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To our loving Baba
Shrii Shrii Anandamurtiji

tumi nayan mdjhdre rayecha
tdi nayan pdri na dekhite
nija rupete perecha lukote

tumi virdt purus’ an’u ye savdi
tava dshray sakale labhi
tava karundy tava prerandy
tomdri pathe padri calite

tumi dcha dev amita kiler
saptaloker ameya vale
he priyatama nikat’atama
ghare vihire theko sukhe dukhete

You are in the midst of my eyes.
That is why my eyes cannot see you.
You have hidden your self in your own form.

You are the great consciousness that is in every atom,
everybody takes your shelter.
By your grace and by your inspiration
I can proceed on your path

You are always there Lord, for eternity.
You are the all-powerful in the seven realms.
Oh, nearest and dearest one always remain with me
in pain and pleasure, inside and outside.

Prabhat Samgiit 1315, PR Sarkar
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Introduction

Facts and figures can never give a true picture of human events.
Unfortunately most accounts of the human story only contain
dates of battles, names of kings and presidents, and the details
of treaties and documents. This approach is even more
inadequate when it comes to describing the lives of great
personalities of the past.

We can read about the doctrines of Buddha or Krishna, for
example, but how did it feel to be in their company? What were
those teachers really like? Were they humorous or were they
grave? How did they guide their followers? Unfortunately we
will never know the answer to these questions because this kind
of information was never written down.

Here lies the importance of this collection of personal experiences
with Shrii Shrii Anandamurti, the founder of Ananda Marga.
These are first-hand accounts written by ordinary human beings
who found their lives transformed by their contact with a most
extraordinary spiritual master. You can find out what this great
man said by reading His books, but you can get a glimpse into
what He was like by reading the essays contained in this volume.

Shrii Shrii Anandamurti is the spiritual name of Prabhat Rainjan
Sarkar, the founder of Ananda Marga. His disciples refer to him
as Baba, which means "loving father". Baba was born in Jamalpur,
a medium sized town in the eastern Indian state of Bihar, on the
full moon of May in 1921. As a young boy He did not display
many signs of his future vocation, though He was able to tell
people about future events. However, by the time He was 18, He
began initiating people into the ancient practice of tantra yoga.

During the late 1940s and early 1950s, Baba personally taught
meditation to people living in His locality, while maintaining a
job as an accountant with the Indian Railways, which then had a
large centre in Jamalpur. In 1955 He gathered together some of
these early disciples and formed an organization called Ananda
Marga (The Path of Bliss).

The purpose of Ananda Marga is to bring about a spiritual
renaissance in society through the spread of morality, spirituality
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and social service. In the early days of the organization, Baba
trained acaryas (pronounced "acharya") as His representatives.
These acaryas were lay members (householders) of Ananda
Marga. They were entrusted with the job of giving instruction in
meditation and teaching the Ananda Marga philosophy. In the
early 1960s, Baba created an order of monks and nuns, who also
worked as acaryas alongside the householders. The organization
then spread rapidly to all parts of India and launched an
ambitious social service program.

In 1967 the first teacher was sent out of India, landing in Nairobi,
Africa. Two years later Acarya Adveshananda Avadhuta
introduced Ananda Marga in Europe. This book contains the
personal accounts of members of Ananda Marga hailing from
Europe as well as the stories of the monks (dadas) and nuns
(didis) who have worked for Ananda Marga in Berlin Sector
(Western Europe and parts of North Africa). The stories cover
the period from the late 1970s and continue up to the present.
Though Baba left his physical body on October 21, 1990, many
disciples still feel His presence.

Many of the essays describe meetings with Baba in India, while
others come as a result of Baba's historic visit to Europe in 1979.
There are some broad categories and venues of the experiences
that are described:

1. Personal Contact: Baba used to meet personally with disciples,
giving them blessings as well as pointing out and correcting past
misdeeds.

2. Organizational Meetings: Baba frequently called his disciples
to India in order to review organizational progress.

3. Dharma Samiks'a: In 1981 Baba reviewed the spiritual
development of His Ananda Margiis, calling them to India for a
special personal meeting with Him. Several thousand Margiis
received this spiritual review and some are described in this
volume. :

4. Darshans and Dharma Maha Cakra: A glimpse of the Guru is
known as Darshan, and when Baba gave discourses in front of a
group of disciples these sessions were called Darshans. On special
occasions, large gatherings of devotees were designated as
Dharma Maha Cakra or DMC. During the DMCs Baba gave
spiritual discourses and also the Varabhaya Mudra (in which



His blessings were conveyed to the entire congregation).

5. Field Walks: Small groups of devotees used to go with Baba
on His twice daily walks.

6. Dreams and Personal Realisations: In some of the stories Baba
is not physically present, but the devotee has felt His spiritual
presence.

We have recorded these stories to preserve the legacy of Baba
and especially to preserve the memory of His visit to Europe. In
addition, these stories are being published to inspire present and
future spiritual seekers who wish to walk on the path to eternal
bliss. Out of respect and love for Baba we have capitalized
personal pronouns related to Him. The first use of all Sanskrit
terms are either in quotation marks or italicized and explained
in the glossary.

While Baba is a spiritual giant who defies description, we hope
that this volume of personal experiences will give readers a
chance to experience some of the love that He showered upon
the human race during his brief sojourn on this planet.






Chapter One

1971 - 1979: Early Days in Berlin Sector

"... by then I had the realization that Baba is inside of me and guiding
me all the time. I realized that I should not have any kind of expectations,
just be open minded. He is always there to guide us.”

Akashii

Ananda Marga was first introduced in Europe in 1969 and
gradually intensified. By the late 1970s organisational centres
dotted the continent, with thousands of young devotees
enthusiastically adopting a new spiritual way of life.

While Ananda Marga was expanding very rapidly in Europe and
other parts of the world during the 1970s, the movement faced a
difficult test in India, the land of its birth. Founded in the eastern
state of Bihar in 1955, Ananda Marga spread to all parts of India
in the 1960s and attracted a large following amongst the middle
class, including educators, the civil service, police officers and
other officials.

This rapid growth caught the attention of some politicians,
notably members of India's then-influential Communist Party,
who feared that this new spiritual and moral movement would
become an obstacle to their interests. To stop the rise of Ananda
Marga, these officials fabricated a case against Ananda Marga's
founder, and had Him arrested on December 29, 1971.

On April 12, 1973 Baba was poisoned while in jail. This led Him
to undertake a fast, in protest of the poisoning as well as other

points, such as the treatment of some Ananda Marga acaryas.

Baba was acquitted of all charges and freed from imprisonment



on August 2, 1978 (after which He broke His fast). During the
period when the legal proceedings were taking place, His jail
cell became a place of pilgrimage, visited by Ananda Margiis
from around the world. Most of the stories in Chapter One
capture the magic of that era, when Baba dispensed His love

and blessings while seated on a cot in India's Bankipur Central
Jail.

"Now from the very start of your life in the distant past and up
to the final culmination of all your movements and marches you
are with Him, you will be with Him and under no circumstances
can you be away from Him. So He - the Parama Purus’a - is the
only object of ideation.

"The root meaning of the term ba’ba’ is 'the dearest one’ or 'the
nearest one’. As He is the Supreme Father, the Parama Purus’a,
Heis Ba'ba’ of the entire creation; and because you are the created
beings, you are His loving children, you are also His Ba'ba’ -
because ba'ba’ means 'nearest and dearest one’. As He is your
only object of ideation, as His name is the only projection of
your microcosmic entity, only thought-projection, only
introversal projection - intro-cum-extroversal projection - so His
name should be always with you - in your mind, in your tongue,
in your vocal cord, everywhere. And I feel, and I also realize, and
that is why I say, when His devotees, His children, sing Ba'ba’
na’'m kevalam, He also sings Ba’'ba’ na’'m kevalam.
Kalya'n'amastu (Let there be welfare).”

Shrii Shrii Anandamurti

12 May 1979, Fiesch, Switzerland, A’nanda Vacana'mrtam Part 12



None Could Really Tell Who Baba Was
Avtka. Ananda Rama' Ac.

When I was initiated in 1972 in Berlin, there were a few Margiis
gathering regularly for DC in Wannsee. The music group 'Sweet
Smoke' just came back from India traveling overland in a van.
They were telling of Baba and many mysterious stories about
Him. But none could really tell who Baba was. My mind was
unsatisfied.

I enjoyed my meditation, yet had a burning desire to understand
Baba. I questioned how He could be realized and still need
eyeglasses, have a family and not appear like the classical image
of an ascetic yogi with a long beard. I was desperate to know
Him. Then Baba came in my dream. He was sitting on a chair
and I was sitting beside him on a small chair. Suddenly it dawned
on me that now all I had to do was just turn my head and I could
see for myself who Baba was. For a moment fear and shyness
gripped me, but I thought this was the chance for me to know
Him. So I turned my head and looked up at Him. At that moment
there was not a figure but a powerful jet of brilliant light striking
me. It was not glaring like sunlight, but a very soothing and
pleasant effulgence. I was totally filled and satisfied with the idea
that He is something beyond my normal understanding. After I
awoke and over the following days this experience lingered on,
inspiring me to continue on the spiritual path.

That first Ananda Marga unit was full of life. We went to
graveyards to meditate, did regular service, pracar and
demonstrations for Baba's release in front of the Indian Embassy
and along Kurfursten Dam. I remember printing the first
European newsletter "Vistara' on a small hand printer that we
sent to other budding units around Europe started by Dada
Karunananda.

The stories around Baba continued like little pieces of a puzzle
forming a bigger picture. A few stories stayed with me until I
met Baba physically. One was that He would always do namaskar
first and nobody could beat him. Another was that He could
speak all languages of the world. I also heard about a devoted
sister who simply embraced Baba in her boundless devotion.



This made a deep impression on me, as I was groping to
understand the term 'devotion,' which was not in my usual
vocabulary.

I was an acarya when I met Baba for the first time in 1978 in
Bankipur Jail. As I was nearing Baba's cell, I had the thought that
I would outdo Baba by doing 'Namaskar' first as I entered the
door. But when I parted the curtain on Baba's cell and as my
eyes fell on Him, He was already doing namaskar sitting on his
cot. He beat me in doing Namaskar first!

I was so thrilled to be with Baba - who is one with the infinite
knowledge of the universe. I could ask Him any of the mysteries
of this universe that only He would possibly be able to answer if
He was truly who I thought He was. So I asked, "Baba, do you
speak Hungarian?" (my mother tongue). Baba responded, "I can
understand a little." Pleased, I said, "Baba en nagyon szeretlek" -
(I'love you very much). Baba nodded His head and smiled in a
knowing way. I carried on with my next question in an indirect
way, "Baba, I think you speak all languages of the world." Baba
promptly replied, "Yes, by your grace!" At this I was totally
speechless, my breath stopped, my mind shocked into silence. I
could not ask any more questions! Baba took advantage of this
and turned His attention to the other Didi who was with me. He
knew I would have plagued Him with a lot more questions. She
was to leave for her new posting in Africa and Baba said to her,
"Be like a jewel in that dark continent!"

When we had to leave, I thought maybe this would be the last
time I would see Him, because it had been such a miracle to see
Him at all. The thought of that great devoted sister came to my
mind. Not really clear how to carry out my intent, I embraced
Baba lightly touching His cheek with my cheek and whispering
‘Baba’ into His ear. As I withdrew, Baba was in namaskar pose
with abig smile... I was relieved, for [ knew we were not supposed
to come so close to Baba, but He took it with grace. Great devotee
or not, I expressed something that had stayed with me so long; I
felt I had embraced a soft and transparent cloud.



Experiences as a Local Full Timer (LFT)

Ac. Daneshananda Avt.

In order to make money to go to LFT training I took a job in a
factory which produced charcoal in big ovens. One day as I
started work, I had just said my guru mantra (the second lesson
of Ananda Marga meditation, which reminds the aspirant of
Cosmic Consciousness even while doing worldly work) and then
[ felt a tap on my back. Suddenly I saw many of my co-workers
running up to me. They said that they had seen a big iron bar
falling on my back from 10 feet up.

They pointed at the bar lying on the ground next to me. Five to
ten working men in hard-hats and overalls were all scratching
their heads in disbelief. They said that the bar should have broken
my back and that I should be seriously injured. I told them that
I had only felt a slight tap and that they were all mistaken, the
bar had missed me.

Internally I thought, maybe really the bar had hit me and maybe
Baba saved me. But I was not at all sure and I told the experience
to just one Margii brother. A few weeks later, we were sitting
together with many Margiis singing songs and telling stories
when that same brother encouraged me to tell my story.

[ became immediately afraid and said, "No, no, it was nothing."
But he insisted so I closed my eyes and I felt a beautiful strong
presence and then a voice telling me, "Yes, it was me, and if the
bar had broken your back it would also have been me." I realized
how foolish I was to think that Baba had not been there, and that
He is always present determining when we will undergo the
consequences of our samksaras. It was a deep realization for me
and for the first time I felt tears streaming down my cheek as I
thought of Baba.

On another occasion, I was hitch-hiking to reach Hammerfest, a
city on an island in the north of Norway. I got a ride with a Finnish
person. We could not communicate at all because of language
differences. We were driving on a mountain plateau. Suddenly
he stopped the car, walked to a small shack by the road, took out
a snow-scooter, and then drove away disappearing over the
horizon. I was left stranded.



As I was standing there I felt quite lost. I could hear each car
that came, ten minutes before it arrived and for ten minutes after
ithad passed me. It was very cold, and I didn't know what would
happen. AsI was hitch-hiking I started to pray: "Oh, Baba please
let me get a ride so that I can get to where I am supposed to go
and do dharma pracar (spread spiritual teachings)."

As the hours went by I had some realizations. I understood that
as I was standing there being cold and frustrated, my samskaras
were being burnt and I was progressing spiritually. I also felt
strongly that everything happened according to His will. Then I
changed my prayer: "Oh Baba, you are gracing me too much
with all this attention. I don't want my own spiritual progress. 1
want the spiritual progress of others, so please let me get a ride
so that I can go to Hammerfest and do some pracar.”

It was a wonderful and deep realization for me. On this hitch-
hiking trip for three weeks Baba took care of me. I did not spend
any nights outside in the snow, and I always got food to eat,
even though I had no money with me. I had so much faith at
that time, that if I had no place to stay for the night I used to
simply stand on a street corner and wait for somebody to invite
me in. It never failed.
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"This is Baba!"
Rajesh / Iceland

Before I came into Ananda Marga, in 1974, I lived in different
places and had various jobs. I had a desire in my mind to do
something for my society. I was radical-minded and saw that
there was a lot of injustice being done to the workers in the places
where I was employed. I saw that the companies were making
huge profits and paying little to the workers. I tried to find some
ideology, something which would help me to fight against
injustice. I started to read many books, some Marxist books for
example. However, I never believed in those theories. I thought
they might be useful as a weapon against capitalism but I never
joined any leftist organization.

I had read some books about psychology, Jung, Freud, etc., and
I was moving into something which I had not known before,
some internal things. I could feel that something was happening
inside of me, some development. My dreams were often very
clear and strange. I had one remarkable dream. I was on a ship
asif I was going abroad; there were a lot of people many of whom
were speaking English. I felt many were carrying flags. First I
thought the flag was red, and suddenly I saw the flags were an
orange colour. I had never seen that colour used in any political
movement, so the colour was surprising. This was half a year
before I joined Ananda Marga.

What moved me into a spiritual path was one book I read. I was
trying to find a gift for my sister for a Christmas present. I was
in 2 bookshop and on the shelf I saw Autobiography of a Yogi. I
thought maybe my sister would be interested although I was not
interested myself. She hardly opened the book. One day I took it
and started to read it. Reading only a few pages, I started to
become very interested. It changed my view about yoga. I had
had a completely wrong opinion. I had heard about yogis coming
from India and collecting a lot of money and fooling people. But
this book told about a great yogi and his experiences. It had a
tremendous effect on me. For the first time in my life I felt a very
subtle vibration in my mind. I thought, "This is something; this
is a spiritual vibration." Before I never had such a belief in these
things. It created a devotional feeling in me. I understood that
some force was working internally in me.
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Next summer I went to England, for a summer holiday. I was 25
and it was 1975. My sister lived in England and I went to visit
her. Then I got a job there. I was helping in a man's garden and
fixing his house. I only earned room and board. I started to
paint and also to contemplate about my inner changes. At the
end of the summer I decided to go back to Iceland. I told my
sister that I do not know what to do in Iceland, but I have a
strong feeling that something new is going to happen. One thing
was sure for me, I wanted to learn meditation.

When I got to Iceland this desire to learn meditation grew
stronger. I started to believe there was something divine in this
world. I kept all my bad and good habits. One bad habit was
drinking wine. In Reykjavik I wanted to go out one night and
meet my friends. I went to a bar and started drinking but felt
that this activity had no value. I went out of the bar, and knew
that this activity was bad for me. I saw how superficial it was. I
revolted internally.

I prayed to Yogananda, I felt a divine presence, person or power
and asked him to help me to learn meditation. I promised that I
would change my life. So I felt better after this. I went to my
uncle and slept until the middle of the next day and woke up. I
was frustrated by the state of society and I had stopped reading
the newspapers. But a paper was lying on the table and I went
briefly through it and on one page I saw a picture of someone
they called '"Yogi Karunananda' from India. There was text saying
that he was coming to Iceland to teach yoga and meditation and
people could meet him at the university. I felt very good, but I
did not feel prepared to practice meditation. I phoned and his
assistant answered the phone. I asked if I could meet him and
was told that I could on the following morning at 10:00 am.

The next day I went there and on the door there was a sign which
said, 'knock and enter'. I did not see it and just walked back and
forth in front of the door. I wanted to leave, but while I was
waiting I was thinking what question I should ask him to find
out if he was a real yogi. I wanted to test him; if he was a capitalist
yogi I would go away immediately. I came to a conclusion to ask
several questions. ButIopened the door and he was sitting there.
I walked in slowly. I had this strange experience that I never had
before. My feelings were that I was stagnant before I came in,
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but when I entered I felt a very comfortable vibration. It was
like something entering my body from all sides. Ithought, "This
yogi has some power." I felt very good in my body and also my
mind. This was the first time I experienced such a strong spiritual
vibration. This vibration wiped out all of the questions in my
mind. Ireceived the answer in an unexpected way. This fulfilled
my desire to know if there was spirituality in this world. The
answer was yes, for sure. It was an overwhelming feeling.

Dadaji started to talk; there was someone else there too. The yogi
gave me a piece of bread, I was not hungry but I ate some, then
he taught me a meditation technique. He seemed to understand
me very deeply. He told me about things which I thought no
one else knew about. He told me that I had been a little bit sick
and that I should change my food habits and that I should do
yoga postures and it would be cured. He wanted to meet me
again. He was telling me about the guru, and then I became
confused. I thought that he was the guru. I felt a tremendous
power from him. How could there be someone still stronger? I
didn't care about it. I had no desire for this other guru.

[ left the room and promised to meet him later. This was my
first experience of spirituality. Later I decided to visit my mother
in another part of Iceland. Dada Karunananda wanted me to
come with him abroad and stay in his office in Germany. I realized
that there was a split in my personality. One part of me wanted
to go to Germany and another part refused. I did not go. I decided
to wait till later. He said okay.

I went to east Iceland, and I did not meet any one doing yoga
there. I was alone with this experience which was changing my
life. Istarted to work in a village. I was working from 8:00 in the
morning to 10:00 at night, with a short break at lunch. I woke at
6:00 and did meditation, and also did it at night. In two weeks I
was cured of my previous illnesses and never got them again. I
always felt good after meditation but when I was working I felt
alone. Itold my mother I was a vegetarian, but she did not know
how to cook it, so I began cooking for myself. I was strict with
the practices, but it created a gap between me and my friends.

My interests were changing and meditation was becoming
difficult; I wrote to Dada Karunananda, and he wrote back. I
looked up to him as my new guru, first it was Yogananda, but he
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had faded a bit, but the mystery now was who was this Baba? I
had no experience of that super guru, until one day I had been
thinking of doing something more radical for this path I was
now embarking on. I wanted to become strong so I could express
it. Then Dada Karunananda mentioned about a training in
Timmern, Germany. So I went to Reykjavik to meet some Margiis
to find out more about the training. Arun, from Norway
explained about it. I was inspired, but not sure, and was thinking
what to do.

One evening I was alone. I was listening to the radio and reading
a book at the same time. I felt quite peaceful, then I felt some
vibration coming, some peaceful feeling and then I felt I should
meditate. I just sat down and then I experienced something
similar to the first day when I met Dada Karunananda. That force
was moving into my body and mind. I was overwhelmed and
started to cry. I had not even started to meditate. I had a blissful
experience; I lost all my senses and felt a subtle divine force.
The thought came into my mind, "This is Baba." There was no
disturbance. It lasted for one minute, no longer. It came and
was taken away, but I was crying, "Baba, Baba, Baba." After this I
filled out the form and applied to go to training in Timmern,
Germany. I felt that Baba was helping me and a new chapter
started in my spiritual life.
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Overwhelmed with Love
Avtk. Ananda Harimaya Ac.

A group of 28 Margiis arrived together in Bombay on the 5th of
August 1977, and it seemed like every Indian citizen was a Margii,
every single person in the streets had a special vibration because
I saw BABA in everyone. Each minute I felt closer to Him, but I
could not imagine what it would be like meeting Him. Margiis
in Bombay had been very hospitable; after two days we proceeded
to Patna. We arrived there in the morning.

We went to the Old Secretariat, applied for permission to see
BABA and then we went to the Jail, to hear some news from
BABA although we knew we were not going to be allowed in
that afternoon. We got near the office window and asked for the
superintendent. He was not there. Another jailer asked us - two
dadas, two didis and two other Margiis - where we were from.
Afterwards, we told him that we wanted to see Baba. He said we
should come the next day with the permission. Then one dada
told him to convey a message to Baba that we were to see Him
the next day. The jailor smiled and said: "If I tell Him that you
were here and He knows that I didn't allow you to come in, He
will get angry with me." Then he did namaskar and said "Baba
Nam Kevalam, Baba Nam Kevalam."

We went back the next day with the permission, sure that we
were going to see Baba, but we were told to come the next
morning. I felt at that moment that His love was touching my
heart with a fatherly warmth. We all shouted Param Pita Baba
Ki, Jai! and went in a rickshaw downtown. I felt so happy that
wesstill had to wait a day more to see Baba. It is the most important
day in one's life, and each minute I had to wait for it, the more
conscious I grew about it. Next day we all went to see Baba. We
were seven people. We waited for two hours outside the jail. Two
dadas went in first, then a didi and then I. The jailors asked for
our passports. The police official couldn't read Spanish nor
French and thought that the passport had already expired. We
were delayed. Finally, he believed my assurance that the passport
was valid and let us in.

We passed a second door, then a third one. We entered the little
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yard before entering His room. I felt like running in. I took off
my shoes, left a bottle of sweets which I had been given for Baba,
and was the first to get to His bed. He had His eyes closed, and
His eyeglasses were on His chest. The jailors told Him, or clapped
their hands, to let Him know that we were there. He quickly put
on His glasses and opened His eyes very big and smiled at me so
dearly. He moved near me so that I could put on the garlands. I
couldn't believe that I was living. I had His head almost in my
hands, but I didn't dare to touch Him; just to see Him was so
dear. I said His name, and He looked at me into my eyes. For a
long time, I had had the strong desire to see Baba in the eyes
closely, and then at that moment my dream came true. I felt He
knew about it, that is why He was gracing me.

For a minute I felt no weight in my body. Suddenly I opened my
eyes and He was making me a sign with His hand that I should
go down and do pranam. Then it was the other Didi's turn to
greet Him. I got up and then He called us both near His cot. We
were there like His little pets.

Then He asked me to say something. I was told Baba likes to
hear about the field and the work done. I only wanted to feel His
love. So I looked at Him and said, "I love you." Again He opened
His eyes very wide and did Namaskar. Then He said I had a new
posting. I answered to Him like a child, and I felt ashamed; but
His eyes were smiling and full of love.

He turned to me and this time I told Him about the Margiis
from Italy; I said they have so much devotion and that they are
waiting for Him. He then pointed to His cup on the table, beside
His cot, and said to tell them that He was consuming only two
cups of curd-water every day and that if they followed His
example there would be no food problems in the world! He
smiled.

He asked about His daughters in Italy and Europe. Didi said,
"All sisters are very strong, Baba."

Baba said that women should be economically self-sufficient, not
dependent on men. He said that liberation was coming soon for
them.

Most of the time we looked each other into the eyes. I cannot
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describe the feelings. It was like seeing the Infinite, it was like
seeing into myself. Then I asked Him if I could touch His feet.
He didn't answer, so I didn't dare to do it.

He asked us to sing kiirtan, and all the time we were singing, He
was answering with a very deep Namaskar. His eyes were closed,
and His expression was sweetness.

Then it was time to go. The jailors had been telling us to go for
several minutes. Then I remembered I had to give Him a bottle
of sugar sweets. I couldn't find it to my embarrassment. One of
the jailors told me where it was. Again I got near Him; He bid
Namaskar. When I was at the door, I stopped, I felt a pain in my
heart, I didn't want to leave. We had been with Him only five or
seven minutes. I looked at Him and said, "Baba, we love you."
He nodded, smiled and answered with a loving namaskar. Again
I said, "Baba, we love you."

I felt myself overwhelmed with love. When I came out, I didn't
remember anything. It was too much to understand what had
happened. Only after hours all became clear, and for days I saw
His loving face and expression in meditation, and during sleep I
could feel His eyes inside me. He spoke with so much love and
sweetness. Only after seeing Him I felt that all my desires were
fulfilled, and I wanted to see Him again and again.
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"You Should Always Be Positive"

Ainjali Devii / Germany

When I first joined Ananda Marga, I heard that Baba wanted all
Margiis to wear the Pratik (the emblem of Ananda Marga) on a
chain around their necks. My husband and I went to attend the
dharmacakra in Berlin. One Dada had brought little round silver
pratiks from India and gave us each one as a present. We put
them around our necks immediately. I felt then that Baba was
now always with me and that He would protect me in all ways.
On that night we went back to our house by car. We came to a
set of traffic lights, at a small crossing. It was green but my
husband stopped our car. I said to him, "Why did you stop here,
the lights are green?" "Oh," he said and drove on. We turned
around a corner and came to a very big intersection, the lights
were green for us, and just then a huge truck drove through the
intersection in front of us at a high speed. The truck had gone
through a red light. Immediately we both realised that the small
stop at the green light earlier had saved our lives, and we knew
in our hearts that it was Baba and the new pratiks which had
protected us.

Later on, when Baba was in Timmern, we had some opportunities
to go on field walk with Him. I had been on one field walk already
and the rule was that one should only go on one field walk.
However, I was standing very close to Baba's car. Apparently
one person scheduled to go on the field walk did not show up
and the Didi in the car wanted to find a replacement. Baba came
and we all sang and felt much bliss. When the time came to
close the door of the car, Didi just quickly grabbed my arm and
pulled me in the car, and so I had the grace to go on a second
field walk. During this walk I got the chance to walk just beside
Him. I felt like I was walking on clouds in heaven, and was full
of overwhelming joy. Suddenly He stopped and turned round
to me and said in a serious but very loving voice, with His finger
up, "You should always be positive." Then we went on.

This happened 20 years ago, but this sentence has been so helpful

and true in my life and I have realised this is exactly what I need
to learn.
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Everyone Was Smiling
Akashi / Sweden

The first time I saw Baba, He was in jail in Patna. I was very
eager to see Him. When I arrived, it was not at all like a Swedish
jail. Baba's cell was like a small house in the countryside, and I
had the feeling that I was back in my childhood. He appeared to
me like an old man in my childhood. I was there with one didi
and a guard. Baba was lying on the bed and the didi went to
massage Baba's feet and I talked to Baba. He seemed so normal
and ordinary. He told me to start a school and I gave him some
gifts which my daughter had made.

Afterwards there was a reaction in my mind because He was so
different than what I had expected. I decided to go alone to
Calcutta. I went to the railway station and started to do
meditation. Something changed in my mind and I went very
deep and was filled with bliss. As soon as I finished, one man
came up to me and carefully guided me right onto the train. I
felt everyone was smiling at me. I had a very pleasant trip and
spent a blissful week there.

I wanted to see Baba again, without any expectations. When I
went back to the Patna jagrti, I met an American sister who could
not see Baba because she was blacklisted. She was about my size
so I gave her my passport and she went as me. This meant I
could not go again, but by then I had the realization that Baba is
inside of me and guiding me all the time. I realized that I should
not have any kind of expectations, just be open minded. He is
always there to guide us.
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"Wait Three Months"

Vasudeva / Norway

In the late 1970's I went to Patna with other Margiis from Norway
to see Baba who was still in the Bankipur jail. We went to Patna
and applied for permission to see Him. I wanted to have a photo
of the prison, so I started to take a picture of a sanyassi who was
standing near the prison wall. Then guards came out and wanted
to confiscate the film because all photography was forbidden
near the prison compound. I was afraid that I wouldn't get
permission to see Baba because of this incident, but luckily it
was not a problem.

I went to see Baba. I was crying and massaging His back. He
asked me my name and a few other questions which I knew He
would ask. It lasted only a short time but seemed like hours.

After that visit, I went travelling and then came back for another
visit. It was strange. I went to buy garlands, and then came to
apply to see Baba, but the man who had confiscated the photos
was there and didn't want to let me in. I then knocked on the
door and entered the prison and got to the office and the man
became very angry. I was going to leave then but a lawyer helped
me and took me to the director of the prison who was friendly
and actually started to tell mystical stories about Baba. I also
met a Red Cross doctor, who was not a Margii. This doctor said
that "Baba must be God because no one can fast so long and still
be alive." After this meeting with the prison authorities we saw
Baba for the second time.

I heard Baba shouting before we reached. He was shouting at
the guards. Abaniish and I were taken aback and thought that
maybe Baba will be angry at us too! But Baba was nice to us and
then explained, "You see I get many visitors and my floor gets
dirty, and I told the guards that they must wash the floor with
disinfectant."

Baba asked us where we had visited. We said Jamalpur (His place
of birth). He asked if I had met Dasarathji and others (close
friends and first disciples). "You see I have not seen them for so
long." :
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[ saw that His eyes were filled with tears. I saw that this was not
a cold yogi; I too started to cry and then asked Him a question.
Baba said, "Yes my boy, you may ask me endless questions."

I explained about big personal problems which were facing me
and asked "What shall I do?"

"Oh, you have to wait three months, October, November and
December, and you will get the answer," He replied.

Three months later, I was doing meditation and was filled with
bliss. The bell rang and in walked Hladinii. We were soon married,
and the problems which I had brought before Baba were resolved.
I am very grateful to Baba for this
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Visiting Baba in Bankipur Jail

Gurucaran / France

My wife Shiila, our daughter Ambika, and I arrived in Patna on
the morning of October 16, 1977, from Kathmandu. The hotel
where we had planned to stay was fully booked, and instead, we
were directed to a hotel which happened to be just beside
Bankipur jail.

It was wonderful to be back in Patna after five months and we
were excited to see our beloved Baba again. At the Patna office,
we found Dada Ramanandaji obviously enjoying his most
enviable position as Baba's personal assistant. Dada visited Baba
every morning, bringing Him His daily ration of yoghurt.

We immediately started making the necessary arrangements to
visit Baba in jail. We were full of joy at the idea of being able to
hear His sweet voice and speak to Him. The first time we had
His darshan in May, He had been unable to speak because of
extreme weakness, and He had used an alphabet board to
communicate.

In order to get permission to see Him, we had to get through the
human wall of the Indian administrative bureaucracy; we were,
however, absolutely determined not to leave till we had His
darshan. The last time we were in Patna, we had spent a whole
week knocking the doors of Bihar Home Secretary, the District
Magistrate and even the Governor, till we finally succeeded in
securing permission from the jail superintendent to see Baba. At
one point we had been driven out of the Governor's Secretariat
by soldiers in full battle gear with helmets, shields and clubs.
But now things were different.

On the morning of October 21st, with our hands full of fresh
flowers, we presented ourselves at the gate of Bankipur Central
Jail where we found Didi Vanii and Dada Arun. After two hours
of questioning by a jail official, we went through the little door
leading to the courtyard of Baba's cell; our hearts were beating
very fast. We hurriedly took off our shoes at the door of His cell,
and after a few seconds we found ourselves prostrated on the
floor in front of His cot. There He was doing namaskar to us
with such a sweet and loving smile on His face. A beautiful
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vibration filled the whole place and Baba seemed to have more
strength than last May. He was fasting, but His "food" was all
His sons and daughters who were visiting Him in jail and He
derived much pleasure and very much energy from it. He was
not eating and His weight was only around 44 kilos. He called us
near Him and immediately offered us coconut and sesame sweets.
He looked so happy while distributing those sweets. He then
called Arun near Him and while Arun was talking to Him, I
immediately reached for His feet and massaged them. They were
soft and tender just like lotus petals. Afterwards, He called me
near Him and told me to speak.

I told Him about my plan to work for PROUT in France. "That's
a very good idea," He exclaimed. He went on explaining how to
organize work in France and which area had great potential.
When I complained to Him that I have no intellectual knowledge
for that work, He answered, "There is no big need of intellectual
knowledge. All you have to do is to know Him and love Him
and all knowledge will come. All that is needed is genuine love
for humanity. Bookish knowledge is useless."

When I asked Him if He would come to France and hold DMC
there, He answered, "Why not? Why not? It's not at all
impossible." I then came closer and requested some advice about
my sadhana, which He gave. I then whispered to Him, "Baba,
there is one wish I would like you to grant me." He told me come
closer and listened attentively. I continued, "Baba, I would like
to have your darshan regularly throughout my life." He smiled
and lovingly closed His eyes and placed His hands on my head
for a long time. A wonderful feeling pervaded my whole being. I
was filled with joy as I knew my wish had been granted.

Baba then spoke to Shiila, who conveyed to Him the messages of
some sisters. He then turned to our three-year-old daughter
Ambika, and asked what she had to say. Ambika was quiet, she
had a few days ago the golden opportunity to visit Baba alone
through the kindness of the assistant jailer who had taken her to
Him. Finally, it was time to go; we did sastaunga pranama again
and went out. While we were waiting in the courtyard for Didi
Vanii to come out, Ambika suddenly decided to go back inside
Baba's cell. When Baba saw her, He pretended to be angry. Then,
while talking to Didi Vanii, He said, "I know, I know," and began
opening one of His candy jars. "This time, I must satisfy her!"
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And Ambika rushed out to us with her hands full of candies.

After quite a long time Didi Vanii came out with the two jail
officials shouting at the top of their voices, their faces red with
anger. She had by far exceeded the time allotted to visitors, and
had refused to listen to the repeated calls of the jail officials.
Baba, instead of calming them and telling her to go, just continued
talking and even made fun of them: "You see, this lady is working
among the Indian minorities and hers is far more important than
all jail work!"

Still full of bliss and with the sound of His sweet voice still ringing
in our ears and covering the angry voices of jail officials, we went
out through the big iron gate of the Bankipur jail. There was
only one idea in our minds: We must have His darshan again as
soon as possible.

Our second meeting with Baba took place just one week later on
October 28, 1977. In the meanwhile, we had gone to Calcutta to
visit our brothers in the crowded Central office, and to
Anandanagar where we spent two very blissful days in that
sadhaka's paradise.

That day only our small family was to visit Him at that particular
time. He called us near to Him and when I offered Him a garland
of flowers, He placed His hands above His eyes to cover the glare
of light and see who had come. (Baba had not recovered His
eyesight since He was poisoned in 1972.) He then uttered my
Sanskrit name twice. (He never asked for my name before and I
had never told Him.) I then asked Him how He was. To which
the answer was, "I am still the same, like when you saw me last
time. The universe is ever changing, everything is changing but
I'm still the same." I spoke to Him about the difficulty of balancing
family life and His work.

He said, "Your duty towards the small family and your duty
towards the big family are the same; what you do for the small
family, you should also do for the big family." Shiila had
apprehensions about going to Europe. Baba reassured her and
told her there was nothing to be afraid of: "Your only difficulty
there is that nobody will be able to understand your Tagalog,"
(Shiila is from Philippines). Baba then spoke at length about the
history and culture of Europe. He spoke also about the diversity
of cultures and stressed, "But my culture is only one." Shiila asked
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Baba to give her more strength. Baba told her: all you must have
is a strong desire and everything will be fulfilled. Ambika was
sitting near Baba's cot singing Baba Nam Kevalam. The
intelligence officer suddenly signalled that time was up. Baba
repeated, "Time is up". Baba did not trouble the officials this
day. We asked for His blessing and bowed our heads in front of
Him.

He did a long namaskar and whispered,
"Kalyanamastu!" (May you all be blessed.)
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The Master of Expression
Lalita / Sweden

For me Baba was the master of expression. My first meeting with
Baba happened in Patna, 1977. I had heard from a friend of mine
that finally it was possible to meet Baba. That was in Patna jail.
And so I worked to get money very fast and flew to India. And
as a Westerner, I wanted to get a very clear picture of my guru.
What was a guru anyway? What does it mean when you have a
guru? How does it feel? Up until then I had only experienced
my guru in meditation and in kiirtan, and now I had an
opportunity to meet Him. Would that be different? And how
would it be? But anyway, I decided I was not going to be tricked.
I was going to have a very clear and sane mind when I saw my
guru.

Before going in to see Baba, I was together with a lot of Margiis
outside the jail singing and dancing and doing meditation; there
was a very beautiful atmosphere. Still, I was trying to keep very
clear in my mind, so that I could observe Him personally and
write down everything about Baba when I saw Him.

I'went in together with two other Margiis who were from Norway.
The first thing I saw was Baba lying on His cot. He looked
extremely beautiful to me. He looked very smooth and shining
and looked so pure and clean. I still remembered, 'Okay, I'm going
to be very clear now,' but suddenly before my eyes, Baba started
changing. His body started transforming. At least that's what I
saw. His age changed. Suddenly he was moving from what He
was to a baby. Then He was moving up the ladder of age and
became an old man. At the same time He was just lying there on
the cot. And somehow I realized that there's no way I'm going to
be able to clearly observe and understand what Baba is. He's just
a mystery. If I want to try to understand I have to understand
Baba from inside, and that was a very deep and strong experience
for me.

My second experience happened during Baba's visit to Sweden
in 1979. 1 went for field walk with Baba. Baba went on field walks
every day. He went to nearby places, just walking along, talking
about different things. This time I experienced Baba's sweetness
and loving care for the whole world. We were walking on a path
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and suddenly Baba stopped and He wanted to sit down.
Somebody had brought along a chair, and so He sat down in His
chair and then He bent down and looked on the ground and he
saw a little dandelion. He started talking about this little
dandelion with such love and affection and in a way that really
expanded my mind and gave me a clear example of what Neo-
Humanism really is about.
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A Sight For Gods, Surely
Prabhakar / Norway (part 1)

As the years go by I reflect increasingly on Lord's both personal
and impersonal aspects, and I am increasingly mystified as to
which is which and what is what. When I sit down to collect a
few memories of Him, I remember the story of the squirrel who
joined in constructing the link from India to Lanka; the bridge
that would carry Shri Ram and his contingency to redeem Sita.
The large and mighty monkeys of Shri Ram's formidable army
would smile at the squirrel and the tiny grains of sand he
contributed. Shri Ram however assured them that anyone who
works for the Lord to his or her capacity is equally great in the
eyes of the Lord. This story, which Baba Himself quoted now
and then, gives me strength to respond to the great invitation to
share something of my own humble experience with Baba.

I live in Europe but most of my personal experience with Baba
took place in India. It was there that I had personal contact with
Him and saw Him much. I was a burnt-out western youth before
becoming a Margii.

In 1977 in Oslo I decorated the flat of a friend in who was away
on holiday. Another musician friend had warned me against
attending a lecture by Ananda Marga, so I had made up my mind
not to go there. But something was astir in me, something quite
out of my control.

Earlier I had seen an Ananda Marga poster in the city and my
curiosity had been greatly aroused as to the beauty and greatness
of the name Ananda Marga. Reading it, I had thought: "It is so
wonderful, much beyond me, so great, not for poor me." But
that particular day it became increasingly difficult for me to focus
on my work inside that flat as my mind just wanted to get out. In
the early evening, an hour before the announced lecture, I was
holding on to a chair, my hands clasped firmly around its thick
arms so that I should not leave. So strong was the physical pull I
felt to go to attend that lecture that I thought I was going a little
insane. Half an hour later I was no longer able to resist it; I was
very much physically dragged by an invisible arm, moved out
in the street and hurried to the lecture hall where I reached just
in time to be greeted by Margiis.
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I was initiated that same night, four days later I moved into the
local jagrti where 5 inspired Margiis lived together, and within
days I was taught the 16 points and all discipline. I was given a
job in a Margii health food store, participated in all programs,
meeting with acaryas, doing pracar, etc., and in the autumn I
was sent to other European countries to work as LFT. My life
was changed tremendously and very fast by the directly applied
will of Baba. To my mind my resurrection in that period of my
life is a proof of Lord Krishna's words in Bhagavad Giita: "Time
to time I manifest Myself to lift up Dharma when it has reached
its lowest." Even today, decades later, that same will is easing,
pushing and shoving me forward so that I am able to live my life
in a somehow disciplined way and perform my basic duties as a
sadhaka by His grace only. Whether this functioning in my life is
an expression of His personal or impersonal aspect I can't say,
but what I experienced in India two years later was definitely
intensely personal.
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"A Little Sadvipra"
Shankar / Berlin

I first saw Baba in 1977 which was one-half year after my first
son was born. I went to India with my wife. It seemed risky to
leave our baby behind us, but anyway, we did it.

We went to Patna where Baba was imprisoned and then had to
go through many procedures to get permission to see Him. This
process took some days. We spent the days of waiting in Ananda
Nagar (Ananda Marga's rural development centre located 300
km west of Calcutta), but while we were in Ananda Nagar, I got
very sick. Thus, I couldn't keep my appointment with Baba, and
I was very sad.

We applied again and this time everything worked out properly.
There were very few people visiting Baba at this time; my wife, I
and the guard were the only ones in the cell besides Baba. The
room was a little bit dark and Baba was lying on a very primitive
bed. He had some things under the bed and He was lying there.
So we came and said, "Namaskar." Then, we just talked. It was
nice; it was not an organizational talk about Ananda Marga, it
was just a private, very relaxed talk which took around 20
minutes. I can't remember all the details, but some things remain
with me.

My wife asked Him, "Baba, how is it possible that you can stay in
prison for years without food; how do You survive?"

Baba replied, "Do you understand something of physics, of the
law that states that energy can never be wasted? It can only be
transformed?” And so as normal people take their energy from
the food, He explained that He took it from the air. He said that
He was recovering from the poisoning attempt on His life, but
He said, His eyesight can't recover, because He would need to
see the colour green, and in the prison there is nothing green.
His eyesight was still very weak. We brought photos of our son,
and we showed Baba the photos, and Baba, because His eyesight
was very weak, had trouble grabbing them.

I thought, "This is Baba, this is God, How can He be imperfect?"
Anyway, we gave it to him. He said, "A little sadvipra." Again I
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thought, "Is it possible that Baba is just saying he's a little
sadvipra? Without meaning it really?" Our son, who was then at
home, a five- or six-month-old baby, is now nineteen. Last year
he started to become a Margii. He's doing regular, meditation
and asanas. He's really serious. I hope he will be a sadvipra.

Baba looked at these photos with His eyes, through His glasses,
and when I had the chance, I looked into Baba's eyes, and I never
looked into eyes like these. They were very small, but looking
into them was like getting lost in the ocean, in infinity; you just
fall in it. It was incredible, it was unbelievable.

Baba told my wife that her health was not perfect and that she
should eat organic food, not normal food. He said it should be
biological, unpoisoned, and naturally grown.

Then Baba asked me to say something, to make a request. As I
had previously done extreme fasting, I said, "What can I do for
my health?" Baba said, "Sit straight." He closed His eyes,
concentrated, and then He said, "You're healthy, but your organs
are weak," and, "Don't worry."

Then Baba gave me asanas. I was very proud, I was feeling really
good: "Baba gave me asanas, personally Himself!" And so He
mentioned, there were three asanas but my memory is very bad,
and I couldn't even repeat the words. And Baba repeated them
but still I couldn't remember. Afterwards one acarya got the
names of the asanas for me from Baba.
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A Gift From Him
Shiila / France

On the early morning today, 15 May 1977, we went to the jagriti
hoping that our names would be put on the list of people
scheduled to visit Baba. Initially our names were not there but
were finally included. The sisters present at the jagriti, knowing
that it was my first time to see Baba, helped me put on my first
sari. They seemed to share the joy I felt meeting my Guru the
very first time.

By noon we were at the Bankipur Jail, waiting. Then the dadas
came with the list of 6 names which they submitted to the jailor.
But then, that day the authority only was allowing 4 people to
get in. It took an hour or so for them to come to an agreement on
who would finally see Baba that day. There were two batches,
the first batch composed of 3 avadhutas. We belonged to the
second batch: Dada Abhik Kumar (now Abhidevananda), my
husband Gurucaran, our three year old daughter Ambika, and
myself.

We were led to His cell. Dada Abhik went first, then Gurucaran,
finally my daughter and myself. We did pranam to Baba (He
was lying on His bed with His head a little high on pillows.)
Dada Abhik came close to Him and spoke of the Marga
achievements in his sector. Baba was pleased with his report.
While Dadaji was talking to Baba, he introduced us to Him. Upon
seeing Ambika, He reached for something under His bed. He
opened a Horlicks bottle and got some sweets and gave it to her.
He then gave sweets to the 3 of us. Then Baba called Gurucaran
to come near Him. He used His alphabetic board to
communicate. While Gurucaran was talking to Baba, Dada Abhiik
was at the feet of Baba, just holding them. Then Baba asked me
to speak. All I could ask for was for Him to give me love and
devotion to Him. He answered by giving me namaskar. Our three
year old daughter, Ambika, was very close to Baba, held His hands
and did namaskar. She then asked Him, "Coming out soon?"
which she repeated several times. For an answer she got several
nods and smiles with clasped hands from Baba.

May 16, 1977
We sought special permission which was rejected. Gurucaran
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did not stop till he got what he wanted. He called the
superintendent. Permission was granted for another visit to Baba
in jail, scheduled for 23rd May.

May 23, 1977
This time we were given two minutes, the time for us to do our
pranam.

We entered Baba's quarter. Baba was resting on His bed. He was
in a different mood. We did our sastaunga pranam. Then
Gurucaran came near Baba resting his hands on Baba's head while
I stayed near His feet not daring to touch them. Then, Gurucaran
started whispering to Baba while Baba attentively listened to Him.
When Gurucaran mentioned about the Philippines, He started
to change mood. He made gestures of approval and gave a smile.

Gurucaran asked for His blessings and He gave it to us by resting
His hand right on our foreheads. Seeing Ambika, He reached
again for the bottle under His bed. He gave some sugar crystals
to us and for the Margiis outside of the jail.

We did our sastaunga pranam. Time was up and we really had
to go.

On our Way to France

October 19, 1977

As we were told the previous day that we could give flowers to
Baba, we went to jail early in the morning. But when we went to
the Bankipur Jail Office, they said that Baba only accepted flowers
if delivered personally. As the superintendent was out for two
days, we begged the jailor to let our three year old daughter see
Baba. He agreed and brought Ambika to Baba.

She stayed there for at least five minutes and came back with
hands full of sweets.

October 21st, 1977
On this day we saw Baba again.

Baba told me to come even nearer to His bed (He positioned
Himself as if Father is ready to hear stories from His child). He
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told me to tell everything that is in my mind. I kept silent for
awhile as I was really very nervous and ashamed. Then, He told
me once again to speak up. I said that I was going to Europe and
did not know what to do there and that I wanted personal
direction from Him. Then, I shifted to the message which some
sisters wanted me to convey to Him. Then, again I asked to be
given a duty. He asked me for my favourite work (all the time He
was talking to me, He was smiling and accommodating which
made me feel so good). I expressed to Him that the only thing
which hinders me in doing work is the fear within me. He said
that whatever undertaking I will have, I will always have His
support.

I asked for a new name. He became silent and then from His left
lateral position, He pointed His fingers down the bed, then to
His temple, back to the bed, then to His temple. The third time,
from His temple, He raised His hands pronouncing the name
Shiila and its meaning "woman of good culture” (I had a Sanskrit
name before which is a male's name.)

I was very happy to receive this gift from Him.

October 28, 1977

On our fourth meeting with Baba, He was telling me that I would
not have any problem in Europe as it is very cosmopolitan. At
that time, I did not quite understand the meaning of
cosmopolitan. He took the time to elaborate what cosmopolitan
meant by giving London as an example.

I told Him that I wanted to realize Him more. He said to practice
Dhyana and to ask for it from an acarya.

I said that I don't have strength and I need to be strong. He said
that any desire gets fulfilled if there is sincerity.
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"These Passports Are Whipping Humanity"
Vishva Shanti / Denmark (part 1)

My first experience directly with Baba was in 1977, when Baba
was in prison in Patna. I had a chance at that time to have a
personal visit with Him in the prison. I came in with a group of
three other people and we were in this very, very dilapidated
cell with a dirt floor and very simple wooden cot, on which Baba
was sleeping. I remember Him talking at length to the other
people there, so I had a chance to massage Baba's feet because it
seemed that everyone else was very interested in talking with
Baba. But I had not a lot to say to Him. I was listening more than
anything else.

I remember one thing that struck me very clearly. There was a
small jailer that was always with Him in the cell. As we were
leaving, Baba asked if we had any questions, and the jailer said,
"Yes, Baba, I have a question. Why do we have these passports
anyway?" He asked because it was very difficult for him to match
the passports with the people. Baba turned very sharply to him
and said, "Yes, these passports are whipping humanity." He went
on to explain how passports were not needed in the past for
going to Kathmandu and from India. At that time I was very
much interested in studying politics and interested in political
movements, having been before very involved in them. That
struck me as a very appropriate statement, because it was my
idea as well, that each time we cross borders we seem to get
flogged by the border guards in a psychic lashing. So that was
one of the things that Baba said that has always stayed with me.
And that was 1977 in July.
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"This Boy Has Caught Me"

Caetanya / Germany

I'was initiated in 1972 by Dada Karunananda during a time when
Ananda Marga was growing very much in Germany.

At first I didn't have much of a relationship with Baba and there
was only one picture of Him available. After a time another
acarya appeared and asked me, "Why don't you paint a portrait
of Baba based on the photo?" (I am an artist by profession.) It
took me one month and while working on it, it provoked many
feelings inside of me. I brought the painting to the retreat and
the other dadas and didis didn't like the painting. They said it
didn't look like Him. Later I saw newer photos of Baba and He
looked much different, and I was irritated. I regretted that I was
not a Margii when Baba looked like He did during the time when
the first picture was taken (the one I based my portrait on). I felt
I was late. So time passed.

After seven years Baba came out of jail in 1978. I went to India
with my wife and we went to Baba's house. We tried to go to the
address, but the taxi driver couldn't find it. We were completely
lost. I decided to go back, but at that exact moment a man came
out of the dark and said, "What are you looking for?"

My mouth was opened wide, there was Baba as He appeared in
the portrait I had drawn and He spoke in the typical voice I had
heard from the recordings of Baba. I couldn't tell, I couldn't say
anything, and I was looking at His face carefully to see if there
were any distinguishing features so I could be sure. I looked on
His upper lip and there was this mark which Baba indeed has.
I said, "We want to go to Jodhpur Park 511."

But the man (Baba) answered in nice Oxford English, "What is
the name of the place?"

I said, "Ananda Marga." He said, "Ananda Marga," and smiled
and gave the direction to the taxi driver. The taxi driver and my
wife were impressed, but I was sure that the guru was fulfilling
whatI had really wished. When we reached Jodhpur Park I asked
where Baba was and was told that He was already in Ananda
Nagar.
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On another occasion I had a deep wish. After seeing the first
Super 8 film of Baba, I had the desire to make a film of Baba. But
I thought about a professional film team, and realized that I am
not trained for that and didn't think it would happen. When
Baba came to Fiesch I packed 20 super 8 films. Dada
Karunananda came to me and said there is a camera here and
you can make a film (I never told anyone that I had the films or
wanted to make a film of Baba). Without any proper knowledge
of filming we started to make a film.

It was the camera of Shiila, from France, and she also came to
the field walks, and actually she was the first sister to come on a
field walk. Baba commented, "What I have given to one, all should
have." And from that day on (outside India) sisters came on the
field walks.

I took much footage in Fiesch and in several locations in Germany.
In Germany near the former border of West and East Germany, I
got the idea to show Baba the fence with its watch towers. In
that area the street signs are not perfect and I found the way but
then got lost and noticed I was wrong. Then I tried to guess how
to find the place and I was lost and felt really stupid. After some
time, we just stopped, and Baba asked if I knew the way. There
was another brother with me, who finally remembered the way
and guided us to the right place. I felt horrible, I was in the back
of the convoy, and then had to run to catch up with Baba when
the cars stopped. I tried to get calm and Baba looked into the
camera and said, "This boy has caught me." It was nice of Baba,
He knew my situation. I felt that Baba was saying that I had
caught my guru in my heart by my effort.
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Visiting Baba in Jail
Ainjali Devi / Iceland

When I arrived in India I went straight to Patna to get permission
to see Baba. I had to wait almost one week, but in the meantime
I listened to many marvellous stories from those who had seen
Him. I was very excited, but I could not imagine what it would
be like, since everyone had their own personal experience with
Baba. Then on the 24th January I bought garlands and went to
the jail.

There I saw many Margiis wandering around outside the gate.
After a while we were led into a