother ocean’s calling me. It’ll be nice to just be with female friends for some weeks. Hawaii will nurture and heal me…
HAWAII-
As soon as I stepped off the plane, majestic green peaks and warm, fragrant tropical breezes welcomed me. As the air entered my nostrils, it felt like I took my first breath of pure life. It went straight to my heart and instantly put my whole nervous system at ease. Optimism coursed through my veins and I felt excitement at the possibilities ahead of me. No looking back. Be on the now. There was magic in the air, a tangible tingle and electricity. Must be emanating from the live volcano.
Trying to to simply stay open, I spent a few days visiting whatever places I felt pulled to. I had no real plan except to have no plan. I was chasing rainbows, opening up to the Universe.
Everywhere I looked there I saw an explosion of life, a botanical feast for the senses. It was like Bali but even better. The flowers and leaves were all larger than life, larger than you could ever imagine. They were bursting with prana(life force).
The brilliant happy colors and dramatic expressions of nature, the intoxicating fragrances and the Aloha spirit made me feel as if I had found heaven. For a long time, I had believed there was no God or heaven other than nature. Being in this nature I felt the presence of God, the Goddess. This was Mother Earth at her happiest. How blessed I felt to be there. Although I did feel a bit lonely, wishing I had someone to share these experiences with.
I talked on the phone a few times to Nakoda but he was acting strange. I had the feeling he was probably already seeing someone else so I broke up with him. I reallycouldn’t trust him anymore. I wanted to forget all about him.
One thing I had been longing to do was to swim with dolphins. I had long heard about they are telepathic and able to sense people’s pain and then heal them with their sonar. Maybe they could give me some much needed healing?  After inquiring, I found out about a beach they sometimes visited. The locals told me they don’t always show up there but I was optimistic that the dolphins would respond to my longing by coming to meet me.
At 6:45 am they came and swam with me in the beautiful big cove of Kealakekua Bay.  I swam with a pod of about forty dolphins around and around in a round bay, for two hours, trying to keep up with them.  Luckily, since I wasn’t fast enough to keep up with them, they would always circle back and swim under me. The feeling of peace and love I felt was indescribable. The locals were impressed I saw them on my first attempt. The next couple of days I went back but they were not there anymore.
I found a hostel in Kona called Patey’s Place. There my friend’s wishes for me to meet someone must have encouraged the universe to man-ifest Richard, a beautiful scuba dive master from Anyplace, USA. We took to each other immediately. We rented a jeep and found ourselves on an epic adventure, exploring the island. The energy of the island was so vital, it coursed to our hearts into a passionate romance, with the dynamic backdrop of the fiery volcano and the breathtaking mountains and  luscious green valley jungles that we hiked through.
We hiked across the lava flow together and discovered patches of road that had not been buried like everything else. Standing on the hardened lava atop the churning earth, we watched the fiery molten hot lava oozing, hissing, snapping and popping with stinging fumes as it flowed across the ground, cooling and hardening at the edges into solid rock as the rest streamed down to meet the ocean. We were in awe watching it enter the ocean and explode into fireworks of glowing fragments while simultaneously creating and forming more earth. It reminded me of the Shiva and Shakti energy together:  - Destruction and Creation uniting together to make a dynamic, raw primitive power. The island was buzzing with this electricity, and so were we.
 After a week of exploring, Richard went off to a job,  teaching diving on some remote island. And that was that. He disappeared and my heart drained quickly from full to empty, like it had dozens of times before. I was back to resisting the ever-encroaching loneliness of existence that often takes over my heart and mind. C’est la vie. Such was my lot in life. I could never seem to make love last. How many lovers had come and gone, I couldn’t even count anymore.
Before the loneliness had much time to set in, I took a plane to Maui, where I had, fortunately, made plans to meet up with my female friends from Boulder. It’ll be just us girls. So much for it being just me and the universe.
***
Our adventure started with watching the majestic sunrise over the epic Haleakala crater, the passive empty bowl of the volcano. She already expressed herself fully. The environment Hawaii offers is so vital, so expansive, so expressive, so divinely alive that I was also coming back to life in it. I felt like I was escaping out of the box I had trapped myself in—a golden cage of convenience and comfort; I felt like I had just been let out of a suffocating paper bag with no oxygen..  Now I can breathe again.
On our adventure, we learned the history of the word ha’oles, the Hawaiian name for white people. It literally translates to the ‘Ones with no breath or spirit’. To Hawaiians, the breath is spirit, or the way to connect with the omnipresent divine spirit of life and love. The word aloha means hello, goodbye, love and life but it’s literal translation is: I am honored to share this breath (or spirit) with you—acknowledging that sharing breath is the communion of sharing the spirit of the Divine.
So, when the natives met the missionaries, the first thing they noticed was that they were not really breathing, that they were not in touch with their breath or spirit. This resonated so much with me, even though I had to admit I too was guilty of this. I was a ha’ole. I was not in touch with my breath and now longed to breathe in the spirit of aloha and come back to life.
As I was opening up more and more, I experienced surges of awareness and consciousness. What was I doing there in Boulder, living in a box, content to have finally found comfort in my life?? Many internal psychological structures started breaking down as the dynamism of destruction and creation embraced my mind and my life. It was the beginning of the end of life as I knew it.
I thought of the bourgeois life I had been loving, adapting and molding myself into in Boulder. I thought of my affluent echelon of clients I performed massage therapy for in their beautiful Boulder homes, and how it helped keep me feeling comfortable and prosperous. They were all so good to me. Mary Alice and Michael had been the closest thing I had to family.
Michael commuted to DC for work and was friends with President Clinton. The first time they met me, they said I somehow reminded them of Hilary, who they had just spent the last few days with. Mary Alyce adored her as much as she adored the head massages I gave her to relieve her tension.
They opened up their home to me, often inviting me to stay over if our sessions ran late and sometimes, if they were out of town on business, they would have me housesit in their huge lovely home. They lived in a beautiful adobe Southwestern ranch house in the peaceful prairie, surrounded by prairie dogs. It had many windows, glass doors, oak doors and Persian carpets, and displays of pictures Mary Alyce took from around the world. Her photos of the boats and palm trees in Kerala had always struck a chord of longing in me. I wanted to visit there sometime. She said it was the best place in India as women were the most educated out of anywhere. 
Like some of my other clients, Michael and Mary Alyce were models of prosperity and success but I soon started to see how they were not able to be really happy, even with all their apparent trappings of success. They had so much tension in their lives that they never seemed able to relax and just enjoy life.  Do they know this beauty and peace exists? Of course they do; they take vacations all the time but they’re still nothappy. I didn’t want my life to be like that.
Makena Beach in Maui, with its huge expanse of soft aqua water and light creamy sand, felt like the sweetest expression of God’s love. While I was hanging out there, enjoying the soft aqua water, someone passed me a joint around.
“Come on,” my friends implored, as they always did, extending the joint lovingly to me.
I refused, since I quit when I was fifteen, because while pot seemed to relax everyone else, it just made me trip out and get paranoid, bringing back the feeling of when I was tripping on LSD. But this time, right then and there I made a conscious decision that I wanted to have more control of my mind. I decided to smoke the joint as a way to work deeply to overcome my inherent fear and paranoia, like in a lucid dream. If I can just remember that I am dreaming, I can choose to feel safe and okay!
I tried it. The guys chilling a bit further down the beach suddenly seemed to be staring lustily at us - or maybe i just now noticed how much they were leering. Childhood memories of the molesters always after us, especially when we were swimming and bathing surfaced into encroaching paranoia. The past was like a filter over my vision. Oh, No! These guys who had now become predators that saw us only as sex objects seemed to be getting closer. I was scared they might come and destroy our safe, sacred innocence with their primal grunts and demands of lust, and then it would all become another meaningless blur, like so many situations I had found myself in. I felt scared. No. I refuse to buy into this fear. Everything is a projection of my mind, so I choose to see only the aloha spirit of love and unity everywhere. Almost as if on cue, the guys seemed to relax and stop staring at us. Reality is a reflection of the mind; remembering this, I was able to use the pot as a tool that day to keep working on overcoming my paranoia and fear.
When night fell, we shifted our hangout to La Perouse Bay, a beach famous for its dolphins.  My friends built a bonfire under the sparkling stars while I sat transfixed by the natural wonder around me and revealing itself in my mind. Still high from that one joint we smoked hours earlier -I felt completely at one with the universe. My friends were laughing that they were smoking more and I was refusing because I was still so out of my mind. But this place was just too surreal. I had never experienced a place like this in all of my life.
As we sat around the fire, Alec, an extremely attractive, creative and soulful Native American with long black hair, started playing his Native American flute. It was so magical and enchanting that I could not stop thinking about Krishna, my long-lost beloved God, whom I had rejected in my teens because of the experiences I had in the Hare Krishna religion. Krishna had been my first love and biggest heartbreak. If I had been let down and so disappointed even by the God of Love himself, what did I expect from human love? Now, upon hearing this flute, my heart burst open with remembrance and love for the Beloved Lord of my childhood.  Maybe he was real, after all, and maybe he also wasn’t so bad as I had started believing. I started opening up to the idea of loving Krishna again, just in my heart, in a personal way, without going anywhere near the religion that had hurt me.
The all-pervading consciousness there was so tangible, it felt as substantial as the waves, sand, fire, breeze and trees that surrounded us. It was as if there was an awareness coming from nature and communicating with us. Could it even be coming from the dolphins?  I felt like the dolphins must be close. Many people believe dolphins are telepathic and can heal you psychically and with their sonar. In my high state, I felt like their consciousness was right there with me.
 I then received a clear message:
“School has been keeping you at arm’s length from knowing what you already know. You just have to go deeper. All the answers are already within you. You need to stop looking outward for them and go inside.”
A light turned on within when I heard this. Whether the message came from nature, the dolphins or my higher Self didn’t matter because it made a lot of sense to me. I had been studying for a degree in Contemplative Psychology, specializing in Art Therapy and Dance Therapy. As much as I loved all my classes and thrived on learning, I had been wondering if  this was really what I was meant to be doing with my life? What was I really learning anyway and what value in the world would a degree from a Contemplative Liberal Arts college be anyway? Why pay $4,000 a credit to learn how to be present in the moment with every action and to do what I love? Instead of racking up these huge loans, why not save the money and just start being present in every action?
I wasn’t sure how I could go deeper to get the answers I needed, but I decided I would honor the message by just taking the first step of dropping out of school and then seeing what unfolded. This is the way I had been living my life for so long anyway. Experience was always my true teacher.
Then I asked the dolphins, or whatever consciousness I felt out there, the burning question I had been asking myself for years.
“What am I here to do? What’s the purpose of my life?”
I heard the message back, loud and clear, “SHARE YOUR STORY!”
This rang true for me. I did have an amazing story to share and I had always wanted to share it, and even so, it always kept growing so I always had more to share. I knew that I did not have all these life-experiences of suffering, healing and learning to transform dark into light for myself alone; I have had them for the collective and I realized it was my duty to share them so that others can grow and learn from them as well.
As I received this message, I had been dreamily caressing the sand with my hands. Suddenly, my fingers touched a soft smooth rock. I held it up to the light of the fire and saw it was in the perfect shape of a dolphin. I clasped it tightly with gratitude to absorb the dolphin essence.  I felt like dolphins were dancing in my cells. I decided to take it back home to Boulder as a souvenir and a teacher, so I would follow the messages and never forget the lessons I received that night.
 
Y2K & THE CRASH
For the millennium, we sought out the gorgeous hidden otherworldly cove of Red Sands Beach. Parking in Hana, we crossed over some private property overlooking a valley of horses, traversing through ironwood trees, past a hillside Japanese cemetery and following a ridge high above the ocean before trekking down the perilous hike to reach the beach.
Our jaws dropped when we saw the beauty before us and we stopped to admire the deep, surreal blue ocean churning relentlessly against the dramatic and rugged wall of jagged black lava protecting the cove. Watching its intense ebb and flow reminded me of childhood stories from the Vedas about the Ocean of Milk being churned by the God and Demons to collect the Amrita (the Vedic nectar of Immortality) from it.
An offshore reef and natural sea wall protecting the bay from large waves and the rough open ocean made a sweet cove for serene swimming. The original ridge trail has been partially erased by a landslide from the constant erosion. A new, narrow and more dangerous trail has replaced it. The path was steep and quite slippery from the loose and crumbling cinder and soft ironwood tree needles. We made our way down carefully. There were several points where we almost slipped, narrowly avoiding a catastrophe.
On the crescent beach of red sand shaped like a band-shell, surrounded by cliffs of crumbly vertical towers of red cinders that somehow remain intact, impressive heights surrounded by ironwood trees, I felt we were in the clay womb of the earth.
One hippie man doing nude chi qong exercises with a staff came to check us out and then filled us in on the history. We learned the cove was the site of a sacred temple (heiau), as well as a fortress and where several battles had been fought against invaders. This womb-like sacred sanctuary was also the birthplace of a powerful civil leader, Queen Ka'ahumanu . We didn’t know whether we should believe him or not because he also told us the ‘Mothership’ resides just below the sands of this beach, waiting for the preordained moment to lift up above the surface and take off.
As it was so isolated, it was a clothing-optional beach. Alicia and I happily went topless. Some others there were fully nude but, luckily, everyone was mostly keeping to his or her self. In our ‘survival kit’, or rather our ‘surrender to the end of the world’ kit, Alec had humorously brought a box of ‘Life’ Cereal with us so we could enjoy our last bowl of 'Life.' To celebrate and to ensure our enjoyment, after eating our last bowl of 'life' we took some hits of ecstasy Alec had brought with him from Boulder. Besides that one day where I experimented again smoking pot for the first time since I was 15, Ecstasy was the only drug I still did occasionally. We timed it so that we would peak right around midnight, at the turn of the millennium. We wanted to be in bliss, as the world crashed. We enjoyed ourselves skinny-dipping in the dark night ocean, splashing and playing in the water with the glowing neon turquoise effervescence.
After coming out of the ocean, I put on my cozy flannel cloud design pajamas. A fun reminder that life is but a dream, they felt perfect for this occasion. As we played on the beach relaxing into our pleasurezones , a huge, bright orange neon-glow, like oozing lava or nuclear fallout, appeared over the black ocean horizon and started growing and sweltering. It scared us for a second because we wondered if it was something linked to the computer crash and the big end.  Or was it the Mothership coming to rescue us, lifting us off from our doomsday filled planet earth? We laughed and joked about what it could be until saw the round circle of the huge bright moon reveal itself.
Just as our ecstasy highs started to peak, stimulating us to appreciate life more in our super- ecstatic states, we heard a long, loud bone-chilling scream, followed by many cries for help. It sounded like someone had fallen from the cliff and crashed to the rocks below. We ran across the beach and climbed the rocks in the moonlight towards the mixed sounds of low male moans of agony and shrieking voices of panic.
A man had indeed fallen about forty feet from the path on the edge of the narrow, slippery cliff, down onto the towers of sharp red cinder cones below. His friends, still up on the ridge, were calling down to see if he was okay. But they were too drunk and loud to hear him trying to call back. We followed his voice and found him wedged between some rocks, clutching his broken leg as if to hold it together. Twisted out of joint at the knee and covered red with blood, it brought back vivid memories of the trauma and pain I’d felt when my leg had been run over by a car, when I was 15.
Oh my freaking God. Was this really happening now, while we are peaking on ecstasy?
The path of love is like a thread of hair over a chasm of fire...
We had to pull ourselves together to try to help. Without missing a beat, Alec soberly said, “Don’t worry.  I’ll get help.” Like a true Native American warrior, he ran back up the razor-like cliff path and all the way down the highway to Hana town.
Knowing how that boy can run helped to put us at ease, but Alicia and I were still worried about him running in the dark night on ecstasy. At least there was moonlight.
We reached the  broken man seized with pain, trying to be as helpful as we could be to.
“What’s your name?” I asked.
“John. It’s my leg.” He grimaced, trying to smile but flinching with pain at the same time. We couldn’t see what else he had broken but the leg, so I instinctively reached out and put my hands on his knee to soothe him and give whatever healing energy I could muster.
Alicia comforted him, “We’re here with you. Our friend’s getting help. You will be okay. Breathe.” Her caring words seemed to calm him down and sober us up too. 
Soon, the paramedics came down the trail with a stretcher and took John back up, with his drunken friends following behind. The millennium gave us a shocking twist on our original intentions to enjoy and play. The universe had other plans for us. Healing was in order.
There is a superstition that whatever you do on New Year’s Eve sets the tone for your whole year. We talked about this omen as we sat on the beach, our ecstasy having been snapped into sober awareness like my blue cloud pajamas that were now caked with John’s dry blood.
We still spent the next few days trying to enjoy- the sun, the beach, mangoes and each other’s company. But we could not get over the impact of what had happened. It seemed to hold a great lesson for us. We all felt it was a sign for us to go beyond our pleasure-seeking to help others who suffered. We were called to awaken from our fun, little dream to a higher purpose of love and service.
(*Meanwhile, I found out later, at the turn of the millennium, in a remote Goddess temple on the shores of South India, Amma had been leading everyone in sincerely chanting prayers for world peace and true happiness for all beings everywhere.
OM LOKAH SAMASTAH SUKHINO BHAVANTU (May all the beings in all the worlds be happy
*Maybe the vibrations of the Holy Mother’s prayers had amplified, reaching us in that band shell of nature that night in Maui. Maybe the Mother ship had made contact after all and did the needful to sober us up and awaken us from our limited dream.)
(* will probably insert this part above a bit later on- as a flash back)
*********
I went back to Boulder and started my new life by ending the old. With newfound confidence, I broke up with Nakoda and moved out of our stuffy apartment into a beautiful spacious home in the mountains with my goddess sisters. I dropped out of school started writing my life-story. I met with an editor weekly to help me shape it. I still continued to massage my clients.
I kept my pet dolphin rock from Maui on the windowsill of my huge glass windows overlooking the prairies as far as the eyes could see in the valley below. The way the prairie horizon would melt from green to blue to meet the sky was just enough that I could pretend it was the ocean right there. It gave me peace even to imagine the ocean being so close.
One day, a friend came over when I was looking at the rock. He commented, “I heard it was bad luck to take rocks from Hawaii. Pele doesn’t like it if you take part of her body, and then you have to suffer Pele’s curse.”
“Yeah,’ I said, “when we were at the volcano on the big island, the rangers said there are countless stories of people who send their rocks back to the state national park because such horrible things happen to them afterwards. But they said it only about the lava rocks. I think this one is okay. This is a beach rock from the dolphins.”
 “But isn’t it that all the land and rocks there are actually formed originally from lava?”  He raised his eyebrows. Could it be? But I couldnt bring it now. What to do?
Dropping out of school which focused on the present moment to face and heal my past with all my presence in the present, i withdrew to the mountains.  Pulling all my energy from always going out - to be a recluse -and to heal and write. 
Drawing inspiration from the lofty expansive landscape I could take in through my floor to ceiling windows at the top of the mountains, I sat down to write my story and face my past. For the first time. (There were many times I tried after but life in the present kept getting in the way. )




 
 *Bhakti in the beginning
 
BLISS OF INNOCENCE & DEVOTION
In the spring of 1971, my parents, Kris and Anna, met at an Art School in Calgary, Canada. She was eighteen and he was twenty-five. They were in the same drawing class. She felt he was the best artist in the whole school and he thought she was the most beautiful girl in the school. He helped her with her art projects and she would often sit and pose for him as his model. She looked like a model with her beautiful face with big blue eyes framed with long dark hair and her reed-like lean form. He found her exciting and innocent and loved the way her bright eyes sparkled with childlike wonder and enthusiasm when he spoke. She was drawn to his ease in expressing his talents and sharp intellect as strong as his high cheekbones. He carried himself with a peaceful charm and confidence.
Anna had been raised in a strict Catholic family in Montreal. Her parents were sweet good people but her mother was perhaps a little too formal with her and her father a little too overbearing. She would never admit it but my aunts say that he was an alcoholic who would often fly into a rage. He had come over from Ireland as a child. It’s said that Irish like their whiskey and after a hard days of work Clem Keyes was no exception. As a result and perhaps to protect them, Francoise, my elegant French Canadian grandmother ended up running a tight ship in controlling the kids, maybe to protect them. Generally a jolly fellow generous with his bear hugs, he gave my mom lots of attention but still the whiskey had the power to bring out his temper. She remembers him chasing her around the kitchen island one time, in a rage.
My mother was the youngest of six children. Her elder siblings thought she was the most beautiful but perhaps because she was born after the twins, who everyone was always cooing over, she said nobody seemed to pay much attention to her. She often felt neglected. This endeared her more to her father who always had bear hugs for her. She would never tolerate to hear a bad word about him or his temper, when her siblings later suggested that he was an alcoholic. The way she always looked up to him no matter what is perhaps what shaped her unquestioning respect for authority in later years. She felt a sweet friendship with her mother, which blossomed in later years.
Kris had been raised without any religion per se. His parents were very simple, kind farmers but they were not very affectionate at all. They really only had children with the intention of having extra ranch-hands on the small horse farm they owned in Fruitvale, British Columbia. His mother’s family was originally from Scotland and his father had come to Canada from Sweden at a young age, like my mother’s father. Kris was three years old when he first rode a horse on his own. He grew up with horses, playing cowboy and Indians, secretly believing in his heart that he was an Indian, not a cowboy. (Our family is still wondering if there was some secret conjugation in our family ancestry because my Scottish grandmother really looked part Native. My father and I have wondered many times if she was indeed part Native and when I saw her laying on her deathbed, she looked completely Native. I mentioned it to my aunts and they said they had always wondered the same thing.)
They became very good friends. Kris was so happy that someone was so interested in everything he had to share. His wife had not been so keen on his interests, I guess.
When Kris, started turning my mother onto all the Eastern spirituality he had been studying, along with the vegetarianism and Transcendental Meditation, she was enthralled. She was open-minded but still so innocent. He had so much to share with her about the world. They became very good friends, spending a lot of time together. Kris was delighted that someone was so interested in everything he had to share. His wife was not so keen on his interests. He loved her and their child but was so drawn to the freedom spirituality offered that he wondered how he could stay with them in their limited understanding. He should have never got married but thats what people did back then at his age. In his heart, he just wanted to do art, explore, discover the meaning of life and dedicate his life to a higher purpose represented by God.
He introduced my mom to the Hare Krishnas when they came to town. They loved participating in all their chanting, dancing and Vedic philosophy; and the artists in them loved the creative expression, the meaningful stories, the art but most of all they loved that they seemed to have found the meaning of life and a true GOD.
Put simply, the Hare Krishna movement is a fundamental off-shoot of Hinduism where followers worship the blue-skinned, flute-playing, cow-loving Krishna (an incarnation of Vishnu, one of the most well recognised of the religion’s millions of Gods and Goddesses across India for a few thousand years).  Many of our teachings originally came from the Srimad Bhagavatam (Krishna’s life stories and related pastimes) and Sri Bhagavad-Gita, Krishna’s lecture to Arjuna where he advocates what are seemingly good and bad acts. Some of our specific rituals and traditions were based on the 16th Century teachings of a Bengali social reformer saint called Caitanya Mahaprabhu - who, concerned that the caste system excluded low classes from spiritual practice, revived the worship of Krishna. He recommended chanting of the Maha Mantra of Hare Krishna for everyone, openly and across the world distribution of free prasadam (food that has been offered to the deities and blessed). Over the centuries, these teachings have been passed down by a network disciples and Gurus in succession directly to Srila Prabhupada.
All of the philosophy was filtered through Srila Prabhupada who I feel had a very high level of devotion and wisdom with a high level of realization but based on many things he said I don't feel he was not a fully Self-Realized Master.  His philosophy and goals were sincere and beautiful for the most part though; an indication that life is based on a thread that is not wholly a case of moral decision making based on a mental construct but rather one based on a higher conscious realm that is accessed by pure living. But it was not a holistic view of God and was in a way just another male-dominated religion, imbalanced in its view of women and the material world. There were many missing pieces that seemed to affect how that translated into real life was another story.
When the Hare Krishnas left Calgary, my father got some LSD for them (this was the 70s) and they tripped together in nature. Both of them had the same experience of hearing the rhythmical chanting of Hare Krishna Hare Krishna everywhere. The maha mantra was ringing from every corner of creation, from every molecule and leaf and tree. Taking this as a message that this was their path to God, they decided to join the Hare Krishnas. My father had already wanted to do this before but his young wife wouldn't join him. Now encouraged by the LSD trip and with added courage from my mother’s willingness to go with him, he decided leaving his wife and child to dedicate his life to Krishna was worth it. Together, Kris and Anna left their art school in Calgary and their families there, hitchhiking all the way to the west coast, to the big Hare Krishna temple in Vancouver.
When they arrived, as many people did especially in the 70s, they instantly jumped in and adopted the lifestyle, shedding their old one with relief. Anointing their foreheads with the sacred clay called tilak to mark their bodies as temples of God and three strands of Tulasi beads around their necks, they changed into Indian spiritual attire,learning how to wrap themselves in Indian robes; Anna in a floral sari (five meters of cloth wrapped around the body) and Kris in a dhoti and kurta. He shaved his head, leaving the tuft of the hair in the back, symbolic of something Krishna could grab onto to help pull the devotee out of the ocean of samsara (cycle of birth and death) up to Krishna Loka, the blissful divine spiritual world. Anna pierced her nose with a big round hoop as a symbol of? and tied her long black hair into a braid and kept it covered with a sari veil, lest she be too attractive to the opposite sex.
In the Vancouver Hare Krishna temple, they were married.  This wasn’t in my young parent’s original plans, but was encouraged by the temple leaders.  They started sleeping in separate quarters, as celibacy was one of the four main rules, unless you were purposely planning on having a child.  The four main rules and regulations were: No meat-eatingNo intoxication, No gambling, No illicit sex (illicit sex was any sex other than for the purpose of having a child). My mother used to joke that they only had sex three times, when me and my two sisters were born.
They were initiated via a letter from Srila Prabhupada, the founder of ISKCON.  The International Society for Krishna Consciousness, is a society founded on the basic premises of Hinduism in the 1960’s, except for they believe that Krishna is the true God, ‘the Supreme Personality of Godhead” and everyone else is lesser than Krishna. They have a million and one reasons why Krishna is better than any other form of God and a thousand books supporting this fact. This is one of their favorite things to talk about. My father became one of the best preachers they had. He was so convincing, but thats for later.
My parents were so happy to have the honor of being directly initiated by  Srila Prabhupada because they felt he was a God-realized soul and at that point, he had already starting letting other senior Western disciples  initiate new devotees. Whereas he used to do fire sacrifice name initiation ceremonies, because he was far and couldn't travel to them, Prabhupada gave them their new names via a letter: Kris became Krishna Katha  meaning one who tells stories of Krishna, or always talks about Krishna and Anna became Anala which meant the spiritual fire that burns up samsara (the cycle of birth and death).
Soon after, my father got to have a fire sacrifice initiation for the 2nd“brahman initiation”, where he was given the ceremonial white thread and a special mantra. The second initiation was for him to become a brahman, the highest order and caste of life in Indian traditions. Usually in India, people are born into being brahmans , but Srila Prabhupada made it available as a status rise level for anyone, including Westerners who wanted to demonstrate commitment to the path of Krishna Bhakti. All the ISCKON men who got initiated would soon after get to take 2nd initiation.  Although he was making it so available to everyone, it was still only an option for the men. Women were considered less-intelligent and therefore not fit for many things the men got to do. From then on, my father proudly wore the ceremonial white cotton thread around his chest, which he would chant his secret mantra on.
When the temple devotees found out he was an artist, they asked him to carve and paint some Jagannath deities. He had figure out how to do this just based on pictures he saw in books of other Jagannath deities.
With round eyes and a huge smile on a block style head with pegs for arms, Lord Jagannath is a very peculiar looking form of Krishna. Revered and worshipped throughout India as a unique deity of Lord Krishna, Jagannatha means “Lord of the universe.” Jagannatha is actually a form of Krishna, Balaram is His brother, and Subhadra is His sister.  Jagannatha Puri, an ancient temple in Orissa India, is famous for its Rathayatras (chariot festivals) where they pull the Deities of Jagannath, Subhadra and Balaram on a chariot.
The story starts with King Indradyumna, who was a great devotee of Krishna and longed to have a deity of the Lord to worship. He commissioned the best sculptors to come to his palace and carve Deities of Lord Krishna, his brother Balaram and his sister Subhadra Devi. But as soon as any carver started working with the wood, their chisels broke to pieces. This went on for some time until the Supreme Lord Himself came disguised as an old brahman artist to offer his services to the sincere king. He gave the king one condition that, in order to carve the deities, he needed to work behind closed doors for twenty-one days without being disturbed.
After fourteen days passed, the king could not hear any sounds of the artist's tools and became too impatient to wait any longer. He forced opened the door to see. To this dismay, the three forms were still unfinished and the sculptor had vanished from sight. Their faces were not refined but almost cartoonish in their exaggerated expressions with round circular eyes and huge smiles. Their hands and legs were unfinished.
Realizing his mistake, and feeling himself to be a great offender for not honoring his word to the brahman about this sacred undertaking of bringing the Lord to life, the king decided to give up his own life. He lay on a bed of sacred Kusa grass and fasted. When he fell asleep, Lord Jagannath appeared to him in a dream. The Lord told the king, “I have no material hands and feet to use, but with transcendental senses I accept all the offerings of My devotees and I accept your offering of surrender.”
Sri Krishna then sweetly revealed to the king that it was really He who came disguised as that old brahman to sculpt this form of God.
“The fact that you broke your promise was part of the prophecy for me to manifest in this special form of Jagannath. This form is symbolic of my ominiscient, omnipresent nature. I am there now in those Deities awaiting you in your palace. Those devotees whose eyes are smeared with the salve of love will always see Me as Krishna, holding a flute.”
Inspired by the original carver in the story of Jagannath, my father locked himself in a temple closet for two weeks with three big blocks of wood to focus on inviting the Lord to manifest. A few times a day mother would give a little knock and then leave food for him at the door. The combination of my pita’s sincerity and skill seemed to invoke God’s grace and the resulting form of the Deities was spectacular. The presence of the Lord really did seem to appear in the wood forms and they became objects of daily worship on the big, main altar in the marble temple.
Though they were just best friends, since men and women did not talk or mingle, the temple authorities said if my mother and father wanted to continue talking, they had to get married. So they agreed and a traditional Indian fire sacrifice marriage ceremony   was conducted at the temple, where after chanting many mantras and offering grains and food into the fire, they literally tied a knot from their two clothes together and circumambulated the fire together. 
Soon, they decided to have a devotee child. Before conceiving me, they did some penance to prepare and prayers to invite a spiritual being, including chanting sixty four rounds on their strands of 108 japa mala prayer beads.
But whatever tapas they did was nothing compared to the sacrifices and hardships my mother went through during her pregnancy and after i was born.
Even though my parents were both living in a spirit of service and self-sacrifice, my mother underwent many ordeals while she was pregnant with me. She tried to adjust and accept but she faced many hardships. My father had already become distant and wasn't available to talk to as they used to do as he was heavily involved in book distribution service.
They say the mother’s state of mind while the child is forming in the womb affects the psychology of the growing being inside. Amma says a pregnant woman should be like a butterfly in a garden so that the baby forms into goodness and love. As long as I can remember, my mother has been full of fear. But she did read the holy scriptures to me while I was in the womb as much as she could muster up the strength to do, especially the Srimad Bhagavatam and Srimad Bhagavad-Gita. Maybe this was my saving grace.
 From Vancouver, the GBC (higher authorities) said my father should go to New York so that he could do paintings for all of the new books Prabhupada was publishing. On the way to New York, my parents stopped at the Toronto temple and the devotees there tried to convince them to stay longer, at least until after I was born. But, the New York temple insisted my father come fast to work for Prabhupada’s book publishing company, the BBT (Bhaktivendanta Book Trust) press, even though my mother was pregnant. He didn’t want to go without her and She knew it was important to him so she sacrificed her own wishes and went along, seven months pregnant.
On the plane, mom was praying she could have at least a piece of foam to lay on for some comfort, because sleeping on the hard floor in the Toronto temple for so many months had really taken a toll on her body. Her prayer was answered on the spiral staircase at the New York temple a lady pointed out a room, opened up a closet, and took out a six-foot piece of mattress, like a miracle. It felt to her like a dream come true. Tears of gratitude to Lord Krishna for taking care of her streamed down her face, she later told me.
One weekend, they were invited to go for dinner at a couple’s house from the BBT. Walking there in the cold February evening with wet hair was a bad combination for a young pregnant mother under stress. She started outside made her started shivering uncontrollably.
When she got back to her temple room, her shoulders hurt so badly, that her arm seized up and she could barely move. My dad was sleeping in on a floor room on another floor with all the men. It was difficult for her to move because she was in so much pain. It was late and everyone was fast asleep and there was no-one to help her down the stairs. She clutched the rail with her mobile arm and carefully made her way down the stairs. She went downstairs to look for him. and It was a taboo thing to do to go in the mens’ sleeping quarters, but she was helpless in painful urgency. The fear in her tummy must’ve felt like a roller coaster to me, the unborn child within her womb. She looked for him amongst the many men sleeping side-by-side in sleeping bags.
“Please help me,” she called out to anyone who would listen. “I need to go to hospital or something”.”
She finally found Krishna-Katha and woke him up. But they couldn’t get out of the building. The front gate was locked and the guy with a key was missing. KK eventually got the key and opened the door but they still couldn't get out. The seven-foot cast iron gate was also locked. Instead of wasting any more time going to search for that key, he found another gate that was only four feet high. He climbed it, lifted my seven-month pregnant mother over it and called a taxi.
Things didn't get any easier for my mother. She was diagnosed with a severe case of pneumonia. She couldn’t get any rest because the woman who she shared  her room with screamed all night long.  The nurses were not very helpful either. My mom was deathly ill. Every day, she thought she was going to die. KK came and visited her every day for the ten days she was there. Finally, they released her from the hospital but the pneumonia persisted throughout the rest of her pregnancy.
Back at the temple, her condition didn't improve. Every day her body felt so weak, that she imagined death was very near. She didn’t mind so much, as she had no energy to mind. She just accepted death could come at any moment. Years later, she told me that she had even looked forward to dying because she imagined she could then merge with God.  She couldn’t tell her parents because they would try to convince her to come home and for that, she would have to leave her husband and Krishna.
The residents’ general lack of concern for my mother’s compromised condition was astonishing. One night, while she was laying in the hallway, someone carelessly stepped on her, right on her belly, with me inside! Its no wonder she felt scared and alone.
I was born late. I stayed in the womb ten months. Maybe I had been too afraid to come out? They say the mother’s state of mind while the child is forming in the womb affects the psychology of the growing being inside. Amma says a pregnant woman should be like a butterfly in a garden so that the baby forms into goodness and love. As long as I can remember, my mother has been full of fear. But she did read the holy scriptures to me while I was in the womb as much as she could muster up the strength to do, especially the Srimad Bhagavatam and Srimad Bhagavad-Gita. Maybe this was my saving grace.
When my mom finally went into labor with me, she was in a lot of pain. My father rushed her to at the hospital. She was so weak and frail by this time that she didn’t have any energy to even push. Luckily for both my mother and I, just three pushes were enough to get me out.
My parents trusted a senior ISKON GBC (Governing Body Comission) temple devotee named me.  All Hare Krishna girl children were given had the middle name Dasi, and all boys were given the middle name Das, meaning servant. So I was named Laksmana Dasi: ‘The servant of Queen Laksmana’.Laksmana, after one of Lord Krishna’s top eight queens. Krishna had sixteen thousand, one hundred and eight WIVES.
 (The story of Princess Laksmana’s marriage to Krishna was really special and inspired me in later years. Krishna was the one she had her heart set on but her father made a swayamvar to see who was worthy of her, hoping Krishna could prove his valor.  As proud of her as he was, he made it a very difficult swayamvar. In order to win her hand in marriage, there was a competition of warrior princes to see who could shoot the eye of a fish, which was hanging from the ceiling, covered by a cloth. But they could only aim at it through its reflection in a pool below. Although Arjuna and other excellent archers tried, only Krishna was able to succeed in this mastery feat of archery. She was so beside herself with joy and enraptured by His beauty, that she could barely garland him.)
After giving birth to me, my parents took me home to an apartment they had been asked to share with another couple. My dad painted all day AT in an art studio in exchange for rent and food.
Probably due to not being able to stomach the tension in the environment, I cried from colic incessantly.  For three months straight, I cried and cried. Not realizing what the problem was, every time I cried my mom kept trying to feed me more milk. This aggravated the condition.
The crying was aggravating the couple even more, and the situation was becoming more and more tense.
In the evenings, they often overheard the wife in the room next door complaining to her husband about how my mother and how she wasn’t working. Hearing their negativity about her made my mother felt horrible. She prayed for my father would stick up for her.
Finally, though it was difficult for her because she always tried to be a submissive wife to him, she said something to him.
“Prabhu,” she would say, (this is how all HK women addressed their husbands –Prabhu MEANS meant Master) “can’t you explain to them that its not possible for me to go work with a sick baby?” 
He wanted to but he was never able to. He was just too afraid, too passive.
After a few months, unable to withstand the onslaught of negativity on her anymore, my mother strapped me to her back and hit the NY subways to do Krishna book distribution. Armed with her huge smile plastered over our suffering, she spent hours each day handing out books about Krishna to strangers, sincerely hoping they would find freedom through them.
But unfortunately, Book Distribution wasn't enough to improve my mother’s problems with the ISCKON women. No matter what she did, they continued to judge her. After eight long difficult months in NYC, my father saw how my mother was utterly pushed to the edge from the abuse. Finally gathering the strength to speak up for her, he approached the temple president.
“It seems your wife really doesn't like my wife. If she doesn't stop mistreating her, we are thinking about leaving.” he said.
My father was shocked by the temple president’s response, “YEA, MY WIFE DOESN’T LIKE ANALA. MAYBE YOU SHOULD JUST LEAVE.”
We took a Greyhound bus back to the Toronto temple in the middle of the night, and had to leave my playpen behind because we couldn't take it on the bus.
When I was four months old, she stopped breastfeeding me because I bit her. After this, she tried to give me a bottle, but I refused to drink out of one. So she gave me a glass of milk and, from then on, I only drank out of a glass. She and my father took this as a sign of my maturity.
I shocked my mother and father when i said my first word. Instead of saying mama or dada or even baba, I exclaimed with almost perfect pronunciation, “Cockroach.” I guess all the cockroaches in our NYC apartment made quite an impression on me that I seemed to skip the usual small syllables words most children start out with.
As all Hare Krishna children are taught to do, I called my mother and father by the Sanskrit terms mata for mother and pita for father.
This was the best time in my childhood that my parents and I shared. My mata never tires of telling me how I was the most beautiful child—‘the apple of her eye’—and that she never wanted to have another child. We did everything together. She dressed me in the cutest outfits and did my hair with much care. She really adored me. My pita doted on me too. Sometimes, my mata tried to discipline me but my pita always let me have my way. She was much stricter than he was. This, naturally, made me feel much closer with him. He didn't spend as much time with me but he was always around somewhere engaged in devotional service for Radha and Krishna.
Our family time was spent at the temple services or listening to Prabhupada’s lectures or chanting, reading scriptures or stories about Krishna, doing devotional art or doing something spiritual.
Once or twice a week all the devotees, (maybe 50?) would go out to follow in the footsteps of Lord Chaitanya by doing Harinam (Holy Name) sankirtan together, dancing down the street and singing the holy name loudly to purify anyone who could hear it and the atmosphere. My pita would go with the men in the front playing on their drums and cymbals, actively and dynamically jumping up and down, while my mata kept me beside her in the back of the parade, with the other dancing women and children. Sometimes my pita would give me a pair of hand cymbals to play along to the rhythm. 1, 2, 3…. 1, 2, 3… 1, 2, 3…he had taught me how to play along.
I loved Sundays because my father always took me to the park to play. Since most people were preparing for the Sunday feast, they didn’t have to do Krishna book distribution that day, so my father and I spent quality time bonding at the park before the feast.
One day, on the way to the park, my pita was pushing me in the stroller across the street. A woman passing by us touched my chubby baby feet that were sticking out from the stroller, exclaiming “How cute!”. My pita was scared that I would have to take her karma because HKs believed that if you touch someone’s feet, you give them your karma. That is why we only touch the Guru’s feet because we offer them to take our karma.
At three and four years old, I was already demonstrating an extraordinary artistic talent. I would draw intricately detailed pictures of Radha and Krishna, in unique poses, decorated with all their ornaments. Endless drawings of Radha and Krishna seemed to flow out of me effortlessly, perhaps because my mind was constantly meditating on Radha and Krishna, since I was constantly surrounded by their images, stories and songs celebrating their lives. Mata and Pita were already so proud of me but they were astonished by the artistic skill, exact proportions, intricate detail and creativity I was expressing at an age when other kids were barely able to draw stick figures. They felt it was beyond anything their combined artistic genes could have imbued me with, they were convinced I must be a divine child. In awe of me, thinking I was a very high soul, they seemed to dote on my every word and gesture.
I still remember the feeling of love, union, divine connection, harmony, beauty, devotion, light, wholeness, genius, innocence and Krishna bhakti that permeated my childhood. I drank deeply of the Nectar of devotion.
Sometimes my mother would sit and teach me how to draw better and how to read. I vaguely remember her teaching me how to read with the Dick and Jane book series when I was 3. I still remember how suggestible I was that every time I read about water, I had to run to the bathroom to pee. By age four, I was effortlessly reading the Bhagavad-Gita and understanding it. My mother reading to me in the womb probably helped with this.
My parents spent many hours sharing their devotion with me. Their efforts made an indelible impression that became buried for much of my life but then resurfaced like a diamond after meeting Amma. Stories of devotion, true love and the magical powers of God, where dharma (or righteousness) rules and good always overcomes evil. In some way, either through reading, drawing, storytelling or playing, I was always immersed in Rama and Krishna lilas. I never tired of drawing, hearing, reading or reliving the inspiring stories of Sita and Rama, Lakshman and Hanuman, Radha and Krishna, or Krishna killing the demons. If I played, often alone, but sometimes with friends, it was always re-enacting the Divine Plays.
Pilgrimage to INDIA
At Srila Prabhupada’s suggestion that everyone should be able to visit Krishna’s birthplace in India, the temple announced that if devotees raised a lot of money through distributing books, they could use any extra money beyond their quota to buy tickets to India. This was the only personal expense allowed them from the funds they collected. Inspired, my parents worked longer hours, distributing books for donations on the streets and in the subways. They worked hard enough to get the tickets for all of us to go to the magical land of Krisha---Vrindavan, India.
I remember India as nothing but the bliss of devotion, worship and appreciating the sacredness everywhere and in everyone. I felt more at home there than anywhere we had been before. I was completely enchanted by these soft dark people with their beautiful hearts full of devotion, their vibrant colors and soulful expressions.  Their kind hearts and liquid eyes, seeming to me to be almost as big as cow eyes, welcomed us completely. Everyone we met felt like family—one big divine family of unity happily living in worship of God. Even the trees and the earth there seemed alive with Divine Love.
We went on a two month pilgrimage of all the sacred sites. Name order? Will ask dad still. VISITED Vrindavan, Mathura, all the sacred places of Krishna’s birth and childhood. Visiting India as a child with my devotional parents was so magical for me because it was as if all the stories we had read in the Krishna Book were coming to life. Everyone and everything we saw reminded me of their divine pastimes. All the good-natured people reminded me of the mothers and fathers of Krishna’s friends and the sweet, innocent children reminded me of Krishn’as friends.
I loved how the women in Gujarat wore their bright colored saris differently than the devotee women I knew. The way they wrapped around the back first and then tucked into the front seemed more practical and easier to move in. The men with big smiles and mustaches in their huge colorful turbans looked like the some kind of mixture of farmers and royalty, citizens of Krishnas kingdom of Dwaraka .
We visited the Ranchorji temple, where the black deity of Krishna is black. Ranzhorji is Gujarat's most beloved Deity of Krishna. Meaning “one who gave up the battlefield”, Ranchor is the name given to Lord Krishna because He fled from the battlefield in Mathura, while fighting against the armies of King Jarasandha. This lila happened primarily so that he could get home to Dwaraka in time to receive Princess Rukmini’s request for Him to rescue her from having to marry the evil king, Sisupala. Krishna kidnapped her and made her his primary queen. I related to this story because my name was one of the four queens he married after.
Inside the temple, after touching the sweet murti’s feet, the pujari (temple priest) surprised us by taking the Deity’s flower garland off of Ranzhorji and putting around me. I was thrilled and felt the Divine energy and love. Outside, again as we walked through the throngs of people and cows, I felt protected by this big colorful flower mala. Suddenly, a cow’s tongue as long as my whole arm shot down towards me. I stood in shock as she devoured the entire garland right off my neck. She must have been hungry but somehow it felt more significant than that. As a child, I contemplated on this a lot, why the cow ate my mala, while never forgetting the amazing length of that tongue.
One time, while walking from temple to temple on a busy road in Gujarat, I stopped to pet a big beautiful brown cow. She loved it so much she started closing her eyes and relaxing, until she finally laid down peacefully in my lap and fell asleep for some time. Some Indian girls, who looked like gopis to me, gathered around me in wonder to stare and share in this precious moment.
From Calcutta, we traveled to Mayapur in West Bengal. A holy place visited by over a million pilgrims annually, Mayapur is especially significant to HK devotees because it is the birthplace of Chaitanya Mahaprabhu, who is regarded as a unique incarnation of Sri Krishna in the mood of Radha. At 24, he took sannyasa and founded Gaudiya Vaishnavism, which is the father movement  of Iskcon. We visited the huge headquarters of ISKCON in Mayapur and also his small birthplace on the banks of the holy Ganga. There we saw the huge lush neem tree under which he was born and the hut where he grew up as a boy.
Navadvip, situated on the western side of the River Ganga, is the birthplace of Sri Chaitanya Mahaprabhu. It is from Navadvip that Sri Chaitanya Mahaprabhu’s ‘cult’ emanated the ardour of their allegiance to Krishna-bhakti. Numerous big and small temples reveling in the golden glories of Vaishnavism and embellished realistic clay idols of Sri Chaitanya Mahaprabhu brought his story to life.
From there, we went to sit on the banks of the holy river Ganga. As we watched her flowing beautifully along, my father told me her story again. How she had come to earth to purify it straight from Lord Vishnu’s lotus foot and landed in Shiva’s hair. Then finally coming slow she reached planet earth in India.
I complained to my mother that my body was itching alot from all the mosquito bites I got our first night  there. She suggested I put her sacred clay all over my body. My childlike imagination immersed in the mood of Lord Chaitanya, I ran up and down the Ganga chanting the holy name in ecstasy. I noticed some people burning a dead body nearby on the banks. I watched in awe as my mother explained to me that this how they dispose of the dead bodies in India, so that it is easier for the soul to detach from the body if it is gone and then be more free. After some time I resumed my dancing, remembering the only Lord Chaitanya’s carefree bliss, which was not of this world
 Another sacred site I remember visiting, was where Krishna had the rasa lila dance with the gopis (the married milkmaids of rural Virndavan who were in love with Krishna). I could imagine them hearing the sound of Krishna's flute in the night and sneaking away from their households and families to come here to this forest clearing by the Yamuna river to dance with Krishna. I could see their skirts swishing to and fro as they danced with him and hear their ankle bells as and almost see them all dancing now, Krishna having expanded himself into many to be with each gopi.
The tall stone courtyard walls were lined with many monkeys waiting to pounce upon tourists and snag their purses, cameras, necklaces and even glasses-anything valuable they could trade them at the market for bananas. Upon hearing this warning, my parents took the recommended precautions and left all their valuables with the security table at the entrance for safekeeping. But they forgot about the long japa mala bead bag I was wearing around my neck. One monkey, much larger than myself eyed it before pouncing forward and grabbing it by the strap, pulling me with it. My mother started yelling at the monkey as she fearlessly grabbed hold of the other side of the strap around my neck to protect me. She was on one side of me, screaming and pulling while the screeching monkey was on the other pulling me in the other direction. Unwilling to let go of his newfound treasure, the monkey pulled even harder on my mala bag, I stood still quietly in the middle of the fierce tug of war. But the tenacious monkey was no match for my mother’s protective instincts. Her love won out in the end.
On another Indian adventure, my father came to the rescue this time. We were on a bus journey from ___ to ____? More and more people kept getting on the bus until we were packed in like sardines. When we arrived at our stop, the bus was so crammed with people that it was impossible to get out. My pita found an alternative exit route. He climbed out the window and my mata lower me down to him, and he caught me. Then she also climbed out and he caught her too. She was very thin and light then.
It was so difficult to leave the home I felt in India that  I cried the whole flight home. I didn’t want to leave.
When we landed back in Canada, we encountered some problems at customs. My mata had collected holy dust from every sacred place we visited in India. The airport security saw something very suspicious when they x-rayed our bags so they pulled us aside to inspect them. After seeing an unusual bulge protruding from the cloth side of one suitcase, the officer took a screwdriver and ripped open its seam. He found a long plastic bag rolled up inside, full of white powder. My father panicked, thinking someone had framed him to carry drugs into the country.
When the officer opened the bag, he glared suspiciously at my young Hare Krishna parents.
 “What is this?” he asked them, holding the bag up.
“I dont know,” my father said in a shaky voice.
“It is Dust from all the holy places we visited!” My mother exclaimed with excitement.
He scowled,“You’re not allowed to bring soil from other countries!” 
 “Ok then if I cant bring it in, I’ll eat it.” she said.
This really made the officer wonder what it was. He inspected our bags further and found more sacred dust hidden in the same way. He even uncovered more bags in my pita’s metal trunk and some smaller bags stashed in my mata’s handbag.
Grateful that it had escaped the officer’s keen eye, I gently touched the silver locket around my neck which my mata had filled with the sacred dust from the ground while we were in Vrindavan. I kept quiet knowing it was probably the only dust he had overlooked. I didnt want to be in the middle of another tug of war like the one that happened before, with my mata and the monkey fighting over my japa bag.
Though my locket escaped notice, the officer asked us to wait while they sent all the bags out to their lab for further analysis. We were there for hours.
We must have been quite a sight sitting there, this family in full Hare Krishna attire. My mother and father with their hands on their beads in their beadbags, with one finger sticking out as they chanted earnestly, intensely praying to Krishna for our release. And me, with my cute new Indian outfit, and pigtail braids with and matching barrettes, also chanting and fingering my big round Tulasi wood beads. After several hours, the officials came back to confirm that the powder was just dirt. They let us go. Much to my mother’s disappointment, they did not return her holy dust.
After they left, my mother looked at me with a surprising smile and said,
“Fortunately, you still have yours.” She had purposely overlooked it because she really wanted me to be able to keep it. This made me treasure it even more.
When we got back to the temple, we found out that Prabhupada’s book publishing company, the Bhaktivendanta Book Trust press had moved from NY to Los Angeles.  They were now asking if my father could move there to help illustrate the books. My father was eager for the opportunity to serve Srila Prabhupada’s mission by contributing his skills in this way. During our bus ride to Los Angeles I shared my love for Radha and Krishna with everyone on the bus by drawing them all pictures of Their Lordships.
 
We were happy in Los Angeles. We loved the LA temple, had a nice apartment and went to the beach often. My mother also was asked to do some art. She painted a slideshow of the story of Krishna putting out the forest fire. It was a very creative time for me too; I remember dancing a lot and doing art.
The climate was pleasant, and Everything seemed ideal, well, at least it was for me and my mata. My dad, however, was having a hard time. because, for one, He didn’t like the heat and, for two, the BBT wouldn’t actually let him paint. He did one painting of baby Krishna on a banyan leaf sucking his toe but other than that, they only allowed him to give input towards designing the paintings and to work on smaller projects. BBT chose only a few select people to do the actual paintings for the books and he wasn't one of them.
My pita felt undervalued and overlooked. There was too much arrogance, domination and politics for an easy-going, peaceful guy like my father. It started stifling him artistically. He wanted to return to Toronto and go back to focusing on book distribution.
He finally reached his tolerance while when he was out distributing books on Christmas Eve. Palm trees and 80 degree weather didn’t feel like any Christmas he knew. Even though Hare Krishnas don't celebrate it, the whole Christmas in “paradise” concept was mind altering. It heightened his insight that nothing is real. Feeling ungrounded, he longed for something familiar. He needed to feel the cold again to feel that life is real, to get a grasp on reality and his place in it.
A few months later, we returned to Toronto and he felt good again. With the strap of his mridanga drum slung over his shoulder and his hands keeping the beat, he chanted and danced in the streets when he didnt have a book bag slung over his shoulder, ‘giving Krishna’s books’ for donation. Living up to his name of Krishna Katha by recounting inspiring stories of Krishna as well as sharing his insights, he started giving ‘class’ (lectures as a preacher) at the temple. His knowledge and enthusiasm for the path enlivened his inspirational lectures. The recognition he received assured him that he was doing the right thing.
He also wanted to do the right thing while raising me. Both my parents strived to ensure I would transcend the cycle of birth and death. However, their approach was different. My pita was always relaxed with me, while my mata was a little bit controlling. Sometimes her and I would have arguments, he would always let me have my way. She was a little demanding of me. Even her hugs feel overbearing. Sometimes it felt like she wanted to hold onto me forever and not let me go. Maybe she subconsciously knew she would lose me too early. And maybe it was this very fear and strong attachment that led her and my father to do the exact opposite by dropping me off at the gurukula in New Vrindavan to save us all from material attachment.
They drove all across the country, from the West Coast to the East Coast, searching for the best Hare Krishna school for me. Their protective love made them determined to save me from maya and samsara.  When they found what they thought was the perfect shelter from maya (illusion), they dropped me off at The New Vrindavan Gurukula school. I was just four years old.
How noble an aspiration, really! These people adored me so much that they wanted to save me from the bondage of their love. They didnt want me to come back for another birth on earth because of being too attached to them, so they sacrificed their own love. Their aspiration to save me, the daughter they utterly adored from their binding and false worldly love and replace it with a Higher Love, was tremendously noble. The belief was that all children should go to these gurukulas at age 5, to save us from drowning in the ocean of samsara. Fearing any attachment to them could lead to my rebirth and theirs, they sacrificed their love for our ultimate freedom.
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Writing my story was challenging because it was hard to face all the traumatic memories I had spent my whole life running from. Recalling those details was a cathartic purging process that even now is difficult to do. As soon as I started, rather synchronistically, I was invited to join a class action lawsuit for child abuse against the Hare Krishna organization. This felt like a blessing I had been waiting many years for. I couldn’t bear the idea of them still having their schools open after all that had happened there as I was still hearing accounts of abuse.
At one point I had gone back to New Vrindavan, only to see one of the creepy pervert molesters of my childhood who had molested most of my friends and often tried to abuse me, was still hanging out around little kids. It was upsetting to me but I couldn’t do anything. I felt powerless, even as a grown-up. I was still hearing other accounts of ongoing abuse.
I was invited to be interviewed on TV with my Dad and a few other kids I grew up with. The program was called Faith or Fear: Children of Krishna. I got to openly express about the shady environment of fear we grew up in all in the name of religion, it helped ease the pain and worries I felt about others being similarly misguided and taken advantage of. I saw the interview recently and could see how though I was trying not to be a victim anymore, I was still holding so much negativity and anger inside from me from what I witnessed and experienced there. It was just before I met Amma and she started to help me heal those shadows.
At some point, I had gone back to New Vrindavan, the West Virginian commune I grew up in, only to see one of the creepy pervert molesters from my childhood still hanging out around little kids. He had molested most of my friends and often tried to molest me.
need more transition here---but I could often see how that traumatic upbringing had negatively impacted most of my personal relationships but I was always actively working to get over it.
Five or six months after we had broken up, I ran into Nakoda and we reconnected. He seemed so much freer than when we had been together. I could see he was changing and I was happy for him. I realized I missed having him in my life and expressed to him it would be nice to still be friends. He had just gotten a candy-red motorcycle that he was so excited about. I was relieved to see him happy but I worried about him getting into a motorcycle accident because he tended to be reckless—and, if he drove while using, it could really be dangerous.
Some weeks later, I was sitting outside on the grass, playing my new flute and feeling utterly content in the moment. My friends called me into the house saying I had a urgetn phone call.
“Nakoda’s been a in a horrible accident…and it looks like he may not make it.” It was his mother.
She sighed, “He has a severe brain injury. He’s in the hospital in Salt Lake City. Can you come immediately?”
“Oh my God! How terrible!" I said, "OK, I’m on my way."
My friends helped me pack a few things and took me to the bus terminal. One friend gave me the Maha Mritunjaya mantra ( believed to help the sick and dying)to chant to Lord Shiva on the way. I chanted it the whole bus ride. Sometimes I would drift off to sleep but I would wake up still chanting. I did not know if Nakoda would be alive or dead when I arrived. At some point, I had a half-waking dream-vision: I saw the two of us together in Hawaii. He was alive and well and we had had a little girl together, her name was Miracle. She had white- blonde hair and was playing, naked and free, on Makena Beach. I wondered what the symbolism of this dream meant.
When I walked into the hospital, I received the shock of my life to see Nakoda's condition. His head was swollen as big as a pumpkin, discolored black and blue with huge swollen black eyes. He was comatose. Slow long breaths were being generated through a breathing tube stuck into a hole in his throat from a tracheotomy.
After a few minutes of watching him, the doctor shook his head heavily and told us it was hopeless and that we should just leave. He said that the brain damage was so extensive that it was not worth him living. He said he definitely would not be able to recover any normal brain functions.
“Its Okay," he said. "You can go. I don’t think he will make it much longer.”
Nakoda’s mother, father and grandmother sadly accepted the doctor’s words and left the room. Was he insane? Were they? How do you just walk out on someone who is dying?
I wasn’t going to just leave him in that condition to die on his own. I would at least sit there and pray for him as he passed. Plus, I felt you never can trust the doctors. What do they really know anyway? I remembered how the doctors had also told me, when I had been run over by a car at fifteen, that it looked like I would never walk again...but I did.
I decided to stay as long as Nakoda did. I wasn't about to walk away and leave him to die. Realizing that I stayed, his mother returned and stayed too. When they nurse came and said I couldn’t stay unless I was family, she told the staff I was his wife so that they would allow me to be there. Together we sat with him in the hospital day in and day out for two weeks, hardly eating and completely forgetting ourselves as we kept vigil.
Seeing him in such a hopelessly damaged condition, I started praying for the first time since childhood. But I forgot how to pray and I did not know what God I believed in or whom to pray to but I just knew I needed to ask for outside help. SOS. Emergency! I prayed hard, to every form of God I had ever heard of. I prayed to Mother Mary, to Jesus, to Buddha, to Rama and even to my long-lost Lord Krishna. I didn’t know what to pray for so I just prayed that he would be taken care of. I prayed for his spirit to feel at peace and for him to receive the help for a smooth and easy transition into death or for him to get the healing he needed.
The hospital offered his mother Bev, and I an apartment to rent across the street. She paid for it. We kept a prayer candle burning for him . We would take turns sleeping there but the rest of the time we would go to be directly with him.
Bev was a beautiful, tall native woman with long nose and long black hair past her bum. She had given birth to Nakoda very young, and didn’t really seem to know how to be a mother to him. This is what he had always told me and now it was clearly evident before my eyes. She didn’t seem to know how to touch him with love but instead would pick at him—find lint on his shirt, or adjust this or that—but a little roughly, even while he was in the coma.
We recalled our conversation just a month before on the phone while I was relaxing in the bath in my beautiful mountain home.
“My life’s so good now. I feel ready to move on to the next level,” Bev had said.
“What do you mean by next level?” I asked her.
“You know, like when youre playing a video game and you have gotten a certain level down and its time for the next level—well, that’s just how I feel in life now,” She had said quite optimistically.
Recalling that conversation, we guessed this was it—'the next level', though it wasnt at all they way she had been expecting it to look like. She never imagined that the next level would involve such a horrific challenge as this.
Sometimes, in the stress of the situation, Bev and I would fight about how to care for him. She was a bit awkward and didn’t know how to connect with him so much. For me, it was all through touch, and I felt like I could feel his spirit when he was in the coma. Sometimes she and I would fight a bit about how to care for him. I felt like she was always fussing over him in a worried way and I would try to get her to relax so that he would feel more at ease. Sometimes, she would appreciate it and relax, but sometimes she would resent me saying anything.
My roommates sent me a care package from Boulder with a few necessities and CDs of mantras, healing sounds and subliminal brain balancing music to play for him. I played the CDs for him, read him his favorite Rumi poems, gave him Reiki and massaged his feet and legs, which kept losing weight every day. I was surprised to feel that I could sense Nakoda’s spirit when he was in the coma. It seemed like we were communicating in another realm deeper than the physical. I felt like he was communicating with me in the silence and in this way sharing a deeper kind of love with me than the physical one. A love that lived between the worlds we were used to. I had always felt he had a lot to teach me but I never thought it would be like this.
I made a silent vow that, if Nakoda lived, I would take care of him as long as he needed me, even if he was paralyzed or in a wheelchair the rest of his life.
In the hospital, the doctors and nurses talked about how people with serious brain injuries never fully recover and how they have a tendency to reinjure themselves because their damaged brains keep making poor and destructive choices. I begged them to have this discussion outside where his passive but receptive listening could not hear such a verdict. I felt like it might be harmful for him to subtly hear these pronouncements.
I felt hyper sensitive to how he was treated. Most of the time, the doctors and nurses were so mechanical and uncaring in their way of handling and relating to the patients, I could not believe the cold and sterile environment of the hospital. Healing happens through caring, love and positive support, not just through medicine—didn’t they know this? I did everything I possibly could to make up for their treatment of him and to make him more comfortable while encouraging his recovery.
Gradually, the swelling in his head lessened and his black and blue engorged eyes were turning brown and green. His body was shriveled; only skin and bones now, except for his massively swollen head.
After a week or so, a massage client from Eugene generously asked her colleague who specialized in Process Psychology with coma patients to come to Salt Lake City from Portland see him. She came and sat very close to him, holding his hand. She tuned into his state by mirroring his breathing and using gentle loving words to encourage him to honor his healing process and hold on to life. Rather than trying to encourage him to come out of it, her guidance was reassuring him to stay inward with his experience to heal. This process worked like magic.
After a few days of the process work, on the 12thday of his coma, Nakoda's eyes opened. His blue eyes with the yellow center around the pupil reminding me of a sunflower against the sky were back with us. Our joy knew no bounds. Wow, it was a miracle! What happened was almost like reverse psychology on the subconscious and it made me wonder: if that is how life works, then when we really relax into any state, does it spontaneously transform, or when the subconscious really relaxes, does it awaken?
After he came out of the coma, he was still almost completely paralyzed but each day brought a new miracle, with some wondrous healing occurring before our eyes, starting with his conscious eye movements. Like the way parents marvel at their children’s growth, we marveled at each new step in his healing process and continued our prayers.
After a few weeks, his mom said she couldnt stay any longer because she had used up all her leave time from her Walmart job in Eugene. I stayed in Salt Lake to look after him.
Some weeks later, as I sat keeping vigil late into the night, the nurse suggested why dont I lay down in the bed next to him. Really? She thought it was a good idea. I positioned myself next to his emaciated withered body of skin and bones. The size of his head was still quite big but was starting to return to normal. My foot next to his which was just skin and bones now, I caressed it softly back and forth. I was shocked and thrilled when his foot responded and rubbed mine back. I excitedly called the nurse to come and told her the good news.
Gradually, starting from the feet up, he began coming out of paralysis. One side of his body came back first, while the other stayed paralyzed for over a week more. All the while, I massaged him and did Reiki. He was recovering at a rapid rate.
Only one side of his face still remained paralyzed another few months. Somebody recommended putting alternate hold and cold compresses to try to help the nerves regenerate. I did this regularly and the paralysis in his face started regaining movement as well. I was elated to see this healing.
To the astonishment of the doctors who found it quite miraculous, Nakoda started recuperating quickly. They had never expected this much recovery from someone in his abysmal condition. I felt like it was the culmination of grace due to all of our prayers. At some point, they were even able to take out the tracheotomy breathing tube, and he had to relearn how to breathe.
After a couple of months, his mom found a way to get him flown by helicopter back to Eugene, where he could have all his medical expenses covered under the Oregon Health Plan. I drove my little white Honda Civic, I had affectionately named Cloud Nine, across the country as fast as its little engine could goo that I would be there for him when he needed me.
In the Eugene hospital, his healing continued by leaps and bounds. Gradually, when he started moving, physical therapists were brought in to help him learn how to walk again. Speech therapists came to teach him how to talk again and how to use his brain in basic word-forming; he had to relearn simple word associations and images to trigger his brain. His voice was faint and feeble, once it started coming back, it seemed it had been completely altered from the injury or the breathing tube. As soon as he could talk, he expressed so much love for me and told me that he came back only for me and that I was the only reason he was still alive. I believed him and thought this must be true love.
He had such a positive attitude. Every day, he would try harder and say powerful positive affirmations like, "Yes, Im alive! I can do this!!"
I stayed by his side all through the therapies, holding his hand and encouraging him with every step of the processes as I had learned from the therapist who helped him out of the coma.
Sometimes he would have terror attacks, where he felt a thousand demons were coming to get him, and he would say he only felt safe with me. He said he was afraid of his mom and didn’t trust her. I knew he had always had issues but now everything was exaggerated and the fears were ruling him. I tried to talk some sense into him and to bridge the rift he felt, but there was no logic. He was suffering from delusions and I think he was just reacting off of her energetic frequency of stress and fear and filling in the blanks.
Though I did everything I could to try to make it better between them, I honored his feelings when he would say he didn’t want to see his mom. I would try to be present for him while she was visiting. Maybe all his childhood subconscious fears were being reactivated. He wanted me to protect him, and that’s all I wanted to do. Unfortunately, she later felt I had encouraged him to go against her but I was just there trying to give him the love and support he needed.
The stomach tube was the last thing holding him in the hospital, so when they removed it he was allowed, he was given permission to leave the hospital. It had been a long six months on his road to recovery.
To celebrate his freedom, I took him to one of his favorite parks in the hills of Eugene, full of luscious greenery. I was excited to bring him somewhere I knew he felt calm and peaceful. But it was such a shock to his brain after the hospital that he freaked out and wanted to go back to the hospital right away. He was terrified of everything. It was too much new stimulus all at once, and he didn’t know what to make of anything, even
It was a place he had come to many times so I thought he’d be comfortable there. We moved into a little apartment that his mom got for us. She would come over to visit and he would say he hated her and was scared of her. I didn’t know what to do. I felt so bad for both of them. His sister would visit, and he loved that. They had a great relationship.
After a few weeks of being out of the hospital, he started remembering the city of Eugene, his old stomping grounds. He recalled the people, the shopkeepers and the streets and wanted to go around and visit all of them. Everyone was so happy and surprised to see him again and looking so well. He seemed to remember how much he used to love going to the health food store.His brain function seemed to be coming back quite well. But he would do things that showed a severe lack of discrimination. For instance, when we went to the health food store, he bought 20 power bars. I thought he was going to save them for later. At the moment I wasn’t paying attention, he ate all of them. He writhed in severe pain because it was one of the first solid foods he had eaten for a long time, I had to take him back to the hospital to have his stomach pumped.
Numerous such situations occurred. I could not stop him because he was able to walk and talk on his own. I could only be a witness to his mistakes and offer help—when he let me. Even though I was happy because he was moving about, his movements were now stiff, clumsy, often awkward and forced.
We moved to another apartment, which his medical insurance paid for along with a small stipend they were giving me to be his caretaker. Sometimes, he would try to be intimate with me but I could not even think of it. He had changed so much and become to me more like my child, and had lost all of his sex appeal. All his magnetism, confidence and refined motor skills went out the window. He had no sensitivity anymore, which is what had attracted me so much to him in the first place. And when he would come at me to kiss me, it was almost grotesque and scary in a way—like Frankenstein.
It terrified me but he would not take no for an answer and would try to use force. I would resist and then he would almost rape me. I felt completely suffocated and as if I was the one dying now. A little later, when the phone bill came and I saw a hundred calls to the same number, I found out he was regularly calling the girl he had been dating with after we had broken up- before his accident. Letters, poems and packages were coming for him. I tried to ask him about it and he completely denied it and lied. Alarm bells went off. I didnt want to continue the same pattern of unconscious relating with him anymore. I had done my best- done all I could to help him. Now it was time to let God do the rest.
Unity Church had been a small source of solace at these times of crisis but I needed so much more. I needed to grieve deeply the loss of all that I thought I knew, who I thought I loved, who I thought he was, who I thought I was.
I realized that even though he had said that, this was not the true love I had imagined or that he had told me. Nor was he the person I imagined to be. I didnt know who he was anymore, and at this point I didnt know who I was either. I figured if he was well enough to date, he didn’t really need me anymore. So I suggested he just go be with Thea, and let her take care of him. He begged me not to go but I was drained and if he couldnt be honest with me, I couldnt relate.
I contacted his sister and let her know I was finished, I had done all I felt I could do and it seemed I could not do anymore for him. Then I packed my bags for Hawaii.
*Miracle
Though they tried to understand, none of my friends were really able to relate deeply to what I was going through or hold space for me to the extent of the depths of my grief and loss. All they could do was say sorry and give some consoling words or talk about how crazy the experience was for a couple minutes before the conversation again returned to do what they could do for fun or to make their lives more exciting, important or meaningful. And I couldn’t relate to where they were at because I suddenly felt at a dead end in life. I felt so lonely and utterly helpless with this process because no one could relate to my pain and deep questioning of the meaning of life.
In my desperation, even my closest friends suddenly seemed so shallow, immature and even cold-hearted in the way they were unable or unwilling to sympathize deeply with the pain I was feeling. Even when they did try to give me a few minutes of consolation and would hug me, it was so incredibly uncomfortable because, instead of reassurance, I could feel all the pain they too were carrying but were not even aware of. 
I was now able to see clearly how everyone I knew had different levels of pain they were battling and trying to escape through some kind of intense sensory experiences, like fun, drugs, alcohol and sex.  Each was so shutdown because they were so full of managing own pain, whether they were conscious of it or not (mostly not).  This had been our life for so long but now the pain had become too big. I could no longer cover it up or fill it in the same way.
After being in that isolated situation with only Nakoda for six months, I realized how sensitive I was. If I touched anyone at all, I could feel all the pain in their body—so I couldn’t touch or hug anyone, which meant I definitely couldn’t do massage anymore. I started realizing that I had actually been this sensitive my whole life but hadn’t been aware of it because I never had tuned into myself. I realized that because I had had no boundaries, I didn’t even know where I began and they ended.
I could no longer escape the torn wound in my heart, which was now ripped fully open. My mind was grieving for myself as much as for the friend I thought I had and lost. In losing him, somehow I had lost everything, including my self. It would have been different if he had died, but the fact that he was still here but totally different was too weird. Nothing made sense anymore- as if I had suffered a brain injury too and my system was no longer able to compute, process or digest information.
Sensory overload. System breakdown—a nervous breakdown.
I had to face my pain on my own. But I couldnt take anymore on. For this, I felt I needed to get away from everyone and all their pain. I left the familiar environment of Colorado and returned back to the dreamland of Hawaii to do this. 
This was an unexpected shift for me as I had been previously been living my whole life for new experiences, always more and more experiences. Now, it seemed all the experiences I had so readily absorbed had proved toxic and I felt like I needed to purge them all, like a bulimic with an eating disorder, to get them out of my system.
When I arrived, I came across an ad outside Mana healthfood store, for housesitting in a botanical garden in the jungle. From my compelling urge to be alone, I answered it immediately and got the job. It was beautiful—full of exotic flowers and birds, nature in its glory. Yet what good was all that beauty when my heart was full of pain, guilt and fear? Amma says flowers cannot grow at the peak of a live volcano. At night all I could do was cry and cry, caught in the grip of existential loneliness. Then when the man who came back who owned the garden, he immediately started trying to hit on me, so I had to move along. Again. Not knowing where to go or what to do.
I ran to Mother Ocean to give me healing. I ran past Wailea, the land of water, to the most beautiful beach, Makena. The Hawaiians believe water is life. I had brought a big chunk of rose quartz with me I had kept in the room during Nakoda’s recovery. Now that the recovery had plateaued, and so did I, I offered my heart to the ocean. Diving out into the divine aquamarine water with my rose quartz heart, I offered it to the soft creamy sand at the bottom with my deepest prayer: Please take my heart and heal it, Mother Ocean. 
My life became a blind blur of seeking to heal the pain by filling the wounds with stimulation and new sensory experiences, oftentimes trying to escape and soothe it with marijuana.
Smoking pot helped numb my nerves and open up my senses even more to the beauty and novelty of the new environment. I felt I was turning over a new leaf. It was the only way I could seem to put down the burden I was carrying in my mind and focus on the present moment. It actually opened me up so much, I often marveled at existence and this game of life. In my open, vulnerable state, I danced and danced in abandon. Seeking happiness in one situation after another, I found myself between groups of people, tents, teepees, domes, earth ships and the conscious community living off the land, sometimes following the band “Freedom Tribe”. This tribe consisted of different pockets of surreal alternative and intentional communities living off-the-grid with communal and private waterfalls. The culture of Hawaii is a kind of new-age utopia where the sixties’ hippies found the beach and a way to live off nature. They naturally decided to stay forever.
I felt free here—free to do as I please in this pleasurable place. I did a lot of pleasure seeking, always ready for the next pleasurable experience to cover over my pain. But the pain just kept coming back, trying to get my attention, like a crying child. And I was like a young mother who did not know how to care for it or to be present with it. I just kept trying to escape. I became a homeless gypsy, hitchhiking around the island, getting high on the moment to escape the pain of my past.
 Twin Falls is a magical land full of earthship communities and waterfalls. Sometimes for fun, and out of compassion for the tourists who were on vacation but unable to connect with the magic of the island, I would dress up like a magical menehune nature spirit and go play with the tourists to inspire them. You could see how they were trapped in their minds and their stories. It seemed like they were all asleep, trapped in their limited conditioning. I wished they could break free from the collective fear of society, like I had, and open to feel the wonders of nature that were here. I would stop their groups in a playful manner and, as if it were a show, I’d confidently say, “Aloha. So what brought you here? What was your fantasy about Hawaii? Anything is possible, especially in Hawaii! You just have to focus on it. Do you believe in magic? If you do, you need to let go of your limiting beliefs and conditioning and open up! You have to dare to dream. The magic is here waiting for you but you have to open up to it.”
I found some land to camp on that was a hippie commune owned by a guy named Freedom, who had dull brown round dreads and dull eyes. He reminded me of Jabba da Hut the way he would sit in the center round dome smoking fatty after fatty and espousing his opinions on all the young seekers who came into his lair yearning for a place to be and some pot to dull the pain of mundane existence and open us up to the mystical.
He was a power tripper and acted like he knew everything about everything, like some kind of pseudo-guru. His huge ego was painful to bear with but I had nowhere else to go and, since he had plenty of other girls to hit on, he left me alone. He had some compassion for me for having come from the Hare Krishnas, as he had met many other kids wounded by them . He had plenty of opinions to share about it.
Everyone there had to do four hours of work trade to stay there but, every time I would get high, I would lose my senses and cry and cry and wail to the sky for healing and help. I wasn’t happy at Freedom’s. I did not really feel free.
I met some more spiritually conscious girlfriends at the beach. They were as fascinated by me as I was by them, so they invited me home to stay with them upcountry, high on the mountain. Hearing my story, they understood my need for solitude and let me stay in a tent in the huge eucalyptus forest behind their house.
It was very healing to be there, surrounded by the soft, loving, fragrant trees. They say eucalyptus is good for grief, for the lungs. I cried there a lot, asking for healing and wisdom. But these beautiful girls kept inviting me to play, always inviting me out. Just s it had been my whole life, I couldn’t resist coming out to play. Maybe life was calling me to be happy even though I just wanted to be sad.
Sometimes, we would garden on their beautiful land, which they cared for with Hawaiian ways, but most of the time they would want to smoke and go out dancing.
You can’t have rainbows without rain…but we do appreciate them much more after a gray and heavy downpour. My new friends started showing me all the rainbows, all the magical sweet spots and experiences in Maui. It was probably due to the pot but I felt like I’d reached the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow—the one I used to draw as a child, with clouds and Care Bears.
The magic of life was swaying softly on the breezes of the sugarcane fields, gently falling in the soft warm tropical rain, happily gushing in the waterfalls of Maui, swishing sensually in the foamy waves over fine sand beaches.  Nature was alive and well and dancing.
I started dancing with nature. Tapping into the power and rhythmic movement of the different aspects of nature, I allowed it to flow through my body. I started making up my own hula dances. I would connect with the breeze or the flowering trees and dance as they were. I danced and danced. Dancing was a safer way to express my overwhelming sensuality, which often felt too much to hold inside my small body.
My friends brought me to Little Beach, a nudist hippie beach on the other side of a ridge from Makena. I was shocked, at first, to see everyone naked and then I suddenly appreciated it so much. You couldn’t tell anymore what kind of person people were—who was rich, who was poor—as the usual societal masks and status symbols were off. Everyone was just a limited human, a vulnerable, fleshy creature. I felt there was an ironic sense of innocence in it. I decided to become one with it and also go au naturel. The sun covered me and filled me with warmth, light and life.
A blonde little girl of about four years old was playing on the beach and looked exactly like my vision of the little girl named Miracle. I realized then that maybe my vision was exactly about this moment and not at all that Nakoda and I would have a child together. If the world is as you dream it, and everything is a reflection, then this little girl really was me.
I realized how many miracles really had come about already. After all, he had lived, even though the doctors had said he wouldn’t, and he had recovered leaps and bounds more than they thought he ever could.
The Miracle was present, already. Life was a miracle. This Nature was a Miracle. The fact that I was there was a miracle. It was all a miracle. There is nothing but miracles. As Einstein says, 'There are only two ways to live your life. One is as though nothing is a miracle. The other is as though everything is a miracle.' 
This journey I was on now was a miracle.  I decided even I am a miracle. Then and there, I decided to change my name to Miracle. And it could be Mira for short, for Mirabai, whose devotional poetry I loved. She left her life to pine for Krishna, knowing he was her true beloved. This was me now, and the Miracle would be if I found him, like She did.
As I sat daydreaming about miracles and names and God, the foamy waves washed over me and the blonde little girl came up to me with a huge smile and a question.
"Would you rather be a bunny rabbit or the sun?"
Ooh, deep question. I really had to think about it; I wasn’t sure. I discussed my quandary with her. A bunny rabbit is so sweet and lovable and makes people so happy to be around but the sun gives warmth and light and life and happiness to so many even though it is distant and you can never touch it. It can touch you, though. The little girl told me she would rather be a bunny, because bunnies like to play. She reminded me of a lost part of me; from the last time I had been really happy and believed in God and miracles. I was four years old in India, playing and praying at the Ganga. I had rubbed mud all over my body and, as I let it dry, I was chanting the names of Krishna in ecstasy.
“What’s your name?” she asked
"Miracle."
The little girl, whose name was Bianca, loved this.
Everyone I met loved the name Miracle. They instantly would get optimistic to hear this name. I felt like I was living inside the field of pure potentiality and inspiring others to play along with me.  Using that name felt like it was a magical prayer for everyone to remember and believe in miracles. And it was also my constant prayer for Nakoda that the miracles continue for his healing. 
It was an affirmation of a belief in miracles and that life itself is the miracle.
Every Sunday, Daya and other beautiful Goddess friends would bring me to Little Beach for a kind of hippie-style ‘communion-with-nature’ church. People would picnic on raw foods and rub avocadoes into their skin and hair to moisturize. Soon, encouraged by my friends as I always had been, I found myself drowning my pain in pot and dancing to the rhythm of the drum on Little Beach. I was just in a place of open-eyed innocence, awe and wonder at the power of being naked and vulnerable and real around strangers. Everyone we knew would go to the nude beach every Sunday for drum circle. It was like the church for the conscious people of Maui. I would dance topless in my fantasy of childlike innocence and freedom.
After a while, I started to notice the sexual energy flying around and coming at me but at first it felt more real than anything else. I found it acceptable for a good month or two. Then, as soon as my innocence/ignorance wore off, it hit me how many lecherous eyes were on me and I couldn’t stand the predatory sexual energy, so I started covering up and wearing clothes. I was not interested in connecting with anyone in that way anymore. I would still dance to my heart’s content riding the rhythms of the drum far from the chaos in my mind, often with my eyes closed to tune inside and tune out the people watching me. Dancing was a healthy outlet for my strong sexuality, which had always been too powerful for me to handle.
The Nature elements were so pure, unchecked and all pervading on the island, with so much prana combined with the dynamic volcano close by. Everyone in Maui seemed to agree that the manifestation powers of the island are powerful. It is a magical realm of transmutation and transformation. It is a potent field of pure potentiality where you attract and create according to the vibration you are currently at. Your thoughts turn to reality, your hopes and your fears—and so you have to be careful.
Every day, I would think of how healing it would be for Nakoda to be here in this environment. He could walk and run in the soft sand along the beach to heal his body coordination, he could splash in gentle waters of Makena beach to open up to life and happiness and play in the soft nurturing sand to heal his mind. Feeling Mother Nature's love would surely help him to heal. 
After quite a few conversations, I talked him into coming out to Hawaii. But the whole idea seriously backfired and, instead of my healing fantasy, it turned out to be a nightmare.
We rented a room in a friends’ apartment. On the first night, our rental car got robbed. Everything I owned was taken. It was not the first time I had lost everything but I was sad to lose my little easel and paints, which I had fantasized about using to become an avid, prolific artist of Hawaiian landscapes. But I was even sadder about some of the sentimental things, like my journals and the spirit drawing my dad had made f of me with a dolphin, a tiger and the world.
One day, walking on a trail through a huge pineapple field, I found a pile of stuff—all of my sentimental things I’d most missed were there, including the spirit drawing my father had made for me. There is a God, I thought.
But shortly after he came out, Nakoda started doing heavy drugs. I tried to tell him they would kill the few brain cells he had left. I begged him to stop but he would not listen. Then he would do all kinds of crazy things, like peeping on our neighbors, stealing money from our roommates and even trying to rape me when I wouldn’t/couldn’t be intimate with him any longer. He moved like Frankenstein sometimes, and when he would come at me like a monster, I would freeze in terror and have to push him away. I felt bad for him. Maybe he didn’t understand. But I felt I didn’t know who he was. Where had the sweet guy I had loved gone?
His subtle beautiful refined movements had disappeared and only this clumsy awkward stiff scary guy was left. I would try to see him with compassion but when he would try to force himself on me, without taking no for an answer, I became terrified of him. He would get off on this fear and chase me more, following me everywhere. He would give me no personal space. It was so frightening.
Sometimes, he would be so angry with me, and would tell me that it was my fault that he was still alive and that he was so miserable, and that I should have just let him die. I felt so bad for him but there was nothing I could do. I wondered if I should have listened to the doctors and just left that first day and not sat there with him. Maybe it would have been better, after all, if he had died.
I left him again. I wished I had never invited him to come to Hawaii because now I couldn’t get away from him.  He would still come to Little Beach, and I was already so attached to it as my ‘Community Church’ now, I would still go every Sunday.
I finally had to ask different guys to be bodyguards for me because he couldn’t respect my boundaries. I felt like it was all my fault for having bonded with him so much while he was in the hospital and for having been everything he needed, like a parent. I felt doomed to destruction for trying to help him. What an irony. Shakespeare would love this one...if he doesn’t already have one like it. The story of Isis and Osiris is pretty close. 
Where had I gone wrong? What was I responsible for creating or destroying things in my life? If reality is a reflection of the mind, how much of this reality was I truly responsible for?
Finally, after a big fight that included the comforter(and me winning) Nakoda left the island. I crumbled with despair and grief at what had happened to the one I loved. How cruel destiny could be. His fate seemed worse than death. The pain and the loss I felt was greater than if he had died. He was no longer the one I had loved and would have once done anything for. He was now some freak of nature who scared the living daylights out of me.
Where was the miracle now? I stopped using the name Miracle. How could I? I was too disappointed.
I started thinking I needed a teacher to help me learn more about conscious manifestation and healing. Fascinated as I was with the Hawaiian culture, I wanted to learn their ways. Somehow, different Hawaiian shamans began to appear and I learned a little from each one. I felt that, if I had any chance of surviving and healing and becoming whole, I needed to be around only nature and perhaps people who lived as one with nature, like the natives. I set up camp in the woods close to Little Beach.
One kahuna came to Little Beach and sat with me. I sat with him for days and he answered many questions and shared vast amounts of knowledge. Between swimming in the ocean and listening to the whales sing, I would listen to him go on and on about the Huna traditions, chants and the ancient Hawaiian language and culture.
The Hawaiian language is a spirit language composed mostly of vowels that cause one to breath deeply. This the sacred breath moves energetically through the body, pumping life force to every organ and cell. The tones that Hawaiian words create are the sounds that are most conducive to producing theta waves in the human brain. The Hawaiian words help the body to get into a relaxed state of balance (pono), where the heart and mind, body and soul are ready to receive aloha, or love, and most importantly, to be love.
He told me the reason the Hawaiian language has only eight consonants is because the consonants stop the breath which comes with the vowels, and the spirit is on the breath. So, the Hawaiians believe the consonants are killing sounds. He told me how the westerners had banned the Hawaiians from speaking their language as a way to kill their culture and their connection with themselves. Even hearing anything about these ways felt healing and relaxing to me. At the same time, the concepts were intriguing and rang true, like the Vedas. They probably came from the Vedas, actually.
The Huna concept is that the human being is made up of three levels of consciousness, known as selves or minds. The conscious mind is called the "uhane," or middle self. The middle self is that part of you that is conscious of its own existence and has the ability to reason. It also has the free will to create as it pleases, along with the inner self, or low self.
 
The subconscious mind is called the "unihipili", or the lower self. It is the part of you that is unconscious. It is the storehouse of all memory and the seat of the emotion, and also can be equated with the inner child. The lower self is not any less important but it’s below the level of consciousness of the middle self. Its bodily center is in the solar plexus rather than in the head.  
The third part is the Higher Self, called the "Aumakua", or your utterly trust-worthy parental spirit or the Divine within. This higher part of you lives at a higher plane of consciousness, outside the physical body. It will not intervene in the affairs of life unless asked to do so. This is understood to be a cosmic law your High Self must adhere to. The high self can see into the "crystallized future" and creates your future "automatically" from your day-to-day thoughts. As your thoughts change throughout your daily life, so your future likewise changes. The Kahuna taught me there are many ways to communicate with our Higher Self, and that this communication also occurs quite naturally while we sleep.
Huna teachings say that each of the three selves is equally important and has its proper role to perform in the life of the individual. Our health, and happiness depend on the integration, blending, and harmonizing of our three selves. 
Huna teaches that your High Self expresses ALL the Divine qualities ... compassion ... patience ... love ... and forgiveness. How I wanted to contact my Aumakua.
The Kahuna taught me that, in the Huna tradition, there are seven basic principles that govern life and the creation of existence:
1.    IKE – The world is what you think it is (Everything Is A Dream)
2.    KALA – There are no limits, everything is possible
3.    MAKIA – Energy flows where attention goes
4.    MANAWA – Now is the moment of power
5.    ALOHA – To love is to be happy with
6.    MANA – All power comes from within
7.    PONO – Alignment and harmony with life; Effectiveness is the measure of truth
But soon enough, his transmission of wisdom became blocked by his desire for me. The drawback of being sexy, I could never get men to look beyond it to just be present with me. I could again feel his need, wanting something from me, this male ego—sexually getting off on my  needing his wisdom. It was so disgusting to me. And I left because it was lower-self energy, and I was seeking the higher self.
Introspecting on my sexuality, I looked back over my life and noted how most men were only interested in me because I was sexy. This was something I didn’t want to keep recreating but there was no going back now. I realized I was too blown open sexually, and had been since childhood. Then, when I was first exposed to Western culture at twelve, learning from the media and friends that sexy was important, I had actually spent many years cultivating my sexiness. Maybe it was a backlash to the repression I experienced in the Hare Krishnas— not even being allowed to talk to boys or men because of the threat of lust—that this was what the world encouraged and inspired in me. 
Sexiness was a filter coloring all my experiences. Almost everything and everyone around me seemed to be about sex appeal. I could see no pure love in myself or in anyone else I knew. All their actions seemed to be driven from a need to cover their pain. I could forgive them and have compassion for them but I could not feel much love from them. I felt more fear. I worried that all their expressions of so-called love were just compensations and invitations to try to invite me to love them. Everyone seemed motivated by a feeling of lack of love. Nothing seemed to be an outpouring of the heart with a genuine feeling of love.
Late one night, I found myself at an outdoor rave—an all-night party some friends had dragged me to in the middle of nowhere. After dancing and trying to be happy for some time, I left with a heavy heart full of deep discontent and despair. There had to be more to life than all this partying. As much as I loved to dance, this existence was so superficial. What was the meaning of life, and why was no one questioning or going deeper
I found myself crying hysterically as I walked along a cliff ridge high above the ocean and the small iconic Hawaiian coastal village in the valley. I wailed, from the deepest cave of my heart, out to creation begging for help. A strange-looking half-wooden station wagon pulled up with decorated bullhorns in the front and magical looking effigies hanging from the mirror. A shaman-looking man, with an amazing necklace and presence, got out. 
“I heard you crying,” he said, compassionately.
I was embarrassed and amazed that the universe was responding so fast to bring me help. He laid out a blanket and asked me to sit down. Then he sat down next to me and pointed up to the clouds. He was suddenly teaching me how to read the sky and the stars. It was very interesting but, at the same time, a calm and peaceful feeling came over me and I fell asleep. I woke up for a second to feel him lifting me up and putting me in the backseat of his car. It reminded me of things my father had done when I was a child. I was in a deep trance.
In the morning, I awoke to see he had taken me to his home, which was shockingly tacky and heavy. The energy was not clear at all but scary. I was so scared and I suddenly felt how his male sexuality was attracted to me. I begged him to give me a ride back to town to get something and I ran away. The male sexuality and ego was too scary and not at all pure..
I met another Kahuna type while hitchhiking. He had a lot of wisdom he shared on our way. He wore Buddhist prayer beads with turquoise, coral and silver beads. After hearing my story and my need to find myself, he gave me a mala like his and drove me up the mountain to a special heaiau he knew of so I could pray. It was around 11 in the morning when he dropped me off. I found a tree to bond with and chanted and prayed under the tree, fantasizing that perhaps I could end up like the Buddha and get enlightenment under the tree. But by the late afternoon, it was pouring rain, so much that I could not bear it.
At first, I tried to be one with the rain, the way that I would enter a cold river, just relaxing into it but its intensity grew and grew and I couldn’t withstand it. Freezing and shivering, I hitchhiked back down the mountain to town and back to the beach.
Finally, I met a female kahuna who had compassion for my plight and my burden. Kahu taught me more about the concept of ho’oponopono, a forgiveness ritual for the three selves to come into pono, or balance, which she said I really needed to do. The only problem was that she would only do for me officially if I paid up and I didn’t have any money. I told her I really wanted to learn from her. She said I could trade learning if I worked for her. Her place was super messy and she would have me clean it but I wasn’t learning much. I knew this was a traditional way, but the energy there was too heavy for me to continue on. It reminded me of Alakananda. So much wisdom but only kept in the head and not translated to life. 
She was so concerned with her business and I could see all the places she was stuck and I felt burdened by them. She gave me a Hawaiian name, Maluhia, which means Peace. It reminded me of what I was studying and practicing in Unity Church after Nakoda’s accident—about praying for the peace that surpasses all understanding. This situation was so beyond my understanding, but I desperately was seeking peace. I thanked her for what I learned and continued on, committed to doing my own ho-oponopono to seek forgiveness and make things right. 
I had nowhere to turn anymore. I felt no one could really give me the answers I was searching for. Everyone was too deeply entrenched in society and affected by western culture. The Dharma was lost. I felt sure that the dysfunctional state of our western culture was responsible for creating such a dysfunction in my mind. I felt like humans are so wounded and so off-balance that, if I had any chance of surviving and healing and becoming whole, I needed to be around only nature and perhaps people who lived as one with nature like the natives. I could no longer be a product of a society that is contributing to selfishly creating problems for the rest of the planet with unforgivable acts of selfishness and violence.
 I could not see any way to right the web of infinite injustices I had suddenly become too aware of. How could I become pono, or in righteous alignment with a world that was so off and out of harmony and balance?  How could I become pono with myself? I needed to find myself first. Again, I went back to the ocean, searching for answers and healing.  
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After leaving La Perouse, I ended up in the hippie town of Paia, a homeless gypsy. It was not the first time I was homeless of my own volition. I had run away from home to be homeless many times even on the streets of big cities like Minneapolis between age thirteen and fifteen. Because I couldn’t bear to be trapped and oppressed in the limited Hare Krishna reality my dad was imposing on me. I would much prefer to be free than feeling trapped with people in their limited boxed realities. In my attempt to be free, I often preferred adventurous situations to safe ones. But homeless in Paia, even though it was actually dangerous because I was so open and vulnerable, I felt relatively safe. I just wished I was more free. When you’re homeless, you don’t have as many options or say about who you are around. I was suddenly surrounded by all kinds of lost, sick and hurting people caught in the spiral of trying to escape through drugs and alcohol. The people I kept attracting and the pattern that kept repeating almost my whole life.
I met all kinds of strange, interesting and amazing characters like Hineeq, a crazy Jamaican urban shaman who would hang out on the corner sometimes, just for fun, spouting truths at people that they didn't want to hear through his gold teeth. He did some have undeniable sense of wisdom so I accepted when he said I could stay at his house on the corner, which was the party house. I had no other options. But I felt relatively safe because the location right on the corner of the main street was easily escapable if need be. Everyone would come there to get high throughout the day. It was like a drop-in marijuana bar.
The most profound thing he shared with me was late one night when we were at the home of a friend of his. As it was late, I had collapsed asleep on the couch in the living room, to wake up to see him sweeping in a meditative mood. He said everywhere he goes, he sweeps. Whenever he visits anyone he sweeps because it clears the energy. He said wherever I go, I should also sweep.
One time when I was really high, Hineeq took me to the neighborhood graveyard to teach me about magic and a rainbow came as if to confirm. I can’t remember anything he talked except that he told me I should stick with what I already know and go deeper into it. When I told him I didn’t know anything about anything anymore, he said, since I grew up with Krishna, maybe I should look deeper there for the answers. Somehow, the things he was saying were making sense even though they seemed to push the boundaries of my reality. I felt relatively safe with him cause he never really tried to hit on me but just preached on and on, until he told me that actually he was an Egyptian king and that I was supposed to be his queen and carry his children. I told him I was not all interested in this and would find somewhere else to go.
The next day, at Baldwin Beach park, he introduced me to Bhaja, a beautiful hippie with black ivory kin and shoulder-length dreadlocks. Even though Bhaja was from California, Hineeq said also had Egyptian royal heritage in his blood, maybe he meant from a past life. At Hineeq’s suggestion, Bhaja invited me to come stay with him in Huelo. I felt like I had been passed off from one man to another. Having no other options, I went. But I trusted Bhaja. Maybe sinply because his name reminded me of one of my favorite Classical Indian songs, Bhaja Govinda by MS Subbulakshmi.
It was a beautiful old house in the jungle with waterfalls nearby. With his roommates, we enjoyed playing on the land, gardening and eating fresh fruits from all the abundant trees there together. Bhaja was extremely romantic, talented, mystical and very much into expressing adoration to me. Softly gazing we would sometimes look into each other’s eyes for hours and watch each other’s faces change and transform into many others as if lifetimes of knowing each other were going by. This is actually a favorite hippie pastime called eye-gazing.
More and more Bhaja would adore me and try to serve me and worship me as the Goddess. I was a bit smitten by this but these pastimes could not give me solace for long as my heart still my heart still hurt so badly that any act of kindness he gave just triggered a deeper longing to experience true love. As if I could see through all his romantic gestures, that they were just motivated by his wanting something from me due to a lack of love within him. So what would have surely wooed any other girl, or me at another time in my life, only turned me off as it all suddenly seemed terribly self-serving on his part. Suddenly he seemed like a beggar acting like a king.
His roommates were all super sweet to each other and very focused on acts of self-love, such doing self-massage with avocado butter slowly into their skin to nourish their skin. These people were more loving than anyone else I had met- at least they were practicing being loving but deep down I could sense the pain and the lack they were really speaking and acting from when they seemed to be speaking so loving and it all became so painful to witness. I realized no-one I had ever met had ever been coming from pure love. It was always selfishness masked as selflessness, but I knew it was not their fault as like me, they had never been shown them true love. All our parents were more wounded than us. I so badly wanted to know what love was; and harmony and unity.
I just kept thinking again and again, ‘There has to be someone in this world who is not coming from pain, who has genuine pure love for others and is just giving love, rather than seeking and trying to manipulate others for love. Isnt there one person in this world who is not starving for love? Isnt there one person who is not suffering so much that they need others to help them? Isnt there one person who has so much love to give their hearts are overflowing and they share it freely? Is it possible that just one person like this exists in the world?’
One fine day, (but then again all the days are fine in Maui), Bhaja, took me for a swim down at the birthing pools, seaside pools in hollowed lavarock nestled against the Cliffside. It is a sacred spot where the Ancient Hawaiian women used to give birth in the water. The water was a luxurious turquoise. Paradise...only something felt amiss with the people who used to live here and honor the earth gone?
Lounging in the crystalline turquoise saltwater pools was so heavenly I felt like royalty but something was missing. Even though it was so nice no-one was around, it was also really sad. All the natives were gone. What have we done? I longed for the ancient people of this place to return. Is there anyone alive anymore who lives for Dharma and the Eternal Truth?
A thought kept coming about joining a hale, to learn the ancient Native spiritual ways. They were very hard to get into, you would have to sing the hale group a song and only if they felt it was sincere enough, would they accept you. I wondered if I could find a hale that would accept me. I couldn’t sing well but perhaps they could sense the sincerity in my plea. I had been crying for my tribe for a while. Do I not have a tribe?
On our way back up to our jungle-house from the birthing pools, we walked over hill and dale through cow pastures. Bhaja was walking ahead of me, I was taking my time to take in the dreamy beauty of the landscape. Some cows were grazing peacefully in the distance. I stopped to watch them. Sweet memories flooded back of my childhood days, growing up with cows.
My first ashram was above a barn with 40 cows. It was an old building and had holes in the floor so we could always see them if we looked through the cracks. and presence Besides the strong smells from the barn, a huge cowdung pit just outside surrounded us with the intense smell. But we didn’t mind for to us, it was sacred. We even had occasional cow dung fights at festivals. We were raised to see the cow as a form of the Mother because she gives us milk, butter, ghee, yogurt and even icecream, so much nourishment. We even had a song about it we would sing to them. Whenever we went for walks in the nature around, or played on the hills outside, the cows were always there too grazing besides us. They must have heard all our nursery rhymes and new songs
I stood there transfixed, watching the cows chewing their cud, while symbolically chewing the cud of childhood memories. How I used to let the calves suck my fingers as a child. While the adults were mostly cruel to me, the cows were always loving and sweet to me. I remembered the cow who fell asleep on my lap while I was a child in India. I often remembered the cow who surprised me by came up and shot out her long tongue to happily eat the flower mala right off my neck, which the temple priest had graced me with. It had taken my breath away but given me a lifelong memory. I had always had an intimate bond with the cows of honoring and respect.
What happened? I had forgotten all about them. Now I live in a culture that thoughtlessly kills and eats sacred animals. Tears welled up in my eyes full of love, appreciation and also regret that since I knew better, I didn’t take more responsibility to try to protect these noble creatures, who are embodiments of goodness.
Bhaja started walking back to see why I had stopped. Right then, another herd of cows and bulls with big horns came charging straight towards us from the horizon, led by a huge black bull with horns. Their silhouettes against the open sky reminded me of a tribe of Native Americans approaching. As they got closer, Bhaja's African tribal male survival instincts got triggered and he ran. I did not move but my heart was beating faster as they bolted straight toward me. Fast. I felt no fear, only deep peace and kinship as they stopped squarely in front of me.
The chief bull came right up to me, standing firmly, as if to say, “Yes? You called us…? State your business.”
Through a shaky voice, Bhaja frantically hollered for me to come away from them. I ignored him. So did the bull.
Seeing the bull so present with me made me recall how Dharma had taken the form of a bull was only standing on one leg because the other three had cut by the demon of Kali Yuga, and so he was left with only one leg to stand on, Truth. The other three, which had already been cut, were austerity, cleanliness and compassion.
The scriptures say the very moment that Vishnu’s avatar of Sri Krishna left this earth, Kali Yuga began with the demon Kali coming to earth to accelerate all kinds of evil and unrighteousness. The Demon Kali was intent on breaking all the legs that supported the reign of dharma so he could extend his dark reign on earth.
In the story, he was also beating a cow who was actually a form of Bhumi, Mother Earth as well. In the form of a cow, Bhumi went to Lord Vishnu, with tears in her eyes, to tell of the burdens on the earth. She cried for Vishnu’s help for she had once been plentiful, but when Krishna died and ascended to heaven, she was forsaken and all of the prosperity and good fortune she had left from the world. She feared evil kings like Kali would continue to lay waste of the earth.
I had stopped believing this story, along with all the other intense philosophy when I left the Hare Krishnas, but now after all I had been through and witnessed of the state of the world, I wondered if maybe some things were true that I had learned, like how our moral values are declining in Kali Yuga.
Even my own values had declined so much over the years. Since childhood, animal rights were something I felt very strong about. But when I first left the commune and came to ‘the world’, I was so eager to be accepted, I started wearing a leather jacket even though it was against my morals , because I learned that it was cool. I stopped when I saw my first movie of a slaughterhouses in action. But even some time after that, i would wear leather shoes for much of my life. I often tried to convert my friends to vegetarianism, showing them many movies of the cruelty and violence with which they kill animals for meat but it never worked. Instead I had succumbed to peer pressure. I had stood up for them at first and then I had let them down.
When I was peer-pressured I even tried eating cowmeat a few times but I felt too sad for the cows, it was like eating my family. I remembered the time I ate ‘ribs’ when I was severely peer pressured as a teenager. How I had tasted the flesh of the cow and felt its muscle fibers between my teeth. It was very hard for me to do, not much different than if I had been asked to eat a friend. But I did it just for my friends’ to stop harassing me about it.
I remembered Krishna and how he was a cowherd boy who cared for the cows and looked out for them so well. Was it because I did not believe in him anymore, that I stopped feeling so protective for the cows? Or was it because I cared more for fitting in? Maybe it was just pure survival instinct, to try to have an easier time?
"Im so sorry," I cried to them all.
The bull looked profoundly into my tear-filled eyes with his dark round compassionate orbs of eyes. The cows stayed back a distance, but were watching our interaction intently.
“All these years, I could have been at least trying to protect you I got so carried away with trying to fit in. I have just turned the other way while so many injustices have been done to you and to so many. I know better and so it is my duty to try to protect you. You have always been there for me. You have nurtured me with your milk and your love and I should be trying to help you You are my tribe. But I just don't know how to help you... Im sorry I have let you down. I wish I could help you. But I guess this is Kali yuga after all and I’m also suffering and lost. I don't know what Im doing or how to make anything better."
As I cried my heartfelt apology and sadness at the state of our world, an enormous tear fell from the corner of the big bull’s large eye. I couldn’t believe my eyes as I watched it slowly trickle down his black magnanimous face. He had understood me. He felt my suffering as much as his own and was empathizing with me. We were unified in our suffering and understanding.
"Please forgive me.’ I begged. “I want to make promises to you that at least, I personally will never wear leather again or that I will try to educate people but I am afraid to because I know I just keep end up going unconscious again with the rest of society. Im so sorry."
He seemed to grasp my dilemma and came closer to me. The cows also came closer.. With relief, I sat down in the silence and solace of their acceptance. I bowed to them all, the Sacred Cows. They stood near me chewing their cud peacefully, all the time watching me with heart melting eyes.
I made a daring spontaneous gesture of bonding by reaching my mouth down and eating a little grass from the pasture. I tried to chewed it they were chewing theirs, making my jaw go in big round circles. This seemed to amuse them. As if in a gesture of acceptance. all the cows came and surrounded me in a semicircle. Were they welcoming as a part of their tribe or acknowledging our lifelong connection? I remembered stories of children who grew up with wolves, well I was a girl who grew up with cows. Maybe this really was my true tribe, not people? A strong wave of wholeness and unconditional love washed over me. How could I take better care of the cows now? Where was Govinda, the protector of the cows? Shouldn’t He be here looking out for them?
Bhaja’s voice broke the reverie. I realized he had been calling me all the while but I hadn’t heard him. Going home afterwards, I felt much more relaxed that I had been able to bond with the cows so deeply. But I knew this was still just one small step in coming back into Harmony with Mother Nature. A beginning of Ho’oponopono- or coming back into pono, or righteous balance. I wondered what I could do to come more into balance. A thought kept coming about joining a hale, to learn the ancient Native spiritual ways. They were very hard to get into, you would have to sing the hale group a song and only if they felt it was sincere enough, would they accept you.
I decided to just accept my destiny that I was, after all, living in the dark age of in Kali Yuga- in a reality devoid of compassion and pure love, subjected to suffering and ignorance.
As an act of acceptance of my present state, I painted my room, which was purple to mark my space and make a gesture of accepting this as home. I painted a wave on one wall with gold specks, representing energy and then I painted three images on my wall in gold. A runner, a meditating yogi and a wave made up of gold specks, which signified change and how everything in matter is made up of subtle molecules and waves of energetic consciousness.
The next morning, I awoke with a unique feeling for me ~ a knowing as clear as a bell. A voice in my head, which I was not used to hearing, spoke loudly, “NO, Its not going to happen here. If you want to meet your teacher, you have to go back to the mainland.”
This didn’t make much sense to me and I certainly did not want to go back to the collective unconscious dreamstate of the USA but I couldn’t deny the force of clarity that came through me like a flash of lightening.
I had just enough untouched money for a cheap ticket back to ‘the mainland’. I dashed into the other room and woke up my friend Clay, asking him to take me to the airport immediately. My strange request and urgency shocked him but he complied. We drove in his convertible out of the jungle, down the coast of the island to Kahului airport.
Once there I found out that the cheap airline, which had flights to San Francisco and LA for only 180 dollars, had no flights to San Fran that day, but only had availability to LA. I usually flew through SF because I could stay with my friend Perjol there, but today it was not possible. The flight was leaving in one hour. I knew I had to do it.
“Wow, I guess Im going to LA with no money and nowhere to stay,” I came out and announced to Clay, who was waiting by his car.

“Why don’t just hold your horses and wait til tomorrow, so you can fly to San Francisco and stay with your friend?” Clay suggested sensibly.
I considered it but I could not resist the strength of the pull in me to go now.
“No, I feel I have to go today,” I told him resolutely.
He hugged me goodbye, and wished me luck. Then with a smiling wave of aloha as he drove away, headed back to the tropical paradise.
Looking at the line of people I had joined to wait to fly to Los Angeles, I realized I had crossed a dangerous line for which there was no turning back. I had worked for years to develop my intuition and openness to Universal Guidance but I had never felt it so clearly, like this. So I had to honor it, even if I was wrong. It would be worth the test. Maybe the Universe would support my step towards it by helping me find some friend there somewhere. But maybe not, anything could happen. Homeless in Los Angeles now? What was I doing? I made a solid and detached mental note to myself, "OK,? YOU ARE OFFICIALLY INSANE NOW!"
On the plane, as I settled into my seat, I settled also into the acceptance that I was completely crazy for doing this. But I didn’t care anymore. The truth was I felt I had nothing more to lose...
During the flight, I thought I saw an old massage client from when I lived in Oregon pass by me on his way back from the bathroom. Arjuna was fairly unique looking with his urban warrior look of black clothes, tattoos and piercings, decorated with a surplus of sparkly silver and gemstone jewelry and topped with dyed fire-engine red hair. I was quite sure it was him. What are the odds of him being on my flight? Maybe he knew someone in LA I could stay with for a few days until I figured out where I was going. I would have to get up the courage to ask him.
I didn’t know Arjuna much on a personal level. He knew more about me as he had been curious about my past growing up Hare Krishna. All I knew about him was that he carried a lot of tension in his body and appreciated my deep-tissue massage so much that for years, he was one of my weekly clients at my upscale Massage Therapy studio on 5th St, in Eugene, Oregon.
I was scared to ask him as I didn’t have that familiarity with him but t was nighttime when we arrived to LA, so I felt more fear at going out into the night on my own. At baggage claim, any sense of pride I used to have with him at being an accomplished bodyworker whom he respected had vanished.
I sheepishly approached him.
I admitted, “I have no idea what Im doing here in LA actually. I have no money and nowhere to stay. Are you living here now? Do you know somewhere I could stay just for a few days while I figure out what Im doing?”
He was surprised to see me and hear my situation.
“OK, I will try to help you. I will ask my friend who Im staying with when he comes,” he offered.
Then he added, “You know, I saw you at Little Beach but you looked really out of it and didn’t seem to recognize me. You seem like you have really been through a lot since I saw you last.”
“O gosh, Im sorry I didn’t notice you.’ I spluttered. “You’re right- I was pretty out of it at Little Beach and yes, I’ve been through quite a journey. I have been to hell and to heaven and am still at a loss as to who I am, where I belong and what I am meant to be doing.”
His friend showed up then and Arjuna introduced me as Laksmi (my old name) and quickly convinced him to let me come along.
“I have known her for years. We can trust her,” he said.
It was hard to see the canyon in the dark but his friend explained to me how beautiful it was. Soon, five men and I were sitting in the living room of Arjuna’s friend’s beautiful house in Topanga Canyon. Listening to their conversation carry on late into the night, I soon found out they were major drug runners planning a helicopter lift from Mexico to Maui. I was surprised at how openly they were discussing it with no care that I was overhearing it.
I pinched myself, asking myself if I really just got on a plane and landed here into this dream? I couldn’t believe this was the reality I had just stepped into. Could my reality really have just gotten worse than it already was? Or was I having a bad dream? Memories of many bad encounters in the past with friends and drugs and police loomed on my mind like dark clouds that seemed to follow me wherever I went.
The next day, I was suntanning on an adjoining deck outside, trying to stay calm when their neighbor came over and invited me to a new age bookstore to hear archangel Gabriel being channeled. I was happy for an excuse to get out of the house and away from them. It was a really good thing I left because apparently they got into major smashing fight while I was gone.
When we got to the Bodhi Tree we discovered it was the wrong night. The angel wasnt being channeled. I was a bit relieved. Browsing through the bookstore, I picked up an alternative healing magazine and flipped it open. The words danced off the page to me, saying, “Amma is in town!” I couldn’t believe it. Things were starting to make sense now. I had to come to LA to meet Amma.
She was in the middle of holding a paid retreat though so I had to wait another two days to see her at her free public program.When I got back to the house, I made a bunch of phone calls and tracked down an old friend of mine from Denver and her mom also really wanted to see Amma so she drove me to the Radisson Hotel.
From the entrance to the hotel ballroom, I could see Amma sitting brightly in the center under a festive decorative silver umbrella, hugging people. I felt a shock to see her wearing a big silver crown, which just seemed so wrong to me. Oh no, I thought. How could she do such a thing? I wanted to tell her, This is not OK! Nobody wears a crown, except maybe girls in Miss America pageants or drag queens.
I overheard someone saying Amma was the Goddess but looking at her I did not see a goddess at all. At least this was not what I would have imagined the goddess to look. The way she was pulling people to her, squeezing them with her huge arms and hugging them so solidly, she looked to me more masculine, like a football player. I always imagined a goddess to be lithe, delicate and feminine.... What was this? It was so weird. I was a bit turned-off but my adventurous nature and deep curiosity gave me the patience to cue up for my hug- just to try it. I am, after all, the curious girl who went and saw porn-star turned feminist activist Annie Sprikle with my friend Melissa and let her put her huge tits on my head, just for the experience. Surely I was going to stay and check this out. Plus, I was already there.
Before settling into the long cue, I went to the bathroom. I got an intuition that Nakoda had a new girlfriend. A wave of relief washed over me at this thought-and hoped to God it was really true so that I could relax and not feel responsible anymore.
In the cue, I looked around at the other people there. Their eyes all seemed to have a special sparkle of life such as I had never seen before and of something not of this world- it was mystical and alive, excited and content with shakti.
Was it my imagination or was I really hearing live singing of Hare Krishna in a slow melodious tone? It was beautiful and had a different flavor to it which sounded more sincere but it still triggered me a little. I noticed it did not anger me as much as it used to. If I would even hear the word Hare Krishna I used to cringe and if I heard the chanting, especially from people who were Hare Krishnas, rage and defensiveness bordering on violence would well up inside me. My dad used to play the music of “the Mahamantra” incessantly when I lived with him as a teenager. The Mahamantra made my blood curdle with fear and rage from the traumatic memories of my childhood. It was one of the reasons I used to get so overwhelmed and furious that I would run away from ‘home’ to live on the streets. Now I noticed on hearing it, I was able to hear it without getting so irritated.
As the cue inched forward and I got closer and closer to Amma in the cue, a sense of peace and quietness began filling my mind. Like oxygen, more spaciousness entered between my thoughts, as if cushioning them and encouraging them to relax and let go. The feeling of peace grew stronger inside until finally I reached Amma’s chair.
The assistants told me not to hug Amma but to just allow Her to hug me, and to keep my hands down on the chair. I placed my hands on the chair, palms up. Amma took me to her bosom and embraced me tightly. My face was pressed into chest, and enfolded her red silk sari and fresh flower garlands. In a pumping motion, Amma was almost shaking me as She held me, chanting the mantra loud and clear into my right ear, “Maa ma ma ma”.
Suddenly my hands had a vibrating sensation and it felt as if plugs had opened up from holes in the center of my palms. All the pain I had been carrying started flushing out from my palms. All my pain, all everyone else’s pain, I had absorbed my whole life was gushing out, along with all my guilt, and even all my sin. All the ancestral shit, all of it came gushing out as if a dam had been opened. All the while, Amma clasped me securely to Her with reassurance, as She continued chanting and making the pumping motion, as if She was plunging a toilet.
“Ma Ma Ma Ma Ma Ma Ma Ma Ma Ma.”.
When I stood up, I felt as light as a feather. I was disoriented because I didn’t know what had just happened and couldn’t recognize this new feeling. So light and free. Is this love? I asked myself. Is this what love feels like?
Amma’s helpers turned me around and directed me towards the exit of the stage. As I was exiting the stage, someone asked me f I wanted a mantra, “Sure”, I said.
My curiosity was really aroused now. I felt open to whatever Amma was offering, why not give Her mantra a shot? I had taken other mantras before from various spiritual teachers in the last seven years. I would try to chant them sincerely but was never able to stick with them for very long. I figured it would be the same with Amma's mantra a shot.
In the mantra orientation, they asked me what my idea of God was so that Amma could give me a mantra to strengthen my personal connection with God, according to my beliefs. How beautiful, I thought, that She is not trying to push one limited idea of God on everyone. God is too big to fit inside one religion, my favorite bumpersticker.
What was my idea of God though? Perhaps it could be summed up in that one thing I could not find anywhere in this life or world, which I and everyone seemed to spend our lives searching hungrily for.
“PURE LOVE!' I answered to the mantra assistant, with excitement that I had decided on a concept of God to believe in.
They directed me to sit by the side of Amma’s chair and wait to receive my mantra. Sitting very close, I saw Amma with new eyes, as if I had been reborn. Radiating with golden brilliance, her molecules seemed to be dancing with dazzling light illuminating her dark chocolate skin. Suddenly, as if waking up from a dark dream to the light, I saw She was 100% divine. Here was the Goddess sitting before me, taking everyone into her arms gracefully, compassionately and powerfully to console and heal them with Pure Love. What fortune for me to be beholding the Goddess of Good Fortune, Lakshmi Devi. She turned and smiled lovingly at me, sparkling like a thousand diamonds and rubies.
"Oh my God! Of course You are wearing a crown. “You are the Goddess! How could You not wear a crown?" I thought to myself, but it felt like my thoughts were amplified so She could hear them. Amma glanced sweetly at me as if receiving my declaration. Her beautiful eyes were glowing like warm chocolate fondue with honey. I suddenly felt embarrassed and ashamed at the harsh judgment I had felt about Her crown and the way She looked earlier. I realized I had been seeing her through my ego’s defenses and now that She had purified the pain and guilt, I was able to see with a diamond sharp clarity. Amma smiled again sweetly in acknowledgement of my realization.
I just sat there in stillness and allowed myself to take in Her beauty. She was bedecked in silk sari with gold jari embroidery and sparkling ornaments, flower malas and or course, Her silver crown with sparkling jewels. But they could not compare to the beauty, which was radiating from Her being, from Her skin and Her eyelashes. I could not take my eyes off Her. She was so captivating and magnetic, I was stunned by the energy, love and awareness I felt near Her. The large circle of red kumkum on Her forehead seemed to glow with a supernatural consciousness like a warm red sun rising over the horizon of Her eyebrows.
Suddenly Amma leaned over me and voiced a Sanskrit mantra directly into my ear. The sounds vibrated through me as if she had a bullhorn inside me, echoing through my inner being. To my surprise, I could not understand the words she spoke. Because I had grown up with studying and praying primarily in Sanskrit as a child, I had expected to recognize the mantra so I was perplexed when I couldn’t make out the words.
"What?" I asked Her.
She spoke the sacred syllables into my ear again, this time with more enunciation.
"What?” I asked again, a little frustrated that I was still not understanding what She was saying.
Amma threw her beautiful head back as She laughed delightfully at my trying to know before motioning for the helpers to whisk me off. I realized later the reason why I didn’t know those words was because they were seed sounds of the goddess and pure love, which was exactly the vibration I was missing in the Hare Krishnas.
That is what she gave me that night. She planted the seed of Motherly Love in my heart. But it took me some time to realize it. Parvati and I stayed up all night, enjoying the energy at the program, eating samosas and just being in awe at the unique feeling of heightened awareness without drugs we were experiencing. By 7:30 in the morning, we were amazed to see we were still wide-awake, waiting for Amma to finish hugging everyone. After She left, we also left.
The thought never arose in me that perhaps this is my place or these are my people or that Amma is my mother. Nothing like that. It was almost too deep for my conscious mind to fathom and too overwhelming for me. I just took it for a cool experience and went on my way, oblivious to the profound transformation that had just taken place inside and to the renovations which were about to take place outside. Amma was with me now. But I didn’t know it.
* Purification towards Pure Love, 9/11 & The Birth of Clarity
Purification, 9/11 & The Birth of Clarity
Like a compass always finding North, throughout my life journeys, I would somehow always find myself back at my dad’s. He always let me come home just long enough to regroup and heal my wings so I could attempt flying again through the adventure of life. Was it because he was as restless in his being too, that my dad moved almost as much as me? I think I learned it from him. He was never there for me as a primary caretaker but at least tried to be like a back up source of support for me, he tried to offer his place as a landing pad for me, when I would get tired of trying to fly on my own. My dad’s way of supporting me was more by encouraging my independence than nurturing my sense of home and security. Eagles push their little ones out of the nest so that they learn how to fly, my dad was definitely like an eagle in this way. Believing cars were instrumental in independence, he often would give me or sell me cheap cars and fix my cars so I could feel free to travel at will. Unfortunately, his different wives/partners were not at all prone to motherly affection towards me and usually resented me taking his attention. They did not usually appreciate having me around so it never could last long. This time he was still living with the same wife he had been with for seven years, in Eugene, Oregon.
In Eugene, I reconnected with my good friend Manjari. Named after the Tulasi flower of devotion, dear to Krishna, Manjari was passionately in love with Radha and Krishna. She had also grown up Hare Krishna but her parents took her out of the ashram as soon as she experienced a little abuse, so she was not weighed down by all the pain, trauma and confusion I carried about the religion. Though I was still resistant, I deeply enjoyed her sharing her fresh perspective on devotion and authentic enthusiastic love for Radha and Krishna and felt my heart start opening back up to them. She also lived with her dad but he was not a devotee anymore. I was amazed at how self-sustaining and authentic her connection seemed to be with Radha and Krishna and how much it filled her with joy and creativity. She painted gorgeous paintings of them, cooked for them, sang for them, composed beautiful songs and dances about them and made her Deities clothes. Sometimes we had deep discussions about spirituality versus religion and Krishna versus the people who fanatically. I wished I could be more like that but I had been too affected.
When she invited me to come work with her everyday, planting trees in a forest outside of town, I was so happy to find something productive I could do for work. Finally I could do something in alignment with my higher goals and good for the planet, as well.
Every morning, we would leave early for the fields, before sunrise. It was Brahma muhurtam, the auspicious time between night and day when we used to have our morning prayers and chanting in the Hare Krishnas. Manjari would chant aloud on her japa beads. I would actively try to overcome the memories hearing it brought up of thousands of people mechanically mumbling or shouting the Holy Name over and over, like an auto drone of bees or robots. Manjaris chanting was different, not only because was a singer and chanted it so sweetly, sincerely and musically, but because she had so much love in her voice for the Beloved. She told me she understood why the other chanting bothered me so much and she also didn’t understand how people chant without thinking of what they are chanting. I chanted the mantra Amma gave me, quietly and to myself.
As the first rays of the sun came up daily, we would start our planting and then protecting of the baby trees by putting circles of cardboard around them. Amidst the chirping brids greeting the day gleefully and the spiderwebs sitting still sparkling with dew, a Divine presence of peace seemed to be with us as we worked to restore nature.
One late morning on a day Manjari was not there, someone gave me a cookie at our snacktime. I ate it wit out thinking twice that it could possibly be laced with something. Suddenly I got so high suddenly I couldnt function. When I asked the person told me, happily it had THC. Oh no!!
I looked around at the huge trees surrounding the wide field we were in and I saw Nakoda’s face in them, surrounded by the faces of his native clan. They seemed to be scorning me- not happy with the job I had done or maybe they were upset that I left him and stopped trying.
Overcome with guilt, I cried, “I am sorry. I didn’t know how I could have done it any better. I don’t know what to do now to make it better.”
Nakoda’s voice thundered in my head- “TURN IT OFF, Laksmi!”
I realized I still had the hose in my hand and the water had been pouring out for a while. But I knew he meant something more than that. He meant to turn off the connection with him and stop worrying about it so much because he could feel it.
When my coworkers drove me home, my dad’s current wife at the time, was shocked at my befuddled state. Apparently I had smeared dirt all over my face. I tried to explain to her, it was an accident that I ate the cookie but she didn’t want to hear it. She kicked me out of the house because she didn’t want me to be bad influence for her young children. Since she had married my father, she had never wanted me around. And had asked me to leave many times. I had nowhere to go and was in such a state, I pleaded for her to let me stay a little longer. She refused.
“Couldn’t you give me some time to at least gather my belongings?” I begged through my hate.
This is not my home and I am not welcome here and don’t belong here, why should I keep any connections here?
Re-entering my room, I was shocked to see all the possessions I had managed to keep over the course of the rollercoaster which had been on my life. Looking for home, I had moved so many times in my life to many places in the Us and Canada, and usually I gave most of my possessions away each time I moved, but there were some things I had managed to keep. Looking at them now and all my clothes, they all seemed to be radiating my fear and insecurities, my ego’s many masks and security blankets. I had acquired all of them as an attempt to fill the void, the black hole of loneliness and fear within me. I was surrounded by tangible symbols of my grasping and clinging from a deep sense of lack and lovelessness and need for comfort and soothe my pain.
I could clearly see how clothing and fashion was one way I tried to compensate for my sense of lack. I always tried to dress fashionably and cool to fit in and to be more beautiful. I always felt my form was distorted because I never grew breasts. When I was a child, because of the degradation of women in our community, I was quite clear I did not want to be a woman and even thought breast were repulsive lumps of fat that I did not ever want. Later when I realized they were a sign of beauty in our culture, I was so sad I never got them and often used beautiful clothing as a compensation.
On one wall was a collage full of all the places, cultures and life experiences I wanted to visit and know and most of them, like Bali and Europe I had experienced since putting the pictures there. Though I had gotten some happiness from the adventures, there was always something missing. Some pain I experienced inside and outside, some disappointment that it was not what I had hoped it would be. For instance, Bali. I had collected all these artistic trinkets and batiks, thinking the people there were so creative with these sun and moon decorative house ornaments, only to go there and discover the whole island is practically a factory for the US corporations like Pier One imports and everything is done under commission, designed by corporations in the west. Not at all by the people, the people are losing their culture and natural traditions to make money and do things our way. Still I had bought tons of clothes, souvenirs and gifts there at cheap rates and had enjoyed bargaining even lower for them. Now I was looking at everything with repulsion for the root energy behind my acquiring it. Everything felt so off.
I decided I would give everything away. I didn’t know where or how but I just wanted to get rid of everything I owned to people who might appreciate it more than I did anymore. I loved giving things away, just as much as I always loved collecting them but now I felt from now on, rather than aimless acquisitions to fill my ego, I only want to consciously accept things that come to me in love, from love, for love. Pure Love.
As I took everything down from the walls, off the shelves and out of the cabinets, I crumbled into a helpless heap of tears in the middle of the floor. This life felt like such a failure without ever having love in it. My sister Shakti, who was living across town with her boyfriend came up to my room then. Seeing my crying, she hugged me. As she held me, I could feel her tension at my uncontrollable sadness and her pain at not being able to look up to me anymore the way she used to as a child. I sobbed into her arms and apologized that I was so messed up and had not been able to give her love because I had never experienced it and did not know what love was. I grew up in an environment of pain and fear and I just keep recreating it in my search for healing and love.
Shakti couldn’t bear it when I talked about the pain or anything that made her think about it. It was too painful for her to face it. She preferred to check out and focus on beauty; hers and others. Shopping and partying were her favorite escapes. For which, I had affectionately nicknamed her Shopti. As she hugged me awkwardly, I knew I had to leave this place and keep searching. She did not understand facing pain like this or this yearning for love. She was content to shop and wear nice clothes adorn her hair and makeup, and sometimes for me and others too, do a little art then go party with her friends. She resented that I always had to make things so deep and symbolic. Why couldn’t I just take it easy and be happy?
Deep down, as much as it hurt, I knew it was the Universe kicking me out through Kalindi. In the past, I had experienced other situations where the universe would have to physically remove me from an unhealthy situation to show me clearly that it was not right for me and something else was. I had to accept this now, even though I knew it was coming from fear and not love. Maybe it was symbolic the house was at the end of a dead end. It felt similar to what someone must feel if they had outgrown a pair of shoes that no longer fit. It was not right for me to be here anymore. There was no real love for me here.
I walked the mile to the grocery store and brought back a shopping cart with me. Like a true homeless person, I put all my stuff in the cart and walked down the road with it towards the town, totally unsure of where to go next. Nothing mattered to me anymore. Sparkles, the beautiful Persian cat Nakoda and I had found and adopted during his recovery, followed me all the way down Amazon Drive. Maybe she was also not happy with Kalindi’s treatment of her. She meowed and followed me loyally which surprised me because it is not at all like a cat to do, until I reached the parking lot at the intersection and she got scared and took off. I was worried she was lost but I couldn’t chase after her with my shopping cart.
Wanting to return the shopping cart to the store it belonged to, I hung out in the parking lot for a while. There, I ran into some hippies with a camper who said they were on their way to a Rainbow Gathering in Montana. Having nowhere else to go, I took the invitation as sign from the Universe and to go along with it. Somehow I easily found a ride, lots of hippies in Eugene. I had never been to a Rainbow Gathering. I took all my stuff with the intention of giving it away there. When I arrived, I found myself standing in a huge open field at the rainbow gathering, I laid all my stuff out on a blanket and put a free sign
In the middle of all the different gathering spots nestled in the huge forest was a vast open field- miles wide. I stood there with my stuff, all the things that I had been identifying with as part of myself and I prayed for purification towards transformation and pure love. Standing still, I watched the sun set and then I watched the moon come. It traveled horizontally across the sky and I stood still, watching her for hours as she moved. Every four hours or so, I would change my direction, I was praying to the four directions to be centered in myself. I was still standing there as the sun came back up the next morning. In mid-morning a comet-shaped rainbow streak appeared in the same spot the moon had started her horizontal line journey across the sky and astonishingly followed the same line the moon had traveled.
Is this a good time to have memories?
When people started milling about the field and coming close, I put a free sign on the top of my display. I continued to stand there as a detached witness while people came and took whatever they wanted. I kept quiet as they chatted, like superficial waves over the top of my ocean depths, until finally everything was gone but the down comforter. The comforter which I had fought with Nakoda for and won during our last big breakup in Hawaii. We always used to fight over our comforter when we broke up. One time he even cut the comforter in two because we were fighting over it so bad when we were separating. We had been through many comforters but still somehow it was significant of the comfort we got from the relationship, or rather wanted but couldn’t quite get, maybe we thought we would get it from the comforter. I felt bad I had insisted on keeping it this time, after Nakoda’s injury. I should have let him keep it. But it was such a habit and I was hurt again and triggered and needing comfort too. How I wished I could give it back to Nakoda now, with an apology for being so selfish.
With a heavy heart, I started walking prayerfully in slow circles around the comforter, my barefeet on the grass praying to Mother Earth with every step...offering the comforter back to him energetically. To my dismay, he sauntered up right then, holding hands with a young pretty girl. I picked it up and handed it to him, he said n, no keep it.. I said please im sorry. you keep it.. and he took it with a huge grin on his face.
Ahhh, what a gift that he had met someone. My feeling was right when I had gone into the bathroom at Amma’s program and had a flash
I met some Native American from the Dineh reservation at the rainbow. They brought me to the Sundance in four corners. The spirit of sacrifice coursing through the dancers as they ran and danced in the hot sun for four days, while fasting with piercings in their nipples and pain all the while was so inspiring. In a support tent, I found myself volunteering massage with a few other practitioners for the families and friends gathered. So grateful to be there but I felt like I could not give enough. I massaged everyone who had come to support the dancers and talked with the people intimately about their problems on the reservation and their difficulties with the government and other tribes, like the Hopi. The young boys the young guys were sweet and were saying how they didnt have any options for their future except to join the army. But at the same time, the warrior in them was proud and excited to go serve their country for the Iraq war. This made me very sad. The tribe invited us to do a sweatlodge that night. We sweat and prayed for their people, and for all indigenous people everywhere to be free.
I got a really strong feeling I needed to return to Oregon for my sister’s baby delivery. I got a ride from a sweet good-looking guy with long Native braids. We didn’t talk much at first as I was inward drawn, contemplating the significance of having just been at a Sundance. Driving through the canyonlands of Utah was so magical. It was stunning to see the mystical red rock formations everywhere of animals, tribal people. How many people I saw in the rocks as we drove, as if I was in a history museum of indigenous people.
When I saw a huge red rock whale, even bigger than whales are today like a prehistoric whale, it seemed like we were in a natural history museum but how could a rock be a whale. I gasped, “How can it be?”
My native driver friend told me that this entire desert used to be underwater, maybe it was still carrying the impressions of the sealife which lived there. But how did that explain all the people, I asked him. He didn’t have an answer for me but said the indigenous people who used to live here believed these rocks had consciousness and called these limestone formations ‘red rocks standing like men.”
“This is one of the most amazing things Ive come across in this life, “ I told him. “I want to research this.”
He agreed this would be a worthy topic of research. But how?
“Perhaps that is where they got the idea of carving the president faces into rock,’ he said, “they must have been trying to mimic what was happening in nature already, but the native faces were naturally appearing there whereas white people had to carve them.”
“How typical.” I added.
Fascinated by how this phenomenon mystical could work, we discussed it more as we drove. We discussed how energy and consciousness is fluid but then somehow becomes solid matter. Maybe the people were so at one with the nature that they became one with it- or maybe the rocks had absorbed the essence of people and animals they were around or maybe in this purity of nature, our thoughts easily take form, maybe nature is malleable- like the spoon in one of my favorite movies, The Matrix… ?
When night fell, we pulled over by a river to sleep outside under the stars. Just after dawn when I awoke, I opened my eyes to see huge rock formations looming above us. Clearly carved out, in the center was a profile of a pregnant woman with her hands on her ripe belly and a man across from her only there was a huge gap between them but he was reaching out towards her and there were people lined up behind each of them, like thei tribe....but then I felt so much connection with my ssiter that it was even there in natue more powerful than in real life..i wished to god I had had a camera then to show here...but I had stopped taking pictures after bali.
I prayed for my sister Ani. 9 months pregnant and she was still on her feet working all day at Border’s. As much as she always had a smile for everyone, for the customers and for her boyfriend Robert refused to get a job and help her.
On sept 8th, my sister called me that she was going into labor. My dad lent me a car to go over to her apartment to see her before Robert came to take her to the hospital. I was just hanging out there with her when I heard some Native American drumming and chanting. So curious, I told her I wanted to go see where it was coming from. I followed the sounds to another apartment in a different wing of the complex and knocked on the window it was coming from. A gorgeous Native guy came to the window smiling with long wet black hair and no shirt, revealing his beautiful broad chest.
He invited me in. In his living room, a few of his friends were sitting around. We started chatting and I found out they were all Native dancers. I told them how much I love Native American culture. Someone brought up Nakoda’s name.
“You know Nakoda?” I asked surprised.
“Are you kidding? We’ve been friends for years, since we were kids. We did a dance for his recovery when he was in the hospital.“
How amazing was this. Maybe that was one reason he recovered so much. I thanked them. I told them how I had been there all along, supporting his recover process until it plateaued and how sad I was that I couldn’t do anything more for him. They said he was lucky he didn’t die. I told them sometimes he wished he had though. I could feel their compassion for him. It was so nice to be with people who knew him and knew what had happened to him. And all because I had followed the music.
As we sat and talked, I was playing with this stick which had been resting against the couch. It was one stick made of two branches intertwined into one spiral. I was twisting it and it felt pretty powerful. I asked them if they realized the power of the dancing they do as they are putting their feet to the earth, that their every step is a whisper or a call to the earth itself. they don’t think so much about it, they just dance, they said.
I told them the dancing is so powerful, you could pray for anything and the prayers go directly to the earth.
To help support them in remembering to do this in their next dance, I then asked them, “If you could pray for anything, what would you pray for”?
“ I would pray that all the dams get blown up.’ One said proudly.
“That wouldn’t really help nature,” I said. I explained how many animals would suffer if the waters were suddenly released.
We need to think deeper and smarter of what could really make a difference, I said. what would you like to see in this world?
“I’d like to see the pentagon blown up. “ One stated powerfully. They all cheered and agreed this was a great idea.
These were definitely my little brothers I was talking to. They had no real education or wisdom about how to make a change in the world. Except for powwows, they were not raised so much with their culture but were raised on the violence of television and videogames, so I could understand where they were coming from.
I can understand that your anger but something like that is not really gonna help.
“Sure it would!” They all said.
I could tell they just didn’t have the mental maturity to pray for something more. I changed the subject. After a little more conversation, I went back to my sister’s, just in time to go to the hospital with her.
My sisters labor was so profound for me but I was driving her crazy. She had asked me to video it. Seeing the head come out was because I was trying to pray for the baby with my own version of native a dancing and chanting in her hospital room.
"LAKS, can you please stop it? Its annoying," Ani said.
When I held Clarity in my arms a feeling of deep peace and soul connection flowed through me, reminding me of the same peace I felt when I held my dying grandmother as she was passing away. Could this be her coming back?
The night of sept 11th, Nakoda called me. His voice sounded clear and stable, as if his recovery had been progressing well.
“Laksmi,’ he asked, ‘what are you doing? I can feel you thinking about me so strong. Whats going on?”
I told him, “Im sorry, I Couldn’t help it. I got high by accident and there you were and your family judging me as if in some native court of law... with nature as the witness. Im sorry if I didn’t do everything right or If didn’t do the best thing always, I did try to do my best. I did everything I could to help you. I am so sorry I wasn’t able to help you more.”
“Its ok,’ he said, I know you did. No-one is judging you. Don’t feel bad about it anymore. Stop worrying about it. I’m actually so grateful to you for eveything you did. You stopped working and left everything just to take care of me. I want to do something for you to make it up to you a little bit. “
“Really, thats not necessary’, I said. “It was a service of love.”
I told him, I still miss him sometimes, and that I feel even more bonded with him than I did before because of what we shared in his recovery but that I really feel that he is just my brother now. He told me more about his new girlfriend, Julie and how they had met at Amma's. I told him how happy I was for him, so happy he was happy. He said, Yes, he is really really happy and he wanted to do something for me to say thank you for everything I had done for him.
He told me he had been feeling he wanted to buy me a ticket to go to India. He knew how I had always talked about wanting to go back someday.
“O no. Im not ready for India’, I said. “I dont want to go to india right now. I am still feeling too much sadness. I feel like I just need to go somewhere and cry for a long, long time. I want to go back to Hawaii and try to find a place to grieve in peace.”
He said, “I don’t want you to go to Hawaii because Julie and I are going there and we will feel each other too much if we are so close.
“But we can be on different islands,” I offered.
He said our minds were too intertwined that this was not a good idea. He insisted on buying me a ticket to India. I firmly refused the offer.
After 9/11 it seemed a war was imminent, Ani and Robert wanting to protect their new baby Clarity, decided to use Ani’s Canadian Citizenship to bring Clarity to the safety of Canada. I drove up with them to Vancouver.
My mother called Mohini, a long-time friend of her’s, who said I could stay with her and her new husband. I had stayed with her another time some years back and was good friends with her daughter. I was so happy she had invited me because it felt like an extension of my mother’s love but her hospitality did not last long. Her husband was an astrologer. I had bad dreams at their house of nuclear weapons and explosions. One night after he read my astrology chart and told her about it her, she kicked me out of her house, like a stray dog onto the streets. She was in a panic that I was a horrible person. I couldn’t believe she could be so heartless to kick me out in the middle of the night. Knowing no-one and having nowhere to go, I begged for her to allow me to stay until the morning. She refused. I wandered the streets homeless and alone, reliving my childhood abandonment, which had been replaying in one way or another my whole life. Throgh bitter tears of pain and shame and anger, I prayed to find my true home, the place where I belonged, with the people I belonged with…trying to understand what this harsh lesson was and where the Universe wanted me, if not there.
When I told my mother, she couldn’t believe it and asked another one of her longtime friends if I could go stay with her. Her name was Sri Radha. I had known her when I was very young. Her beautiful daughter was much younger than me and was Native American (Canadian) and a professional powwow dancer. She taught me a little dancing and took me to some pow wows. I felt so grateful to be in this culture my soul longed for. Maybe because I was starting to feel touched by grace. At one outside pow wow, I watched in awe as Shyama Priya danced the Butterfly dance perfectly in her full Native princess regalia which her mother had sewn, embroidered and beaded. How lucky she was, I thought, to be Native and also to have her mother love her so much. How I wished I could be Native and learn to dance with them.
After the dancing, to my surprise there was an announcement for a wannabe native dance. It was a contest.
“That’s you,’ Shyama Priya said smiling. This is your opportunity. Go and dance your heart out!”
“No, I am too embarrassed to go dance as a Wannabe’, I said.
She encouraged me to see the positive side of being a “wannabe” and gave me her purple embroidered cape to wear. I danced my heart out, practicing some of the steps I had seen her doing. As I danced, I imagined the roots of my soul were reconnecting with Mother Earth and every light and conscious step was a sacred prayer to for wholeness and healing. My heart soared like an eagle for this chance to dance and finally feel unified with the Earth tribe.
When we finished, I was practically in ecstasy but then soon went into shock as I heard, “And the winner of the Whitie Wannabe dance is the pretty blonde girl with the purple shawl. Please come up to the stage to receive your cashprize.”
“That’s you!” Shyama Priya exclaimed happy and proud.
“Omigod!” I exclaimed cheerfully. “Well, I couldn’t have done it without you. Thank you.”’
On stage, the big Native man handed me a fat wad of cash with a huge smile. I didn’t even hear the amount but I couldn’t take it how ever much it was. I offered it back to him for his tribe and thanked them for the honor and opportunity to participate in their sacred ritual. They were shocked and delighted to hear this, which made me even happier. They had no idea what all I had been through and how much this meant to me. I felt accepted.
Afterwards, one Native girl sang Amazing Grace with so much sincerity, it touched my heart so deeply. I sat in my seat and cried, overwhelmed by the wave of Grace I could feel coming to uplift me.
Though it was nice dancing with them, after some time I could see these people were not my people and they were not able or ready to teach me what I was needing to learn and discover. They were struggling too much with trying to recover from their own traumas and suffering and trying to revive the obliteration of their culture. My heart went out to them but I couldn’t help them and they couldn’t help me. Too much pain.
A friend in Oregon invited me to stay with her so I went back. Once there, I called Nakoda and asked him if I could after all take him up on the invitation to buy me a ticket to India.
Of course, he said. I have an idea, he said, “Julie and I are coming out to Oregon to get my stuff and then were driving down to California, why don’t you get a ride down with us so we can buy the ticket from California- it will be much cheaper. That way we can spend some time together and you can get to know Julie- she is so sweet, I think youll really like her. And my brother Quinn is also coming so it wont be just the three of us.
It sounded like a great idea. I adored Julie and we started bonding. She had so many questions for me, especially about how he was before his accident. She was under the impression that that aloft of his negative traits were only since the accident and that as he recovered more they would go away, but I had to be honest with her and tell her what I had experienced. How he used to lie before the accident and how he had cheated on me numerous times. How he used to love getting in violent fist fights before we started hanging out. She imagined he had been this perfect person before and all his character flaws were from the accident.
Somehow it took us 2 weeks to drive to San Francisco; a long, traumatic journey I thought would never end. Within the first two days, Nakoda had some major glitches in his brain and went completely crazy. He was blaming us for it- saying it was our perception of him that was creating this reality of him. Was that possible? Reality is a reflection of our mind. We tried to hard to change our perception of him but it just kept getting worse. We didn’t know w hat to believe anymore-maybe he was right?
In a rage, he locked us both in the back of the Uhaul truck. We thought he would come to his senses and let us out soon but he never did. At some point he let us out to use the bathroom. Suddenly he seized Julie and tried ripping her shirt off. She ran. He chased he through the parking lot and violently and triumphantly ripped her shirt off in public, exposing her large breasts to all the truckers in the parking lot.
We pulled into Rainbow park, the Northern California campground where Nakoda and I had once gone camping on vacation, frolicking as lovers, taken photos by the river and giving each other natural facials.
He let us out of the Uhaul. When he walked away to use the bathroom, I locked myself in the front of the truck so he couldnt have access to me. He returned and demanded I opened the door. When I refused, he picked up a large boulder and hurled it through the window. I dodged and it just missed my head. He opened the door through the broken window and dragged me out by the hair. With his boots on, he began kicking my head in repeatedly. I saw stars in the blackness within. I screamed and prayed for him to stop. I thought I could feel his boot go through my skull, I couldn’t understand this anger and hatred towards me from him. Why is this happening? I wondered if he subconsciously he equated me with the suffering he experienced in the hospital and thought I was responsible for it. He must have suffered so much, my heart went out to him even amidst his violent outburst. After a lot of effort, his brother finally pulled him away.
Finally he stopped kicking me and started screaming for me to leave. It was night and I was afraid to go and I was into much shock and pain to move, I could feel the back of my head bleeding a lot. I sat and cried, terrified. He picked up two handfuls of crushed glass from the ground and came at me threatening to rub it in my face.
I prayed with all my heart and soul, “If its true that mind is over matter, the this is Krishna just coming to rub rosepetals in my face.” This is Krishna rubbing rosepetals in my face, I kept repeating and visualizing the whole time he was rubbing and shards and pieces of glass into into my face.
When he was done, he shouted, “Get out of here! Leave now,”
I picked myself and slowly made my way out of the park in a traumatic shock. When I got to the front gate, I collapsed. Hot blood was running down the back of my neck from where his boots had kicked my head in. I put my hand over it to help stop the bleeding but it kept flowing down. Would I die here on the side of a dark lonely road in the middle of the night?
A huge boulder rock formation across the road, watched me silently. Were my eyes deceiving me? It seemed to have Nakoda’s face on it. I must be projecting so much onto reality. It must be my love for him that I kept projecting him everywhere. I had an epiphany then. Imagine if I loved God like this-then instead of this person and all their pain, I would be able to see God everywhere. I had to start falling in love with God so that I could start having a divine reality with less suffering. But how? And who was God really, anyway?
As dawn was rising, not knowing what else to do, I went back to the park. Seeming to have forgotten the whole incident, Nakoda let me back in the truck. He was ready to set out for San Francisco in the morning- he said he wanted to get some acid. I knew if he did acid, I could end up dead. I tried to tell Julie how dangerous it was for him to be doing drugs to damage the few remaining brain cells he had left. She couldn’t say no to him and didn’t realize how bad his brain damage was.
We pulled up to a white house in Oakland, dimly lit inside by candlelight. A beautiful exotic girl welcomed us, with refined mannerisms, reminding me much of how he used to be.
Laying out a cloth on the floor, she slowly started spreading out a Japanese tea arrangement with so much presence and care that Nakoda was entranced and became calm.
Sipping our tea, he asked her if she knew where to get any acid.
“No, I don’t know where to get any acid, she said. “But you know Amma is in town.
Everyone exclaimed, “Wow, Amma’s here!? Lets go!!”.
They decided they wanted to go right away and that they would bring me there. When we got to Amma's, Nakoda went straight away for darshan. I was up in the balcony looking down, watching Amma tirelessly receive everyone in Her arms with love. Nakoda came up behind me and put his knee between my legs, in a sexual way.
Shocked, I rebuked him, “What are you doing?”
He started divulging me how he had never loved me and it was only because I was good at sex that he ever was with me. I started crying and this just made him say more-it was never love that he had for me. Never. My crying became hysterical. How could I love him and he not love me in return? I looked down at Amma. I was so heartbroken, I couldn’t believe this was happening.
Meanwhile Nakoda had dragged Julie outside and proceeded to punch her in the lip for god only knows what. The security came and then the cops. She stood there crying with her bloody lip as they took him away.
Back again in Amma's embrace, I felt like a bird that had been injured from flying into a glass window. The back of my head was caked with dried blood as was the black wool sweater I had been wearing for weeks on the journey.
Amma was wearing a mala that looked like little orange paper lanterns- some kind of flower, they were so magical, this necklace of lanterns, so fragile and so bright against her dark skin. She held me to her forever and then she looked into my eyes with hers oozing warm honey love and her eyes told me that she knew exactly all that had happened. In that moment, there was a conscious surrender on my part. I recognized her as my mother, as my teacher, as the mystic I had been searching for. My bloody surrender to the all merciful mother. Ok, I’m done playing my way, I’m ready to learn to do things your way now.
My first stepmother used to have birds, and they would always try to fly into the window and some died this way. I could have died too. But now in Amma’s arms, I knew She had saved me. Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound, that saved a wretch like me. I once was lost, but now Im found, was blind but now I see.
When we got to Amma's, he went straight away for darshan. I was up in the balcony looking down at Amma when he came up and put his knee between my legs, as if we were together. I said what are you doing? He was telling me how he had never loved me and it was only because I gave good blowjobs that he ever was with me.. I started crying and this seemed to make him happy so he said more-it was never love that he had for me.. never.
my crying became hysterical. I looked down at amma..i was so heartbroken, I couldn’t believe it. or could I?"I am ready to learn to do things your way now," I spoke silently into Her bosom as She cradled my head and neck to Her, still caked with days old blood.
I found myself like a broken bird back in Amma's arms.The back of my head was caked with dried blood as was the black wool sweater I had been wearing for weeks on the journey. Amma was wearing a magical flower mala that looked like little orange paper lanterns- so fragile, warm and bright like fire against her dark brown skin. She held me to her, for what seemed like an eternity. Then She looked into my eyes, oozing warm honey love poured from her all-knowing eyes to mine. Her eyes told me that she knew exactly all that had happened and that She knew everything about me and deeply understood me. She was my mother, my teacher, the mystic, the One I had been searching for. She was it and now I knew it. I got the strong feeling She had been waiting for me to come back to Her! In that moment of soul recognition, there was a conscious surrender on my part. "Ok, Im ready to do it your way now." I heard myself say clearly inside.
I knew then that SHE IS THE ONE LIVING FROM LOVE! She is The One that I need to be around to absorb love and to learn how to be like Her. She was the only one who Free from Conditioning and who had overcome the Mind. She was A Master of the Mind, her mind and others. But she was living from Love, so I could trust Her to guide my mind back to Center, Truth and Pure Love. Unbelievable, I never thought in a million years, I would ever have another Guru, but in that moment I Knew, SHE WAS MY GURU, MY TEACHER! She was The One who could Remove the Darkness of Ignorance. I Have found MY MASTER! MY REFUGE!
MY GURU! My GURU! MY REFUGE!
After my hug, I went to the balcony and was in awe as I watched Her hugging Her way through the endless cue of people, each with just as much love and care.
Nakoda came up from behind me, touching me in a flirtatious way and when I recoiled, he told me, "I never really loved you. I was just with you because you were good in bed."
Deep down I felt this was true and the truth of it stang like salt in the wound of my heart which felt torn and shredded. I cried as he continued saying one verbally abusive thing after another. I looked down at Amma through my tears and prayed for Her to help me. She looked up at me compassionately for just a moment, just long enough to let me know She could feel my pain. Nakoda left.
Next, he dragged Julie outside and punched her in the lip. Amma's volunteer security came followed by the cops who took him off to jail. Julie stood there crying with her bloody lip as the police car went down the hill, its lights dissolving into the night.
Nakoda had to stay in jail for one week which was exactly how long Amma was in San Ramon for. Julie and I stayed together at Amma’s for the whole week, including the retreat and bonded. We were both going through a similar phase of not knowing what we were responsible for creating or manifesting from our thoughts and fears and negative patterns and what was really happening. We could really feel for and understand each other except it was so painful that she was under the impression that he never loved me and this was completely invalidating my fantasy of the whole experience. In my mind, there was still a deep love between us. But this is what he told her. And in the end it was the truth.but this is what he told her. And in the end it was the truth.
she said, one day, I don’t think hes going to pay you for to go to india anymore.. I said yea probably not. she said ill pay for you to go.
I couldn’t believe it but she said she was also so grateful for what I had done for hima nd that I deserved it- what else would I do? I still wanted to go to hawaii..
One day, Julie said, “I really don’t think he’s going to pay you for to go to India anymore. But don’t worry, Ill pay for you to go.”
I couldn’t believe it but she said she was also so grateful for what I had done for him and that I deserved it and she had plenty of money, it was no issue for her.
“What else would you do?” she asked.
“I still want to go to Hawaii,” I told her.
Upon her suggestion, I went and asked Amma , “Should I got to Hawaii or India?”
Amma replied with a smile, “Both!”
My mouth dropped open, “Huh?" That made no sense.
She said, “Come to India first, you wont be able to stay for very long and then go to Hawaii.
I went and asked Amma what I should do, should I got to hawaii or india? amma said both! I said huh? She said,  “Come to India first!  You won’t be able to stay for very long and then after that you can go to Hawaii.”
I took the opportunity to ask her a few more questions. I asked her then if I have any more karma with Nakoda. When She said, “No”. I was so relieved. I also asked her what talents or skills I should focus on developing.
Amma said, “Don’t worry. Mother will help you discover your talents. You just focus on patience.”
Patience? Oh, no! How dreadfully boring! Anything but patience!
A wave of disappointment bordering on disgust washed over me producing a big sigh in this girl who dropped out of every math class and learning situation in school or life that I didnt instantly get. Because I was always so smart, I couldnt bear it when i wasnt naturally and easily good at something and would not bother trying. I realized then that I couldnt even bear the thought of patience. That was the most difficult thing in the world for me, something I was definitely not gifted with. It reminded me of a bumpersticker I found funny. “God, grant me patience but hurry up, because I need it now.”
*new vrindavan gurukula- *Bahulaban

Krishna and the Shadow
The wound is where the light enters you...
When I was five years old the demon planet Rahu entered the scene, taking over my astrological horizon. Considered by the Vedas to be responsible for eclipses of the sun and moon, its shadow would reign its 18 year period of darkness and eclipse my light and connection to the Divine.  This transit happened to coincide with the same time my parents drove me down from Canada all the way to the panhandle of West Virginia to put me in a gurukula there, called New Vrindaban.
We drove and drove, deep into the rolling hills filled with trees, maples, poplars, oaks and the light green grass,  My father pointed out the small farms along the way.
“Almost Heaven, West Virginia”, he said cheerfully, ‘that’s what they call it. “
As we drove, Pita told the story of his last time visiting New Vrindavan when it was first opened to the public the year before, in 1979.  Like most young girls, my dad was already my hero and I couldn't see him as any more heroic when he told me the story of how he tried to save the Deities and the devotees.
Some ‘demons’ came to the morning program with guns. They shot up the temple with rifles, looking for this girl who had disappeared. She was their relative and they thought the devotees had kidnapped her. When they stormed into the morning service and started shooting and yelling for everyone to get down and lay flat on the floor, my father tried to talk some sense into them. Cursing loudly, they aimed their rifles at the Deities and shot.  Everyone gasped. My father went forward to take the hit. They shot. For years, people recall after how they heard Radharani scream as she fell. Luckily she only her pinky finger was broken. (The heart meridian of the goddess broken. Maybe because he grew up with guns on the farm and had even once accidentally shot his brother while playing, my dad was still standing trying to stop them. They angrily shot him in the arm. Years later, he told me his arm never stopped hurting as he could never get the lead out which was lodged inside. hurting. Especially when he became pujari later and would do the daily puja to worship the deities, it was excruciatingly painful, but this never stopped him or dulled his enthusiasm.
We followed a narrow gravel road over a long rambling ridge and around a few more turns and hills, until finally reaching our destination.
New Vrindaban — named after Vrindaban, the holy birthplace of Krishna in India— was the largest Hare Krishna commune in North America. Nestled in the Appalachian foothills and surrounded by nature, it was a beautiful oasis from the world and its maya. It was here the experiment began: a Hare Krishna commune and gurukula (boarding school for children). In their idealistic attempt to save themselves and me from maya’s clutches, my parents felt this gurukula was the best place for me to grow up.
Nine miles from Wheeling, New Vrindavan an attempt at recreating the original Vrindavan, not the one in India, but Krishna’s abode in the spiritual world as an utopia of pure Krishna consciousness. Intended to be a model agricultural community dedicated to ‘plain living high thinking, NV started at 250 acres but kept extending to acquire more land and developing. It was one of the only ISKCON centers not situated in a heavily populated city and one of its goals was to demonstrate how we could live without the maya of shopping, movies, nightclubs, etc for happiness; that one may live peacefully and happily with a little land, some cows, the Deities and the association of devotees focused on Krishna Consciousness.

Everything was meant to please Krishna, from devotees making malas, food, clothes and jewelry for the deities,  new temple buildings and gardens,  tending the fields, milking the cows, making cheese, butter and yogurt-all was only to lovingly serve the Lord.  

Mother Kutila, my new ashram (boarding school) teacher talked with my parents for some time. With a long chiseled nose, soft wisps of hair in her face, and a square jaw adorned with a smile, she was stunning. She was tall and moved gracefully like a swan. My mother and father told her how they had driven to many gurukulas all over the United States, searching for the best possible one for me.
“This one is the best by far, ‘she said.
She explained, “New Vrindavan consists of different areas that are spread out. This fully developed farm with 150 acres of land is called Bahulaban. The large, sturdy house serves as the temple, this big barn houses the girls ashram, with pastures, a haysilo, cowling pit for the cows, three other buildings for the boys ashram, male and female residents. Then there is another property with 90 acres of pastures and pine forests and a two-story house down the the main road where some people are building houses. It is called Madhuban. And all the time the community is  buying more land, building, constructing and expanding. And then of course,  there is Prabhupada’s Palace of Gold they are building a couple of miles down the road.” she added.
My parents expressed gratitude to Kutila for taking me under her wing to raise me in a Krishna Conscious way. She laughed it off, waving her hand gracefully.
“Its all Krishna’s mercy’, she said.
My father strongly agreed.
She introduced us to the big brown barn where I would be living with other girls. First, we visited the cows, which seemed happy in their two long rows of stalls across from each other. Seeing all these cows reminded me of India and this put me a little at ease. While petting the calves, I was thrilled when one took my whole hand in its mouth to suck on it.  
After some time bonding with the cows, Pita said, “Ok, well this is it!”
He picked me up and gave me a big hug. Then he put me down and put his hand lovingly on my head before detaching.
My mother got down to my level and hugged me so tightly I could barely breathe. She always hugged me so tightly, but this time was the strongest. I could feel how sad she was to leave me. But family was maya, or material illusion and therefore we needed to be renounce it and replace it with love for God.
“This is what is best for you,’ she said with eyes full of tears. “You are so lucky to get this opportunity. We didn’t have such a chance to escape maya,” she said softly, cupping my chin with both of her hands.  
She was more sad than I was. I hugged her and tried to comfort her but I tried to stay cool and detached like my dad.
Without delay, they got back in their white van, waved goodbye from the windows and drove away. As their white van crawled down the steep long driveway and disappear around the corner of the country road, my mother waved goodbye the whole way. She couldn’t stop waving to me until the van was out of sight. They were going back to their duties at the Toronto temple. They didn’t want to live here too or it would be too hard to renounce me. I pushed back my tears, trusting them that this was the best thing for me.
With a wave of her graceful arm, Kutila invited me to follow her back to the barn; my new home. From the big open doors, in the darkness ahead, I could make out that the cows were being milked by hand in their stalls. In front of the cows, some girls were standing in just inside the door watching me with interest. They led me up the creaky wooden steps to the dark hallway and rows of small rooms, which served as the Ashram. It was so dark and empty feeling, I felt sad and missed my mata and pita. But I tried to be strong to accept this fate. My parents had brought me here to have me learn all about Krishna and to protect me from the maya of the world.
Mother Kutila was like a swan that the girls followed around like little chicks would.
 “Come on, lets have a race to the patio,” Kutila called out.
Everyone started running but Mother Kutila kept walking gracefully. I stayed back with her because I didn’t know where to go. I didn’t even know what a patio was, what to speak of the one they were running to. M Kutila told me, “Go on…” and seemed to want time alone so I followed after them.
I tried to ask the girls but no-one would tell me as they were already off and running. How could I race if I had no clue where I was going? I felt sad I couldn’t really race because didn’t know where I was going.
I found out immediately that almost everything that was not directly related to Krishna was forbidden. Not that I had ever seen tv before but it was a reality with no tv, no radio and no toys. No talking to boys,  no birthdays, no Christmas gifts, no gifts, nothing owned individually not even our own hair comb. Nothing was allowed to support our individuality, not even our own hair combs. (So we ended up getting lice a lot.)
The first thing Mother Kutila did to cut my attachment to the world was to get rid of all my personal possessions. I cried when she took away my big doll with the blue flower dress who was almost as big as me.  I loved her because she seemed real, she walked and even blinked her eyes. All my cute clothes were taken away, even my new favorite bundy outfits my mother got for me in India. They were so charming and unique, everyone loved these little quilted patterned outfits with ties on the insides and a fold over the front with more ties. Even Mother Kutila said how much she liked them but since all the girls didn’t have them, I wasn’t allowed to wear them anymore. Even my special necklace with Vrindavan dust my mother had smuggled into the country had to go because all the girls didn’t have one. I had to wear just the simple three strands of Tulasi beads around my neck, like everyone else.
“Don’t worry, this will also protect you if you die,” Mother Kutila said as she helped me screw the clasp together of a long strand of tulasi beads, which she had wrapped three times around my neck. But it didn't have same feeling of love and protection as the locket of Vrindavan dust which my mother had hand gathered and adorned me with.
When Kutila tried to take my teddy bear away who I loved so much, I pleaded with her to keep him.  “ O No! Please, please let me keep him? His name is Gudakesha.” Gudakesha is a name for the warrior Arjuna, meaning, “One who never sleeps”. My parents helped me choose this name for him this because his eyes stayed wide open all night like he was watching over me while I slept. It was so hard sleeping without him and without my parents. I cried a lot the first few nights.
 Will describe here a little more about some of the different girls here who were in the ashram with me, the ones my age and the older ones.
Vishakha
Sri Vishakha
Raman- Reti
Tyaga, her father had dropped her off by temple and left her muching on a hotdog when she was two.
Sundari, who we found out a few years later was part-boy.
Mallika, pretty girl, very nice with a beautiful kind mother.
Gandhari, quiet and shy, her mother was our community nurse.

Kham, Bhava, Jaga, the older girls.

Ashram life was very austere for children and was very difficult for me to adjust to but I really tried. More than the lack of any physical comfort, I suffered from a lack of love, mothering, caring, and affection. But the goal was for us to not enjoy anything in samsara too much lest we should have to be reborn again due to our attachment to it. So Kutila was purposely not very loving to us lest we get too attached to her.

While we ate, dressed and lived as simply as possible, we worshipped the beautiful marble Deities, Sri Sri Radha-Vrndavana Candra, the most regal opulence. On the altar the Deities stand on a beautifully carved teakwood platform called a srngasana (complete with gold and silver decorations), and the Deities Themselves wear bejeweled silk garments, pearl necklaces and gemstones. Although the devotees desire no opulence for themselves, nothing was too nice for Krsna.  Krsna was the center of our lives, and we believed that by giving something nice to Krsna, it satisfies all your desires just as by pouring water on the root of a tree, one simultaneously nourishes all the leaves and branches.
The temple floor and altar are made of marble that devotees cut and polished at the community marble shop.

Across from the temple there was a four-story building called a dharmasala (roughly, dharmasala means "lodge"). The upper floor contains guest rooms, while the entire second floor serves as a prasada room, a room where all the devotees came together to take part in eating Prasada,  (vegetarian food offered to Krsna with devotion. The walls and floor of the prasada room are set in marble. On Krsna's birthday and other festivals, it overflows with devotees and guests. On the first floor of the dharmasala was a spacious kitchen area containing five large stoves, each big enough to hold a sixty-gallon pot. With over seventy-five preparations cooked daily for the Deities, New Vrindaban boasts the best prasada in all of ISKCON.

All the community's early-morning activities were centered in the temple and the dharmasala. After rising at 2:30 or 3:00 a.m. and going to the temple for an hour or two of individual chanting the Hare Krsna mantra on our beads, we had an arati worship of the Deities, class on the Srimad-Bhagavatam, an ancient Vedic texts that explains the story of Krishna and  the science of Krsna consciousness. At 6:30 everyone goes to the dharmasala for breakfast. The rest of the day the devotees engage in service activities all around the farm, such as wood cutting, land clearing.

Directly beside the dharmasala was the old Bahulaban barn, divided into two halves one for woodwork (with table saws, routers, band saws, and the like) and the other for black-smithing, ironworking, where devotees were always busy at work for the new Palace of Gold. There was also a molding shop for casting ornamental metals and Deities.

Across the road from the temple stacks of firewood await their winter service for the  boilers in five different buildings.

About two blocks length down the road from the dharmasala was the gosala ("the cow shelter"), where 150 Krsna's cows live. Holsteins and also some Brown Swiss and Jerseys. From the very start, one of the community's main purposes has been to demonstrate the humaneness and practicality of cow protection.

Srila Prabhupada’s instructions had been, "In New Vrindaban people should live an ideal spiritual life, completely depending upon agricultural produce and milk from the cows. If there are sufficient grains and milk, the whole economic problem is solved. However, we have to maintain the animals throughout their lives. We must not sell them to the slaughterhouses. Krsna, through His practical example, taught us to give all protection to the cows, and cow protection should be the main business of New Vrindaban.”


Our daily sadhana program began early in the morning, arising one and a half hours before sunrise, for the auspicious time of brahma-muhurta. This was the period of the day taught in the Vedas to be  particularly potent for spiritual activities.  

"Just before brahma muhurtha, one should get up and immediately chant the Hare Krsna  mantra, or, at least, "Krsna, Krsna, Krsna." In this way, one should remember Krsna. By chanting, one immediately becomes auspicious and transcendental to the infection of material qualities."

We woke up every morning and attended to bathing and changing into fresh clothing, with ample time for chanting japa and arriving at the temple in time for Mangala-arati.  
While we were still sleeping soundly in our row of sleeping bags, we would gradually hear her calling out, “Jiv Jago Jiva Jago… Wake up sleeping souls!!”

It gradually became more and more of a struggle for me to wake up at 4am every morning in the dark. If we didnt wake up right away and get out of our sleeping bags, she would threaten us with different consequences- like throwing water on our heads, dumping us out of our sleeping bags or her favorite, "Whoever doesnt wake up will not get breakfast."

I was often the last one up.

Once we were all standing and had folded our sleeping bags, she would march us outside, past the huge steaming cowdung pit, over to the other building where there were showers  and we would take agonizingly cold showers. Some days, after soaping up and rinsing in our underwear in the many showers, we would run back out to the front of the bathroom ran in a shivering, dripping line so Kutila could squeeze shampoo on each of our heads and then we would run back to the cold shower, come out and she would pour conditioner rinse on our heads, which she had diluted with water and then wed run back and brave the ice cold showers.

The ice cold showers were incredibly painful in the dead of winter, when we wanted to stay in our sleeping bags or at least preserve the little bit of numbing and comfort that the feeling of sleepiness provided to our bodies.

Each day, to mark our bodies as temples of God. we anointed ourselves with long smears of tilak (the sacred clay paste) chanting a different mantra and name of Krishna for each part of the body. Damodar was on our stomach, Keshava was on our neck, who was on the arms and then Krishna on our forehead. We were discouraged from looking in the mirror, except to put the mark of tilak on our forehead, to make it a temple of Krishna. After brushing our hair quickly with common hair brushes we kept soaking in tubs of bleach water, we would proceed together to the temple for the morning program.

We had a bunch of brushes that we would just soak in the tub of bleach water or? I cant remember if we had our own toothbrushes- we must have?

Except for to put our tilak on our foreheads nicely, we were not allowed to look in the mirror lest we identify too much with this face and body as our true self and become so attached to it that we have to be reborn. We were not allowed to look into a mirror even just to make sure our headscarf was on right. We got used to doing everything without a mirror.

Taking our shoes off outside, we bowed before the deities as we entered, even though their doors were still closed. The brightly lit temple was colorful with saffron robes, floral saris, fragrant with incense and full of chanting. Every time I bowed, my tired forehead would make contact with the floor, it would settle in and want to stay there and sleep. But instead I had to get up and join the chanting. Everyone chanted the Maha mantra out loud on prayer beads with right hands hidden inside the prayer bags that are slung around our necks, where our wooden japa beads are kept. These bead bags were one of the only individual possessions we were allowed to have. It was good to have our own beads.

In the early morning hours, amidst the fragrance of incense, some devotees would pace across the temple floor as they chanted, some were loud and enthusiastic, some quiet, some half-asleep, but all the voices would interweave into one steady murmur which sounded like buzzing bees. Sudden eruptions of "Krishna ... Krishna!""Rama Rama!" would jolt my nervous system, half waking me up, half annoying me.

Srila Prabhupada instructed a full program for temple worship, comprised of four full aratis (mangala,
 bhoga, sandhya and sayana), as well as various dhupa (incense) aratis
throughout the day as various offerings are made.  The following pages
provide a detailed description of the activities that take place in the
morning program.
Describe Morning program… and all the items offered, different days Deities wore different colors, we had a song, etc
this was the general order of morning program, can descirbe more later.
*Mangala arati-
chanting and dancing, singing our prayers for liberation from samsara
Samsara Davanala Lidha Loka
The men, a cluster of orange and saffron in their robes, and heads shaved bald, except a small shock of hair sprouting from the back of their heads, always stood in the front. The women stayed in the back where they belonged.
As we  chanted and danced, we would bounce lightly up and down or dancing trancelike from side to side. Sometimes i would be moving back and forth in my sleep.
Someone would play a rhythm on harmonium, and a few would play the mridanga drum. One or two of the men, often with closed eyes and a blissful grins, would  keep the beat with a pair of kartals, the sacred finger cymbals that are also used during worship ceremonies in the temple. Another would play the big brass cymbals with more zest.
We would all chant along, while dancing and sometimes shouting enthusiastically the Hare Krishna maha-mantra: Hare Krishna, Hare Krishna Krishna Krishna, Hare Hare Hare Rama, Hare Rama Rama Rama, Hare Hare (O Supreme eEnergy of the Lord and O Supreme Personality of the Lord, please engage me in your service!)

*Tulasi Arati
Tulasi Krishna preyasi namo namah…
 circumambulating Tulasi and singing to Her
*SrimadBhagavatam Class
Scripture class with elaboration by senior devotees
what to tell of all the philosophy we learned, volumes, the good, the bad, the fantical, the stories,  

Sometimes during the lecture, Mother Kutila would let us do different things for the Deities, like making flower garlands for them, rolling cotton into ghee wicks for the ghee lamps, polishing the silver they ate off of, or making sandalwood paste for them by rubbing them hard stick of sandal against a mortar.
later we started doing crafts during this time, like latch hook knitting,

*Guru Puja
Worshipping Srila Prabhupada and Srila Bhaktipada with special Guru songs facing their thrones, touching their feet.
Talk about Srila Bhaktipada

**Greeting of the Deities, A beautiful slow melodic tune of GOVINDA ADI PURUSAM, and the doors to the Deities would open again after being closed since Mangal Arati and we would see the Deities dressed to the nines in new clothes and ornaments! A time to revel in all their glory.
I loved this because finally we could go close to see the Deities, without the men in the way, there would be turns.
Describe the different Deities, including Salagram-Sila is a Vaisnava murti in the form of a spherical, usually black-colored stone found in the sacred river Gandaki, a tributary of the Ganges and
Later we all got our own Baby Gopals to take care of and make outfits for.
Clapping our hads in front of the Deitites was supposed to change our Karma for the better, so i did it alot.
In the mornings, after the morning program, we went home and cleaned a little before having our breakfast of oatwater and rice. Cooked in a huge pot over the open fire with wood collected the night before, the oatwater was a staple to give energy and warmth in the austere conditions. Symbolic of giving up the taste of the tongue, oat water was an acquired taste. It was not thick like oatmeal, but rather a savory liquid oatmeal brew, which as kids we found too slimy, especially when different people started getting creative in the kitchen and putting dates in it and other weird items, making it even slimier than it already was.  Sometimes it was burnt, mushy, or oversalty and we didnt want to eat it but Kutila said it shouldnt matter what it tasted like and we shouldn't complain because it was prasad, food offered to God.
Besides the maha, Sunday feasts and other festivals where we had big feasts, all our meals were plain – lunch was rice, dahl, chapatis, and later one subji too; what’s more, after lunch there was nothing to hold residents over until the next day but some leftovers. Dinner was light, sometimes vegetables, sometimes just popcorn, milk and fruit. Sometimes I would be starving waiting for breakfast again.
The best part of each meal was the tiny piece of maha prasadam we got from the leftovers of the infinite trays of gourmet delicacies that were offered to the Dieties for each meal. We called this Maha. Whether it was curd, cinnamon rolls; sandesh; cheesecake; baked goods and milk sweets; sweet rice; dokla and idli, it was all delicious, but it was not for us, until after it had been offered to the Deities. Sometimes I would long for something yummy but to even think about eating it before they did was offensive. It was only to be enjoyed after the Lord enjoyed it.
Back at the barn, Kutila would have us all clean the ashram with bleachwater- putting things away and cleaning the bathroom, and sweeping and mopping the floors and stairs, spending time getting in the cracks of everything because there was no furniture.
I gradually grew more and more resistant to this too and only enjoyed it when she sometimes made a game out of it, like hiding chewable Vitamin C in the secret dirtiest places. We would happily eat it no matter how dirty it had gotten while it sat there waiting for us to discover it.
I loved it more when she used to have Vitamin C throws and would just throw a bunch at a time and we would all go scrambling for them.
We could see the cows getting milked down below through the cracks in the wooden floor.
We drank fresh cows milk in every form, hand-churned butter buttermilk, cheese, curd, ice cream, sour cream and yogurt. We had many songs about cows and milk and milk products. Cows were one of our seven mothers, along with the rivers, the teacher and the guru’s wife.
When we were done cleaning, Mother Yamuna would take us up the hill to learn songs. In the forest, there was a small wooden platform where we would play and sing. She taught us a song for almost every story about Krishna. Sometimes, we would play with the cows on the hill, sometimes on the swings behind the barn, K-R_S_N_A,  K- R-S-N-A & Krsna was his name Oh. Thinking about Krishna all the time.
Everything we did, from eating to breathing to cleaning to studying to playing to Kirtan, to sleeping was for the sole purpose of glorifying Lord Sri Krishna. When we weren't talking about Sri Krishna or singing about him,
Sravanam, Kirtanam, Visno Smaranam, Pada Sevanam,  Arcanam,  Vandanam,  Sakhyam, Atma Nivedanam
 "Hearing about the transcendental name, form, qualities, paraphernalia, and pastimes of the Lord, chanting about these things; remembering them; serving the lotus feet of the Lord; offering the Lord respectful worship with incense, flowers, water, and so on; offering prayers to the Lord; becoming His servant; considering the Lord one's best friend; and surrendering everything unto Him these nine activities constitute pure devotional service."

Playing outside, the big blue sky always reminded us of Krishna’s blue body, the white clouds reminded us of His elder brother Balaram who was said to have had white skin. We had a song about this we would sing as we played.

Blue Skies white clouds,
Krishna and Balaram are following the cows
over on Govardhan where the cows stray,
the cowered boys all play
with Krishna and Balarama all though the day.
Our hill felt like Govardhan, the cows felt like Krishna’s cows. Our imaginations of Krishna’s world were alive around us. We meditated on his beautiful blue form with black curly hair, sweet lips, beautiful jewelry and clothes, doing sweet actions and always making everyone happy. We had songs about all his sweet pastimes and songs about all the demons he killed to protect his devotees. Hearing stories as a child was almost as good as being there. Even to hear his name was sweet.
Playing together or alone we would imitate the way he stood with one foot crossed over the other, with his hip out and his elbows up as he played his flute, sometimes dancing around like that or walking like that. His walk was sweet, his flute playing was sweet, his mood was sweet and he was so strong, invincible and always calm. of course we wanted to go to his land of Krishna Loka when we died. There we would be able to serve him eternally. Our lives were a preparation for this.
A conch shell was blown at the bottom of the hill for lunch and we all ran down to eat with the rest of the community. We sat in rows on the floor,  the men and women sat in rows separately at opposite ends of the room, and then the boys and girls sat in separate rows as well.  The men and boys got served first. This was just one of the inequality things that in later years really disturbed me. But while i was still this young, i didn't yet notice it. Lunch was usually chapatis, dahl and rice, sometimes curry subji and a little piece of mahaprasad.
As if it were another mantra, everyone always said, “If you cannot control the tongue, then you will be obliged to take different types of bodies to satisfy your desires, one after another.”
 Besides only speaking about Krishna, the other way we worked with controlling our tongue was through limiting our delicious food, and also praying heavily before eating. If we can practice accepting only remnants of food offered to Krishna, it is possible to get free from maya's victimization. Shri Chaitanya Mahaprabhu taught us to avoid very palatable dishes even while eating prasada. So we also observed fasting days like Ekadashi every two weeks and for all the special holidays like Janmashtami, we fasted to learn restraint from the demands of the belly.
Before each meal, together we chanted this prayer loudly in Bengali first and then in English…
Sarira avidya-jal, jodendriya tahe kal, jive phele visaya-sagore tar' madhye jihva ati, lobhamoy sudurmati, ta ´ke jeta kathina samsara
krishna baro doyamoy, koribare jihva jay, sva-prasad-anna dilo bhai sei annamrita pao, radha-krishna-guna gao, preme dako chaitanya-nitai
“This material body is a place of ignorance, and the senses are a network of paths to death. The senses throw the soul into this ocean of material sense enjoyment and, of all the senses, the tongue is most voracious and uncontrollable; it is very difficult to conquer the tongue in this world. Lord Krsna is very kind to us and has given us such nice prasada, just to control the tongue. Now let us take this prasada to our full satisfaction and glorify Their Lordships, Sri Sri Radha and Krsna and, in love, call for the help of Lord Caitanya and Prabhu Nityananda.”

After lunch, Mother Kutila would have us continue with our chanting of the Hare Krishna mantra. She would have us sit in rows and chant together in a singsong voice that felt nd sounded too mechanical to me. Before I had loved chanting the MahaMantra and would chant it with my parents all the time but I could not resonate with the way she made us chant it. I felt like it was draining the sincerity and charm out of it. The devotion was gone-it felt heartless. I couldnt understand why she would want to do that. I never realized that the  other kids didnt have the same tendency toward chanting on their own as I did, nor did my teachers ever realize it was squashing my spontaneous natural devotion. I wanted to ask Mother Kutila if I could chant on my own but I was too afraid. I had a lot of resistance inside. Why do we have to do it like that? That doesn’t make any sense? My intelligence was always getting me in trouble, this was just the beginning and I would get into much more trouble later on.
I remember clearly that this was where my talking back first started. My parents thought so highly of me that they never really disciplined me strongly or old me what to do, they didnt need to. I just followed along with what they were doing for the most part, because i understood the reasons behind it, or they explained it to me. And if for some reason i didnt want to, they usually understood or tried to understand my reasons. But it was very difficult for me to take orders that made no sense. I wanted to do what Kutila was advising and teaching because i believed in the purpose and also had a deep love and appreciation for her which was topped by my longing for her approval. But many things just didnt make sense, or i could see how they could be done better or improved and as hard as i tried, i just couldnt keep my big mouth shut and do as i was told.  so i started becoming more and more resistant, my ego shell became thicker and stronger and my feeling of separateness and separation grew. and just a few years later, the love had all but disappeared. but thats for later.
When we were all drawing together, I was so shocked to see the way all the other kids drew. They didn’t draw realistic people, but only a round circle for the face with stick figure bodies.  No eyelashes, no lips, no limbs, no jewelry, no details. Only  I couldn’t understand why they all did this and at first I judged them. Then I decided, surely if all of them drew people the same, as circles with sticks,  then it must be the better, more stylized way to do it. Wanting to fit in and be more like everyone else, I stopped drawing my detailed artistic renditions of Radha and Krishna and settled for the circle happy face with simple lines and dots. I started practicing the simplicity of stick figures. Largely because i wanted to be accepted by them, my new tribe.
Mother Kutila was beautiful but cold and distant. As hard as we would try, she wouldn’t let us get too close. She didn’t like when I asked her anything or talked to her. She favored the older girls because she didn’t have to tell them what to do. She tried to treat her daughter Pritha like the rest of us, but it was still clear she was the favorite. She never punished her like she did the rest of us. She held my hand sometimes but would not express any other affection or let me express any affection towards her.
“Affection is Maya and will keep you bound to this world”, she would tell us.
All of our immediate surroundings in and around the barn, constantly wreaked with the strong smell of cowdung. This was  not just from the cows below but more so from the 20 feet high 20 feet wide tank full of hot bubbly cowdung just outside the barn. We didn’t mind it so much because we were taught that it was sacred. As cows were sacred, every product that came from the cow was sacred and healthy. But we were told to stay away from the cowdung pit but sometimes when Kutila would send us out to play and wasnt watching us we would occasionally go on the hill above it to look down to watch its thick hot bubbling mass in awe. That was, until the time that one devotee from the kitchen, known for his temper, got so mad at this woman that he threw her in the cowdung pit. She was screaming helplessly as he was drowning cowdung. Finally someoene was able to rescued her but we were all a bit traumatized from it and from then on were scared to go anywhere near it lest he or someone felt angry at us and suddenly threw us in.
Gesturing with her hands to show the difference in the amounts, Kutila would often tell us, “For any little bit of pleasure you experience in life, you will get double the suffering. So it is not worth it. Do not seek pleasure or you will get pain.”
One afternoon, we had a little bit of free time and Mother Kutila, who we called Mata, said we could go play outside. We rushed to the swings like we always did at these times as there was really nothing else to do. Two boys were swinging happily on our swing set. They were younger than us and weren’t in the ashram. We asked them to come back later. They refused. We got upset with them and they didn’t care, they just kept swinging.  We were strictly forbidden from talking to boys and we didnt want to get in trouble for being with them. Time was ticking and we knew we were going to have to go back in soon so we asked them to leave.
“Get off the swings, we all said.
“No,” they said absolutely,  refusing like little brats.
Didn’t they know how tough our life was in the ashram and that this was our only chance to have a little fun?
I decided to threaten them. To this day, I don’t know where this threat came from or if I had ever heard it before or if I even knew what it really meant but these words just came out of my mouth like this.
“Do you want to die an early death?”
The boys got scared and immediately got off the swings and ran away.  I felt so proud of myself for coming up with that threat as the other girls and I hopped on the swings and enjoyed our little bit of free time.
A couple weeks later, a day came when everyone in the community was looking for those boys. We all knew they were always running around unattended and their parents never really knew where they were, but when they couldn’t find them anywhere, there was a big panic. I felt bad that I had been so mean to them and said that horrible thing to them. We all joined in the search, even us kids.
Finally, they found them, inside an old abandoned refridgerator in front of the temple. They were sitting in there dead, curled up together with their pet bunny rabbit (who was also dead) in an old abandoned fridge outside the temple. Apparently they had been playing in there and the door shut on them and they couldn’t get out.
I was mortified and terrified. Had my words been an actual death sentence, did they have anything to do with this?  We grew up with the principle of ahimsa, or non-violence and even though I was subjected to violence from Kutila, I still held the value so close to my heart that I would never even harm a fly, or a bug. Some girls would kill a bug if they saw it inside, but I would always surprise them by finding a way to save the bugs and put them outside.
But could it be that my words somehow contributed to the death of these young boys? There were so many stories we read in the Mahabharata and the scriptures about how powerful the word is, especially of people who do tapas, that anything they say could come true. Was this what had happened?  Years later when I was in therapy about this, my Jungian therapist, Cindy, suggested that it was possible that I had said that from my subconscious intuition that something was going to happen to them. This gave me great comfort, but made me really wonder and ponder about the power of the word. And to this day, it is still hard for me to control the words that come out of my mouth, especially when I am angry. I feel like a big part of this is because I was raised with cruel words and not kind words, that I formed with them and they became a part of my character.
One of Our songs; For the soul, there is never birth nor death, nor having once been does he ever cease to be, he is unborn, he is eternal, he is unborn, he is undying, he is not slain when the body is slain.
Another song: You know you're not this body, you are a spirit soul! The body is just a lump of flesh, destined to grow old, destined to grow old.
As hard as I tried not to miss them, I spent many days and months crying missing my mother and father so much. Sometimes my crying would become hysterical.
 “Where are you? How could you leave me with the else people?”
The girls gathered around and make fun of me while I sat on the patio bench and cried, wishing my parents would come back and rescue me.
“Look how funny she looks when she cries’, they would laugh and jeer.
“Yea, she looks like a dying whale, gasping for air,” one said.
They were laughing at big overbite which got even more pronounced when I was crying. I would try to go off by myself to some corner where they couldn’t see me but they would always find me and just laugh and laugh. To avoid their jeers, I would try not to cry as much as possible but when it was finally time to go to sleep, I would curl up in fetus position and weep myself to sleep.
One time, an older girl Mallika and Mother Yamuna’s son Bhakti took compassion on how much I was missing my parents. They played a game with me that they were married and that I was their child. At that time, we were still allowed to play with Bhakti, even though he was a boy because he was Mother Yamuna’s son and was only 4, still too young for gurukula so he was always around in the barn. They pulled me around the barn in a red wagon together. I was so happy to feel a sense of family again, even though they were just little kids too and we were all just pretending. But meant so much to me though that I never forgot it and always kept a special sweet spot in my heart for Mallika and Bhakti, for liking me enough to pretend that I was their child. To this day it is one of my sweetest childhood memories.  It was also the only time I remember playing with a boy. After that, we were never allowed to talk to or play with boys.
Maybe i was just too lazy or thickheaded and stubborn with a big ego from my parents spoiling me but i couldn't accept the way they were treating me and i didn't want to do the things they were forcing us to do. i started getting really resistant.
The bathroom in our barn ashram had Indian style toilets, which was just a hole in the floor that we squatted over. Even though we would rinse our feet in bleach water after using them, from the unhygienic conditions, somehow I developed an infection in my foot. It slowly traveled all the way up my leg until it became a huge boil on my inner thigh. I had to be taken to the hospital in town to get the poison drained from it. I was there in a big crib for days. I remember a few of the girls came to visit me and they were marveling at the difference of the surroundings from our barn and countrystyle living. But it was not that comfortable being there- I felt isolated and alone, amidst all the strangers. Then one day, I saw two people smiling at me through a glass window across the room. Who are those people smiling at me? I wondered why they were smiling at me. I didn’t know who they were and then it dawned on me- oh they are my parents. I hadnt recognized them because it had been so long since I had seen them for so long. They came into the room and hugged me. They told me they would move to New Vrindavan now to be closer to me in case anything else happens.
The first morning I saw my father standing in the front with the other men for the mangal-arati, morning program, I ran up to him happily and held his hand. By joy knew no bounds as we swayed side by side in front of the Deities together to the rhythm of the chanting. Besides the fact that I could finally see the deities because i was in front of the men rather then behind them, to be connected with my father again made me happy. But Kutila came and took me away, saying it was not appropriate.
She held my hand while she danced and this helped me try to get over missing my father. We all vied for a chance to be close to Kutila and every great once in a while would get something. This was my chance. But in the days to come, she didn't hold my hand anymore. And a few times more, I tried to sneak away and go stand in the front with my dad, amidst the men. But everytime she came and took me, and each time her patience was growing thin. The last time she told me if I did it again, I wouldn't get breakfast or playtime.
I started pining after my dad. Even though we were behind the men who were actually blocking our view almost entirely, we were supposed to be looking past them at the Deities.  All I could see and all I wanted to see was my father. I could only see the back of him, with sometimes his shaved head grown out a little bit to be a dark fuzz on his head and his black sikha (tuft of hair at the back of his head) tied into a knot at the bottom. It was there so Krishna could lift him out of samsara to the spiritual world. I wished Krishna would lift him out of the sea of men and put him close to me. Sometimes I would imagine ways to get my fathers attention. In my mind, I would invent some kind of fishing pole that would arc above the hundreds of people in between us to tap him on the shoulder and get his attention; to remind him of his daughter who loved him and missed him so much.
How I loved my pita. But except in passing occasionally, we were not allowed to talk to each other though because family was material and would create bondage. Then we would have to be reborn again due to wanting to continue satisfying our attachment. I missed them deeply and longed for their love all the time- especially my pita’s. I tried not to cry about it too much.
But I was so excited when Kutila found out that my pita was a great artist and invited him to come give us an art class. In the dark hallway of the barn, he taught us some basics.  But I was in tears to see him spending all his time helping Raman Reti learn how to draw. I was so sad that I finally had some time with him and he seemed to just ignore me and what I was drawing. He showed much more interest in what she was trying to draw even though she wasn’t doing anything different from the rest of them. I knew it was cause she was so cute. Everyone loved her.
On summer afternoons, Radhakunda, a small secluded pond gave us respite from the heat of the day and the intense gurukula training we were undergoing. Named after a sacred ghat, swimming hole in India, where Radha bathed, it was called Radhakunda. This was the highlight of our day; something we waited anxiously for-something that made everything else ok. The power of water to soothe and wash your sorrows away. Even the walk up there was lovely. Mother Kutila would walk about twenty of her girls up there to to swim. I loved walking with her because she was so graceful. Sometimes we would sing with her as we walked past the tractors and hay mowers, up the tractor made trail, up the tall hill across from the temple and farm, through the gardens of comfrey and mint before entering the grove of trees surrounding the small swimming hole. We would line up so that Kutila could pick us up and hurl us with all her might into the water. We loved it so much and would line up again and again for this experience if she would let us.
Radhakunda was so beautiful, some years later when they were filming the Ramayana with real actors from LA, they filmed a scene where Ram and Lakshman were running through those trees looking for Sita and another scene with the monkeys at Radhakunda. (put later)
I remember the first time I got to Radhakunda and saw the girls happily playing in the water, close to the bank and where Mother Kutila was sitting to watch. I jumped in and started swimming. I swam past them all, swimming and swimming, enjoying the feeling of swimming. Non-stop, I swam all the way to the other side, which was dark and full of black swampy mud and dark. It was a bit scary. Wondering how many snakes and other creatures were lurking there, I turned around and came back. The other girls were in shock that I went to the other side.. They all came and told me that was the first time anyone ever swam all the way to the side. Kutila seemed surprised too but didn’t make a big deal of it.
One time, when we were playing close to shore, Sundari stood up screaming, “SNAKE! SNAKE!” We couldn't see where the snake was. The water was not clear enough to see.  But apparently a snake had wrapped itself around her thigh. After that, I didn't go to the other side anymore but hung out close to shore with the other girls and played where Kutila could see us. We would only swim out about half-way to a raft made of barrels and a wooden platform which was stationed in the middle of the pond. We would jump off the raft swim around and then jump off again.
In the winter, even though we often didn't have enoughwarm clothes to go around. Socks were a luxury, but we didn't mind or notice too much  in the early days when we didn't have them. We still would have tons of fun sledding down the hill in the snow on big flat pieces of cardboard boxes. One snowy day our sledding came to a close though, when suddenly from nowhere all over the white snow, red blood was spouting everywhere. A gash in Sundaris head was discovered to be the source of the river of blood. She sat there silently bleeding profusely but wasn’t even crying. We found out she had crashed into a fluorescent light tube that had been laying on the hill under the snow. The nurse gave her stitches and Kutila said we could never sled again.
We didn't celebrate our birthdays because that would be too much identification with our name, body and form this life. Anyway what was there to celebrate and enjoy about this life when we were still separate from God.  The only true enjoyment would be when we got liberation and were able to go to Krishna Loka to serve Him eternally.
Instead we celebrated many birthdays of the Gods and gurus in a grand way. We had many huge festivals like this, at least every 2 or 3 months.  For the big ones, we would fast all the day and then get to eat a big feast at night. As kids what we loved the most, besides the acting and dancing performances, which we sometimes got to participate in, was that they would offer the deities mountains of prasad and so we would all get a little more maha.
As they were inviting people from outside with hopes to convert them, the food cooked for the  festivals was delicious. Good free food was one of the main hooks. On these special days, the girls from my ashram would get to help chop vegetables in the kitchen. Sometimes i would see my mom there working quietly by herself to the side. She was learning not to interact with me too much. I was glad when she didn't embarrass me in front of the other girls whose moms were not so attached.
Some of the festivals were either for or with the cows. On Gopuja, a day to honor the cows, we would decorate them with tilak, garlands and our own loving handprints with dye. Some festivals we would have cowdung fights where everyone in the community would throw this sacred substance at each other. One time we even had a butterball fight. Our guru, Swami Bhaktipada loved butterballs. say more?
Some of the older girls who had lived outside before and some of the new girls who had just come from the outside would sometimes teach us little things from the world. I was shocked when I first heard them telling dirty jokes and ghost stories. The ghost stories were so graphic and then Kutila and everyone else seemed to believe in ghosts too so I started getting scared of ghosts at night and having nightmares. But I liked when the girls would share songs they learned from the world. Maybe just because I loved to learn and I loved songs. I remember the first time I heard about a band called the Beatles and one girl sang me a whole song. It was a good thing Mother Kutila never heard what these girls were talking about.
“Children should be seen, not heard,” Mother Kutila liked to say with an amused tone as if it were such a witty saying.
If she heard us singing and talking about anything other than Krishna, she would vigorously rub soap in our mouths, until it really lathered to wash the maya out of our mouths. She had some favorite punishments, having us write lines, go without meals and paddling us with the big wooden paddle with holes in it when she was really frustrated. But Soap in our mouths was a regular punishment almost as often as our cleaning the ashram, she had to clean out our mouths. If one person did something wrong, they would go without their meal. But if she didn’t know who did something wrong, we all went without our meal until someone would confess. Sometimes we would take turns confessing and missing a meal, just so everyone could eat.
Another punishment Kutila enjoyed giving us when we said or did something wrong , was to make us write 100 lines or  more of “ I WILL NOT…..” whatever it was. I loved this punishment so much that I would always offer to write everyone else’s lines. Because writing came so naturally to me, it would take me a tenth of the time it would take them. It was actually fun for me. I could do it in my sleep. And sometimes I would go hide and write other girls lines so that Kutila would not know and get us both into more trouble.
The truth is I hardly ever did anything that bad on purpose though and actually tried hard not to break her rules because in my heart of hearts I was longing for her approval, for her love and affection. But i couldn't find a way to get it and no matter what I did, I seemed to displease here. What would it take to please her? I contemplated on this often and  tried many things. But she wasn't interested in me and as much as I tried to repress it because I knew she didn't like it, I couldn't hide my questioning attitude and my natural resistance to authority stemming from the self-confidence my parents gave me. But whatever confidence I had from my parents approval was quickly lost from Kutilas rejection of me.

One time though, I did do something bad on purpose. We were playing in the parking lot standing on the bumper of a wood paneled station wagon hanging onto the ski rack. Kripacharya came out and asked us to get off his car. We didn't listen. He got in the car and started driving slowly down the gravel driveway, thinking we would jump off. We didnt because we were having so much fun, especially once the car was moving.  But then he started driving really fast. I realized with fear, Omygod, he was probably driving all the way to the palace which was about five miles away.  I was scared how much trouble we would get in trouble with Kutila. The wind was blowing our hair back and I wanted more than anything to just enjoy the ride, I panicked.  I thought about I would probably get into the most trouble because I always did. I knew the other girls probably wouldn't get into that much trouble. So i jumped. Instead of hitting the ground as I had expected, I went flying back a few feet before my face smashed onto the concrete. The girls screamed.  Kripacharya stopped the car and everyone got down.  Blood was flowing everywhere. When we got back up to the guesthouse, Mother Kutila put a butterfly bandaid on my eyebrow and said I was lucky I didn't need stitches. She then proceeded to take me in the bathroom to give her mouth washing with lots of soap. I hated how she laughed at me when she did it, like she found it so funny to see me suffering.
 The worst part about Mother Kutila’s punishments for me were always how she would purposely embarrass me in front of everyone. I guess she knew this and thats  why she did it to make a bad example out of me. But it never seemed to stop me from getting into  trouble because trouble just a had a way of finding me and getting into me.... She said i was affecting and influencing the other girls to question authority so she punished me often and put me down a lot so they wouldn't relate to me. This isolated me and kept me from having any friends, not that we were allowed to hang out as friends anyway.
She didn't want to give us too many pleasurable or comfortable experiences lest we suffer more for them. Affection would lead to attachment, as would anything kind or loving. Sometimes, i would just call her Mom. I wanted to let her know that I thought of her as my mother.  “I am not your mother!” She would say emphatically.
We started school with Mother Ruci. Mother Ruci was so nice. Always kind and calm. We loved our mornings with her, he was kind and even smiled at us. We had Bhagavad gita for an hour a day, we would focus on one verse of the Bhagavad Gita each day, memorizing it in Sanskrit and English, learning the meaning of each sanskrit word in it and then reading Srila Prabhupada’s purport and sometimes discussing it. Then we had English for an hour and Math for an hour. I was a little bit of a pet because I loved learning so much and understood what she was saying, loved to study and somehow already knew everything she taught us in English. I didn't like Math much though, because I couldn't see how I would use it later on in life, but I still did it.
I loved school, especially English, even though I felt like I already knew everything she was teaching. Nothing was new to me about the grammar. English  class always felt like a repeat, even later in high school and college. If i wrote a paper, my  teacher would make it the example for the others.
Then we would walk back to the ashram, eat lunch, clean, play or swim for a couple hours, eat an early dinner and be in bed by 5 so we could wake up at 3:30am. It was so hard to fall asleep so early when it was still light out, but if we didn’t and Kutila came in and found us still awake, she would paddle us.
The real education we got was about maya and Kaliyuga and staying away from things that would keep us from samsara. We were taught that the world outside of our Hare Krishna community was all demons. We were so scared to walk by the houses that dotted the roads that we had to walk on on our way to school. We were terrified and tried to keep quiet as we passed them, lest they see us and try to kill us, or kidnap us. When we did see anyone come out of their house, they were all West Virginia hillbillies with not a lot of consciousness, and we thought that the whole rest of the world was like that.
Sometimes demons, or Karmis (those lost in the land of Karma) even tried to kidnap us while we were walking down the road to school.  One time two men pulled up in a pickup truck and one tried to grab Vishaka and throw her in the truck. She bit his arm and got away. From then on, we were even more terrified and I started having repeating nightmares about a blue pickup truck chasing me. This nightmare terrorized me and kept me awake many nights for years to come.
There was one karmi I wasn't afraid of though. Her name was Cindy and I met her in the parking lot. A beautiful  woman with a beautiful curly head of hair, she sat in her car and asked a lot of questions about this place. Then she drove away. Another time she came back and this time I knew it was just to see me. This made me so happy.  She would come every now and then just to say hi. I would stand by her car talking to her for a few minutes (no longer or I would get in trouble) and she would just ask me how i was doing. One time Kutila saw me and told me to be very careful not to talk to her too much and never tell her anything bad or she may try to close the community down. So I always told her I was fine even though sometimes I would want to complain about how Kutila was treating me. She invited me to her house in Wheeling but obviously I could never go. Throughout the years, she would come to say hi and check on me every great once in a while, like maybe once a year. It felt so good to feel loved and cared for by someone. Something about her reminded me of my aunt Susan who i hadn't seen for a couple years.
Years later when I was twelve, and trying to leave the commune and didn't know where to go,  somehow a way opened up for me to go visit Cindy at her house. It was a nice house but felt too foreign with the TV at the center like an altar. She offered for me to stay but I was uncomfortable with so many things, including being around her husband. At that point, over being in a hick city in West Virginia, I opted to go back to the commune, not comfortable anywhere else.
My pita was given a beautiful art studio cabin with skylights just up the hill from us, behind the temple. It had a pond right next to it that was covered in moss and apparently two dead bodies had been found it before. We often passed it on our walks through the forests, and we often wondered together what had happened to those people and how they drowned there. Sometimes Kutila would bring us up to my pitas art studio to visit. Some other senior visiting Iskcon artists who painted for BBT were sharing it with him. They would take pictures of my friends in gopi poses and use them as models for their elaborate paintings of Krishna and the Gopis. They never asked me and I didn't mind. I just wanted to see my father and be around him. Every once in a while i would get to draw with him. He would start a picture and give it to me to finish or vice versa.
My mata meanwhile suffered on and on.... missing 'the apple of her eye', which i had been since day one. She had said she never wanted any other kids after me. Sometimes she would see me and try to hug me and tell me how much she missed me. I would talk to her and try to comfort her until Kutila starting telling everyone she was crazy. Then I started getting embarrassed of her displays of affection in front of the other girls.
She stuffed her suffering under her service, with a some sort of martyr complex, pushing through long hours in the kitchen. Sometimes while walking by I would try to peek in to see what she was doing. She started getting sick a lot and seemed to just get sicker and sadder. She seemed so weak. She would try to come to me and tell me how sick she was all the time. I didn’t know what to do about it, and then from the other side, I would hear Kutila telling everyone she was crazy and a hypochondriac. Hypochondriac was a popular term that she used to describe a few people. I remember the first time I heard that word and was in awe of what it could mean. An older girl explained to me that it means someone who imagines they are sick all the time for strange various reasons.
I didnt know if that were even true of my mata, but they way I felt her pull on me as if she was clinging to me for dear life did scare me. It felt as if there was a black hole of need and fear that she would suck me into like a vacuum. I identified more with my dad and wanted to be more like him, strong and positive. She was really missing me and also my father, who had now become too spiritual to talk to her anymore. She had become to him the archetypal nagging wife in a male dominated religion. He shut down to her completely.
One day, while I was waiting on the patio (the concrete bench in front of the temple) for Kutila to come, my mata approached me and took me aside. “Your father wants to take sannyas,” she said. Her eyes were filled with tears.
It was an aspiration I could understand, why wouldn’t he want to take sannyasa if it brought him closer to Krishna? I didn’t see the problem in it. But then my mom explained what it entailed.
“This means he wont be allowed to speak to women ever again, and this includes you and I. Even though we are family, he would cut all family ties completely and so we would never be able to talk to him again.”
I was shocked. I knew he loved me. How he could ever consider not talking to me for the rest of his life.
“WHAT?” I responded.
“NO WAY! HE CAN’T DO THAT! I WILL NOT LET HIM! I will tell him.” I tried to comfort my mother.
Even though I rarely was permitted to talk to him, I was determined to now. He had gone too far, I could not accept this. I found him (where?)Ignoring the rule too stay away from the men, I marched up to him and told him, “Pita, can I talk to you? That is not fair or right. You cannot take sannyas and never talk to us again. You cannot do that to us. Absoutely Not! That is wrong!”
Somehow he listened to me and said he would reconsider it. But it was always there lingering over our heads that he wanted to leave us and take sannyas. He was a victim of our attachment and he let us know it.
On a winter afternoon soon after that my mata told me she was pregnant.  She showed me her growing round belly and put my hand on it to feel the baby inside. I could feel her heart beating fast with fear. She was scared and worried about who would help her if my father wasn’t around much.  The horn honked. It was Kutila in the van calling all the girls to come. I ran off to hop in the van before she drove off without me. She would do that to some girls sometimes and then get them in trouble later for not being there on time. We had broccoli subji in the van for dinner that night and I was so focused on helping keep the pots from spilling all over the van that I couldn’t think about my mother’s plight anymore. It was a balancing act we did with the pots of food a lot. With every bump, we had to move the pot with the bump so that it wouldn’t spill.
Anna-kuta and Krishna Shakti were two years apart. This helped her have something to focus on but my father still didn’t spend any time with her. After my sister Ani were born, I visited them in her small room in the Utility building. When I saw my sister drinking a bottle, I asked her if I could try it. She was more than happy to give me one as I had always refused it as a baby, but now I felt like I really needed to suck and drink and feel the comfort of being a baby again so I drank from a bottle to my hearts content. I fell asleep drinking a bottle. I wished I could stay with my mom and let her take care of me. But the wish did not even stay for long because by then, I knew it wasn’t really an option. Kutila also somehow had a way of convincing us that it was better to be in the ashram. I just had to be grateful for the little bit of time I did get with her. While my mata was doing her seva cooking in the temple kitchen, she let me stay in her room. I invited another girl over whose mom lived in the same building and together we discovered all the spices in her cupboard. Since i never got to be in the kitchen, I had never seen all the different spices. We had a lot of fun experimenting by pouring a little bit of each one out to see what it smelled like and looked like and then mixing all of them together with all her oils, syrups, etc in one pot.
When she got back and saw what i had done, trying to cook, she took me to the community stove, taught me  how to make caramel from a can of condensed milk. It was such a treat. We never got to eat snacks or treats or desserts, except the little bit of maha. To make it OK, she offered it to Krishna first before giving me the whole can of hot caramel fudge. It was one of the best things I had ever tasted in my life. I was in heaven eating it. I shared with the other girl who was visiting her mother, our community nurse, in the same building.
I remember holding my sister over the window of the utility builidng, looking down, my mother got angry and it was too dangerous. I had no sense of what was dangerous and what wasnt.
One time, when we were finished making some flower garlands for the Deities, Karnam (one of the older girls) and I had to bring them into the walk-in cooler. Seeing a box of grapes, she popped one in her mouth, and then another. I was shocked.
“But those are bhoga, I said.  They haven't been offered to Krishna yet.”
 She said a quick mantra three times and then gave me one. What was she doing? We never touched bhoga, or food that had not yet been properly offered to Krishna just for our own sense enjoyment. She gave me one and insisted I try it. I did and it was so good. Whats the harm? I thought and had another. That moment where I chose to sin reminds me of the moment Eve ate the apple. The beginning of my sinning which was always due to friends influencing me.
(later!***More than doing things for my own pleasure, a big motivating factor for me doing a lot of the crazy things I did later in my life was because I always wanted to fit in with my peers.)
Grandma and grandpa coming in their Cadillac with salt water taffy on the back window. They were quite generous with me with it. Aunt Susan coming, the paper dolls that you bake and they expand.
When I found out I had other grandparents from my father, i could only think of what they could give me from the outside world. The first letter i sent them, I asked my grandmother to send everything i had ever heard of.
Dear Grandma and Grandpa,
Can you please send… and I wrote a list of everything I had ever even heard about from the outside world, including make- up and…?
My  grandma who I found out later was just one step above poverty, obliged my request and sent a box full used lipsticks and eyeshadows, some horse drawing books and a few other things. Mother Kutila made me throw all the makeup away. But she let me keep the drawing books. I drew and drew and drew horses up the wazoo.

Describe Grand opening of the palace-1979
There was endless expansion of our property and constant construction, complete with every kind of tractor and machine. The land was always being plowed, gardens tended, wells, buildings, sewers and roads built, supplies brought in, houses winterized, rooms heated, hay cut and bailed, cows and horses fed. It was a quiet life, and at first, besides the strictness and lack of love, it was mostly a pleasant one. But gradually things started getting worse and it became incredibly hard to bear.   

(???She used to try to brush my hair and put it into pretty braids like she used to when I was her very own, but my teacher told her i couldnt have anything special; it wasnt fair to the other girls.
She made a lemon meringue pie one time and everyone ate, cant remember if i got any. ENTER THE SHADOW- Rahu
explain maya-the illusion- the bondage that keeps us in the world-family ties
demons came to new vrindavan when my dad was there before I was born.. they shot up the temple with guns.. they say radharani screamed as she fell, she broke her pinyfinger- the heart meridian- of the goddess broken.. my dad was the only one who stood up to the demons and he tried to____ so they got mad and shot him.. in the arm.. forever after whenever he was doing the arati, waving the objects of worship in circles before the deities, his arm would pain excruciatingly, still he would keep doing it=- it was such an honor for hima dn it was his joy.. the incense first, the fire lamps, the flower, the conch, filled with water, the peacock feather fana nd then the chamara wisk fan.. ech object was offered to each deity of which there were many threet ies to their feet three times tot their middle and then threet imes t their head..with lvove and devotinon. we would watch this puja every morning as we sang along to the morning kirtan..mangala arati was to the dieites- then we did the guru puja, first to Srila Prabhupada and then to Srila Bhaktipada, who sat there alive and received it..








Petits-Fraziers
Simple Living- High Thinking?
NV Ashram Living: Petits & Fraziers
 
(After the palace opened?,) the community acquired more land and Mother Kutila moved our whole girls' ashram out of the barn into a white farmhouse about a mile? down the road, which made us closer to the palace. For some reason, this new house was called Petits. We were surrounded by lots of land, but we didn’t have the cows with us anymore. As more and more girls coming to join all the time the ashram kept growing, there were about 30 of us.
Simple Living, High Thinking was the goal so that meant no TV no tv, no radio.no toys- no birthdays, no christmas gifts, no gifts, nothing owned
We called Mother Kutila Mata, which meant Mother. We also called our real mothers Mata. But we all knew she was our main Mata now, the one and only, the others were peripheral.
No matter how much I would try to get her to warm up to me, Mother Kutila was always pretty cold to me. She wouldn’t let me call her Mom or think of her as my own mother. Sometimes I would feel so much love for her and would try to call her Mom or Momma, and she would say, “I am not your mother.”
 
I was so happy when she would let me massage her cracked dry feet with lubriderm lotion.
 
But even harder for me than her rejection of me was when she would tell me I was so bad that I didn’t deserve my father.
 
“He is such a good devotee’, she would say. “You don’t deserve him.”
 
It was nice to hear her speak highly of my pita but to say I didn’t deserve him felt like the cruelest thing on earth to me. Even though I knew it wasn’t true it would break my heart every time I heard it because I couldn’t understand how she could believe that.
I felt a unity with my father, as if we were one. So it really didn’t make sense for her to say this.
 
I knew it was true true that my father was a good devotee but did that make it true what she said about me? He had now started giving Bhagavatam classes, which everyone had loved. Even Kuladri didn’t give Bhagavatam classes. My father was so smart-I loved hearing him speak and hearing his enthusiasm for the path.
 
My pita had also become one of the main pujaris. I loved this because I was so proud of him but also because it meant I could see him better when he was on the altar worshipping the deities. With his left hand he would ring the bell, and with the right, he would offer in slow circular motions, first small and then big which moved from their feet up to their faces, he would offer first the incense, then the ghee lamps, then the flower, the handkerchief and then the fans- a yak hair fan called a chamara which had to be waved in a very special way and a big peacock fan.
 
Seeing my father worship the Deities was so fulfilling to me, it felt like I was getting to do it myself. Some years later when he told me how much it really hurt him every time he raised his right arm to offer the items because the shrapnel was still lodged there, I only thought more highly of his dedication.
I drew a picture of a devotee from the side, with a sikha, worshipping Jagannath and wrote a poem that went with it.
 
My Deity
I make him garlands,
 flower by flower
I chant his names, 
Hour by hour,
I serve Lord Krishna
in this way
Thinking of Him
Night and day.
 
Even though I couldn’t talk to him, nowing I would see my father there at the morning program was an incentive to help me wake up with the others at 3:45. Which was almost impossible otherwise even when Kutila threatened to throw cold buckets of water on our heads. It was just so comforting to see him because I knew deep inside that he loved me.
 
Besides looking at my pita up front with the men at the program, or sometimes doing arati, and appreciating how beautiful the Deities looked in their different fancy outfits every day, I would end up falling sleep through most of the program.
 
After the morning program finished, we would come back and clean the ashram often before breakfast of rice and oatwater, when we were starving. Mother Kutila would hide vitamins in the dirtiest places in the house and then when we found them as we were cleaning we would get to eat them. 
Life Magazine came out to do an article on our hare Krishna Community Living and they put lots of pics of us and beautiful blonde Chintamani who was just a couple years older made the cover.
 
Right after this Mother Kutila had long blue pinafore dresses uniforms made for us- with matching headscarves, in case more press came out so that we didn’t look so hodgepodge. It was important to keep even our hair covered. Women and even young girls had to keep covered from head to toe so the men would not lust after us. The female body was maya and it was very hard for the men to resist it. This is one of the things we would learn about it in graphic detail almost every morning in Bhagavatam Class.
 
Sometimes that my headscarf was always falling down over my eyes. Seeing some pictures later it looked like a shadow falling over my dark circles from kidney depletion due to fear. We were not allowed to use mirrors and I was never bothered about how I looked. But Kutila seemed to notice and would make fun of me, the way I would let it fall. She would also comment on which girls were pretty or not. She never called me pretty so I thought I wasn’t. I was OK with that. I knew I was smart, too smart for my own good. I knew one of the reasons she didn’t like me was because my intelligence made me question everything. At a young age, I started thinking the pretty girls seemed more dumb.
Mother Ruci was our academic school teacher. Our new school was across the road and down the hill a bit in the farmhouse which was  also Vishvadhikas ashram for the younger girls. The Spiritual Sky incense factory house was in the back yard.
I loved school and the way Mother Ruci calmly and patiently taught us at the little desks we would sit at on the floor. She was so nice. Throughout the years as the treatment at the ashram, got worse, I came to appreciate and value more and more her constant kindness. She was focused on keeping us focused on learning but she always was kind with a slight smile. But we only saw her for such a short time- School was Bhagavad Gita for an hour a day, Math for an hour and English for an hour. For the Bhagavad-Gita class, we would read one verse of the a day (in Sanskrit and in English), a few times to memorize it, then Mother Ruci would read the purport and we would discuss it.
I was never interested in Math, but I loved English class. Somehow in English, though everything felt like a repeat. When we would go over grammar rules or anything, I felt like I already knew it. But I didn’t mind learning it or going over it again. I loved words and writing so much and I loved immersing myself in words.
When we used to get in trouble at the ashram, Mother Kutila would often make us write 100 lines or more. The classic,“I will not…. do this or that ever again!” I loved this punishment and would always do it happily. I would also offer to write anyone else’s lines whenever they got in trouble and many girls took me up on this. But this did not touch that same spot of creative satisfaction within me that I used to access through art, dance, writing and creative self-expression, and as the abuse grew to stifle my  individuality, i lost any desire for self-expression anyway...
Years later, even though I never went to proper school, I excelled in my English classes in College and University.  If i wrote a paper, my teacher would make it the example for the others.

Sometimes if she felt there was a general attitude of misbehaviour, she would line us all up along the wall in the porch and paddle us all.
Sometimes she would hose us down.
 
In the wintertime, we would load and carry wood for the furnace. I found a way to make this fun even though we often didn’t have gloves or mittens or socks, and our fingers would be freezing. As I carried the that the big heavy pieces of wood covered with snow, I would pretend they were my babies. Then as I threw them down the stairs into the pile by the furnace, I would pretend that I was giving them up to God.
I  used to love standing over the vent to get the heat up my skirt because we were so cold all the time- and it was fun to see my skirt blowing out. another fun I had was writing our lines when that was our punishment.. 
 
 
we would walk to school about an hour a way, in the rains now or mud.. we had no socks usually and we all the same shoes, mudcats..i loved the mud and playing in the puddles, the texture of the mud especially when it was a couple feet high with designs fromt eh tracks of the big tractors that were always going through.caterpillars and ? always shaping the grounds and building new buildings. some of the boys got to drive the tractors. 
 
We weren't allowed to talk about anything other than Krishna or we would get our mouths washed out with soap.
 
The winters were so cold even inside that I used to love standing over the vent to get the heat up my skirt – to stay warm and it was fun to see my skirt blowin gout.
We walk to school there and back everyday-it was nice because we felt safe that there were no karmi houses in between.

Then we would walk back for an hour eat lunch, clean the ashram, and play outside.
Sometimes after school, we were also allowed to play outside in the woods behind the school.  There were so many beautiful trees and we would pretend we were in the forest with Ram. Mother Nature was always there for us. We would lose track of time playing in the forest. Mother Kutilas voice would call us back.
We used to stand on top of this shed and spread our wings and pretend we could fly. Thank god we would stop each other from actually jumping.
 
There was one ‘devotee’ man in his thirties who was always creeping around staring at us. Whenever we went swimming, he would follow us and hide in the bushes to watch us swim in our underwear. I really couldn’t stand him. Whenever he would offer me candy to go on his motorcycle, I would always tell him, “NO WAY!”
But when he offered a few of us girls bunnies and made a shed for them behind the school, I couldn’t say no. Even though I knew what he wanted from me and I knew I would never give it to him, I accepted the bunny. I was also worried about my friends and wanted to keep an eye on them. It was black with white spots, like a cow so I named him Krishna Balaram. We would play with our bunnies after school. I would take mine onto the hill where the purple and pink sweetpea flowers were and together we would eat my favorite snack. One girl came and told me that sweetpea was my birth flower because I was born in April. We weren’t allowed to celebrate birthdays but we were all still a little attached to them and so we often remembered each other’s birthdays.
I didnt understand why Mother Kutila never really gave it to him or chased him off with a stick but we had to accept that he was just always there, lurking and watching. Maybe she did chastise him once or twice, but he kept coming back. I felt so unsafe all the time.
Since Kutila usually walked in front, he would often come behind us on his motorcycle and offer us candy to go on rides with him. I always said no and I couldn't understand why friends would go. Whenever he would ask me, I would say NO way! while glaring at him as if my eyes would burn him to ashes.
I saw him a few times molesting them. They seemed to like the attention. This made me get angry at them along with him.
When he gave us all bunnies, I accepted it even though I knew he wanted something in return from me that I would never give. We had to go into the shed where he kept them near our house, to get them and put them back when we were done playing with them. He would wait in therefor us in the bunnyshed during our recess and playtimes. My bunny was black and white like a cow, I named him Krishna Balarama and took really good care of him. He was so cute and soft and I found it funny how bad its pee it smelled.  I knew Raghunath was molesting Raman-reti but I was so disturbed when one day, I saw him coming out of the shed carrying her like he had just enjoyed her. The way she was clinging to him, half-scared, half-needy was so disturbing to me, this scene haunted me. Soon after I saw this, I found my bunny dead.  (loss of innocence?)
 
 
 I took good care of my bunny, giving him lots of love and rabbit food and then would put him back. I would always clean up his super stinky pee in his cage in the shed. The same shed he would molest my friends. But one day my beloved bunny died. I was so sad and couldn’t understand why because I was feeding it everyday.  A few days later I saw Raghunath coming out of the shed carrying Raman Reti out like he was carrying a bride over a threshold, or like a lion carries his kill. This scene and the energy I sensed in the way she was clinging to him was so disturbing, it haunted me for many years. I later wondered if he killed my bunny so I wouldn’t go to the shed anymore so he could do what he wanted in there.
Sometimes instead of walking, Kutila would drive us around the community in the big white van, either to the program in the morning and sometimes to lunch or other places. Sometimes after school, she would take us in the van to Radhakunda for a swim and then we would often pick up our dinner from Bahulaban before heading home to eat an early dinner before bed at 4:30. 
Sometimes she would just tell us all to get in the van.
“Where are we going?” someone would ask once we were all piled in there.
Sometimes she would say, “Mind your own beeswax!”
And another times, she would laugh and say, “Crazy…!”
“Hold on!” she would announce seriously and take off fast with one knee up against the door, and one hand on the steering wheel. The other hand was busy whimsically twirling her wisps of hair, she would drive wild down the windy roads. We would try to balance ourselves with nothing to hold onto in the empty van as it waved through the windy roads, bouncing dramatically over deep ruts. Sometimes we would go pick up our dinner and it would be in open containers and we would have to work hard to keep it from spilling. Muddy water splashing on the windows. But at least she never drove us off the road like Mother Kanka (our teacher after her did) did many times.
 
We often would walk for miles down the road either back to Bahulaban temple, or to the Palace and new temple under construction. We enjoyed these walks with Mother Kutila so much but we were always scared when we walked by the demon’s houses. She taught us to be afraid of them. You never know what a demon could do - they could shoot at us like those demons did before I came or they could even try to eat us like they ate cows, chickens and other sweet animals.
 
But the karmis (demons) hardly ever came after us, instead it was  devotee men we had to be worried about. Whenever we would walk down the road or go swimming, there always seemed to be one or two perverted, older devotee men eyeing us for the opportunity to molest us. Knowing that Kutila was always way ahead of us when we walked the miles between the temple and the ashram, they would trail behind us as we walked, offering us candy to go with them in their pickups or motorcycles. I always strongly rejected them.  I realized later that I may have had the strength to do this because I had some sense of a healthy father already, some positive male figure in my life. But it seemed the other girls were so starved for any affection or attention that they would go along with them.  I was so mad when Raman and a few other girls went willingly.
Mother Kutila liked to read us Aesops Fables, stories with morals. All the stories I heard helped shape a pretty sturdy moral character, along with having my father as a role model. He was already giving lectures here many  mornings. I loved the mornings he gave the Srimad Bhagavatam class. Then i really paid attention.  the srimad bhagavatam classes were a mixture of beautiful and sometimes erotic stories of Krishna with really fundamental hardcore philosophy of the dangers of the gross material world, spelled out in dirty detail. Some of the things we learned about would scare me, especially about Kali yuga and the decline of humanity.
 
There was always talk of ghosts around in both our ashram house and the school house. Sometimes the teachers would go around and blow a conchshell to scare them away.
Scared at night and often cold, i would try to sleep curled up in a fetus position, to keep the warmth in and to comfort myself.
Sometimes comfort came in the form of other girls feeling lonely and scared, coming to secretly cuddle with me in the night. As this was forbidden, it was very risky.
 
But even though I got a little comfort from this, my nightmares continued and I would often call out in my sleep for help. The other girls would tell me about in the morning. Kutila wondered what was wrong with me and decided that it must be because I was haunted by ghosts. So she put me away.
 
She locked me in the unfinished basement was more like a dusty cave rock made of layers of underground dirt and spiderwebs. I was terrified. What if it was true that I was hauntedI stayed on the wooden ladder going down to the furnace and woodpile and cried and cried. I was so sad she was rejecting and isolating me from everyone and I was scared the ghosts would get me. In between crying, I would listen to hear what they were doing up there. After some time I couldn't stand it anymore, and I started banging on the trapdoor and called up to Mother Kutila begging her to let me out. She had one of the girls put a taperecoder of Srila Prabupada chanting Hare Krishna on top of the trap door so they didn’t have to hear me anymore.
 
I  didn’t mind this as much as the times she would single me out and make me feel so bad about myself- which she was extremely talented at doing.
 
 
As Kutila never did much to get rid of them, the perverts got more and more daring and started lurking in the bushes watching us take our clothes off. As my fear grew, so did my fierceness. How dare they prey on our innocence like this? Fed by my anger at the unrighteousness of the situation, I became a bad ass. I was tiny but these men knew my eyes could burn a hole through them if they came near me. I was pissed and these men would make me so mad. We had nobody protecting us so I realized I had to protect myself. I also tried to be protective of the other girls and chase these gross men away from them but when my friends would go willingly with them, with a slightly guilty look, what could I say?. I couldn’t understand why some of my friends would go with them,  like sweet little Raman Reti, she always went.
 
Even though I loved Mother Kutila and tried my best to be good for her so that she would like me, I always seemed to be doing something bad somehow.
 
 I just had such a hard time accepting what did not make sense. I was always too smart for my own good.  It was hard for me who wanted to do so good, because no matter what I did I was getting into trouble about everything. The problem was that I would not hesitate to question the choices of the authority. I often would see a better way to do it and I would try to keep quiet, but would be thinking inside. Why do we have to do it like that? That doesn’t make any sense? My intelligence or common sense was always getting me in trouble. Slap slap slap, no meals, soap in the mouth, but still I couldn’t stop questioning.
 
She would often surprise me by saying, “Dont roll your eyes at me, young lady!”
“I was not rolling my eyes,” I would make the mistake to say.
 
“Dont talk back to me or you will really get it!” She would say.
And I knew she meant it. She seemed to pride herself on giving original and extreme punishments to fit the offense. She liked to remind us that we were lucky we weren't in the Dallas gurukula. Some girls had been there before and had never recovered from the tortures there. If anyone peed their bed, the next time anyone had to go to the bathroom, they had to pee in that girl’s mouth who had peed her bed. Kutila’s punishments were slightly milder like instead she would make the girl who peed in her bed sleep in it the next night. Poor Bhava was 12 and just couldn’t stop peeing her bed and boy did she make her suffer for it.
Sometimes if Kutila felt a general bad attitude, she would line us all up in a row along the wall in the porch, have us take our skirts down so we were only in our underwear and systematically go down the row paddling us all on our bums. The huge wooden paddle with a long handle for her to put a good swing into it had big holes that picked up the wind to ensure extra pain.
 
Whenever somebody did something wrong, which was easy to do by accident, if Mother Kutila found about it but didnt know who it was, she would make everyone of us go hungry until someone confessed. No matter how small or insignificant it was-she wanted to make a point. So we would often take turns confessing and losing a meal or whatever punishment she dreamed up that day so that at least everyone else would not starve.
 
We were never allowed to have snacks, so sometimes the crime would have to do with stealing a cookie or something like that but no crime went unpunished. One afternoon Hamsa stole a cookie from a stash Kutila had made and was saving for Kuladri’s nightly visit. When she finally confessed, Kutila sat her down with a huge bowl of sugar and told her she had to eat the whole thing. She got sick and wanted to vomit but Kutila insisted she eat the whole bowl. As I recall, the sneaking snacks crimes drastically reduced after that.
 
We weren't allowed to talk about anything other than Krishna or we would get our mouths washed out with soap. I often got what she called maha-soapwashing in my mouth. She often said I had diarrhea of the mouth so I needed my mouth washed out with soap.
I had this happen way too many times that I was very careful. But sometimes I would still do something by accident...like the time a girl taught me a nursery rhyme from the world that I loved and found harmless enough.
 
 "Here comes Peter Cottontail hopping down the bunny trail…”
I found this new song so cute that I sang happily it as we hopped into the van. Kutila was in the drivers seat ready to drive off but when she heard me, she got out and opened the side door of the van angrily. She dragged me by arm into the house, I was kicking and screaming, begging her to stop. Taking me in the bathroom, she poured so much soap down my mouth, it was coming out of my nose, stinging badly, tasting horribly.  Kutila laughed contentedly to see my suffering state amidst all the bubbles.
 
She told the girls who were watching from the door, “Look, she looks like Maha Vishnu now making all these bubbles..” (Krishna is his form as the Great Vishnu who breathes bubbles of worlds as He lies reclined in the cosmic ocean.)
 
the other time i remember her doing this is when  we hopped on the back of kripacharya's station wagon and were holding onto  the skirack.. he tried to get us off and we wouldnt so he started  driving pretty fast towards the palace which was five miles away or so.  we were scared-we would get in so much trouble. i was especially scared  knowing i would get iin the most trouble as i always did, so i jumped. i  didnt expect to go flying back like idid or to eat concrete the way i  did. the girls screamed and kripa stopped the car and everyone got down.  when we reached the guesthouse where we were staying kutila put a  butterfly bandaid on my eyebrow-then proceeded with her sadisti  mouthwashing/laughing ritual...the worst part was always the way she  would embarrass me in front of everyone. .and i guess she knew this-thats  why she did it- still it never seemed to stop me from getting into  trouble because trouble just a had a way of finding me and getting into me.... 
we would walk to school about an hour a way, in the rains now or mud.. we had no socks usually and we all the saem shoes, mudcats..i loved the mud and playing in the puddles, the texture of the mud especially when it was acouple feet high with designs fromt eh tracks of the big tractors that were always going through.caterpillars and ? always shaping the grounds and building new buildings. some of the boys got to drive the tractors.  
 
Mother Kutila was always so calm, cool and collected while she was punishing us, so we tried to be too. I didn’t mind when she punished all of us as a group as much as the times she would single me out and make me feel so bad about myself- which she was extremely talented at doing. It hurt bad when she would call my mom names and say she was crazy and talk bad about her to people in front of all the other girls.
 
I became increasingly sad missing the love and affection of my parents and getting only detachment or punishment from Mother Kutila. 
 
Mother Kutila would put us to bed very early around 4:30pm, probably because it was too much for her to have to deal with us all day. It was hard to go to sleep in the middle of the afternoon. Sometimes she would read us a story from Aesop’s Fables or other stories with values. Then she would leave and when she came back to check, if we weren't sleeping when Mother Kutila came to check on us, she would paddle us with a big wooden paddle with holes in it.
 
If she caught me awake and asked me why aren’t you sleeping, I might say, “ I cant!”
 
She would say, “Can’t means wont. Cant does not exist. If you cant, its because you wont.”
Whenever she had me do things that were too hard for little kids to do or if I didn’t know, I would naturally say, “I cant do that!”
And then she would punish us for not wanting to do it.
If we couldn’t make ourselves go to sleep, one thing we Could do was pretend we were sleeping. Some of us got very good at faking it-as soon as we would hear her footsteps coming, we would lay absolutely still in whatever position we were already in, sure to keep the eyes still under their closed lids as well. Some never quite got the hang of it though, and if she noticed them trying hard to keep their eyes closed, they would get paddled. Even though I was often the last one awake, I got so good at pretending I was asleep that very rarely did I get paddled for still being awake.
 
Because of too much sadness and fear, I was often not able to fall asleep at night and when I did, I would have terrible nightmares. Mother Kutila decided that I was having nightmares was because I must be haunted by ghosts. This made me even more afraid. After consulting with some people about it, she said I needed to sleep with a glass of water and a Srimad Bhagavatam at my head. I loved the Srimad Bhagavatam and it reminded me of my father, so having it next to me did give me some positive support comfort which helped me fall asleep easier. Anything would have given some comfort but the nightmares did not stop.
 
A few girls had sleepwalked and Mother Kutila talked about it a lot saying maybe its because ghosts had possessed them and even though I never sleptwalk, she still insisted that I was haunted because of my nightmares.
 
One day while we were playing outside, back when we were still living in the barn at Bahulaban, some karmis tried to kidnap Vishakha. Big hairy hillbilly men offered her candy, which we never got, or even saw. When she came close to their car, one got out and started pushing her inside their red Mustang. One of the older girls, Jaga, came right then and screamin, hit him on the back, surprising him. Jaga pulled Vishakha away from him and they ran away together. From then on we were so thankful we still had Vishakha with us and also always scared that anytime, the same thing could happen to us. Terrified every day that we would walk past the demons houses on the way to Bahulaban or the Palace, I was not able to fall sleep at night.
 
Trembling with fear, wishing my father was near, and on winter nights shivering from the cold, I could never relax enough to fall asleep at night. I was too afraid to close my eyes and what would happen if I wasn’t alert, aware and protecting myself. I was afraid of what could happen in real-life and also of the dreams that I would have, which felt real. When I would finally sleep, I often had nightmares that the karmis were trying to kidnap me too. I would have a recurring nightmare that they were chasing me in a blue pick-up truck.
 
One night while enduring a particularly rough string of nightmares with the blue pick-up truck with demons in it chasing me to try and kidnap me, I guessed I screamed out a lot in the night. The next day when we got back from school, Kutila said she was fed up with the ghosts inside me.
 
(I was as much shocked that she said that word-ghosts- as I was that she was telling me they were inside me, because we were never allowed to say that word Ghosts because she said hearing it would make them come. We never, ever said that word. But she said it.  And then said they were inside me. I was so scared.)
 
She dragged me to the dark basement, opened the trap door and pushed me down onto the wooden stairs ladder and locked the door. I was terrified. It was an unfinished basement with no walls- only the raw underground of exposed dirt and rock, with caves on the side, which were full of spiderwebs. I knew the furnace was down there around the corner, surrounded by the piles of wood we had loaded, burning brightly with a huge fire inside, like a raging cauldron. But petrified of even it and it to be down there alone, I stayed in the dark at the top of the stairs to the trap door. It was very dark where I was and I was so scared.  I cried and screamed and begged Mother Kutila to let me out but she wouldn’t come. After a while started banging on the trap door, screaming for her to let me out. If I was silent, I could hear all the other girls talking and playing, then I would scream louder. They just kept ignoring me, nobody came to my rescue.
 
 “I am sorry Mata. Please forgive me. Please let me out!”
 
Finally I heard her footsteps walking towards me on the creaky floor. She set a taperecoder with Srila Prabhupada chanting Hare Krishna on top of the trap door so they didn’t have to hear me scream. She didn’t care if I was sorry or scared to death.
 
I remembered how my mother always said you can only say sorry if you are never going to do it again. I couldn’t say that I would never have nightmares again, so I stopped calling out that I was sorry and resigned myself to purely hysterical crying into the darkness. I cried to Krishna to save me, just like Prahlad had done when his demon father tried to kill him, put him in a pit of snakes, a pot of boiling oil, tried to burn him, throw him off a cliff and even gave him poison. Krishna would save him every time. This wasn’t as bad as what Prahlad went through but it was unbearable for me- why wasn’t Krishna coming to save me?
 
It must be my bad karma, I thought. The next day at the morning program, I clapped my hands extra hard in front of Radharani to try to change my karma, just like she taught us was possible.
I felt increasingly unsafe which made it harder to sleep, and even harder to wake up in at 3:45 the morning for Mangal-Arati.
 
Even more than the terror of being pushed down into the dirty dark basement all alone with the ghosts, what was more unbearable for me was Kutila’s rejection. I felt I could take anything else she doled out because I loved her. But when she would reject me and show that she wasn’t happy with me, I would feel so sad and would try harder do everything to be a good girl for her. But if she thought I was haunted, there was nothing I could do to be between It was difficult for me to just be a good girl and accept everything like everyone else did because I was very intelligent and had a hard time accepting what did not make sense I often wondered how all the other girls were so stupid to blindly follow and accept everything without question. She also didn’t want  me and my doubting nature to influence the other girls so she would often make me the blacksheep so they wouldn’t identify with me. When they started thinking I was haunted, they mostly stayed away from me.
 
Mother Kutila’s was married to Kuladri Prabhu, the handsome Italian temple president, who would often come to visit her and sometimes even spend the night. Their daughter, Pritha was allowed to spend a little time visiting with him as well. They were like royalty, so it was Ok that they broke some of the rules. As the temple presidents daughter, Pritha was considered the princess of the ashram. When she was 7, they arranged her marriage early with the guru Bhaktipada’s adopted son, Samba, who was considered to be the prince of the ashram. Kutilas other daughter Vrinda was in the younger girls’ ashram and Kutila did not spend time much time with her.  Her daughter Pritha, who was like the princess of our ashram, was so pretty and Kutila was so nice to her- after some time I couldn't help comparing myself to her. I started getting jealous of Pritha for being so lucky she had her for her mother and that Kutila loved her and gave her a little extra attention. I wanted a mother so bad. I was craving positive attention and encouragement.
I wanted to be like Pritha, especially because I also wanted to be so adored by Mother Kutila. But though she was pretty and sweet, Pritha didn’t seem particularly bright to me.
One time Pritha and I got into a silly fight about something but really because I was jealous of her preferential treatment and in my frustration at feeling I was right, I called her stupid. She told Mother Kutila on me and I got kicked out onto the cold porch to write lines and skip dinner. I didn’t mind the writing lines part but afterwards I was just feeling so hungry, cold and lonely out there on the cold porch. I wondered if Mother Kutila would have thrown me out there if I had called anyone else besides the princess stupid. Kutila seemed to only care if her feelings got hurt not mine. So hungry and sad at being out there all alone, I took a big risk and raided the barrel of banana chips next to me. I would have gotten in infinite trouble if Mother Kutila found out but I was so hungry and upset I didn’t care. The banana chips were so delicious that I couldn’t stop eating them. Slowly lifting the lid of the barrel and sneaking a few at a time before waiting some time to try it again helped the hours go by.
But I was angry at Pritha for telling on me because that’s something that I would never do. And I also really didn’t understand what was so bad about calling her stupid when she so obviously was. The weird thing was that even though we didn’t talk at all during the day, Pritha adored me and in the night, when we were supposed to be sleeping, and she would crawl in with me and hug me. As the pretty daughter of Mother Kutila and the temple president, Pritha was always getting the princess treatment, not just from her mother but from everyone else too. But Pritha didn't feel so lucky because she had to share her mother with 30 other girls. I got a glimpse of what that felt like when my father came to teach another art class at our ashram. She was still craving attention and would come to me, of all people, for it.
 
Not like her daugher Pritha, who was so pretty. Found out later one reason, is because I was never pretty enough. I wanted to be like Pritha, especially because I wanted so badly to be so adored. The strange and twisted thing was that Pritha would adore me and found me as smart as I found her stupid. In the night, when everyone else was sleeping, she would sneak over to my sleeping bag and crawl in with me to embrace me. So cold at night, to try to stay warm so I could fall sleep I would often curl up like a fetus (in child’s pose) so it was so comforting to snuggle- to feel the body warmth. We would hug and hold each other and keep each other warm. By night, we loved each other and by day, we were at odds.
To this day, I think that warmth and personal contact that we shared is one thing that kept me alive through all those difficult years of my childhood.
 
Even though, we were often cold – being outside for long hours with no socks or warm bedding- and hungry with sometimes only popcorn and milk for dinner, I rarely ever got sick when we were little. I was always surprised when certain girls always did, like Pritha. But one time, I got strep throat and it was so nice. Mother Kutila let me go rest in the front room and she had one of the older girls come and give me apple juice. I couldnt believe it- I think it was my first time having juice. Pritha then came and said she was feeling sick too and that Kutila said she could rest. I wondered if she really was or if she just didn’t feel like loading firewood. I suddenly had insight into perhaps why she got so sick so much.  It was so nice, I thought to myself, I should try this more often. But I was usually so active-the thought would never cross my mind. Pritha laid next to me in her own sleeping bag in the room but she didn’t get apple juice. I was afraid she would try to snuggle with me in broad daylight and then I would get in trouble but she didn’t. Thank God. We both stayed there all day while everyone else loaded firewood outiside in the snow. I couldn’t believe the good treatment I got from being sick.
But funny enough, I didn’t like being sick and I actually liked loading wood in the snow just as much, it was fun. I liked being active and having things to do and my imagination would find a way to make a game out of it.  As I threw the bundle of logs down the stairs into the basement, I would pretend it was my dear baby that I was giving up, sacrificing to God.
Bridge here—
 
One time when I was 8, I felt I couldn’t bear the loneliness and abuse anymore. We had another teacher filling in and she was yelling all the time- I couldn’t understand how people could treat anyone like this, much less children, much less if they were supposed to be seeing Krishna in everyone. I couldn’t take it anymore. I don’t know where Kutila was but I was missing my mother and father so much and was so desperate for a better life that I tried to kill myself. I heard it was possible to kill yourself by taking tons of tylenol and aspirin. So I snuck into the kitchen cabinet which was off limits and emptied all the bottles of Tylenol and aspirin I could find into my mouth. It didn’t work and I just got really sick, but I was happy that I got a piece of cheese from the forbidden fridge. Cheese was also something which we never got. Mother Vijaya said it would calm my stomach down.
 
After this, I got moved to Visvadhikas ashram. I felt so rejected from Kutila and I missed all the girls I had been in the ashram with for years.
I slept by the nightlight because I was scared. The girls teased me in the morning because they said they saw cockroaches crawling up my nose. This also scared me. I wondered if its because the cockroaches were attracted to the light of if they could just see the cockroaches on me in the light. Maybe they were crawling on all of us at night.
(later amma with the beetle trying to put it down my back, saying are you scared..? and Amma cockroach story)
 
One fun pastime when we went to in the toilet after pooping and watching the little pinworms dancing all throughout our poop. They were the cute culprits of our itchy butts.
 
Once Vishvadhika walked into the bathroom while I was trying to pee like a boy, Im not sure where I learned that. She called all the girls together and made a big deal about it to publicly shame me.
Another time, I woke up sick in the night and before I could make it down to the bathroom, and from the top of the stairs I projectile vomited white all over the dark wood stairwell.
 
Somehow I got to go back to Kutilas ashram and I was so happy.
When Kutila went into labor with Chitraketu, we stayed up past our bedtime. It was still light out for hours we noticed. We were being loud but we knew there was no-one to stop as everyone around was involved with the labor, so we continued. The older girls took their red hard-covered math books and used the scenarios to form a play. They took on normal names and characters and acted out many scenes from the world while I watched with surprise.
My shock at how much they loved telling ghost stories and dirty jokes had already started to wear off. They would often go off to play by themselves anyway and didn’t want me to hear so much, which was good, because chances were Id be the one to get in trouble for it.
 
A feisty and fun red-head girl like Pippi Longstocking named Vina came and joined the ashram. I was in awe of her because she had grown up with horses and was wild. I loved horses. She started telling us a lot about the world. One night her and I  stayed up late together, while she was giving me a lesson on the birds and bees and I was drawing everything she explained. In the morning, with great care, we managed to get rid of the primitive sex drawings.
 
One time while we were at mangal-arati in Bahulaban, we heard there was a huge fire in the trailer behind our ashram, where Bhava was taking care of all the younger childre including Kutila’s two year old daughter Vrinda. Bhava single-handedly rescued all the little kids and put out fire just before the whole trailer went up in flames. After that she became a little bit of a hero-someone they could rely on. But who knows maybe she was starting fires, because it seemed to happen more than once when she was there. She was the good girl- the oldest and the teachers helper but she was always up to her own mischief- which I learned much later when I became friends with her. That was after she ran away and came back pregnant- Her daughters name was Krishna Balarama the same as my bunny had been and she was born on my birthday so I felt some affinity to her.
 
Later we got Baby Gopala’s to take care of. We all had one and we each had to make our dear Baby Gopala his clothes and jewelry.
Sometimes at class, I would do latchhook or polish silver.
 
After Shakti was born, my father moved in with my mother.
Going upstairs to RasaBihari’s house, a whole nother world. With Hindi movies and yummy Indian food. Her husband was so big, we could never imagine how they had sex, if he laid on top of her he would have crushed her. We didn’t know there were other positions?
 
Trip to LA with Dad & Manihar & Madhava
 
Visiting dad, red sky at night is a sailors delight
One day I made him so mad, I don’t remember what I said, he had me up against the wall, and was yelling at me boiling over with rage. I was so surprised to see my dad like that.
But as my mother said, “You could provoke even a monk!”
It seemed to be true, I decided to pride myself in this ability to bring out peoples hidden colors.
After we went to LA and I realized why he had been so stressed out, because he knew my mother was leaving him.
 
I started to tell a few friends, "What if our parents just all got to gehter and decided to have a n experiement to see what it would be like to raise children in this way? conspiracy theories started cropping up in my mind- especially when some people like chakravarti got killed- something didn’t smell right but I didn’t know what I twas..
 
Vina and Tyaga playing a lot together, always laughing and having fun. Me too serious, kept to myself , trying to figure out what was really going on, what was the goal, what was right what was wrong.
I have always had a very active imagination and a somewhat active intuition. by the time I was 9 I became very suspicious of the whole set-up we were in even though I had absolutely nothing to compare it with.
 
  how Kanka drove,
 
Kanka beating me, Tyaga and Vina. Vina saying Don’t let her see you cry. That’s what she wants.
 
my necklace for nightmares
acting haunted the beating
 
1976: NV Gurukula moves into new quarters--Nandagram School farmhouse behind Sony Niebergall's pig farm
Labor Day weekend: The grand opening of Prabhupada's Palace.
Brain washing -Robin George incident
All our movies about how we weren't brain washed but were happy and carefree children of Krishna
 
Amar Chitra Katha comics - all the stories
the sankirtan ring and house, cleaning it -all his wives
me going out for sankirtan and getting arrested
Chant And Be Happy that had two of The Beatles and a very cheerful Indian man on the cover.
Srimad Bhagavatam graphic stories
beadbags
all the names of krishna, songs of krishna, stories
The cold winters
christmas marathon, tractors, mud
 
Dancing in ecstasy in the temple, holding hands crossed over our arms and spinning each other until we felt exhausted with bliss
Sometimes the evening kirtans for the festivals were especially ecstatic with really good music and we would have so much fun dancing and dancing. We also weren’t so tired and hungry then as we were first thing in the morning so it was easier to get into it.
 
Between the cold and the fear, I would go to sleep curled up in fetus position. sometimes even though she never talked to me during the day, Prita would come and snuggle with me. It was so nice to have a warm body to hold onto. We were a great source of comfort for each other in the night. But it was also scary because if Mother Kutila caught us she would kill me, and i knew she would only punish me and not Prita. But it was a risk i was willing to take because it was the only source of affection in my life. I felt like it kept me alive in that cold, loveless reality.
After they engaged Prita to Samba, the guru’s adopted son and prince, she started asking me to pretend I was him. After some time our hugging in the night led to kissing and exploring each others bodies.
 
I didnt know if they visited each other’s beds too and sometimes wondered but all I knew was that after lights had been out for a while that it seemed safe from Kutilas coming back, different girls started coming to my sleeping bag. They never came while Prita was there, or maybe they saw her there too and then left.
 
A few times in the night Raman came to my bed too and offered to play "games" with me. The way she said it, I knew immediately that she was wanting to imitate the games the molesters played with her and I didnt want to have anything to do with them, so as much as I liked her, I rejected her. I knew she was wanting to share what she had learned them form them and I was so disgusted by them that I wasn't open to it. Later i realized that Prita may have also been molested and thats why she had started kissing me.
 
A few times Sri Vishakha came to my bed. She wanted me to pretend that I was Satyaraj, the black boy who just joined the ashram. She started kissing me, pretending that I was him.
 
When Vina, the fun, fiery redhead came to the ashram from the outside world, she had a lot to teach us. One night her and I stayed up drawing secret pictures of sex. She would explain different positions to me and with a pencil and paper I would draw everything she said.
 
Mother Kutila was full of surprises, for the good and the bad. Occasionally she gave us icecream to eat. She would buy a big five gallon container of it for all of us. We loved to eat ice-cream with her. One time she even made us all doughnuts. We were in seventh heaven.
One time she surprised us all by doing the exact opposite of what we would have expected. She made an announcement that all the bad girls had to go outside. Nobody was really sure who she thought was really bad or not and we were all scared. So nobody moved. She started calling out names. A lot of the older girls, some were girls I didnt even know were bad. I kept waiting for my name but kept hearing other girls names. Finally after listing about ten or twelve girls, she called my name.
We all wondered what kind of punishment we were going to get this time. She told us to all get in the van and she took us to Ma Eddie’s corner store outside of New Vrindavan and bought us treats, like ice-cream sticks and popsicles. I was so glad then that i was bad. She rewarded us. I never quite understood why.
In the winter, I would often standing over the vent to get the heat up my skirt because we were so cold all the time- and it was fun to see my skirt blowing out.
 
Even though i was always freezing, I almost never got sick when we were little.  Certain girls always seemed to get sick, like Prita. One time and one time only that I can remember, I got really sick and my throat felt like it was on fire. Mother Kutila said it might be strep throat and gave me some apple juice. My first time I remember having apple juice. It was so good. I couldnt believe how lucky I was- that I got to have apple juice. I felt bad for the other girls that they weren't sick too and they didn’t get juice. Then Prita came and said she was feeling sick too. She got juice too. I had the thought, “Maybe she is just pretending to be sick,  I should try this more often too.’ but I was always too active to just lay down and be sick. And the thought would never cross my mind.
One afternoon, after school, I saw Prita laying there in her sleeping bag, with eyes wide open. I cant remember whether she was really sick or not, but she was obviously lonely cause she asked me to pretend I was sick with her.  It was a tempting thought of staying in bed all day and maybe even snuggling while everyone else loaded firewood outside in the freezing snow  but i just couldn't bring myself to lying.
But even though I couldn't lie, I had no trouble sneaking into the kitchen late at night when everyone was sleeping, to get myself  a midnight treat. My treat was drinking a capful or two of Pepto Bismol. I loved it. Later when we had Kaopectate too, I would drink that too.We never really had snacks so this felt totally indulgent.
 
We had another teacher helping Kutila, Mother Vijaya. She was always tense and yelling, forcing us to succumb to her will. I couldn't stand it. I started to get more and more sad missing my father…and my mother and the loving, kind way they had treated me. Mother Kutila was always telling me that I didnt deserve my father and that my mother was crazy. I cried and cried longing for love and everybody would just make fun of me. I must have heard about suicide from someone or perhaps it was from hearing about how people become ghosts, but one day I decided I didnt want to live anymore.
When I was about 7 or 8, the idea of ending my life seemed like a great idea. I heard if you ate too many Tylenol or Aspirin, it could kill you. So I went to the medicine cabinet in the kitchen and took all the pills in both the bottles. When Mother Vitaya found out, she was so angry with me. She sat me down in the kitchen with some cheese, with the hopes it would neutralize my stomach. Apparently it did. But at the time, that was such a momentous occasion because we never got to eat cheese, except at feasts.
 
I remember how mouthwateringly jealous I would get when Mother Kanka always used to feed her son apples and cheese in the morning before the morning program .
when my mother told madhava that i liked him so he should marry me-
i was so mad at her. ( i had seen him working downstairs in the mold shop)
the time satyaraj punched me in the eye, because i said, “Ooh gross boys!”
then the road trip to la.
Bhaktipada- How we would bow and stand at attention thinking that he was God whenever we would see him drive by in his Toyota land cruiser jeeps, each year a different color.
“not a blade of grass moves in New Vrindavan without my sanction.”
the crown and the scepter
garlands of money
carrying him around for festivals by four men on a hand-held palanquin
 
hit in the head with a crowbar while paving the brick road by the swan lake from the temple to the palace
drharmaraja
 his son
 
 
Life Members- sponsors
the 12 gurus and guru drug dealers/molesters in other places
stories of abuse in the past- little boy died from abdomen injuries, dallas abuse
murders
fringies
 
but this did not touch that same spot  of creative satisfaction within me and as the abuse grew to stifle my  individuality, i lost any desire for self-expression anyway... 
 
(?WHERE) But this did not touch that same spot of creative satisfaction within me and as the abuse grew and individuality became more and more stifled, i started to lose my desire for self-expression anyway...
hk make a big deal about sex
no illicit sex, cleanliness is destroyed by sex for any purpose other than to have a children, includes masturbation
indulging in sexual intercourse is punsidhed after death by yamarajas assistants, beaten with whips and forced toe embrace reshot form of opposite sex or hung from a tree of thorns
separate boys and girls, controlling sexuality
from srimad bhagavatam “once a woman is given freedom to mingle with opposite sex, it is difficult for her to remain chaste, woman is compared to fire and man like butter so man should avoid having associating even with his own daughter in a secluded place.
(if a man spends time with his own daughter, there is probability that he may tr toy have sex with her. ) similarly he should also avoid association with other women. one should associate with women only for important business and not otherwise however advanced a man may be in restraining in his senses at it is difficult for him to control his minding a presence of a woman, even if it is own mother , daughter or sister, indeed his mind is agitated, even if one is in the renounced order of life. therefore vedic civilization carefully restricts mingling between men and women. scriptures, if one cannot understand the basic principle of restraining association between men and women, he is considered to be an animal.”
all men and boys were afraid of being tempted by us as women. as teenagers we became very rebellious ended up going on sex spree.
How dare she try to take my father away too!
vegetarianism
stick dance as gopis,
broke my arm once trying to fly from the swing at nandagram..
 
 
 
FRAZERS
 
krishna katha- always preaching- always smiling- making jokes engaging people with his love for god-but couldn’t wouldn’t talk to my mom for ten years.
couldn’t wouldn’t stand up for me when I kept crying to him that they were beating me..couldnt wouldn’t.. didn’t know ho wto deal. his parents had him to help them on the farm. thye never gve him love or affection. hewwas just aworker bee.. so that’s all he knew how to bee.  but he really did love me and this caused a conflict in him. I could feel the love and the conflict.
a fewt imes, they allowed me to go spend the night with him up at he palace. it was shuge palace.stained glass, 14kt gold, imported venetian marble, marble gold and glass. very gorgeous.. peacocks everywhere.. real and windows.. I wanted to cuddle wth my dad. he wouldn’t all ow it.. he wouldn’t allow me to be in the same room with him. he sid even lord braham was tempted by his own daughter so it wasn’t a good idea. this pissed me off more than it freaked me out. but at least he wasn’t taking sannyas, right? I think he even said this to me.  meanwhile he hadnt talked to my mother for almost the whole ten years theyd been together..  my dad rant he athens preaching center and then different girls would get to go to Ohio and help them every week. iw as so pissed I didn’t get to go everyt ime. my stepmom didn’t want me around- I was just  as poiled brat trying to get my dad s attetnionall the time while veryone else was doing real work. I started ahating her and everyone else who would get to go too. when iw ould go I would throw tantrums to my dad because I missed him so much and couldn’t understand how he could be treating me like this.this would make my stepmom even madder. she was the antithesis of a mother. she was cold, grey and brittle.. even my dad didn’t like her much- they were just together as a spiritual  reltionship that the temple set up- bhaktipada ai fguess, to keep my dad out of trouble, I think. they would read to each other in their van when thye would ome back for sundays or festivals.. in the parking lot by the swan lake. 
mother kanka became the teacher for the middle girls.. I think allt he ones Kutila just couldn’t handle anymore went to Knakas ashram down in Frazier Valley. It wa a spoky place with bats that would fly in the attic windows at night and scare us. The perverts were always around too on the road on the way down. and waiting in the bushes by the creek- we would swim in in our underwear and skip rocks. it was beautiful- the kind of place you could see Krishna plaing his flute. sow as the walk to Nandagram two miles but all trees and we would sing songs to Krishna when we were young and then as we got older it turned to gossip. especially t as the older girls had a lot to talk about- they never wanted met o hear so they would tell me to just run along- and I would feel sad and left out- then tyaga and vina would always be playing silly physical games together and I would try to play and they would tell me go on mywa y so I would feel sad and left out.. so I would end up walking the road by myself.Here I am again on my own, like a drifter I was born to walk alone. 
 
 
when my sisters were each born, I would miss them but raely ever got to see them I fetl such a strong connection with them and a sense of protection. sometimes I would lay awke at night wworrying about them- what f they were in a fire or soemthing happened. I guess they were the most precioous things to my  heart.. but of coursse theis was maya so not allowed to flourish..
cornfields
donuts
sewers
kankas lecture on how if we walked on our own they would rip our vaginas apart
 
That is but one of its many gems.
we read the ramayan every night and the mahabharata- our teachers helper sarvamayi would sit at the top of the stairs that led to our atic..and read to us a chapter or afew before we fell asleep. I love dthese stories so much- and would hang on every descriptive word as if it were really happening. we had the sense that we had been there before with all of them. or that it was somehow not separate from us. the Mahabharata is not about God's waging war - it is about the soul of mankind swimming across the sea of delusion that is called 'life' (in the hindu faith). The mahabharatha expounds (by its numerous analogies) some very complex theories
Krishna's lecture to Arjuna (where he advocates what are seemingly good and bad acts) is an indication that life is based on a thread that is not wholly a case of moral decision making based on a mental construct but rather one based on a higher conscious realm that is accessed by pure living. The vedas and hinduism in general are so wonderfully rich and deep. It requires a lifetime of dedication to begin to understand One can read the chants and dance - but it is by living a regular life, the religious insights give you a burst of consciousness - as would any revelation. For example there is a story of Radha (mother of Krishna) chastises her son for stealing butter and demands him to open his mouth. When the child opens his mouth, she sees the entire universe within with the sea and all living creatures. One can take this literally - or live it as a mother - and flashes of your daily life give you an epiphany - about that story - it is infact what you see in your child - and you feel it is your universe. There are other times when Gita (sermon on the battlefield by Krishna) can give you the direction that you can follow in a current situation.
I devoured the sacred texts (there are thousands of texts in the canon known as the Vedas), the philosophy, the rituals, the language, the rich history and succession of disciples, teachers and scholars - relishing the challenge of the alternative ways of thinking about life, death, the universe and everything
the terror of walking by the demons houses-seeing west virginia hillbillies and understanding that rest of the world was like that
terror from the stories, if you  are naked you come back as a tree, if you do this, that happens to you.
missing my dad so much-kutila saying i don't deserve him, its one thing to take me away from them but how can she even take my father’s love away from me?
 
later complaining to my dad about getting beaten and him sayiing he heard that i deserve it because i m so bad and i don't listen
but when tapanacharya beat me black and blue, my father was ready to buy a gun and go kill him
sulochana was killed on lord narasimhas appearance day.
bhaktipadas brain in the hospital looked like lord narasimha
all my prayers to narasimha
the bats
the men
bhava, bhaktina? and the boys
the girls getting married at 11- karnam to a 27 year old nrsingha coming home with black eye and a box of jewelry-
how Kanka drove,
 
liquid beauty play, studying bharatnatyam
Christmas Marathons
Sankirtan House
Any able-bodied adult who did not have health problems was asked to go out on Sankirtan. Sankirtan was raising money for Krishna almost through any means necessary but generally entailed selling hats and stickers and saying it was all going to Charity which it was not. describe more.
when they sent me out,  I got arrested for shoplifiting.   
When I was about ten, we started celebrating Christmas. It was mostly an occasion to celebrate and reward the people to come back from their two month marathon of collecting money for the palace. The marathons became this big competition to see who could make the most money by Christmas. Sitting on his throne, during Guru Puja some people would put garlands of money around Srila Bhaktipada neck. He would smile huge. Mother Kutila said we could do a “secret Santa where we make a gift for someone secretly. I chose Ambika’s name out of the lot and it was difficult for me because i knew she was always flirting with Kuladri, the temple president and maybe even getting molested by him. But, knowing she liked Care Bears, i put a lot of care and time into making her a Care Bear calendar with illustrations of different crabbers in different activities for each of the twelve months. I remember how disappointed I was when I got my gift and it was clear that no care had gone into it.
dad always had money in his pocket- like when there was hota ir ballon for a festival..jalebis, 
when my sisters were each born, I would miss them but raely ever got to see them I fetl such a strong connection with them and a sense of protection. sometimes I would lay awke at night wworrying about them- what f they were in a fire or soemthing happened. I guess they were the most precioous things to my  heart.. but of coursse theis was maya so not allowed to flourish.. (HOW IS THIS DIFFERENT WITH AMMA IS WHER IM STILL CONFLICTED?) 
When I was ten, since puberty was coming on for a lot of us, girls of my age group started wearing saris for more coverage. I never had anything to cover.
It was the Taj Mahal of Appalachia, a sprawling, opulent affair with lush gardens, a beautiful temple, a Palace of Gold, accommodations for hundreds of devotees, statues of Radha and Krishna, and even, at one point, an elephant.
But worshipping at the Palace is something special: famously built in the 1970s by devotees who didn't use blueprints, the Palace was meant to be a home for Prabupada, and today it's one of the most visited tourist attractions in West Virginia.
His Divine Grace, A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada. In the history books, he's known more specifically as the founder of ISKCON, the International Society for Krishna Consciousness.
In September 1965, at the age of 69, and with nothing more than a trunk full of religious books and a few dollars worth of Indian Rupees, Prabhupada talked his way onto an Indian freighter that was traveling from Bombay to Boston. He knew no one in America, but stayed briefly with family friends in Butler before settling into a tiny apartment on the Lower East Side of Manhattan, where he began teaching a group of new followers about Vedic philosophy, meditation -- even Indian cooking.
At the time of his passing, in 1977, he had published nearly 80 books. He had also translated the "Bhagavad Gita" into English, and had established more than 100 temples worldwide. Nearly 10,000 disciples had been initiated into the Krishna movement because of his efforts. Today, life-size statues of Prabhupada sitting in the lotus position are an important part of every ISKCON temple. Devotees consider him to be their ultimate spiritual leader, and they bow down before his likeness every morning and lay fresh flowers at his feet.
It was designed to resemble an authentic Indian temple and is luxuriously covered in gold leaf and inlaid marble. However, devotees generally don't worship at the Palace. Instead, one solitary caretaker lives by himself in a small room behind the main temple, and if guests arrive, he becomes a tour guide.
dad the tourguide of the palace, dad, the preacher..
krishna katha- always preaching- always smiling- making jokes engaging people with his love for god-but couldn’t wouldn’t talk to my mom for ten years.
couldn’t wouldn’t stand up for me when I kept crying to him that they were beating me..couldnt wouldn’t.. didn’t know ho wto deal. his parents had him to help them on the farm. thye never gve him love or affection. hewwas just aworker bee.. so that’s all he knew how to bee.  but he really did love me and this caused a conflict in him. I could feel the love and the conflict.
a fewt imes, they allowed me to go spend the night with him up at he palace. it was shuge palace.stained glass, 14kt gold, imported venetian marble, marble gold and glass. very gorgeous.. peacocks everywhere.. real and windows.. I wanted to cuddle wth my dad. he wouldn’t all ow it.. he wouldn’t allow me to be in the same room with him. he sid even lord braham was tempted by his own daughter so it wasn’t a good idea. this pissed me off more than it freaked me out. but at least he wasn’t taking sannyas, right? I think he even said this to me. 
 
After years of living separately, when my sister Shakti was born, my parents moved in together under rasabiharis house. She was Indian and I loved her. she was so nice to me- she would cook amazing indian food and give me some chapatis and all, he rhusband wa 300 ppounds and I would sometimes wonder if she would let him lay on top of her.. it was scary. but I woudlgd go upstairs and watch indian movies with her- even modern oness. I coudnt understna andything but it didn’t matter they were indian and the feelign was good.my dad got a motorcycle then and would drive it around proudly. her took me and both my sisters on the back and rode us around the field- before the field suddenly broke out into a grassfire one fine day and scared me pretty bad.. there were so many random fires all the time.
meanwhile he hadnt talked to my mother for almost the whole ten years theyd been together..  
my dad rant he athens preaching center and then different girls would get to go to Ohio and help them every week. iw as so pissed I didn’t get to go everyt ime. my stepmom didn’t want me around- I was just  as poiled brat trying to get my dad s attetnionall the time while veryone else was doing real work. I started hating her and everyone else who would get to go too. when I would go I would throw tantrums to my dad because I missed him so much and couldn’t understand how he could be treating me like this.this would make my stepmom even madder. she was the antithesis of a mother. she was cold, grey and brittle.. even my dad didn’t like her much- they were just together as a spiritual  reltionship that the temple set up- bhaktipada ai fguess, to keep my dad out of trouble, I think. they would read to each other in their van when thye would ome back for sundays or festivals.. in the parking lot by the swan lake. 
mother kanka became the teacher for us middle girls. Bhaktina ( Bhava) was our monitor. I think all the ones Kutila just couldn’t handle anymore went to Kankas ashram down in Frazier Valley. It wa a spooky place with bats that would fly in the attic windows at night and scare us. The creek was beautiful- the kind of place you could see Krishna playing his flute. we would swim in in our underwear and skip rocks. The perverts were always around too on the road on the way down. and waiting in the bushes by the creek- swim in in our underwear
sow as the walk to Nandagram two miles but all trees and we would sing songs to Krishna when we were young and then as we got older it turned to gossip. especially t as the older girls had a lot to talk about- they never wanted met o hear so they would tell me to just run along- and I would feel sad and left out- then tyaga and vina would always be playing silly physical games together and I would try to play and they would tell me go on mywa y so I would feel sad and left out.. so I would end up walking the road by myself. Here I am again on my own, like a drifter I was born to walk alone. 
kutila would sometimes throw even her own kids out in the snow for a bit if they were having tantrums.. she was sno nonsense. but we all lived for the moments when that smile would spread over her face and she may take you r ahnd in hers as she walked- like that on etime when we walked upt ot he palace together. it was like a dream come true the way she took  my hand as we walked past the ghat with the swan boats, she asked me questions and event old me about a time in her youth she went to mexico.  I wished tha tmoment would never end. I was older then, like 10 or 11 even. 
my imagination was ever activeby the time I was 9 I became very suspicious of the whole set-up we were in even though I hd absolutely nothing to compare it with.. I started to tell a few friends, "What if our parents just all got to gehter and decided to have a n experiement to see what it would be like to raise children in this way? conspiracy theories started cropping up in my mind- especially when some people like chakravarti got killed- something didn’t smell right but I didn’t know what I twas..  
I went to visit my mom at her new boyfriends house in morgantown at their precahing center. he let me watcht he karate kid- I loved it so much. but then he was acting very innapproriate with m y sisters. looking up their dresses coyly and asking them if they were wearing any unerwear but it was in asickly familiar way  o fth emolesters. I told him not to look up their skirts like that.. and he told me to mind my own business. this was a favortie expression of my childhood- from other people to me.. so when tapan told me this, I argued with him, and then was like Im serious- Do not look up their skirts like that. strongly, ferociously defensively I stood up for what I knew to be right. he was 6 foot 5 or 6 and picked me up and took me upstairs. I was wrestling to get free, screaming at him fuck you leave me alone. you have no right to touch me or my sisters.. he hurled me against the wall. I fell on the foam pad ont  he floor. he picked me up again and with all his force threw me again against the wall, I just kept screaming fuck you the harder he threw me the more I screamed.. my  mom came to the door shocked.. she didn’t know what to do she stood like a deer frozen by headlights. mom I screamd, stop him. she could nt move. he continued for some time until he flet satisfied but I never stopped swearing at him. that night, there was a call int  he middle of the night. someone attacked bhaktipada, he is the hospital in critical condition. they hit him over the head with a crow bar  while they were building the brick road to the palace.we all got in tapans suburbana nd rushed back to new vrindavana, praying for the gurus safety.  
when we got there, they said the brian scan showed lord narasimha in his brain... asign of his holiness.  when I got back everyone was shocked to see my entire body and face were black and blue- kiutila siad finally I got what I deserved. my dad many years later told me that when he saw me like that, he went and bought a gun and was about to take tapan ut but somehow he restrained h imself. this was the only time I had never known of my dad even thoinking about standing up for me.. when  my mom left tapan she had a list abut five pages long of all the reasons she wanted to leave. prayers went on for weeks or months.. when he got out of the hospital we was wearign aptch and had new gurad dog- a german sheperd, who he named Gudakesh.. this pissed me off. as I had no more respect for him anymore once bhava tld m he was molesting her and some of the boys. I tried to tell my dad. he didn’t believe me. the boys used to come over to bhavas apratmetn to hang out. I got a crush on dhramaraja- one day hea asked me for a massage.. and that was it- I got  crush on him cause he turned around and started kssing me passionatley.
when I wnet back robertaas after that to go to school, all I could think about was him and the possibility fo us being together. meanwhile all the ikids at aschool were int o stonewashed jeans, world wide wrestling fereationa nd def leepard.. and they were all strangers.. they reminded me of herfer cows.. they were missing that sparkle of spirituality.. they all thogught the same and walked the same and taliked the same.. it was weird. even where we all wear uniforms stilli felt we were all so differetn..
anwyway as soon as they started a other school for teens in new vrindavan, I quickly moved back hoping to be with dhamraja. They gave me my own room in the temple, I was 12 now. I was in the same class with ime, the boy ssat on one side, the girls on the other. I would stare at him all day  I ugess. I didn’t even noiotice iw as doing it til he passed me anote- I was so excited. until I read it and my  heart sunk. PlEEEASE STOp Staring at me. I was so hurt. so confused. didn’t he like me too? Not very romantic at all. 
someimes we would all hang out in front o fthe store meghamalas.. the girls and the boys.. can t remember who else was there but me and him.. I could feel him in m y body even from a distance- that surging testosterone perhaps but I thought it was energy who knows.. he would tease me and act like he didn’t like me but I knew e did.. I was living at ambikas mom's trailer. ambika was gorgeous but she was in her own world. she was always flirting with kuladri and I think he was having a n affair with her that mother kutila even seemed to know abut a nd allow. because she would have ambika serve him.. she would strut ther stuff- her perfect round boobs in her perfectly tightly wrapped sari and he would joke with her and make her blush. on and on every day...somethign was deifintiey going on. 
so one day after we had been all hanging out, he drove away, perhaps on his motorcycle and I walked back down the rad behind the store towards the traile. but I coldnt stop thinking about him. something came over me and after some time,  I found myself walking back downt he rad towards the temple. it was at least a mile away. I was walking purposefully driven by my longing although I had no idea what I would do when I got there. I wasn’t going to go to his room, im not sure where I was even going except to find him. as I came around the corner by rasabiharis house, the turn just before the palace, I saw him like a dream coming toward me.. 6 feet tall and beautiful muscular body glowing. he walked straight towards me and embraced me. there was a gravel road behind rasabiharis house where the overflow parking would go for the palace. He took my hand and said come on, lets get out of here before we freeze our butts off. his butt was round and juicy. so sweet. I was in love. he took me to this trail off the gravel road which led to the nice cabins where palace guests would stay. they were all locked. there was a trailer above them. we went inside. he started taking off his clothes. I dint know what to do so I took mine off too. his penis was huge and coming straight towards me. I spread my legs and he tried to put it inside. it wouldn’t fit.. he tried some more. it didn’t work.. he got frustrated and put his clothes back on and scrambled bac down the hill.. I was a bit in shock and took my time coming bck downt he hill, wondering when we would try again. we never ddi. he just started teasing me more after that.. but deep down I thought he still like d me so I kept waiting for him.. then he started going out with visnurati- the same girl madhava liked.. him and chaits got shirts saying reserved on them meaning about their girlfriends.. I was so hurt.. meanwhile I moved intot he tmele- they gave me a room there cause they wanted to keep a better eye on me. I kept it a mess as an act of rebelllion to all the cleaning we used to have to do. 
broke my arm once trying to fly from the swing at nandagram..
we never watched videos but only the hare krishna programs like simple living, high thinking about our commune and also the indian movies of rama and krishna, like sitas wedding and gopal krishan. those were my favorite- I would watcht hem all day every day if I could- I learned to mimic the words they were saying even tho they were in another language..and sing along with e songs as if I was really there with them in that sacredt ime with rama nd krishna. and mirabai. 
the first time I saw tv  was at my grandmas. my dad drove me up there into the huge tall fir trees and evergreens.. native american country. he said he grew up acowboy but in his heart he always thought he was an indian. he put me on a horse and I rode her- Miss Ellie all by myself for six hours straight. it was the best feeling id ever had. I didn’t want to end so I just kept riding and riding -out there in the field by myself- my dad had gone in long before- feeling the wind in my hair and the freedom id longed for- until finally Miss Ellie decided shed had enough of me and she threw me- right into the mud. it hurt.. and I was shocked that she would do that but I tried to understand.. when I went to walk back up the hill to eh house, I cold hardly walk beause my legs were so sore from riding for so long- having them stretched so wide around her for so long.. 
my grandma and grandpa were very silent and I didn’t know what to say to them at al.. my uncle bruce kind of scared me- I found all the se pornography  magazines in his room and they kind of turned me on a little. he wanted to play pool with me- it was fun but I felt scared of him- like I couldn’t trust him and I couldn’t tell if he was eyeing me like that.so I stayed away from him too andglued myself to the tv- it was ballck and white- but I had never seen tv before.. so I sat transfixed. my grandma brought me macaroni and cheese dinner in front o fit on a tv tray because I didn’t want to get up.. I feel bad now I did nt try harder to connect with them but I was scared.. and shy.. and it was sll so differetn. I met my dads brother who looked just like him, my dad accidentall shot him in the arm when they were kids- I think with a bb gun, but my dad always felt bad..so I think for he rest of the week I watched tv the entire time. once iw ne tofor a ride to town with my grandma in her car.. it was a wide oldsmobile with velvety seats- the comfort made the silence a little less awkward. she called me Laxman-a. she tried to ask me questions but I didn’t know anything about anything or what to saydifferent very different than the vans we would all ride around the commune in with no seats... big metal vans we would all pile into on the floor and when we go around the corner we would all fall all over each other..horses at grandams. cowboy. 
trip to la with manihar and madhava.  madhava started playing footsie wit me while we were lying down in the back of the red station wagon. he was fourteen and very cute. I was surprised he liked me and soon enough we were kissing when we got to la. my first kiss with a boy. he was so dreamy. then when we were all in a truck driving up to topanga he made me go down on him.. I figured this is just what girls and guys do when they like each other so I didn’t think much of it. I was just so happy that he liked me.  meanwhile tyaga and  
so onenight when I went to go visit them, I don’t remember what I did but I pissed my dad off soo bad, he picked me up and shoved me up against the wall iscreaming at me. I had never seen him like that and never did after- I wcant remember what I did.. but right around that time my mom left him. she left him for another man.. and I guess that’s why he was so pissed. a man who talked to her. that was enough for her. she moved to morgantown west virginia with him where he was running a preaching center. she took my two little sisters with her. 
stick dance as gopis, cowdung fight, butterballs, christmas marathon, tractors, mud,.  
i never realized that the  other kids didnt have the same tendency toward chanting on their own as i  did, nor did my teachers ever realize it was squashing my natural  devotion. they just saw me reacting,
until one day I finally realized they wre all just way off and they didn’t have the answers and this was not a religion I wasnted to sunscribe to.. if this was god, I didn’t want any part o f it..a dn tif thisis what people became like after chanting and doing spiritual practice, no thanks..i closed down completely realizing it wasn’t safe to express.. and wept mself to sleep a lot. 
bats fying around the attic where we slept- darkness encroaching.. it felt like with the light gone everything scary from outside could creep in, like bats and maybe the demons.. I had so many nightmares that d scream every night so they decided iw as ghostly haunted- they were really into things being ghostly haunted but they said your not allowed to say the word ghosts or it attracts them.. but they would blow the conchshell around and try to purify the space.. I started sleeping with a galss of water by my head which someone recommended and then my dad got me some malachite bracelet. which made all the girls jealous because we didn’t have any jewelry except our neckbeads which were supposed to protect us from demons at the time of death.. -supposed to ensure our liberation to krishna loka. raman reti and I were walking back to fraziers one afternoon and she asked me, why I got to have that.. I said, because im haunted and I started writhing faking that I was haunted to her..she got so scared but I was having so much fun I couldn’t stop..she ran home and told kanka who dragged me in the house and beat the living daylights out of me.. throwing me around the room so much, the pain as she throttled me, I tried not to cry like tyaga would tell me but I couldn’t help it, I would just cry and cry and she would just go on beating me. 
educated about kaliyuga- world outside as demons 
ran away from our monitor bhava one night-  up the supersteep trail itn he dark-I loved climbing that trail anyway, we used to climb it to go to mangal arati every morning. and veena nd I were an unstoppable pair. it hink bahva started hitting us so veen asaid lets get out of hrer- we had nowerhe to go so we ended up coming back.. but bhava called bhaktipada- only later do we find out that meanwhile he is molesting her- but he called us up to his house. or was it just me that he called. 
he called me in his room. it was like being invied itno gods room-except I was losing respect for god gradually...I started fidgeting with the red conch bracelet I was wearing because I was so nervous.he spoke kindly and compassionately, totally shocking me with his presence, Laksmana, you are such an intelligent girl! How did he know this about me? He said You are so influential! Why are you leading the girls away from Krishna into maya? Why not lead them to Krishna?  This was not what I had expected at all. I was so used to people condescending to me in almost primal form of rudeness.. and here was someone speaking to me with respect and appreciation sharing with me their vision and how I could participate in it.  How could I disobey that? I suddenly wanted to do what he asked because of the dignity he just returned to me.  Later I realized this is what had made him so powerful- flattery goes along way~ 
Although he was wrong in one sense, it wsnt me leading the girls away. it was tyaga and vina leading me away and then its true what I did did affect the other girls.  what any of us did affected the erest of us. and if anyone was bad we would usually all get punished for it anyway. some strange punishments like hamsavati having to eat that huge bowl of sugar outside by the barn because she stile a cookie and the funnyt hing is that she sat there and tried to eat it out of obligationevent hough noone was around and she could have went aand thrown it out- maybe she was so scared if she got caught doing that she would have to eat a whole silo full of sugar- and we did seem to get caught for every little thing we did wrong... but for the most part we were good girls with a lot of punishments to endure. 
used to pray to lord narasimha to come and kill kanka because I thought she was a demon. 
 
then when kanka was our teacher she would lecture us, pacing up and down like a drill seargent with her face cherry tomato red, yelling about how if we wlaked by ourselves,the demons would come and and take us and split our vaginas in two. 
she was always flirtign with m y dad and running off with kutilas husband- the temple president kuladri.. and so I hated her for cheating on kuitla- my loyalty was still with kutila even if she wouldn’t have me back in her ashram. once I wrote  her a long letter askign her to take me back and she did- she used to send me on errands- like when we were decoratign the christmas tree- she sent me back and for the back and forth back and forth, I didn’t mind- I was so happy to do something for her and I had so much energy- it was only later I realized she was trying to get rid o f me.. 
kanka was then with tdharmatma,t he sankirtan leader who had all these wives and girlfriends and would somehow flrit with all the sankirtan women, even me when they sent me to go out- I could feel the weird ness from him.. but when we would go up to clean the sankirtan house where he would count allt he money- he was like a pimp=-- dwijapriay was so nice and would give us icecream.. that was such a rare treat- occasionally kutila would give us icecream- huge barrels of rainbow sherhbert ofr soething like this- and sometimes kutila would also make us doughnuts.. mmm. for dinner with kanka, and maybe even with kutila, we had popcorn and hot milk and fruit.. sometimes they put our popcorn in the milk,s o it go all yellow and greasy, and disgusting,.. in the morning s we had oatwater and rice.. it wasn’t so bad until differet people like sankirtan started gettign creative and putting dates in it and other weird items, making it even slimier than it already was. we always got a piece of maha too from the nfinite trayas of gourmet delicacies that were put before the dieties for each meal.. my mother would cook some of these. she was always in the kitchen. she was always sick too but she was always working. im sick as a dog, she would say.. and continue to slave away. one time I went in the kitchen and saw her decorating a cake I think she made for bhaktipada a blue jeep like his -it was pretty cool.. but other than that I rarely saw her or sought her out because kutila would always make fun of her and say she was crazy and so messy- have you see how horrible her room is? and I was embarrassed. I spent the first few years just crying hysterically,, where are my parents? How could they leave me with the ese people? this is not god.. then the other girls would make fun o fme because I looked so funny when I cried cause I had a huge overbite and it got even more pronounced and I must have looked like a dying whale- that s how I felt at least.. and I would try to go off by myself to some corner where they couldn’t see me but they would always find me and just laugh and laugh. 
made to trust and respect a fake guru as god 
dharmaraja,  sexuallity, roberta adopting me, morgantown, def lepard, went  back to new vrindavan anxiously, sri visakha, kiba,  crimes, monkey on a stick, 
had to go on sankirtan at ten, got arrested for shoplifting,and they couldn’t get a hold of my dad so they kept me there overnight, bettybook stickers, cried with terror at the top of my lungs til they moved me to a nice cell with a glass window where they could watch me and they fed me and gave me magazines and it even had a bed.. it was so nice. when my dad picked me up, he said why do you think you have to steal, if you want anything, just ask me and I will buy it for ou. of course he was never around but I didn’t realize that- I thought it was the sweetest thing in the world. later at destivals, id aways remind him of this and someho w he always sdid have some money to give me.. he would act like it had just manifested in his wallet and maybe it had because I cant imagine wehre he was getting money from then.. nobody really even handled money much there.kutila used to say if it werent those teen magazines I was into, I could be spiritual. 
tire swing at temple ashram- the white house. playi in their for hours and braid other girls hair- I cold alays braid my own hair- even french braids.. kutila cut all our hair when I was ten because  we had lice.. I felt free and left it short for years after that. 
worked a t the restaurant as a waitress when ten-a the palace- the same place I used to jump off the all stair sides, my dad looking on prooudly..we drank a lot of soft drinks- for free- id never had them before so I overdid it.. we served allt he tourists that acme from all over the us, gourmmet indian food- it was so fun taking orders and serving them.. the gift shop wwas nearby, with beautiful exotic krishna gifts.one day we got some prasad from bhaktipada and bhava spi ton it- I was shocked.she started teling me how bhaktipada had been molesting her.
 
 
 
 
 
Coming of Age in Frazers valley


Deep in a valley surrounded by forest, our new ashram with Kanka was a big white farmhouse down a super steep hill from the temple that was only traversable by climbing.
Next to our ashram in full view were the two huge stinking sewer ponds sat proudly in front of our house, which served the whole community by taking everyone's crap. (From the cowdung pit to the human sewers.)
This is what we were also learning to do, as kids being raised as females in the community. From everything I saw, I did not want to be a woman at all. We learned in Bhagavatam class almost every day that women were not only less intelligent but were embodiments of maya and just existing to tempt the men into maya. They were trying to teach us that we had to be so careful to not tempt them.

At some point, I cant remember when cause its all a blut, Kutila had a nervous breakdown and went to her family's in Pittsburgh. So Kanka took over our ashram. We all knew Kutila had the breakdown because Kanka was sleeping with her husband, the temple president, Kuladri. We would see them together. He would come over to our ashram and they would sit and talk in the car in front for hours. I hated her for doing this to Kutila. I felt so loyal to Kutila and loved her like she was my own mother. But she was also so beautiful, so elegant, so graceful, so ... how could he ever choose anyone else over her? Especially Kanka.

I would make lists in my head comparing them. I was deadset against him being with Kanka and this made me hate her and feel super rebellious with her.
For the first time since I had been there, I was openly rebellious. I let her know I didnt like her.

I was so upset when I got sent to Kankas ashram. I hated Kanka from the first moment i saw her openly flirting with Kuladri. She flirted with all the men but she had something going on with Kuladri. And we all knew it.

She was so mean when she woke me up in the mornings. Her voice singsonging JIV JAGO was like nails on a chalkboard -better analogy)

When i wouldnt jump out of bed right away She would come and dump me out of my sleeping bag onto the hard floor. Or threaten me with pouring buckets of cold water on me. But i knew she really would. She was the classic evil boarding school/orphanage teacher from the movies, which i only got to see later.

We all had to take freezing cold showers in the morning. Kanka would go in the corner shower and start squealing like it was freezing, but we could all see steam coming from her shower. It was unfathomable. She was taking hot showers and then drawing so much attention to herself to pretend that they were unbearable.

Then she would come out half naked so we could all see her flat chest with huge one inch nipples sticking straight out. Her nipples were the strangest thing I had ever seen. Sharp like daggers like she was. The opposite of motherly bosom.

At the morning program, she would jab her bony finger into my back, if i would so much as slouch, not to mention doze off. If i dozed off, i didnt get breakfast.

She would make this fake sing songy voice loaded with sarcasm and when we didnt listen she would yell. Every minute with her was hell.

In the afternoons after school, we got to run around and play in the huge stretches of cornfields behind the house or sometimes Kutila or Kanka would take us swimming in the creek. We had to walk through the big cornfields down the hill to get to it.

Even though we wore long skirts fully covering our whole bodies and headscarves over our hair, still the men of the community preyed on us like predators. I never felt safe ever.
When we were swimming in the creek in our underwear, they would come and watch us from the bushes, I never could understand why she didnt chase them off with a stick. I always felt unsafe and scared. And also angry that later some of my friends would surely end up going off with them for candy and affection.

We never knew which perverts were going to be there watching us take off our clothes and strip down to our underwear and then see our underwear get all transparent when we got wet. They would sit in the bushes and watch us swim. We would see them leering us disgustingly and tell our teachers but they would just roll their eyes. Except for maybe once or twice, they never tried to chase them away. It made me feel so uncomfortable that I couldn't just frolic freely without these lustful molesting eyes on my little body and and my little friends.

Everyday when we walked down the two mile long curvy hilly road into the valley to our ashram from the temple, these men would trail behind on their motorcycles or sometimes drive past us. When they saw a few girls walking on our own, they would invite us to give us candy if we went for a ride with them. They would take them away from the ashram in the opposite direction and then come bring them back before we reached home. There were a few girls who always went, like Raman. I was so mad at her that she would go with them. I was so mad that they wouldnt leave us alone and i continued to let them know with glaring looks.

Every night Kanka's helper would sit on the trap door opening to the attic where thirty of us slept in our sleeping bags and read to us a few chapters from Kamala Subrahmaniam's Mahabharat or the Ramayana. The stories were so rich, so vivid and real, fraught with conflict and moral dillema. I related to all the good characters as if they were my family and would lay there for hours contemplating after she would leave. was always too scared and sad to sleep. The nights felt eery and scary down there in that valley with bats flying in and out of our one window, and the big dark forest outside crawling with perverts. I would pray to Krishna to come and rescue me and sometimes i would also pray for Narasimha the Lion form to come and kill Kanka so that i could be free.

In the night sometimes the other girls would come sneak over to my sleeping bag to play or snuggle and hug or play games. A few of them had seen television before and described it to me so we would have so much fun pretending we were making commercials. But often the games were about pretending that I was a boy that they liked.

One day, I was walking with Raman down the muddy road surrounded by miles of West Virginia forest. Think the Deliverance movie. We were on the last stretch of the hilly road facing the ashram where the perverts wouldnt dare to approach cause it was out in the open. She noticed my new necklace that my father had bought me. It was made from the stone malachite and he said it was to ward off ghosts.

She was saying, "Its not fair that you get to have a necklace! I want a necklace."

I would have given it to her but then my father would have been upset because they really didnt want me to have these nightmares anymore. And they were convinced it was because I was ghostly haunted. So i couldnt give it to her, and nor could she wear it and get away with it. So i just tried to make her not jealous in a different way.

I said, "I have to wear it cause I am h-a-u-nt-ed!"

I started writhing around and convulsing my body on the road like i was having a seizure, saying in a funny voice "I am haunted, haunted..."

I was having so much fun doing this. Playing with this stigma they had put on me. This wedge that they had driven between me and all the other girls. I knew all the other girls were scared of me cause i was supposedly haunted. I was so sick of it that i was just fully indulging in making fun of it.

Raman ran away scared down to the house. Good, i thought. At least she wont be jealous over the necklace anymore.

Once I could see she was in the house, I got up and walked normally down to the house.

Kanka was there waiting inside the door. Without a word, she grabbed me by the hair, pulling me by the arm upstairs. She was raging. My body was hitting the stairs all the way. She took me in one of the rooms there and started whacking me with all her force. Over and over. Yelling, hitting, punching - she was grabbing me and almost strangling me too. I was terrified. Helpless. Again. But this time i felt like i was going to die.

I was trying my best not to cry like Veena and Tyaga told me but I couldnt help it. I was crying hysterically. She wouldnt stop. Blow after blow, she was hitting my face and knocking my head off in every direction until finally i collapsed. She left.

Later she coldly said she did it because i was haunted. I was so mad at Raman for getting me in trouble. But she must have been scared. It was so horrible that they all really believed I was haunted. And there was nothing I could do about it. I was especially sad that my friends thought so.

At least that time there was some reason. Kanka beat me frequently for no reason at all. There were three of us who she beat often so i got some comfort in the fact that it wasnt just me, but i couldnt understand how they were somehow able to withstand it and I lived in terror of her rages. And I started hating her with every cell in my body.

Kanka was much more physically abusive than Mother Kutila, but not so sadistic and twisted. But I hated her, with every ounce of my being, because I felt a loyalty to Kutila and I knew that Kanka was cheating with Kutilas husband on her. I would see them all the time, sneaking to meet in the night, flirting by their cars, or taking off together in his car and it would enrage me. How could he do this to Mother Kutila? And how dare Kanka with her sick fake smile and bright red face from all her headstands in the morning. That sick fake smile to him which later would come home in a rage and take out all her frustration on us with full power beatings and pummelings. I hated her and could not accept her for this and I would never let her into my heart and accept her as a mother, teacher or role model. I wanted Mother Kutila back, even if she didnt love me the way I loved her. At least I could look up to her and try to be like her. I never wanted to be like Kanka.
But i was heartbroken they got to stay with Kutila and I didnt. How could she just give me up like that? Didnt she care about me? Didnt she love me like I loved her? This was so hard for me to accept.

One afternoon after we walked home from the temple, and a few of the girls trailed behind, Kanka called us all in the big main room on the ground floor of the house, where we eat. She was on a rampage. She was in a rage, yelling and pacing. Her bright red face was like a tomato that was about to burst. She was bursting with rage.

"Dont you know what men will do if you let them get a hold of you? Especially karmi men!!! They will take you and rip your legs open and break you! They will rip your crotch in two!...
She went on and on and I tuned out cause I didnt believe anything she said, didnt trust her and didnt like her. To me, she was more scary then anyone.

Another afternoon, Dwijapriya came over to the ashram.She was yelling at Kanka, "Stay away from my husband!"

Her husband was Dharmatma, who was like a mafia boss or pimp, rather, in charge of all the Sankirtan girls and we all knew that he slept with alot of them. Most of the able-bodied women and some of the men would go out to raise money for the temple. My mom never had to go cause she was too sick, but then she got shit from Kutila and others for being too sick.

Kanka had started sending us to clean the Sankirtan house a few months before. This is where D lived with all his wives and lovers. He had an office where he sat on the phone like a big shot. Many of the rooms were filled with boxes full of the hats and stickers that they would use to raise money, with "the scam". Some of the older girls got sent to do the scam too but I was too young so they couldnt send me. Instead they put us younger girls on a rotation to go clean there until we were old enough to go out and do "the pick".

I got sent there a couple times with one other girl. After we cleaned the whole house for a few hours, including their bathrooms, Dwija was so nice and gave us icecream.

I remember really as i cleaned, really taking in and processing how all these women can be married to the same man and live with him. Dwija was so nice, why couldnt he just be happy with her and focus on her?

When we got to his office, he tried talking to me and i was not very friendly. I didnt trust him. I knew he was sizing me up to see when i would be ready to go out and do the pick.

Dharmatma had a few wives and this was acceptable. All of the women there were big moneymakers on the pick. They would only live there in between going out from place to place on the pick. Then this was their pit-stop where they had a built in husband/boss.Were there not enough husbands for all the women? Bhaktipada wanted the women focused on going out and making money. I heard he had D marry them so he could control them. Dwija was the only real wife. and the number one. But i felt sorry for her. Cause it seemed that she loved him but she had to share him with so many.

Dwija was the number one. Kanka must have been an extra side affair on top of all his other activity. Maybe he was trying to marry her too. She had been going out to do sankirtan lately. She would wear a wig when she went.

Dwija and Kanka got into this massive screaming fistfight, which turned into mostly hair pulling. Dwija had long thick dark hair and Kanka had fine really thin hair. Dwija ripped most of Kanka's hair out. I was so happy to see Kanka getting her ass kicked. It was like a dream come true. Maybe all my prayers to Narasimha to protect me were finally being answered.

I thanked Dwijapriya in my heart as she strode out the door like a victorious she-lion!

One day when i was up at the temple, I happened to see my father working on a car up by the temple. He was laying under the car tinkering with it for some time. I went over to him and said "Haribol Pitaji".
He peeked his head out and waved with grease all over his hand.

"Pita, can i talk to you?"

"Sure", he said and continued working.

I tried to get up the courage to tell him about how Kanka was beating me all the time. It was not easy. He was not really paying attention to me. He was busy. And i was not supposed to be talking to him in the first place.

"Pita, can you please tell Mother Kanka to stop beating me?"

There- I said it!

He looked out from under the car and said laughing,
"Are you kidding? I cant tell her that! Im scared of her too..."

"But Pitaji, please you have to do something. She is beating me all the time. At least Kutila would just paddle us and lock me up. She is so violent. Please do something."

I was crying now.

He said, "Laksmana, I dont know what to do. All your teachers say you are so bad and that is why they have to discipline you. What can i do about it?"

I was so let down. Devastated and yet used to it by now. I knew he loved me but he could never protect me. I was left on my own to survive and it was not about to change.

He came out from under the car and said, "Want to go to LA?"
"Yes, Pita! I do!"

We were soon driving across the country in a maroon station wagon. My dad and Manihar (the headmaster of the boys gurukula) were talking as they took turns driving.with Tyaga and Madhava and who else.

As we drove, Tyaga, Madhava and i were laying in the back of the station wagon together. In my whole life, I had never been that close to a boy before. Besides that one time Bhakti pulled me in the wagon when i first came to the ashram.
I tried to just get used to it. But then as it got dark, Madhava started rubbing his foot on mine. And later his leg. He kept touching me the whole time.

I could vaguely hear what my father was saying. He was upset. But i could barely make out why.
He said, "I dont know what happened. She just left me. And Radhanath fully supported it! So what can I do?"
Who was he talking about? Was he talking about my mother? She would never leave him, would she? What did this mean? My sisters were so little. Where would she go?

They had moved back in together in the basement of Rasabihari's yellow house after my sisters were born. I got to go spend the night there with them a few times.

One time, I did something that made my father really angry. I dont remember what exactly i did but I think i disobeyed him or offended him somehow but whatever it was was really bad cause its the only time I remember him getting really angry at me. He picked me up by my shirt and held me against the wall and yelled in my face.

Rasabihari was so nice to me and would invite me to come upstairs and watch Hindi movies with her and she would give me chapatis. Sometimes we would even watch bad karmi movies.In Hindi. I couldnt understand anything but I liked to imagine along.

Meanwhile on our roadtrip, Madhava went on feeling my foot with his and playing with me sensually. I started responding.

I couldnt believe Madhava liked me. I remember when I was just six years old and i saw him and i thought he was so cute that i foolishly told my mom. She went to where he was working at the mold shop and asked him to marry me. He was mortified and so was I. I had resolved to never tell her anything personal again. Now I was ten and he was fourteen. And he liked me.

We went to the beach and i fell in love with the water. I learned how to play in the waves. I remember walking up the boardwalk feeling finally free of New Vrindavan and Kanka and all the horrors of the ashram.

Manihar called her. And she said, "What youre at the beach? Im jealous. We are loading wood in the freezing snow right now!"

OMG I couldnt have been happier. Wow they were in the snow with all her abuse and i was free in California at the beach with my father and a boy who liked me. I was free!!!! FINALLY!
We all went to Universal Studios and had the time of our lives. Manihar was quite the showman and so generous with giving us lots of fun. My father was much quieter than him but made lots of jokes.

One day everyone was out, and Madhava kissed me. Every time our parents and Tyaga were not around, he would find a way to kiss me. One day they all went out for an hour or two and we were left alone in the apartment and he kissed me and kissed me. He taught me how to French kiss.

And he couldnt stop kissing me. He was much bigger than me but he would bend down to kiss me. I was in love. A boy liked me. And was kissing me. And not just any boy but the first boy I had ever had a crush on.

One night we drove up the canyon to the house where the ITV station was, ISKCON Television. We were driving in a big Blazer.

It was dark and the roads were bumpy with lots of turns. I was sitting next to Madhava, he took my hand and put it on his penis. Then he opened his pants and pushed my head down onto it. I didnt really know what to do down there. He guided his penis into my mouth and held my head down there.

Nobody seemed to notice anything. Not even Tyaga. Who i found out later was getting molested the whole time by Manihar.

On the way back, we stopped at a small gas station and convenience store. i saw that Madhava bought a little ring there. I was so happy and couldnt wait for him to give it to me. In the car, he told Tyaga it was for Jambavati, that he liked her.

I was so confused and heartbroken cause he had been kissing me the whole trip. I thought maybe he is just telling Tyaga that because he is embarrassed to tell her that he actually likes me. I waited for him to secretly slip it to me like he had slipped me all those kisses and even his penis.

But he never did.
When we got back to the ashram, I heard the news through the girl gossip grapevine. Jamba got a ring from Madhava. She proudly wore it. I was so jealous. So heartbroken.

This was the beginning of a long string of similar relationships, the starting foundation of my belief that i was worthless to guys except for one thing which they wanted me for, which was sexual.

After? we returned from LA, Manihar hooked up with Kanka and they got married. This also gave him better access to Tyaga who he was molesting on the regular, along with all the boys in his school. This made her now become Tyaga's mother. Because Manihar had adopted her. So she had to be a little nicer to her.

I think it was during a period that Kanka went out on sankirtan, Kutila came and took care of us. I was so happy. She made us all doughnuts which were so delicious and she also would give us ice cream from these big five gallon jugs. Neaopolitan and Rainbow flavors. She also would let the older girls stay up late with her and i would be so jealous. i wanted more than anything to just be around her. To be near her. To be loved by her.

I was always sad at how the older girls, like Kham and Jaga, who were not even two years older than me, were always treated so much better than us, the middle girls. Kutila would teach them how to cook, let them stay up late talking and all kinds of other privileges that must have made them feel a little more loved and accepted, than us that she was always frustrated with. But i just accepted it. What else could I do?
But as soon as the older girls started reaching puberty, which meant any sign of breasts, the guru decided with Mother Kutila's permission that it was time to get them married off.
They wanted to do it by traditional Indian standards where the husband is at least ten years older. They said this is because women are more mature than men. Suddenly we were attending the fire sacrifice marriages of our older sisters to men way way older than them, one of whom was 11, marrying a 27 year old. These men abused them. I remember when Kham came home with a hug black eye and a box of cheap jewelry he gave her. Because she wouldnt sleep with him. They let her stay for a few days before sending her back to him. One time, she tried to kill herself with pills and ended up in the hospital. All the girls were in similar helpless situations. For once, I was so glad that I was not an older girl. But it was only a year or two until I hit puberty too. I was afraid. I prayed even more fervently that I would never develop breasts.

At some point Kanka learned that her son was being not only molested and regularly raped by Sri Galima, the other headmaster, and she packed up all her kids and left. She was nice enough to take Tyaga with her. Tyaga told me before she left about Manihar molesting her and then later what Kanka found out about all the boys getting molested regularly. I understood why they were leaving. Only it was so strange that she was leaving cause her kid was being molested yet she found it ok to beat children up regularly. It was a crazy feeling when she left cause I was so happy that she left but was so sad that Tyaga left with her.







Sankirtan
Around the time that the older girls were all getting married, the time came when they felt I was old enough to go on sankirtan. I was just going on 10. At least i wasnt 11 or i would have had to have gotten married.
I had to go to the Sankirtan house and have an interview with Dharmatma. He was sleezy and I felt like he was trying to figure out how to hit on me while i was trying to figure out how his whole operation worked, that these women worked for him and also were his mistresses.
And if I worked for him was i going to have to be a mistress too?
i knew there were some women who were not involved with him like that.
Maybe i could be one of those. I would never let him put his hands on me.
I was thinking all this through the interview.
But I let my curiosity lead me to see what this whole thing was about.
I was up for a new experience.
They sent me out with Gopashyam Priya.
We drove into a parking lot of a large store. She gave me my fake badge and a big leather bag with some stickers in it. She explained the whole procedure to me.
I was to approach each person i saw and say the following...
"Excuse me, sir, (or Ma'am)
I have to issue you a citation!"
What? they would naturally exclaim?
Yes, because we caught you having too much today!
They would laugh.
Then we pull out the sticker and hand it to them.
It brilliantly said I LOVE YOUR SMILE!
Which would melt them. Who wouldnt want that?
Then we would pitch them
"Actually, we are raising money for this program to feed the poor and help kids get off drugs , meals on wheels. etc...if you can donate anything it would be so helpful!"
We have these hats for $10 too."

I wasnt ready for the hats. She wanted to start me on the stickers first to get me warmed up.
As soon as she walked off to go do her thing, i noticed the huge store. I had never seen anything like it. The only store i saw was the small Ma Eddie's corner store in town that Kutila would sometimes drive us to when she was upset.

This one was huge. I went inside. It was like a dream. Everything you could imagine was there on those shelves. Shelves and shelves of treasures of all kinds.

I thought about the girls back home and how they would never even get to see such amazing things. Like a tree that you could hang on earrings on. Only we didnt own any earrings and werent even allowed to wear earrings. I decided i should bring some home. I put some earrings and the tree in my bag and walked out of the store.

In the foyer, I saw a little sticker machine with Betty Boop stickers. I didnt know who she was but she was sure cute. It was 25 cents for a page of stickers. I bought it. Happily!
And noticed that nobody had stopped me from leaving the store with the earrings.
So i decided to get some more and went back in the store. There were so many girls and some would be sad if i got some for a few of them. I went back to the jewelry aisle and grabbed a few more pairs of earrings and stuffed them in my bag. Trying to count the girls in my head to make sure i had enough for all of them. I was trying to get a pair for all the girls, even the girls i didnt like so much.

Good thing I didnt have the hats yet so that I had space in my bag.

Feeling satisfied, I left the store. Exiting, Betty Boop caught my attention again and i stopped to buy some more stickers. These were for me. I didnt know what i would do with them besides hide them but at least I could have them secretly.

As I stuck them in my bag, a strong hand gripped my shoulder from behind. I turned around to see a very large woman with short hair, wearing a brown uniform.

"Come with me, young lady," she said.

Oh boy, i was busted. I was trying to think of what i could say or do to get out of it and there was nothing. Nothing at all.

They asked all kinds of questions. And i tried to cover the fact that we had come to raise money cause that was one thing they had trained me in. But i had to tell them where i was from.
They wanted to know who i was with. They found her out in the parking lot.
Turned out we were in Ohio, a few hours from our commune in West Virginia. They tried to reach my father but there was no way on the commune. So they took me to a juvenile detention center.

They put me in a cold cement room with a bench and I cried and screamed cried and screamed and cried and would not stop screaming. I was really terrified. The demons had me. I didnt know what they were going to do with me and i was trapped. It was so cold in there, my skin was turning blue.

There may have been a mic in the room where they could hear me because after a couple hours of me screaming and crying, they came and opened the door and let me out. They led me in to a room across from their front desk which had a glass wall so they could see me, and a bed with a mattress and it even had magazines. I appreciated the upgrade and stopped crying.
A few hours after being in this room, my father showed up and got me out.

On the drive back home, he said, "Why did you steal?"
I said, "Because i wanted to get gifts from the outside world for my friends."
He said, "Next time you want something, just ask me. You dont have to steal it. I will buy it for you!"
"Wow, really?" I couldnt believe my ears/
"Anything?" I asked/
"Yes, most anything."
My father was so wonderful. He didnt punish me but just let me know that he really does love me.
He brought me back to the ashram and they never let me go out and do sankirtan again or clean the sankirtan house.

A few times after that, I would tell my dad, I really want some candy. And he would buy it for me and bring me to the store in town to get some. I would happily share it with all the girls. I was so happy and proud to get candy from my dad without having to get molested for it.




After Frazers til leaving
After Kutila and Kanka left, the ashrams were dissolving and new teachers were being put into position but the authorities really didnt know what to do with me. And with good reason, I was getting more and more rebellious and wasnt going to take any more crap from some new teacher.
They sent me to live with a favorable older karmi lady named Roberta in Fairmont West Virginia.
They decided to give me my own room in the temple. It was the same room we first had school in years ago with Ruci. Many of the older girls would come and crash there with me after their late nights out with the boys.
I would go visit Bhava in her apartment down the hill. We would sneak watching soap operas with her kids running around. I loved her daughter had my birthday and maybe thats why I loved her. Alot of boys and girls would hang out and then she would ask them all to leave but secretly would tell a few people they could come back. Even though i was the youngest, i was one of the lucky ones who got to stay. I used to feel bad for the ones she was trying to get rid of like Jayananda. She was having an affair with Chaits even though she was married. I knew about this and didnt care. And maybe cause she knew I didnt care she let me hang out.
One day, Chaits and I ran into each other at the temple and were on our way there at the samet ime so we walked downt he road together and went down the shortcut that cut through the bushes and let out onto the muddy trail.
Very soon after, I ran into my dad who was laying under the engine of one of his cars, fixing something. This was later to be discovered as one of his favorite pastimes.
"So somebody was saying they saw you in the bushes with Chaits the other day."
It was a rare moment for my dad to call me out on anything and I appreciated it so much that even though it wasnt true, or wasnt at all what it looked like, I let him go on.
He said, "You know what I said to them? I said, Well at least shes not a lesbian."
In saying that, he was letting me know there were other rumors that he was trying to defend me from. I never told him well actually I like girls and boys too. But i got the feeling he would rather i liked boys than girls. That that was more acceptable.
One night I was hanging out and it was getting later so I was going to sleep over, Dharmaraja was over watching tv upstairs. He called me upstairs where he was lying down watching a small black and white tv.
"Can you give me a massage?" he asked as if it was the most normal thing in the world, though i had only touched a boy a few times and every single time it led to something just like the lectures had always predicted.
So here we go again. i knew what was in store.
I started massaging him. He turned around and embraced me. We kissed and that was it. My heart was his. Lust for him got a hold on me and swept me away. All i could think about was being with him.
I tried to think about other boys, get magazines about movie starb oys but i couldnt take my mind off him.
We started listening to worldly music. Every song became to him. Starting with YOU FOUND OUT I HAVE GOT A CRUSH ON YOU
And I THINK I LOVE YOU FROM HEAD TO TOE
All the girls liked him though and he played it with alot of them. He got together with Vishnurati and they wore shirts that said RESERVED. I was so jealous. He would never tell anyone he liked me but I knew he did.
The boys would go to football practice in Dharmaraja's SUV that he bought with the gurus money. Sometimes hed take us all. and let us watch. I was totally in love with his butt, his power, his charm and his testosterone type a leadership skills with the boys.



the rebellion-entering the tunnel of darkness in minneapolis
Urban Training Minneapolis
One day, I was walking aimlessly with nothing to do as i often did, up the brick road past the swan lake, wishing I knew what to do with myself, when I saw my pitas van driving towards me. Sumati was sitting in the passenger seat, looking straight ahead, pretending not to see me. I called out to him to stop.
“Where are you going, pita?” I asked.
“Minneapolis,’ he said, proudly with both hands on the steering wheel. “We’ve been asked to go start a preaching center there.”
“Wait. What about me?” I asked in a shock.
No response. He gripped the steering wheel with both hands.
“You weren’t just going to leave me here, were you?”
Sumati kept silent. My father was obviously flustered as if he hadn’t really given it any thought yet.
“Well, why not? You can stay here. You don’t want to help start a preaching center, do you?” He could be so sarcastic, my father.
“No I don’t but you are not just leaving me here. No way!! You can’t do that. I am coming with you! You are my father, whether you like it or not.” I said willfully.
“No, you are not coming. I have already renounced you long back”, he said resolutely.
Forcefully, I opened the side door to the van and to their horror, I got in.
“Look, you are not leaving me here with these people anymore. You are have to take me with you.”
Realizing how obstinate I was going to be about this, and that it was futile to fight with me about it, he stepped on the gas and proceeded driving. Sumati was chanting the mantra so fervently on her beads, it sounded like a buzzing fly that was driving me nuts. I could hear the fear in her voice of what she was going to have to deal with having me there. As we drove up the hill, past the Srila Prabhupada’s Palace of Gold, past all the acres of lands, all the ashram houses we lived in, past the cows and barns and temple buildings, past the town store, past the rolling hills of West Virginia and out into the real world, I felt more and more free. So happy I was finally getting out of the commune, even if it meant choosing the demon world over the hell I found there. I was also glad to be getting away from Dharmaraja even if my dad didn’t want me. At least he was my ticket out of there.
Testing testing
I remembered how many times my father used to joke with his friend about that kid that got held for ransom and the parents wouldn’t pay it because he didn’t want him back. He would say I was like that. I realized now he wasn’t joking. He really didn’t want me. But I was not going to let him off the hook so easily. I couldn’t bear to be in that commune another day anyway.
“Look, he told me, as we drove through Ohio. “We are going there just to start a Hare Krishna preaching center, so if you don’t help us, you are really on your own. If you are coming just to get into maya, I will not support that.”
“I want to go to school Pita,” I told him.
“To a karmi school? Well you’re on your own then. We are not going to support you doing that.”
“Fine,” I said. “I don’t care!”
After we had driven for some hours, listening to their japa and lectures on tape, I asked, “Dad, you said before that you would buy me what I needed. Will you at least buy me some normal clothes to wear to school?” I asked him.
“Lets see,” he said and onwards we drove in the silence.
The preaching center was a nice big yellow and white Victorian house a block from the center of Uptown. It was across the street from Hennepin-Lake Liquors and a big Blockbuster.
He took me to Kmart, and Walmart and I bought what I could.
Except for a couple months when I lived at a woman named Robertas in Fairmont, WV and watched TV straight for hours everyday, I had never seen TV or watched movies, so I had no idea how to dress or do my hair. I had a pair of stonewashed jeans and a heavy metal t-shirt which is what everyone in ‘Hicksville’, West Virginia wore but I didn’t even know they were hicks then.
When I got to Anwantin Junior High, I was in major cultural shock. I had never seen so many different kinds of people with different styles, all the cliques, all the kinds of kids, I was overwhelmed and didn’t know where I could fit in. I learned there were stoners, preppies, gangsters,
I felt like an alien, like I was just a big pair of eyes from another planet taking in this foreign environment of the land of karmis, or demons.
Maybe this world was truly one of demons that treat other people in that way.
When I took the bus home from school, three big tough girls got off the bus and then one very quickly beat the crap out of another girl and then they all got back on the bus. I was scared they would do the same to me. When I got off at my stop, one followed me.
I was terrified and walked faster up the block to my house. I was trying to listen to see if her footsteps had sped up as well. I couldn’t tell. I turned to go to my house (the preaching center) and when I got to the door, I was relieved to see she had kept walking. After entering the house, I peeked out the window to see where she went. She entered the house two doors down. Must be her house.
The next day when I went to wait for the bus, there she was freshly bathed with her curly hair styled. She wore her coat off her shoulders, and the way she stood totally relaxed somehow exaggerated her bow-leggedness. I was so glad that she ignored me. It seemed an eternity of silence until the bus finally came.
In school, I seemed to get hit all at once with too much information of the history of the USA, of all kinds of horrible atrocities that happened in this country that I had never been made aware of before, like slavery and the slaughter of Native Americans. Although we were being taught from the government’s perspective, something like an alarm in my intuition alerted me to the lies behind the stories. I felt like I could smell bs and I was terribly saddened for the people who had suffered at the hands of our nation. Recently someone pointed out to me that it is probably because I learned about it when I was older and so I wasn’t so conditioned with the bs. When we watched the movie, Roots in class, I was beside myself to learn about all the slavery. I cried. Nobody seemed to understand why I was crying. They had all known about it for so long.
A beautiful Hispanic girl named Julia befriended me during class through passing little notes. She invited me to the hill behind school to drink some Earnest & Julias brandy with her. We started going more and more often to get drunk and giggle about nothing and suddenly everything would seem like it was going to be just fine. Talking to her, I tried to learn about the social structures and customs. Sometimes her sister would come too.
Coming home one afternoon, the big girl who lived two doors down followed me again but this time, she caught up with me and talked to me.
“Hey, so you’re my neighbor?”
“Yea”, I said, too scared to even look at her.
“Do you want to come over?” she asked.
Pause. “Sure’, I said, too afraid to say no.
“Im Olivia,” she said with a charming smile.
“Im Ali,” I said, giving her the new name I chose to use to try to blend in and hide my strange one. Ali was the girl character in the Karate Kid, one of the handful of movies I had seen, and I thought she was pretty cool.
Olivia’s place was dark and empty except some couches and beds. Her step dad Randy was there but was on his way out, leaving her with her baby brother to take care of.
“Stop crying Max!” she said annoyed, rolling her eyes.
Then she rolled up a joint. Lighting and puffing it, she then handed it to me, “Here have some.”
The smoke made the air a little less tense and more soft. Still I felt awkward and scared and just wanted to go home. I felt like Olivia was never going to let me go. We talked for a while. She was half-Native American and her family struggled a lot because of all that had happened to her people. She talked about boys a lot and let me hear her favorite rap songs.
“Do you like rap?” She asked.
“Sure,” I said.
She started playing all her favorite rap songs for me. I liked the rhythm.
She was being nice but after seeing how she beat up people at school, I was still scared.
Finally her mom came home and started getting on her case about something so I made an excuse to leave that my dad wanted me home, even though it was the farthest thing from the truth.
My father was completely consumed with his mission of spreading Krishna Consciousness. He was an incredible artist, doing oil paintings, with real-life renderings of Krishna’s pastimes, many of which he copied exactly from other ISKCON artists. You would not be able to tell the difference. I never understood why he didn’t just do his own originals. When I asked him, he said, “You learn more through copying.” He had a humility and a quiet way about him, which I really admired but the longing to connect with him and for him to care about me and take care of me would get the best of me and I would sometimes get so frustrated.
I would fly into a rage about the past which seemed to still be continuing. “Whether you like it or not, you are a father. How can you just abandon your kid like that?”
I never realized he may just be copying the same father modeling he got from his dad, who never showed him any affection. His parents were poor farmers in British Columbia, Canada and really only had children so that they could have some extra hands to help them out on the farm. I didn’t realize my father never knew any more love than what he was offering. I was starving for love so much that I just assumed everyone got more love than what I was getting.
A couple nights a week, my father cooked huge feasts for the many guests of his little temple, people I wanted to have nothing to do with. Sometimes the guests would help him cook too and then they would try to talk to me. His favorite things to make were pakoras, tomato eggplant subji, and laddus. These were all my favorite things to eat. I would come and get the food and take it up to my room. Sometimes I would try to help him cook too, but usually I would end up getting frustrated with the strangers trying to talk to me, or mad about the cold and mean way Sumati was treating me or how he was ignoring me. Sometimes I would lose my temper and start yelling at him that he should try to be more like a father and then storm up to my room in the attic to lose myself in whatever way I could. He wouldnt connect with me at all, so I would go into rages to get his attention- yelling seemed to be the only way. or maybe it was the only thing I had ever learned. He would give me his credit card to take myself shopping for school clothes and supplies.
I didnt know how to dress so id end up looking alot like a prostitute, trying to copy cosmos sexy looks which were for women over 30. The kids would make fun of me no matter what I wore. But i didnt know what to do differently.
I had totally decked out my cute attic room with all the creature comforts I was never allowed to have at the ashram. I had nets on the ceiling, a blacklight, a papasan lounge chair and a comfy bed and every inch of the walls were covered with cutout pictures from every teendream magazine that I could get my hands on. Tom Cruise, Rob Lowe, Ralph Macchio, Madonna, Axel Rose, and every other hot movie and music star of the eighties were my new deities.
My goal was understanding and merging with this new culture, even if it was a demon culture, which my father and Sumati couldn’t stand so it made them even more closed down to me.
i made a resolve that if thats what people become like from chanting Hare Krishna and being hippocrites of devotees i didnt want to become like them and i would rather be with the demons.
western culture, drugs, alcohol, cool, make up masks, hip, friends. describe my cultural education or self-homeschooling via the media..societal conditioning by choice''''the real cult. television culture, soap operas, I watched soap operas and as many hours of television as possible every day and as many movies as I could rent from the Blockbuster across the street.
magazines, I experimented with different ways to do my hair, curling iron and lots of hairspray, played with makeup, fashion, music, some of the music I had ordered from Columbias cassette deals, something like $1 for 20. I was educating myself. I had a lot of catching up to do. Dreamed Whitney Houston picked me up in her limo in the alley behind my house, she confided to me that all her songs were actually about God, especially the Greatest Love.
shoplifted, drank outside during school, guns, mace, gangsters, Reaction, rebellion, no escape,
Even though I had a lot of anger, I was so open to exploring pretty much everything that came to me. I was also obsessed with fitting in and ebing accepted, finding a place or group to belong to.
Well almost. One black boy on my bus came and sat next to me and asked me to have sex with him, and when I said no, he made an announcement to the whole bus that I was racist and didn’t like black guys.
dharmaraja, dove into demons world, intro to, sex, alcohol, longing for love turned into lust-explore how this happens-bullies, fill the hole, ignorance is bliss-which is why I would later take drugs to block out what I knew to be true. I wasnt worried about losing brain cells because I felt too smart for my own good anyway. I just needed to numb the pain, tattos on face-dad, i dont care if you want to put shit on your face,-= or be in maya , i tried to commit suicide- with asprin or tylenol.
olivia, mushrooms- scared my friends bad.
I brought my dad home books on discipline from the library and beg him to read them. He never read them.
ate meat- peer pressure, cause my worst nightmare used to be if someone was forcefeedig me meat- so I decided to face my fear and do it myself- I ate ribs first- it was so disgusting, I could feel the muscle tissue and threads with my mouth, I started to imagine that lovely cow walking around and now I was eating it and I felt so sad. later I also tried bologne sandwich one night when I was drunk and another time when I was drunk I had a beef taco- and then I was done- never again.
Punk rock
Squatting in abandoned houses, buildings and parking lots, protesting the police and government, Mark Ganzer, golden skin and golden Mohawk, Native American connection
would watch peta videos and videos of what they actually did to the animals in the slaughterhouse and I would try to show everyone, but no-one cared. wanted to save the helpless animals, never knew how to do anything to help anyone or anything.
burdened by the state of the world- felt like it was splitting me in two down the core.. found out about native americans, african americans, racism, slavery, mc donalds, the evil in our government, it was all too much to bear...
read books like george orwells 1984 about big brother and realized that society was just another cult. a cult based ont he media who was dedicated to controlling you so you could never be happy or they would never be able to sell you all that stuff. and the governemnet who would not be abe to do as they pleased, if they had to deal with people who actually thought for ourselves. the medical establishments are funded by the pharmaceutical companies who are invested in keeping u susick so we buy drugs and need surgery. hated stepmom angry at mother, angry at world. punks, acid, panhandling, anti govt protests, squatting, bitter winter cold, dad, runaway,
i often would practice living as if i only had six months to live...to stay present and excited and brave.
Talked to Tyaga on the phone sometimes but it didn’t help. She seemed to be having a great life and I felt like a fish out of water. Felt so estranged from everyone and everything.
rasabihari found my dad somehow- to this day cant figure out how.
My dad decided it was time for another trip to LA.- san diego, mindy, robbery, heroin, accepted no realiton with dad-
until one fine day i walked into a huge blockbuster video store and realized i had seen almost every movie there...my education of the world was complete. i was ready to start living my own life, rather than living vicariously through others experiences, especially since hardly any of them were even that inspiring... i was bored with the options presented for life.. I was ready to really start living...
on my own til dad moved to boulder. Job van crash
looking for love in all the wrong places.

Reaction, rebellion, no escape, dharmaraja, forced dad to take me, dove itno demons world, intro to western culture, drugs, alcohol, cool, make up masks, hip, friends, sex, alcohol, longing for love turned into lustt-explore how this happens-bullies, fill the hole, ignorance is bliss-which is why I would later take drugs to block out what I knew to be true. iwasnt worried about losing brain cells because I felt too smart for my own good anyway. I just needed to numb the pain, looking for love in all the wrong palces, brought dad home books on discipline fromt he library which he would never read, hed paint all day
and cook feasts at night for all the guests of his temple which i wanted to have nothing to do with..he wouldnt connect with me so i would yell and scream at him- rages to get his attention- yelling seemed to be the only way. or maybe it was the only thing i had ever learned. he would give me his credit card to take myself shopping for school clothes and books. didnt know how to dress so id end up looking alot like a prostitute, trying to copy cosmos sexy looks which were for women over 30 -i didi nt know. kids woulmake fun of me but i didnt know the difference- or what to do differently.peer pressure, ate meat-cause my worst nightmare usd to be if someone was forcefceedig me meat- so I decided to face my fear and do it myself- I ate ribs first- it wzx so disgusting, I could feelt he muscle tissue and threads with my mouth, I started to imagine that lovely cow walking around and now I was eating it and I felt so sad. later I also tried bologne sandwich one night when I was drunka nd another time when I was drunk I had a beef taco- adnd then I was done- never again., shoplifted, drank outside during school, guns, mace, gangsters, olivia, minneapoills , mushrooms- scared my friends bad..decorated my wall with movie stars and rockstars- the deities of the culture- tom cruise and axl rose. found out about native americans, african americans, racism, slavery, mc onalds, the evilin our government, it was all too much to bear...read books like george orwells 1984 about big brother and realized that society was just another cult. a cult based ont he media who was dedicated to controlling you so you could never be happy or they would never be able to sell you all that stuff. and the governemnet who would not be abe to do as they pleased, if they had to deal with people who actually thought for ourselves. the medical establishments are funded by the pharmaceutical companies who are invested in keeping u susick so we buy drugs and need surgery. tattos on face-dad, i dont care if you want to put shit on your face,-= or be in maya , i tried to commit suicide- with asprin or tylenol. rasabhiari found my dad somehow- to this day cant figure out how. hated stepmom angry at mother, angry at world.punks, acid, panhandling, anti govt protests, squatting, bitter winter cold, dad, runaway, house van crash
burdened by the state of the world- flet like it was splitting me in two down the core.. wanted to save the eanimals, especialyt he tigers- never knew how to do anything to help anyone or anything..
la- san diego, mindy, robbery, heroin, accepted no realiton with dad-on my own til dad moved to boulder
describe my cultural education or self-homeschooling via the media...
societal conditioning by choice''''the real cult. television culture, soap operas, magazines, hair, makeup, fashion, music,
searching for healing, colorado and eugene
colorado, selfinquiry starts deeper, who am i what am i here to do? wow- you can get paid to do massage- too young, got sober for 6 months, quit smoking, yoga, calisthenics, flower essences, was going to learn from alakananda but freaked out,
*moved to boulder- fromt he first day i got there, i felt at home.. it was snowy that day and sunny but i felt so comfotable and cared for somehow by no-one and nothing- just an energy in that place- that i knew i belonged.
*met astra-one super cool chick-could talk to anyone-taught me how to dress, how to socialize and also how to be sleep around- spent hours at the cafe everyday and then parties on the hill all night til we ended up in others beds and then would reconvene the next day- all was well and fine til we started doing heroin and astra started getting addiced. my dad had preaching center there and hundreds of people came twice a week, and many came over every day to hang out.. all the loafers had a place to come loaf. it drove me crazy so i had to get out.
*got run over by car-no guar (one of my favorite hard core punk bands) show, doctors said i may not ever walk again- i difiantly disagreed- astra never showed up to the hospital to see me-realized she was not a true friend but couldnt believe it. major depression, hard core painkillers, sumati showed up, art came back during recovery til i could walk again then i was back with astra hobbling around the hill on my crutches, with a smoke in one hand and a beer cup int he other. got an apt with astra. got addicted tot he painkillers from my accident. started september school for a while but hen the drugs keep t me from committing to going enough, even though i absolutely loved it. we went to mexico to score prescription painkillers. started getting heroin from a friend and everything went downhill. met todd- when i had my broken leg- he could relate- about that and art but not much else...he was an epitomy of an asshole. and drunk too.. how many late night drunk calls to come over. he made me swear off men forever.
7
realized the emptiness of life in boulder- everyone going nowhere but down- moved to denver to get serious about my life- went to massage school- had an empowering astrology reading. y ou can do anything. enrolled in massage schoolw ith money from accident which dad found a way to get.- played like i was rich for a month or two just to try ti out.. and gave dad a 4th, paid for school and blew the rest.
self-healing started.. replaced cigarettes with water-straw. hakomi integrative somatics, certificate of distinction.. intuition in bodywork apparent. rukminis expereince of me blowing herbs into her mouth first time i did craniosacral.
 
8 worked at colorado collection, surrounded by beauty, fine gemstone jewelry and beautiful friends who all looked like supermodels and, pulled me back into partying through going out dancing and playing pool..smoked only when i drank.. had some more meaningless sexual encounters as inspired by them to pick up guys when we went out.. and then i fell in love with a gril- but it didnt laast long- her neediness was pulling me into the same dynamic but i felt i was on the other side.i had nothing to give. sisters came to visit- i treated them like little princesses but my friends let them get drunk
when i got out of massage school, i started making really good money. got a nice apartment and started seeing private clients. work flowed. dad left sumati officially, then it didnt work out with june, she tried to killh erself, then he met kalndi, she was nice but very competitive with me. only 6 years older. pissed at dad, he couldnt even consider me and be with someone who could be like a mother to me- continued to party to assuage my loneliness and depression.. started feeling more and more tired, party from the partying, partly form allergies and also partly from deep depression and longing. reaching out to men to fill me and left feeling more empty.
Everyone you see, you say to them,“Love me.” Of course you do not do this out loud;
Otherwise, Someone would call the cops. Still though, think about this, This great pull in us To connect.; Why not become the one Who lives with a full moon in each eye That is always saying, With that sweet moon Language, What every o...ther eye in this world Is dying to Hear. - Hafiz
toronto
offer from uncle patrick and uant albina to move to toronto... 
dinners with them uner fuschia palnt on th deck.. couldnt handle his need to control me, even the way i picked up and read a book...
connected with cousin chantal who appreciated me as much a i appreciated her , even tho we were sloppy dunk expressing it.
acting school- learning how to act- just wanted to know how to be in the world
did landmark forum, forgave mom through a letter, the group flew her out- it was a huge healing for us where i got over my embarrassment and anger at her and accepted her in public.
met richard at a night club- fight with family because they didnt want me going out and they wanted me to have same rules as their nine year old to set a good example- not possible..plus they turned out t be ra cist.. i moved out into an ultra-cool house with u tra-hip beautiful people.. all models and musicians.but they worked at the nightclub at night so the house was so noisy at odd ours it would drive me nuts cause i had a regular daytime job... fought with him alot and yet i wanted to have his baby- or any baby.. a huge urge sprung up in me to have a baby..
luckily i told my dad about it on the phone and he advised against it-saying i probably just needed to do more with my life- he suggested i come and move back with him and kalindi this time and go back to school. they were living in oregon. it seemed synchronistic to give oregon another chance- maybe this time it would work...
instead my dad and kalindi ended up having a baby.
 
 
 
eugene
trip to europe at 22- just say yes
My friend JJ invited to me to Spain with her that summer.  I told her I didn't have the money and she said, "Well, then just manifest it!" Somehow after all the Deepak Chopra and Shakti Gawain books about Creative Visualization and Mind Over Matter,  the possibility awakened.  I felt the least I could do was to take a risk and try. I had nothing to lose.
JJ and I had already manifested the most beautiful office space for our Bodywork office on 5th Street, the most affluent street in our sweet, tiny town of Eugene. We worked a lot there and at the Raven, but still just made enough to pay the bills and fund our light partying on the side.  My life felt like it was missing something. I wanted to expand my horizons-getting out of the US and seeing the world felt essential.  It had been a long time that I had been dreaming about going to Europe, especially France. I had watched all the good French movies until one day I realized they were a little on the depressing side. I had been studying French in college for a year already. I loved it. Maybe I was ready to go try to live it.
office on 5th street with jj. trip to europe with free eurail pass won by my friends at karaoke party beginning of manifestation. entrance of jupiter. always tired, body allergies, liver fried,
One day, a comedic movie star came in for a massage. We had a connection and went on a few dates while he was in town filming. He ended up coaching me,  encouraging me to 'Just do it!' about anything I was thinking about doing. He said it drives him crazy when he sees people not pursue their dreams for one excuse or another. Of course to him, it was much easier, but he didnt see it this way. He challenged me to just make it happen.
Armed with nothing but a longing for faith in something beyond what I could see, I set my heart on embarking on this journey. I had no idea how. I  decided I was going to see if the Universe was really alive and interactive, a Higher Intelligence guiding me along and felt like testing the Universal Consciousness's Love for me to see how it helped me. 
Within no time, I got excited at just the thought of doing something i hadn't even thought possible. I started telling people, "Im going to Europe..." just to practice believing it by breaking through my own blocks about it and open the space of potential within me. 
On my lunch break one day, i was browsing in a store down the hall, with exotic imported clothing.  
In a playful mood, I wrapped a beautiful light green scarf around my neck and told the shopgirl, "Im looking for a scarf to wear in Paris."
"Oh nice. I have lived in Paris. When are you going?" she asked.
"Im not sure yet...I dont have my ticket yet." I said.
"Well, before you get it, go see my boyfriend Charlie at Council Travel.  He can help you get a better price."
When I went into meet Charlie, he said I should wait to get my ticket, which wasnt hard to do since I had no money anyway. He said since Council Travel was a new travel agency, they were having a Grand Opening karaoke party in a week...and would be giving a way a free trip to Europe. He recommended I try to win it first before buying my ticket. He didn't realize that was actually the only way I would get to go.
I told all my friends and invited them to the bar that night...they were all more than happy to come and drink and do karaoke. They all wanted to help me win it and bought tickets. I had never done karaoke and was nervous as anything but sang I WILL SURVIVE.  It was so fun. When they announced the winning ticket, we all checked our tickets. No.
But then Jean realized there was one laying on the floor and picked it up. JJ realized it was hers that she had accidentally dropped. They checked it. It was IT! The winning ticket!!
 Loud cheers!! YAYYY!!!! They said it didn't matter whose ticket it was anyway because they both had wanted to give it to me anyway. JJ already had her ticket to Europe which her mom had paid for and Jean couldn't go because she was too deep in her university studies. They both handed it to me with huge sparkling smiles!
I was so happy. When I went back into Council Travel to book, it I found out I also got a week-long all-expense paid tour of London, France, Amsterdam and Belgium. As well as a free monthlong Europass.
The Grace had begun~with a simple intention to move forward out of my little bubble. One step and the universe took a hundred to meet me with open arms... I would show the Universe a hallmark of my trust by saying Yes to everything that presented itself, No matter what it was. If the Universe was conscious and Divine, it would protect me and I could feel safe anywhere I found myself.  It was essentially to cultivate this trust, or to give the Universe a chance to prove itself, I decided to say YES to everything that met me along the way. Everything...
I brought my massage chair. I had fantasies of setting up outside of cute markets and massaging Europeans. It didnt work at all, between my shyness and their traditional conventions, it did not feel like a good idea.
i carried my massage chair and a suticase full of superhip clothes all around, up subways and on ferries. it was way too many clothes but i couldnt give up my attachment to dressing good.
Almost as soon as we got there, My friend JJ got a job on a cruiseship doing massage. Her mom lived in a suburb of Burgos. I got so bored there. I had to keep moving. Suddenly I was wandering around Europe with no money, I could only afford to eat very little in Paris and anyway, they give you very little. 
was so excited to be in Paris, after all those French movies and classes, but once there, my accent was apparently so bad, i couldnt even order a sandwich and the people seemed completely intolerant of my attempts to speak their language. they were not only not amused, they seemed positively disdainful that i couldnt get it right. i was 
living off a baguette and a bottle of mustard trying to stay on the train but getting awoken and kicked off by cops and a german sheperd cus the train had ended its route.
 ectasy in holland,  morrocans on the train, 8 dollar ice-cream in paris, couldn't afford to go into any the museums o c utlrual experiences
waterskiing off a yacht in Mallorca,
spain couldnt keep up with the late nights
dancing at clubs in england
vacationing on suffolk coast
wanted badly to go to greece but didnt have enough money
saying yes to everything in europe- except to hard with jj and all her flirting. jetskiing in spain.worked tilt he morroccans on train but was still taken care of. even when i was stranded in the rain rain rain..beginning of trusting a higher consciousness and playing with it..went home.
 
Sub kuch milega- everything is possible!
 
 
 
*My first trip to amritapuri
My first trip to Amritapuri
I remember while I was still at the program, I went and met Swamini Amma while she was working in the jewelery stand. I am not sure why I asked her this but I asked if she thought I should take up my friends offer to buy me a ticket to India.
She said, "Definitely! Its a once-in a lifetime opportunity."
Her enthusiasm for it sparked my curiosity and within a few days, with I was on a plane to India.  China Air had the cheapest last-minute flights. The seats were tiny and I was in the middle, but it didn’t matter because I was so excited that I was finally going back to India after all these years of dreaming about it.
On the plane, I flipped through the in-flight magazine from the seat pocket in front of me. I came across a short article that caught my interest. It talked about how every morning at sunrise, a group of people got together in a park in Mumbai to laugh, just for a body/mind exercise and to greet the new day with laughter! I thought this was such a wonderful, novel idea that I wanted to join them, so I wrote down the name of the park and the address. Since I was getting in around midnight, I would go look for this park in the morning.
When I got to customs, I must have been feeling a bit cheeky, because when it asked to state my reasons for coming to India, I replied, “To be a student of Laughter.”
When I got my bags, I saw some bus stands and decided to take an Ali Akbar bus to Kerala.  It was a 30-hour straight shot. Why not?  Would be a nice way to see the scenery of India.
The bus wasn’t leaving until ten the next day, so I had time to go look for this laughter club in Mumbai. I went all around the city in a taxi looking for the address of this park but I could not find the group of people laughing.
I got back to the airport just in time to board the bus to Kerala. As I got on, I noticed that every single other passenger boarding was a man, an Indian man. I stuck out like a sore white-girl-hippie-thumb. I was a little bit nervous, even though it takes a lot to make me scared.  As I took a step up onto the bus, a torn piece of newspaper by my foot caught my attention. It was a beautiful depiction of Devi. I picked it up and took it to my seat with me.
I stuck the picture in the window where I could see Devi and feel that She was with me, protecting and guiding me. I looked down the length of the bus behind me, full of thirty Indian men, and then turned to Devi saying, “It’s just you and me, Devi!”
We drove all night, stopping only once or twice for a pee-break in the open fields on the side of the road. I had to find a place as far as I could from the men, so it took me longer.
Just before dawn, we stopped for breakfast. While I looked at the menu, in awe of all the different dishes, I noticed everyone else was already eating. They ate so fast with their hands that, by the time my food came out, they were already getting back on the bus.  I tried to eat fast while they waited.
When I came out of the restaurant a huge, glowing red sun, rising low and slow on the dusty horizon greeted me. Next to the bus, it looked just as wide. It was so red and beautiful, this orb of bright light—the sun of pure consciousness. I felt it was Devi letting me know She was seeing me. It reminded me of the large round kumkum mark Amma was wearing the last time I had seen Her, when She had been dressed as Devi. This mark represented the third eye of awareness, which sees between the veils. She’s with me.
After quickly making my pranams, I hustled back into the bus with all the men, and we continued the journey down south.
Only after the bus driver asked me where I was going in Kerala did I realize I hadn’t written down the exact address of the ashram. 
“You, where?” He peered at me.
It took me a moment to understand what he was asking and to realize he didn’t mean where I was from, but where I was going.
 “Amma’s ashram.” I smiled.
“Amma who?” He looked very perplexed. We tried the same conversation over and over a few times but couldn’t get any further. That was the extent of his English. (I also didn’t know then there were many Ammas in India.) He tried to get someone else to help with translating, but no one else on the bus seemed to know English either.
A lot has changed in India since my first trip!
“Mata Amritanandamayi Devi!!” I tried to explain, but that name wasn’t registering to any of them.
Later, I realized it was because my accent was off.
How silly of me that I didn’t take down the address of where I was going. I didn’t even write down the name of the town.  I was so spaced out at the time, in such a state of ??? that I really hadn’t even thought about it.
Now what?
I prayed to Amma. Hard.
We kept driving into the country of Kerala—the sun dancing on the green trees and open fields.
When we got to a city, the driver called me up to the front of the bus again and asked the same question, “You, where?”
 
Again, the same attempts to describe… “Amma’s ashram. Mata Amritanandamayi Math.”
The city whooshed by, the shops, cows and rickshaws— everything looked the same every block, except the billboards, which kept changing.  Suddenly, there was a big billboard with Amma’s face.
“There, that’s where!!” I pointed excitedly!
“Ahhh!” the driver exclaimed with a sigh of relief as recognition dawned on his face.
“Amma. Mata Amritanandamayi Devi!” he said the exact same names but somehow they sounded completely different. No wonder he didn’t understand me!
He let me out at a city bus stop, but not before asking another passenger also getting off the bus to help me get on the next bus to Amma’s. With grace, somehow, after 2 buses and one taxi more, I got to Amma’s ashram.
I got out of the taxi to see the tall pink buildings of the ashram sticking up over the coconut palms across a river. Every cell felt like celebrating and I felt a thrill in the core of my heart.
***
At the river’s shore, a man invited me into a small wooden fishing boat to take me across. I handed him my small suitcase first and then got in carefully trying not to tip the boat too much. Using a very long pole, he pushed me peacefully across the river. The peace and the quiet reserve of the boatman reminded me of the movie/book Siddhartha, in which the protagonist found peace within himself after becoming a boatman.
Every forward movement of the gliding boat towards the other shore reminded me of how bodhisattvas are dedicated to carry us across samsara to the other side-of liberation.
I checked in at the International office and was given a room on the 7th floor of a fourteen story coral-pink tower called the B building. From the balcony looking down, it was such a majestic and beautiful sight. I couldn’t believe where I was. Many pink buildings nestled like a womb in the center of a long peninsula of lush coconut palms. Solid green backwaters dotted with fishing boats nestled between the village and the vast blue Arabian Sea reminded me of Krishna and Ram on either side of the Goddess. In the center of the pink buildings sits the beautifully decorated temple with spire peaks and a diorama of Krishna leading Arjuna on the chariot towards dharma in front.
This ashram is a sanctuary where Amma welcomes Her children from around the whole world—each as important as the other. How perfect that it is pink—the color of the heart! This is a unique temple where the Goddess worships her devotees more than they are even capable of worshipping her. This is where a supreme Guru mother to her disciples, first and foremost. How blessed to have even found a female Guru. But even more blessed that She’ll be my mother first and guide me with love until I’m ready for discipline. Gratitude filled my heart for this heavenly temple of the Goddess inSouth India.
I felt so thankful that I had finally heard the call, and my hairs stood on end now that I was here.
 
 
From the stickers with Amma’s face in the elevator to the old faded posters hanging in dorm windows, all seemed to be alive with Amma’s presence. But it wasn’t just where her image was seen—I suddenly could feel Her super-consciousness everywhere. Granted, I was in a very hypersensitive state but I had never felt anything like this before in my life. The whole ashram seemed to be buzzing with Amma's awareness—as if Amma’s ubiquitous energy was everywhere at the same time. Even when I went to the toilet, I could feel Her powerful presence there with me. It was as if the cells of the walls were breathing as part of her divine body, or she was just a conscious part of the divine body that contained everything.
Later, I read that Amma specifically said the ashram is Her body, so it started to make more sense. All the buildings had actually been built up on a swampland that Amma, and whoever would join the work to help her, would fill with sand until it became solid ground. It was miraculous—swampland hand-filled by sand and love supporting fourteen-story buildings.
I was so relieved, feeling I finally had a place where I could just let go and cry. I had been trying to hold it together for so long, ever since Nakoda’s accident. Now, I couldn’t stop crying—grieving deeply over having lost so much—love, friendship and my mind, along with everything I thought I knew to be true.
Three days after arriving, I was sitting on the floor on the side of the huge bhajan hall, crying my eyes out during bhajans. From around the corner Julie approached me. Oh no, I thought, it was like the other shoe had dropped… here we go! It meant the drama was not over.
She said, “I left him. I couldn’t handle it anymore.”
Apparently, he crashed the new BMW motorcycle she had bought for him—on purpose—and was acting totally crazy.
“I put my stuff in your room,” she informed me with a smile. “The office pointed out your room as one of the only ones left with free space.”
O Lord, how could this be? I tried to hide my disappointment. We tried but after two days she moved next door, which was a huge relief for me.  She had been such a painful reminder of the waste I felt my life had become after giving all my love to someone who never loved me at all. But since she had paid for me to come, I felt like trying to help her. She needed a lot of attention and counseling. It was so uncomfortable for me to be comforting her when I was feeling so bereaved. But I could relate. In a way, we were in the same boat.
I tried to just focus my mind on spirituality and seva. I sensed so many healing blessings of the simple ashram lifestyle. I loved the act of washing my own laundry by hand and hanging it in the sky to dry in the sun and warm breezes.
From the tops of the buildings, high on the shakti,  you sometimes feel you are already touching the sky in Heaven or like you could fly.  I would sit there with my crystal mala, chanting my mantra with attention. I loved it here so much, that I kept wondering why Amma said I wouldn’t be able to stay very long. I thought I would prove Her wrong and stay there forever. It felt like a home that I never wanted to leave.
On days She wasn’t giving darshan all day into the evening, Amma would sing bhajans with all of us. She would lead with her musicians and we would sing after. It felt like Amma was singing to Krishna and Devi within us, like a Mother singing a lullaby to our souls...only it was to awaken us rather than put us to sleep. My childlike heart would sing back to its mother, crying to awaken into the bliss of pure love—so close that I could taste it and wanted to dive into it, to merge eternally in that Love and Bliss Awareness, to leave behind these mind-shadows of fear, to be free. This freedom from fear and negativity was the goal. The vibrations of Amma’s bhajans would lift me to soar high in the skies of Pure Love.
But still, even amidst all the bliss and love surrounding me, I couldn’t stop crying. It was as if I was shedding layers of negative vibrations and years of pain, anger and struggle. In my crying, I started tracing the sadness deeper to its roots in childhood, when I lost my parents and then lost my connection with God too.
I started feeling angry towards Amma for abandoning me. I couldn’t believe that She had been there all along, hiding from me and letting me suffer in darkness. Knowing she could read my every thought, I’d sit next to and cry, saying: WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN? How could you have abandoned me like that? She would turn to look at me and, seeing my agony, would shower me with rich motherly looks of affection.
One day, approaching Amma in the queue for darshan, , the grief and anger came up like a wave and I cried the whole way up.. When She took me in Her arms, Amma just held me close to Her body, soft like a cloud. I sobbed and sobbed. She just held me, and then looked into my eyes, as if to really see all I was feeling. She sighed deeply, communicating without words how much She understood. Then She took a tissue and wiped my tears away gently and carefully, with all the love in the world.
She told me to sit next to Her. I came around the corner of Her chair and tried to sit where someone had made a small space for me. As I sat, I felt the sensation of a sharp pinch. It hurt and burned like hell. Memories of childhood came up. I turned and saw a girl with long dark brown hair, sitting there calmly. She was smiling to herself about how she had just pinched me.
“There is no space here,” she said.
“Amma told me to sit,” I told her.
She shrugged her shoulders.
A couple weeks later, when I was ordering my food from the café, she was there taking my order.
“You will never last here,” she said wryly.
“Why would you say that?” I frowned.
“Because hippie types like you never last here,” she said, quite proud with her realization.
I tried my best to see Amma in her too, but it was difficult. Something in me wanted to fight back, to argue back: But you don’t know me, I may look like a hippie but I am not a hippie. I wish it were that simple. You don’t know who I am because I don’t even know who I am. Who am I?. I stared back at her. That’s why I am here!
I just focused my attention fully on Amma and what she offers at the ashram—this school where the guru teaches her disciples how to live love, how to practice patience, how to stretch to more and more flexibility with every situation, how to adjust our attitudes to change our reality by our thoughts so that we are immediately in heaven rather than hell.  My biggest challenge there was dealing with the thousands of people, most of whom also clamored to be near Amma.
Though it was peaceful up high on the buildings, down on the ground it was what Amma calls a rock tumbler. There were so many different kinds of people, all there for so many reasons. But what was obvious to me, whether they realized it or not, is that they were all there for healing. The wounded suffering I had sensed in humanity finally seemed to have a refuge and a hope for healing in the nourishment and soothing, centering energy of Amma’s love. Where else in the world could people come and receive motherly love, spiritual guidance and protection from the lower forces, both inner and outer?
 
Though I could feel Amma everywhere in the ashram, it was really hard to see Amma in the people. So I started practicing seeing Amma in the people too. Especially the ones who were in varying positions of authority that I felt were so mean, like Jani. In my childhood I developed a natural rebellion and disregard for authority, especially when they weren’t coming from love—or even intelligence.
I thought, Westerners in the ashram are all sick, and this is a place of refuge where they can heal their minds and find wholeness and divinity in the round liquid brown eyes of the Indians,
One week after I had come, I was doing my daily seva duty of cleaning the temple stairs, when  a strong feeling to forgive Nakoda rose up from within me. Why am I holding any of this against him? He has had a severe brain injury and doesn’t know what he feels about anything anyway. As I had these thoughts, with every brush of the broom, I started to feel I was cleaning the dirt of resentment from my heart so that he could still have a place there. The longing for his healing returned. As I swept the few remaining steps, a thought came, Why not welcome him here too, to Amma's heart temple of healing?
The next day, I was in my dorm with the strange roommate who was always in silence, laying on my bed journaling.  Out of nowhere, Nakoda comes sauntering towards me and sits down on the floor across from me, looking at me with so much love and happiness to see me, as if he is still my lover. I did not know how to respond. Has he already forgotten all that had transgressed between us?
 “Julie’s next door,” I reminded him.
“Oh, right,” he said and went next door.
He moved in with her. I tried to stay as clear of them as I could while he was there because he would still flirt with me when he saw me. Beyond our rational minds, some kind of love for each other in our energy fields would line up and resonate It was confusing to me and to other people as well. It was a deep love, but too deep and tragic for real life.
Nakoda was at the ashram all of a week before he decided to try to kill himself by jumping off the 7th floor balcony. Someone told me and I ran up there. I saw Satya, a tall, broad and handsome Finnish guy from the International office. He was standing there holding his head, which was bleeding.  “I tried to stop him.” Satya sighed.  “He punched me so that I fell against the railing, which split my head open.” He paused again and showed me his head. “I went in the room to see what was going on. Julie was there, trying to calm him down, but he was in such a crazy state, she didn’t really know how to deal with him.  I thought I could try. Remembering all those days and months in the hospital with him, I held his hand and spoke to him kindly to calm him down. ‘It’s okay,’ I said. ‘Everything is okay.’”
Julie chimed in, and then we managed to calm him down together, while everyone else stood around looking on with a mixture of fear and judgment.
I could see they were trying to figure out which one of us was his girlfriend and then thinking both of us were—they didn’t know what to make of it. I couldn’t really blame them; it was a crazy, confusing situation for all of us.
When she found out about how violent he had gotten towards himself and Satya, Amma made the best decision by kicking him out of the ashram, telling him he needed to go home and get on medication. To this day, he is one of the very few people that Amma has ever kicked out of the ashram. It takes a lot for her to kick someone out. Julie and I stayed on but tried our best to keep a little distance form each other. It was hard because we really could understand each other but then again we needed to find ourselves and have boundaries.
I spent almost all day every day scrutinizing Amma, sometimes up close, sometimes from a distance. Most of the time, I was like a hawk, waiting to see her ego to surface and show its ugly head. I knew it would—they always did. Since I was a kid, I had a talent for discovering the weaknesses and shadows people tried to hide. I could always see beyond the mask. If Amma had an ego, I was out to find it and expose her as a fake so that I could move on with my life. But the more I watched her, the more I was in awe. My perception of her beauty, love, humility and divinity only grew and, as it did, so too did my perception of my own blossoming divinity, like a baby plant growing in the shade of a big banyan tree.
When I would sit with my eyes closed next to Amma, it was as if there was a spotlight of Divine Awareness in my mind. All the negative thoughts and feelings from deep within started surfacing. It was like watching a scary shadow puppet dance akin to the ones I’d seen on the streets in Bali, only not so beautiful. I was amazed at some of the ugly horrible thoughts that arose. I didn’t even realize I had such negativity within—and everything was amplified under the Guru’s magnifying glass, with a loudspeaker that I felt sure Amma could hear. Everything was so much more intensified by the current of her energy and awareness running through it. When I started to realize she could hear all my thoughts, I felt embarrassed.
Occasionally, while trying to meditate or chant bhajans, strong twinges would surface with feelings that I was missing out on seeing the sweet culture of India I had experienced as a child. Sometimes I felt I didn’t want to be cooped up here with all these crazy westerners—like a mental institution. I had occasional fantasies about going travelling and feeling the real India and the love of the Indian people. I missed good Indian food. I realized how spoiled we are in the West with the Indian restaurants. Even growing up Hare Krishna we ate such amazing gourmet Indian food compared to the basic staples served at Amma’s ashram. It was too spicy for me, anyway, so I would mostly eat from the Western canteen. But being in India was making me crave for the good Indian food I was used to, especially samosas.
 
One time, in the queue to give prasad to Amma for two minutes, there were about five or six people still in front of me as I watched Amma in the crowd of people, and really started tripping out about how amazing She was.  She was always multi-tasking. Its amazing how She knows if we gave the wrong item, even while paying attention to everything else. (say more here..?. a lot more..YES!)
One time, I was in the prasad queue, still a few people away from Amma, thinking, I can’t believe that I’m really sitting in this room with God right now. How can it be? Could it really be that She is God? How can this be?
In disbelief, I wanted to test her. So I thought, Okay if you’re really God and you know everything and can hear my thoughts, then turn around and look at me RIGHT NOW! 
In a split second, Amma dramatically swung around from her hug and jutted her face toward me, with playful huge eyes, just like a PeekaBOO face that you would do with a child. I shrieked like a child, in delight and surprise. Amma laughed loudly with sparkling eyes, showing me she heartily enjoyed my surprise before going back to giving darshan. When I finally was there giving Her prasad, She did something She doesn't do often—she turned and looked at me again lovingly with acknowledgement of how hard it must be to understand Her.
This little game continues to this day. She still suddenly will give me a peekaboo when I ask sincerely inside for it or for some answer, to let me know she is right there with me with my every thought, feeling, desire and fear. How can this be? How fortunate am I to have found God!
At one point, I mustered up the courage and went to the question line on the side of Amma and told her a little bit about my childhood and the joint child-abuse lawsuit.
Amma asked, “Are you really that affected?”
In that moment, all I could think was: Look, here I am standing next to God/Goddess—no I can’t be all that bad off—my life has found its purpose and meaning and completion! And that suffering was what brought me to her.
“No,” I responded.
“It led you to me, didn’t it?” She said, as if an echo from my heart.
Amma said, “It’s better to drop the suit and to try to forgive them.’ Then She added, “Even though a diamond may be soaking in a bucket of oil, it is still a diamond.” Then, seeing my confusion, she added, “But stay away from those people because they don’t have the Mother!”
 
 “But, Amma,’ I told her, “I am concerned about all the other kids there that are still in the schools.”
She just listened but she had already spoken. All along, I had been sure it had been my dharma to do the suit but Amma said to drop it. I sent an email to the lawyers withdrawing myself from the suit.
***
Many time later, when I brought up anything about it, Amma would ask me if I’m really so affected by it. One particular time, I was really struggling because I felt I had never learned the habits of being sweet and kind and loving. I felt I was finally going to answer, ‘Yes Amma, I feel affected!’ Right then, She put her hand over her mouth, as if to say, “Shhh don’t ever even say it—don’t say that you are!’ With that, the chapter closed. 
Why is this paragraph in parenthesis? Maybe use *** to show a commentary section and transition to the next session?
***
Slowly, my heartstarted opening up again towards Krishna. It probably wasn’t even intentional on Her part but I felt Amma knew that, as my heart opened, there was my love for Krishna in His all glory. All the good memories from my childhood, long buried under the pain and the rubble of broken ideals, started coming back. The funny thing is, I started missing some of the worship rituals we used to do and a lot of the external factors, like the beautiful art, the dancing and the food.  I started wondering if I would actually be happier at a Hare Krishna temple than at Amma’s. I thought, I haven’t given them a chance since all this happened—pretty much since I used to hate them. Maybe I should give them another chance.
Being in India also made me remember my mom a lot and all her good qualities. I was grateful that she loved the culture of India so much that she had brought me here at such a young age. She only wanted to give me a good life by putting me in the Hare Krishna ashram but all her good plans were foiled. I suddenly felt compassion for her. I felt I should love her more and show her more how much I love her.
Being as hypersensitive as I was then, just by being in that sacred spiritual environment I started to feel and think about spiritual things I never had before. Inclinations arose naturally from within for things normally foreign to me, like meditation and fasting and tapas. At one point, the urge came for me to fast for forty days. I did it for two days and then I went for darshan and Amma looked at me and said, “NO FASTING!”
At one point, I got this really strong feeling that, if I could just be with Amma for four years straight and do the path that She recommended with full focus, without error, I could reach the goal of liberation.  Then I started reading the Awaken Children series and found that Amma had actually said that. I couldn’t believe it. Okay. I was ready to start! FOUR YEARS STRAIGHT, without a waver!
In the mornings as I was awaking, sometimes I would see Amma in my third eye or hear her telling me sweet little poems or affirmations. One day, I heard a voice clearly say from within, “You are so good at massage. Why don’t you do massage anymore?”
I didn’t believe it was Amma asking me this because I knew She knew the answer. She knew I couldn’t touch anyone anymore or I would feel all the pain from that person’s body.  Maybe it was my ego thinking that I should be doing something I think I am so good at.
The same day, I noticed Amma wearing a neck collar and I felt an overwhelming urge to massage Her and try to relieve some of Her pain. But I also knew the pain She had was just ours that She was taking on, so what could I actually do to help?
Cleaning the marble and stone steps of the temple every day, I spontaneously started imagining I was massaging Amma as I cleaned. Every stroke and sweep of the broom was brushing all the tension out of Her neck and shoulders. The stairs are set-up with one wide staircase up the front and two narrow ones leading up to the temple room on either side. I would imagine the wide one was her back, the narrow ones were Her arms, the doorway was Her neck and the temple was Her head. As I handpicked the knotted hair and dust out of the holes in the rubber mats in the doorway, I would envision I was pulling all of the knots and tension out of Amma’s neck.
Soon after, I got the opportunity to massage Amma on Christmas. I recount my story of this in Swamini’s book.  Even though the muscles were tight, Her body was made of light. The feeling of light and sacred energy I felt as I touched Amma's body...I had never felt anything like it before. I could feel the very distinct separation between Her and Her body. I felt like I was massaging Nandi, Shiva's bull. Her body was just a strong and sturdy vehicle carrying Pure Consciousness. It felt almost like a liferaft full of air...just barely contained by its container. Amma's body was as strong as it was sweet and soft and flexible. Even while I was massaging it, it changed and almost shape-shifted right under my hands.
On that Christmas Eve, there was a Classical Indian dance performance of Bharata Natyam in the big hall. This was the same type of festival dancing I remember from my childhood, and the dancer was excellent. Sitting close to Amma, I watched her dance with exquisite precision and tangible devotion. I felt I was actually seeing the Gods and the Goddesses as she expressed through dance their refined and divine movements and lilas. 
How fortunate and gifted she is to be able to embody the Divine like that! I felt my longing to dance return like a wave swelling under the full moon. I was especially longing to learn sacred dance like that—to be able to feel and express the divine through my body. Oh, to feel that bliss of connection within and then to offer it to Amma.
Maybe I could study BharataNatyam again? I prayed to Amma that I could learn. I had started to learn it when I was ten years old but, by the time I was twelve and had plans to leave the Hare Krishnas, I didn’t see the point in learning it anymore. Now I regretted so much that I had let that opportunity go. Praying hard for another chance, I was crying with longing to feel union with the divine. Her magnificent dance continued. More than an hour went by of the divine, beautiful and powerful movements. Then, as it was going on two hours, or maybe even three hours of the same woman dancing, I started to grow bored. I realized, very painfully and with much humility, that if I was bored watching something I love, how do I think I could actually have the patience and perseverance to learn to dance like that? I imagined how much she had to practice to be able to dance like that—maybe I don’t really want it? But then a part of me really did. I tried to tell myself, with the amount of training and practice that is required for such perfection, it would have to be at least two or three hours of practice a day. Yea, I could never do that—I couldn’t make my whole life all about that one art form of divine expression. Maybe I don't want that perfection as bad as I thought. Maybe I just want to dance and leave my troubles behind.
This is what I had already spent a good amount of my life doing. It was so hard for me that there was no dancing at the ashram. And now that Amma was starting to open my heart back up to Krishna, suddenly I would find myself longing for the good old days when we would all dance in a feeling of celebration towards God rather just sitting still and meditating. It was almost like torture for me to just sit for so long. I couldn’t believe how boring it was, actually, just like the dance had become.
 
 
***
Amma says God is not up there in the sky somewhere but is right here inside us. She says Heaven and Hell are within us and it is up to us which one we create in the world outside. But sometimes, during that first trip to Amritapuri, when I was so blown open, I did see God up in the sky. Of course, it could have also been a projection from within, I’d think. But, either way, it is divine.
Late one night, I had snuck up on th roof with my wacky roommate, Santoshi. She was meditating at quite some distance and I was just lying there, looking at the sky. After sky gazing a while, I suddenly saw Kali staring back at me. It was so amazing that I passed out into a deep sleep.
Another time, I was at an early morning yoga class on the roof, when I saw all these eagles circling around. A beautiful white cloud hung in the soft blue sky, suspended just above me. Krishna's face was chiseled in the cloud, smiling at me through it. He was right there with me.
These visions inspired me, affirming I had found my spiritual home.
***
This next descriptive section is nice, but it is redundant, as you already described this in the beginning of the chapter.
Gazing out on the sea of coconut trees surrounding the ashram, I thought it strange that there were no coconuts for sale in the ashram juice stall.
When I asked them why they didn’t have coconuts, the brahmachari working there, said sharply, “This is an ashram, not a place for you to indulge in your desires."
I felt like it was a healthy desire, though. I felt so depleted and like my body needed the prana(life force) from this sacred land. I had read about how, in developing countries, they sometimes had even done blood transfusions with coconut water because it was so close in essence to blood. I could have gone outside to get them, but Swamini had said Amma did not want us to go outside to buy things because she wanted us to realize that everything we need would be provided for at the ashram. I was trying to honor this but it was so hard. But I decided to give Amma's wish a chance. Maybe it was also a way of testing Her.
I began praying to Amma about it, engaging in an active internal dialogue: Amma, You said everything we need is here; well, I really need coconuts...but how can I get them? Please Amma, I really want and know I need coconuts. Please give me some coconuts. The prayer got more fervent as my desire grew.  I could almost taste the coconuts; they were so close! I visualized their white nourishment, like breast milk from the Divine. Please nourish me Mother.
In the Kali temple some days later, I was sitting in the crowd, watching Amma give darshan, when suddenly She stopped and said something loudly, that to my ears sounded like, "If you want coconuts, they will come..."
Thank you, Amma!
I ran out of the Temple with excitement rushing through my veins, and headed straight to the juice stall. Maybe the coconuts had come there? The brahmachari rolled his eyes at me when I asked him again if they maybe had gotten coconuts. 
Hmmm... I looked around. Nothing had changed. I walked around the ashram grounds for a little while before going up to my room. There, under the sink, was a huge pile of coconuts. I went and picked one up.
My roommate, who had been actively maintaining a most aggressive silence, caught me by surprise, sitting there eating a coconut using her knife. "Don't touch them! They're mine!"
She apparently had climbed a tree and picked them. Her selfishness and cruelty were too much to bear but she was almost psychotic in her rage, so I didn't dare ask if I could have one. I couldn't believe I had to room with her. I left the room.
What kind of joke is this, Amma? If I want coconuts, they will come...but I cant touch them.
Later, at dinner, I was sharing this experience with Tarini Ma, a girl who had come to the ashram some years before I had. 
She said, "Oh, if you want coconuts, I know where you can get them."
She told me of a secret location where they receive the coconuts that have been given to Amma, which means they were also blessed by her. I went there immediately.
Sure enough, they had coconuts straight from Amma's room. Prasad! Extra Divine Mother Blessings of Nourishment. Every day, I got my coconuts there...and felt like Amma was feeding me herself. As I drank them, I felt like I was truly receiving the nourishment, motherly love and prana from Nature along with the shakti of the Goddess. How fortunate I felt.
Until, one day when we were on tour, everything changed.
We had arrived sometime before Amma at the river temple stop by the Bhavani River and were waiting for Her for a while. People started buying coconuts from the vendor on the path. I wanted one too but got a little nervous, thinking Amma could come at any moment, and I didn't want to be drinking it when she came. I wanted to be open and ready to receive Her. I began thinking how bad it might look that everyone is just sitting there drinking coconuts instead of waiting for her with the usual anticipation, which in and of itself creates a certain openness for Her energy to pour out.
My problem-solving mind decided to at least buy Amma a coconut. I was tied up in the queue, as so many had already ordered their coconuts and also wanted to have them cut open. I was getting more and more nervous that Amma would come. It seemed symbolic to me: Would we be ready for God’s arrival or still tied up trying to satisfy all our desires before our time is up?
Amma came just as I was ordering it—an embarrassing moment. As they passed by me, I tried to give it to Swamini to give to Her.
She said, “Amma won’t drink that. She will just have a sip of coffee.”
After everyone was seated, I sat with this huge coconut in my hand, trying to figure out how I could offer it to Her.  Looking up, I saw another coconut palm hanging over us like an umbrella. I realized She didn't need it and maybe didn't even want it but suddenly it became very important for me to offer it to Her. Since it was so important to me, in my mind, it became symbolic of all my desires that I wanted to offer to Her.
I realized She is my real source of nourishment and motherly love and that the shakti or prana I was feeling from them was coming from Her. Praying to Her to take away my dependence on other sources of happiness, I passed the coconut forward, saying, "It is for AMMA..."
This surprised everyone, who took it awkwardly and passed it forward, repeating it was for Amma.
When it got to the person next to Amma, she held it up but Amma didn't take it. I prayed more.
Mother, it’s Your Love I long for. Please take this coconut as a symbol of my desires and take away any desires that keep me separate from you.
She looked at me and smiled, taking the coconut in Her lotus flower-like hands. She started drinking it like a small girl, somehow managing to spill it all over her sari. Seemed like something I would have done. It felt so symbolic. Maybe She’s not just taking my overflowing desires, but also my messiness, my lack of focus, my carelessness and wasting of my own Shakti—all a by-products of my desiring nature. But coconut water stains—oh no—they don’t come out!
Watching Her drink up my desires and even spill them on Her white sari was one of the most fulfilling feelings I have ever experienced. Words can’t even begin to describe it. It was as if my heart was drinking the coconut and the coconut was dissolving into my heart as I dissolved into Amma. The strangest thing happened from this one moment onwards: to this day, I have never craved a coconut again. It still baffles me.
 
 
 
*Losing myself in Trivandrum
In Trivandrum, during the first day of darshan, I was giving prasad when one hippie guy with beachy-blonde hair and beard came up to Amma from the side and asked Her if he could dance. 
She acted surprised at his request, and then, in a playful way, said exxageratedly, "Huh, Disco Dancing?"
"No, Amma, not disco,” he said, "Devotional dancing."
Amma agreed with big smiles.
Even though there is a strict rule not to talk to Amma while giving her prasad, I blurted out excitedly, "Amma, can I dance too?
Amma turned around to look at me, or rather through me, "YOU? Nooo!!!!"
I could see all my wild dancing nights flashing between our eyes. She smiled at me mischievously, as if to say, 'I know how you dance, and that’s not the kind of dancing to be doing here'.
So I understood why She said No.
 Sensing my sadness that She was letting the boy dance and not me, and honoring the longing in my question, She said in English, "Okay, a little.... but in the back!"
I went and danced behind the altar in the back room, where no –one could see me, understanding Amma was trying to protect me by helping to tame my wild side. An almost impossible task. 
As I danced, I knew why Amma wanted me in the back. My sensuality was still so strong that my movements couldn’t help expressing it. I had been dancing at clubs since age thirteen. It was such a strong pull for me to express my body through movement and rhythm but it wasn’t with pure movements of innocence. I could see why Amma didn’t want me dancing in public, drawing that kind of sensual attention.
At twenty-seven, I had been dancing for fourteen years now, almost every night...almost all night. Now She was cutting me off. As I danced, Amma's awareness was with me, bringing added awareness to my movements. Her eyes were looking at me from the large picture on the altar and I felt Her saying, "Its okay, this is what you have learned so far but there's something more than this that I want to show you…"
In my teens I got into reading Romance novels for a while. There seemed to be a common plot of a gifted strong and rebellious heroine, too wild for the world, who awaited that one man strong enough to tame her. I built up many fantasies of my own from these stories. Though rebellious, I loved the idea of being tamed by the Beloved. On my second encounter with Her last fall, I already knew Amma was the only Beloved capable of taming me.
Instead of dancing to express my wildness, I tried now to humbly dance my surrender to Her Pure Love. But humility and surrender were a foreign feeling for me.
Dancing in Amma's keen awareness, I realized then that the way I was moving was just a medley of impressions I had absorbed and picked up from the world rather than authentic self-expression. How could it be true self-expression when I didn’t even know who I was yet? How I longed to study the sacred dances of India...and learn to embody the movements, gestures and forms of the Divine. The Christmas before, there had been a Bharatnatyam dance performance for Amma. Seeing how the dancer was expressing the sacred movements of the Divine, I cried with longing to be able to do that too and  prayed to Amma that I would be able to. I tried to bring this sacred feeling back now, while behind the altar, letting the rhythms carry me floating into their fluidity.
The next night, an ecstatic session of bhajans followed the powerful Saturn puja conducted by Amma. My consciousness became so expansive, it felt like it went through the roof...only to discover there was no roof. I was blown open and there was nothing but God here now Sitting on the stage singing between two swamis, Amme suddenly reminded me of the image of my childhood deities Jagannath Subhadra and Balaram. Was Amma Subhadra? I didnt know anymore. All if knew is that I felt the presence of the Lord everywhere. I was surrounded inside and outside. Jagannath literally means Lord of the Universe. Tears filled my eyes. He had come, She had come; my Lord had come. I had given up on finding Him, or Her, but She had not given up on me.
A bug with huge round eyes, which also seemed full of consciousness, landed on my arm and looked up at me. I saw Amma’s Pure Consciousness in the bug. God is everywhere, in this bug, and in Amma. They are One. We are One. Whoa, I was getting in water too deep now. Suddenly, waves of confusion came. Well, if everything is God, what difference does it make if I am with Amma or anywhere else? Consciousness is One and it is all there is. 
I suddenly saw my Ganesha purse in a whole new way. Before, it was just a purse hanging from my shoulder, serving me as I pleased; now it was really the Lord Ganesha. What am I doing to honor him? I laid it out nicely in front of me and bowed to Him, The Remover of Obstacles.
When the bhajans ended, Amma stood up and Her lotus foot, now visible, felt as if it magnetized me to Her, like a vacuum of love. Not just me but hundreds of people standing there seemed to get sucked forward into the beauty and grace manifested before us. Her smiling eyes dazzled like stars beaming light in every direction they looked and, when they fell upon me, instantly I was in Heaven.
Coming back to body consciousness from getting crushed on all sides from the crowd that had rushed forward, I realized I didn’t have my purse with me. I had left it? Uh oh! 
I went back to look for my velvet Ganesha passport bag on the floor. I could not find it anywhere. Strangely, I found Arpita’s and rescued it for her. My passport’s gone. 
Instead of disappointment, a flood of wonder bordering on relief washed over me as I marveled at what this could mean. I had no more proof of identity- I was now a nameless entity in a foreign country. Did it mean I was free? Free to no longer be me? NOTE- a similar experience happened to me when my wallet was stolen. Awesome!
My fantasies of instant liberation soon got popped as I realized I would no longer be able to travel. I went to the Western Office to report it. Jani started yelling at me. “How irresponsible you are! You won’t be able to travel with the group without your passport.” She was so mean, it was hard to see Amma in her, eventhough she wore Amma's nose ring and was short and roundish in Her white sari, but how could Amma be so mean? In a threatening tone, she said I had to go tell Amma< as if Amma would also be so mean when I told her.  
I went to Amma on the side and told her, "My bag is missing with my passport."
 A mischievous glimmer lit up Her eye. 
"You did it, Amma!" I challenged Her with my tone as if I was happy to know the truth that She was behind it.  
Amma laughed.
Police orders were that I had to stay in Trivandrum for three days while they searched for my passport. Luckily, the Trivandrum ashram found a family for me to stay with.
Jani scolded me so badly that her yelling was still echoing as the buses departedm leaving me on the temple steps all alone.  At least I’ll get to see Amma come out on Her way to the car.
As I waited, I prayed. Could it really be possible that Amma is God? The Goddess? Has Radharani really come into my life in this form? I prayed Amma would show me that She was Radha by just standing here in front of me when She gets to the bottom of the stairs, so I could behold the beauty of Her divine form, the way I used to my childhood deities.
Just as I had envisioned, She came out the door. Someone garlanded Her with jasmine and roses. And she just stood there beaming smiles full of Divine Mother love at the few of us there. Standing gracefully, with Her weight on one leg, She was a Divine Vision, glowing with golden light, like Srimati Radharani Devi. (describe how)
As She glided to Her car, Her hands extended to brush all of ours, She squeezed my hand reassuringly, reminding me, "Mother is always with you."
As Her white car pulled away from the temple, the Indian family gracious enough to host me, approached me. A mother, father and daughter welcome me to come home with them
They had so much love for Amma that it was pouring out to me, as if I was indeed Amma's daughter. They were treating me with so much love, it was like my dream come true. They fed me and fed me, with more food then I could eat and fattened me up with the butter of devotion for Amma. Three days passed by quickly, and I was thankful to be well fed with tasty dishes and even happier to be back on my way. As much as I loved their care and the regular meals with many servings, I felt I could never live a life like that, so contained. I thought I might die of boredom. Even though they were so devotional, I was missing Amma in the flesh...Her presence, Her glances, Her words, Her touch, Her voice, Her aliveness.
After contacting the police and getting permission for me to leave as they couldn’t find my passport, the dad took me to the train station. I was a little nervous to take a train across India by myself, with all the men. Memories of being stuck in a crowd full of men on an Indian train as a child and my mom not even being able to pull me out to __Ask mom more details... I hoped I could find a nice girl to sit with, at least. When we went to check in, we found out the only train had already departed. Oh no, I was so ready to go. Amma and the group were on their way to Chennai too and I wanted to meet them there. After complaining a little to the man behind the counter, somehow he suddenly discovered that actually there was a "Special Train" coming...right then.
"Just wait here," he said.
As if manifested it from thin air, the Special Train pulled up right then and there, with white garlands decorating the front and sides...it was indeed Special. How could it be?
As it stopped in front of us, a girl started waving and calling from the window to my host dad. "Oh, it’s my niece," he said.
Upon talking to her, we found she was continuing on to Chennai. She was more than delighted to have me come and sit with her, and I was relieved and excited. We had great conversations along the way, two girls so happy to meet and compare our cultures.
When we got to Chennai, we parted ways, as she had to go to work. I set out alone to find the Passport office, only to get there and find that it was closed. Hungry, I found a nice Indian restaurant. I was so excited to see all my favorite dishes here, I really splurged. Taking my time, I enjoyed the food I had expected to find in India but had not found at all at the ashram. Delicious; I ate so much but a lot was leftover, so I took it as takeaway for later.
Satisfied, I went back out onto the streets. Some signs on the posts called to me.
"FESTIVAL OF CHARIOTS-TODAY ONLY: COME PULL THE LORD! JAYA JAGANNATH!"
It was only a few blocks away, suddenly I was back in my childhood festival for Jagannath, Subhadra and Balaram, pulling the velvet ropes of a huge chariot with hundreds of other devotees, singing and dancing. Nice to hear the chanting. I sung along and tried to fully enjoy it but I was seriously tripping out. How was this happening? It was as if some portal had opened up from that bhajan session with Amma into this. It was as if because I had been missing the Hare Krishnas before, I was now being given an opportunity to be with them again. I suddenly knew I was being given an opportunity to choose.  What do I want? Do I want this or do I want Amma? I called upon my awareness and discernment to introspect deeply, to feel into it… What made this different from Amma? If God, If Krishna really is everywhere, how is this different from being with Amma?
One Guru from the twelve "Appointed" who had visited my ashram numerous times, was sitting atop one of the chariots, throwing sweet balls at people, and he kept hitting me in the head. Was I in a blast from the past? The Indians seemed to enjoy it but I found it annoying, reeking of all the guru BS and male chauvinism I grew up and ... He seemed to be doing it from ego, riding on the chariot like some Raja. Was I projecting? I didn’t know but Amma never came across like this ever, so questions like this never even arose around Her. Her humility and softness were always so striking to me that my jaw would often hang open in wonder at Her sweetness. As the parade continued, the stark contrast of male-based religion versus feminine based spirituality made me miss my Amma.
When it started getting dark, we were crossing a bridge, when I realized I had no idea where I was going to sleep that night. It was stupid of me that I hadn’t thought of it earlier but I prayed to Amma to please help. Just as soon as I finished praying, an Indian boy and girl came up to me, as if on cue.
"Do you need a place to stay?" the boy asked.
 The girl was silent. I asked if he and the girl were together. He said they were not. 
"Well then, I cannot stay with you," I told him. I couldn’t believe he had even asked me. I told him he should know better—that it was not at all acceptable in Indian culture for a single girl couldn’t go stay with a single boy, but I guess Indian youth these days were losing the traditional values. I guess because I was western, he thought it was okay for me and therefore for him.
After adamantly refusing him, I prayed to Amma again, "Amma, please send a girl to ask me!"
Immediately, a beautiful goddess of a young woman approached me with a smile. She was wearing a Krishna blue silk salwar outfit and shawl. She looked like Seeta from Sita’s Wedding, my favorite childhood movie of Ram and Sita.
Magically, she approached and sweetly inquired, "Do you need somewhere to stay?"
"Yes, I do," I said in shock and delight. "How did you know?"
" I noticed your backpack," she said.
Oh, duh, of course. We laughed together.
"Oh, please come and stay with me," she pleaded adorably.
 "My parents are out of town and I’m so lonely, please."
"I would love to," I said.
She said, "Okay, when this is over, we can go. I live across town, but it’s quite nice. It is right across the street from a Hare Krishna temple." 
Too strange.
Her name was Mangai. She said she was really hungry. I was happy I could give her my leftovers and she was so happy to eat them.
As she ate, she asked what brought me to Chennai and I told her how I had lost my passport. She said she used to work for the embassy and that she could come with me and vouch for me. What a miracle! Especially if it works. But it’ss my only chance. How else would I be able to get a passport with absolutely no other identification at all?  We could go in the afternoon, she said, because in the morning, she had dance class. Then she asked if I would like to come with her to her Bharat Natyam class in the morning. Oh my gosh, YES! All my dreams were coming true. Amma was fulfilling all of my desires.
Suddenly, I was blissing out in Bharat Natyam class.  After class, we were hungry and couldn’t find anything to eat at all except for samosas. I felt like it was because I had been craving them so much before; it was one of the things I was really longing for at the ashram. Now the Mother Goddess was overdoing it with samosas everywhere. I felt I had really stepped into some dream. That same afternoon, I had a new passport in hand, thanks to Goddess Grace in the form of Mangai vouching for me.
There was so much grace in our meeting and helping each other and we were mutually enchanted with each other. Mangai invited me to come live with her in her apartment and study Bharat Natyam with her every day. It was an incredibly tempting offer, not just because she had a maid and lived like royalty with a special charm of grace obvious in her life, but because I also felt a special connection with her. She was so beautiful and graceful and full of goodness, definitely some divinity seemed to be awakened in her. But I knew I would miss Amma too much. Do I want this or Amma? Again the choice presented itself! I CHOOSE AMMA!
In the morning at 4:45am, I awoke to the sounds of the all-too familiar chants of the Hare Krishna morning function coming in through the open windows. It was as if I were lying in the temple room. What are the odds of ending up here out of everywhere in Chennai? I lay there wondering how this could be possible. I even considered attending but instead just listened and laid there, just observing my reactions...noticing that at least my strong aversion I had carried for years was gone. It felt neutral and I even enjoyed it a bit from the safe distance and comfort of my bed. I managed to get up just in time for breakfast. I went and saw the Deities first (which deities are in Chennai?) They were beautiful, bedecked with fancy embroidered silks, gold and gems...stunning, smiling faces. God was here... but all around me, something that I could not place my finger on directly, energetically felt off. I could feel the contraction, a lack of expansiveness... the narrow-mindedness…the masculine religious feeling. More external than internal, more show than essence. 
Breakfast on banana leafs was amazing, but still not worth the trade-off.
What do I want? I asked myself again...or Mother asked me from within.
Do you want this or do you want Amma?
I CHOOSE AMMA... I just want Amma. I couldn’t wait to get back to Amma. 

She would be arriving that night. 
I told Mangai about Amma and how She was the Goddess of Love and that I needed to be with her more than anything else. She dreamed of Amma that night and decided she would come see her when She came to Chennai. 
Mangai and I bonded and chanted Hare Krishna prayers on the roof while we waited for her to meet Amma. I felt blissed out when we chanted the Narasimha prayers together. When Mangai saw Amma, she was shocked. She said, "She doesn’t look like the Goddess at all. She is fat!"
I couldn’t believe how superficial she was, that she couldn’t see any deeper...though I knew I would have felt the same way if Amma had not given me so many mystical experiences that pierced through the veil of appearances. I felt sorry She didn’t give Mangai any experience. But I knew it wasn’t that Amma was not giving but that Mangai just wasn’t open...yet. I prayed someday she could look deeper and find the treasure house of Love the Goddess was sharing with me...
And then I realized maybe that’s why Amma was round; to break through these stereotypical conditionings. The Goddess had come to earth in a man's world, in a white world, as dark and round and generous as the Earth.
but when mangai met Amma, she was shocked, "But shes fat! The Goddess is not fat! She cant be the goddess!"- she said. And that was that! that was all she could see and what could I say. I could understand how she felt but not how she couldn’t feel what ws underlying the superficial experience, I couldnt understand how mangai could lok so much like the goddess and not recognize the real goddess. That was the end of my magical adventure. Narasimha killed the demon Hhiranyakasipu, who loved gold and soft beds—at least momentarily— reminding me again that I didn’t really want all those physical things, no matter how beautiful. All I really wanted was Amma.
So, back in the bus, I went—back to the torture of all the troubled minds in her rock-tumbler. Arpita was still driving me nuts but Jani refused to seat us in different seats and she put us always in the same room. So we could not get any space from each other—orour story. We both just wanted to forget about it but somehow, when we looked at each other, it was all we could think about and we would end up processing it or just feeling extremely aggravated. Jani was also always yelling at me that I was nuts for playing with my Krishna doll and trying to bring him to life.
******
MORE ON DANCE FOR LATER: For years, especially the first few, I sat through the music Amma shared in agony because of an intense desire to get up and dance. Even the Hare Krishnas danced. But I knew too that they weren’t dancing from the right place, the right intentions. I knew that every step when dancing was a prayer and that Amma had to anchor me in the center before it would be safe for me to have my freedom again. She was not really restricting my freedom but leading me to the greatest freedom by teaching me how to restrain my lower tendencies to contain my energy (shakti) and direct my focus to my Higher Self.
One day, on a North Indian tour, last year?, Amma started singing Bandhalo with Swamiji and Shivan. So many tiny little bugs came, like gnats, and a lot of people got up to move away from the lights. I thought about getting up to move but when I looked at Amma for a signal, She laughed and covered Her face with her sari, showing us how. I took it as a sign to stay put and forebear.
 
This chapter needs closure…tie in the dance thing where relevant. Work on clear transitions. I think it needs more trimming and tightening, but I want to ask you to first rework it using my edits above, then rework it making sure the flow and transitions are smooth, and try to trim out what you think is redundant. After all that, then please send it back to me for further edits and trimming (if needed). Remove repeated items…make sure the order is how you want it. I think perhaps you had sent a draft file by accident, with this one?
  
 
 
n india tour ...coming!
when we got back, Jani reamed me so bad for letting arpita pay for me...we were standing under ammas room and she was talking so loud with her thick israeli accent about how amma would not like that and amm wants us to be responsible and I should go work if I want to be with amma.. and I sad but then I would have to leave amma and she said then I should leave, I couldn’t believe it.. I looked up at ammas room and thought she must know that jani is saying all this and shes not stopping her- so I decided to accept it.. well at least to accept jani saying it and not argue or get defensive, which was very hard for me and perhaps the first time in my life ive allowed someone to be that cruel and not reacted.. jani was a constant practice for this lesson. she had a nose ring like amma, was short and full figured like amma but acted nothing like amma.. still she had been with amma for so long, who was I to know what was true about what she was saying or not..
north india tour was coming up and arpita had already offered to pay for me-she said she had plenty of money so I shouldn tworry about it..i went and asked amma if that was ok to come if she was paying for it because I heard amma said its not good karma burning that way.. Amma said, "Other peoples money? I DON’T KNOW!!" very dramatic and big- it felt like a such strong no so I decided not to go! still id idnt know what I would do. I was beside myself with sorrow- I wanted and needed to be around Amma. Tarini ma saw me on the path and asked what was wrong. I told her how sad I was that I needed to be with amma and I couldn’t go on the tour. that someone ahd offered to pay but Amm a didn’t think it was a good idea. Tarini tried to comfort me saying, maybe Amma didn’t mean that.. Maybe you should ask her again. No way, I said. she was quite clear and I just kept crying. Suddenly Amma walks up to us and asks Tarini whats wrong with me. She says Amma she wants to come on the North India tour but she doesn’t have the money. Amma said, "COMING!!" I said huh? Amma said COMING! and flashed a huge smile and maybe even hugged me. If not it felt like She did -then she walked on toward the bhajan hall. She was 45 minutes early for bhajans that day- unheard of.. you rarely see Amma out like outside of her schedule, it was so obvious that She had felt my sadness and came there with the sole purpose of relieving it. It amazed both of us..
To awaken compassion to its full capacity, we should strive to see our own divine essence in everyone and everything around us. If we start tending to the poor and sorrowful with the same alacrity with which we tend to ourselves — trying to feel their pain as our own — our sense of unity will awaken and, along with it, compassion. ~ AMMA
even though we knwo about the povein india, still to see it first hand upclose and personal, is so shocking and heartbreaking.the sudden contrast of a life of overflowing indulgence to thousands of people going without.,.. i was humbled before it and took off my shoes to give to a young girl who had none. she was grateful. i knew i could get more. my fellow travelers mentioned something baout it being bad cause karma is contained int he shoe. it seemed more important that she had shoes. i could always get more.
to this day, the shoe saga continues. someone is always taking my shoes, and i alway shappy they are getting what they need though it is frustrating to spend hours sometimes every day looking for my shoes.
Years of pain melted in hot streams of tears for months on end and more and more my heart revealed it still carried a deep love for Radha andKrishna. I started wishing I had gotten a Radha Krishna manta. The mantra I had gotten was for Pure Love and i began wondering where this would bring me at the time of death. My conditioning from the Hare Krishnas came back about Mayavadis, that if you merge with the light or the formless, you can easily fall due to sheer boredom and come back to samsara, whereas if you go to Krishna Loka, you will be so blissfully engaged in service eternally-that there is no danger of coming back. I worried my mantra only going to take me to a temporary lower state of Realization.
We were in Mysore when I went to Amma and I asked Her for a new mantra.
Shocked, Amma said, "What? NO NEW MANTRAS!" She scolded.
"What is your mantra?" She asked again.
I told my mantra quietly to the brahmacharini translating. She told Amma and Amma yelled it outloud, repeatedly so loud it seemed to resound to every corner of the cosmos. I was embarrassed as supposedly no-one is supposed to hear your mantra and i was upset because it seemed Amma was sealing my fate forever as a Mayavadi, as merging with the Light aka perhaps Ultimate Nothingness. I cried hysterically. I felt doomed that I would never get to be Radha and Krishna eternally engaged in service. 
I ran out on the back stairs and cried hysterically. Maybe Amma was not my Guru then. If She could not, or would not take me to Radha and Krishna. I wanted to run away as fast as I could, but to where? Amma was the Pure Love I had been looking for my whole life- i had found nothing better and what else is there? Radha and Krishna.
Should i leave Amma? I talked to a few friends after the program ended as they were packing their stuff to load on the bus. I felt perhaps I would not continue along with them anymore and I told them so. Was Amma really my guru if Radha and Krishna were my Gods...maybe not?
Wandering around the grounds, feeling lost, I ran into Swami Sivamrita loading a bus. Even though i wasnt really supposed to talk to brachmacharis, i approached him in my desperation.
Can I ask you something, Swami?
I told him about my mantra dilemma and all that happened with Amma. He said, O this mantra you have is like a bridge of love that once you cross you can reach Radha and Krishna, but without it could be very hard for you to reach them. It is the seed of Love and once you cultivate it, you can focus on any divinity to achieve it." 
Something he said clicked and I realized that all along I had been chanting Radha Krishna mantras but it was only since i had been with Amma chanting Amma's mantra that my heart had truly started to open up to them. It was Amma's Love that was bringing them to me and me to them. Pure Love was the Bridge to them. I needed Pure Love. 
Realizing the errors of my doubting thoughts, I felt so grateful to Amma suddenly....and quickly went back to the accomodation to pack my stuff, rejuvenated with a whole new energy and motivation to one day, realize God.
Amma on the Train -Shobhana accident
The train ride to Bhuj?
Before our journey we heard a religious war had broken out (in or near) Ayodhya.? It was an extremely dangerous terrain we would be taking the train through. We were warned by the tour administration of the dangers and offered the option to stay behind. Amma added to this warning by saying, “Whoever is afraid of death, shouldn’t come with me.”
To me this was so symbolic on every level. I imagined what grace it would be to get to die alongside Amma on one of Her missions. IT was a romantic notion which only made the adventure more exciting.  And I was already So excited to ride the train with Amma because the tradition was that she would receive rotating groups of ten of us at a time in her train car. It sounded so sweet and intimate. I couldn’t wait. But when we got to the train we discovered they had “accidentally’ seated Amma in a car which was separated from the rest of our cars byt the baggage car. They put the baggage in the car between so there ws no way for us to pass through the traint o get to Amma’s car. I happened to be in the first car after the baggage so whenever the train stopped at different stations, I could see Amma’s beautiful graceful hand extending to give Prasad to the people on the platforms, blessing them with more grace than they realized.
 When we got to the really bad war-torn parts, we were told to keep our windows locked. IT was starting to get late so everyone started winding down  to sleep.  Everyone in my car was sleeping and the lights were dim as I sat on my bed, about to meditate.  Just as I adjusted my posture and was about to close my eyes, I saw Amma standing before me, like a vision. She was all alone; no-one was with Her. She just stood there, smiling at me. Illuminating the dark car with a mystical light, Her white sari seemed to be glowing in the dark. I dint know what was happening or what to do. It was too surreal. …like a dream. In fact it ws so much like a dream, that I said,  to myself, OK, Well if this were a dream, what would you do? And the answer was “I would go and hug her.”
So I followed that impulse and jumped up and hugged Her. She held me standing…just the two of us existed for that moment, I tasted an eternal moment of stillness and union with Mother as we traveled lightyears through time, space and lifetimes of karma. Suddenly people came from Amma’s car and from the other cars. Amma started walking towards the cars. I followed close behind and witnessed the most beautiful sight. Everyone had been tired and collapsing on their beds, suddenly sprung to life, like wilted flowers getting water and sunshine.. Their faces lit up, their bodies were energized and their smiles spread through the cars. IT wsas one of the most beautiful things I have ever seen. Amma was our Life. Amma’’s Love is Life itself.. She walked through each car, rejuvenating all. At one point we came across an older woman who was sleeping in her cot which was just  at Amma’s eye level. Amma reached up and stroked te sleeping woman’s face. She opened her yes to see Amma there caressing her. She smiled big and like a baby happy and comfortable in her mothers care, closed her eyes again with a huge smile still on her face. Did she think she was dreaming?
SSuddenly a finger jab in the back. It was Swamini who was just now getting through the crowd and who needed to be behind Amma for dutys sake. IT was such a hard jab, it hurt and I didn’t feel like going on anymore.  The crowd was too intense for me now and I had already received so much, let others see Mother now, I felt.I went back to my train car. Everyone there was awake and enthusiastically discussing what to do when Amma came back. We started preparing our train cars to be nice enough in case Amma would want to sit there. This quickly turned into a friendly and fun competition, each one hoping they could make their train car more inviting for Amma then the next. It reminded me of a gopi game to attract Krishna. We covered the bedcot with our nicest shawl and put clot over the pillows we nicely arranged,  out a bowl of fruit. And we prayed and we waited, for quite a long time.. But Amma never came back.
At one         	stop She got out and passed by outside. And so did Shobhan on a stretcher. Seems Amma had stayed with the car which was having bhajans when She fgot there. What a big lesson. We hadn’t thought of this. I made a resolution o never forget this- this is the true way to prepare for Amma…make the heart clean and pure through prayer and bhajans.
And then so many people had crammed into that car, that Shobhana who was a new Indian Bhramacharini from Malaysia? Who had joined the same time I did, had fallen from the precarious way she had been hanging  from the upper cot. Amma stopped everything and attended to her back, stroking her, (get more details0
 
(***Later Shobhanas back became even stronger and more in alignment, shwith more awarenss she is the head female teacher of Amrita Yoga. Ask sobana)**
 back in bombay, where i had searched for the laughter club.
on the roof of the bombay ashram, amma sat with us, all who were on the tour, ac few hundred people but it felt very intimate... maybe because i was sitting so close and because the mood was so sweet.  satya was teaching amma his new song o lord of vrindavan give me your darshan, afterwards I went in very close to amma and asked her the question that had been burning inside me for so long,  "Amma, what is my dharma?"
 she exploded into laughter, so much that she couldnt contain it and was falling over sideways almost out of her chair .  Through her laughter, she repeated, HAAA, what is my dharma? This was the funniest question int he world to her. In front of all those people, she was laughing hysterically at me and mocking my question? My deep spiritual question? I asked again, "No seriously, Amma, what is my dharma?"
Again She burst into laughter and repeated the question as She fell  over with fullbodied belly laughter."Hahahaaa, what is my dharma?"
I was so humiliated and pissed off. It was the straw that broke the tapas loaded camel's back. Too much for the ego to hack. I felt what good is a guru if she cant even tell me what my dharma is. A doubt even crossed my mind, Maybe She is not my guru. NO, of course She is, its obvious. Either way, I was just so upset and couldnt handle it anymore. Anyway this lifestyle with Her and all these annoying people is unbearable. The next morning I booked a flight out of India... Ammas words echoed in the clouds as I sat in the plane reflecting on all that had just transpired.
"Come to India,' She had said, but you wont be able to stay for very long. Then go to Hawaii."
(it took me ten years to get her joke! HAHHAHA!
Well, she was right about India after all. But i wasnt ready for Hawaii just yet. I felt duty calling to go see my mom, to let her know how much I do love her. Now that Amma had opened up my heart , my love for my mom was shining through like rays of sunlight. I just wanted to go appreciate her and all her efforts and let her know it was all worth it because i had found Amma and She was healing me.I was now  bound for my Mom's...via Thailand for a little adventuring. The turquoise sea was calling. All i could think of was immersing myself in truquoise. Surely i could find my way to some little isalnd and heal myself more with color therapy of the peaceful buddha.
When i got to the airport, I surprised myself by eating my frist fish dish. I had been craving fish so badly at the ashram and kept trying to push the craving aside, thinking it must be demonic tendencies coming up from past lives. But at the airport, I could not restrain myself and was practically shoving the fish in my mouth. 
ate fish at the airport and got off the plane during the changeover in thailand. I didn’t know where I was going anyway. got lost in bangkok, open and vulnerable I got roped into some unmentionable activities. a week later I was at my moms.
so a few of us went to see ramesh balsakar. he would receive people in his bombay living room, about 30 chairs were close together and he stood in front of us and taliked. and sat and sang bhajans first. anyone could ask a question. i asked how do you know what the right thing to do is. this was after me asking amma what is may dharma. hhis answer was a bit shocking to me. he said whatever you do is the right thing. you cannot do anything you are not already destined to do. everythign is predetermined. your fate and the intelligence within will guide you. what about effort? i asked. amma is always talking about effort. he said, effort also is ____ get an exact ramesh balaskar quote about effort. but i was confused. i said, well if ididnt feel like i had to make effort, what iw ould do naturally is just sleep all day. he said well if thats what you feel like doing, then just do it, and if youre supposed to do otherwise you will be forced to anor fel otherwise from within. your destiny will draw you forwards. you cannot be anything other than you are and you cannot do anything other thatn you are meant to. so dont worry. everything is happenign exactly as it should. just relax and trust the process of life.
i decided to try it when i got home. i would just sleep. when i got to my moms that is exactly wahat i did, i just slept and slept for a couple months. (until i met up with AAmma gaina nd she carried me forward on her whole US tour)
on my way to the airport after ramesh, i found  a lakshmi temple on the ocean or alake and stopped to see it. research)
it was a beuatiful temple. I bougt a mala and made an offering. beggars and poor people were everywhere. i felt so prosperous compared to them. i wanted to give them everything i could. I opened up my suitcase in front of the temple and encouraged people to take what they wanted. Everything i had bought at the ashram, cds and trinkets for people back home, i let people take. these were the people who needed it. why did i need to confirm my love and care for the people back home with gifts when these people had nothing.
i remembered the silver anklets i had bought for my niece i had kept safely in my bag. why did i need to buy something special for her when she could probably always get what she needed and it would probably just get lost in a sea of stuff, like everything else i have given or acquired.. stuff..its like a disease in the west. stuff disease. and werent we all one anyway, but these were the people in need. I gave them to a mother with a small daughter.     i figured she could sell them for food if they wanted or needed to now or when the girl outgrew them. it wasnt really logical but it was coming from a feeling of being overwhelmed by the poverty in my face. reality as i knew it was torn open and underneath was this huge need.
maybe it was like living in a beautiful house which starts to crack and and then finding                        out the foundation is molding or like having a beautiful garden and finding it full of something destroying the roots. 
i didnt know what i could do to make a difference. but at least i could make a gesture. a small offering.
i went back to the west, empty handed but richer in spirit. or at least more open to the riches of the heart which the indians have because they are not burdened with all that stuff and desires and mental burdens.
thailand/canada
First US tour
When Amma's tour finally came, I was so relieved. I went to visit my sisters in Eugene for a few days before going to Seattle to meet the tour. I somehow managed to talk my sister Shakti and her friend Lavanya into coming wiht me to Seattle to meet Amma under the premise that they had great nightclubs. The plan was that they would come get their hug and then go out clubbing.
At some point, after we arrived, my sister realized she forgot her driver's license in Eugene, so she wouldnt be able to go out clubbing now. She was a bit upset, but still waited to see Amma and get her hug. We got a pretty good seat on the floor towards the front of room just to the side of where Amma would come and sit to hug people. As a cue, that Amma was on Her way in, everyone started chanting in a beautiful slow melodic tone, Aum Amriteshwaryai Namah...the tones rose and fell like hills and valleys of fullness and longing... The energy grew more and more electric and people's increased focus made their voices more and more clear. There was a palpable feeling of hearts were opening, and looking around the room, i could see tears were already starting to fall down some anxious cheeks in readiness and anticipation to see the Mother.
Amma glided into the room like a majestic swan, so gracefully and powerfully, Her dark smiling face aglow from within beaming light in every direction. Her smile illuminating all the faces lined up to greet Here stayed rooted in our spot, but I noticed my sister Shakti's face light up too, in awe. She gasped, Wow.  There was a tingly feeling of collective gratitude, that reminded me of when rain comes after a long draught. 
Amma came to the low dias in the center and folded Her hands above Her head, then at Her heart as She bent and bowed to everyone humbly, then She folded down all the way and touched her head towards the ground in reverence, before sitting in the center. 
She smiled sweetly as She looked around the room at all the hearts assembled around Her, like so many thirsty bees hovering around an exotic flower, eager to drink the nectar. My heart cried out to Hers. "Amma, I could really use a smile."
She turned towards me and beamed the most loving, compassionate and enchanting smile. Her eyes and Her open face were dancing with so much light and shakti, I could barely hold the gaze. As I basked in Her light and attention for what seemed like an eternity.When it was over, I felt refreshed and rejuvenated inside and out. Shakti turned and asked, "Wow, what was that?"
I gushed, almost like a teenager in love, "O, I just asked Amma to smile at me, and She did..."
My sister was impressed and intrigued. Maybe part of the reason Amma showered me with such grace was to help my sister see her omniscience...to hook her a little bit. 
We went up for darshan separately. I watched Shakti's darshan, so happy to see her getting some healing. After her hug, she said, "Wow, that was so nice..." then, "I want another one..."
Back then, you could get a hug in the morning and another hug in the evening. I told her, "You can have one if you stay for this evening program." She said, "no, we have to get going...We have to go back."
I said, "But youre not going out clubbing now, so you'd have time."
She insisted they had to leave. I couldnt understand. I walked them out to their car and waved them goodbye, knowing very clearly then that I would never leave.  I had found everything I was looking for. I waved and prayed she would find her way too. There was nothing more that I could do to help her. I had introduced her to the Goddess. That was it. Her life was out of my hands now. 
My money ran out after the first couple cities of the tour. But i couldnt leave Amma. I needed more and more. I found people to trade massage with to be able to stay in their hotel rooms with them. Some people were gracious enough to let me ride from city to city with them. The faces kept changing but the goal was the same... I just knew I had to be there so I had no choice but to beg. Every retreat, i wore a sign asking people if they would help sponsor my retreat. A beggar at Her doorstep, getting the trickle of breadcrumbs from Her breakfast table. But I felt alot of grace...Somehow by Her grace, I was able to do the whole tour without any money at all.
Amma had astrologers traveling with her and giving readings in the program. Not sure, how i did it with no money, but I ended up getiing an astrology reading from Prasannan in Santa Fe, New Mexico. I told him how happy I was to have finally met Amma and that I wanted to find a way to live with Her from now on. 
He said, "It is really not in  your soul's highest destiny to be with Amma physically in this life. Your work is to find Amma within...." My heart sank. How could it be? 
I said, "Well cant Amma change that?" 
He said, "She could but why would She, if its not for your soul's highest good?" I couldnt believe what I was hearing. Finally I found Her and I was not meant to be with Her. 
I looked over at Amma, sitting on the stage in Devi Bhava, embracing one and all, while holding an awareness that could be with one and all, even when we were apart from Her. 'Amma, is this true?' I prayed to Her to look over at me and let me know this wasnt true...I knew She could hear me and feel me, but She wasnt responding. Since he was one of Amma's astrologers, I accepted that he must have been channeling for Amma. When I told him that I had been considering becoming a renunciate one day...he said, "Oh no!!! Renunciation is not for you...definitely not!!!... And India would be the worst place in the world for you. You dont ever want to live in India." 
One after one, all my hopes and dreams dashed to the ground. Then to give me a little hope, he told me, the best place for me to feel my connection with Amma was Australia. He went on to say how good I am with subtle energetics, and that this would be the best way for me to feel Amma. He recommended that I do massage (done) or study acupuncture as a way to connect with Her more. I knew there was some truth in what he was saying about the subtle energy connection and healing, but my heart was heavy as I dragged myself away...feeling wounded in my soul. My soul was just about to take flight, and her wings were clipped. I accepted that Amma was behind it, so there was nothing more for me to do but just surrender.
The rest of the tour unfolded in waves of grace...and I absorbed everything I could from Amma...and had alot of purification and reflections of the ugliness, ego and negativities collected within me. I was an ugly duckling, but I knew without a shadow of a doubt, that my Mother of Grace would teach me how to grow into a grace-full swan. Session for Swarna at start in Seattle, Devi Bhava
Didn't know her but saw the girl playing keyboard was wincing and holding her wrist between songs as if she was in a lot of pain. I looked at Amma and had the thought, "Amma should I offer her healing?" Amma looked up from Her embracing and met my eyes, giving me an affirmative nod. I shyly approached the girl and offered her healing. She was so gracious in her mixture of soft humility and natural discernment in accepting, it reminded me of Amma. The way She moved was also so graceful and full of gratitude, reminding me of Amma. Thought about Amma and held her wrist for ten minutes, visualizing Amma's light and wholeness... It wasn't hard since She had so much of Amma's energy already. The inflammation went down quickly and She felt like Amma through and through. She had to get back to singing so we stopped. Her wrist felt better and smiling, she departed ever so sweetly she went on playing keyboard the rest of the tour without a problem. 
Amma had given me the gift of healing to share with Her children.
I wanted to live my whole life with Amma. I wanted to find a way to never leave Her side. 
I asked Amma, "Can you make a sankalpa for me to pay back my debts and to always be with you?"
Amma said "YES!" And I knew that it was true.
The whole summer I asked questions. 
"Amma, what skills or talents should I focus on developing?" This was a big question I had been working with my whole life, because i was good at so many things but not excellent at any particular thing. Jack of All Trades, Master of None.
Amma said, "Don't you worry! Mother will help you discover your talents. You just focus on patience."
Those words sunk like a death sentence.. Not patience. I could work on anything but that. She could have told me to become an astronaut, or a doctor, but not patience.. Not passivity. Oh the frustration.
I couldn't find anyone to ask besides Swami D. It was so annoying that there were no women translators or Swamis available to ask general questions to. I tried to ask the western swami lady, a question about the scriptures and she didn't know anything about it. I was shocked she was a swami. At one point Dayam Swam complained that I kept asking him to ask, maybe it was because Amma scolded him. Then Amma said to me, "Stop bugging the swami!" 
I cried to Her, angrily, "Well then who am i supposed to go through to get to you, Amma?" 
So many questions were arising as awareness was flooding my entire being...and Amma took time with me to answer every one.
But even still later in the tour, I always somehow got to ask Her questions. One city, they even had a lottery, because there were too many people asking questions. I was one of the lucky ones who won the lottery. I think Amma knew my questions had been burning inside me since birth itself. She had to relieve the pressure. Like an Indian mataji making dal soup, by skimming the gaseous bubbles off the surface as they arose, Amma patiently humored me by taking question after question off the surface of my mind. Finally one Devi Bhava, She had me sit with Her and ask everything I could.
After meeting quite a few people who were getting great results from Kriya Yoa, I asked Amma, "Can i study Kriya yoga?"
She emphatically said no. Then She said, "No meditation for you." 
No yoga for you. For you, Karma yoga."
Imagining my body needing to stretch and never letting it, I exclaimed, "How about Hatha Yoga Amma?" Amma said, "No Hatha yoga." Then seeing my sad face, She added, "OK You can do a little but most people don't know how to teach it properly. So you have to be very careful!"
I asked Amma what is my Ishta Devata, Krishna, Rama or Devi. I felt like if I just knew who to focus on, I could channel all my energy into them and reach them. I actually thought I was close. 
Amma said, "Don't think about that stuff, just try to serve others with love and compassion." Again, I was disappointed with Her answer. 
Amma told me the best thing for me was to be in silence.
I was so sad that I couldn't meditate, especially then.. Back then, i would just spontaneously go into meditation all the time.. Amma knew i was too spacey and that my practice wasn't grounded and that She needed to ground me.
One night, I dreamed about Amma. She was a beautiful young teenage girl, so playful and open. We were dancing together, holding hands and spinning like the Hare Krishna girls used to do...the gopi dance. Her long hair was flying in the air,a round us. 
When we were done, She was exiting my room. I said, "Amma, I really want to brush your hair."
She turned and said invitingly, "Well? Aren't you doing your meditation?"
I went to Amma the next day to ask Her if it was really Her in the dream and if I could really meditate again.
She said it was....and that I could meditate a little. But I realized in the dream, She was hinting that I should do more visualization with Her while meditating. More of a manasa puja to direct my wild mind.
I kept trying to ask Dayamrita to ask Amma... since he seemed like the nicest one.I found it very hard to do my seva in silence. So i had this big emergency trying to ask Swami D, how i could possibly do seva if i was in silence. He finally asked Amma, and Amma said in English, OK Mostly silent.
There was one question i was terrified to ask. It was about eating fish. Since I had started getting these cravings and even indulging in them, I had felt like i was giving into my dark side. Though I had no fear of Amma judging me, I was scared Swamiji would judge me. It took me the whole tour to muster up the question.
"Dear Amma, Many naturopaths have told me my nervous system is degenerating and that I should eat fish or some kind of animal protein. Im not sure if this is true and I also don't want to make bad karma by choosing my life over theirs. But lately I have been craving to eat fish. What should I do?"
Amma said, "It would be Really Good for you to eat fish!"
My jaw dropped as my whole entire idea of spirituality got completely turned upside down. It even made me doubt Amma for a minute. 
Later, my dad heled me understand that Native Americans used to believe they were helping the animals' karma by letting it dissolve into their life and join with theirs for the greater good. I tried to rationalize it, oK I lived a life of service, it could be good for the animal. I ate fish sometimes, like it was medicine that the Goddess was feeding me to make me strong to serve the world.
I did the whole tour with no money at all. I was a beggar at the doorstep of the House of Love. I traded massage with people to stay in their rooms. I bummed rides in vans full of hippies. We prayed to the Goddess. I wore a sign on my back, asking for sponsors for the retreats. Mother's grace was compassionate with me and I got all the retreats paid for. I knew this was a one-time event, and that though She was helping me crawl along, she wanted to me to take responsibility and walk on my own.. and that the next tours i would need to pay for myself. I knew i was in a grace period...in transition. Everything in me had been turned upside down and Amma would set me straight. 
Jani found out I was sharing plates of food with people and lost it. She said I was stealing from AMma and how could I think that I love Amma when i was taking advantage of Her and what did i really think i was doing by following Amma in this way, being a burden to Her, it wasn't helping anyone... Loud Isreali yelling in the dining hall in front of everyone...embarrassing, cutting, painful.
I couldn't figure out why Amma had so many absolutely horrible people around her. 
Then I remembered hearing Devi has jackals at the entrance to Her kingdom to scare off people and test them. Jani was like a jackal. I would have to push forward and not take it too personally. In India, she was even worse to me. One time, I garlanded her in all her meanness, trying to see her as Amma. This just pissed her off even more. The meanness of some of the people around Amma was just unbearable. I didn't realize then that they were all wounded themselves and in the process of healing their own pain and coming back towards wholeness. Later, when I realized they were still in process and needed Her love themselves and were not my role models, i had so much compassion. Still, I tried to see something good in everyone. I tried to see Mother in them, or I tried to see how they were reflecting mown pain, or else projecting their pain onto me.
Astrology Reading from Prasannan
"It is not in your soul's highest good to be with Amma physically in this life. It is your work to find Amma within."  
"CANT AMMA CHANGE THAT?" The tears rushed out. How can I not be with Her, now that I have found Her?
"She could, but why would She? Its not for your soul's highest good.Your path is through subtle energetics. This is the way you can feel Amma the most. The path of Renunciation is definitely not for you. You definitely don't want to go to India. India is the worst place in the world for you. You should do massage or acupuncture or something with subtle energetics..."
I looked over at Amma, peaking in Devi Bhava darshan. I asked her for a response. To look over this way and tell me it was not true. I knew She could hear my thoughts. She did not turn. So be it! My heart sank. Back to my own self-created world of mystery and misery, I would go.
My first tour, In Wasington DC, I found myself doing seva in the dollshop. Seeing Amma int eh dolls, I was enjoFound myself doing seva in the dollshop. Seeing Amma int eh dolls, I was enjoing dressing them in Devi Bhava outfits. An interesting synchronicity occurred which was that I was dressing a big Amma doll in a Devi Bhava outifit and just as I was doing it, I looked across the room and saw Jani in the Devi BHava sari shop, dressing a girl in the same color sari. How funny.  Just as soon as I had dressed the doll and put it on the table, it sold. So I got anouher doll out from the backstock and dressed her too in another beautiful colored sari.. Again, when I looked over, they were dressing a girl in the same colors. How could it be? It happened repeatedly. Magic. Every time I would dress a doll in a new outfit, I would see it in real life…I founda blue and yellow outfit, which reminded me so much of the colors of Radha and Krishna and I happily dressed Amma in Radha Krishna bhava… Then I went for lunch.
 
Looking for a place to sit with my plate of food, I saw one table had quite a lot of psace,. Only one Indain man was sitting there. I was a little hesitant to share the table with him though because he seemed to be occu[ying the whole thing with his presence. I sat anyway and watched him eating, every movement so graceful and so full of awareness. I was a bit in awe of the Shakti and spiritual vibration he carried. He introduced himself. His name was Radha Krishna. Of course. We started talking. He asked about my future plans and I said I wasn’t sure. I wanted to go to India but I wasn’t sure if Amma wanted me to. He said I should try to make some decisions myself. He said that is like asking God what you should eat for breakfast. We have free will for a reson so that we can practice discrimination. He said Amma will not force you to do anything you are not ready for anyway. He asked me what I really wanted. As if he was waiter taking my order. I said, I want to go to India. And he said, OK Then do it! OK I said, it reminded me of the first time that actor had encouraged me to make the decision to go to Europe. I got excited  just thinking about it so I realized it must be the right thing.
I thanked him and the Divine so evidently appearing through him and went back to my seva at the doll shop. When I got there, a sweet woman was holding the Devi Bhava Amma I had dressed in the Radha Krishna outfit. She was saying how much she loved her. I told her I was thinking of Radha Krishna when I dressed Her. She told me how much she loves and resonates with Krishna and she herself is a flute player. Wow. We got to talking and I told her excitedly my fresh plans to go to India.
Her eyes grew big with delight. How are you flying? She asked.
Oh I don’t know yet, I said. I just decided ten minutes ago.
I actually don’t even have the money yet, I admitted.
Oh, I can help you! She said happily as +she held the Radha Krishna Amma to her heart. “I work for an airline, I can get you a cheap flight! Its called a buddy pass. You only pay the taxes and if there’s room, you get to sit first-class.”
I couldn’t believe my luck! The sheer grace Devi instantly manifested as soon as I had decided to go to India. And the most amazing part was that this girl seemed so thrilled to be able to help me, as if she was the lucky one.
It has been 14 years now, she has been giving my buddy passes and I have been flying almost everytime first class back and forth from India, flying so smootly As if Lord Vishnu is carrying me on his eagle Garuda..
 
 
 
 
 
 
*My stepmother & the plumeria
After the first summer tour, Sumati suddenly really wanted me to stay with her in Boston. It was perfect timing because I needed a place to go. She had a very sweet magical little apartment with a huge tree outside her balcony. The weather was nice, late autumn, full of Amma's grace. We connected and forgave each other as sisters and friends. I gave her some healing sessions. She cooked a little for me.
I went over to the Hare Krishna temple one day and, seeing how badly it needed to be painted, suddenly found myself undertaking the huge project by myself. I wanted to apologize to Krishna for the lawsuit. I wanted to appreciate the temples and the goodness they were offering. This was a spontaneous gesture that arose from within towards this—Amma inspired. I was amazed at how she wastes no time and, wherever I am, she finds ways and opportunities for me to serve or burn karma. I was painting the temple for days. I cant even remember how long it took or if anyone else ended up helping or not. It didn’t matter. It was between the Lord and me. A lot of people were busy working; I just happened to be free. I also partly felt bad because of those interviews I had done and the lawsuit so part of me wanted to do it as an act of love and acceptance for the Hare Krishnas now that Amma was healing my pain from it.  I was becoming freer with every stroke of the paint brush, painting gratitude for each of my experiences over the dingy dark pain of the past—gratitude to Amma/Krishna for rescuing me.
One day, Sumati and I drove to the beach in North Carolina. We swam a bit. I was missing Amma so much, so I asked her if we could make a sand sculpture of the Goddess. We found all kinds of treasures from the beach and brought them to decorate Her with. She turned out very interesting, this Goddess, with  purple shell eyes, a big oval shell for an ear, flat wavy seaweed for hair.  I suggested we sing bhajans to Her and taught Sumati Ya Devi Sarva bhuteshu...
After some time, she wanted to just sing Hare Krishna to Krishna. My connections with that chant and with Krishna were still so loaded with pain and would still bring up too many yucky memories, whereas if I sang Devi songs, it was all new feelings.
Sumati didn’t understand. She got upset and left saying, "It’s just too much about the Goddess." She walked back to the car.
This is what Amma had told me. "Stay away from those people, they don’t have the Mother." I guess she had meant her too. I was kind of glad she left. This sand goddess felt more like my mother than Sumati ever did. Maybe because she was so rigid and controlling and not open? I felt so happy to just be alone with the Goddess. I asked her what prayers I could offer her. What songs can I sing for you?
I chanted Amma's 108 names, which I had memorized. It is suggested that, when dong the archana, you mentally offer a white flower from your heart at the feet of the Divine Mother. Since I first visited Hawaii, plumerias had become my favorite flower. Their buttery sweet fragrance and velvet petals, white with yellow as if sun-kissed, were just soft enough to imagine offering.
So, since I started dong the archana, I would always offer plumeria. No other flower seemed like it would feel as soft to land on Devis' feet.
If I tried to imagine other flowers, they never quite seemed right. Roses had that sharp part where the stem had broken off, that could hurt Devis' foot. Jasmine may smell good, but feel less gentle. Lotuses were too big and may bounce off. No matter what other white flowers I would try to imagine offering at Her lotus feet, my visualization always came back to the simple, sweet and soft plumerias that would land almost flat to touch Her feet gently and completely as they fell.
When I was done with my mental worship of Amma's 108 names, I prayed to Devi: Guide me and be with me. I sat in silence, gazing at Devi Stay with me, even when I’m with people who are not as open to You. I poured out my heart to Her, telling her I felt like I needed to go but I didn’t know where to go next.
Even though she seemed to want to connect with me, Sumati wasn’t into connecting with Devi. I felt like I needed to leave her soon because I needed the Mother. I remembered what Amma had told me about the Hare Krishnas: “Stay away from those people because they don’t have the mother.” I felt I had cleaned up and patched up whatever karma I needed to with her now but this is not where I belonged and it was time to move on.
After sitting there in contemplation for a while, I realized I had better go back to the car to check on Sumati. I thanked the ocean and headed back. It was a long way through the vast expanse of empty beach back to the parking lot. My bare feet appreciated feeling Mother Earth's soft and nurturing body of sand. With not a soul in sight, under the vast blue sky and the ocean by my side, I continued my song of longing to Devi as I walked. I didn’t want to leave. My heart, open and connected with Nature again, was hesitant to go back to the contraction with Sumati.
Suddenly, I couldn’t believe my eyes. A fresh plumeria lay open-faced right in my path...like a blessing that had just dropped down from heaven. Where could it have come from? It was as if Devi put it there for me to let me know She was with me. Could it be? Or did it materialize from my mental worship?
I took the flower back to the car, excited. Sumati was sitting in the driver seat, hands tightly gripping the wheel, expressing her impatience in full body contraction. She was ready to go. When she saw me holding a plumeria, her jaw dropped in disbelief. “Is it real?”
“Yes.” I handed it to her with a big happy smile, full of the proud proof that Devi was with me.
"Where did you get this? These flowers are tropical. They don’t grow here in North Carolina."
"I found it on the path on the way back."
"It’s just so crazy," I continued in excitement, "because this is the special flower from my manasa puja that I always imagine offering to the Goddess and it just appeared here, like magic. Amma’s letting me know that She’s with me—that She heard my prayers and received my worship. Wow—She is so amazing!!! She’s allowed the veils to part a little so that I realize She’s really the Goddess and that there’s no separation."
Confused, Sumati put the prasad plumeria on the dashboard of her car where she had a little altar to Krishna and started driving. I shut up and marveled about it to myself. I imagined offering this real flower back to the Divine Mother and hoping maybe my ex-step-mother would soon come to see that Amma is really the Goddess and is Her Divine Mother too! She could really use the nurturing too, to melt some of her rigidity, but she wasn’t open to it. 
Sumati just couldn’t believe it. Every once in a while, she would say, "Where could it have come from? Could a tourist from Hawaii have been by here and dropped it?"
I said maybe, but I knew better. I knew it was a blessed gift from the Goddess. It was such a strange coincidence, especially since there were no people around, and we hadn’t seen it on the way there and she hadn’t seen it on the way back. Also, it didn’t look at all old or weathered, or even like it had fallen from anything else. It looked so new and fresh, as if it had just fallen from the tree.
We drove home mostly in silence. The intoxicating fragrance from the magical flower filled our car with the heavenly remembrance of the Divine Mother's love.  I was in utter wonderment at Amma's glory and majesty and Her ability to play with me between realities.
Oh, Amma, how wondrous are your ways of showering grace, like flowers—and even as flowers. Does this mean you were pleased by my offering? WOW!
 
 
boulder & juba
landed in colorado after tour. at alakanandas. in november sw amma, felt so ashamed suddenly at how little I had done while she was working so hard- then geetha called me and the durge song came on- I felt naked and loved before the goddess
wounded knee. healing. 2003 we heal our wounded knee. Bill Clinton story. Merry Christmas this is Bill Clinton, Who am I speaking with please?
met juba. fell in ;'love' I fell in love. with his drumming.
I would go to the Shiva Puja every Monday and I fell in love with the pujari. I could see his eyes in the mirror as he bathed the shiva lingam.
Juba could be so expanisive, his spiritual practices would sometimes have him so open and melted , fully in the present moment and othertimes he would get so contracted and so angry, but the intensity of it would scare me. He was so loving to me. He cooked kitcheri for me everyday, nurtured me almost like a mother, took care of me at a time when i was so weak and lost. He was so beautiful, I was drunk on his beauty and his strength. Intoxicated by the divinity which oozed from his honey eyes and his beautiful golden brown body.  He helped me ground and integrate the new spirituality which Amma had opened me up to. I meditated with him every day.
He relished in the shakti he sensed in me. I also relished in his shakti. Together we drank of each others shakti...like the demons drinking the amrita for selfish purposes.
We had amazing sex, amazing pleasurable encounters together... when he wasnt getting angry and losing his temper for things not going his way. Especially with Alam.One day, before we left, we got into a big fight about whether or not we had time to go to the bank when we went out to do errands. I cant remember which of us was wanting to or not wanting to ...all i remember is that he got so angry he started strangling me. I freaked out and called the cops on him. I had done this before once when Nakoda got physical with me. The boulder cops were so mellow, it was more just as a warning that he should know that he can not exert his domination in such a physical way. By the time the cops came, we had both already calmed down and I explained it wasnt such a big deal actually but that we had been fighting... But they took it very seriously and handcuffed him and took him to jail. I pleaded for them to stop. That I had just wanted to warn him. Too late. 
yearlong commitment of marriage. physical connection, drums, dancing, sex, meditation, worship, yoga, siva puja, but all i wanted was amma. per amma;s instructions, i just gathering enough resources and energy to move to hawaii but then juba wanted to come.. and then since he was coming and he had a 4 year old child, his wife also wante to come with her new partner and their new baby. I knew it would be a huge disaster but what to do-they all insisted on coming...like the ties of bondage that family and friends create-
 
my mom comes to santa fe devi bhava
My mom surprised me by coming to Devi Bhava in Santa Fe. Maybe she wanted to meet Juba, maybe she wanted to check on my cult sttus int he Amma scene. Stephen her new husband was a self-proclaimed prophet who heard Jesus speaking to him...my mom trusted him and would do every single little radically strange things he would say because it was actually coming from Jesus. Many times it turned out to be true, in the sense that they would be led into extraordinary chance encounters and miraculous situations towards helping people. But there was also a lot of ego and self-glorification present and my poor mom couldn't see it.. so she followed him around like tail on a dog til the dog kept sniffing after other women and my mom finally got it and left.. Good for her! She decided she was going to learn to hear the voice of God herself..And she did.
But this particular day, they were still very much in love ie infatuation and they came with my brother Ryan to Amma's Devi Bhava. My brother had been given strict orders not to meet Amma but I snuck him up inside the Devi Bhva tent so he could get a better look at Her and feel Her energy. He remembered stories Id told about Amma looking at me and smiling when I really needed her to. So he said, "Make Her Look at you!"  "No, Ryan, it doesn't work like that", I laughed. "It has to be sincere and come from within. She is not a puppet. She is the Divine Mother"
If my mom hadn't have been with Stephen, she would not have been able to handle the huge silver crown Amma was wearing. But they took it all in quite god stride, I felt.. they had no intentions of going anywhere near Amma, but instead were content tomingle and try to prosletyze or convert the people they met.. What they didn't realize is that it was easy to speak about Jesus to Amma people because we believe in Jesus.. its just that we Believe God is too big to fit inside one religion and we believe in God's ability to come in many forms...so at some point in the long night, they realized they were getting nowhere in their conversions. My mom came and found me where I was doing massage seva and told me that they were going back to their van to sleep and per Jesus's guidance that they would be heading out first thing in the morning. I told her i would love to visit more in the morning if they didn't leave and she said that no, they had to go, Jesus was telling them they needed to go. I was sad she was leaving and that she didn't get Amma at all, but what to do?
At the end of Devi Bhava, when Amma stands and showers the flower petals
full description of this here...
I was feeling so expanded in my heart and so full of love, I just stood there in awe of the sensation. I looked around and a few other people were also standing there melted to the spot. Our eyes saw Amma in each others and suddenly we were in a group hug. I didn't want to get too hippied-out so I pulled away, lovingly. Suddenly, my mom was there, smiling from ear to ear. She took me into her arms in a huge hug. She said, "Guess who I just saw!?" "Who?" I asked, wondering who she could have seen that would have made her that happy! She exclaimed, "AMMA!"  Like a little child, she started gleefully describing how the Holy Spirit woke her up and told her she had to hurry and go upstairs! And just as she got to the top of the stairs, who should she bump into but Amma. She had stopped at the doorway to put Her shoes on and smiled really big at my mother. I couldn't believe it! My mom was ecstatic. What had happened? I didn't know what to say, so I just asked, "Mom, did She look beautiful?" Because to me that is a way of measuring how much judgment form mind or love from heart we are feeling...
My mom, still melted, hugged me again and said with clarity through her huge smile, "Of course, She Always Looks Beautiful!'
Later when i recalled this incident with my mom, she denied ever saying that. ahahaha the mind..is so tricky!
But Thank God/Goddess the Divine Mother is a master of the monkey mind!
 
2003-we heal our wounded knee
starting with going out to wounded knee resevation for christmas (ended up having an amma connection with the people going out there- could see her hand behind it) then massaging all the native people all night long, after they sized me up for hours in the canteen. all their spirit animals appeared. I would see them and then ask them. they would agree. they wanted me to move there. this wa a long-time dream, to live with native americans but it was too depressing there i couldnt do it. I told them i would do my best to try to help them though and i started bringing a monthly healing caravan out to wounded knee reservation in south dakota. it was very powerful. and heartbreaking.
some past life feelings there with Crazy horse for sure.
the phone call with bill clinton.
we did a sweatlodge wth them and juba- this glowing ball bounced on my nose and off of jubas cheeks.
and then i had to go- to move to hawaii because amma had said.
i was so sad to leave them- they wanted AMma to come. I am still trying to figure out a way for Amma to meet them.
and i had to leave them behind- gradually the healing caravan fell apart.
*Returning Home~Ammas 50th birthday
Amritavarsham50 MAgic! During the summer tour of 2003, Swamiji put the word out to all the devotees that Amma really wanted everyone to be able to come to India for Her 50th birthday. She had even gone to lengths to arrange through various willing wealthier devotees a way for people with less money to be able to borrow from them if they agreed to pay it back within the year. That was me- I was matched with a private lender- a very sweet devotional Indian man who lived in California.
There was a powerful message from Amma that Swamiji passed along, which was… “If anyone is worried to make the long trip to India, you need not to worry. Amma will be holding your hand from the minute you leave home until you return again.”
Meanwhile, after the tour in Boulder, I was still trying to follow Amma’s instructions that I go back to Hawaii. Juba wanted to come with me. I helped Juba write a dynamite resume and cover letter. We sent it to all the schools in Maui. (After going to see Karunamayi earlier that year, tell more about this….)
But as much as I was moving towards Hawaii with Juba, another part of me was longing to go back to see Amma in India and just immerse myself in devotional service at Her ashram. How long now I had been longing to come serve Srimati Radharani, but instead I was just lost in the maya of my own selfish desires. But Juba was so loving and caring and nurturing and I felt Amma was giving me this grounding and love through him. I was so grateful to Her. We had amazing sex. We fit each other like a glove in hand and enjoyed each other to simultaneous orgasm everytime. But many times, amidst the heat of the moment, I would look over at the picture of Amma on the altar, and ask Her out loud, “Amma, look at me-what am I doing? I am acting just like an animal in heat. Why am I engaged in these meaningless activities for sense pleasure?”
Juba would laugh, he found it amusing. Shiva Puja. Meditate together. He was a devotee of Siddha Yoga and had a very strong meditation and prayer practice on his sheepskin carpet. He inspired me to sit and meditate with him every morning. I would pray to Amma and he would pray to Muktananda. I figured the essence of each were the same, even though I had heard questionable things about Muktananda, Juba swore that they were not true. I just felt so blessed to be with him and to take part in the focus of sadhana- to ride the powerful waves of his focus in sadhana.
But now my dream had come true. Juba moved to Maui with me. So that his son Alam could come too, he somehow worked it out with his ex, that she and her new boyfriend (and their new baby) would also move there. I was worried about the boundaries so we had some serious discussions beforehand. I asked for one thing- Can we just make sure we at least live separately so that we have boundaries? They all agreed.
At first, it was like a dream to share this exotic paradise island with this beautiful exotic man I was in love, or sheer infatuation, with. My heightened sense enjoyment period soon came to a close though I realized all the women there were just as thrilled about sharing the sensory pleasures and fruits of the island with him. They would feed him exotic fruits just to watch the supreme way he expressed his enjoyment. He was a master enjoyer. My jealousy started getting the best of me. We started fighting more and more. He would go out drumming at night with half-naked girls dancing all around them. And this would make me not only jealous, but I felt he was looking for something different than I was. Those days for me were already numbered, I was wanting Amma more and more. Besides the great sex, he also would care for me and cook amazing nourishing food for me and keep our place clean. But everytime he did something, he made me feel I needed to reward him, his ego would seem to puff up. I started feeling smaller and smaller around him, I felt lost in his ego.
I felt we could not understand each others hearts and that we wanted different things in life, that in the long run, we were going in two totally different directions. So we would fight and fight in between making love, we would make war again about our different desires, sometimes explosive fights, sometimes ajust not talking for some time, then there would be some sweet few moments of making up, of pleasure again then back to the to fighting and pain of longing for something higher... Sometimes, the way he would enjoy would remind of Ravana, who was also a great devotee of Lord Shiva. But Ravana was a devotee to fulfill his own material desires. So it was not true devotion. Sometimes I wondered if I was going that way with Juba and I didn’t want to. I wanted to be engaged in loving service to Srimati Radharani. But at the same time my ego shell was thick and my desires were strong.
Once we settled in our new home in Hawaii, I sent in my Massage License test application with the necessary funds in check form to the County office. Hawaii only conducts Massage License tests three times a year. I couldn’t wait to get my license and start making some good money again. Just after the deadline for the application submission, I received a letter back from the county saying I was supposed to have sent the check to a different office then where I sent the application. They said I would now have to wait until the next time they tested, which was in another three months. I tried calling them and offering to send another check but no avail. They insisted I had to wait. I felt frustrated but there was nothing I could do except try to accept the situation. I felt partially they are so strict in Hawaii because had no tolerance for haoles (whities or tourists) trying to get into their system.
My friend Sunanda, who Juba and I were renting a room from, worked at the Grand Wailea doing henna tattoos by the pool. One day, she told me that the booth next to her needed someone to help sell toe-rings. She suggested I get a job there temporarily while I wait out the few months for my license. So I did. At ten dollars an hour and a little commission, it was the lowest paying job I had had since i was a teenager. And for me, it was such a humbling job-putting gold toerings with diamonds and rubies on the toes of the tourists. Many people I know would have hated it but I did my best to like it. I brought a picture of Amma's feet there with me to put on the toe rings box and visualized every pair of feet that came was Amma’s Lotus Feet. Still deep down I couldn’t believe I had such a low paying job. I realized Amma probably really wanted me to learn some humility. I knew I was a tough nut in this case.
Rubies to me where a symbol of the deep red passion I wanted to overcome, but they also reminded me of a special experience I had with Amma. It happened somewhere along a tour during my second year with Amma, when I was going up for darshan, and had a strong realization how far from humble I was, especially with my Guru. I said to myself and to Amma within, “I cant even imagine what humility feels like? What it would be like if I was humble, how would I move, how would I talk, how would I behave with Amma?’ I realized I wouldn’t look up into Amma’s eyes with the same demanding feeling of trying to get Her attention. I would just accept whatever She gave. I decided to try it on for size. I kept my eyes down when I went up in the cue, without the usual begging or hunger in my eyes. Eyes downcast, I prayed She gives me whatever she sees fit. Still I was aware I was just pretending to be humble, trying it on for size.
When I got to Amma, Her foot was there resting on the chair coming out from under Her knee, as it often is. It was turned so that the bottom was showing, the toes and the pad. But Lo and Behold, the whole foot was glowing with an unworldly brilliance of ruby red, brighter than any gemstone. I couldn’t believe my eyes. I realized was having a divine vision. And I thought, Wow, Amma is so magnanimous that this is the experience She shares even with someone who has no humility but just had a flash of sincere curiosity about what having humility might be like. This ruby toering I was going to give Her reminded me of that moment. But I knew it would be difficult to put it on Her toes so I decided to get one for Her hand. Its not like there was anything about it that made it just for toes.
I couldnt wait to see Amma again. Sunanda and Vishwan were a little sad that I could go and they couldn’t. But because Amma had said not to worry and that She would be holding all of our hands all along, I managed to convince them make the long journey. Even though he was in a wheelchair, Vishwan who used to live at the ashram in the old days, decided to take the risk and trust in Amma to come.
I would be taking the test again when I returned from seeing Amma for Her birthday in India. I started visualizing getting a job at one of the top hotel spas on the island. I was a little nervous about it. When I got my first paycheck, which was quite small, I impulsively bought a beautiful pair of $70 pants from this sweet little boutique in Paia. The idea was to wear them at my first job interview, thinking that if I had a powersuit I would feel confident and land the job. It would be just before we were going for Amma's Birthday. I showed Sunanda the pants excitedly. Then I realized while I was showing her that I didnt have anything to give Amma for Her birthday. Sunanda said, “Amma wouldnt want you to spend so much on clothes. You dont need those pants to get the job and once you get a job working at the spas you will have to wear a uniform anyway and it wont be those fun pants. You should take them back and get something for Amma instead.”
I realized She was so right. Thank Goddess for honest friends. I went back to the store. There as a No Refund Policy-Exchange only. I looked for something that I could exchange them for that maybe Amma would like. Very difficult-what can you possibly give the Goddess. I finally found a little oval cloisonne mirrors with lotuses painted inside silver frames and jade handles. I imagined Amma using it to put on Her round bindi of red kumkum for Devi Bhava. I felt like I was giving it to Radharani Herself. I was reminded of how in my childhood during our Greeting the Deities Ceremony every morning in the temple, the pujari used to hold up the mirror every morning for the Deities to behold their own beauty. I also found a little mother of pearl box. I realized then I could get Amma a ruby and gold toering from my booth and put it inside this little box. I got so happy thinking of what I could get for Her and give to Her. It felt so good to exchange my selfish desires and trade in my expressions of lack, fear and ego costumes in for gifts to honor the Divine Mother.
I thanked Sunanda for encouraging me to trade in my selfishness to offer Amma a small token of my desire towards selflessness. I knew Amma would just sell the gifts I gave Her for charity, as She does with all Her possessions and all the gifts given to Her. But even the thought of being able to symbolically give such a gift and then knowing that it would be received by Her and then offered back to the world by converting into food and money to feed, clothe and house hungry children and poor women felt so fulfilling.
Where I worked, I got 40% off all the rings I sold. I realized it may be hard to put a toering on Amma so I decided to get a large ruby and gold ring for Her and give it as a ring for Her finger. I had a fantasy that I would put it on Her ring finger as if I were asking Her to marry me.
( my past story with rings_ Madhava and Juba_)
Finally it was the second week of September and it was time to fly back to India. I remembered how Amma said She would be holding our hands the whole way there. I had to fly to Oakland alone before boarding Singapore Airlines with Vishwan and Sunanda the next morning. That day I was flying, I found out I had nowhere to stay in SF because my friend Perjol I usually stayed with was out of town. I presumed I would just spend the night in the airport, which I have done many times before.
On the plane, a middle class Hispanic woman sitting next to me asked where I was going.
"India," I said, trying not to say too much. I didn’t want to get too much into a conversation about spirituality with regular people, which often enough ended up in a deadend.
"INDIA! WOW" She exclaimed. “What are you doing there? Do you have a spiritual teacher there?"
I was really surprised She went right for the gold and asked this question, straight off the bat.
"Yes, Actually I do. Im going for Her 50th Birthday Celebration."
"O wow, so your spiritual teacher is a woman? Who is she?"
"Her name is Amma."
"O wow!!!.... We know Amma."
She grabbed her husband's arm, "Sweetie, she knows Amma!! And is going to India to see her for her birthday."
Her husband leaned over and joined in on the conversation. They explained with much enthusiasm how they had just met Amma that summer and how much they could feel Her spiritual energy.
When she found out I wasn’t flying until the next day, the sweet woman whose name was Gina asked me where I was staying. I told her I would probably just hang out in the airport. She invited me to stay at their place in Oakland. I couldnt believe it. It felt like Amma was really taking care of me, holding my hand the whole way, just like She said.
When we walked in the front door of their apartment, there She was, Amma, welcoming me with Her huge smile. Sitting right above the fireplace mantle. They had set the program guide, standing up on top of the fireplace-it was the only picture on there.
AMMA. How could it be? How could I be sitting right next to them on the plane and they invite me over? How does she do these things?
Gina excitedly went around her house looking for things for me to bring to Amma for her birthday. She brought out she had these crutches that she bought for this one surgery and never had to use. She said would be so grateful if I could take them to AIMS for her. She wanted to give something to Amma's charities. I didnt know how I could bring them as they were metal and oversize but it seemed so important to her that how could I say no?
Finally, I realized I could act like I needed them to get in through security. I told her this and she was delighted. As she continued looking for things She could give to Amma's charities, she asked me if I wanted this small squeezie ball, used to exercise the muscles in your hands when you work alot on computers so you dont get carpal tunnel. The world was painted in blue and green on on it. And the initials. ETP. Embracing the Planet? It was close enough to Embracing the World! I envisioned Amma holding it in Her sweet hands and blessing the whole world. I even imagined the picture it could make. “Yes!!” I exclaimed.
I couldn’t wait to give this world to Amma. It was so symbolic of how she has the whole world in her hands and how She was holding me no matter where in the world in the go, as I cross the world to reach Her, She gives me the world to offer Her, and even then She is holding me.
The next day, I set out for my Divine Mother birthday pilgrimage, crutches under my arms. I even limped to make it look real, which wasn’t at all hard for me, since I had so much practice when I had been run over by a car at 16. Going through each different check-in and security gate with them became a prayer of gratitude that I was independent of them... and able to walk on my own. Viscerally I remembered all those months I had suffered on them and how there had even been a time right after my accident that the doctors said I may never walk again. I realized that Amma must have actually been there with me then helping me to heal from that injury so well and so fast. I remembered how painful and difficult that time had been for me and how the freedom I felt when I was finally off them was so blissful. As I used the crutches I realized how sometimes I still forget the simple blessings of life, such as just being able to walk.
Then on top of it traveling with Vishwan who was in a wheelchair and Sunanda working so hard to help him along, helped my heart stayed in gratitude for my freedom of movement. Feeling this freedom with heightened awareness brought up deep questions in me about how we have free will, but what do we choose to do with it. I have this fairly fully functioning body but how do I use it to make the most out of this life?
(something about realizing the symbolism of the crutches and relationship with Juba being a crutch, keeping me from standing on my own.)
We were all surprised with how easy the trip actually ended up for him, not only because Singapore Airlines was quite spacious and there were two of us, so he could use the catheter on the plane in between, but because we all knew and could feel that Amma was holding our hand all along.
Almost as soon as we arrived at the ashram, Amma called everyone for darshan in the main bhajan hall, next to the Western dining hall. I went up just before Sunanda and Vishwan, holding the ring box and the mirror. I gave Amma the mirror and shyly explained it was for Her to use during Devi Bhava for Her kumkum. She laughed excitedly and said, "Devi Bhava?" and then held it by its jade handle and humored me by looking deeply at Her own third eye in it. I could see then the bindi she was wearing that day (a circle of yellow chandan with a red center) was exactly reflected as the lotus painted on the back of the mirror and the sun above it.
What was a reflection of what?
Next, Amma looked at the round mother of pearl box I was still holding and asked with amusement what was inside. I opened it up and took out the ring, thinking in my mind, how I wished it could be that I was marrying Her. She put out Her hand, extending Her ring finger slyly and I slid it on. It fit perfectly.
"Ahh....MARRIIIIED!!" She said with a huge smile, letting me know She had read my mind and accepted my proposal.
She exclaimed with delight, happy as a child that had caught the person she was playing tag with, like "I GOT YOU!!!!"
Or like she was warning me that I had just made a big decision to surrender. Her voice had a teasing quality as if She had caught me along with my wish and now there was no escape...I was committed. My heart almost burst with joy that She knew this was what I wanted. But still it felt a little silly. I didnt realize how serious it was.
I remembered Madhava, the first boy I ever had a crush on, how on the trip to LA with our dads, who was four years older me and had kissed me, made me suck him and then at a gas station we stopped at on the way back, came happily running back to the car, showing off the ring he was getting for the girl he liked back at NV. I was heartbroken.
Then all along in the relationship with Juba, I had been wanting him to give me a ring. Isn’t it every girls dream to be given a ring by her amour? He finally gave me an emerald pendant instead. And I was upset because I had my heart set on a ring.
Now I had given Amma a ring and She had said, Married as if she were the one so excited to have been given a ring from her amour. I guess I was more like the boy in this game.
Amma always uses Her birthday celebration as an opportunity to give more and reach out more and as such, She had many gifts in store for us lucky thousands who came for Her 50th birthday. She As part of the many shakti-filled gifts, was the new IAM meditation technique which had dawned from within Her. It was a four day course given by a handsome but focused brahmachari in yellow. He reminded me a bit of Juba if Juba would be so dedicated, or of a ksatriya for the goodness.
Though Amma had previously told me not to meditate too much and that it was better for me to focus on practicing karma yoga instead, I figured it was OK to learn this new IAM technique because the actual practice was only about half an hour a day. I found IAM most profound and powerful and was so grateful to learn it. Some of the visualizations were a little difficult for me and this helped to show me specifically where my mind and subtle energy field was really out of balance. It was also an interesting process for me also because we were asked not to chant our mantra or visualize Amma within it and I was so used to doing this that it was challenging for me not to.
About halfway through the course, I came down with a fever. I was so wanting to learn this though that I still attended and did my best. The meditation seemed to go even deeper when I was in such a vulnerable state.
One day, we were doing one particular visualization for the chakras and when I reached the crown chakra, I suddenly saw a clear vision of Amma and a brahmacharini in yellow (Guru Charanam) looking at a big blueprint together. Holding it spread out in front of them with both hands, they suddenly both looked up startled to see me, as if I had popped into their private moment unannounced.
This gave me a doubt about whether I should continue. I hoped it was OK that i was learning this. I went for darshan and told Amma, "Thank you so much for the IAM meditation. She nodded slightly, not overly enthusiastic about it...more like, 'if you must'.
After my darshan, my sickness amplified. The fever rose, lots of uncomfortable stuff was happening in the stomach, a cold flu hit, in fact everything seemed to hit me at once...and it floored me. I couldnt move at all or get up off the floor. Alone in the room, I cried for help. Sometimes people heard and would come see if I was OK. My full body was in pain but I could feel the purification in it. Purification is not fun. It is often very painful. Visions of all the sex Id been having flashed through my mind coming to the surface in the light of Amma's pure awareness. The toxicity I had collected and created had to come out. I felt like the Goddess was beating the darkness out me...through this sickness. What really got me the most, though was that I had been waiting all this time to come do some seva for Devi but I was now a useless heap of rubble on the floor. I prayed I would be at least be better for Amma's birthday. There was so much seva that was needed and I wanted to take part.
In the middle of the night, I woke up screaming as I was getting pierced and jabbed with needles. My new roommate who was a Chinese Acupuncturist, Dr Weng, was doing an unsolicited acupuncture treatment on me in the pitch dark. She said she couldnt sleep because I was in such bad shape so she had to do this. Once I relaxed and accepted it, it did seem to help a little.
I forgot all about Juba in that time. For two weeks I didn’t even remember to call him at all. If I had things could have turned out very differently
Finally, better enough to attend the celebration, I was so thankful again to be able to move freely and to use my body to serve the Goddess.
One of the highlights of Amritavarsham 50 was a procession of 50? different countries, where Amma would bless the water for all the countries and then merge them together with prayers for peace. She poured the merged water, symbolizing, unity to water this one baby Peace tree. Research. For the procession, they wanted 3 people from each country to march and carry the water. For the countries they didn’t have enough people for, they tried to find people who could stand in and march for that country. The people from Honduras thought I looked like I was from Honduras and they needed one more person, so they asked me to walk with them. I was honored to march and pray for the war-torn county of Honduras. The parade walked in a big circle circumambulating the whole stadium (say how big-& through how many people) as a prayer for World Peace for all these countries. As we walked, since the parade was alphabetalized, the country after us was Hungary. As we walked by them, all the Indians were reading the sign behind me as it was coming up, like they must have done for ours also. It sounded like they were saying “Hungry… Hungry… Hungry...” This went on and on and with each step of for the 2? miles we walked, it started to feel like less and less of a coincidence that all I could hear was Hungry, Hungry, Hungry. It seemed instead like a clear message from the people- the people of India and the people of the world. I suddenly realized if we were instead walking around the circumference of the planet instead of a stadium, and if the people we met along the way felt comfortable to express themselves to me, perhaps at least 3/4 of them would be simply saying, "HUNGRY, HUNGRY. We are hungry!”
As we walked, all I could think about was how most of the people on our planet were suffering without enough food and had no-one to tell their woes to, no-one who cared or who could do anything about it. This is where Amma comes in - the mother to the whole world. She listens to their suffering, consoles them, wipes their tears, feeds them, clothes them and shelters them. Her heart breaks for Her hungry children and She will do anything to make sure they are fed, housed, protected and even educated.
The celebration went on for four days, full of VIPS, inaugurations, long speeches and many hours and days sitting in the hot sun attending the function. Name the different programs that were launched. How many Widow pensions, marriages for people too poor to afford the ceremony and gold, medical care, Imagine if you could give even a fraction of this on your birthday, or even within your whole life span.Four days and four nights? Cultural Programs- Hariprasad Chaurasia played flute, westerners did Flamenco, The Indians always give spectacular traditional performances which some have modern fusion, but the highlight was ..Does my memory serve me correctly?, the same time duration as a Sun Dance. It felt like a Sun Dance in a way-what better way to gather together as a group and pray for humanity then under the auspices of the Divine Mother. I knew Amma wanted the Westerners to sit there to help inspire the Indians, even if through them seeing us on TV since they are so affected by Western culture... So I was happy to finally be able to do at least one thing that Amma wanted.
Once Amma started giving Her long birthday darshan, I had no real seva to help out since I had been too sick to sign up. When I was done giving Prasad to Amma as She hugged some of the # people, Lola asked me to run and get Amma's water. Itwas being kept in a fridge in a separate building quite far. So grateful for the chance to use my body in service, I braved the hot sun running and weaving through the crowd, thick with thousands and thousands of people...with my mission. The Goddess needs Water.
Amma must have known how much I enjoyed this mission because I ended up being asked three times total by three different people to run and get cold water for Amma. I was so happy to be serving Her. It also reminded me of how I used to love when Mother Kutila would send me on errands, no matter how silly, because I was happy to run and apply my energy fully and physically with a purpose.
The hours passed by quickly. Watching Amma in action giving darshan with the huge stadium of people waiting for her, gradually thinning out was like watching…???
Towards the end of AV, an owl flew in just after sunrise and perched itself above Amma’s picture. He, she sat there for hours, waiting for Her to finish. We were all whispering about this gorgeous silent owl. The owl is Goddess Lakshmi’s vehicle and it seemed to be magically sitting there for hours watching the Goddess in action, waiting for Her to finish.
When Amma finally got up around noon, after sitting for almost 22 hours and walked off the stage, the owl flew off with Her.
Somehow all the stadium grounds were already miraculously cleaned by the time Amma got up.
I was exhausted by the end of the trip- totally wiped out but at the same time, I could feel my energies were being redirected. From those long days sitting in the sun, dehydrated and still somewhat sick, I got a huge coldsore on my lip. It was not like any coldsore I have ever seen, it was so monstrous that on the plane, it would give people a fright. And the worst part about it, which turned out to be the best was when I got back, Juba couldn’t kiss me. So after we would fight, there was no more kiss and make-up like before. So we stayed mostly in fightmode. I knew right away this was Amma’s doing. It was the beginning of Her undoing.
And there was plenty to fight about!! I came back to our life together completely uprooted. Juba had broken our agreement and had given away our home to his ex-wife and her new partner. So we were virtually homeless unless we shared it with them and having no choice, we had to. All the boundaries went out the window and suddenly my life was a big messy, breasty hippie commune. Meanwhile Juba was flirting left and right with all the moms of the kids in his school which was on the same property where we lived. They would stay after wards just to spend as much time possible flirting with him. And there I was with my huge nasty coldsore on my lip, trying to bite my tongue, but knowing inside that is what he wanted and not at all the kind of life I wanted. Then at night he would go out drumming with some of those moms dancing to his rhythms all night. It was too much for my jealousy and my desire to focus together on something higher! I wanted out but I didn’t know how to get out because I was so attached to him still.
I just kept doing IAM while Amma’s light of awareness was so infused in my being that it was left and right crumbling the ego towers I had built in paradise.
IAM kept me on track, it kept lifting me higher and higher out of the drama, out of the soap opera, out of the desire, sex, jealousy and other lower vibrations, into alignment with Amma. I could feel it start to align me more and more. Pretty soon, Amma was all I could think about. Everything was crumbling all around me, and I knew it was because Amma wanted me- that this little dream of paradise was pittance compared to what She had in store for me.
Right after I got back to the island, probably due to the fumes I was emiting from deep within my relationship drama, I was fired from my toering poolside job. Soon after that, my little Maui Cruiser car broke down.
But somewhere deep within me, I knew Amma was with me and that She was behind everything that was occurring, especially the losses. Every loss I experienced just seemed to signify to me that She wanted me. I started to get the feeling She wanted me to wrap up my little dreamlife in Maui and come get real with Her. I didn’t know if I was just imagining it or not, but it comforted me to imagine this.
I made a song which I started to sing often and everytime I lost something, I would be I could add another verse:
She takes it all away, she takes it all away…but she replaces it with Her Pure Love, Amriteshwari, Amriteshwari!.....She took away my house, she took away my car…but she replaces them with Her Pure Love.
I got the job at the Kea Lani. Thanks to Kapua. (would have told story of how I got this job earlier)
After I got the job at the KeaLani, a sudden family meeting was called by Jubas ex and her dreadlocked partner, with Juba in attendance- to discuss how I needed to start providing more for Jubas son. “You need to decide what role you are going to take in his life. If you are going to be a part of it, you also need to provide for him. We feel you need to give a monthly stipend to help provide for him.”
I couldn’t believe how ridiculous this meeting was. This was not my child. And just because I was with Juba I was now responsible financially for him. Are you people insane? Juba was quiet.
“He has been calling you Mama.”
It was true- we had been bonding a lot and I loved to be there for him in a motherly way when he was having his days with Juba and his mother was not available. I could see why his mother would be a little upset with that. But as much as I thought it was cute and endearing, and was actually considering marrying Juba, until that happened, I felt how dare they demand I pay anything. I owe him/them nothing. I was happy to take care of him to the best of my ability and buy him whatever as I feel inspired but I was not Ok with them enforcing entitlement. They wanted me to take more responsibility than I felt was appropriate-especially because it was mostly financial. I couldn’t believe this was happening. Suddenly I realized I was not just in a relationship with one person but in a relationship with 5 people. It was so messed up-sticky like samsara and I wanted out!!!
Juba and I fought even more after that. When he would get really mad, he would get scary and a bit too violent for me, as men can get. There was no recourse. I had to get away from him. I moved out to a house on Door of Faith road.
I felt traumatized. I started getting some counseling and guided visualizations, all to help me ground and feel the heart. But then I would realize nothing helped me as much as IAM.
I was on call for my job and had to hitchhike to work. Even though hardly anyone drives that early on Sunday mornings, especially on the more laid back jungle side of the island, this one Sunday I really needed to get to work. I stood on the road and prayed and prayed to Amma to please get me to work. A convertible pulled up who just happened to be going all the way to Wailea- which was on the complete opposite side of the island- Again a rare thing for someone on this side to be going to that side. I got a ride all the way there, and was just a few minutes late for work- just enough to stay in character.
Juba begged me to move back with him and promised to not demand financial responsibility for Alam. He also said he would stop the late night drumming parties. We rented a nice new apartment in Vishwan and Sunanda’s house up on the cold mountain, in a town called Kula. It had views of the whole island.
When Alam would come visit, he wouldn’t let Juba and I sleep next to each other. He had started doing this ever since I got back from Amritapuri. He would say. “I have to sleep in the middle.”
Ater he would fall asleep, Juba would move him. A few times he woke up in the night and found us sleeping next to each other, and threw the hugest tantrums. One time he was so angry, in his rage, he even tore the curtains down.
“I HAVE TO BE IN THE MIDDLE!!!” He would scream.
It felt like Amma saying She had to be in the center of our relationship.
In March, Dayamrita Swami was coming to visit Hawaii to give satsang and teach IAM with Steve and Amritapriya. We were going to have an IAM Retreat in Kihei. Since Sunanda and Vishwan were friends with him, they really wanted him to stay in their newly renovated apartment. They had actually told us about this before we moved in that when he came, he would stay there. So we had to move out during this time. Another upheaval. Tumultuous. As great as he was at enjoying, Juba was not good under pressure.
While Dayam Swam stayed in our apartment, Sunanda told me he used my phone to call Amma. Amma was finding her way into my life.
For the IAM Retreat, Juba was really excited to cook. He proudly took over the kitchen where his mastery was very evident. His instruments was not the drum now but the food items and utensils and he created a powerful rhythm of cooking where everyone followed his lead. We were fighting though because I really wanted to least make the rice. Rice was something so simple that even I knew how to make it, my father had taught me. But along with his gourmet subjis, Juba insisted on making the rice too. When he finally served the meal, the rice was burned. Even the gourmet subji with cashews couldn’t hide the burnt taste. This felt like a symbol of how the flavor of the ego can ruin everything and how sometimes simplicity is more than enough.
That meal was the tipping point where I understood so much as I chewed the mixed flavors with the burnt rice. All the exotic beauty, mystic power, amazing talents and sweet qualities he had, the gourmet meal that he was, was ruined by the flavor of ego he brought to everything. Its possible this could have been a reflection of myself, but I was seeing it in him in unbearable measure and knew that I had to separate from him in order to get strong and regain my self-confidence. If he had just given me a chance to make the rice, it would have been a great meal. Then it would have been a partnership but it wasn’t like this. I decided it was time to break up once and for all. It had been a year now since we had made our year long mini-marriage vow.
When Dayamrita Swami left with the others he came with pulled away in their minivan, I waved and then I cried as if Amma had left. I didn’t want to live a life away from Amma anymore.
The next day at work, I told one of my colleagues at the spa that I wanted to break up with boyfriend but I needed to find a place to live. She said she also was breaking up with her boyfriend and offered for me to rent a room in their two-bedroom apartment. When I went to see it, I was shocked to find that it was directly across the cute little street and building where the IAM Retreat with Dayamrita Swami had been held. It felt like Amma was pulling me to Her side. I decided to rent it even though my room-mate would be colleague’s ex-boyfriend. I had never had a male room-mate before but she assured me he would keep to himself and leave me alone.
A couple weeks later, I drove Juba to the airport. He was going back to the mainland-where his extended family would meet him. As I walked away, tears filled my eyes and I was just about to have a good cry,when the phone rang- it was my spa. I was on call and I was being called to come do a massage. I pulled myself together and went to work. I felt like it was Amma keeping me focused.
The satsang had lent me a harmonium so everyday I played it. Juba had taught me two songs as a parting gift, Dayakaro Mata and Krishna Govinda Gopala. I was so happy to be done with the drama and karma with him and to be on my own to just focus on Amma. Even though I was working at the Fairmont Kea Lani since I was on call, I didnt have so much work so I had a lot of free time. Since the beach was right across the street, I would swim in the ocean a lot.
I was missing Amma so much, that I used to follow Amritapuri.org everyday to see what Amma was up to.
In April, when Amma was on Her Australia tour, I was longing to be with Her so much. I remembered the astrologer had said Australia would be the best place for me to connect with Her. Every morning, I would swim out into the ocean as far as I could towards the nearby island Molokini. I would pretend it was Australia and that Ammawas standing there on the edge of the island with outstretched arms calling me to Her.
“Im coming Amma, Im coming!...” I would say while swimming as hard and fast and focused as I could out towards Her.
But I also remembered the astrologer had said, it wasn’t in my souls highest good to be with Amma physically in this life and that I had to learn to find Her within. I was so anxious to do this. I remembered that he recommended practicing acupuncture was one way I could feel Her more. After that experience where Dr Weng came into my room for Ammas 50th birthday, I started wondering if maybe that was a sign. I started looking into acupuncture schools, thinking I would perhaps have to move back to the mainland to study. Thinking I was finally taking responsibility for my own life the way I thought Amma would want me to, but giving Her a chance to bless me or say no, I emailed Dayamrita Swami asking him to ask Amma to bless me to go to acupuncture school.
Swami took two weeks to respond, finally saying “Amma is so busy and I am also so busy-cant you just ask Amma that when you see Her this summer?”
In the meantime I got a sound healing over the phone from a woman named Ocean Love whom I had met at the River of Love fundraiser I had put on to help pay for the IAM Retreat hall.
After toning a lot, she suddenly said emphatically, “Your soul doesn’t want to go to acupuncture school! All your soul wants is to be with Amma.”
I was crying and said, “I know but the astrologer told mee....”
“No,” she said, “you have to honor your soul and your soul wants to be with Amma.”
“But I don’t have the money anyway,” I cried.
Then she said firmly, “This is what your soul most wants so don’t worry about the money- it will come. Your soul will find a way to be with Amma if you give it a chance. Amma will help you.”
I emailed Dayamrita Swami back right away.
“Swami, I’m so glad you didn’t ask Amma that because what I really wanted to say is that all I want is to be with Amma. But I don’t know how to do it. Amma has blessed me with this really good job but I only get three months off a year. Should I save my money and come travel with Amma for a year or should I just come see her for three months every year?”
my birthday gift of going home
 on my 30th birthday in maui, my friend sunanda called me inviting me to go do soemthing fun- I was tempted only because she never allowed herself to do anythign fun so this felt like a big deal but I just wanted to stay home and plya my harmonium and sing songs to amma and try to feel her so I told her no. she kep begging me- she said we could go to baby beach were amma came thirteen years before. I was tempted but didn’t want to be distracted by the outside world...finally after she wouldn’t hear no for an answer, I had an idea. OK Ill come to the beach if we can make a sand sculpture of Amma at the beach. she promised we could do this. we did and it came out amazing.. details here. bindi. mala. flowrs. rudraksha seed mala. bhajan mic and bahjan stick..a nd s and apple in her hand for my birthday. some girls came and wanted to help. we needed a bindi. I told them can you look for soemthing red and round. they found this pen cap which was a red dot with a silver circle around it.. we stuck it and it was the
perfect bindi. people from our satsang randomly shoed up and we had bhajans witht his sand amma then we went int the water and pretended she was playing with us- fullpowered playing! feeling our magical mother with us!
the next morning I went on amritapuri.org as I was prone to do thirsty for any news of Amma and lo and behold there she was at the beach in australia, standing there with her arms outstretched, calling out, singing out- exactly the image as I had imagined her to be doing all those mornings id swim out to her.. then as I flipped thorugh the pictures, there she was making sand sculptores in the beach- she was there at the beach in australia making sand sculptures att he same time we were.. she was playing with us. unbelievable!
i heard later the group was on the way to the airport all dressed in their travel clothes and it was late already but she suddenly stopped, and went and did all this- i knew it was in response to my call.
then I checked my email. there was an eamil from dayamrita swami. saying Amma responded toy our questions. she asked you to earnt he renunciate fee and then come to India. I fyou want to any part of summer tour, that is OK too.
it was the best news of my life. the best birthday present ever for my 30th. at the top of the email,yahoo had some ad that said, THIS IS HUGE! how appropriate. Mother was inviting me back home! Finally I was getting to go back home and be with Mother! I couldn’t believe how fortunate I was. I wondered how long it would take me to make the 12,000 dakshina money.
GODDESS OF FORTUNE-cashflow
almost immediately as I got the email, the phone started ringing off the hook. it never stopped. suddenly everyone who worked at he spa wanted to take breaks, needed to take breaks for one reason or another and though I was number 50something on the standby list, I was the only one avaialble when they would call.. over and over again. then every single person I would work on would want more treatments from me and even when the spa was full,t hey would have to accomodatet he cleitn so I would have to offer them sessions int heir room or in the slots where a room was free. deep tisseu all day on a lot of big men, number one requested therapist for deep tissue, my hands would be breaking with pain every night when I came home, I would put them under cold, then hot, then cold, then hout, my roommamte was a marathon runner so he understood the feeling of the marathon I was in and just when I thought I would rest the next day againt he phone would ring and I would feel like it was amma call ing me. and again I would push though my pain, push through the ir muscles, swimming home to her.. im coming amma, i would say, just as I had swimming in the water, In lomi lomi massage, you visaaluize ethe waves of the water and yoru hands and armas become like the waves, so the strokes are like dancing or swimming with the water.- washing deep through the density of the tension... felt I was swimming through a ea of flesh, isnt that wahat samsara is- these bodies are binding us here, keeping us identified here and iw as plowing through them, how many more til I see the truth amma., til I see your true forma nd not all these reflections of my m ind.. and all this pain, I would put my hands and her energy would flwo and their pain would go.. it felt like devi bhava.. amam s energy was flooding my being, flooding the clients.. flooding everything..with pure shakti. each therapsit was only allowed to work four days a week six hours a day but so many things happened that suddenly I was working every day twelve hours a day and there was such a need that though they were really strict about the rules, they bent them for the first tiem ever. I was getting five thousand dollar checks. I made the money in 6 weeks. just in time for the
summer tour to start. but I stil had all this debt from naropa.. thirty thousand dollars because I hadn even made payments all these years.. so I emailed dayamrita swami afew weeks before tour asking him to ask amma if I had to pay back my debt or if it was o k to come with out it. he never emaield back. I tolok this as a sign that I didn’t have to pay back. I mean whasnt I about to go leave the world to serveit? wasn’t that enogh that my life would now be of service? did I really need to give the government more money to have more wart> I felt justified in walking away from it. so as the summer tour was approaching, I sold my car, rented my apratment and quit my job, enthusiastically telling everyone, I was donme with this life and going to india to live with my guru. they all thought I was crazy..
the night before I left, I got an email from dayamrita swami. amma says you should pay your debt back first or else it wont be good karma. shit- now waht? I quit my job, and got rid of everyting. I called m job back- they were like no wway- they were on to me- they knew I was not their longterm loyal dedicated employee and they never wanted to bend the rules like that agaian and they were pretty sure amma had something to do with all the madness that happened. peter had been with osho so he knew about the power of the guru but he wasn’t into amma at all so he was suspicious and actually upset.
 
 
 
*Amma's ring
Rama's ring! (When Sita (the mind) was held hostage by Ravana (the senses)Rama (the Divine) had Hanuman (the animal tamed) bring His ring to Her as a sign that He was still alive. because the demon Ravana had tricked Her into thinking He was dead. google symbolism and weave throughout story
Amma says our search for the Goal should be as intense as someone who has lost their most precious ring...(we would search high and low and never ever give up. )
 
Amma’s Ring
Singapore 2011:
In Calcutta, the last stop of the North Indian tour before we were about to fly to Singapore, we found out Amma’s father had passed away. The whole family flew out and it was clear that Amma would fly back to the ashram to do his funeral rites. But what wasn’t clear was what the rest of us would do. The people who had enough money would fly back with Her at last minute but many of us couldn’t and some of us didn’t want to. Amma told us through one of the swamis that we could do what we wanted to do. Some of us decided we wanted to go to Singapore early, and most of the group agreed. So we continued with our original travel plans but without Amma there with us in Singapore, we were like a ship without a compass. I was a bit sad that many people were staying at nice hotels and doing fun things as a group, including going to the Botanical Gardens, and I felt left out. I stayed with a few others at Palini’s house, where Tamil devotees told countless miracle stories about Amma. The first night we stayed up the whole night listening to Amma stories.
Stories of Shakti Prasad:
When Palini and his wife Menuka’s baby was born, Amma told them to name him Shakti Prasad. They didn’t understand because usually Amma only names the miracle babies Shakti Prasad—the babies who are born by Amma’s Divine Sankalpa to parents who could not have children. But this was not the case with this child, so the parents did not understand. Yet.
When Shakti was three months old, he suffered from some kind of a baby heart failure or something and was rushed to the hospital, where he died on the operating table. After pronouncing him dead, the doctor handed the baby boy back to his mother wrapped in a sheet, dead and cold. She let out a huge wail and then lost consciousness. 
Palini called Ramakrishna Swami crying, “Please ask Amma, what has happened to our baby? He’s suddenly dead from heart problems.”
Ramakrishna Swami got Amma on the phone. She calmly said to him, “Don’t worry. You will have your baby back in three hours.”
As Menaka clutched their dead baby, Palini tried to console her and assure her that Amma said he would come back to life. He also tried to believe it himself, though it was an unfathomable idea.
Sure enough, three hours later, the baby’s heartbeat returned and his breath returned softly. The doctors were shocked by this miracle.
 
 
 
Letter Lila:
There was also a story of a letter Palini’s father had written to Amma full of a list of doubts he had. He didn’t send it for some time but the very day he finally sent it, a letter came in the mail for him, from Amma, addressing every single one of the doubts he had expressed in his letter, which he had just posted. (verify details of these two stories)
We were so engaged in Amma-lila, that it felt like we were with Amma. Palini knew someone at the Consulate that helped us all get the necessary exemptions for our visas so we could go back to India within the new rule of two month required absence. It was so much Grace. We were all grateful.
The family kept taking us shopping for this and that. They had some game of family Tamil hospitality going where they would buy Sita something as her hosts and then she would have to take them out and buy them something as their guest and it seemed to go on and on, like the Indian way, of saying politely, “No, you please” or “No, you first.” I was just brought along for the ride… I didn’t mind so much at first because going out shopping in Singapore was fun and novel for the first day or two. After being in India so long, I hadn’t even shopped for the basics in ages. But I just kept wishing I were in nature, like I knew some other people were. On the actual day of the funeral, we were out shopping and stopped in front of a huge wooden Ganesh in front of a shop to say a prayer of gratitude for his giving Amma to the world. I felt bad I had made the choice to come to Singapore without Amma and didn’t figure out a way to go to Acchan’s funeral. Even though Amma had given us a choice, I felt I failed that pop quiz. Now, at least, I could try to make up for it by keeping my mind on Amma as much as possible. It did keep slipping though wondering what the rest of our crew were up to, especially you know who.
Shopping Lila
I kept asking Seethaka and our hosts if we could please just go to see the nature one day instead of shopping. At least on the last day. Palini agreed to take us to the Botanical Gardens on the last day. I was so happy and couldn’t wait. But, that morning as we got ready, Seethaka said she actually wanted to go to the gold store. “O No!! Not more shopping. You promised,” I tried to say as nicely as I could to Seetha. She explained that Amma had said that Ramesh’s rudraksha was Amma’s marriage thali with Her and so Seetha wanted to get a gold chain for him to wear it on and which Amma could put on him, with the Rudraksha. It was a good reason but I didn’t really want to go and surely expressed that through my pouting face, but what could I say? I had to go where they were taking me. I couldn’t go anywhere on my own. I was so upset but had to go along with it so I tried to have a good attitude.
On the train, they kept chatting animatedly. I was lost in depressed thoughts like: what the heck am I going to a gold store for? I am a renunciate, I don’t wear jewelry anymore, except maybe my rudraksha and I have no reason to try to look good even, nor do I have anyone special in my life to buy any gold for as a gift. Then I thought how Amma is the only special person in my life and how sweet it would actually be if I bought something gold for Amma.  The only other time I gave Amma jewelry was the ring I had given Her for Her 50th birthday, when She read my mind and said, “Ahh, MARRIED!”  As if She had caught me. My mind perked up excitedly imagining all the possibilities of beautiful jewelry I could get for Her and put on Her, so that it became like a manasa puja, visualizing adorning Her with gold and jewels until a thought dawned clearly in my mind like a bright revelation, What if I got Amma another ring to reaffirm my commitment to Her?
That ruby ring had been so small, so it would be nice to get Her something bigger and more beautiful. Should it be diamonds or rubies? Anyway, I didn’t have any money to buy Her a ring but just the thought of it was making me so happy that I realized at least I could play in the realm of imagination at the gold store by pretending I was buying a ring for Amma. At least I wouldn’t be so bored.
When we finally got there, Seethaka and the Tamilians went to look at all the gold necklaces and I sat on a swivel chair, detached and bored, forgetting all about the little game I had planned to play there with the ring. After about ten minutes of sighing and swiveling, I remembered and hurried to the shop counters, intent of choosing a ring for Amma, even though I couldn’t afford to buy it.
I asked the shop girl to show me the rings only for her to tell me they didn’t have any gold and gemstone rings. As my face dropped with disappointment, hers lit up as She reached out and pointed to the Amma pendant dangling from my rudraksha mala. 
“Ahh, is that Amma you have on your necklace!?” she exclaimed delightfully.
“Do you know Amma?” I smiled.
She told me how she had tried to meet Amma the year before when She visited Singapore but that, by the time she got off work, her token number was so late that she couldn’t stay that long with her children, so she had to leave and was so sad to not receive Amma’s darshan.
I told her where she could find me and that she should look for me this time and I would try to help her get special needs tokens for her family. She was so happy to hear this. I recounted some of the miracle stories Palini had shared. She was in awe and I was blissfully absorbed in Amma-lila that, when Seethaka and the rest were ready to go, I was still happily talking with this woman about Amma. I had had the thought that maybe I could get a ring for Amma here and now, talking to this woman and assuring her I would help her get to Amma, I thought maybe she was like a precious ring that belonged to Amma. She certainly was beautiful like a gem.
Brisbane program
I was standing with Radhika on the edge of the stage, leaning against it while running our own little sarcastic funny commentary about all the people going for darshan. Radhika was making me laugh so much by making fun of the things people were probably saying to Amma, as if they were turning their insignificant problems into huge problems, making mountains out of molehills.
“Oh Amma, I just got these hemorrhoids,” Radhika said in her stand-up comedian mood.
Rarely have I been so disrespectful around Amma but Radhika had this way about her, a certain innocence she was comfortable with, and that made everything seem okay somehow.
When it was nearing the end of darshan, Amma started calling on people sitting in the audience to come up for darshan. She was pointing at them with her finger and then signaling for them to come up. I noticed a shadow of a finger bouncing up and down on Amma’s sari. It looked so funny, I looked around to find where its origin was. As I turned my hear, I was shocked to see that it was Radhika pointing to me, gesturing to Amma that she should call me for darshan.
Amma looked at me and called me. I shook my head no.
No thanks, Amma.
Radhika said, “She called you. You should go.”
“No.”’ I frowned at Radhika. “I really don’t want to go for darshan. The last darshan I had was so bad, I don’t want another half-ass darshan. I don’t want Amma to give me darshan unless she really wants to. The last darshan was so horrible. I felt like she just took me and spit me out. It was so painful.”
She seemed to understand. And Amma seemed to forget about it as She went on giving darshan. It was just about the end when Amma looked over at me and beckoned me with her sweet finger. As sweet as it was, I wasn’t falling for it.
Then Amma held up Her hand and pointed to Her ring finger, gesturing as if asking where is it?
Radhika said, “She’s saying something about a ring and asking where it is. Do you know anything about a ring?”
No way This isn’t possible. How could Amma possibly be referring to a ring that I just imagined getting for her?
Amma motioned to Radhika that I was crazy by making circles around Her temple. Crazy, I guess for saying I’m getting Her a ring and then acting like I don’t know anything about it. Or maybe Crazy for not realizing She is the Divine Mother.
I was dumbfounded that She knew about the ring thought and, even more, that she was actually expecting it.
Amma looked at me again and called me. I tried to hide behind Radhika. Amma leaned over so She could still see me, while making Krishna eyes at me. Her head was tilted, Her face glowing and charm oozing out.
Don’t you want me? Her eyes were dancing with a strong teasing look, pulling me in. You know you want me.
I couldn’t resist her glances and got up and went for darshan. It was a nice cuddly darshan, she seemed to hold me for a couple minutes. When I came out, She told me to sit right next to Her, which She rarely ever did. Then She started to sing. Rajita was sitting next to me, holding the mic for Amma. Amma told her to switch places with me and let me hold her mic. I couldn’t believe it. She then took my hand and moved it to the exact correct place for the best sound. I prayed to be like the mic. Even after She showed me where my hand needed to be, Amma didn’t release Her hand from mine. Her ring finger was gently and ever-so-sweetly pressing down into the fleshy pad of my hand the entire time. Connected. At last.
Devi Devi Devi Manatumbi Ba describe lyrics
It felt like She was singing the MahaKali bhajan to me, and yet singing through me.
And I knew clearly now, without a shadow of a doubt, I had to get Her a ring.
*******
So, the next stop at Melbourne, not knowing where else to get a ring, I went to our jewelry store, to Swamini Amma, and looked at our ring selection. There was a beautiful gold feminine-looking ring with vine like leaves and small diamonds. It was 200 dollars. Just within my budget. Sold.
I was so excited to take it to Amma and wrote Her a little poem that went with it. Something like: My mind is going in circles, like a dog chasing its own tail for happiness. Please bind this wandering mind in circles around you, my most precious Self.
She read my poem with sweet amusement and then offered Her hand to let me put the ring on Her.
Then She said with great surprise, “This is Amma’s Ring! I gave it to Krishnamrita. I give all my jewels to her.”
I felt there was a hint of a hidden message in there for me. Maybe I was one of the jewels She had given to Swamini for safekeeping. But darn, She was not accepting this gift from me, as it was already Hers. So this must mean, I still have to get Her another ring, but where, when, how?
My birthday was coming up on the Gold Coast. It was my 36th birthday. I couldn’t believe it. My life felt like it had so much potential and yet also as if I was still wasting it. I wrote a letter to Amma about it.
Just before I was about to go up for darshan, I stopped to see Swamini. She said she had some jewelry for Amma, so did I want to put something on her for her birthday? Sure, I said happily. She showed me some jade and gold bracelet with opened with a hinge and I was afraid I would pinch Amma’s wrist if I tried to put it.
“Uh oh. Do you have anything easier to put?” I asked Swamini. “Like maybe a ring!?” I asked, half-joking.
“Actually, I do happen to have a ring you could give Amma,” Swamini said and handed me a beautiful but masculine looking ring with sapphire, emerald and ruby squares solidly sitting in a row across it.
 Treya and her little daughter Tapasya surprised me with a small platter of Oreos with an apple in the center, (Amma’s signature birthday Prasad). On top of the apple sat a tiny beaded ring with a tiny rudraksha in the center. It was like a child’s ring. I tried it on and it fit. Suddenly, the thought came that maybe I could ask Amma to put it on me.
I am thirty-six-years-old and life is going by but I still feel like I’m wasting it. Please make my life worthy. Please make me an instrument of your Grace. This ring is yours already; Swamini gave it to me to give to you. But, Amma, everything is yours, anyway. What do I have to give you that is not yours already?
Amma laughed and let me put the ring on Her and then put the little ring on me and hugged me tightly to Her.
“May Grace be with you,’ She said. Then She added magically, “I even put a ring on you.”
I thought that was the end of the ring story.
******
When our tour bus arrived to Boston program, I discovered, to my great surprise, the shared hotel room was right across from Amma’s.  Even though it was late, I was too excited to sleep and so, when Kamalaja invited me to go for a walk outside, I happily agreed.  Walking around the parking lot surrounded by trees and taking in the fresh air, we talked about how much Siddharth inspired us.  Then the topic turned to Amritesh, the Finnish boy who also used to stay in Amma’s room, like Siddharth. Kamalaja was saying how his mind was on Amma all the time, even when he slept. She said he used to tell his mom and her that, every night when he slept, he would spend the whole time serving Amma. He would dream he was in Amma’s room and she was asking him for various things, which he would run around getting—like a glass of water, and next a towel, etc. He loved these dreams just as much as he loved his waking closeness with her. Later, his mom died and he had to stay back in Finland with his father and never got to see Amma anymore. We never know what fate has in store for us. So crazy, we were saying to each other.
Then I said, “I wish Amma would come in my dreams and give me directions on how to serve Her.”
That night, I had a dream. Amma was standing there in a dark room in a dark brownish maroon Devi Bhava sari with gold jari. Her diamond and gold Devi belt was sparkling light in the darkness. I reached forward and embraced Her around the waist.  With Her palms, Amma pushed firmly against my shoulders, push, push, pushing me away. As if in slow motion, Her arms seemed to extend longer and longer as She pushed me out of Her room across the hall into the next room, the room where I currently was. Then, from where She stood, She gave me a clear direction.
“I want you to give me a big ring, with big diamonds…BIG!”
She was serious in Her tone, like a wife or a husband who was giving their spouse another chance.
“And tell your father,” She added.
I woke up in the room across the hall from Amma, remembering the dream clearly. Had She pushed me into this next room? Had I been close to Her before and then done something to lose the intimacy? Was giving Her a big ring with big diamonds a way of making a solid big commitment? It made sense, but was I really ready? I still had such a boy vasana and this current crush that I just couldn’t seem to get rid of. But maybe the ring would help with all that.
I remembered one chai stop where a western girl of Indian origin had told Amma she had dreamed Amma wanted her to give her diamond earrings. Amma had responded she would have never asked for that. But I felt this was different. Maybe Amma was working with her in a different way than me. There must be some reason why She wanted me to give her a ring.
When I got down to the program, I saw Swamini and told her my dream. I think Amma wants me to get Her a big ring with big diamonds…Swamini told me not to put too much stock in my dreams and said she was sure Amma wouldn’t want me to waste my money on buying diamonds for her. She said she was sure that Amma would not want me gone longer working to pay for that either, but I was not so sure because I really believed the dream. More often than not, my dreams were usually pretty right-on.
There was only one way to find out. I went in the question line with my question written out on a piece of paper. I had this dream of you in your Devi Bhava sari and when I went to embrace you, you pushed me away saying you wanted me to give you a diamond ring first, a big one… Amma, is this true? If so, I will have to stay back to work longer? Also in the dream you had said to tell my father. Does this mean we should have a ceremony or…?
Swamiji took one look at it and laughed, as he usually did at my silly questions, which were serious to me but not at all to him. He asked the question to Amma with amusement and was more shocked than I when Amma said, “Yes, buy the ring.” Then She added, “It is not necessary to have a ceremony.”
I called my dad and told him, even though I had no idea why, except that the dream had advised it.
 
After tour, I stayed back in LA longer to work extra for the diamond ring. I found a beautiful one on line, called Past, Present and Future. It had a large diamond in the center, two smaller diamonds on either side of it and many little diamonds on either side. If you looked at it from a side view, it had a heart carved out in the gold setting. I saved about 2700 dollars for it and then found out I couldn’t buy it online. But then discovered I could have it made in India at a jeweler.
Savita Rao, who funny enough had also married Amma, said she could have it made at her family jewelers in Chennai. I went to see Swamini to tell her about this plan. She said she really didn’t think Amma really wanted me to go through with this because diamonds had a poor resale value anyway. She said before making such an investment, she wanted me to go ask Amma first. This was a rare thing, her telling me to go ask Amma anything. I happily agreed. I was happy for any excuse to go talk to Amma.
I drew a picture of the Past, Present and Future ring on a piece of paper with my question.
Amma, I have saved 2700, enough to get this diamond ring made called Past, Present, Future, this is what it looks like. Swamini Amma is saying she doesn’t think you actually want me to get it because diamonds don’t have a good resale value and are not a good investment.
Just before I was about to go up to the darshan stage, I ran into Radhika, who had first been there when Amma was asking me in Brisbane where her ring was. I explained what was going on to her and asked her if she wanted to come up with me. I knew it would help me to take my serious edge off and make the experience more light-hearted. Radhika was happy to come and offered to tell Amma, if no-one buys the ring, maybe she could buy it for her next marriage. She had just recently started seeing a younger Indian guy after leaving an Amma marriage of ten years with an older, more serious devotee.
Amma gave me a sweet darshan and, while keeping me in Her embrace, pulled away just enough to read the note.
She examined my drawing of the ring with delight and approval, and then asked in English, “What size?”
I thought she meant ring size and I didn’t know Her size yet, so I said, “I don’t know.”
“What size?” She asked again.
Later, I realized She was asking what size the diamonds were, but at the time that had gone over my head.
Radhika tried to make her half-joke comment from the side. Amma looked at her but didn’t respond. Making a waving motion of go with her finger, She said, “Go and convince Swamini.”
I went back and told this to Swamini, who said, “You don’t need to convince me. If Amma wants it, that is enough for me. It is usually that She would not want something like this. So yes, by all means, please proceed.”
I gave the drawing and an online print to Savita to take to the jewelers in Chenai. And a couple weeks later almost had a heart attack when I received a picture of the ring they had made. It was the ugliest thing I had ever seen;it was as if they had taken the picture and then made it backwards and inside out, so it was the opposite, but worse. I couldn’t even bear to look at it. My heart sunk with disappointment. I could not pay for such a ring. I discussed with Savita and she convinced them to redo it exactly like the picture. Somehow the grace came through to resolve the problem and they redid the ring.
Just before Amma’s birthday, she showed up with a little red box with a silver bow on top. I opened it up and it was the most beautiful diamond ring I had ever seen. The setting was elegant and unique with the heart carved out in gold on the sides, embraced by a semi-circle of tiny diamonds, like gopis, sat the bright, clear and solid diamonds in the middle with rainbows glistening and dancing.
I remember the moment She gave me the red box in the dining hall and the way the light danced out of it almost magically. At the same moment, the light seemed to catch someone’s eye and he came over, like a magnet to iron, and sat directly across from me, looking at me as I looked at the diamond. What a strange movement; these two opposite events somehow seemed to be connected and synchronistically tied together. As I am getting the ring to symbolize my commitment to Devi, my crush guy moved closer, like a shadow of Her light. I tried to ignore the shadow as compelling and mysterious as it was.
Wow, I couldn’t wait to give it to Amma. I imagined how beautiful to see this light and sparkly on Her beautiful dark finger. I asked Saumya and Remya the size Amma wears and got it fitted for Her size. I wanted to give it to Her for Her birthday but then there was not much chance for me to go for darshan, because the crowds were so big. So I decided I would wait until Europe tour to give it to Her.
As tour staff, we didn’t go for darshan in very many places, but we went in Ireland. I have Irish roots, as my grandfather was Irish and had moved to Canada from Ireland when he was three. I figured this was a good place to make this commitment, or renewal of my love, but no vows. When I was a teenager I would fantasize about marriage, but only for the ceremonies, not for the time after. That always seemed like a death trap to me, maybe it was my HK conditioning. Commitment scared me so much. Any commitment. I had never lived in a particular dwelling or house longer than a year or two. Since leaving New Vrindavan when I was twelve, I had never stayed in any city or town longer than three years.  I had heard when I was a child somewhere that there was an old Irish tradition to get married for seven years and then afterwards to reevaluate and see if you wanted to stay married. This always seemed like a good idea to me. I had tried a sample marriage of one year to Juba and we could barely make it. After nine months, we were done but we stayed together anyway to honor the commitment.
I had been with Amma longer than I’d ever been with anyone or anything. Why not renew my commitment to Her? I didn’t really know what this meant, putting the ring on Amma but I knew what I wanted it to mean. I wanted it to mean something like marriage—that She was mine and I was Hers. I definitely had some romantic expectations of what might take place when I gave Amma the ring. In the queue going up for darshan, I kept visualizing putting the ring on Her finger and how seeing it fit perfectly would seal my lost and longing heart around Her pure love forever.
I kept the ring in the beautiful red velvet box. When I got to Her, I held it in my outstretched hand. Amma opened it and made an expression of wonder. I took it out and put it on Her outstretched finger. To my dismay, it was too big. I couldn’t believe it. Sudden waves of anger came up. Why did Saumya and Remya tell me the wrong size? Non-fazed, unlike me, Amma took it off and put it on Her middle finger.
Then She asked, “Can we trust the jewelers?”
Suddenly, Seethaka, who just happened to be standing there, chimed in with a sparkling smile, “Yes, Amma they are my family jewelers too. Very good, very trustworthy.”
Amma smiled big and shook Her head in semi-circle bounces—the Indian nod of approval.
And that was it! I couldn’t believe it but had to as I was pushed along for the next person to come for Her to embrace. My darshan was over. My giving of the ring was done.  Not only was it not romantic, but it somehow triggered a tsunami of anger and disappointment.
Of course, Kamalaja, my nemesis???, popped up at the side of the stage as I was exiting and asked, “How was it?”
“I hate her,” I said through my hot tears and stormed off the stage, devastated.
Why did I just do that? And what did I just do? Was that my big moment? And was that symbolic of the kind of marriage we would have, or…? Maybe it was because my mind wasn’t focused on Her enough and was still imagining romance with the crush. Maybe it blocked the flow between us, but at the same time, Amma knew about that and had said to give Her the ring so maybe the ring was a remedy for the crush.
I paced back and forth in the Dublin Hall in a desperate tantrum, planning my escape from this loveless love—this romance-less trap, where I felt I had no true intimacy with Amma and always felt alone…Alternatingly, I was really wishing I could be free from the shell of my ego, which was keeping me from feeling the intimacy that really was there. But, for a sappy girl like me, romance is almost more important to me than eating. It is my soul-food, or what quenches my soul’s thirst. My heart felt dry like a desert and I needed her to pour the rains of grace and devotion on it. Why was she being so cold and business-like with me? There was no fate worse for this girl than a life devoid of juicy romance and fun, instead being full of dry monotony—so why didn’t the ring fit on the romance finger and have to go instead on the business (Saturnian) finger? My revelation in Reunion during that horrible experience of massaging Amma’s feet came back to me. She takes the glamour out of everything.
I’m not here to not to fulfill desires but to take them away.
“Let’s just hope it sells so we don’t have to carry it around and risk having it stolen,” Swamini said dryly, later.
San Ramon,
Thanksgiving Day, November 2011
It was Devi Bhava and, after seeing Amma come out in the glorious mood of the Divine Mother, I made my way down the hill to the huge mess hall for dinner. It was a bit cold and I was feeling lonely, as I often do when I find myself embraced tightly by crowds of thousands.
Why do you keep me in this world full of your creatures when I just want you, Amma? Help me to see them all as You, Amma, I prayed.
I sat down in a crowd of people in chairs (minus the tables, because there was no space) in front of the screen where Amma was larger than life. I tried to focus on Her beauty above the chaotic din of thousands chatting.
After a few bites of vegetarian Thanksgiving dinner, mashed potatoes with cranberry sauce, I looked around and noticed, to my surprise, that sitting right next to me was a friend from my past, Shiloh.
After greeting each other with warm hugs, we got to talking. We hadn’t seen each other since Nakoda’s accident. I remembered she had given me a care package of supplies to take to the hospital when I was on my way to Salt Lake City. After that, we had lost touch. Now Shiloh was asking me what happened to me since then. I recounted my whole story. She was riveted with awe and wonder to see how my journey led me to Amma and how much Amma has helped me. A mystical woman full of shamanic awareness, she understood every part of my quest and was so happy for me that I found my teacher, my home, and ‘my tribe’. Her power of presence while she listened was so deep that as I shared my story, I kept getting goose bumps along with revelations and gratitude to Amma.
After we parted, I was walking back up the hill to the temple where Devi Bhava darshan was in full effect. I was so full of gratitude that I could barely walk. I was grateful to Amma for every little thing She gave me that made up this beautiful life with Her. My heart felt completely expansive in Amma’s Love. Though the crowds often annoyed me, I was suddenly grateful for each person comprising it. Everyone who passed me seemed to be glowing with Amma’s light, as Amma’s children. People who recognized Amma’s greatness were here, or people who were searching for healing. How fortunate am I! How fortunate we are!
I stopped in front of Threads, the second hand store, to take in the view and get a little warmth from the outdoor heater in front of it. The hill was full of flowers planted with Love. The temple was emanating golden light and sacred sound vibrations. I was in a healing mecca in Amma’s sacred sanctuary of Love and She was healing me, and everyone. I realized for the first time, the building looked a lot like the temple from my childhood. She was healing my childhood, she was healing every part of me. I kneeled down and kissed the ground in deep reverence and gratitude to the glory of the Goddess that was holding me.
There are a hundred ways to kneel and kiss the ground. –Rumi
As I stood up, a young new girl in her twenties bounced down the hill towards me with a huge smile.
She handed me a piece of paper— a receipt from the Amma shop. Handwritten it said, “Diamond Ring, $5,000. Stamped across it in large letters was the word PAID with the Amma logo design of Amma.
“Congratulations! Your ring sold. Swamini wanted me to tell you.”
Tears of gratitude and wonder filled my eyes. I couldn’t believe it! It was in my moment of openness to Her grace that it sold. Or perhaps it was that THE selling of it opened up my heart so much. I knew then that this was the moment that Amma had actually received the gift. Anyway, anything She ever gets is given for the sake of the world, so when the world got it, it was actually when She got it, but more than that, I knew without a shadow of a doubt, that when my attitude became right, only then was She able to truly ‘receive’ the gift I had given. And only once my attitude caught up,  did She accept the gift.
I had never felt as much gratitude as I did that Thanksgiving Day. At the same time, Amma also showed me the true spirit of giving, and the attitude required to truly give. She showed me how giving with love creates an endless circle of golden joy sparkling bright like high quality diamonds. I felt I was touching in on Her reality of pure love—a love that encompasses all equally and unconditionally. She had brought me in to experience it, even if briefly. This was True Love. I remembered that, when I first met Amma, I first wondered if what I felt is love.
Then I realized it was ten years to the day, on a November day, when I knew clearly and surely that Amma was my guru. How amazing! Maybe this ring was a ten-year anniversary. Amma was so sentimental sometimes that She thinks of everything. Maybe that was her plan. There seemed to be many layers and reasons, so no wonder it was Past, Present and Future ring.
Mauritius 2012
I was shocked that, while I was doing my bookstore seva, someone said Amma was calling me. I was so shocked. What could it possibly be about? Amma never calls me. It turned out it was about the DSP and what I had said there. After getting detained at the DSP and thoroughly cross-examined by him, Radhika wasn’t happy about some of the things I had told her that I’d said. Apparently, she had mentioned it to Amma, who was carefully schooling me on how to talk to Malayali police, who don’t understand much about what She is doing with the Westerners and could try to sabotage our visas. After our conversation, as I was leaving, Amma turned around and said to Radhika, “Her jewels sold.” Amazing how She knew.
Immediately after talking to Amma, as I walked away from the stage, Swamiji called me and asked me to edit something because Sachin and Vinay weren’t around and Kripa Prana wasn’t available. I felt it was Amma inviting me closer. While I was working, he came in the room quickly and scared me so much that I shrieked and jumped. He laughed loudly. So did I. Her jewels sold, Her words kept echoing. Maybe it was a sign that She could trust me now. Now, maybe She would entrust me with some work for Her. This was my constant prayer. Maybe now it was possible since it was on Her work finger anyhow.
 
Reunion 2012?
I woke up to bone-chilling shrieks and screams that morning coming from the room across the hall. When I went to investigate, I found Geethaka and Swarna freaking out about the huge winged tropical cockroaches that maybe also thought it was their room.
I tried to calm them down and then quietly took a cup and a piece of paper and, one-by-one, threw the cockroaches out the window. The peace was restored and we went about our morning bathing activities.
At least outer peace was restored, but my mind was plagued inside with conflict and turmoil. Ever since I had given Amma the ring, the object of my affection had kept coming closer and closer and now I was falling in love. Maybe this was Amma’s play. Maybe it was a test. Maybe it was Her gift. How could I know? But it was so hard to resist and then guilt was arising and the desire to do the right thing. Oscillating between guilt and repression and the need for self-expression, I was always so confused but now I was really confused.
I told Amma about my crush and that it was progressing and we were talking a lot. Then I blamed Her for it, saying it was all Her fault for keeping me so far from Her where I get so distracted and that I tried to tell Her how I desperately needed to have a more of a personal relationship.
Amma said, “It has nothing to do with physical proximity. Many of the people who have been the closest to Her have left.” Like so-and-so and so-and-so. She was naming all these names of people I had never even met. But she was saying their names so sweetly, as if they were so dear to Her still and She missed them.
She said, “You, you are different. You are always trying to align your mind with Amma, no matter what you do.”
She ignored my response and then She added with a twinkle in Her eye, “Even when you see a cockroach, you are trying to think of a way to make money for Amma’s charities.“
How did She know about the cockroaches?
I asked Geetha, “Did you tell her?”
 “No,” she said.
“Did anyone tell her?”
“No, definitely not.”
Unbelievable. She was letting me know She knew how much I think about making money for the charities and also that She was aware of my every action and, even when I am not thinking about Her, deep down, subconsciously, maybe I am.
Then Amma said, “Its okay. Continue with the relationship. Amma knows you have enough awareness to use it to overcome it.”
Oh no, why was she calling it a relationship when we were not even at that stage? And why was She giving permission? But actually, I was happy and couldn’t wait to go tell him so we could keep talking.
He was happy about it too, and so amused with Amma’s answer that She knew I would use it to overcome it so we proceeded in our intimate conversations guilt-free, not realizing Kali’s sword was coming in for the kill.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
i felt he was giving me a chance because Amma was pulling me closer now.. because the jewels sold. The diamond body was activated.
The first steps towards being a clear bright strong instrument for Her light!!!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
paying back my debts-tsunami
after the tour, went back to hawaii to apy back my debts from school.. kea lani took me back wth very strict rules.. worked at four seasons also so id hussle betweent hem so iw as still working six hoursa tone and then six at another.. took 5or 6 months to pay back debts. santoshi came.a female version of juba.so much healing hawaii the nature..healed the nerves.. wanted to meet gaatria nd provet o her that amma did love erhe through my hands.. somehow.and the gift amma had shared with me.. swimming turtles.hana. jjumping off cliff. too scared to jump. same time as tsunami. huge flash flood- no choice but to dive in. ranger screaming at me to dive in- symbolic of amma telling me to dive in to renunciation- the world is flooding.
Massaging amma
 
I wanted to massage amma back then so bad.. it was all I could think about it when icame near her. when I saw the other girls doing it, I would get so annoyed with the way they were doing it and I would feel so much compassion for amma and I would just want to help make her feel better..one day I went asd asked Amma, when I ouwl dbe pure enough o massage her?? or to make me pure enough o be able to massage her. She said it has nothing to do with purity. it is just that these girls will get so jealoous if she lets anyone else do it.. PRana she said. pointing at her and then she started alughing. I was crying hysterically. whey shoul d she care more about ehm getting jealous then how I felt. or how she felt. it didn’t make any sense to me.. I just sat there in front of her wailing. then finally she said, ok fine, you can do it- but nly for two minute. I didn’t want to do it anymore. I didn’t want to do it if she didn’t really want it and if she was just doing it to make me happy. I otld her no, never mind though my tears.. she motioned for me to go to the back. isaid no.. agains he toldl em .. so I wnet back there. prana had beenhearing the whole thing suddenly acted like she didn’t see me and tried to look antoally focused n her massge of amma.. I stood there waiting for her to take notice. she wouldn’t. the girl who was giving prasad, told her prana, amma said she could massge her. prana ignored her too. I wanted to leave so bad but now amma had inssited so I couldn’t be t toal coward and run away. through my sniffles, I tapped her shoulder and said, prana, amma said I could massage her. she huffed and puffed and moved to the side al ittle bit. I started. shivan came and was like What is this? prana shrugged her shoulders, I guess amm a said it was ok. I tried to stop crying but I was full steam, mucc was probablky coming out of my nose. they started moving boxes behind me, jabnbing into my back. it was the worst two minutes of my life.. I was so embarrassed and I felt like I was in the worng place- amma didn’t want me there why was I there.. it was horrible. I couldn’t wait fo it to be over and it was I ran out of there..deternmined to never ask again.. but hen I ahd to hear about it from prana nd lola in the dining hall who made me promise that I would ever ask amma gain because if she lets me do it then she would have to let eveyone do it, because everyone would ask, perana said after I did it, someone else saw and went and asked amma.. so whatever, I promised them and that was that.. the end of my dream!
radhika who is in charge of the renuncitaes had told me she wanted me to do massage seva and the girls in the ktichen wanted me to do kitchen because it was so needed. I felt I had been doing massage for so long that im good at it but I have never ever lerned how to cook- maybe I should take a huge leap and do what im not good at it- even though it would proabbly be a ideservice to the ktichen as Im so add I can burn water. plus since amma wouldn’t let me massage her, I took it as sign that I shouldn’t massage anyone- I didn’t care to masssage anyone anymore if I couldn’t massage her- she was everyone and everyone was her after all.. so if she said no to me.. then it seemed like I should be done.. sure its dramatic but that’s just whow I felt.
I went to ask amma which one I should do, Massage or Kitchen? she looked at me and smiled huge and said, "OK but for only two minutes!! huh? I said She pointed to the back of her with her thumb and said, " GO on but for only two minutes. I practically leaped up with joy. Lola was there. I tapped Lola on the shoulder. Amma said I could massage her for two minutes. Pure joy for two minutes but I closed my eyes and somehow it turned into four. I ran away elated, so high I was dancing in the room that used to
be amma's. I felt like amma was inside me and I felt like I was inside her. I reenacted the whole interaction as if it were a dance and I was dancing wild high on Amma's shakti for hours..i realized then that my every action was a massage for Amma. That she could directly feel everything I was doing. I would go in that room and hang out with amma.. pretend she was there with me- or more pretend that I could feel her there with me- because in actuality this was the truth. away from everyone.. all the scary people.
 Once, having noticed for time that Amma's knee seemed to be hurting because I had seen her rubbing it and walking a little pained, i was telling sivani how i so badly wanted to do some healing on Her knee. we were on the roof of the temple looking down at ammas house. suddenly we saw her come out.. completely out of time and space,., we ran down as fast as we can.. we were the first people there.. i sat at her feet and put my hand on her knew.. amma laughed and told everyone i was trying to go into samadhi. embarrassed, i stopped... realizing she doesn't really need anything from me...
Another time on the plane with Amma, on an international flight, the lights were turned down and everyone had drifted off to sleep. I was thinking how much Amma had worked the days before and how Her feet must be hurting. I remembered what She said about how She got the effects of it when I mentally massaged Her so I took the socks the airline had given and balled them up to make them firm..and started pressing them, imagining they were Amma's feet. I was deep in my imagination for some time, with eyes closed, when I looked up to see Swamini Amma coming down the aisle. She stopped over my seat and whispered, "Ambujam, can you come with me?" As we walked towards the front of the plane, she told me she had been massaging Amma's feet for some time but she felt I would do a better job and Amma was asleep anyway and wouldn't notice. Ohmigoddess. What a strange chance and what a huge risk! What if Amma woke up to see it was me? Wouldnt She be unhappy? Swamini insisted it was fine and I couldn't say no. 
There She was, Amma, sleeping soundly in the dark business class cabin. I was so scared She would shoo me away or get startled to see me instead of Swamini, but what to do... Duty called. I sat at Her feet and eased into touching them, pressing them, massaging them...such a strange feeling to be offering something to someone knowing that they would rather it be someone else? The ego was aware of a sense of rejection while the heart felt elated at the connection. But then again, I knew that She knew and was just pretending to be totally asleep. I knew that it was actually Her that prompted Swamini psychically to feel like coming and calling me. I tried to relax into the knowing that it was OK that I was massaging Her. Swamini sat in the seat next to Amma and shut her eyes to rest a little.
I massaged Amma's feet for ten or fifteen minutes with focus, gratitude and concentration, until suddenly that annoying boy popped back up in my mind. As soon as my mind drifted to thoughts of him, Amma stirred in Her 'sleep', pulled Her feet away and called out like a small baby for Her mother, "Krishnamrita". Swamini turned and asked, "Amma?" as she adjusted the blanket over Amma's shoulders again lovingly, like a mother, and I made a fast disappearance... As I settled back into my seat in the sea of sleeping people, I was grateful for the strange strokes of grace to serve Her lotus feet in a way the ego could never own. I marveled at how She is such a master at tricking the trickster of this mind. I was kind of pissed at my mind for messing up my opportunity by getting distracted  by him, in my prime moment with my heart. But I knew Amma was also using this experience to show me with crystal clarity the obstacles that were still keeping me from focusing fully on serving Her/the Divine. aarrggh, would i ever be free from this pull towards him so that I could reach the Goal of Pure Love?
YOU TAKE THE GLAMOUR OUT OF EVERYTHING LADY!!! -The Unforgettable La Reunion Foot Massage
nosering san ramon masaje
 
reunion massage- nails
On Summer tour, Radhika had asked me to make a commitment to being in the ashram during the busy season. I was so happy to be asked this as the ashram had given me so much and so if there was anything i could do for it, of course i would try. But when and how would i work then since i usually worked a bit of the busy seasons?
Radhika told me not to worry we would work it out somehow. I trusted Amma would provide a way since this was for service but I couldnt see yet how. It was not practical but I had faith it would work out. Still a little concerned, I went and asked Amma what i should do since Radhika asked me this.... with Radhika translating. Amma said very sweetly that I should do whats best for the ashram which made me very happy. To have that relationship with the ashram as a priority, making the ashram seva my centerpoint around which life would have to reorganize itself...
Towards the end of the tour, I started getting a little nervous though as the way had still not been shown. I realized i would need to borrow the money to get back to India from someone and pay them back at some later date. I prayed to be shown who to ask and only on the day of the last city, in Toronto, did I see someone I felt comfortable asking. A spiritual brother who had been touring and growing with for some years. I had borrowed money from him once before and he knew i would pay it back. We were standing in the snackshop when I asked him if I could borrow the money for the flight. He was in the middle of saying Yes, Sure.. when his dad, apparently having overheard, walked up and said, "Why dont we just give her some miles?"
The boy agreed this was a better route.. and decided to come back to India with me on miles tickets. He had been away for some time processing the depth of his experience and I was happy he was finallly coming home. When his dad went to book the tickets, there were no more seats available and the airline offered him two Business Class seats for only 100 more each. We were going home in style.
At the airport, we were given a pass to the Lounge and went and splurged on all kinds of yummies to eat and drink. A was really craving a beer and I told him he better not because maybe Amma would come to the airport. We actually didnt even know when Her flight was but just knew it was the same day...so it was possible that she could come anytime, right into the lounge. I told A. Lets pretend Amma is here in the lounge with us. We were relaxing, lounging and having fun imagining it when suddenly I had an inner feeling like a wave in my body pulling me outside. Amma is out there, I said, I can feel it. Lets go!!! I ran out... A followed me...leaving all our dishes on our table.
Sure enough, just as we came crashiing fast out of the lounge, there was Amma coming straigt toward us, surrounded by That summer tour, Amma told me I should work in NYC. Swamini asked Kelly to help me find work in New York. Kelly said she would buy five sessions for five friends. I dreaded going to New York like anything.
The same summer Radhika acknowledged that my workshopseva was important and that though she had tried to find someone to replace me, no-one was quite able to do it to the same level. So she approached me and asked me to make a commitment to be at the ashram during the busy seasons when it was most needed, Aug & Sept, Dec & Jan.
I couldnt understand how i would make the money to work for the tours if i did that because I always stayed back after Us tour in the summer and fall. But she seemed to think it was more important than me doing the tours, so I accepted.  I felt that if this was the best I could do for Amma's service, everything would work out perfectly. It felt very special to me that the ashram was asking something of me...needing me. I like to feel needed. But more than that, I feel so grateful to Amma for everything she has given me and I want to give something back. But even beyond that, i wanted to feel like im surrendering to what is being asked of me at the ashram. So I said yes, not knowing how I would be able to afford it. And not knowing how I would even get back, because tour was ending last few days of July so I had to get back right away.
Swamini told me she thought I should go work first and then come. I went to Amma about it and told her Radhika was asking me to make that commitment but Amma had mentioned that I should work in NY but I didnt know how or when I would work. What should I do? Amma said, "Yes, do whats best for the ashram.
I told Swamini what Amma had said and she said, but I already talked to Kelly for you and then she huffed and puffed and walked away.
I knew I must do what Amma told me. So, I decided to borrow the money for a ticket back and i would come later to work, like during North Indian tour or something. The rest of the tour, I kept my eye out for someone I didnt think would mind lending me the money. I didnt want to borrow it from someone who had lent it to me in the past. Even though, I always paid my friends back, I didnt want them to feel I was too much of a burden. So, I realized I had already borrowed from almost everyone I knew who had money. The last city, Toronto, I saw my friend Abhay who had been gone for some time. He was actually in China when Amma called him back, and it just so happened to be right before there were these huge storms and floods in China, He and I were talking about how much it meant to him that She had called and he was wondering if she saved him from that. He wasnt sure where he was going from here, maybe India. He asked about what I was up to and I told him my situation. Though I had borrowed money from him before, I suddenly had the feeling to ask. I felt he wouldnt mind. So I asked to borrow enough for the ticket to India and he happily agreed. 
Just then his dad, who had been walking around the snack shop while we were talking, came up, and having obviously overheard us, suggested, "Why dont we just give her a  miles ticket?"  Wow really?.
Abhay and his dad, Rich said, "O Yea, Sure!" 
Rich said he would book the ticket for me online.
The next day, I saw him sitting in his seat waiting for Amma to come for the Atma Puja, while I was going around selling the glass bottles for the holy water.  He told me when he went to book the flight, there were no seats available... in coach. So for only a hundred dollars more, he was able to book business class. So he got a ticket for me and Abhay First Class.
Omigoddess. The Grace! It was so obviously a sign that I was doing the right thing! The universe was so obviously supporting the decision.
Getting a first class sear also helped Abhay to get the motivation to come back to India, as it had been alot of tapas for him. Both of us felt Amma was holding our hands to bring us home. 
We got a ride to the airport with the group, but then soon parted ways upon checking in. Then we discovered our first class status could get us into the lounge. So we went there and ate to our hearts content. Abhay was toying with the idea of having a beer. He said he was really craving one. Trying to be a good big sister, I tried to discourage him, saying, "What if Amma comes in here and sees you drinking? You know she comes to the lounge sometimes?" As soon as I said that, I started to imagine Amma in the lounge with us, siting there eating with us.
A few minutes later, Her presence felt tangible in the airport. I cant describe it except for the way birds sound chirping in the early morning tells you that its dawn, a similar feeling filled my being. Dawn had arrived. COnsciousness. Amma consciousness. 
I told Abhay urgently, "I can feel Her. She's here. Come on. Lets go find her!"
We dashed up from our seats, leaving all the food and beverages, only half-consumed.
Just as we came out of the lounge, we saw Her, rolling towards us like a swan or a white cloud of grace, surrounded by a huge crowd of people scrambling to keep up.
With folded palms, we stood and greeted Her, just to the side of the lounge. Amma passed us, the lounge and the escalators going down to the gates and sat in the corner where there was a row of seats. Everyone piled down around her. i stood behind, grateful for such a good spot. Maybe She would sing. Or tell stories. Or speak in Her language that I cant understand but still puts my soul at peace..
The security guards came and busted up our lovenest. They showed us the doors we were blocking and shooed us away towards the escalators. Aww, disappointed, everyone still obeyed and started going down the escalators. But when Amma got up, She walked past the escalators. Abhay and I looked at each other and understood right away, She was going to the lounge. 
Abhay said, "Im not going in unless she calls me. I dont want to bother her."
I wondered what I would do. What an opportunity, but I also didnt want to intrude.
We trailed behind her at a good safe distance. As She walked into the lounge, She turned around and smiled at Abhay in an inviting way, raising her beautiful eyebrows.
We were in the lounge in a heartbeat. Since we had already been in there, they didnt ask us for ID, so we were right behind Amma. We saw her walk past out table which was still not cleared. Swamini turned and asked us to bring Amma a cappucino with no sugar. 
We both ran to the food area and were almost competing to make Amma a capuccino. At first I thought Abhay was making it but then I saw he was making some kind of special  coffee, so i tried the cappucino machine. First I asked someone if there was one with no sugar and they said, it didnt have sugar. So i pressed the button and waited. Abhay was done before me and rushed his drink up the small steps to where Amma was sitting towards the back of the room. I came in closely following behind, jsut in time to see Amma had taken a sip and was handing it back to him sweetly. Swamini said it wasnt hot enough.
Abhay took it, realizing he had just been given a cup full of prasad.
As I set down the cappucino, I noticed Swamini was massaging Amma's feet. She looked like Lakshmi at Vishnu's feet.  I waited as Amma took a sip of the cappucino to see if it was OK. She bobbled her head to suggest it was fine. Wow. Silly me, I asked Swamini if she wanted one too, though of course I know she would never drink it in front of Amma. She motioned to her shoulders, like to massage them, so even sillier me, asked her out loud in front of Amma, "What, do you need a massage?"
She said, "No, Amma." Then Swamini said something to Amma about me and I only heard the word chance. I realized She was ask Her if I could massage Her shoulders. I was so embarrassed.Amma said Something in Malayalam, and Swamini motioned to me to massage Amma's shoulders.
As I was about to start, Swamini said Amma doesnt want to look like a queen with so many peoplle massaging Her, but I told her no-one cares or is paying attention.
It was true, i looked around and besides Chad was sitting across from Amma talking to her about businessy things, it seemed. No-one else was there. No swamis in sight. Abhay was sitting off to the side, kind of by where we had sat, drinking his prasad coffee with two hands. He had been craving a drink...and he got the real deal. straight from AMMA's hands.
As my hands made contact with Amma's shoulders and then her neck, I couldnt believe this was happening. What dream did I find myself in? All the usual annoying people had disappeared and it was just me and Swamini massaging Amma while she talked to chad ever so sweetly with Abhay drinking his prasad like a baby suckling the breast in the corner. Usually, I am always cold but Suddenly as I massaged, the temperature was so hot, I was burning up. Overwhelming Grace.
I was wearing this pink vest, I wanted to stop and take it off, but i didnt want to risk cutting my chance short. I had to do it as long as ic ould. Amma's shoulders were very tight and it was such a relief for me to get to massage them. She wasnt giving darshan so it was easy to do, she would even help me sometimes, by moving her arm and switching her cappucino to the other side so i could get a a better angle or open up an area even more. 
First, my mind was just freaking out, is this really happening. I had to keep telling it, yes, it is, shut up. be quiet be peaceful, be calm, youre with amma now, this is what you wnated, so finally be happy, relax.. but how can it be, why me? wha about everyone else? the mind had such a ahard time accpeting the grace..and i had to keep telling it, cus i knew amma could hear its every thought, who wants to have a massage from someone who has amoney on their back squealing in delight and curiosity and wonder the whole time.. quiet you mind...and just know that with Amma, Dreams do come true.
Her shoulders were like the himalayas, majestic strong and sacred. how many people have rested their weary suffering minds on the purity emanating from those shoulders. 
her arms, so strong too. how many times had they wrapped around to comfort and hold the suffering bodies. reaching out to wipe the tears from their eyes.eyes had th
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
plane experiences with Amma
plane ride to texas? or abq
We were flying on Southwest from Albuquerque to Texas. I had done a rare thing, which is out of character for me and had checked in early because Amma was on our flight and I wanted to sit close to Her. As I got on, the only seat close was right in front of Her, I took it. It was a middle seat, sandwiching me between two women who were part of the very few people on the plane, not with our group. As all Amma's children came on the plane, their faces lit up with elation at seeing their Beloved. She stretched out Her lotus hand to bless each one individually... The woman next to me was confused. Seeing that I knew all of them too, she finally asked me, "Who is that behind us?" 
Sigh. Hmmm. How do I even begin to answer?
"She is...umm..." I froze in contemplation of this query, How could I tell this woman that She was the Divine Mother, a Living Goddess of  Pure Love, a Kwan Yin of Compassion,  the Perfected One, my Master, my everything to present Her, especially with Amma right behind me, hearing every word I say...? Her suspense grew as more and more people celebrated their moment of contact with Her as they boarded our plane.
I finally stammered, "She is a saint from India...and a humanitarian. She hugs people to help heal their pain and gives them a feeling of unconditional love."
I was so embarrassed at my inadequate description of Amma. The woman wanted to know more. "Has She written any books?"
Oh God, why was I having such a hard time answering the simplest questions. It was like i was getting a pop quiz in our traveling classroom. The Teacher was listening. "Hmmm, does She? Well, there are books written about Her, sharing Her teachings but no, i don't think She has written any books. Her life is Her real teaching."
Ok I felt like i was totally failing this test. It shouldn't be this hard. usually i was never short on words about Amma and my experience but i was just so nervous with Amma behind me. I imagined Amma laughing in her seat. Why didn't I bring an Embracing the World pamphlet with me so I didn't have to try to package this amazing person and experience in words myself. say more here about how i really want to describe AMMA. This woman told me she was a teacher and had recently started a volunteer organization called Pray & Serve. Wow, How synchronistic. I excitedly told her how amazing that is because Amma's motto was Love & Serve. She was Christian though and like my mother, just couldn't open up to the idea of a non-Christian saint. I was relieved when the conversation wound up. 
After everyone settled in, I peeked at Amma a few times. She was so close, almost too close that when She caught my eyes and smiled, i felt i was really invading Her privacy. So i stayed looking forward. I felt so much shakti this close to Her that it was like i was getting to do lap seva.. After take-off, they came around and served drinks... Soft drinks looked ridiculous in that moment of spaciousness. I had no need or craving for anything. I was on Cloud Nine. I felt so complete and whole and pure, that I couldn't even think about bringing down the high of my consciousness with indulging the taste of my senses. That was a first on a plane.
 "Just a water, please." 
Before drinking it, I offered it to Amma. The prayer spontaneously turned into  a mental pada-puja with it...reverently bathing Her Lotus feet with all the sacred elements, then this turned into a manasa puja, bathing Her whole body and reverently dressing and adoringly adorning Her... Lost in worship, I forgot all about the water..
They were bringing snacks and chips around. I couldn't imagine them in this holy space I was in. It was not an effort to abstain, i didn't want them. I only wanted to drink the nectar of Amma's presence...with all my senses engaged in absorbing Her Pure Love and shakti.
At some point, I finished my meditation and couldn't resist peeking again. Amma had fallen asleep, with Her head leaning on the window. Her inhale breath seemed to be halted in half as She inhaled. It made me think maybe the first half of her breath was for Her and the second inhale was for the World. When She exhaled, Her lips pursed up a little, still mouthing ma ma ma ma ma ma... I wondered if this was from habit, all these years... or if She was giving darshan in Her sleep, which She has said that She sometimes does. 
I visualized I was massaging Her feet. I knew She could feel it. She told me once that She understands my innocent desire to massage Her but that if She let me, she would have to let everyone and then what would be Her condition. She said She gets the effects of it when I mentally massage Her. Something in me was resentful that She still let other people and not me and also I was not satisfied with this invisible way of massaging Her so I hardly ever did it.
Maybe She was feeling it though, because She moved to get comfortable and put Her feet up, one right next to me on the arm rest and the other on the arm rest of the girl by the window. I was so tempted to just reach out and actually massage Her foot but that could disturb Her so I stayed in the confines of my mind. At some point, I got distracted as I am wont to do, and Amma pulled Her foot away and crossed it over the other foot on the girl to my right's arm rest. Luckily, the girl was leaning forward. I noticed then that tears were streaming down her face...she was crying as she sang along. Couldn't hear the words so clearly but it seemed to be a song to God..i guessed she was a Christian. Maybe Amma's feet were naturally going towards this innocent girl to bless her sincere prayers. 
I started to worry that if the girl leaned back suddenly, it would crush Amma's feet. Maybe I should just tell her that they are there, so she is careful.
After some time, my nervousness got the better of me and I leaned over to the girl.
"Excuse me, " I said.. Thats my, um, foster mother, sitting behind you..She has her feet up because she has been working so hard. is that ok with you?
She turned to see Amma's feet wedged between her seat and the window. 
"Sure," she answered.
Just then, Amma pulled Her feet back quickly. Oh darn, I ruined it. Now She must have felt the girl's awkward awareness of Her feet there...whereas before She could probably sense it was fine...Why did I have to get involved? And why did I call her my foster mother? Why didn't I call Her my godmother at least...? Funny how I get so nervous around Amma in person.
When we got close to Dallas( or was it Abq), we were told there was a big rainstorm so we couldn't land right away. We either didn't have enough gas to circle around so we had to go get more or we circled around for an extra hour.. i cant remember which. I was so grateful I got to have all this extra time on the plane with Amma. The woman next to me was telling me how amazing it was that it was raining there now as they had been in a serious draught this year. The rain was coming unexpected. Excited, I turned around and told Swamini. Amma wanted to hear so she told Her to. Amma simply smiled and raised Her eyebrows as if at our surprise. She was used to spontaneously bringing rain with Her to the parched places that are crying for it...just like She brings Pure Love to the thirsty parched hearts crying for it. I too had seen it happen so many times in India... it was nice to see it happening in the US too. Suddenly I remembered again the miracle that I was, we were, traveling through the sky with the Divine Mother...as great a miracle as if we were on Garuda Lord Vishnu (the Sustainer) and Lakshmi Devi...the Goddess of Good Fortune and Abundance..  How could I have ever become so lucky? Any suffering I had gone through in my life was worth getting to realign my existence with the Goddess'.
krishnas birthday massaging amma
*My Amma flat on the ocean
As soon as I heard that some renunciates had their own apartments (which we call flats here), I asked amma if I could buy a flat too. She said yes, knowing i would need to go work for it..
 I went back to Hawaii to the Four Seasons spa, this time. It took a year to make the amount of money that flats were going for at that time. Alot happened in that year, there in Hawaii. I was slowing down, resonating more with the sea turtles I was swimming with in the ocean then with the speedy rabbit I had been earlier, rushing to get to the goal. After having lived at the ashram and seen how hard it was, even though I loved Amma and wanted to be with Her, my motivation was much less. If I was honest with myself and with you, the ashram was so intense for me that I actually dreaded going back to  all those thousands of people every single day, day in and day out.  I was trying to soak up the sun rays, the relaxation of Maui, the space, the ocean as much as possible before the inevitable day I had to return to the tapas.  Part of me just wanted to stay and be with the Ocean but I knew I needed Amma as my teacher and guide. Still I almost didn’t make it back somehow.. by the time I had enough money, I felt like I was pushing with every ounce of effort against the quicksand of maya just to get to the ashram gates, and lay the money on the step of the accomodation office, where they 'sell' flats.
When I got there, Bombay Acchan said, "Sorry, there are no more flats."
I tried to flash the cash in my hand- an old Indian trick. It didnt work. He wasnt the type to bargain with anyway. But he took a little sympathy seeing my state, and told me if I wanted to I could try to find out about someone who for sure is not coming back to the ashram and then I could ask them if they want to donate their flat to the ashram- in which case the ashram could then resell it it to me. I found out that flat which used to be Amma's by the green roof that I hung out in to feel close to her and prayed all the time to her, was owned by someone who was probably never coming back.
I went and told Bombay Acchan. He said, "Lets ask Amma".
He threw his shawl over his bare chest with an air of authority of a Bombay brahman and strode right up to Amma, who was in the middle of giving darshan.  She stopped everything as she often would when he came to her,  knowing it must be important for him to leave his sevaplace and come to her. He gestured for me go for darshan while he asked.
It was the best darshan of my life. I sunk into her pure white love like ...expanding around me, ever bigger, ever brighter, ever sweeter, ever softer, I was on Cloud Nine.
"Oh Amma, Oh Amma, this is all I ever want to feel,' I said into Her bosom. "I just want to feel you Amma. I don’t want to feel all those wounded people who are in their healing processes. Its you I want and need to become like- not them."
When I came up from my darshan, as content and intoxicated as a baby who had just nursed, Bombay Acchan walked me to the corner of the stage to tell me what Amma said.
"Amma said that woman is not planning on coming back, it wouldnt be nice to ask her. She offered you her flat in the ayurvedic building."
"But, I stammered, "that is were Nibodhi and Gunavati have their ayurveda clinic."
His famous temper peeked its head to the surface, "What? Don’t you think about them! Amma will tell them where they need to be.  You just need to realize that Amma has just offered you her flat to live in. Do you realize how fortunate you are?"
 Stupidly, my first response was, "For how much? For the same price you were going to give me the other one for?"
He said,  "Probably but let me check with the office."
When he broke the news to Gunavati and Nibodhi, they were so upset. How could Amma ask them to leave now? They had their whole clinic there.  They were in quite a state when they went to ask Amma about it, but it came out more of a confrontation.
She said, "Who said u could be there? Who gave you the key?"
They said,  "You did Amma. "
"How could I?" she said "I am here in the hall giving darshan all the time!
Bombay Acchan let me know that when he discussed with the other guys in accomodation office, they said there is no way he is giving me that flat-Amma's flat- for less than 28,000. I told him I couldn’t imagine that Amma would want me to go back and work for it again knowing how hard it had been for me to make it back as it was. b
"Well lets go and ask her," he said and again he threw his chaddar over his shoulder and gracefully strode like a beautiful north indian swan- right up to Amma. He reminded me of Srila Prabhupada somehow, I thought as I watched him. On stage,  I stayed back to the corner this time while he went to talk to Amma for a while. At first She looked concerned then he was making her laugh, She was pinching his cheeks, expressing Her love for him.  She never looked up even once at me while they talked.  I thought she probably doesn’t even remember who it is they are talking about- just some crazy western girl. But as soon as they were done, Amma's eyes shot across the room directly at me and no-one else. She gave one strong nod right at me and bright laser like light flashed from her eyes. I knew it was Shakti. She was empowering me -I could feel it.
As we walked back together towards his office, Bombay Acchan said, "Yes, she wants you do it. At first She asked me why they had to charge you so much. She said that She didnt want it to be difficult for you. But I told her, "Amma this is not an ordinary mans flat, this is your flat. We have to charge at least a little more than the other ones in the building." This is when she laughed and pinched his cheeks sweetly. She says you need it cause youre crazy."
My heart sunk. "Thats why Amma is giving me this room?"
No, he said, laughing, dont take it seriously. She says everyone is crazy. She even says She is crazy all the time. Crazy Mother, Crazy Children. It is just Her way of making a special allowance for you.
When he took me over to the Ayurveda Beach Building to show me the flat, he reminded me of the blessing that amma was sharing with me by giving me her flat.  He told me,  "Everything can be realized- everything- if one will just go inside. Amma was giving you a place for this."
Describe the flat...
It was not only on the ocean, but had a private balcony overlooking the ocean. Full of Amma's light and love energy. It was a confirmation that She really knew how much I loved the ocean and how hard it had been to tear myself away from it. No more sleepless nights processing the energies of the people around me in the ashram or anywhere, now the ocean's song  would be my lullaby to sleep every night. I just had to go work to be able to afford it.
When he passed away some years back, Amma said he loves his seva so much that hes going to come back and play there when he is a kid and I keep waiting to see him. He was in such a rush to die when he got sick because he wanted to hurry up and come back to serve her.
When people found out Amma had offered me her room, everyone suddenly wanted to buy it out from under me. They went to Bombay Acchan and offered higher prices. He refused, telling them firmly, "Amma wants her to have it."
This felt so good to me to have Amma providing for me and to have him stick up for me. It felt like a Mother/Father parenting feeling.
When Lola wanted to buy it though so that Gunavati and Nibodhi could keep running their clinic out of there, I couldnt say no to her. I can never say no to Lola, She has been helping Amma for so long. I felt I should surrender then. Also Gunavati was so stressed, I felt so bad for them. But then they got a much nicer, bigger place for their clinic. Surrendering always opens us up to something greater.
Still my mind had a hard time accepting something so nice was being given to me. receiving was more difficult for me than working for something or acquiring it myself. But this I didnt feel I deserved on my own- it felt like Pure Grace. But also, i wondered, If i dont take it, maybe Amma would still use it sometime. I dont want Her to lose this flat, if I have it.
I felt I should tell Amma, that its Ok, I dont need such a nice flat.
I went to tell her on the Europe or ?November tour.
With sparkles as big as stars in Her dark eyes, She said, "Hey, do you know lucky you are getting that flat? We are not going to build any  other buildings like that on the ocean. You are so lucky!"
After the tour, I stayed back in the US to work. The ritz carlton in Maui said theyd be happy to have me back so I was planning on going there.  I went to boulder first to see a few old clients who were missing me. Somehow the energy of Boulder felt so good- so grounding and nurturing, that I did not want to leave.  After living in foreign, exotic places like Hawaii and India for so long, where I always felt like an outsider, I finally felt a sense of home again and I felt I need to just be and rest in that. I also didnt want to go to back to Hawaii because I felt like I might get lost in the illusory bliss of the nature again  and be so happy just playing in the forests, living off the land, floating on the ocean and laying in the sun, that i might forget my purpose in life--to grow and blossom into my full human potential. (which is?)
 I felt like I couldn’t move a muscle from Boulder even though the Ritz Carlton Kapalua was awaiting my return now. As if on cue, I got sick and had to stay in bed.
I had a dream I was walking with Amma through vast expanse of darkness. She was holding my hand as we walked across a desert.
I told her, "Amma, two months-  that’s all I can take to be away from you!"
"Three" she said.
"Two and a half", I pleaded and the dream came to a close.
Afterwards, I felt quite clear that I needed to stay in Boulder to work. I only had a handfull of clients there but I felt I had Amma's blessing. Suddenly fromout of the blue, my cell phone was ringing, ringing, ringing off the hook. I don’t know where all these people were coming from who suddenly all needed my massage and more of my massages and healing and anything I could give them. Some of them were booking three sessions a week. They were all referring their friends.  I taped many pieces of paper together to draw a big lotus with a long stem which I put on the wall. Inside the stem I made slots from the bottom to the top. Each slot represented one client-or 100dollars which is how much i charged for a session back then. I made 140 slots as it would take to make the necessary money.
boulder usually gets maybe one blizzard or two a winter and there were four or five huge blizzards while I ws there. what normally would take me fifteen minutes to drive would take over an hour so I would be late for each session and then I wouldn’t get to eat and I ha no eheat in the car but I would just plug on .. amm aim coming.. and I would gett ot he peoples houses and sometimes have to walk through a tunnel of snow- my table scraping the side walls. or id get out of the car and get my table out of the trunk and go slipping on the ice on my bum with it and all I could do was laugh and cry simultaneously.. it was so obvious to me that amma was orchestrating all of this hardhsip so that she could give me that much grace in ssuch a short amount of time, to speed up the time the karma so I could come back sooner..mahita making her goddess lamps, the fight about the pot during her meditation and I was driving to their houses and there would be one blizzard after anohter.
It only took between two and a half and three months to make the additional fourteen thousand cause again
My Amma flat!
tsunami...the waterfall jump into renunciation
It was Christmas time and I finally had a rare couple days off work and my friend S. wanted to take a roadtrip to Hana to the waterfalls. We brought our camping stuff and drove the windy roads deeper and deeper into Mother Natures' havens in Heavenly Hana. We got to Seven Sacred Pools.. describe beauty?
We picked fruit as we walked down the beautiful hills towards the falls. We swam for a bit and then she wanted to jump from a forty feet high waterfall. I did not have any inclination to do this. My days of living for the thrill of danger were over. She jumped a couple of times and kept insisting that I do it, too. It was so hard to argue with this girl. She took it personally and was very sad if I didnt jump with her. So i did it for her. I went to the top of the cliff, and looked down to the black abyss looking water below me. I could break my neck in a split-second, if I landed the wrong way. She didnt care about what really happened to me, just that I joined in on her fun. No, I cant do it. I said. I stood there on the precipice. Why should I risk everything for her?
Then I looked down again and realized that my fear of jumping was very much like the fear I had of becoming a renunciate. I had to leave the security and familiarity of the ground, of the earth, of the world, to take a daring leap of faith into the unknown in order to satisfy Amma's suggestion...The leap into void below suddenly represented the ashram and the mysterious life I would have with Amma, in order to do what Amma had asked. I was just as scared of being a renunciate as I was of jumping off this cliff, if not more so. I decided to use it as an exercise to practice my leap of faith. S. was below, cheering me on... Come on!!!
OK, Amma...I jumped and just as quickly with my body flung out over the side, i reached back and clung onto this tiny clump of grass growing out of the cliffside. Suspended in the air, i hung on for dear life while at the same time, trying to be gentle and make sure i didnt yank it out. I still marvel at how this little clump of grass held me. Was it something from  my mind?
"Come on!!!" S. urging voice suddenly became two voices, calling to me to jump. There was an urgency now... I turned to see a Park Ranger woman in brown standing on the adjacent hillside... at least a 100 feet away. She was screaming "JUMP!!! Theres a flashflood coming...The whole park is about to be flooded. Its an Emergency!!! HURRY UP AND JUMP!!"
It was all so incredibly symbolic...I contemplated it quickly as i hung there. The Universe was yelling at me through them both now. The world was flooding and in great danger and I had no choice. I had to take the jump! I had to become a renunciate and learn to sacrifice my life for the greater good of the world.
"AMMA... Im coming!" I hurled myself into the air towards the dark eye of Kali below. Belly smack... aahhhh... But no broken neck.
The ranger rushed us out of the park and we drove the five hours home...amazed at our strange timing. I told S. about my spontaneous visualization and how symbolic it was to me that I had to jump because of the flood. I really felt it meant that the world was flooding.
When we got home, I took a look at amritapuri.org, as i often did, to try to feel connected to AMMA. I was shocked to see the headlines... AMRITAPURI FLOODED.
At the same time, the tsunami had come and flooded the ashram completely. Since I wasnt there with them, Amma had given me a small sample of the experience so that I could get the lesson. IT WAS TIME TO GO HOME TO PURE LOVE! AND LIVE A LIFE OF SACRIFICE FOR THE SAKE OF ALL!!!
I started focusing again on my work. No more play for me. It was time to take the jump. Amritapuri, here I come!!!
2005 right after the tsunami- became a renunciate- amma's mood was so dark- reflecting the dark, grief-stricken times in the world. If a mother is sad when she has lost one child, imagine how a mother would feel when she loses thousands, but more than that when thousands more of her children are suffering wit grief because of those they have lost and yet continue to do te same stupid selfish actions which could only bring about more destruction....
The urgent call for selflessness was demanding me to listen. IF not change, then death!
I bought malas for her and malas for me and she knew immediately which ones were for her and which wree for me, took hers and threw mine back at me and told me "SEAT!' so unromantic- like get on the bus girl weve been waiting for yua nd its taking it off. no more dilly dallying.had sucha a hard time bringing my mind back to the self. was lost in wanting to make it right with her..to connect with her- this beauty outside of myself. and I couldn’t connect with anyone there- it felt like an insane asylum..a hospital wehre people learn how to love. it was so intense and the peeling paint on the walls and the flourescent lights and cramped quarters where you bump into one weirdo after another brought up a lot of childhood trauma for me. I couldn’t sleep at might- I would feel restless and agitated . affected by everyone- I felt claustrophobic- as I fi was in prison. I would go out and sit on the stairs inside or sometimes outside and just look at ammas room and wish that I could be close to her to feel her peac again.. my neck went out- sudenly felt like ti was broken. maybe after having worked so hard non stop for so long- or maybe because I had minor mars transition that day or maybe because the woman who slept next to me had such abad neck and was wearing a neckbrace herself- which I found all this out later but when I did I realized ic ouldnt live so close people anymore. I went up to amma and toldher my neck was in pain- it was so bad that if anyone even toucvhed me it felt like a million pieces of
broken glass inside.. she just ook me and squeezed me even harder-til it felt like ti was breaking.. and within a few days it was better.. like it never happened. plus the craniosacral helped.
 
amma wouldn’t let me ear her again after that and I was very lonely- my thoughts still kept going to the one I thought I loved. by summer tour I went to amma and said, if you don’t give me more of a personal realtionship with you, I don’t think I can go through with this being a renunciate.. geetha was translating- she was a bit shocked and said laughing, "just what are you asking Amma for?" I said anything.. Amma looked at me and very sternly said, YOU TRY YOU TRY!
the next day I got together with the beloved as it just haepened aturally and I felt amma set upt he situation. ieven convinced myself to believe tht maybe she meant is houdl tryt o make it with her. I went back to amma the next day for darshana nd said amma how am I doing? She said more mphatically then She had the day before, YOU TRY! YOU TRY!
"none of these material things give us any benefit even though we may thin k they do. When we come to know what is non-eternala nd what is eternal, wwhat binds ua nd what frees us, he mind will graduall stop wandering. When we realize that we will not get eth intended nefit oout of an object, then we will not depend on it , will we? Whe the dependence on the objects cease, the mind will become fixed and concentrated ont eh Self. Childen, we must try very hard. we should understand and ocntemplate thathey are all lik epoison. it is dificult fo rus to get concentraion when we , who until now have thought that the body was eternal, are suddenly trying to reverse ourseves and realize that the Atman in eternal. constnt practice is needed. You may not get it fully in aday or two, or even amonth or a year. Littlle byt little you are improvin. yo may not be aware of ti. do not stop. try and continue. when we travel in ana airplane, we may feel that the aircraft is ot moving when in fact it is flying. on ce we reach the destination we will know that the aircraft has been flying all the time, likewise during the sadhana period you may feel that you are not making any progress, but you are. you will know it when y ou reach That state. You may not be able to know the subtle progress that you are making. Therfore, do not stop.Do not give up enthusisasm; try to sustain the spirit. Do ti aptiently and wait for God sor gurus grace to come." Awaken children volume 3 page122
amma as healer of hearts and minds
Today, we offered Amma the summary of the surveys of Her western renunciate children...it was an honor to bring many differing views of the renunciate hearts together in one forum of commonality in our dedication to serving Amma... along with the question asking Her to guide us.. without any parameters imposed by us. 90 plus of us signed. i cant say what all She said now but I cansay that SHe is the Queen of Diplomacy in Matters of the Heart, migoddess...and I can share that She said She liked the survey and when she read our names at the bottom, she called me amBU, even though Ambujam was written. which was so cute- and feels like She was recognizing this nickname as Her nickname for me as well. When She said it reminded me of the way little Govinda loves to call me AmBU. SOmething so sweet somehow. And I hope I can say that She talked about how sublime the Gopis' love for Krishna was, even more miraculous than all his wondrous feats- liek lifting Govardhan with his pinky finger (Which incidentally is the finger of the heart meridian) I think She may have said something like how is the biggest miracle that ever was.
Then, I saw this picture at the Western shop, I had been waiting for of Her husking the rice that fine day to put with the rice I saved from Her husking as a reminder of how hard She has to work to get anything valuable for service out of our stubborn minds...and also as a reminder of how hard a million people have to work in order for us Westerners to have our usual luxurious meals and what we deem conveniencies. They say for evey Westerner, ther are ten shadow workers in the Third World supporting us and our lifestyle. Seeing how much work goes into getting even a few grains of rice made me feel more gratitude. Then seeing She was about to finish darshan and come upstairs, i was waiting in the foyer. Govinda was there saying NEIN to everything- his new word as he int he terrible twos period of his life where he needs to assert his boundaries...but when he saw me holding this picture of Amm ahusking rice witht he brahamcharinis, he stopped saying Nein-his jaw dropped with wonder and awe. He exclaimed with a big smile like a revelation-"Amma GOPI!" I asked his mother if she taught him that. She said no. But jsut yesterday when they were walkign by a picture of the Rasa Lila, he exclaimed, Krishna and the gopis! She was surprised at how he could know. He is only two and she is with him mostly all the time.
I told him to tell this to Amma when She came. He got shy when She did but a brahamacharini told her. Amma then stopped and held the picture to him-asking so beautifully like a secret between them, "GOVINDA, WHO IS THIS? GOPIS?"
Govinda looked down, inward-drawn. Amma continued on. My picture was beaming divinity.
The day became quite harmonious after this, maybe coincidental, maybe not.
*Seva passport
seva passport story happened on europe tour.
During the 2007 Europe tour, while in Toulon, France, I discovered that my passport and my wallet were missing again. ( This is the second time I am losing my passport!)
" OH NO!!!" 

The day before Amma had just been proudly talking about how much seva ( selfless-service) I was doing and now I was about to get bumped off the tour again. How could she let this happen-AGAIN? I thought that must have been why she was so sweet with me. 

Again I went into, Why couldn't she give me the thought of where it was or how to protect it.

Through my tears, I stormed up to Amma who was giving darshan and the hall was very, very crowded. I squezzed myslelt into a tiny space to stand right next to her. 

I said, "Amma, I lost my passport-Again." I asked her why this was happening? Had I stolen a lot of passports in my last life or something? She said, "No, you need to be more careful. Many thefts happen at all the stops we go to." Then she asked if I had even found a passport I had lost before. I said NO. She told me to tie it around my neck. I quipped back, "Amma, I don't have it to tie around my neck." I was crying so much and I was mad at her again. She laughed as she asked me, "Why are you crying so much about a passport? Why don't you cry like this for the world?"

The response came quick out of desperation, "Amma, I can't do anything for the world without a passport!" 

I declared my realization for truly the only way I knew I could serve the world was through being apart of her entourage of volunteers. Otherwise I knew I would go off-track into ego-land. I explained to Amma that I had no copy anywhere, no ID,

Amma said, "Don't worry. You have a SEVA Passport! So getting a passport will be easy."

She said it with such sweet confidence that all my fears disappeared and I realized then and there that she was really in charge of everything. I also thought that asking if I have ever found any passport I had lost must be a hint that my passport was around so, though I was exhausted form being up all night, I searched all my luggage countless times. Nothing. 

We left for Barcelona and on the way, the other bus got pulled over for passports and as they were deboarding, our bus drove right on by.

The next morning in Barcelona, Swamini arranged for me to get a ride to the US Embassy. Within 45 minutes, with no ID, no copy or proof of anything and without them even asking for anybody to vouch for me, I was given a temporary Year-long US passport. A seva-passport. Amma really is in control of everything. Amma really is the giver of Grace.

I was amazed and realized if I had trusted Amma before, I probably could have done the same thing and made it to Chile and Brazil ( the previous time I had lost my passport I had to drop out of the tour half-way). This seemed to have happened to give Amma a chance to show me to trust in her next time. 

I ran back to Amma with my new passport. She said, "Oh did you find it?" I said, "No Amma it is a new one." 

"How did you do that so fast?" She asked, seemingly amazed.
"Amma's GRACE!" I answered. 

"Please don't EVER let me lose my passport again", I pleaded sincerely.

She tied it around my neck , tightly, like a loving mother and told me to keep it on always, and only take it off when I got to the shower. And even then to pin it inside my clothes.

My Seva Passport- the only reason for my existence. My passport to being with Amma. Like a mala, it is my link to Mother. I discovered this tour that Seva is the honey she loves pouring forth from the rock of the ego. And she gave me a passport to serve the world honey.
When I was packing up after the tour, and repacking the bins, what did I find, The passport I couldn't find in Toulon was buried at the bottom of the bin in the purse I had some time ago. I remembered then putting it there for safe-keeping. When I found it, it still had about forty euros in it. I wondered if the lesson this time was in being more careful, not only with my valuables but the purse, though not that much, since Amma said there could be thefts.

It seemed a lesson in shraddha. A lesson in alertness and awareness. 

Amma Seva will teach me all I ever need to know and through Seva, Amma's grace reaches deep into my heart, helping it to grow.
Someday, after all this growth, this heart will burst and be nothing but honey for all creation, for God. 

Because she said so and she knows, she knows!
the other passport story may have happened ont h is same tour after vrindavan.. where I ws feeling so stuck with amma and the way things were. wanting so much to get some more personal direction and instruction if im going to be with a guru. I couldn’t deal with the se people anymore.. how manyt imes ive tried to run away. sometimes just making it to anice stretch of grass and some trees before im overcome with the magnitude of Her grace and gratitude overcomes me and I wipe the tears from my face and go back in to tface the music- knowing it is just my own reflections magnified by the brightness of Her light. but this one summer tour, I couldn’t handle it anymore and I felt that amma was so distant from me, I might as well learn from arock.. at least I could get cloer to them. I thought of those rocks in utah which were so mystical and I wanted to go back and just sit witht hema nd let them tell me their story- why did the rocks look like people or was it that the people were looking like rocks.. energy is not solid- energy is fluid and can appear to be solid- and these rocks seemed to hold akey to the mystery. in boston I went out and cried to the trees. I don’t want to do this anymore. I said, im done for a while. I want to live with nature nitot thes e horrendous poeplw ith all their disfunctions.. I know amma shealing them but I need to be around the ealed for a while. to get the healing I neeed. someohow at devi bhava I was still upset- and then soemhow when the group was all boarding the bus for toronto,they asked to see my passport and it was gone. I couldn’t find it anywhere. it disapeeared. the bus was leavina gna dn I loooke dthrough all my stuff and it wsnt there. I started crying. I felt like it was happening because I had not wanted to be with amma anymore. I was apologizing for this wish- I do want to be with you amma I do.dayamrita swami came and taking compassion on me, he personally went through my luggage piece by piece carefully checking o see if it was int here somewhere. it was so embarrassing having a swami go through my dirty clothes but it was on ammas floor and it somehow felt exteemly significatn energtetically. I told him that I felt like It was my fault for not wanting to go anymore.. he just kept searching apteintly and comapssionatley.
hes the same one who swrote me that letter in response to when iw anted to leave amma in maui when I was with santoshi and he said he was a prisoner of love.. abeautiful letter that put me back on track.. and for him he also wants to get awy from the people osmeitmes.. and that one time he himself drove off intot he desert fully fed up- fo hours and hours he drove til finally he was about to run out of gas ands o he pulled into a gas station and went inside. the woman working was indiand nthrew up her hands in namaste- saying thank you AMMA! THANK YOUSwamiji, I have been missing Amma so much and have now ay to go see her and am stuck here in the middle of nowhere. I was praying fo rher to send someone and you have come ! I cant believe it! Well, he couldn’t believe it either. Here he was thinking he wa sescaping for abit when realy he was just being led to the next call. Amazing!
hanuman monkeys building bridge- grace
I had this idea to make a neck warmer for pain-relief which had a gold print of Amma's handprints on it...to be sold with Ammas quote about how up until her last breath, she would want to be consoling others... Amma said we could talk about the product idea in India. Then She turned to me with a huge smile and said,  "Everything you touch turns to gold."  I thought about it and it was true in a way, that all the products i was making had gold on them...hahaha I hadn't meant for it but it just turned out like that.. Then Amma said to Geetha that my efforts are always successful. I said, "Amma it is only due to your sheer grace!!" She said when the monkeys were building the bridge to Lanka to rescue Sita, they would write the name Rama on rocks and then the rocks would float. But when Rama would put the rocks, they sank. She said, Sometimes the faith and devotion of the devotee can be stronger than Divine Will itself..
I was amazed that she was bringing up Hanuman and the monkeys because i would always think about how the tours with Amma were symbolic of Rama's trek to Lanka to rescue Sita. Sita represents the mind, lost in desire and materialism which the Divine is dedicated to rescuing.. The monkeys represent the animalistic tendencies which become divine instruments when aligned in service...and Huanuman represents the transcendental balance of animal, man and god unified through devotional service. The West seemed to me to be Lanka, where Sita, the mind was being held prisoner..imprisoned by conditioning and consumerism. 
For me, The Ammashop was a way of bridging the material and the spiritual...
Ideas would always come to me how we could share Amma's love, comfort and wisdom through products that people could take home and appreciate.
A way of showing Sita Rama's ring again.. reminding Her that Her beloved is indeed alive and well and waiting for Her.
jaipur...land of victory...VIP photos and editing Amma's womens speech
which year
In Gujarat, te deovtion of te people reawakened my childhood remembrance of how connected I used to feel with God and with my family at the same time.  Now it seemed I ad lost my famil and even God, i felt so distant from...
On my way towards Amma in te prasad cue, a Ram bhajan melted my heart open, I started crying and could barely contain it as I went anded Amma prasad. Afterward i went and found a corner and cried my heart out...I want Ram and I want my MOM!
Suddenly i was at Amma's house, helping Swamini edit Her womens speech and taking pictures of AMMA with the VIPS. She had responded to my heartfelt baby crying call! _AGAIN! (lots more to this story- wil write more later)
 
*australia horse
At the Melbourne ashram, while waiting to have lunch wit Amma. a friend and I perused the grounds. Behind there was a fence around a big grass yard and some horses. I was quite drawn to one brown horse...or it was drawn to me. It came up to me and I was petting it and bonding wit it in tis special way I do wit horses. Sometimes I feel I get lost in their huge round eyes, as I can see m small reflection held in the center of their liquid depth of wholeness.
I pet tis horse for sometime and felt so much love for it, I ad a wish tat Amma would come and see it and bless it. But I knew Se was too busy and would just take the time to feed us and ten we ad to keep moving to the next place. Always on the go, we are, like a band of gypsies.
We ad a lovely lunch wit Amma, Se sang "(Lalitamba): and as if Se could feel m hearts desire, se asked about the horses on the property. There was one to the right of us. A white one. Amma went over and pet it and fed it. I said, O I wish shed go see the other one. But it was quite far and w would se. Ten se walked all around to the back and went over to where the horses were. Tis horse was standing way out in the middle of the field, just looking at Amma. Se called to it. It did not come.  could tell the horse was scared tat there were so man people there. I was sad the horse was too scared to come. Amma walked on and went to see the cows in an adjacent yard. I found an apple someone ad and went inside the fence and lured the horse wit the apple. e took one bit and ten I teased him wit the smell of the apple closer, e took small bites and ten I would pull the apple way so e follow and like this I led him closer to the fence near were Amma was.
Wen we got there, I called out, Amma , hes ere! The horse is ere.
Se came inside the gate, wit Swamiji and the cameraman who I was in love wit.
She asked for something to feed the horse with. The only thing someone had was a carrot. Amma extended her hand and put out the carrot towards the horse. It sniffed it and would not eat it. She tried again... The horse was not interested. It seemed suddenly so symbolic. maybe because it was orange.. It felt like Amma trying to give me renunciation and me not taking the bite.
The horse finally opened his mouth and took the whole carrot inside, only to turn it around awkwardly in there, it almost seemed like it didn’t have any teeth to chew it or something. e didn’t know what to do with it and finally spit it out. Amma winced and looked disappointed, then walked away.
I felt like it was me but I also felt like there was a lesson in it about not luring people to Amma who are not drawn on their own. Even if someone is drawn to me, for some reason or another, doesn’t mean the are going to get Amma and what Se is offering and I shouldn’t waste Her time trying to bring people to Amma.
I remember times I have brought family and friends to Amma and the just don’t get it. There is a sense of relief tat the have received the blessing and on the outer and, they are so unconscious about what a blessing it is, that they don’t actually receive it or digest it, or make use of it.
*cockroach conversation
Reunion Island- last time..
Woke up to shreeks and shrill screams from the other room. Geethaka and Swarna screaming because of huge cockroaches in their room. I went in and quickly took a cup and put it over the cockroach and slid a paper under the bottom to trap it. Then i put it outside. They were so relieved. In the darshan hall, the electricity had gone out. All dark while Amma was giving darshan...somethings o intimate and unique about it, took us back to the present moment . Amma said to put candles. I was running around looking for candles. Only managed to find long tapered candles. Someone else found an extension cord for the fans...and unfortunately they were blowing out the candles. What to do? I was laughing, knowing this was Amma playing with us... She is so good at it, allst the while, seeming like She is just minding Her own business, innocently just giving darshan, while She is up to so much mischief. She was watching me run around...and so was Swamiji and so was the boy who had stolen my mind. My ego liked the attention but I knew it was a set-up to watch myself more closely.
At some point, I decided to go talk to Amma about everything I had been feeling lately...for a long time, actually. I needed to get it off my chest. Actually, it was all things She had heard from me before... but it was getting unbearable.
"Amma, I cant bear being so far from you all the time. I long for a seva that is near you. When I am around so many other people, I get so easily distracted. It is because you keep me so far away, that I like this boy now."
Amma said, "Amma is not at all concerned about you and this boy. Amma feels you have enough awareness to use it to overcome it. So continue with the relationship. As far as being close to Amma, physical proximity is not what matters. Most of the people who have been close to Amma have left," She started naming names to me, like a friend confiding with sadness about past loves lost. Amma said, "But you, no matter what you do, you always find some way to tune your mind with Amma. You are always having ideas to try to help."
Then She laughed and said, "Even when you see a cockroach, you try to think of ways to make money for Amma's charities." 
My jaw dropped as it often does when Amma reveals Her omniscience in such a playful casual way. How did She know about the cockroaches this morning? I asked Geetha, right then and there, had she or anyone told Amma about that yet? She said no. Wow! Although it wasn't true that everytime I saw a cockroach specifically, i thought of how to make money for Ammas charities, but it was something i thought of almost all the time..and she was letting me know that she knew and that she liked it...
I almost told her, Do you know my first word was cockroach? But I couldnt stop crying to get any words out. And I felt like she already knew.
i cried and cried, Amma, I miss you...please let me come closer...She just let me sit there and cry. Soon, I knew, I would have to leave Her presence again and go back to my seva where i would get distracted by the soap operas of the people. I knew I could be so good and so focused on the goal if I could just be around Her more.
For a while now I had been having dreams that I was calling out to Amma from the depths of my heart, AMMA, I miss you!!!
Swamiji sat down on his stoop behind Amma. He told me lovingly, You cant force these things. It just needs to happen naturally. He said, Everyone who has severs close to Amma, it just happened....
I said, that is not true. Amma brought you here to do what you do. Everyone who has these chances, Amma pulls to Her.
Just then Anu, the girl tabla player for Amma's music group, came to bring Amma Her morning sip of coffee. A chance she gets twice a day. She told me, "shhhh...settle down"' in a cute but firm big sister way that made me laugh. She was younger than me but much bigger than me, like a big grumpy bear, on the tours. Her and her sister, who plays harmonium, had been playing music with Amma since she was 14. They never really studied music... it just came to them, like the stories Swamiji tells about how music just dawned from within for the swamis at the ashram, too.
Swamiji said, "...Like Anu. She was just a young girl at the program playing on the chimani? what did he say? But I could see she had some talent for rhythm. So i asked  her to play for Amma." Then he stood up, proud to prove his point, though i still wasn't sold. "isn't it true, Anu?" he asked her? Didn't it just happen naturally? remember when i first saw you playing along and I could see you had real talent. Amma joined in the conversation and they all three were talking for some time.
Afterwards, Anu told me how happy that had made her... as it was the first time in all these years Swamiji had really acknowledged her tabla playing like that. Probably just because she was a girl, usually he would only compliment the boy tabla player. So this was a real treat for her. I was happy she got yet another chance to be close to Amma. Even when i want it so bad for myself, i still get happy when others get their hungry hearts fed with Her love. Some of them may need it more than me. Some of them may deserve it more than me. And i will never know which is which, so i always just try to see them as aspects of myself that are getting closer to the Heart.
But then not knowing what to do with myself, I end up getting into trouble. From there, i went to tell the boy what Amma had said. He was happy..we got closer.
 
5....romantic love vs Pure Love
THe spice mistress- a movie that parallels something about the theme of renunciation and no men. being touched by a man takes our power away.
read romance novels, they were lways about a wild girl who finally got tamed by a guy.. i hoed someone could one day tame my wildness too so that i could relax into love. AMMA
the accident with s, jamie, maui
going back to work for flat,
jivitamenum car accident with santoshi, hanging upside down
jamie gifting 4000 for europe tour.  i ended up using it on rent and deposit in maui.
money amma pulling up in my dream in a limo - WHERES MY MONEY?
honey in the rock
The heart that breaks open can contain the whole universe.
I massaged Geetha for years on the tour. It was a way for me to feel connected to Amma, to keep my mind focused on Amma's service. When i was around a lot of other people on the tour, they would talk about normal things, I only wanted to think about Amma. Like many people, she served Amma all day in the intensity of the darshan, so I would serve her, imagining it was filtering to Amma and that Amma's grace was filtering from her to me. I would visualize as I was massaging her, that I was massaging Amma. But in order to do this, I wouldn't get to sleep not he breaks..because Geetha would help with the darshan all day and then when she was done she would want to talk about what all happened, the mistakes, the frustrations and also she would need to vent.. as it was really hard work. so she would sit around wit bhavani and her friends..a nd sometimes she would make me wait so long to massage her, and i would be so tired. many times on the tour, i would be so tired that i would get overemotional..Geetha was also in a lot of pain from doing the line all day and needed someone to help and somehow i got roped in. She was sweet, with a heart full of bhakti and huge kind eyes that reminded me of one Krishna's cows. But she also had a stubborn nasty ego side that would sometimes get so mean if she was mad.  A few times she was just so nasty to me, that I had it. I swore at her and told her to get lost. I felt she should only be grateful to me and how dare she say nasty things to me..not to mention that i hated most of the conditions that i had to put up with...most of the people annoyed me. they would have been fine in increments,, but all the time, it was so difficult. sometimes i felt like i was in a madhouse. I only put up with it to be around Amma. In order to be with a Pure reflection of the Self, you had to face and embrace all the other reflections. I learned this in Dream psychology, from Rumi, from Buddhism, from Vedanta. Everyone you dream about is just a reflection of yourself, a part of you, dealing with that particular issue or event. And this life we are experiencing is just a dream...even the children's song row your boat reminds us life is but a dream. When we can remember this, we can play more within the realm of appearances. Amma would even say this. She would say, Try to see everyone as God...Or at least try to see everyone as yourself. I would try and when I would, when I could, I would get so high but as soon as I was triggered, I would often forget. If I didn't like something about someone, the feeling of separation would cut off this awareness.. or if i liked someone too much, again the separateness would create an imbalance in the equal vision and the emotional bondage that ensued would make me forget that other people were Divine too.  The thing is is that Amma said, since we are still asleep in this dream, we are like so many sleeping cows walking with blinders on...so we keep bumping into each other. She is the only awake one here and is trying to set up situations to help us awaken. Enough bumps could bring in more awareness that we start to watch what were doing or where were going. Wishful thinking from our patient mother. Ammas goal was to teach us firsthand, through her own example and personal guidance how to attain the Divine by learning to See and Love Everyone and Everything as God/Pure Self. Be like the honeybee
who gathers only nectar
wherever it goes. Seek
the goodness that is
found in everyone."-AMMA
Easier than it sounds. So sometimes I was able to remember that Everyone there with Amma was really a reflection of Her, but it was a very difficult practice when people were not nice.. A little easier to see that it was all myself, a mirror of my conflicted or amazing aspects. Sometimes i just felt like breaking the mirror or throwing it away or running away from the faces that looked back at me in it, instead of doing the hard work of accepting what I saw there.
For a couple years, Amma was often giving an analogy in her speeches that love in relationships without communication and expression, was like honey trapped inside a rock.no good to anyone involved. I heard Her talk about this for a couple years before I realized this was like me and Amma. I went up for Devi Bhava darshan and I told my Divine Mother, "Amma, you and I are like the Honey in the Rock. Neither of us expresses our love to each other."
Amma laughed, and said, "Don't worry. One day, we will crack you open and lick the honey...' Then She pointed at Geetha and said... "Geetha..." acknowledging that She knew about our fight and was using Her to get to me. Just then Bhavani came, and Amma said, "And Bhavani..."..She said it as if She were introducing Her shakti warriors..
"Oh, No!...I exclaimed, "Not Bhavani" I told Amma I was scared of Bhavani... Bhavani character sketch here?
Amma, holding me in Her arms still, as Geetha and Bhavani stood over me, said, "They are Jaya and Vijaya." Jaya and Vijaya are the gatekeepers to Heaven-to Vishnu Loka. They didn't let the four child sages in they were cursed and had to leave heaven and come back to earth..Vishnu lessened the curse by telling them they would only have to leave for three births, if they came back as demons.. so the three main hindu stories with demons are actually of them...
I said, "Really Amma?" I was in total shock...first of all that Amma even knew that I knew who Jaya and Vijaya were to speak about them to me. then for her to know that id been fighting...and then for her to tell me how i needed to appreciate and honor them as Her gatekeepers...and or to see that even they made mistakes from ego and had to fall, so to have compassion and understanding.. I wasn't sure. I sat there in her lap, completely mystified.
She laughed again and said, "Yes, really!' and then seriously, "Shhh.. seat!"
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
*Looking for krishna in vrindavan
One time when I told Mother I had a seva crush on this guy named Kannan, Amma laughed loudly and then said, "You don't need him. You always have Baby Krishna with you."
After that, I would always seem to have little divine children wanting to play with me. Amma, by that statement, also made it clear She wanted me to see Krishna as a child, not a lover. I never imagined that that would be fulfilling enough.
Still, though She said that, I didn’t feel it and sometimes my longing for Krishna was so much, that if I even just saw a deep blue color, I would imagine I was seeing Him. A few times, I saw different images of Baby Krishna, one time on someone’s sari piece, and another time, after making eye-pillows, I found Baby Krishna on one. When I was getting them s blessed, I showed Amma this one in particular, saying with excitement, “Look Amma, it’s Baby Krishna.”
She looked amused for a minute and then, to my surprise, She said, “YOU, KRISHNA!”
“Huh?” My jaw dropped.
Waving her hand in a circular gesture encompassing the whole room, She said, “All my children—KRISHNA!”
I didn’t really get it.
***
My desire to go to Vrindavan, The Land of Krishna, has always held a promise of hope for me. It was like a coal burning in my heart throughout my entire life, waiting for the moment I would finally fan it and awaken the flames of devotion.
The most spiritual place on earth, Vrindavan is considered to be a portal directly related to Krishna Loka... I felt Krishna was there, waiting for me to come back to him since I left when I was five. But now that I’d met Amma, I also had a little fear that I may find Krishna and not come back to Amma. If things ever didn’t work out with Amma, I knew I could always go to Vrindavan. It was like a devotee’s Mecca—the place where Hare Krishnas go to die.
Once I met Amma, I accepted She was the be-all and end-all, but, in case I ever discovered that She wasn’t, I knew where I would go—Vrindavan.  I used it as my back-up plan. It was hard to believe I was finally in India and not in the North where all Krishna’s lilas had taken place. I had such a special love and familiarity with the culture, customs, people and language of the North, especially Krishna's places—as if it were my family or a place of belonging, even if it were beset with strife. As my heart started coming back to life, thanks to the life Amma breathed into it, my longing for Krishna became very great and I felt I was able to overlook the bad to see the good. I longed for the good and was overcome with nostalgia for the good from my past and the people related to Krishna.
In my yearly astrology reading from the intuitive and gifted but controversial ashram astrologer, Mohan, he revealed I would come to a crossroads this year where I might even leave Amma. Immediately, I felt I knew exactly what it was about. The North Indian tour was coming up and the last stop was Delhi, which was only three hours from Vrindavan. I was having a very strong urge to go. My friend, Manjari, lives there in Gokul, immersed in the bliss of Krishna Consciousness through practicing devotional arts, singing, dancing, painting and even offering art classes for disadvantaged young girls. I dreamed of joining along with her, riding her waves of creative devotion. I felt she had so much to teach me and I would enjoy her company and immersing myself in the arts toward the Divine so much. But I also remembered that one dream I had years ago when I was tree-sitting and had wanted to be with her more. The dream showed me that she still has so much anger, and that it would be an obstacle for me. Still, I felt it would be great to see her if I went for a short visit. I decided to ask Amma if I could go to Vrindavan, since I heard renunciates had to ask permission.
Just before we reached Delhi, we had an unexpected lunch stop in a grove of trees. Swamini was waiting by the camper, and so I meandered over to say hi, or ‘Om namah Shivaya’.
She said, “Amma wanted to stop suddenly because she got sentimental that the tour is almost finished. She wanted to give people some more time with her.
This really warmed my heart and made me feel comfortable to approach Amma’s chair from the side, just after She got done eating. 
"Amma, can I go to Vrindavan?" I blurted out.
She turned and looked deep in my eyes and started to nod slowly as if she was seeing it all. She inhaled as She read my mind and took it in, the depths of my longing for Krishna and my spiritual home.  
"Yes," She said, in a tone as if to say ‘of course’. "But COME BACK! She said emphatically in English, but the b sounded like a v. Come Vac. Maybe she would have to vacuum me back.
Realizing She could see my weakness in regards to this, I asked Her, "Amma will you come with me?"
She gestured around sweetly to the group of devotees sitting nestled together in the shade with their lunches and answered with a huge smile, "This is My Vrindavan.!"
 As She said it, for just a moment, the filter of my perception transformed and the scene reminded me exactly of the pictures and stories I grew up with of Krishna having lunch with his gopas in the forest groves like this while grazing the cows with his friends. (Like the time Krsna made them all disappear—and reappear—for Lord Brahma to prove His divinity-find story)
But then the divine vision disappeared and once again I was looking at a bunch of annoying people who drove me crazy. I just wanted to bliss out in Vrindavan with Krishna, not all these freaks. I knew He was there waiting for me, and had been since I left when I was five.
I was so excited to go find him and proclaim my renewed but undying love for him. I I didn’t want to tell anyone because I didn’t want them to come along and ruin the vibe. I only invited my bhakti friend Ganga to come with me. She was the only one whose devotion felt strong enough to match mine and with whom I felt safe enough with to stay in a devotional space needed to find Krishna. I made her promise she wouldn’t tell anyone else. 
After the Delhi program, when I met her at our agreed location on the road, I was shocked to see five or six people with her. What? She had told them? I got so upset. I wanted her company but not all these people. But, she pleaded, Lola has to come becaus eshe has to get Tulasi, and so and so has to come for this reason and…. Nooo. This is a very inauspicious start. I couldn’t believe it. She had agreed not to tell anyone. I felt betrayed and was so pissed at her. 
It was hard to stay mad at her because she was so beautiful and sweet, just like a gopi from my childhood. But I wanted her to understand how important this was to me, so I spoke very intensely and emphatically.
I took her aside and said, "Look, Ganga, I really want to find Krishna there, how are we going to do it with all these people? I told you I didn’t want to go with anyone else because they will have a different focus. They probably want to go to the Hare Krishna temple, I don’t want to go to the Hare Krishna temple.”
“Why not?” Ganga asked with huge innocent eyes, like a cow.
 “Because I know that scene inside and out. I know what their take on Krishna is and I don’t buy it.  It’s not the real thing. I want to find the real Krishna and I don’t think He’s going to be there. Just promise me that we won’t go to the Hare Krishna temple, Ganga. I really don’t want to go there. I’ve wasted enough time there in my life."
She promised.
Okay, at least that much is a relief. I tried not to be so mad at her anymore.
As we waited to board the train and even once we were on, all the girls were chatting non-stop. I was so irritated by their mindless chatter about superficial things and how they all were munching snacks, talking about qualities of different biscuits, etc. How could I focus on Krishna with all these distractions? I started to become enraged at Gangashree for ruining it. 
I went and sat away from the group and tried to focus. I prayed sincerely to Amma on the train:
O Amma, I know Krishna’s waiting for me in Vrindavan. I have to go find Him, but don’t worry, I won’t stay there. I’ll bring HIm back for you, Amma. If I don’t find Him, surely I’ll find signs of Him; whatever sign I find, even if it’s just a leaf that reminds me of him, I will bring it back for you, Amma.
As soon as we got off the train and called a rickshaw, Lola directed the driver to the Hare Krishna temple.  
“No,’ I said, “I don’t want to go there. Come on, Ganga, let’s get a different rickshaw.”
But Ganga did not come. She was not supporting me. She said, “Let’s just go there first with them and then after we’ll go other places.”
I wanted to scream and run away but I had no choice, and had to accept it. I had no choice. I didn’t want to travel around by myself. Why was I being forced to go back there again? What was I supposed to experience or notice?
When we got to the huge marble temple, they were having a big festival, as they often do. My friends were in awe of the sheen and glamor. After shopping for the Tulasi, they informed me they also wanted to wait for lunch, which was supposed to be served in a couple of hours. I was so annoyed. We sat in the temple and looked at the opulent and elaborately decorated deities. I knew how much work had painstakingly gone into dressing them. It really was quite amazing. They were gorgeous to behold but I had seen too much in relation to them, I could not sink into the divinity. Something was off. From experience, I knew that so much of the glitz and beauty was not from devotion but was in a way a show, a ploy to attract more people to their religion.
I inquired about my friend Manjari’s whereabouts and was told she had left to the US just the day before. What are the odds of that—that I finally come to see her and miss her by just one day?
We watched the people dancing ‘ecstaticly’ in kirtan. I had missed the dancing when at Amma’s before but now I could see how much people were trying to impress each other and the new people. Though there was definitely some sincerity, it was almost astonishing to clearly behold this mask of spirituality the egos were playing with. I had never seen it so much before and realized then why Amma doesn’t have us dance more. Our dance is internal. Everything we learn is internal. I could see how they didn’t have much internal reference or awareness at all and how the ego was also dancing in them, even in their gopi-colored saris and spiritual attire, it all seemed like a show of spirituality. My childhood resentments surfaced. It brought up feelings of being stuck in a religion and life that did not resonate with my heart but not being able to leavem and I suddenly started hating everyone for being so stupid that they couldn’t see it... just as I felt when I was a child. I was so disturbed sitting there, I felt like crawling out of my skin.
We perused the grounds looking for Tulasi plants for Lola. (why?for seeds or—is this needed?) Though there was a lot of land behind the temple, she was disappointed to find hardly any Tulasi growing. She imagined that it was maybe because the climate was not that good. So the whole reason she and all these other people had come ended up for nothing. By this point, I was in such a bad mood. How am I ever going to find Krishna if I am stuck with these people at an ISKCON temple, where I already knew for sure he was not?
As we walked through a large hilly field, some beautiful cows were grazing. My heart sighed with nostalgic memories of Krishna herding the cows, as if I myself had been there. Maybe because the way the cows roamed so freely in my childhood, which was filled with stories of him and the cows. Ah, this reminds me of Krishna. Then I thought of the cows in Amritapuri and how they are mostly confined to their stalls, and this made me sad. 
Suddenly, a brown cow with horns ran up to me, in a half-sprint, half dance. He was moving wildly and playfully as he charged towards me and butted me with his horn hard in the arm, seemingly on purpose. OW! It hurt so bad and fed my anger and negativity...like adding insult to injury. I realized that my negative and aggressive state of mind probably attracted it but now I felt beyond annoyed, with my anger burning within like a branding iron in the fire.
Then I thought, Well, maybe that’s why we don’t have cows roaming freely in Amritapuri, because there’s way too many people so there’s not enough space. 
Finally, lunchtime came. The free meals are always a delicious highlight at the Hare Krishna temple and the strongest draw to pull people into the religion. We ate many wonderful items, savory and sweet, on top of banana leaves. Someone came and tried to preach to us, of course. I firmly blew him off. Then, Thank God, we left. 
Just outside the opulent palace of a temple, our hearts all sunk to see hundreds of three-foot high shanty tents amidst piles of garbage, where many people were living like beggars. They reminded me of the pathetic temporary tsunami shelters we saw when we drove through Sri Lanka with Amma after the tsunami. It was such a shocking contrast to the attractive wealth of the temple. Although the land did not belong to Iskcon, it was as if someone had a beautiful estate home but then in the front yard, you could see they had a bunch of starving, neglected kids they were not taking care of. Didn’t they care? O wait, yes, that was us, as kids. This was the same attitude with which they raised us. Didn’t they realize it looked like they had a pile of trash in their front yard? I knew how much money they had coming into that organization. Some signs we saw said “Sponsored by Friends of Vrindavan”, but nothing looked like it was being done in those places.
Couldn’t they take some of their money spent on beautifying their temple and give it to help the poor and needy? Even if just their neighbors?
In that moment, I realized something very profound. The difference between Amma and Iskcon, or other religions like this. The Hare Krishnas were putting it all into showing off their greatness with fancy attractive externals, whereas Amma would keep just the minimum essentials for the ashram and spend every extra penny, or rupee, and effort on helping the poor and hungry.
My first couple of years, I used to wish Amma’s ashram was more posh, maybe because I was used to it. Amma’s ashram needed new paint, was always functioning on bare minimum essentials and, as much as possible, She was sharing whatever She received to help people in need. She always does what a Mother would do, care for all Her children equally. She put no extra effort into showing off anything to attract people. The ones who came, came from a call inside, from an inner attraction, that many cannot understand. No people can understand it until it happens to them too.
 
 NOTE: Redundant. Just said this above.I said to Lola, “Vrindavan’s a major international tourist attraction, with ?000s coming every ? I wonder why they don’t just take some of the money they have and work to restore it. They could beautify it to look like a place where Krishna has been and still is, and then more people would probably come and would also feel Krishna so much more.”
Lola whole-heartily agreed, looking forlorn from her place of utter disappointment at what she was seeing in Vrindavan.
We came to a tree that was presented as being the very one Krishna jumped from into the Yamuna River to fight and dance upon heads of the serpent Kaliya. I couldn’t see how this could be true, since the tree was not near the Yamuna and was so small. I didn’t believe it but the tree looked sad and abandoned, as if it was missing Krishna too. I poured the rest of my drinking water at its base, bowed to it, then hugged it and kissed it.
We finally went to the sacred place where Krishna and the gopis had had the Rasa Dance. The place I had been cherishing in my heart and remembering fondly since visiting it as a child. I looked around trying to find the beautiful tree Radha had hugged and cried at when She missed Krishna, with the carved out bowl that held her tears. The tree I had hugged in my heart all my life, in my own separation and longing for the Divine. I couldn’t wait to see it again. But I couldn’t find it.
A man who said he worked there came and invited us into a small temple, which he said was the place where Krishna had massaged Radha’s feet when She was tired. He gave us a whole spiel of how much money was needed to take care of the grounds. I didn’t believe him, especially after all we saw. Lola fell for it and gullibly gave him some money. I tried to tell her not to, but she was so innocently believing him.
All I cared about was finding Krishna. I asked him about that tree which Radha hugged.
He told me, “Oh, that tree? It died.”
How Depressing.
Walking through Seva Kunja, the monkeys were everywhere, just like I remembered, but more aggressive. We had left our stuff safely with the entry people but one big monkey kept trying to grab Lola’s glasses off her face. She was so scared. She had to take them off and then was too blind to see. So I held her hand and led her through the grove, which I thought surely must have had trees back then when Krishna was here but now was just lightly covered in bushes a little bigger than us.
In the center of the area was a clearing with a two-foot high black stage, which was said to be the actual place of the Rasa Dance. It looked pretty dirty and some empty bottles and other plastic garbage were littered on it. I knew they weren’t using that money they were getting to take care of it.
I sat down next to the stage and, closing my eyes, tried to feel the energy of the place, to see my Lord inside dancing in bliss with his darling devotees. I couldn’t feel anything.
I felt so much more when I was near or on Amma’s stage; it always filled with immense Shakti spiritual energy and Bhakti, heart-opening devotion. I thought of all the times I have been fortunate to sit next to Her absorbed in Her Divine Energy. Even just the stage where Amma sits as She comforts and caresses thousands of devotees and non-devotees all day and then sings Her heart out in devotion to God and merges in Holy Union every night still holds the divine expansive vibrations when She is not there. Much more so than this place.
I tried to visualize Radha and Krishna dancing here together with all the gopis, His love for them so great that He expanded to become so many Krishnas, one for each gopi. It reminded me of Amma and how She finds a way to be with each of us, dancing with us through life. How is it possible that we all have such a personal unique relationship with Amma where She is with each of us, guiding us individually? It really is a dance. But still I thought, When will Amma expand Herself for each of us and become my very own?
Amma’s every move is a rasa dance of pure love and compassion but I wanted Krishna. How I longed to see Her expressing the mood of Krishna like She used to. She stopped doing Krishna Bhava because the mood of Krishna was always blissful, and the people are suffering so much, they need compassion.  Deep down, she is always dancing in bliss. However, she doesn’t revel in it externally, but instead does the needful for her crying children. Every once in a while, She gives us a chance to see Her dancing in Bliss and lifts our souls up to that Realm of Bliss with Her.
Tears of love and appreciation for Amma poured down my cheeks. How blessed my life is that I am with Amma!
These girls I was with were talking about going back to the program that night. Ganga had said she would stay overnight with me but now she wanted to get back too. I was so annoyed. Now I had to either stay the night there by myself or find Krishna in the next two hours. I was sad Manjari wasn’t there to show me the Vrindavan she knew.
They were talking so much about nothing, so they really got on my nerves. I just wanted to be internal and focus on finding Krishna. And now they were starting to get anxious to get back. I asked them to meet in two hours and I would give them my decision whether I was staying or not. Deep down, I was a little worried that, if I stayed by myself, I was not sure what I would end up doing in my search for my Lord.
O KRISHNA, Where are you? Although I can’t see you, I hear your flute all around.
My heart was singing and longing but nowhere could I see him. I went to the Yamuna River looking for Him. It was so dirty that I felt like crying in despair. Still, I took a few drops and put it in my mouth and on my head, as is the custom. The purity of the place is not being protected and there is no upkeep to honor its sacredness. This was one of the rivers I grew up believing was one of my seven mothers. Seeing her in this condition was as if I hadn’t seen my mother in some time only to find she was sick and dying. It was so long ago that Krishna had actually been here, though, and so much has happened here since then.
My mind went to the Amritapuri pool, where Amma swims in at least once a year. I thought it was probably much more pure than this river where Krishna swam 5,000 years ago.
How fortunate we are to swim in a pool of nectar blessed by Her pure love whenever we want to. How blessed I was to swim there with Her after the tsunami and help teach the young kids to swim alongside Her.
I sat on the stairs next to the Yamuna and tried to meditate, imagining Krishna sitting nearby under a tree, playing his flute and bringing everything into harmony again.  But I could get no relaxation. I noticed monkeys surrounding me. They started closing in, as did the beggars with outstretched hands, and thieves lurked around watching closely. I had my bag with me, with my passport and money.
Realizing I wasn’t safe, I picked up a big stick and started walking.  I had to wave it a few times at monkeys threatening to grab by bag. The beggars were aggressive, starting with Radhe Radhe, and then insistently pushing their hands in my face. They wouldn’t let me just me peacefully look for Sri Krishna.
At any minute, I felt like someone could grab me, or my bag, so I tightened up my posture and my grip on my stick, ready to defend myself. It was an all-too familiar feeling for me, with the way I spent my childhood always having to protect myself.
I wasn’t that afraid because I felt like I could defend myself if I had to, but I thought, How am I ever going to find Krishna like this, in this warrior mode, when my heart needs to be soft and open like a child or a gopi?
I realized how safe I felt with Amma, and that that’s why my heart had opened up so much to Krishna again after having closed from fear and protection due to the way I had been raised. It was as if I had locked my heart to protect it and lost the key. Amma had opened it with the key of Pure Love  The reader knows this, so it sounds redundant.
I was so depressed. I felt like Krishna was dead and gone and Vrindavan was like a graveyard of where he used to be. I had to give up. I went to meet my friends and tell them I would come back with them. We all felt like we needed to get out of there. As the rickshaw took off, making a steady of cloud of dust, tears of grief clouded my eyes while I remembered how sacred even that dust used to be to me, that I would wear it around my neck in a locket as an amulet. Now it felt empty, just like dust; I contemplated how everything turns to dust, even Krishna.
Amma’s deep voice echoed with strong and clear instructions echoed through the empty hollows of my sad soul, “Come BACK!”
Ok, I’m coming, Amma!

Then I remembered I had promised Amma internally to bring Krishna back for Her. Too bad I have nothing to show Her. Then I felt the painful bruise on my arm from the cow. The big bright blue mark reminded me of Krishna’s blue skin—it was my souvenir of Vrindavan.
As we drove back, I imagined telling Amma, ‘I went to Vrindavan, thinking I would bring Krishna back for you. But all I could bring back was this blue bruise from a cow.’
***
From Delhi, we flew to Singapore two days later. The first day of the programs, I was helping Geetha do the darshan line. ‘Second Position’ is a fifteen-minute shift to help the 1st position person and ensure that the queue goes smoothly but most of us are desperate even for this much time. Usually, Amma doesn’t talk to us in this time and just gives darshan to everyone in the queue but it is just such a nice opportunity to be close to Amma and to see Her love in action.
Suddenly, mid-hug, Amma looked up at me and threw me a huge smile. Then, She started talking about me to Geetha. “She went to Vrindavan looking for Krishna,” she said, as if it were a noble and brave but stupid venture. Then looking into my eyes mischievously, She asked me, “So where is he? I thought you were going to bring him back for me!”
 
 
How in the world did She know that I had thought that!?
As if on a cue, I took the opportunity to say what I had imagined saying and lifted up my sleeve to show her.
“I wanted to, Amma!” I exclaimed. “But all I could bring back was this blue bruise from the cow.”
Amma laughed, loud and sweet.
Then, full of concern, in perfect English, She said,  “It’s so sad what’s happened to Vrindavan. It’s become nothing but monkeys and beggars.”
 “Amma, it was really scary.”
 “I know.” She looked at me. “I don’t know why they don’t take that money and restore it to make it beautiful. It could be so nice.”
It was as if She had taped our conversation and was repeating word-for-word what we had said. I could also see She really understood how scary it had been for me and how sad I was that I didn’t find Krishna.
Showering sweet glances of compassion on me, She told me, “You have to go to the Vrindavan in your heart. The outer Vrindavan is nothing anymore, but the Vrindavan of your heart is always there for you.”
 
From Singapore, we went to the exotic French/Indian Reunion Island, where there is a mystical little ashram in the mountains incorporating nature with paintings of Krishna everywhere. I was trying to find the Vrindavan in my heart—it was not so difficult to feel it here.
The Devi Bhava was held in a different hall downtown.
Amma called us all for darshan. When I went up, Devi surprised me by dipping her sweet finger into the chandan and then applying it to my forehead. How many times  had I dreamed of Her doing this? I thought She was just going to put it on my third eye, as She often does to people, and I was happy for just that but, to my astonishment, her finger kept moving up my forehead, spreading the chandan up. Then She took Her thumb and hollowed out the middle. I suddenly realized what She was doing. She was giving me Vaishnava tilak. With another finger, She drew the leaf on the bridge of my nose.
Then, dipping Her ring finger in the chandan again, She started slowly and rhythmically pressing big dots all around my eyes. She was holding me in Her gaze as Her brown eyes oozed sweetness like chocolate, honey and caramel.
Every touch felt as if She were giving me a divine download of all the times I had missed out on with Her. It was probably my imagination but it seemed like Her merciful eyes, shining with love, started to look like pinwheels spinning backward in time to fill me in on everything. I had always been so sad I’d missed out on Krishna Bhava and all the vintage days with Amma, alone in the huts, seeing Her laying under the stars, rolling in laughter in Samadhi. When She was done pressing, I felt so complete—so utterly and completely full with the love She fed me.
After the Devi Bhava, I went to look in the mirror and was amazed at the face I saw looking back at me.  Not only was I remarkably looking six or seven years old again, but the tilak she had drawn looked exactly like I used to when I was a child. In that moment, I felt actually it was not even me who had done it as a child, but that it had been Amma all along. That She had been inside me all this time. She really was the eye in I. Tears of grateful union filled my eyes.
Then I realized the dots She drew around my eyes were none other than the Gopi Dots we always used to wear for festivals, although we would make them much smaller with kumkum, not chandan. Amma knew this too and was bringing back the feelings of celebration of Krishna. But the significance of the dots suddenly became more apparent, because they signify the circle of Gopis surrounding Krishna in the center (of the tilak). This circle is what makes love and devotion complete. It was a message to me that for my spiritual understanding to be whole and a true circle, I must learn to include everyone.
*My mom kidnaps me then meets Amma
MY MOTHER KIDNAPS ME
(What year was this? Ask mom)
We were in our staff van on our way to New York from DC, driving through Pennsylvania, when I remembered my mom was living there with her new husband. I called her and told her we were nearby. After telling her the name of the town we were driving through, my mom said, “We are so close, you should come see me. If your group will let you off at the next exit, we could come pick you up.”
”I am sorry, I really can’t, Mom.” I said. “I have no time because we have to be in New York City for set-up early in the morning.
“I promise, if you come and spent the night, I’ll drive you to New York in time for set-up.”
 So I asked the driver to let me off at the next stop and waved them goodbye as I waited for my mother to come.
When she arrived, she was going on and on about this Christian Faith Healer, who was doing a church service that night. I really didn’t want to go to some church program, but maybe this would be good if my mom could share something of her path, and perhaps I could share mine. “Mom, I’m pretty tired because this tour is so hectic and I haven’t slept much. But I will come see her if you come meet Amma tomorrow.”
She agreed. I was so happy. I’d been waiting so long for her to meet Amma so she could stop thinking she was the antichrist.
 My mom said, “You will love this lady; she looks just like Amma.”
We drove straight to the church, where Stephen and my brother Ryan were already waiting for us.
An abundantly round black woman wearing an all-white satin gown and a white church hat came out and started speaking in tongues and laying her hands on people in a way that would somehow make them faint.
“Doesn’t she look like Amma?” my mom marveled to me.
“Ummm, not really, Mom,’ I said. “Just cause she’s wearing white, has dark skin and is not thin?”
It was my turn. She called me up and laid her hand on my head. I decided to play along and collapsed to the floor, the way I had learned to do in acting class. I just wanted to fully participate in what was important to my mom. It’s so special that we’re sharing each other’s spiritual rituals.
After the service, my mom and Stephen went and met with her in the back office for a long time, so long that it was getting quite late. What are they doing in there? I was anxiously waiting to go home and go to bed so I could be awake for tomorrow’s set-up and program.
After about two hours, my mom came out and sat next to me.
“We’re not taking you to Amma,” she said. “The minister and we all think Amma may be the anti-christ because she is not God and she is misleading you and others if she is letting you believe that.”
“Mom, you have to take me. You promised. And you don’t understand. Amma’s teaching us to believe in ourselves, to believe in a God that is within all of us and not sitting somewhere high in the sky.”
“We brought you here because we were hoping she could knock some sense into you and you would realize that Jesus is the only Lord and Saviour and Amma is not.”
Losing my temper, my voice escalated. “Oh my God, Mom, I can’t believe you’re trying to brainwash me to not believe in Amma anymore!?  This is pure insanity—and immaturity. Come On! Grow up! You promised. You have to take me back!”
“Jesus wants you back. We can’t take you to Amma.”
 “Mom, you can’t do this. You made a promise to me. You have to honor it. It’s ok if you don’t want to meet Amma but you have to help me get to New York at least.”
“No, as a mother, it’s my duty to bring you to God and protect you from the anti-christ,” she said through gritted teeth and a determined jaw that could never be altered.
“Can’t you see this is the same fanatical thinking that you had as a Hare Krishna? And now you have just switched it from Krishna to Christ? God’s too big to fit inside one limited religion. Mom, wake up!”
“You’re being misled,” my mother insisted, her big blue eyes turning dark.
“Fine, I guess I’ll take the train.” I knit my brows.
Stephen, a self-proclaimed prophet piped in now, “It’s too late—the trains are all closed.”
“I can’t believe this, Mom, you’re letting fear get the best of you. You’re basically kidnapping me. You lied and now you’re holding me hostage. If you condemn Amma, who’s the best thing that ever happened in my life and who has basically saved my life, then I can’t be around you anymore. You have never been much of a mother to me, but if you act like this, you’re really not my mother anymore.”
She kept silent as we got in the car and drove to their suburban home. When we arrived, she went in her room and closed the door, and Stephen followed behind her. My brother Ryan went to his room too, not knowing what to say. Now I was just there stuck in their house. If I didn’t feel so betrayed by her, maybe I would have felt compassion for her, like I did at other times. But now she was messing with my life too much. I was outraged and couldn’t do anything about it. What does she think she’s doing and how long does she think she can keep me here? I cried hysterically about having had such a bad lot in the mother department. I prayed my brains out, begging Amma to save me from these crazy people somehow.
At three or four in the morning, I still lay awake. There was a knock at the door. I didn’t get up to open it. A minute later, a beautiful woman’s face with long wavy hair peeked in with a smile.
“Anyone awake?” she asked sweetly before taking my hand, walking me to the kitchen, and then settling into the kitchen with her luggage, harp and young son, who had blonde angelic curls.
Seeing my heavy face and my puffy red eyes, she said, “Hi, I’m Suzanna.”
“Hi, I’m Anna’s eldest daughter, Laksmana. But now my name’s Ambujam.”
“Oh, I have heard so many good things about you,” she said as if she was meeting a celebrity.
Funny how it seemed like my mom always told people such great things about me but then had such a problem with everything I did.
We sat down at the table together with her son, Dylan. They had just driven all the way from Florida (a three day drive) because the hurricanes were so severe and it wasn’t safe. They didn’t know where else to go and my mother had invited her to come stay with them. I told her how angry I was at my mom, what had happened and how I felt stuck here and needed to get to the program the next morning.
She grew excited and said, “I’ll drive you to New York. I’ve been wanting to meet Amma for years.”
Wow, I couldn’t believe this. She and her son were like angels that the wind literally blew in to help me.
My prayers were being answered. We slept for a couple hours and then got ready to go. I would not make it for set-up but at least I was getting to the program. My sixteen-year-old brother, Ryan, suddenly said he wanted to come for the drive. ”I’m so curious about Amma and this life you lead and I’d love to come and check it out.”
My mom and Stephen hadn’t surfaced from their room yet when we packed up the van and were just about to head off. Suddenly, Stephen came to the door and ordered Ryan to come back in the house. Ryan gently refused, saying he was just going for a drive because he wanted to spend some time with me.
Stephen started screaming at him. It looked like his eyeballs were popping out of his head.
Suzanna put the van in gear and, as we started to roll out of the driveway, Stephen raised his right arm and his voice to its full capacity to scream,  “May the wrath of God be upon you for disobeying your parents.”
As we drove, Suzanna’s phone rang. It was my mom telling her that, “Even though you’re my best friend, if you don’t bring back Ryan, I’m going to call the cops on you. I don’t want him around that anti-christ.”
Suzanna knew I was already so late for work, so she told my mom she would just drop me off there and then come straight back to bring Ryan back. Meanwhile, Ryan was in the background, saying, “I’m sixteen. They can’t control my whole life and keep me from going for a drive. I need to have a little independence. I miss you, Laks, and now that I’m finally getting to see you, I want to see your life.”
Suzanna kept driving. My mom called and Stephen called, again and again, trying all different kinds of threats. They wouldn’t leave her alone. I felt so grateful I had someone so committed to getting me back to Amma. She was indeed like an angel.
When we reached the Manhattan Center, she hugged me tightly and told me she would just drive Ryan back and then come right back because she really wanted to meet Amma. I couldn’t believe it.
Sure enough, on the break between programs, Suzanna came back. She had a present for me from my mom, some fake pearls and a beautiful book, in which she had painstakingly copied down all the Bible quotes she thought would help me. As I sat up in the balcony seating with Suzanna and her angel-son, looking at all the quotes, I could feel my mom’s love for me, and my heart melted for her.
During the bhajans, tears streamed down my cheeks as I prayed in wonder. How can someone who loves God so much be so mistaken and so consumed by fear that she can not see God’s Love expressed in action?
Suddenly, I spotted my brother Ryan in his white, wife-beater tank-top, walking like a lanky white-boy gangster down the aisles of the fully packed theatre. It looked like he was looking for me. I ran down the stairs and caught up with him.

Hugging me lightly, he laughed a little at all the drama we’d been through with our beloved mother.  “Wow, I’m so glad I get to see your life. Yea, so Mom’s here, she’s looking for you over there.”
There she was by the doors, my poor mom full of fear, too afraid to come in past the Amma shop. She embraced me and cried. She said God told her to come back. She held me so tightly I couldn’t breathe.
Memories came back from childhood when she would hug me close to her and smother me. I could always feel how much she needed me, like she would swallow me whole— and her fear of letting me go, even when I was very young. But then she had given me to the ashram after all. You would think she would have never forgiven herself for that, but instead, it was me that she never forgave. She never forgave me for forgetting about her and not wanting to talk to her much after that. For years after, I worked on forgiving her but, within that, I had to accept the inevitable disappointment that she was not able to ever be much of a mother to me, but at most could just be like a friend.
 Just then, Amma was singing the English bhajan with the line: “If this is not the place where tears are understood, where can I go to cry?”
With tears in my eyes, I held my moms hand, looked into her round blue eyes and sang this song to her—this song that meant the world right now.
“If this is not a place where tears are understood, where can I go to cry?
If this is not a place where my spirit can take wings, where can I go to fly?
 
If this is not a place where my questions can be asked, where can I go to seek?
If this is not a place where my feelings can be heard, where can I go to speak?
If this is not a place you’ll accept me as I am, where can I go to be?
Where can I learn and grow?
Where can I just be me?”
“This is my place, mom! This is my home. Amma has saved my life. She’s healing me. She’s making everything okay again.”
She sighed and seemed to understand as her tightly clunched hands relaxed a little from  her death-grip. I wonder if other daughters ever get to feel this death-grip from their moms or is it just me?
 “Mom,’ I begged her, ‘can you please just come and meet Amma?”
“No, I don’t want to get a hug from her,” she said, staying loyal to her religion of fear.
“OK, you don’t have to have a hug. But please just come and shake her hand and tell her thank you for saving my life and healing me and taking such good care of me.”
To my complete astonishment,  she actually agreed. During the meditation, I led her by the hand up through the crowd, to the center of the big hall where Amma was sitting, all the while feeling how scared she was through her hand on mine. She was squeezing my hand so tightly I thought it would break. We sat down to wait for the meditation to end and she didn’t let go of my hand. Every time they said ‘Divine Mother’ her grip would clench tighter and the little bones in my hand felt like they would break under the pressure. My poor mom. So much fear. It must have been with her her whole life since she was a little Catholic schoolgirl with her small, uptight, French mother who was afraid of her alcoholic Irish husband.What must have gone for her, I will never know. But somewhere deep down, fear settled in and stayed.
As soon as darshan started, I took her up to the side of Amma’s wide arm chair. I told Ramakrishna Swami (who was standing behind Amma for translation), “This is my mother. She’s afraid of Amma.”
Before Ramakrishna Swami could say anything, Amma smiled at my mother sweetly, kissed her hand, and then told her firmly, in a slightly scolding tone, “Human beings should never fight about religion. Jesus said, ‘Love thy neighbor as thyself!’ This means everyone. Not just people who pray in the same way as you do.”
 My mother just sat there nodding her head in agreement, but not at all truly getting the point. Nor did she realize Amma was revealing her omniscience in being aware that she had been fighting about religion. Funny how Amma didn’t scold me about it, but she was reprimanding her.
Then my mom stood up. She was wearing shorts; her legs had become quite large over the years. Amma looked taken aback when she saw the size my mom’s thighs had become. It seemed like Amma was surprised at how much weight she had put on. I had the sense that it was as if the last time Amma had seen her had been when she was engaged in devotional service for Krishna in New Vrindavan. Could it be? This was the thought that flashed in my mind. I knew my mom had put on all this weight as a protection because she had been so hurt and wounded from what had happened in the Hare Krishnas.
My mother then stood up over Amma and put her hands above Amma’s head and said, “God Bless You!”
That was the best she could do, I guess. They say whatever you give to a Mahatma is returned one-thousand times, so hopefully, my mother’s sincere attempts of at least blessing Amma would come back to her as awareness of how Amma is an embodiment of Christ’s Pure Love.
Afterwards, she came with me back to the massage area where I was doing seva. I told her I have never seen anyone who so genuinely lives the teachings of Jesus than Amma. I explained, “Amma is like a living embodiment of Christ, sacrificing her body and comfort all day every day, enduring excruciating pain, not just once, like he did, but consistently, to help uplift and save us.”
My mom couldn’t hear this. She insisted Jesus is coming in the clouds one day to save her, and me, if I will let him. I couldn’t tell her I think He/She already has come, through the clouds of our minds. Conditioning can be so strong; my seemed to be in denial of any other possibility than that which she had been conditioned with. First she was blinded by the Hare Krishna religious conditioning and now by the Christian church. I felt so sorry for her, that she couldn’t feel or think for herself.
 “Denial is not just a river in Egypt,” I had often told her throughout my life but not this time.  This time I was so happy and grateful that she was making an attempt to be open. It was a beautiful moment!
I took her around to meet everyone on staff, and though many of the people got on my nerves often, still my mother was so moved to see so many sincere hearts dedicated to service and self-improvement. She was so grateful to discover that I was in a community of people dedicated to selfless service and compassion. After all I had been through in my life, this was more than she had ever dreamed of where I would end up. I could see she was seeing Amma in everyone’s eyes, or Christ—that divine consciousness. And she was so happy to see that I had found a life dedicated to and surrounded by goodness. It was a far cry from my drug-induced, painful raging days of anger, alcohol and punk rock mosh-pits.
Stephen sent a message with Ryan that he was waiting for her outside. When we came out, we saw him proselytizing with the homeless and hippies gathered on the steps. We parted with warm hugs and blessings. She was genuinely relieved and happy about where I was, and I sensed a huge burden had lifted from her heart—and therefore, from mine, as well.
 
Later that summer, after tour, I was working in Boulder, Colorado and housesitting for some rich clients in a beautiful home with a saltwater pool and hot tub by a river. My mom came to visit and we had a wonderful healing time, full of caring and sharing-beautiful meals, swimming, nature walks and healing. We had long talks about Jesus and Amma. Sitting by the river in sacred moods, I read Rumi poems to her and she read the Bible to me, and, for a precious moment in time, we truly seemed to understand and appreciate each other’s perspectives on spirituality. She gave me a faceted amethyst bracelet that was like a rosary and a mala, together. Our hearts were perhaps always united like this in Spirit, but for this precious time, just once, our minds were also at peace with it.
Through the years, my mom and I have actually found we are more connected than we ever realize and often are doing similar things or working with similar themes at the same time. Who knows what the karma is but something similar is there in the way our lives play out, even when we are barely in touch. We can’t be too much in touch or she starts fretting about why I’m not with her, and then we start fighting about religion.
Another time, my mom came to visit me on tour, and she wouldn’t go near Amma but hung out with me in the massage department, volunteering. She happens to be an expert Reflexologist. So, while I offered chair massage, she offered Foot Reflexology, and couldn’t resist trying to convert them all to Christianity. I think she was surprised when everyone she spoke to about Jesus pronounced their love for him and then added how, for them, Amma was an embodiment of his love and light.
At one point, in the middle of a Foot Reflexology session, she noticed the batik of Kali hanging on the wall above her. She pointed up to it and looked at me with half-rolled eyes, saying Kali is right there. “Yes Mom, she is” I said. Later, I tried to explain the true symbolism of Kali to her but she couldn’t get over what the church had been telling her. What to do?
Earlier on that tour, Amma had told one boy in his twenties, who had been at the ashram and touring with Amma for a few years, that he should appreciate his parents more for all the crap they had put up with him from him. He refused, saying it was they who had been so difficult. Amma disagreed and said that he had been so stubborn with them, and they had been so patient that he should actually wash their feet with reverence. I realized it was no accident that I had overheard Amma telling him this because it rang true for me as well. I told Abhay that I knew now I should also wash my mother and father’s feet. After hearing how inspired I was, he got more inspiration to do it and he was so happy after doing it. Or it was the other way around— I can’t actually remember, I should ask him.
When my mom came to visit in Chicago, she got a hotel room but wouldn’t even come down to the hall. I went and told Amma, my mother’s in the hotel but she’s too afraid to even come down.”
Amma said, “Oh well, what to do? She has believed this way for so long, it’s better not to try to change it. Let it be like that.”
Immediately, I felt so relaxed. And I realized it’s true, it must be too scary for my mom to start changing her rigid beliefs now; these beliefs were in place for a reason as a kind of protection. But the truth was, she loved God and she served humanity, so what difference did it really make? And at least she wasn’t judging me and my path so much anymore.
Actually, my mom is such a good person, such a good Christian, always trying to help others, always lending a compassionate ear or hand, always giving people smiles and encouraging words, no matter how bad she feels inside.
I asked my mom to come outside on the lawn by the fountain and pond. I carried a beautiful pitcher I had found and a hand towel. In a grove of trees, I  washed her feet with as much love and appreciation as I could, seeing Amma had been in her all along, playing out the drama of this little life with me as my mother. Tears streamed down both of our cheeks as the water ran down her feet and back into the earth, washing away years of hurt, blame, shame and negativity between us. She was my mother, after all, as divine as any other. Peace, peace, peace restored in our hearts. My mother prayed for me as I worshipped her. Probably praying I would come back to Jesus.
Later she was so touched and kept telling me how even Jesus washed all his disciples feet before the crucifixion. She said “Lately, I’ve also been washing people’s feet, so I can’t believe you are now washing mine!”
I knew it was Amma who had inspired this feeling in me to honor my mother. Any noble or good feelings that have taken birth in my heart have all been seeds planted by Amma. Before, my heart was a barren desert or a trash heap; now, slowly and carefully, with a lot of work and some effort from me to get the Grace, the Master was transforming my heart into a garden of virtues. Now, my mother could see with her own eyes how Amma was healing my wounds and making me want to be good again.
This was a miracle my mom could not deny.
 
 
 
 
NYC/ Search rescue team t-shirt/ crush me to bits
New York, Manhattan Center... 
Maybe because NYC is my birthplace and I feel I have no real home here on earth, somehow NY was the closest to my home state and I know Amma always gives extra tiema nd energy to people when she is in their place. Must be an energetic cord connected there or something because No matter how big the crowds, i always felt like i could got talk to Amma there. 
I was struggling desperately with this crush. His booth was right across from mine. I couldn't bear it but I was trying my best to just focus on the work at hand-Chair Massage. Relaxing people and trying to help alleviate their pain in the most overstimulating irritating dark environment. It was so hard....my mind naturally kept going on vacation into fantasy about him.
A girl walked by with a T-shirt that had written in blurry letters, "LOST IN THOUGHT, Please Send Rescue Party."
I must have been between sessions, i hope i was, because i ran up to her, and said, "Excuse me, I love your shirt...can we go show it to Amma?"
She was surprised. I think it was her first time there...and she was just trying to find her way through the thousands of people. I took her by the hand and marched up to Amma. I thought it was so funny and that Amma may too. When Amma looked up and saw me, I said, "Geetha, can you show Amma this shirt?" 
Amma said, "I don't need to look at that shirt, I just need to take one look at you."
She was serious. Ok, She was right! This was serious! So I said, "Well are you going to send the search party or what?"
Amma said, "Even if I sent the search party, would you come?"
Then She said, "Be careful, because if you let go of my hand, you could fall into a ditch."
I said, "Amma, what do you mean? You are not even holding onto my hand. "Geetha was translating. At this point, she said, Im not going to tell Amma that."
I said, "Yes, Geetha, tell her!"... I was upset and I wanted Amma to know just how upset I was...The ego, what to do?
When Geetha told her, Amma retorted strongly, "Well, you have to give me your hand if you want me to hold it!"
I was quiet. I knew what She meant. I had to make myself open and available. She was healing so much in this moment though. Flashbacks of my teacher in New Virndavan and the few precious times she held my hand as we walked together. The longing for union. She was saying She would give it to me but I had to also give it to me...
I think it was another time, but it could have been the same time, when Amma said to me, ""Well, instead of having leprosy within, maybe you should just get married then?" 
Was She serious? I quickly refused this idea, "No, Amma, I dont want to get married." The very thought of such a trap repulsed me.. about as much attraction to the idea as one may have towards going to a comfy jail... 
Amma laughed and said, "Yea, you just want to drink the coffee, but you dont want to own the coffeeshop." 
I said,  "Exactly." I didnt see anything wrong with that. Most people want to just enjoy the coffee without the headache of owning and running a cafe.
Never ceases to amaze me how she knows the inner workings of my mind, not just how I really feel about relationships, but even to use the analogy of coffee, to hint at her knowing of my addiction to coffee and to the kind of buzz I get from exchanging energy with boys. 
I said, "Amma, I just have this crush so bad and I dont know what to do about it!"
She said, "Do whatever gives you peace!" Gasp, was that permission to go forward? Then She said, "Will it give you peace or leave you in pieces?"
She broke out into a roaring laughter at the very thought of how destroyed I would be. So funny this human condition must be to Her, that we keep setting ourselves up for disaster by following our lower desires. I knew She was right, it might give me peace for a minute but then I would end up in pieces. How in the world, does She make this brilliant play of English words like peace and pieces, even through speaking Malayalam. 
I couldnt leave Her side, I pleaded, "Amma, my mind is broken. I cant heal a broken mind, with a broken mind! You have to help me!"
She laughed and said, "Even if I put the two pieces of your mind together, it would still  be broken, so Amma has to crush you into tiny little pieces and remold you from scratch." 
I said,  "Well, HURRY UP THEN!!!"  
Did I just dare and demand that Kali hurry my ego-obliteration? Ohmigoddess. I was in trouble. But the pain was so unbearable, I didnt care. I started fantasizing about different tools I could bring to her to offer as a gesture of sincerity and willingness towards the necessary crushing. I also thought it could be a little funny, like an inside joke, when I go up for darshan.
Perhaps I could bring Mother a shiny sharpened steak knife...or what about a nutcracker, to crack this shell of my little ego...or maybe a spice grinder to really mince me to bits...
I didnt realize that She already had the perfect instrument in hand and the crushing was already under way....it was my crush! He was Her instrument to destroy me.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
*"Me Same..."
Australia Tour...
I bought a prasad mala that Amma had worn for two months...This mala was so interesting because as soon as I saw it, I wanted it. It was a beautiful aqua color and was the only one I ever saw Her wear that ever looked small enough to fit me. Whenever I saw it on Amma, I would think, when She takes that off, i will try to buy it. I even told Swamini. It is a strange feeling to be eyeing anyone's jewelry, especially the guru's...but I knew She would sell it one day, any day... She wore it through the whole Indian tour...and Swamini said She even had her take a bead out of it to make it even tighter, which is usually never done...especially with wrist amass. Amma usually goes through them so frequently. she could have just passed it on if she didn't like the fit.. She couldnt understand why, because it was already so tight on Her. I felt like it was because Amma knew it was for me and she wanted it to fit me.. and also that perhaps She wanted to keep me close, even tighter.
What year was this?
On the Australia tour, Swamini let me know as soon as She took it off and I promptly bought it. I was so happy. Maybe also because i was talking to the boy now, the energy that i had been repressing had to come out. During Devi Bhava, I danced in the back of the hall, spinning and spinning on the vast expanse of turquoise carpet, like a child...with so much energy, i felt i could touch the sky. Even as Amma was showering flowers, I was still dancing..there was enough space in the back. I hadn't danced in years.. since that first year when I asked Amma if i could dance, and she "You? NO!!!" and then had said a little in the back...I felt like this was a little in the back.. but i was pushing the limits for sure... i was so full of energy, i didn't know what to do with myself.
As we were boarding on the plane, Amma was sitting in Her seat in the front, greeting everyone by extending Her soft dark hand to touch each of our hands. When I got to Her and stretched out my hand to Hers, Amma saw the aqua blue wrist mala.
"Ahhh," She said, pointing to it.. Then She said with a huge smile, "Me Same!"  She was pointing to another one She had on now which was the same stones and designs, but the hue was a little less brilliant. Like a child, she seemed to be so happy that we had the same bracelet. Did She take this one off just so I could have it?
Then She said, "Devi Bhava, you dancing?" She made a face like was I ok?.
I said, "Yes, Amma,"..then I said, "I have too much energy."
She did not look so pleased. I guessed She wanted me to keep trying to contain it.
I went back to my seat with mixed feelings. She was a master at stirring it up and testing the reactions...confusing and confounding us until the Truth shone through.
When I went to work in Colorado, everyone who saw my wrist mala, instantly wanted it. It was so strange..My dad, my clients, everyone i met practically, even people who were not spiritual at all could sense the charged energy of it and say, " I WANT THAT". Sometimes they would even grab at it, from my wrist.Maybe it was also because i had wanted it so bad, that wanting energy was on it..but I think more than that it was the Shakti. And if it werent so very special to me, i would have happily given it to any one of them...
Tuesday: Amma's Prasad
I was struggling so much with my feelings for him, and apparently so were a lot of girls. and he was playing with all of us...insensitive to the intensity of our feelings because his were so light. I felt so frustrated that i was practically jumping out of my skin. I went up in the cue, to receive my prasad plate from Mother.  With Her fast pace of serving, as we walk toward Her, it feels like you are in a river moving fast. A river of Her love. When She saw me, She stopped abruptly and just looked at me, with great compassion. Then She gestured, like what? I put my hand up with my forefinger out to my temple as if I was saying I just wanted to shoot myself... blow this troublesome my ego to smithereens.
Amma said, "UNDERSTAND!!!" 
Then She took the side of Her hand to Her neck as if She was cutting Her own head off, She grimaced dramatically as Her head seemed to fall off to the side...
Then She came back to Center and said,  "ME SAME!!!"
In disbelief, I just stood there... in wonder. How could She possibly say She is the same. She has no ego, she doesnt feel the pain of this ego that I suffer from.
The next week, when I went up for prasad, strangely enough the same thing happened. Amma again stopped everything to just look at me with great concern.
This time, my face pleading for mercy, I put both hands up to either side of my head, like two guns!
Amma loudly responded, as if I wasn't getting something..."UNDERSTAAAND!!!"
Then She said, emphatically, "ME SAAAMMME!" Why wasn't I getting it?
I said, "No, Amma, you're not the same. You don't have this ego to deal with!"
She ignored my argument by continuing to serve.Her piercing eyes shot light at me trying to break through my veils of ignorance. I was carried off and away again in the River.
Nothing happens with Amma without everyone seeing it because most of us are paying attention to Amma all the time. So it can be quite embarrassing to have interactions with her as everyone wants to share in them, either for the good or the bad. Later, everyone stopped to ask me what that exchange was all about. Why did Amma stop serving to talk to me? Santosh asked me and I said, "Oh, its just because I have such a retarded ego." He said, "Well, so do I!!"... meaning, she didn't stop to help him with his.. Many people were then saying the same response...until I realized Amma was trying to let me know that I was not alone in this...We all felt this way.. And She felt it because She feels us and feels our pain as Her own, and cares about us more than we even are capable of caring about ourselves.
BACK TO THE MALA
So I had this mala for two years...The turquoise thing happened while i had it. It could have even been the initiator for the turquoise experience.
I was working in La, my last week there, when i was at a new clients in Topanga. Her whole bedroom was turquoise. After the session, i couldn't find my mala, which i knew i had taken off there. It simply vanished. It was strange because it was turquoise too..it was like it had merged. AFter searching a long time, I just had to go.  But I was so sad because Amma had worn that mala for two months...that before I left LA, I called up this woman to see if i could just look around one more time. She said, sure, stop by any time... When i got done with work that evening, I stopped by. I heard loud music coming from the house...and when the door opened i could see a big party happening and in the middle of it all was guy doing a striptease dance in his black underwear. I apologized to everyone that i just had to look for something and made my way to the bedroom. Why did I lose it here? There was no accident. What was Amma trying to tell me? Maybe She was taking my karma which could have ended up like that if i had continued being loose with my energy.  What was the lesson? Was it a symptom or message of my unconsciousness?
I stopped in San ramon on the way to India.  So sad, i didn't have a mala and that i lost Amma's, I decided to buy another one. They didn't have any prasad ones. only the cheap new ones...I picked out the best one there. Rudraksha with a couple rose quartz around a small moonstone. it was gentle and tender and it would have to do.
When i got to India, i was shocked to see Amma was wearing the exact same one.
"ME SAME!" I couldn't believe it...out of all the hundreds of thousands of options I have seen.
I decided I wanted to buy this one when She took off. I told Swamini but I knew she could easily forget and sell it to someone else, with all the malas Amma goes through all the time. So I kept my eye on it. Malas came and went all around it, but She kept this one on....the whole North Indian tour.. She even wore it during the Brahmasthanam Inauguration...and ket it on. I wondered if she would ever take it off.
Singapore,my 37th birthday. ring story time.... plus 
The morning of my birthday, Swamini said, Guess what, I have something you want! She said, Amma just took it off before the program and handed it to her, saying I wore this one for three months... THREEEE months. She emphasized it to Swamini. So funny because I loved the other one because Amma had worn it for two months and now She was letting me know, this one was better and comforting me by letting me know She wore it longer.. How does She do this? She knew it was for me... and She knew it was birthday. I am always amazed at how sentimental and thoughtful She can be. My true Mother!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
ammadreams
I had a dream about Malati and Amma...
it was a very special Birthday darshan for Amma.. I wasn't going for darshan but just came at the last few minutes to watch.. Malati went for darshan and Amma showed you Her feet, they were all swollen and hurting.. she told Malati she wanted you to massage them...then she sent her to the back behind her with a huge thumb up, she said Malati's really good and that she doed a lot of pressure.. really strong..she was looking at me telling me also.. i was trying to figure out why she was looking at me so much, if it was cus she was saying i wasn't strong enough or she was just trying to make me jealous...or if she just wanted me to have more compassion for how much her body is suffering and maybe malati had it... not sure, but whatever it was between her and i, i was really trying to be happy for malati... it was almost the end of darshan and malati was behind her suddenly preparing this chair to massage her in after...but it was funny she were sitting in it to see and putting her shoes on the kneerest.. importance of innocence/ignorance...? 
in te earli dais used to dream amma was pulling er feet awai from me
sep 30 -2015
last night i had a dream, amma was coming down from her room into her car. i just happened to come there then also and was surprised to see her. and all the people surrounding her. in the crowd of people taking pictures. swamiji pointed up to one and told me quietly it looks like one has a bullet. I tried to see and i couldnt tell, everyone was aiming at amma, maybe someone was aiming the wrong thing at her. i told swamiji, i will take it and i went and stood in front of the car, ont he diagonal, with my arms open wide, ready to take whatever bullet. ready to die to try to protect amma, of course. I knew i was walking in a funny way that could have been blockign ammas visiona s she looked out the car but i felt i had to do it to protect her. and swamiji didnt stop me so i felt ok.
 
**She who sings to the sea~ from first australia tour
SHE WHO SINGS TO THE SEA
In the early days before thousands of us came to Amma, Amma used to spend a lot of her time singing to the Ocean and Nature. But now, with so many children coming to receive her embrace and teachings, Amma breathes and moves only amidst a sea of people. Many of us sometimes feel sad about this, wishing that we could have been there back then to experience those sweet magical moments of nature communion with Amma. This year in Australia, a few of us were fortunate to share in a profound experience of Amma connecting with the ocean.
When we arrived to the Gold Coast retreat location in Australia, I asked Mother if we could swim in the ocean right behind our accommodations. She strongly advised me against it, noting the recent shark attacks and a bad undercurrent. She reminded me how the ocean there had claimed two local children the last time we had come. It was difficult for me to accept her strong warning as I loved the ocean so much and it was just so close. But I trusted Amma. I wondered if the ocean is perhaps getting more dangerous and unpredictable these days as Mother Nature is becoming more out of balance from our carelessness.
When her last darshan there finished sometime after dawn, Amma invited those of us traveling with her to meet her on the beach before leaving for the airport. By exotic palms and birds of paradise, a small group of us gathered on the seaside outside the hotel with her and walked down to the water. The clouds were puffy in the blue sky and Amma was almost child-like in her excitement to see the ocean. But expressing protective motherly concern when we got there, Amma insisted only experienced swimmers come with her to wade in the water and asked everyone else to stay behind. As she walked out into the waves, she kept shooing those to the back who wouldn’t listen, like a mother swan… warning how dangerous the undercurrent was.
She walked out into the waves about knee-high. When one huge wave came, it almost knocked all of us over. Laughing, Amma protectively grabbed Swamiji’s elbow, as if to keep him from falling or being carried out to sea., She then playfully showed us how to flex our feet forward and dig our toes into the sand to hang on when the waves came.
Then her mood deepened and a wave of her love for the ocean flowed out from her heart as she soulfully started singing prayers to the sea… 
Shristiyum niye.. 
You are Creation, You are Creator, You are the breath of Life in all Nature…”
Reverence, respect, and love rushed out of Amma’s heart to the ocean through her eyes, her voice, her hands. The passionate expression of her universal love seemed to meet the intensity of the waves as she honored the divinity of the ocean with song. It was like seeing a mother running to embrace her child after a long period of absence.
Swami Amritaswarupanandaji’s voice joined in with Amma’s. Their voices already one with each other, seemed to become one with the waves. During nightly bhajans, [devotional songs] I have often perceived the expansiveness of their voices as being one with the sacred sound of creation, or OM, but witnessing the sounds of their voices meeting and merging with the ocean was like beholding Divine Union in a visible form. As they sang soulful melodies like Anandamayi Brahmamayi, and Devi Jaganmata their voices seemed to harmonize the waves into a softer, more natural rhythm. The ocean appeared to grow more beautiful, radiant and somehow more expansive with every song, or maybe it was just me. Were my eyes deceiving me or was the water changing before my very eyes, its molecules visibly transforming as it took on a golden-silver sheen and the harshness of the crashing waves softened into foam. 
Amma’s eyes were liquid with love and adoration as she sang. They glowed bright white with the reflection of the milky waves. She appeared one with the ocean. Her white sari, mostly wet, became an extension of the white waves. She sat with us praying at the edge of this brilliant ocean of bliss for what seemed like eternity. Light danced on the swelling waves, like devas, [divine beings- who are also known to be attracted to spiritual singing]. And every time a wave rose up and came flowing down over our laps, it felt softer and sweeter. The ocean seemed so charged with the divine energy of Pure Love, I felt I had been let into heaven.
Immersed in these melodious vibrations of creation, as I looked out into the suddenly divine horizon, I felt I was sitting in the center of all existence. A new hope for our planet and a deeper faith and gratitude in the miracle of spirituality that Amma is sharing with the world arose from within.  
 Amma has said that the vibrations of bhajans help to keep Mother Nature in balance. She has also been mentioning in recent satsangs how different music creates different vibrations that cause different emotions within us and therefore different actions- depending on the quality.
Scientific research confirms this and has evidence to prove the restorative power of prayer can bring nature back to its natural harmonic state, especially through water as water is the most receptive element as well as a conductor of electricity or energy. Metaphysicians and scientific researchers  are now concluding what the ancient seers have been saying all along-that our words and thoughts contain energies that vibrate at different frequencies, affecting the molecules of the universe. 
Made famous by the movie, “What The Bleep Do We Know?”, in which he reveals the connection between water and the collective consciousness, internationally renowned researcher Dr. Masaru Emoto believes that water holds the potential to create peace on earth. In his research of the molecular structure of water, he captures frozen water crystals in photographs to provide visual proof on the varying responses of water to thoughts, words and pictures. The formations show how water is affected by different words, music, photos and prayer; proving that water is living consciousness; and alive with memory. When the water was shown the words, "thank you" or “I love you” in Japanese, Chinese, German, French, Korean, Italian and English, exquisite snowflake-like crystals formed. When it was shown "you fool" in Japanese and English, no crystals formed and "I hate you” changed the molecule into a yellow mucosal blob. Water also doesn't seem to distinguish between languages but must be picking up on emotions that accompany the words and the visual images associated with our vibrations.
 We know through our human interactions that words hold the power to create or destroy but the movie shows how our thoughts too have the power to affect our bodies, minds and lives. Since our bodies are 70% water, in the movie they say, "If our thoughts can do that to water, imagine what they can do to us!" 
And if our planet earth is mostly made up of water, how do our thoughts affect the waters of the ocean and how does the ocean affect the rest of the planet? Dr. Emoto believes by holding the intention of peace towards water,  and thinking, speaking and acting with this intention towards it, water can and will bring peace to our bodies and to the world. I often wish I could see what visual crystals he would be able to capture from the water Amma blesses during Devi Bhava Atma pug. 
Watching Amma giving darshan daily to person after person into the thousands, some transformation is usually obvious in each of them-the signs of burdens disappear from their eyes and their faces suddenly glow from within with more joy.  It is like she is transforming us, one molecule at a time. And every night, Amma sings bhajans for hundreds or thousands of people, depending on the venue and subtle transformations take place that one can feel if we tune in and are receptive. But to have the rare opportunity to visibly see the ocean respond to Amma’s love and observe Amma’s power of love to transform on such a large-scale was mind-blowing. It seemed Amma was blessing the entire planet Earth through the ocean.
I realized then how I really had no idea what respecting nature even is or what loving the ocean really is, and wondered if perhaps that was why Amma didn’t want me going in the ocean. What would have been my intention? Seeking pleasure, or maybe a little healing from the salt water, clearing my aura, some relaxation? I realized perhaps Amma wanted me to learn to really respect and really love the ocean or respect it at least for being dangerous. I didn’t have to put my body in it to feel one with it to get its benefit. And I wondered how much my mind being out of balance might affect the water and supposed that perhaps that is why Amma didn’t want me to go swimming in the ocean on my own. Because she knew my mind was not safe to swim in at the moment.
 At one point, I took advantage of Amma standing still, to submerge my head fully in the waters of pure love at her feet, which looked shallow but felt infinite. I prayed it would transform my molecules into love. It felt like a baptism in the waters of love and in a new appreciation for reverence. Now this is swimming, I thought. Why swim if it is not in the waters of pure love? Why do anything if it is not in or for Pure Love? Swamiji got concerned that my head was under water and asked me to come up. I didn't right away. I couldn't. But when I finally did, I felt reborn in my new understanding. When I came up, Amma was laughing with bright affirmation in her eyes. As usual, only she understood my intentions.
If water really does absorb and reflect thoughts, what ocean do I want to swim in - an ocean reflecting my unbalanced mind or an Ocean of Pure Love? I may have to wait longer for the latter and it will definitely take a whole lot of extra effort but it is worth every tear.
In most native cultures, one would ask permission before going in the water or taking food or whatever one needed. For instance, Native American hunters would go to a spot away from the tribe for sometimes four days to pray to Great Spirit for a dream of where the animal would be that they could hunt. Then sure enough the animal would come and offer itself as a sacrifice to the hunter to feed the tribe. And usually, the communication with the unseen realm was done through song. But in these days of convenience stores and immediate gratification, our harmony in the song of creation seems to be lost along with our traditional rituals of asking permission and relating to nature with reverence. We just consume and exhume the toxins like machines.
After what seemed like an eternity, somebody reminded Amma that our flight was leaving soon. So she called out to all of us to head back for the bus.
I looked at her and said emphatically, “NO!” 
Amma turned to me in acknowledgement. She knew how I did not want to ever leave this feeling of bliss. Her gaze held mine as deep as the ocean floor. She knew my love for the ocean and how I have longed to experience it with her. She knew how I had resisted my initial urges to swim, not even knowing I would get to share this moment with her. And she knew how badly I did not want to leave the miracle of this experience. 
Her eyes anchored mine into the infinity of the moment there, as if saying, “Stay here then…let’s stay here. We don’t have to leave. This is your true home. This expansiveness, this pure love is within you.  It is your very own self. Remember this experience and access the energy anytime you wish through prayer.” 
As she got up to go, she started singing Mata Rani, the celebratory Punjabi bhajan about how the Goddess fulfills all our wishes, making our lives complete and joyous. She laughed as she sang as if she just couldn’t stop herself from singing to make herself leave.
Someone brought Amma’s swim dress. She put it on and walked almost ceremoniously in reverie further out to the sea - a sweet sacred focus in her every step. There was a magnetism between her and the sea. 
Then, as if an exaggerated demonstration of our carelessness in nature, someone from our group suddenly ran out, screaming, arms flailing about, and dashed into the waves for kicks - right in front of Amma, - completely interrupting the intimate communication between Amma and Mother Ocean. I guess she had not been tuning in to the tender holy space Amma was holding with the ocean. It shocked everyone, especially Amma. Amma turned away to leave, looking pained. The sacred connection of union with nature in reverence was interrupted. The moment was lost. Will we ever get it back? Will we ever learn? This is a lesson for all of us to look into whether we are listening, tuning in to Mother Nature like Amma always is. Amma says nature is so disturbed now, that only Divine Grace can save us. Let us pray for our reverence and gratitude to the Divinity in nature be restored and that we only perform actions with conscious loving intentions so that we evoke Divine Grace.
 
the crush
The summer tour after I became a renunciate, something happened. From the minute I walked into the darshan hall, sparks of shakti were flying between so many male eyes and mine. There were about five guys, I realized I had chemistry with. Really, I was just developing my own inner life force by overcoming the lower tendencies and so were they and this alchemy within can sometimes make for very magnetic combinations between two people on the path..its the shakti awakening within.
Shocked, concerned and also a bit amused, I went to Mother about it immediately. 
"Amma, I have crushes on five different boys." 
Amma laughed. "Of course you do, She said, Thats quite natural. They are beautiful flowers in the garden of Love. But keep them there as flowers. Don't pluck them. Don't take it to the next level..." 
i was trying to understand the symbolism of Amma's deep allegory. Funny when usually you think of men as plucking a girls virginity...but did Amma think I was going to have sex with all these boys? In the past, I may have...and maybe all at once, even...hahaha, joking. But not now. What did She mean? I stood there inquisitively. She continued giving darshan. I guessed conversation was finished. I started walking away.
Amma called after me, "Just Don't go and talk to them!"
Oh no, that was just the exact thing i was about to do...and She stopped it. I even knew who exactly I was going to talk to first. The cute dark haired mysterious-eyed one with the soft sweet smile at Amrita Tv. Now what? I didn't even know what to do with myself and my energy. 
I stayed away from the boys the whole tour...and the whole winter...all the while, my crush grew on this one from Amrita TV, especially because he was always there next to Amma.  Like the forbidden fruit, he became more and more attractive and appealing....It grew and grew until it seized me by force and overtook me. how graphic will i get here :D
lola and i best friends, whole thing. india tour, bus...roses. bangalore- s n the tree
Singapore tour.... I couldn't bear it anymore. I was going to tell Amma about how this crush had gotten completely out of control. I ran into Lola and told her, Im going to Amma about this. She said, wait a second, i have something to tell you. I like him too. I have liked him for two years now." i was so mad at her, that she had made me feel so bad for liking him and for being a bad renunciate when all along she was harboring secret feelings. at least i was being honest... I made her come with me to Amma. Amma said, You cant have your cake and eat it too...I knew this was more to Lola because she was the one taking the cake, getting to be with Amma all the time, serving Her directly. She said, a lot of girls like him.. I said, Why Amma? Why do you have him here?" She said, "Hey, Don't push him away. If he went back to the world, he would do drugs." i knew she meant Santoshi because in some strange way, i felt responsible for her leaving and always a little guilty about it, though she wanted to leave. I was happy she was gone. Amma didn't want me to feel the same way about this one. Even now im sad that she's gone. 
I told Amma it was the forbidden fruit syndrome and since i was not allowed to talk to him, it was making it worse. Amma said, "well ok if it is making it worse, to not talk, then fine, you can talk to him." 
I strode out of the room and immediately went to look for him, told him everything, the visions, the feelings, the longings... he was in shock.. said he had not been feeling any of it and that he was shocked...then when i told him lola and i went to amma together, he seemed even more shocked. oh brother.. yet, he was intrigued.. somewhat interested... what to do.. the plot thickens from there till it gets so messy it has to self-destruct.. maybe i can just say that and spare the gory embarrassing details for me and him and theworld.. i should have stopped talking right then and there but instead i talked myself and him into a very dangerous game that almost left no escape, until Amma saved the day as Kali and ruthlessly cut the attachment that ensued. Thank goddess...but i was so angry at Her and him about it last year, I almost left, killed myself or something. it was horrible...another egomonster arose and had to  be slain again...
suicide in india.. my neighbor, twenty seven... addicted to drugs and alcohol...sad that his friends were making fun of him...
amma came, kali in the night, taking me to face death... attachment is the only difference between crying and laughing... i saw the village ladies, friends of theirs crying hysterically, so fully that it looked like they were laughing.. especially after all the laughter yoga i had done. i realized in that moment that when you are attached, you feel like you have lost, you grieve and cry and when you don't care and let go and feel free, you laugh....
 
 the next time I talked to Her about Sash, she said Amma told me I shouldn't force myself so much on the spiritual path. Seeing me crying by Her chair uncontrollably, She asked, "Are you in love?" Then She said, "You shouldn't feel so guilty about it. You shouldn't force yourself so much on the spiritual path!" This was coming from the same Guru MOther who told me before YOU TRY YOU TRY... when i told Her I couldn't be a renunciate...ie I didn't think I could be celibate.
Then at another time, She told me, Its not true Love because it is tainted by Lust. 
sivaratri Play (psychodrama of finding True Love)
If it is True Love you want, I will take you to Amma. ~ Siva
“God is watching over you 365 days a year,” AMMA says. 
“But Śivaratrī is the one night wherein we are asked to sacrifice and watch over God, taking a vow of fasting and maintain vigil at night. God is always present within us—wide awake. We, on the other hand, are fast asleep. This is why we are unable to recognize the divine presence. All the different experiences of life are just like the dreams we experience in our sleep. If we really want to experience that divine presence, we need to forgo sleep as an act of renunciation for at least one day."
shiva ratri
Amma asked everyone to go to AIMS to clean for an upcoming inspecition..but I heard about it too late. We were up all night doing archana int eh temple trying to stay awake, when through the beehive holes of the wall, a couple of us saw Amma come out. She sat under the tree and we sat around her in a close circle. The musiciams acame and Tumabn laid under Her feet. Nala Carpet, She said, with the wonder and delight of a child. She played the drum, Shiva. I lvoe when she plays the drum. She has played it on quite a few moonlit nights for the Indian chai stops. SOmethign so primitive.
Last night, Japanese Amrita varshini gave her a damaru when she went for darshan. With two hands Amma played it, looking deep into the little girls eyes as she sped upt he rhythm and slowed it down, it reminded me of the drumbeat for shamanic journeying and the intense way Amma held her gaze as she changed the tempos, felt like She was communicating somethign deeper than conscious comprehension.. Perhaps a transmission of Shiva Consciousness. After leading us into ecstasy through the expansive full power of Her sacred voice in Shiva bhajans, Amma called for the damaru while we did arati. She played it with one hand like Shiva for a while, then used both hands, twirling it between her palms just at the level of Her heart. It felt like Her dancing heartbeat, the union of ShivaShakti within... the rhythm of oneness. 
amma & me photoshop booth
Amma can i work with Bhavani?" bhavani had so many creative service projects she was running at high speed. CEO of Universal Affairs, I call her.
"But youre already doing so well on your own, in the West, Amma said.
What do you mean AMma? Im not int he West.
Or od you mean what I want to do on the tours, I asked her.
Yes, she said. What is it you want to do?
I want to do photoshop pictures of people with Amma in their fantasies.
YES, she said.
I showed a sample later of Swamini and AMma swimming with dolphins. Not knowing photoshop, it turned out pretty bad but Amma apprioved. I would have rather drawn them if i had the skills but i didnt so photoshop was easier. I taught myself and gradually got better. Stuil many times the people would complain they were not realiztic enough. other ties they would complain they wer cheesy and why would someone get that, they just wnated ther eal thing.. haha, they would laugh. these are fake. I would try to tell them the power of visualization, but only the ones who already got it would get it. 
Swimming with dolphins with Amma, dancing with Amma, rowing in a boat with Amma, having darshan, picnics with Amma, singing music with Amma, whatever peoples hearts desires were to experience with Amma, we would make the visual.
 Toulon Virtual darshan-had a big cue, people were feeling it and crying so much just hoding the pillow and imgining Amma, that we had to ask them to get up to allow the next person to experience it.  
Amma said it was a very powerful tool to help people merge with Her.
She said NALA BHAVA, all the pictures had such a good mood, in the sense they were deepy feeling the devotion and connection with Amma.
north india tour
Just got back to the ashram from the most amazing pilgrimage of North India with Amma, ever... 
Yes, She dipped us all in the Ganga and blessed up the Maha Kumbha Mela for the 5 million people about to come seek Mother Ganga's purifying blessings, but the real Ganga, the real purification of our sins was through taking us out to apply our efforts to clean up the filthy streets of Calcutta! She stayed with us and cleaned until they sparkled, literally... at the bottom of all the stinky trash was sparkling golden mica. Mother Earth was happy. 
Our hearts and minds sparkled too in the light of Her purity, grace and awareness... 
Even though Shed given darshan for thirteen hours straight before and we were out cleaning for three hours...Amma was full of energy illuminating the darkness with positivity and joy... We giggled and laughed and sang with Her down the dark street all the way back to the ashram... Playing in Her refreshing river of Love.The celestial Ganga descended on Calcutta from Heaven.. 
Then as if that wasnt enough, She rewarded us all with ten cookies each when we got back..and even more sweetness!!! 

A true master is an endlessly loving alchemist who transforms students into pure gold. — Amma
ammas looks & scoldings: the scolding in calcutta
The first time I saw Amma angry was at the ashram. She was walking around the dining hall, yelling about this and that, and i had no idea what it was all about, so all i could do was follow Her around and behold in wonder, the palpable power of the love behind Her anger. It was so obviously out of concern and compassion for Her children. What a beautiful sight. I did not feel fear because there was no negativity in it and because it was not me or my ego that She was laying into. it is only the ego that feels that fear.
Amma's anger is sometimes like when a big wave crashes against the shore, and you jaw drops in awe at its power...a short time later, the ocean is calm again.
Many times I have seen Amma so angry and scolding someone with a cutting intensity, only to wait til they walk away and then She  laughs with compassion and humor at how hard She had to be on them in order to get through to them. This is Her way. Her baseline is bliss. At the depths, only bliss, all the moods are just like waves upon the ocean, some calm, some sweet and some strong and fierce..all are just as marvelous and wondrous, just like the ocean...
one glance from a mahatma is equal to years of tapas, can purify lifetimes of karma. wash away liftetimes of dirt from within..
The Gurus scoldings are the true grace. Amma has this way of shooting you one sharp glance through the dense darkness of your thoughts, which can pierce like an arrow and hurt tremendously...or just warn...or kill. She has so many looks She gives, one for every occasion, one to match and conquer every kind of thought we have. Sometimes Her look will even mirror the dullness of the tamasic thoughts we have. Othertimes often when my heart is open and cheerful, Her glances can dance and sparkle like a million suns. She is a reflection, the purest reflection...the truest form in this reality. The Supreme Person. Purushottama. Ram kumars bhagavad gita class, shankaracharya. it is as impossible for Krishna to tell a lie as it is for us to tell the truth. As human beings, bred and born by lust into lust and illusion are an embodiment of lies, we are dwelling in illusion, creating more illusion, basking in illusion and Amma has come to wake us up to bring us back to the clarity of our Divinity.  Her scoldings are a powerful way to awaken.
Calcutta, year (the same year I was sitting behind Amma and massaging the sweet ball imagining it was Her and then later didnt know what to do with it, so I ate it... Gauris brother had been standing behind Amma then. I noticed how much he looked like her...they were both so cute, so little and dark, they reminded me of the Hawaiian Menehunes, the little people of the spiritland. then when it was time to go and I was sad, Amma said I had so many chances on that tour that I ate Amma up. And then still I didnt have to go, some grace came through Swamini.
Amma had been telling us for some years, that She didnt want us going out to eat, or even to other temples, while we are on tour with Her. She said this was a pilgrimage, and when we are already at the foot of the Master, at the Source, why would go elsewhere looking for more experiences? !!!more about this please)))
Still when we were so close to some of these saced places, many people went, everyone, even brahmacharis and brahmacharinis..This time, it was the Ganges. at______ When they came back, they reported Gauris brother had fallen in and drowned. Apparently he didnt know how to swim and got sucked in by the current and they were not able to save him. So sad, that young little boy, i think he had just become a brahmachari. Amma was so angry. I have never seen Her so angry. After? going to comfort Gauri who was hysterical and distraught, Amma called a meeting at the accomodation.
Once we were all assembled, She challenged us... what are we doing here with Her on tour if we are not following Her guidelines. She had specifically told that no-one should leave the group and the sacred bubble of protection that She was creating to care for us. She had specifically told the brahmacharis that no-one should go swimming because She had had a bad feeling. But no-one listens to Her.
She said the westerners always complain about getting sick on the tours but it is actually never from the food here but because we keep going out to eat, and then we turn around and blame it on the ashram. she said we are asked to come to the satsang and bhajan programs and we sit there and fall asleep or do ou rachana or pretend to meditate but rarely do we ever even pretend to be interested. She said, imagine if you were a speaker giving a presentation and everyone in the audience had horrible bored looks on their faces or were spacing out... it didnt matter that it wasnt in our language, the least we could do is be respectful to the speaker and try to seem interested. she was calling us on everything we did on the whole tour. on all the ways we slacked and checked out. she was letting us know that She noticed. That She was a real person and was affected by our utter disregard for the precious teachings She was sharing with us. Amma was letting us know, finally, how much we were continually disappointing Her. If this were a final exam, we had all failed. It was the end of the tour, the final city, so there was nothing we could do about it now, to change the way we were on tour now...only left to reflect on how we could try to change in the future. OW!
And it was serious, a life and death matter whether we follow the Guru's instructions or not, while trying to keep up with Her on this razor edge path of spirituality, Now someone had died due to carelessnes...She can protect us but we have to listen and pay attention. Who would go rockclimbing with a guide and then insist on doing things their own way and not listening to the guidance of the experienced climber? That would be fatal. But somehow, since Amma is so loving as a Mother, we are always trying to get away with whatever we can. Finally, the Mother was fed up and was challenging us to be accountable for our behavior. A reality check! I see what youre up to and I dont like it one bit. Kali MA!She was Pure Kali.. we were in Kalicutta...the land of Kali, the place of Ramakrishnas Kali.
 I tried to make a resolution to change for the future and hoped all my spiritual brothers and sisters would do, but it didnt seem to make such a great impact on all of them because lo and behold, next tour, many of them still kept eating out and going on little excursions and diversions. The mind is such a thief. It always finds a way to steal away. At least I knew for myself very clearly what Amma wanted. I knew it was so rare for Her to share that honestly what She wnated and that She probably would never repeat it, so I just had to hold onto it in my heart to hang on to discipline, even as my friends were going out for pizza.
 
 
death and rebirth Rishi and Kali
On the Reunion/Kenya tour, i was pretty distracted from Amma with my longing to share love with the object of my affection. I hoped Amma would do something to pull me out of it..like when She gave me a taste of Krishna Bhava in Reunion. But no such luck.. there was something interesting that happened to someone else, though.. As it usually does. I often get my greatest lessons from witnessing what Amma shares with others...especially when i remember that they are a part of myself...as is She. 
In the airport, somewhere on that Reunion/Kenya trip, Amma started paying attention to an older, quiet French man She had named Rishi. He had been a renunciate for at least a few years?..and Amma would often say that he and the other two elderly men were the our elders in our community. She didn't say as much, but she seemed to be lovingly and lightly suggesting for us to show them some extra care and respect for the way they travel like gypsies with us all around the world, working tirelessly volunteering. She jokes with them all a lot and liked to say how they were friends. 
Amma noticed that Rishi had a big bandage wrapped around his arm. She took his arm in Hers and asked him how it was doing. She told us he had injured it pretty badly while doing his construction work. She laughed about how hard he works while she started unwrapping the bandage...Gazing into his eyes with playfulness, love and compassion, She wrapped the bandage back up and again....then unwrapped...It almost looked like flirting, the way She was playing with him. I was amazed by how he was able to hold Her gaze without losing it. His eyes were swimming in Hers, floating on Her ocean of love. I had never seen Amma do something like this with a man before. 
After the flight, or a flight, cant remember which flight, there are so many, But at some point, we all boarded an airport shuttle with Amma...there were about 75 of us or so.  Rishi was standing, holding onto the pole for balance. Amma got up from her seat and came over to him and held onto his hurt arm and firmly held the pole with Her other hand. "Carefuuul..." She said.. still smiling as She anchored him. Her eyes received and embraced him again and they stood there together balancing in stillness as we traveled. The look was so intimate, it looked like he was merging into her. I had seen her share plenty of binding looks but not for such an extended period of time. Any onlookers would have thought they were lovers. I was thinking, if it were me, i would have gotten uncomfortable at some point. Rishi seemed to have no reservations or insecurities. Ammas gaze is so powerful that usually for e, even if I try to hold it, I often get blinded by the light and the force and at some point have to look away. Or sometimes a thought arises and Amma reads it and it changes the tone of the communication...but i stood awe-struck, watching as he sustained his pure receptivity to the Love She was sharing...He was ready, ripe to surrender to those all-knowing, all-feeling eyes.
tiger michigan
When I got to Michigan, I saw this huge stuffed tiger in the Ammashop on the prasad table. I felt like it was my animal spirit who had showed up at Amma's finally. I went to hug it. It was so powerful.. its eyes were dancing with shakti, like it was alive. I found out it had been at the Michigan ashram for a year or two in the puja room. No wonder, it had been absorbing all the mantras and worship. It had become like Durga's tiger. I decided to buy it and give it to my niece and nephew to share its power and magic with them. But I just had to take it up to Amma first. 
As I waited in the cue, holding this huge tiger, all my connections with Tiger were surfacing. The vision, the power, the sensuality, the healing, but it still all represented the lower nature... I handed it to Amma and said, Durga, Please ride the tiger of my mind.
Amma laughed and then said very seriously, "OK, I will ride it but you have to tie it!"
I had to keep it for Her. I had to control it myself. Oh my. Lions and tigers and bears, oh my.. In the jungle of my mind, there were so many dangers, I just had to keep praying for Her to protect and guide me. And She would but She wanted me to put in the effort.
 
 
time with family in calgary
My family was really wanting to see me.. It had been a long time. I talked to AMma about it and she said, If they really want to see you, then you should go!" I was so nervous that while i was away someone would stay in my flat, which had been Amma's and that maybe their energy would pollute the pure AMma energy which it was holding.. Oh no, i thought what if a couple moves in there and is having sex all the time..then when i get back i wont be able to control my sexuality at all. I was worried.. but i had to go. I was also worried about how my family would affect me..at first i had a lot of positive energy to share with them but very quickly their struggles started to affect and drain me.. i couldn't really do my spiritual practice there. i tried to share about amma with my niece and nephew, clarity and solace. they were in the process of an attempted conversion to christianity from my mother...so i was explaining things to them the way i saw it.. how god/goddess is all expansive. we played kali games and had deep talks about spirituality..
one day i got an email from someone...with the news i had been dreading.."Someone is staying in your flat, did you hear?" OH no, I asked, "Who?" "AMMA!" Omigoddess, I couldnt believe it!  Here i was so worried that someone would mess up Amma's energy and She herself is there actually recharging it. What Grace and the best thing too, was that now i could relax..I knew if i rushed back, Amma was so gracious, she might just move out early so i could have my flat back, so i decided to just relax and be with my family, in this long overdue visit.
gradually, the light and love i was feeling started to feel more and more drained and my receptacle for grace, or my pipeline felt more and more blocked with the impressions from the suffering around me.. and i started to feel i had nothing more to give and then had to go back to the well.. but my family didn't want me to leave, they wanted me to stay.. they would miss me, i know but i also started to know that soon i would have nothing left to give them..
one night i had a bad dream about how the energies of the world were affecting my family and then affecting me because of my openness to them.. and the next day, i felt the winds change, just like in that movie Chocolat where she knows her time is up to share her gifts in a particular place when the wind changes direction... we were outside taking pictures and the wind started blowing so fiercely, it was practically knocking us over.. and i knew, it was time to pack it up and go..
rishis death
After the tour, everyone settled back into their seva and ashram routines. Amma back to the darshan hall for long hours. ***HMMMWHat seva was i doing then?
One day,  as i was coming downstairs, I ran into Rishi. He was bringing a huge original oil painting into his room. It was lovely, of Amma standing in front of the ocean, tenderly holding a newborn baby in Her hands...the light coming through the dark clouds behind them.  Wow!!! I exclaimed. I recognized it from one of the paintings made for Amritavarsham, Amma's 50th Birthday. "Where did you get this Rishi?" In his broken English, he happily told me he found it in the trash...Unbelievable Grace.
A week or so later, I was on my way to my flat, walking past the row of flats not he third floor and i saw a lot of people spilling out of Rishi's room. Vinay was there. They were chanting archana. Oh my, what happened? I looked in and saw a cop looking around...and there was Rishi, lying on his bed in perfect peace. He was dead. His hands clasped gently over his heart. His body and soul at rest. There was a palpable peace in the room. Sunbeams were falling on the painting of Amma and the newborn which was on the wall across from the bed...
I sat and finished the archana with everyone and took in the peace. Then when it was over, I ran up to my room and tried to imagine what that would be like, to just die -right in the middle of the story. I laid down on my bed and tried to feel that kind of letting go, letting go of the body, the attachments, the stories, the possessions, imagined letting go so much that nothing mattered anymore...even cops looking through my things and people in my room praying for my soul, or gossiping, or whatever people are prone to do, when they are identifying with this reality as real.
I just laid my hands gently over my heart and visualized letting go fully. As I laid there, I realized ahhh, this was why Amma had given so much attention to Rishi on this last tour. It was as if his soul was so ripe to let go that Her loving gaze just sucked him right out of his body...or held him as he dove into Her for the next transition...phenomenal.
Rishis funeral was postponed because they were trying to find his family in France to  get their permission to do a cremation at the ashram as this was his wish...but since he hadn't written a will, they had to have the families approval. Some days later, they finally found them and they flew out for the cremation.
That day, I got very sick from dehydration due to ghirrardia or something and had to go to the Ashram hospital to get a drip. I have never been one to get sick much but i love going there to Amma's hospital. Its like the best thing when you are sick to be surrounded with so much love and care and selflessness from people who are remembering the Divine and the goal and that this is all a play for our learning and growth. When i have gotten sick, it usually turns out to be on more than just the physical level, it is usually something deeper that is out of balance and Amma's hospital always helps bring me back to a state of wholeness. I was sad i couldn't go to Rishi's funeral though. It was going to be the first cremation for a westerner at the Ashram and Amma would do the rites...as she always does.
The next night, i got out. After bhajans, i grabbed some flowers from the arati that had been done to Amma on stage and went to the cremation site on the beach behind my building. There under the metal awnings, was a heap of ash and still-burning wood and coals. I went close and offered my pranams. I circumambulated the pyre where the body had been and sang and chanted prayers to him... then i offered the flowers at his feet and told my neighbor Rishi, Thank you and Good-bye.
He was a quiet guy who stuck to himself most of the time anyway, so it wasn't like i was going to hugely miss him. But i appreciated his life of service and would miss seeing him offering that... We are a family at Amma's even though we are all mostly focused on the internal journey, rather than the external.. it is so nice to be in a community of people that support you towards your inner journey and do not demand or pull you to be out, chasing after fleeting sensory pleasures with them. 
 
 
dead mans flat
When i returned from Calgary, I went for darshan to let Amma know I was back. Though She knows everything, She often plays with the hands we show... So i went to show my face. She saw me coming a few people away...and She exclaimed, "Ahhh, your room!" She put Her hand over Her mouth like She was getting caught for something naughty. She kept smiling as I inched my way closer in the cue of people she was hugging. When She hugged me, She said, "I will get out soon." No, Amma i said, please.. please stay." I wished it sounded more sincere, in the sense that I wish it did not still have even that little twinge of ownership or attachment, but it did. Though I knew all along it was not really mine. How amazing that the thing I was the most attached to was my flat and now that Amma was in it, I lost it...but i couldn't be sad...only happy that Amma reclaimed it.
I was afraid now where they would put me to stay. They could put me anywhere. But they decided to give me the flat right below my room where Amma was. Rishi's flat.
I entered the room as if it were a portal I was stepping into to face death...
Amma had said many times that we should think of Death as a guest we are preparing our whole lives to meet, and we should think of how we will greet this special guest. After all, my flat, this building was right on a cremation ground. and amma did say we should contemplate death often so that we come to truly value life. Any time anyone died at the ashram, the light of the fire blazed up into my flat, lighting it up with remembrance of the impermanent.
It was not at all the way i would choose my room to be. It was brown and masculine and felt stuffy and lifeless...not airy and breezy and bright like mine. There was the bed where I saw him dead. The scene that had inspired me so had now called me into itself. Now i would lay and sleep on that same bed. If I had not beheld the profound peace of his passing, it could have been an eery experience...but i took this as a learning experience. With Amma above me, Her lotus feet dancing and stepping on my head, Her energy permeating me, but from above where it belonged so the grace could flow down to me. I felt like I was enclosed in a shell of an egg that Amma was sitting on... absorbing Her energy while waiting to hatch.
On his desk was a large calendar page that was permanently? stuck to the tabletop from the humidity. At the top of the calendar, was a picture of Amma with a very poignant teaching from Her... "Children, you have been given a precious twenty-four hours a day. What you do with this time will determine what you will become..." It was the last two months of his life. March and April. In the little boxes of the numbered days, he had written a few things he had to keep track of the dates for. Reunion... Kenya.... AIMS and then no more. This paper outlasted him. Time outlasted him. The record of his life.. crazy.I was in the classroom of death. Learning how to prepare and welcome this most respected VIP guest.
When i had first moved into my flat, the first thing i had wanted to was paint Amma on the wall, in the same pose from the picture of Her in Kali Bhava... wearing that violet sari dancing serenely, in perfect peace and chaos.
Apparently this is why Amma moved over to the Ayurveda beach building. Because people were not appreciating Her presence enough. Like any good mother who tries anything to get her children to listen, She was taking some space... making them/us value Her. In a way, it was Her Kali dance... just like I had visualized.She still came for darshan every day but for some time already she had stopped giving satsang, saying that she felt like a chirping cricket or a croaking frog, saying the same things over and over again and we simply weren't listening.. It was true. They/we were just not getting the value of teachings she is sharing.
How many times I would hear Amma speak, thinking, "O yes, I've heard this before."
Sometimes, the people on my floor, who kept their doors open with curtains to keep their rooms cooler, would see Amma's little feet walking by with Laksmi in the night...sometimes they had a flashlight as they glided down the dark hallway. I kept my door closed, as a statement of giving Her privacy.
One night, the tourists visiting had the shock of their life as Amma came down and had a Kali fit on the balcony. She was screaming and crying hysterically... like a mother grieving. Being at the far end of the hall, with the ocean crashing sounds constantly in my window, I didn't hear a thing.
When I woke up and was on my way to archana at 4:50, I could hear Her voice down the hall..I saw Swamiji sitting in the doorway so i figured she was out on the balcony, so i tiptoed down the hall, hoping to sneak past them. But as i rounded the corner, I saw Amma sitting on the steps, with her arm squarely planted on her knee, yelling at a bunch of yellows. Apparently she had a mad tantrum that night about Rasamrita leaving.. So many precious lives she has been caring vigilantly for, leading along by the hand to give them the treasures and the kingdom within and they throw it all away for peanuts, for a little romance, for some sense of material security or pleasure.
Krishna's birthday came and just because i missed Krishna, I went in the parade, feeling like Krishna was dead.While everyone else was celebrating, it felt like a funeral procession for my Beloved Lord. Where was He anyway? Kali was alive and well but I was in deadman bhava at Her cremation grounds... Would I ever see my sweet Lord of Vrindavan again?
Meanwhile the human boy who reminded me most of Krishna because I was projecting the divine qualities of Krishna onto him, plagued my mind and i prayed for release from his clutches energetically... to be set free so that my focus was fully on Amma again, the way it was in the beginning.
dad meeting amma
before he came, I thought he was going to die. His relationship with Kalindi had gone to shit.So depressed, singing the same sad song everyday, bnd badly, on his guitar.. like a broken record.. I cried my brains out when i saw his miserable state.
We got a hug together, thinking inside, "Dad,This is our Mother"...
he felt like Amma was calling out into the void of his self, "Hello, is there anyone down there??"
Amma said my new mantra had become, Ambujam Acchan...
Lot more to put here.. but she snapped him out of it and turned his life around. A fresh start. Whidbey island. wife number what>
back in her womb room, dreaming
One day, Amma made all the ashram residents happy by finally moving back to Her room. I got to move back up into Her room...the vibration was light like it had extra oxygen and bright like ...? Describe how air can be extra charged with space.
Laksmi left an envelope there for me with my name on it. I opened it up to find a ton of Amma's hair. It felt like a very personal gift from Mother. Almost like a Dna transmission.
It was like being in the womb of Pure Love. Mother's womb. 
They left Her bed in there and i didn't want to sleep in it in case She was going to use it again. So at my request, this girl helped me lift the bed onto bricks to make it higher.. which left just enough space for me to crawl under and sleep inside. Then i really felt like i was in Her womb. It was dark and tight...borderline on suffocating. or so my friend kamalaja felt when i invited her to try going in there. She couldn't bear it for a moment.. but for me, i slept soundly, safe and secure in Amma's energy field.
One day, I thought i heard Siddharth energetically saying to me, You are not even that happy that Amma and I stayed here.. Though I was of course, I realized then that I should have been more grateful for this blessing which was beyond my comprehension. I got it then on such a deeper level.. that it was so much more amazing then I could ever imagine.. but still i felt a bit like an insider. When actually they had come inside my heart to play. Divine Mother and Baby Krishna. WOW!
One night, i had a very special dream. Or rather, She gave me this dream within a dream.
I was in an apartment that I recognized to belong to Rob Sidon's, Amma's media rep. He and his wife had obviously been gone for some time and I wasn't sure what i was doing there. This baby boy was there, a toddler, they had forgotten about him. I picked him up and not knowing what to do with him, I took him to Amma's program. I entered from a door on the side. The instant I walked in, Amma, who was giving darshan, swung around towards me and called me to Her quickly, saying "Bring me that baby! Quick! Fast!" As I came closer, I noticed Amma was wearing two hats that were almost slipping off.
I brought the baby to Her and She took him into Her bosom. Then She pulled out Her dark brown breast an put it in his hungry mouth, with an incredible urgency as if She was giving him CPR. I was sitting in front of Her looking up at Her and this scene, with awe. It was such a primal vision to behold...my jaw dropped and I found myself exclaiming in wonderment of the Primal Mother, "MA MA MA MA MA." Amma looked down at me with tenderness as if I were her very own babe, and echoed my MA MA MA only with the loving cutesy goo goo gaga accents of a doting mother marveling at her child's first time calling her name. The baby continued its suckling with loud sounds. Ammas two hats started to slip off again. I reached up and adjusted them...the white beret first and then the brown knitted wool one with the pattern. When i finished, I crossed my hands over my chest heartfully and then touched my fingers gently to my mouth and then to my heart. In the dream, i was surprised that I had done that last gesture and wondered if i really meant to it or if it was just habit from seeing the Indians do it. It meant
Realizing I was in a prime position to watch Amma while I waited for this baby to finish nursing, i thought maybe i would offer the chance to someone in need. For some reason, it didn't dawn on me that i should sit there.I looked around the room to find someone who might want such an opportunity. i saw my mother there in the corner, a prime viewing position where you don't get asked to move much. she was standing up and bending forward , looking around for something she had lost. i went to her and asked her if she would like to sit near Amma to wait for the baby. She said, " Oh no, i don't go near Amma..."
Hmmm, ok. I didn't see anyone else so i left the room. Not at all thinking that i should sit there...strange. 
When i woke up the grace and shakti transference from the dream was so present with me, as if i had just had darshan. Almost as if i myself had just nursed from the Divine Mother and was feeling so warm and fuzzy and full from receiving the nourishment i had been longing for, my whole life. The dream was so vivid and impressionable, as i recalled it, i found myself reliving every detail. I repeated the way I was saying Ma ma ma to Her and then I repeated the way She said it back to me through pursed lips and high=pitched tones of amusement to amuse her baby...me. Though i had heard Amma chant this before, suddenly from the deepest depth of my being, this spontaneously became my mantra, an instant energetic connection to Amma. A call to Her and a response from Her all at the same time. 
I tried to apply my usual dream psychology techniques, wondering who that baby was, the son of the media rep. Maybe it was because I have always wanted to help get the word out to the media about Amma so that those hungry for her could find her sooner than i did... and sometimes i feel Rob is too checked out in this arena and i wish i could help him or do more. This was definitely a part of it but then i realized suddenly that that baby was me.  I remembered the sound of the baby sucking Mother's breast. I started mimicking that sound and reenacting that feeling imagining that i was indeed that baby. As I reenacted this movement, started to feel the relationship between the sound of the sucking and the sound Ma. They seemed to form from the same place in the mouth. I remembered my mother stopped breastfeeding me at four months because I bit her. She said after that i wouldn't take a bottle and would only drink from a glass.I remembered my days when i studied Body/mind centering which was all about going through the development stage to repattern your neurological and brain back to wholeness. you go through the same stages that babies do and you find where you are stuck,a nd how this shows up in your life...We didn't do much with this sucking motion in my BMC class... how much can you do in one class anyway? So i started doing it as homework...i always sucked at homework anyway.. hahaha 
I would close my eyes and reenter the dream as the baby to heal my abandoned child self, my heart thirsty for Pure Love. So as i sucked, i visualized latching on to the Divine Mother's breast and receiving the nourishment of light, awareness and Pure Love. The nectar of Immortal Bliss overflowing from the Divine Mother. This became my meditation and it filled me up from within. Whenever i would drink anything, i would imagine i was drinking this nectar of Love straight from the Source, from the Goddess Herself. As i visualized this, I was immersed in Bliss.
The strangest thing started happening. Whenever I would enter the darshan hall, Amma would swing around to look at me, just like She had in the dream. Then She would smile or gesture to me to come closer. At first, I was shocked and would think, who is she looking at? I would think there must be an Indian behind me. There is a particular loving Motherly look of bonding She gives primarily to Indians and suddenly she was giving it to me. I understood now why She would give it to them. Because they were open to it...receptive. I realized i was starting to become receptive too. wow.
When i would come near Amma, pretty much every time it seemed to just so happen that she would be taking a newborn or small baby into Her arms. As She would kiss and caress and coddle the fresh open babe, and as She made oochy coochy cooing sounds to it, She would look at me and include me in the process. This happened so many times, I got used to it. A couple of times, when i saw Lakshmi, Amma's personal attendant, she gave me a jar full of milk. Can you take this? she asked. Its prasad. I knew Amma was giving it to me.
Then the boy I loved wanted in on the action. He too felt like he needed more motherly nurturing and affection. I started sharing about my experience with him and then I started sharing the milk with him, and the sucking process. It was amazing to get to share it with him. But then very soon after, I got sick. We were on Europe tour in Germany, and I felt so sick and congested, like I had drank too much milk.. and if i imagined sucking, I couldn't breathe. So i couldn't rest in the bliss, like i had been. I felt cut off...plunged back into the darkness. nothing i could do but give up. so i just slept in my own sickness...not exactly even surrender. It reminded me of what may have happened with my mother.. this feeling of separation was excruciatingly painful. And i knew somehow it was karmic, somehow She was purifying the depths of the darkness and fear from within me.
 
,
no-one can help each other as their problems seem double
hopelessness and pain grew into fear and greed,
innocent hearts prayed,
a child came to earth, who was a living miracle.
A miracle of Pure Love she was,
through and through,
nothing lese, 
no shadows, no fear,
only compassion and good cheer.
Amma, What a Revelation of my vision/prophetic fantasy, that if I went to save nakoda, we would give birth to a little girl named Miracle. But you are the Mother of Miracles.
amma satsang lessons
the story of namdev, an ardent devotee of lord krishna from maharashtra...when he would even think of krishna, sri krishna would appear..
sant jnaneshwar was a mahatma living at the time who wanted to see who was fit for realization
 
 
things amma ive heard Amma say
 SHIVAN POOP AT THE LUNCH STOP
We were at a lunch stop on an Indian tour when Amma asked Shivan a pop quiz question. "If I asked you to, would you take a poop right here in front of me?" Must have been a question about discrimination over blindly following the master's instruction... Embarrassed Shivan said, "No, Amma".
Amma laughed, relieving the tension of the moment and everyone laughed too. Then She said something like, "Well, actually that is what all of you are doing all the time here with me. That is what spirituality is. It is a purification process that happens in the Guru's presence."
Wow, the truth of this concept really hit me. Her utter compassion and patience as our Mother to deal constantly with our shit. Luckily being our mother, she doesn't mind seeing our poop so much and cleaning it up and changing our diapers every time we soil ourselves again....which is often. She is trying to potty train us.. to help us have more awareness of our shit and how to deal with it ourselves rather than unconsciously shitting all over anyone else or Her, anywhere and everywhere.
NO ESCAPE
Amma had given a warning before the tsunami that somethign serious was going to happen. SO everyone went flocking to the ashram. Amma laughs now at how they thought they were going to escape danger and instead the tsunami happened there.
Qualities of Love
Patience
Compassion
Innocence
Concentration
Clarity
Healing
Power of Love
Faith
Openness
Effort & Grace
Divine Vision
Renunciation
Kindness
Acceptance
Selflessness
Happiness
Optimism
Enthusiasm
Relaxation
Perseverance
Gratitude
Sincerity
Faith
Motherhood
Flexibility
Adjustability
Responsiveness
Fearlessness
Forgiveness
Courage
Understanding
Detachment
Service
Healing
Giving
Words of Love
Awareness
Playfulness
Pure Vision
No Expecatation
Caring 
Transformation
Unity
Transcending Anger
Witnessing
Interconnectedness
Strength
Smiling
Attitude/Perception
Pure Vision

Listening
Grace
Power of Love 
Devotion
Working With Love
Nurture Nature
Creating Heaven
Beauty
Creativity
I AM LOVE
Unfolding/Blossoming
Joyfulness
Gratitude
Positivity
Generosity
Learning from Children
Childlike Innocence
Beginners mind
Equanimity
True Independence
Discrimination
Deep Peace
Inner Bliss
True Relationship
Self-reflection/inquiry
Trust in the Mystery
Success
One-pointed focus
Freedom
Inter-connectedness
Studying Nature
Responsibility
Duty
Role Model
Karma/Dharma
Motherhood
 
 
 
ashram impressions
This is a school of Patience. If you want to do anything here, you have to wait in a cue. If you want juice, long cue... meals, long cue.. If you need clothes, you go in a cue and can wait for an hour in a tiny room in between people talking over you and around you but not ever to you.. until finally they do and still the communication is limited. Even for my seva, getting prints made every day.. a long cue. To the average westerner there is no greater torture than waiting in cue after cue, in the heat, only to have some Indian misunderstanding you or giving you some logic or excuse you dont understand as to why they cant help you... It is such an aggravating feeling.. and all the Westerners react differently, but we all react...and deep down try to surrender. But often, I will just decide I would rather not have the juice or the coconut water or whatever it is, if it involves that cue. Lunch I usually go late, even if I end up missing out on half of it..
The impatience within me is so intense, it just rises up like a fire being blown about by the wind, pita, vata...
And if you end up in a cue next to someone you dont want to talk to, its even worse... Mantra counters help focus the mind and somehow somewhere you feel productive. Westerners need to feel productive. Indians are relaxed no matter what theyre doing. Their faith in God allows them to be more accepting of every situation.
One thing, I dont mind cueing up for is giving prasad to Amma... or going for darshan...because i can go more internally.
TAPAS
There are so many crazy people here. Amma is always saying this. We are refugees from a culture gone wrong, from a mindset that did not work.. Some awareness enough awareness dawned within us that there must be another way. Many of us are highly sensitive people that never fit in in the world anyway, or were never happy with the conditions there...
guru vs society conditioning concepts
Accepting a guru is like hiring a personal trainer.. .for the mind. Only.where in the world would you ever find someone who would not charge you a dime for their time but instead would work tirelessly day in and day out to help you become free. Like Harriet Tubman did with the slaves, Amma does with us. We are slaves of our minds, and in this culture this means we are slaves of the media- the media tells us what to wear, what to think, when to think, and specializes in telling us how to check out so we don't think too much and just keep consuming..
The Guru offers Consciousnes, Awareness and Pure Love for free but not many recognize its value. When we are stuck in surface experiences, we tend to judge the Guru by his/her outer packaging and cant see the treasures...
I go in and out of this state of depth vs superficiality and watch how my mind fluctuates between judgement and acceptance. I can see how i can even judge Amma and others according to my contracted state of mind as opposed to an expansive state of heart.
Whatever beliefs we cling to with our mind keeps us from learning any more..

characters around amma= demons/devotees up to us
One time, at a chai stop, I was looking around thinking everyone around Amma was so disturbed and disturbing. I was thinking She was like Sita surrounded by rakshashas when She had been captured by Ravana. 
Amma seemed to catch my thought and laughed. She called on a bramachari who was sitting there in the crowd and said, What do you see when you look around at all the devotees collected here. He said almost exactly what I had just been thinking. He said, it was almost like seeing so many rakshashas. I couldn't believe it. Amma said, "Whether we see people as good or as evil is up to us. If we see the evil, the evil within us will grow and if we choose to see the good, no matter how hard it may be, the good in us will grow."
The world is after all, only a reflection of our mind...and all the characters reflect all the different aspects within us.
Geetha and Bhavani- Jaya and Vijaya
Lola and Prana
SWAMINI AND !...
I... i just don't have anyone to really look up enough around here. there are not many good role models anymore.
S. You just have to worry about yourself. You just have to try your utmost to be a good person and get to know yourself..so you can be yourself!
I. but swamini that is the thing , I don't know who i am.. and im so affected by the energy of the people around me that i take on their feelings and attitudes and even actions sometimes...
S. Sure you do, you know who you are! you're a dolphin swimming in the ocean of samsara.
hahaha....everything was better from there on.. i realized its true.. i have to still play and be light even if the waters im swimming in are getting more and more murky.
various collected perceptions of things which need healing..-collage
media...
consumerism...
politics....
history....
women...young girls… empowerment
 
 
timeline of events
1974-1979
1980-1986 always too smart for my own good-ignorance is bliss, tried to get back to it.
watched the day after repeatedly, one of the only movies we were allowed to watch, stayed with me to the point where i could never really invest in my life as i felt what was the point, its all going to end soon anyway
1987 numbing out, learning about the world, couldn't handle it,
1988
1999 culture shock so bad that i drew pic of girl with head split in two, in the middle was all the traumatic occurrences in the world...it was my self as all...broken, wounded
1990 15 (jan) drunk driving accident van totaled, moved back with dad
1991-15 (march)boulder run over by car astra, september school,
1992- denver, massage school, quit cigarettes, i choose life, and quit coffee, with liver cleanse
1993-graduated from massage school
1994- 20- toronto then eugene, nature green.
1995-21 -portland? spa
1996-22- karuna, womens circles in her yurt, sage, dancing like lord chaitanya, nakoda, matt lillard, trip to europe, first time actively engaging with the universe as a loving being that i trusted surrendering to,
1997-23 eugene, artists way, marianne willaimson, unity church, karuna, 
1998- 24naropa
1999-25bali, nakodas mask of me, debt
2000- 26y2k/hawaii
2001- 27 hawaii again, heiau, kahunas, whales, little beach, met amma. treesat, planted trees. sept 11, nakoda end, amma begin, india
2002- india til mar, mom til jun, amma til aug, alakananda, juba, recover-nourish
2003- wounded knee, bill clinton, hawaii, toe rings, sunanda, ammas 50th birthday, juba/mira disaster, amriteshwari song, massage job kea lani
2004- dayamritas visit, juba split, my birthday, renunciate fee, summer tour, work to pay back debt, gayathri, sunanda, santoshi taking care, yurt, kalyani, tsunami, seven sacred pools
2005- move to india, renounce, tour sir lank tsunami area, s and s together-pain, dorms- unbearable tapas, ask amma about flat, summer tour, reunite, go back to work for flat, accident, whiplash
jamie drake 4000, miss europe tour,apartment with plumerias outside.
2006?- work to pay back debt.move into amma's flat, first trip to australia with amma, like a dreama the ocean, 
2007- go to vrindavan in spring,, reunion, krishna, seva passport?
2008-little bhavani, when did i get my amma doll, this year or the year before?
2009- boy drowns in ganges, amma pissed, april kenya/reunion tour-, august, visit family in canada, amma stays in her ocean room,
2010-ammas father passes, singapore for five days, australia- ring, us tour dream of diamond ring, my father meets amma, "ambujam acchan", aug/september work in la, savita helps with ring, europe tour, ireland give ring, november devi bhava dinner- ring sold,
sri lanka navaratri puja? which eyar
2011- reunion- dsp don't know- crazy udaya, swamiji editing, amma says her jewels sold, sash and i together, may la..nicole/kali, split with sashvat, summer tour sashvat back, inner child dream, chana, maui
dolphins, heaven, europe tour-felt suicidal and like running away because sash mean, siddharths letter to amma about me and the sharks, stayed with ganga after eu tour,
2012-australia, book of my childhood drawings, amma shaking rose, stay with shanti, shiva linage, fasting, chana, tessa, aikyam, new york, hurricane, the dawning of gratitude, 
 
notes- blips-stories-ideas-misc
my life is an open book.. alway has been, because i have such a big mouth, and that little filter that people have that tells you when not to say things, i just never had it.
I am learning slowly and painfully how to keep certain things to myself...and how the truth is not always God, if it hurts another too much. Amma is teaching me discrimination, but mostly it is life that is teaching me everything the hard way, when i don't listen to the Guru...when i just have to do it my way, the experience reveals the lesson.
i have heard amma say in order for Her to come into your dreams, a certain amount of longing and grace has to be there...my dream of amma in devibhava in maui- giving me a matching dress
My original fervent prayer to Amma may have been the original prayer i learned to Radharani, HOW CAN I SERVE YOU? Please engage me in Your Devotional Service...
brought my Self up -perusing the Self-Help sections New Age bookstores and reading books by free thinkers.. sad to find it was indeed a man's world...felt the predatory energy of men upon me..never wanted to be pretty.or it was like offering myself to the animals.
dream of tsunami coming, holding onto amma;shand imaginary, a little crystal hand, like the diamond body. after amma told me to be careful i didn't let go of her hand or i may fall into a ditch
amma ashram provided a safe space for women to blossom without being preyed on.
anais nin, any rand, french movies,  native american, medicine woman, shaman, carlos castaneda....i longed for these deeper mystical teachings.. something was so off and the more i learned, the more obvious it became..
new york questions 1, were you my guru last life and if so, what did i do so wrong to have missed on you most of my life? Amma's answer, "Don't think about the past.. Just know this! i will be your guru in every life to come!" Wow, how sweet, Bhavani remarked after translating. Then we both looked at each other, taken aback with the same thought, Bhavani voiced it "Every Life? How many lives are you going to have?" 
One time my first year with Amma, I had a dream thatShe said, "You're not going to get it this life. For you, it will be three more lives." Though at first this was a little depressing, upon reflection, I realized I felt relieved. I didn't have to break my back or my brain, trying to force myself into a pretzel of a spiritual adept, I could learn and practice at a comfortable pace...But still effort was most needed.
 Awaken Children, (get the exact quote) Amma mentions that there are some people that are so intellectual, they can't enjoy anything, if they see a beautiful sunset, they would wonder howit came into existence, the moment  always gets lost in the complexity of t heir mind...They are not in their heart.. This was me...until i met Her and she started chiseling away at me, one ego tumor at a time...hahaha
sri purna, ocean swimming, padapuja saved us
sir purna... dolphins..
dolphins vishu
coconuts amma.
double dip darshan... MORE?
dream of tour stopping me happy, ammas reprimanding glance
(the surgeon had done her job to cut away the painful tumors from the conditioned mind, of likes and dislikes and attachment and aversion, so that i could be free to experience the divine. save for later.?. for kali section)
Lady you take the glamour out of everything...story of massaging Her feet in Reunion. and then how She even stripped new York, the glamor capital of the world,  of her glamor.
dream of turquoise pyramid spinning off by sashvat, photoshop started...amma photoshop..imagination....
i don't meant o influence people but somehow i just do, i hate it actually, i just want to be myself and be entitled to my own difference of opinion but somehow people feel i am trying to exert mine over them... sometimes i cant understand anothers view point but still i don't want to change theirs...and yet somehow i do.
north india tour, jaipur, vip pictures, swamini, womens speech, amma saying you ate amma up.
siddharths and my puja in delhi, siddharth as baby krishna inm y massage booth
saving the rose crown for sashvat, finding out he was with sara,
the rose healing i gave him on tour from amma parsed roses,
the rose healing treatments i started offering on europe tour
the injury i got on europe tour from prabhu on my leg, same place, asked amma if it was because of my tattoo, she said no, the times are changing, bipin joked about it begin daylight savings time
hanging out with swamini in her room on tour
trying to escape the scene but also begin pulled to him magnetically
the windstorm in toronto when i was little -purple kali yuga
sitting on stage in bliss with Mother for long hours, visiting eternity, time slips away, nothing else matters, the first years would forget i was hungry, tired, everything, later i started training myself to stay on schedule to be more grounded.,
i have to go work, do as you wish, airline strike, guy hit by rickshaw..
amma said my problem is that i still drink from the ditch. i told him. we broke up.
kalis necklaces
picking up flowers for amma
different feelings of different people in darshan
different feelings vie had in darshan
artists way- my fantasy party was everyone i knew coming together in forgiveness and love.. mammas programs are like this.
money equaling the mind- the manas- the collection of energy and focus..towards amma or what?
why i have to keep going to work- to learn to refine my mind and keep truing it to reject the lower for the higher.. alchemical transformation.
all the places i have worked and the lesson for each place
each time i make either the exact amount never more.. no matter how much i focus.. but sometimes i make less, if my focus is scattered
amma asking me what i sent all my money on
 
after europe tour, sash and i fighting so much, amma addressed every single phase of my rocs every single time at the beach meditation talk.. she would bring it up.. and as i changed so did the questions.. iw old like to have  alist of the questions she asked
How i just sized up Amma for years, full of doubt, suspicion,
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
pressure cooker- awaken children, too much pressure.. laughter is the valve opens up lets some pressure out..
story of narada and the water
going to get amma water on her birthday, each time i went to work, was like going to get her that water..
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