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If you keep it within yourself,
any time you open 
that area of your memory
all the beauty 
will start falling on you.



 of  an extra ordinaryMEMORIES



It is completely overwhelming that God loves us so much.

Helen Manassey2

There are many, many stories and memories 
of our Divine Mother, which have not yet been 
recorded on video, audio or set to paper, but yet 
have been experienced and treasured by thou-
sands of Her children.

The stories you are about to read are a sam-
pling from a new book, Memories of an Extraor-
dinary Mother, a part of a larger oral history 
project, which has so far recorded the stories of 
over 120 Sahaja Yogis.



When She is about to arrive, something moves inside you, 

in your heart and your Sahasrara, and fi nally 

you feel connected with Her before you can see Her.

Rosaria Tagliacia

We were like 

those tiny plants in a storm 

and often the only shelter was 

Shri Mataji’s smiling face.

Grazyna Anslow



You are fortunate you saw Me 
Shri Mataji used to stay at Jeevan Jyot in 1970 and was known as Nirmala Srivastava. 

I asked some girls where Nirmala Srivastava stayed and went up. 

Shri Mataji opened the door and said, “Are you looking for Me?” 
She held me by hand and took me inside very politely and asked me to sit down. 

“Where are you coming from?” 
“I am coming from Dhulia and I have heard your name and came looking for 

you.” 
“I am about to start this work and right now I am waiting for my daughter, 

Kalpana, to have her baby. Once I am through with that, I will call you. Please leave 
your name and address before you leave and within a month I shall call you.”

We all went from Bombay to Bordi in a train with Shri Mataji. We were all 
together. Mother would talk to all of us. We would follow Her wherever She went. I 
would never leave Mother, as I wanted to see what Mother did. I would follow Her 
and do as She directed, without any question.

We all were in some school for the night and after dinner we all went to our 
rooms and She graciously said, “Look at Raolbai from Dhulia. She always has her 
attention on what I am doing.” She used to call me “Rajkunwar.”

After dinner She would start giving Realization to people. She asked me to keep 
my hands under Her Lotus Feet. She said I was realized now. 

She worked on my back like this, raising of the kundalini. Then Mother looked 
very lovingly and sang a beautiful song, Par Brahma Parmeshwar. She sang so beauti-
fully. That face was so joyous, so loving, happy and, like this, She gave Realization 
to four or five people till midnight. 

Next day, She sat alone and called each one individually to give Self Realiza-
tion.

While returning in the train, She asked us whether we had thoughts or not. I 
said politely that I didn’t know what was happening. Then Mother asked us to put 
our hands in front of Her and asked whether we felt cool vibrations. 

Again, I replied innocently that I did not feel anything. 
“Raolbai, you are from Dhulia and I want you to come to my house tomorrow. 

All of you who felt vibrations must meditate every morning and evening, so as to go 
deep and feel the vibrations.”

I stayed with my daughter in a one room apartment and at around 4 am I was 
awakened naturally and I was shocked to see Mataji in front of me in the same posi-
tion as when She gave Self Realization in Bordi. 

When next day I met Shri Mataji, She asked me, “Do you get thoughts by put-
ting attention on Me?” 

I said, “No.” 
Mataji told me that I had attained my thoughtless state. “What did you see in 

the morning?” 
“Mother, I saw you in a meditating pose.” 
“For all people whom I gave Self Realization yesterday, I was meditating in the 

morning for them. As you all are new and do not understand, you are fortunate that 
you saw Me.”               Raolbai4



My first puja was a Guru Puja in 1977. I 
was at work and then suddenly someone 
phoned me and said, “Can you just come 
over. We’ll have a puja.” 

I didn’t know what a puja was, but I 
went. We were something like eight or nine 
people and there was an Indian pujari. This 
was the first time that I was seeing a puja. 
I just sat down and, for someone that is 
coming from an Islamic background, it all 
felt and looked quite new. Djamel Metouri

That was the first Guru Puja. There is a 
picture of Mother with some roses, holding 
some roses. I remember giving Her those 
flowers and saying, “Mother, be careful, 
there are thorns in them.”

She said, “I have to take the thorns, 
too.” And She took the flowers and then 
She said, “Can you tape record this, My 
talk?” 

That was the first time I remember Her 
giving a formal talk. I remember thinking, 
“What is the point of taping it? We are all 
here.” Shows you how unaware we were of 
what was going on.                  Pat Anslow

Just come over – 

We had a large piece of paper with a chakra chart drawn and we were offering rice and 
flowers to each of the chakras on the chart, saying mantras for each chakra. That puja was 
just a small puja because we were only nine or ten people, but there is a picture of Mother 
who is holding the flowers between Her Feet.

I can’t say it was the first, but I remember it was my first Guru Puja in 1977 with just 
ten people, as opposed to two thousand or three thousand today. This was just happening 
in the lounge of a house.

In fact, in a way, that puja was done differently from the way we do it today, which is 
we do the puja directly to the Goddess and we wash Her Feet. At that time, we did wash 
Her Feet, but at the same time we were actually using this chakra chart, actually doing 
offerings to the various chakras.         Djamel Metouri

 we’ll have a puja



The area where I used to live was round by Euston, near Tolmers Square in London and 
that area was a sort of high energy area. There were a lot of squatters and things like 
that there. We had a little community club there and one day in 1973 this fellow turned 
up, Mukund Shah, to teach us yoga. Over a year he tried all sorts of different yogas and 
meditations and then one day he went to see Shri Mataji and, because he had so much 
experience of so many sorts of yoga, he tended to be a bit skeptical and he felt vibrations, 
but not to sort of quantify it. 

So he had this group of half a dozen of us that he used to teach yoga. So he said, 
“Look, I’ve found this new sort of yoga and all we have to do is sit down in front of this 
photograph of Shri Mataji and put your hands to it.” And he produced a little black and 
white photograph. It wasn’t much bigger than a postcard. And we sat there in his rather 
cold, drafty, old bank that we used to use as a social club and we sat there with our hands 
like this before Shri Mataji’s photograph. There were about five or six of us. And he came 
round and felt our hands and asked us what we felt and we all felt different sorts of things 
because we were all in different sorts of states of awareness due to what we’d done before. 
And anyway, we all obviously felt something and he said, “You get these vibrations from 
Shri Mataji. Would you like to come and meet Her at the Bharata Vidya Bhavan?” which 
was, at that time, on New Oxford Street.

This new sort of yoga



The following Friday, we went off to the Bharata Vidya Bhavan. We met Shri Mataji and we 
sat at the back and listened to what She had to say and we realized it was something really nice. 
She was working on somebody at the time. We were aware that it was something special, but we 
had an inkling of what it might be, but weren’t prepared to admit to anybody, least of all our-
selves, that we had actually met Adi Shakti. But I think, basically, we knew that it was special. 

We went to Bharata Vidya Bhavan about two or three times and then, because the series 
was over, we moved to a house in Clare Court, Judd Street, where Mukund Shah used to live, 
just over the road from Kings Cross. We had a few meetings there and Shri Mataji told us about 
raising kundalini and this was one of the first experiences we had of actually hearing through 
Sahasrara. 

She told us all our Sahasraras were open and She said, “Put your hands over your ears and 
cover them up completely and you’ll still be able to hear Me.” And we could.

We had our hands over our ears and we could actually clearly hear what Shri Mataji was 
saying because we were hearing through our Sahasraras. Our Sahasraras had actually opened. So 
that was perhaps the first amazing experience, apart from feeling the vibrations, that we all had.

 Douglas Fry 



We had no idea about pujas. Shri Mataji had to bring a brahmin in to do the pujas. Mother 
would give him Realization and would tell him what to do. We would sit there while he went 
through the mantras and do everything. When the time came for the aarti, we didn’t know it, so 
we had a record, but the record was of this Indian movie about some Indian girl who had gone 
to America. She had got lost and had then realized the error of her ways and had come back to 
being a traditional Indian. 

We would get out this record and put it on the record player and play it and clap while it 
played. It was the music of Sabko Dua Dena, but it was the original aarti. That was a puja. We 
didn’t know how to do pujas. We didn’t know how to do anything.            Pat Anslow

Mother used to teach those protocols. She used to tell us which hand to use and how and when 
we were to put this and that on. She would lead the puja.                        Malcolm Murdoch

Shri Mataji was always stopping people and saying, “No, the mantra’s said like this and you got 
the pronunciation wrong.” So throughout the pujas, She would be directing the whole thing. 
“And we’ll have water now. We’ll have this now. We’ll have that now.”

If Mother hadn’t been there directing the puja, we’d probably never have completed it.
Gail Pottinger

We had no idea about pujas
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Back home 

One time when we had a puja, the puja started in the morning and went 
on through the whole of the day. And one particular puja, one of the 
very early pujas, we had a havan outside and we had this book of the 
thousand Sanskrit names of the Goddess. This was, I believe, actually 
the first puja in praise of Shri Mataji and was at Her house at Parklands, 
Hurst Green. 

We were sitting round there putting samagri on the havan and Shri 
Mataji was actually reading the names of Herself. 

As She pointed out, She said, “This is very strange because you’ve 
got the Goddess reading the praise of the Goddess, which is rather 
unusual.” 

This was because She was the only one who could read them. But 
whilst we were there and it was really cold outside. It was late in the year 
and the whole sky opened up like a great big halo above us. The sky 
was quite dark, but there was a whole light patch above where we were 
because the vibrations that were given out had caused the sky to open.

Douglas Fry

Reading the praise 

I remember entering in Shri Mataji’s 
house in Oxted in 1975. I was in jeans 
and was wearing an old US Army jacket 
full of holes. I kissed Her hand and gave 
Her flowers. Interestingly, I remember 
bowing and looking at the ground, so 
spontaneously. She commanded imme-
diate respect. But my heart felt such a 
relief almost immediately. 

   It is hard to say when exactly I started 
recognizing Mother, but clearly the heart 

was faster than the brain. It was greatly helped, 
no doubt, by the contagious feeling of lightness and 

joy, an enveloping feeling of affection and well-being that 
made you feel, “I am back home! Home, sweet home!”

Gregoire de Kalbermatten



When Shri Mataji came back to England in 1976, after we had first met 
Her in ‘75, we didn’t have public programs. We just had these meetings at a 
house. 

At one stage, She called me and said that She had to go to an Indian 
ladies’ meeting somewhere in west London and She wanted me to come and 
talk about Sahaja Yoga. We’d never done anything like that before and I was 
absolutely terrified. I was twenty-one. 

She took me on the tube and all the way there. While we were on the 
tube, She schooled me as to what I was going to say and what was going to 
happen and how it would be. 

“It’ll be all right.” 
I just couldn’t believe this and we walked from the tube. I mean can you 

imagine all this — going on the tube with Mother?
We got to this place and the Indian ladies were very respectful of Mother, 

which was something new for me to see, how they regarded Her. They under-
stood about touching Her Feet momentarily, whereas we had just been told, 
“Put your hands under Her Feet to get the vibrations.” So it was again a new 
experience to see that whole thing. 

Then She got me to sit in front of all these ladies and She sat just a little 
way from me and She fed me lines to say. Then someone translated them. 
After about ten minutes it was like learning to ride a bike. She sort of gave me 
a final push and I was off and She didn’t have to prompt me any more because 
suddenly here were people who actually wanted to know about Shri Mataji. 

It didn’t matter that they didn’t understand me and they had to wait to 
have it translated and perhaps would never do it again. It was this incredible 
surge of feeling that I could tell people about Mother and it was my first 
experience of talking to people. And the way in which She literally hand-led 
me along that path was incredible. And I didn’t want to stop. They kind of 
had to haul me off. 

“Well, thank you very much. Come and have some tea” or something. 
And we went back by tube.               Maureen Rossi

Learning 
to ride 
a bike
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I remember at one of those 
meetings at Camden Town Hall 

in London, Mother was giving 
Her talk and in walks this lady 

at the back. She was really 
rather small, pretty dirty, two 

plastic bags hanging off her. 
She had come in and 

walked down the centre aisle 
and, as yogis, we thought, 

“Oh dear, we don’t want this 
lady too near Mother.” 

Mother greeted her like a 
long lost friend and said, 
“How lovely to see you.” 
And this smelly little old 

bag-lady smiled back and 
Mother said, “Find her a seat.” 

She sat right in the front 
and later Mother said she was 

a very old realized soul and 
it was such a lesson for us all, 

that you don’t measure people 
by what is on the outside. 

Mother saw the beauty and, 
for the rest of us, she was 

a smelly, old bag-lady. 
We wanted to protect our 

Mother from someone like that, 
but Mother knew better.

Mary Heaton

Mother 
saw the 
beauty



Just barefooted students

I attended my first Caxton Hall program in the early summer 
of 1978. In those days, Mother held programs every Monday 
near St. James Park in Victoria, London. Even outside Caxton 
Hall and across the road there was this sensation of tranquil-
lity. There were three of us. We were late and Shri Mataji had 
already begun the program.

Caxton Hall seemed unusually beautiful that sunny eve-
ning. I felt like a child. There was a small lecture room with 
shoes, sandals and chappals piled up outside. Inside Shri Mataji 
was seated on an armchair, upon a slightly raised rostrum in 
front of the window. She had Her left hand upon the Sahasrara 
of a young woman, who sat on the floor with her back towards 
Shri Mataji, slightly to Her left. There were two or three other 
young people sitting on the rostrum around Her Feet.

My first impression was of a large, confident personality, 
full of warmth and humour, completely different to the silent, 
little Madonna I had expected. Her hair was loose about Her 
shoulders. Her arms seemed huge and powerful. I noticed Her 
smile.

As we entered, She broke off from the talk She was giving 
to greet us, calling out a warm and friendly, “Hello. Come, 
come. Are you new?”

A small international group of alternative-type young 
people were seated respectfully on rows of chairs, facing 
Mother, with their hands out, palms upward. Shri Mataji indi-
cated for us to go and sit near Her on the rostrum. She told us 
to close our eyes and to put our hands, palms upward, out to 
Her. Then She asked those seated around to watch and see if 
our eyelids flickered. Mine did and somebody pointed it out. 

When She turned to me and inquired about my fluttery 
eyelids, I told Her that I occasionally suffered from tension, 
although I felt so peaceful there. 

She said, “Oh, my poor child” and got me to remove the 
giraffe-hair bracelet that I was wearing. The fluttering stopped. 
She told us to stop thinking. It was very easy. I felt wonderful. 

She turned to me a couple of times, saying to the others, 
“Look, she’s beautiful.” I looked around me and everyone was 
radiant with innocent, open faces. Shri Mataji seemed to work 
on each and everybody.

She was the nucleus, calling out to every one of us whilst 
we worked, “How is she?” or “Where is he catching?” “Has she 
got it?”

We were all taking vibrations from Her and, meanwhile, 
She would be personally working on someone else and often 
giving a talk at the same time. 

Sometimes She would sit someone down in front of 
Her and then ask everybody, “How is he? Which chakra is 
blocked?” 

She was creating the collective.     Marilyn Leate

Creating the 
collective
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Sahaja Yoga was not at all what it is today. It was so informal, as well. First, we didn’t have 
any programs which were with a lot of people. We used to go and meet at one yogi’s place 
on a Sunday afternoon. Mother used to come by train to Victoria Station and then She 
would come by taxi.

One of the things I find, when you look at Sahaja Yogis today, now they all have cars. 
They all go and organize their programs. They all have money. They have all kinds of 
means. They have a lot more facilities than we had at the time.

I remember when we were staying at Finchley, in the ashram, we started organizing 
meetings at Caxton Hall in London, but we never did anything like today, which means 
we didn’t have all the facilities like having cars and vans and things like that. We were just 
barefooted students. We used to actually take a picture of Mother and take anything we 
could take, candles and incense and so on, and we went by bus. 

I remember in the early days, even Mother coming by train to London from Oxted, 
where She lived and then She would take a taxi. I even remember Her coming to a pro-
gram by tube.

It seems that we have come a long way. A lot of Sahaja Yogis don’t realize that their 
standard of living has risen so much. They don’t realize that Sahaja Yoga never started like 
this. You know, it started with very little means, with the very little that the Sahaja Yogis 
that were there at the time had. In fact, the Sahaja Yogis used everything they had in their 
hands to help Sahaja Yoga.          Djamel Metouri

Just barefooted students



My mother had just been recently introduced to Sahaja Yoga and to Shri Mataji 
in about 1973. She was at the early stages of experiencing vibrations, experiencing 
within herself. She did not consciously know Shri Mataji was Shri Adi Shakti. 

At that time, my parents were living in Ambanath, which is a suburb of 
Mumbai, and one day someone rang the doorbell and my mum opened the door 
and there was a sadhu or sanyasi wearing all saffron robes. He presented himself and 
said that his guru had sent him because he had heard that my mother was a disciple 
of Shri Adi Shakti. My mother was dumbfounded because she didn’t expect anyone 
to come and ring the doorbell and say that. So my mum gave him Self Realization, 
took his contact details and reported this to Shri Mataji.

In fact, after a few months, Shri Mataji came to our home in Ambanath and 
wanted to meet this person. His guru was one of the naonath, that is one of the nine 
great masters who stay in the Himalayas. He was a disciple of this great master.

And then Shri Mataji went to his ashram, when we also were at his ashram. 
We noticed that this man was very silent, very humble and very respectful towards 
Shri Mataji and this was because he had a total recognition of who Shri Mataji was. 
We had a whole night of bhajans and all the night he was just silent, watching Shri 
Mataji’s Lotus Feet, very, very respectfully, as if he was doing some kind of a puja 
within his heart.

At the end, he opened up a little bit and said, “Only You can do this job of 
giving Self Realization.” He said he had no hope for human beings and Shri Mataji 
asked why that was. He said that there were two of his disciples, who after many 
years of his training, of his meditation, were still smoking and still had a very bad 
Agnya chakra. He didn’t know how to open it and could not forgive them. He said 
it was only a mother’s job to help them. So, of course, Shri Mataji promptly opened 
their Agnya chakra and gave them Self Realization.

These two disciples came running to Shri Mataji’s Feet and thanked Her and 
said that their guru was very strong with them. In fact, one of the disciples was hung 
upside down over a well because he was caught smoking.

So this was a big memory which is very close to my heart, our first exposure of 
who Shri Mataji really was.           Sandeep Gadkary

About two months before I got Realization, in 1983, I had to do a gilding job. That 
is my work. I had to gild some chairs and a sofa. I had to deliver these things and 
it was to 54 or 56 Brompton Square, just up the road from Shri Mataji’s house in 
London. 

One afternoon I was driving round Brompton Square very slowly, looking for 
this house, where the chairs had to go. I didn’t know where it was. Once I got to 
the other side, I saw a beautiful lady. She was wearing a wonderful sari and She was 
so beautiful. 

I now know it was Shri Mataji and She must have just got back from a func-
tion with Sir C.P. Srivastava. I was surprised to see this beautiful Indian lady living 
here. I had never seen an Indian lady dressed so beautifully as that. The way She was 
dressed was fantastic and that stuck in my mind. 

As I got to the house where I had to go, near Mother’s house, I am sure that 
Mother looked at me and then She went back inside Her house. 

And that started my seeking.              Antonio Scialo

Only 
You 

can do 
this job

That 
started 

my 
seeking





Shri Mataji asked me and another boy to put some marble tiles on the floor. I had never 
done this sort of thing before, but She told me to just try to do it.       Giovanni Albanesi

Now, as an architect, I was familiar with this kind of job, but only from a theoretical 
standpoint and none of us had any practical experience in this domain. We were a little 
nervous, as tiling with marble was not supposed to be easy, but we knew that, with Moth-
er’s blessings, all is possible and we started the work.              Duilio Cartocci

At a certain point, the cement was nearly finished and Shri Mataji came to visit us and we 
told Her that the cement was nearly finished.     Giovanni Albanesi

We asked an English Sahaja Yogi to go to the shops and buy more, but he shortly returned 
saying the shops were closed. Some time later, Shri Mataji Herself came to see how the 
work was going and, when we told Her that we were running out of cement, She very 
gently pointed out the urgency of finishing that day.

Then She smiled and said, “Just give a bandhan.”        Duilio Cartocci

She said we should give a bandhan. I hardly knew what this meant and thought maybe 
this meant that we would find a shop open.                Giovanni Albanesi

She said, “Don’t worry and just keep going and go on and go ahead with your work.”  
        Alessandra Pallini

This bucket never ended
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It was my job to mix the cement with the water and the more 
I took out from the sack, the more I found inside. When we 
finished the marble floor, we found we still had cement left over, 
which turned out to be precisely sufficient to tile the corridor 
leading to the kitchen. The bucket emptied just as we finished.

Duilio Cartocci

They went on and this bucket never ended with this cement. 
They went on and on and it was still full. It never ended and so 
they could finish the whole room and so it was finished by the 
time we had to leave for the Guru Puja.         Alessandra Pallini

We realized that this was a miracle.               Giovanni Albanesi

While we were working, a little child walked up to the freshly 
laid tiles and disturbed them. When the child had left, we spent 
a few minutes putting the tiles back into place. Duilio Cartocci

This boy, Giovanni, had just finished the tiling and he had put 
two pieces of wood on the entrance of the dining room because 
he didn’t want the people to step on the tiles just yet. 

Then Shri Mataji came down the stairs and into the cor-
ridor, which was also just done. It was just done and he had put 
some wooden pieces around. She walked on the corridor and 
She went to the dining room and She looked inside. She went 
in. Yes, She did. She also walked in there. 

Giovanni was thinking, “Oh, my God, now I am going to 
have to do it all again,” because I thought it must be all out of 
place.                Alessandra Pallini

“Well,” we thought to ourselves humbly, “whatever Mother 
wants to do, that’s fine. We can reset the tiles afterwards, no 
problem.”

But when She left, we looked closely and discovered that 
the only tiles that had moved were those which we ourselves had 
slightly mis-set and which were now exactly in the right posi-
tion.       Duilio Cartocci

Then he looked at the tiles and they were perfectly all right. 
There wasn’t even one millimetre moved out of place — com-
pletely in place, as if She had no weight.        Alessandra Pallini



Like the Sermon 
on the Mount
Do you remember that village called Karuse? We went to this village and it 
was an amazing experience because the villagers had come from miles and 
miles around and they were everywhere. We were in Maharashtra and way 
in the countryside and it was a very simple village. They had a bullock cart, 
a simple bullock cart, flat top with palm trees over the top of it and a bul-
lock driver, who slowly took Shri Mataji through the village and we danced 
in front of it and all the villagers played their music and came and She gave 
a program.                  Kay McHugh

We went to a small village just outside of Pune. It was a very dusty place and 
all the village people came and they were sitting on roofs and walls. They 
were just everywhere. The program was held outdoors.     Cheryl Bradshaw

There were people literally hanging out of the trees and on the tops of 
ruined walls and hanging everywhere and I remember we were near the 
front and I was looking around. I looked around and back and I thought, 
“This is like the Sermon on the Mount. They’re everywhere.” You know, 
these people were just hanging everywhere, these village people.         

Kay  McHugh

There was an Indian man sitting next to me, from Bombay, and Mother was 
speaking in Marathi and he was translating to me what was happening.

Mother had said that all these people were worshipping a false god and 
that there was some priest in this little village that had been taking their 
money and saying that he was God. Mother said, “I am going to make it 
rain and if he is God, then he will be able to stop it.” Suddenly there was 
thunder and lightning just in the background. The next thing it absolutely 
poured with rain.           Cheryl Bradshaw

It was a very short talk in Marathi, but it was an amazing experience and 
it hadn’t rained there for – like they were destitute because it hadn’t rained 
there for ever such a long time. As soon as the talk finished, the skies opened 
and the rain came down and we all had to run for cover and like it was 
thousands of people.                                      Kay McHugh

Shri Mataji said, “There you go. He would be able to stop that if he was 
God.” This is the translation from the Indian man and it just poured and 
poured for about one hour. It had not rained for nine months and the 
Indian people were just totally over the moon. They just danced, sang and 
ended up covered with mud. Because there had been no rain, it was very 
dusty and when the rain came, it became very muddy. It was a really joyous 
occasion.                                                                           Cheryl Bradshaw18



Joy beyond all joy
While meditating in Ganapatipule in December of 2000, Mother Kundalini started 
relaxing my body. She was preparing me to receive Shri Mataji in my heart. 

Then the call came, “Mother has arrived!” 
Mother Kundalini jumped in alert and respect, the heart anticipating the arrival of 

the Divine Mother. She is coming. 
The moment we saw the car, our hearts rejoiced and tears were ready to fall. The heart 

starts beating faster in anticipation of seeing Mother for the first time. 
Then slowly, very slowly, Mother steps out of the car. At that moment we felt like 

running to Her already. She took small steps and walked to the chair. 
Though I could only see Her back, already all of us were in such tears of joy. 
The heart cries out, “Joy beyond all joy” just to see Her. This feeling goes beyond any 

kind of love ever felt. 
At that moment you just feel like hugging someone to your heart’s content. 
Shri Mataji turns and pays Her respects to all present. The music continues. With the 

joy of seeing Her, a new transformation takes place.            Seetha Murugappan



During the 1988 India tour, we visited a handicraft exhibition in Pune. There were many 
stalls with clothes, jewellery, leather articles, carvings and other things from all over India. 
Shri Mataji was also there for some time to look at the exhibition and do a little shop-
ping.

Like everyone else, I strolled from one kiosk to the other and stopped at some very 
nice wooden carvings. I liked some of them very much, specially a Buddha statue. I took 
it in my hand to look at it closer. As I was standing there, I realized all of a sudden that 
Shri Mataji was standing next to me and was looking at some carvings, which the kiosk 
holder was showing Her. As usual, She was surrounded by a large crowd of people.

Somehow being so close to Mother was too much for me and I went two steps back-
wards, so I was standing behind Her. I was thinking that I would not keep all the things 
bought here in India, although I liked them very much, but I would use them as pres-
ents for those who stayed back in Austria. But I was thinking that if Shri Mataji would 
touch one of these statues, I would keep it and place it on my altar at home. Lost in this 
thought, I did not realize that all the people had left and, as I looked up, there was only 
Shri Mataji there. 

She looked at me, came towards me. Everything was so bright all of a sudden. 
She greeted me and asked if I had already purchased something. I was so perplexed 

that I couldn’t answer. I also had the feeling She was not expecting one. 
Then She saw the Buddha statue in my hand and said, “Ah, Buddha, how beautiful.” 

And She took it in Her hand to look at it. Then She gave it to me in a very friendly and 
gentle way.

I was so stunned that I didn’t move for several minutes. Something just happened, the 
way as I was thinking two minutes before. 

At this moment, I knew again that each thought which will be thought is in Shri 
Mataji and has some effect – and not only in Shri Mataji’s surroundings.    Edwin Tobias

Each Thought a Strand
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We went with Mr. Pradhan on a trip to Nasik in 1980 or 1981. 
Mr. Pradhan’s car never breaks down according to Mr. Pradhan, 
but it broke down that day and he was mortified. He had to end 
up by getting Shri Mataji’s son-in-law’s car. 

We first went to a hospital where there was a Sahaja Yogi’s 
mother-in-law, something like that, who had gone to a false guru 
after getting her Realization. She’d gone blind and Mother went 
to the hospital in Her compassion and She said to me, “Now you 
don’t come in.” Obviously, I wasn’t strong enough, vibratorily-
wise.

She went into the hospital and after She came out again, I 
was amazed because She sat in front of me in the front seat of the 
car and, because She’d worked on this woman’s blindness, Her 
back Agnya had sucked in all the negativity and it was pulsating 
out about an inch and a half. You could see it. I sat there with 
my mouth open and watching the back of Her Agnya go in and 
out and in and out, as She obviously was working out the back 
Agnya. That was a pretty amazing experience to see that, to see 
the bones move like that and pulsating.

Then we went on this trip over the mountains to Nasik, 
where She seemed to drop off to sleep occasionally, which we all 
know She doesn’t really do. We also had various conversations. 

Mr. Pradhan was driving and from time to time She’d say, 
“Horn, Pradhan, horn,” as we’d go screaming around the corner 
of a mountain road on the wrong side. 

And we got lost. We got lost and it got dark and the Sahaja 
Yogis were having a program in Nasik, so She was missing the 
program. Poor Mr. Pradhan was feeling worse and worse because 
he couldn’t find his way in the dark. 

Eventually, we stopped in at Niphad, which I think is the 
nearest town. We stopped to have tea, so we could find direc-
tions. We were standing in the carpark of this tea place, which 
was very barren with only telephone poles and lines and tar on 
the ground.

Shri Mataji started telling me the story about how this was 
the place where the nose of Ravana’s sister got cut off by Shri 
Rama. She was telling me the story, “And that’s why this place is 
called Nasik because it means nose.” 

Then She just looked around, as if it was a very familiar place 
to Her and said, “Of course, it was all forest then.” And She 
looked and said, “This was the place.” 

Here we were standing in this very stark, stark area with not a 
tree in sight. But She just looked around and said, “But this was 
all forest then.” 

So it made you feel that it was just a yesterday’s memory.  
        Kay McHugh

Yesterday’s 
memory



Let me tell you about the program of Ahmadabad. I went from Dhulia and the family 
with whom we had to stay were Jains and in this family, there was only one Sahaja Yogi 
and the rest were kind of not impressed with Sahaja Yoga. This yogi had a very big bun-
galow. I waited at the house while the family went to the station to receive Mother. 

When Mother arrived here and saw me, She exclaimed, “You have come again for 
Me!”

There we shared the same room, as Mother would say, “How can I sleep alone? You 
have to be with Me.” 

During the time Mother slept, the vibrations would descend on Her like a sky all 
around Her with stars like a small universe surrounding. 

In the morning, I would tell Mother what I had seen. 

You have called me
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Shri Mataji said, “This is what has to be witnessed. It is your good fortune that you 
have witnessed all this. You see, in this big family, no one is bothered about Me and, 
without you, who would have taken care of Me?”

I would prepare tea and food for Mother, as the family we were living with were 
Jain and they had plenty of food restrictions. Mother would again and again say that the 
Divine has sent you.

“Yes, Mother,” I said, “You are divine and you have called me.”
We would talk for hours together, even have our tea and food together. Since I come 

from the family of Devi bhaktas, we did all that we would do to worship the Devi, like 
the washing of feet, etc. 

Mother would tell others that just follow what Raolbai does, as she has been a Devi 
bhakta and she knows all about the worship of Devi. “All protocols of Devi worship she 
knows, so do as she does.”

The first programs used to be in Bordi and once, while returning, we saw all the stars 
following Mother. When She was sleeping, all the stars covered Her and the whole, whole 
room was filled with scintillating, sparkling stars. 

Next day, when I told Mother about what I had seen the previous night, She said, 
“That’s what I am and, in fact, I am everything. Now I have told you.”     Raolbai



I was really quite nervous of Mother because of my conditioning about anyone who is 
in authority. I was really very nervous that I would do something wrong and this stayed 
in the back of my mind. We went to India. It was to look at textiles in Gujarat, not for 
Sahaja Yoga. We found when we got back to Delhi that there was going to be Shivaratri 
Puja and if we changed our flight we could go to it. 

Shri Mataji asked to see my husband and I went along with him, thinking I would sit 
outside and wait for him. Anyway, we both went in and sat with Mother and somebody 
had brought the kind of fabrics that we had been looking at in Gujarat. But Mother 
described much more to us and taught us about the symbolism of the designs that these 
simple fabrics had. And I found that relaxed me a lot, looking at something that I had 
already seen. 

It was amazing the way Mother worked on me because I was much too shy to say 
anything. She took Her shawl off. She had Her brown shawl, which was very, very soft. I 
thought She said it was made of bird feathers and She said it is so soft that it would pass 
through my wedding ring and yet it is as warm as a blanket. 

She said, “Feel it.”
My husband held it and I held it. 
Shri Mataji held it and it was as if the silence was complete and I just – as if Shri 

Mataji was saying, “I’ve got you.” 
I remember this complete feeling of peace and I remember thinking, “I wish every-

body could feel this idea that we really are just held by Mother.” She didn’t say anything 
to me. It was just done by silence and holding Her shawl.            Rosemary Maitland

It was done by silence
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This was in spring 1982, in Rome. Gregoire de Kalbermatten had left Rome to 
go to Austria in January or February. I was a yogini of not even one year and Shri 
Mataji all of a sudden said She would come to Rome to give programs again.

That meant that this time She would stay in my flat. She decided She would 
have three or four programs and She was coming for six days. I had no experience 
of being with Shri Mataji, beside what I had seen of Shri Mataji during that less 
than one year. I had no experience of Her staying in my home and I had never 
been on the frontline to take care of Her, Her meals, Her well-being. 

So Guillemette Metouri came to Rome to help. She was talking Italian per-
fectly. There was also Alan Henderson and a little group of fresh yogis of Italy, 
who got their Realization when Shri Mataji came in November, so they were less 
than six-month-old yogis. And that was it. Maybe there were one or two Swiss 
yogis, but I’m not sure that it was on that occasion.

Guillemette had no experience of being close to Mother and looking after 
Mother either and there we were. Guillemette was in charge of the kitchen and 
that meant cooking for Shri Mataji and for ourselves and we would cook the 
same for Shri Mataji as for ourselves. She was also in charge of translating Shri 
Mataji, of making the introduction for these four programs and I had to over-
look the whole. 

Mother would sit at the table in the dining room, take Her meals with us. We 
would all be sitting and eating on the floor around Her. Mother would talk to 
us and Guillemette would translate, after having cooked for all of us, with some 
help, of course, but Guillemette would translate for Mother.

There was one bathroom, so it was the same for Mother and for us, about ten 
or fifteen yogis sleeping in my flat. We would have to get ready in the morning 
and then clean up the bathroom and while She was in the bathroom, we would 
quickly clean up Her bedroom, so it would be clean when She would come back. 
Needless to say, it was the same kitchen we were using for Shri Mataji and our-
selves and the same tableware. Maybe I had a special pillow, but I am not sure. 
At that time, I did not even have special sheets for Her. It must have been very 
hard for Her to take in all those vibrations of a new yogini.

I would go shopping with Her, while Guillemette would stay and cook with 
a little team. She would stop in an ice cream parlour and we would have an ice 
cream around Shri Mataji and accompany Her here or there. She wanted to look 
at marble and at wood for frames. She was building Brompton Square and She 
would look for things for Brompton Square.

One morning, Antonio Saracino played piano for Mother. This piano was 
not in the lounge where Shri Mataji would stay with us, but in a room, which 
was the working room, where we slept, where we would iron the towels and 
napkins for Shri Mataji. 

She said She wanted to listen to Antonio playing or something like that and 
She came into this room so quickly. We arranged a little cushion under Her Feet 
and She sat there and while She was sitting there, Guillemette was ironing, Anto-
nio was playing the piano and I was folding what Guillemette had ironed. It was 
just such a feeling of family life of the children with their Mother and where our 
daily life was completely integrated with Shri Mataji.                         Ruth Flint

Our 
daily 
life



At Ganapatipule in the year 2000, I had the great privilege to offer the garland to Shri 
Mataji when She arrived for one of the music programs. So I was waiting at the back, 
just holding the garland in my hand, just meditating and someone came past me and I 
was hoping they would tell me what to do. I was a bit worried as to how to do it because 
it looked like quite a small garland and I wasn’t sure how it was going to fit over Shri 
Mataji’s head. But anyway someone came past me and said, without my asking, “Just sit 
and meditate. Shri Mataji is doing everything.” 

So I just said to myself over and over, “Shri Mataji, You do everything. I do nothing.” 
Then the time came to go out. 

The other lady did aarti to Shri Mataji and then I went to try to put the garland over 
Shri Mataji’s head and then I heard this voice very close to me, saying very softly, She said, 
“You can put it at My Feet only.” 

With that, I almost fell to Her Feet and put the garland at Her Feet. So She must have 
known it wasn’t going to fit and that was Her way of working it out for me. 

So, in those words, “You can put it at My Feet only,” that is my answer to my every 
question.                 Anna Chicos

Answer to my every question
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On the 1st January 1988, on New Year’s Day, I saw Shri 
Mataji for the first time. 

They announced that Shri Mataji was not coming 
that day, but would come the next day. I was disap-
pointed because New Year’s Day was special, but then 
they announced that Shri Mataji was coming and then 
She came and I saw Her for the first time. 

At that time, the program was in Malgond, in the 
village there, and I saw Her coming out of the car and 
walking one or two steps. And after that I got lost. 

I don’t remember anything and then I saw Her on 
the stage. 

It was like moonlight, watching Her.  Nirmal Gupta

One year, Shri Mataji was coming to the 
airport in New Delhi and there were lots of 
Sahaja Yogis who had come from all over India 
and abroad to receive Her at the airport. 

We were also there with our collective 
group from Dehra Dun. All the Sahaja Yogis 
were carrying flowers in their hands and they 
were singing bhajans. 

Then the plane of Shri Mataji arrived and 
we were told that She would be coming out 
very soon and that we should form two long 
queues on both the sides, so that Shri Mataji 
could walk right in the middle and everyone 
could get the darshan of Shri Mataji. We were 
all standing in long queues. There were more 
than a thousand Sahaja Yogis and the whole 
airport seemed to be just full of vibrations. 

Then Shri Mataji was coming – we saw 
through the glass doors – and, as She was 
walking between the queues, there were Sahaja 
Yogis who were carrying a big shawl behind 
Her and all the Sahaja Yogis were putting the 
flowers into the shawl. I must have been stand-
ing somewhere in the middle of the queue, not 
at the end and not at the beginning. We saw 
Shri Mataji was approaching. Suddenly, my 
eyes closed. I wanted to see Shri Mataji, but 
my eyes closed. 

As She passed us, it felt like a huge ocean 
of joy just hit us. I mustn’t say hit us, but it just 
went right through us. It was something that 
is beyond words, as if something just passed 
right through you. 

When Shri Mataji passed and you looked 
behind, it seemed like a huge ocean of joy 
which was moving right in between the two 
queues of Sahaja Yogis. 

Shri Mataji entered the car and suddenly 
all the Sahaja Yogis, they were just so much 
full of joy that our centre leader came to us and 
said, “What more do you want?” 

And we said, “Nothing.”        Ajay Arora

Like 
moonlight

What more 
do you want?





The highest spirituality 
There is a very famous astrologer. Five Sahaja Yogis did a course on astrology with him. 
We wanted to study something about the elements and he had a lot of knowledge about 
it. He told us he had done thousands of horoscopes of famous people, especially the ones 
who had in some way influenced human history. One day we brought him the horoscope 
of Shri Mataji and asked him to tell something about it. He said he had no time, but 
would look at it later.

For three weeks he kept on saying this. Then he said we should look at it with him. 
The first thing he said was that the aspect of motherhood was like the queen of Austria, 
Maria Theresa. He said that the subject of this horoscope would continually keep on 
becoming more and more famous, even after She is no longer in this world. Then he 
said She had the highest spirituality. Nobody can be compared with Her and no one 
can oppose Her. He said no one could create such a horoscope out of their imagination 
because nobody could believe that such a person could exist.

One week later, this astrologer met us and told us that we have a very great guru or 
master. Then he said that soon people will not be interested in the outer life, but the inner 
life and this time is coming now.            Werner Steindl

In May 1983 Shri Mataji had just completed a lecture tour of Australia and had stopped 
over at Kuala Lumpur, en route to India, where She was to give some public programs. 

At Singapore airport, Matthew Fogarty and I had the privilege of being able to join 
Her for the onward flight to Bombay. We were waiting in the queue of people to go 
through the metal detector prior to boarding the aircraft. 

As Shri Mataji started to walk through, followed by Matthew and I, all the lights 
started to flash and the buzzers to sound. Shri Mataji was called to one side by a security 
attendant and, after we had gone through without a murmur from the alarms, we fol-
lowed to where She was detained. Shri Mataji was wearing a typical traditional Indian 
sari and blouse, with bare arms and midriff. The security attendant was using his hand 
scanner to check for any metal objects and, to his surprise, it continued to sound while 
scanning Shri Mataji, even on Her bare arms. He checked his device on himself by scan-
ning his arm and it only buzzed when going over his watch. A little confused, he once 
again scanned Shri Mataji, especially Her bare arms and the device continued to buzz. 

According to the metal detector, this Indian lady, wearing only a silk sari with bare 
arms and midriff, was clad in a suit of armour. In the confusion and in disbelief in what 
was happening before his eyes and with a queue of passengers building up and walking 
through the detector without supervision, he waved to Shri Mataji to carry on. 

Shri Mataji chuckled to Herself and walked on into the boarding lounge. 
All this happened in a matter of ten to fifteen seconds. Matthew and I both saw it and 

were totally bemused by the maya that Shri Mataji had played. I doubt that anyone else in 
that busy airport lounge realized what had happened that early morning.     Albert Lewis

She was clad in armour
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That was a wonderful experience I had. She was curing people. A friend of mine, She gave 
her a bandhan on Her hand because she was having problems with an allergy. Mother 
gave her a bandhan on Her hand and said, “The allergy has gone. It’s all finished.” It was 
true. After that, my friend had no more problems. She was completely cured. 

I was the last person to go up on that occasion and I had bowed my head down to 
Her and I couldn’t even get up because I was feeling such wonderful vibrations and energy 
that were coming from Her. I heard a voice. It seemed a tiny voice, as if it was a long way 
off. 

“Yes, you can get up now. You can get up.” I got up slowly and I saw Her face and it 
took the whole vision that I had from right to left and I just saw a huge face. I don’t know 
what happened. I was in another level of meditation maybe. It was like the moon, as if 
Her face was like the moon.

She said, “How beautiful, how sweet.” 
That was a wonderful experience I had. 
It’s all these little experiences like that, which stay with you for the rest of your life. 

You can’t ignore them.            Sharon Vincent

You 
can’t 

ignore 
them



It was after the 1988 Shri Krishna Puja and we were supposed to go up 
to Switzerland, where the next puja was to be. Everybody was on their 
way to Switzerland, but my car broke down and I had to take the offer 
of a lady to go with her in her car. She had to go down to Arezzo, which 
is way down south of Milan, in Tuscany. So I went with her because she 
wanted to visit someone there, but she promised we would be in Switzer-
land, way up north, in time for the puja. 

During the drive down to Tuscany, I suddenly developed a very 
strong desire to be with Shri Mataji. It was only my second year in Sahaja 
Yoga and I couldn’t see why I was having to go down to Tuscany, if Shri 
Mataji was on Her way north, to Switzerland. The journey was nice, but 
the desire remained very strong. 

We reached Arezzo and got out and had a little walk. We sat down in 
a coffee shop and, to our amazement, suddenly a big black car drove past 
with Shri Mataji in it. Her family was with Her. 

So we walked towards the car and found Shri Mataji at a square in 
the town, which was called the Square of Mary. Somebody was massag-
ing Her legs at this time and while this was happening we were able to 
see Her. 

“What are you doing here?” said Shri Mataji. 
We didn’t know what to say because Arezzo is a long way from 

Milan. 
“You come shopping with us,” Shri Mataji said – that was Helga 

from Germany and me.
Shri Mataji went to a place which was very popular there, which 

dealt in semi-precious stones and white horses carved out of stone and 
that sort of thing. She sat down there and we felt She was working on us. 
She was buying things, ordering things and so on. It was all very quiet 
and Shri Mataji was sitting in a chair with a Coca-Cola. 

When Shri Mataji stood up to go out of the shop, four and a half 
hours had passed. Then Shri Mataji spoke to Helga, the driver of our 
car.

“What did you buy?”
Helga said she had bought an egg of semi-precious stone.
Shri Mataji said the egg was very auspicious. Then Shri Mataji 

walked towards me and took both my hands in Her hands and pressed 
them with Hers. 

“This is the desire,” She said, meaning that we had found Her 
because our desire was that. We had been wondering how this could 
have happened. 

Shri Mataji asked us to go for ice cream with Her, but I had the 
feeling that this was too much. We followed Shri Mataji and the whole 
crowd, but somehow they suddenly were not there any more. They had 
vanished. So then we went to our car, but we didn’t find Her car any 
more. I had the feeling that what happened was just right. Ice cream too 
would have been too much. 

When Shri Mataji pressed my hands, something so beautiful hap-
pened. I felt overwhelmed with joy for hours. I don’t know how to 
describe it.         Christina Sweet

This is 
the desire



32

We were in Portugal in 1981 in a small village called Cintra. We were a little bunch of 
yogis, about ten people, and we went to an inn, which was at the top of a hill. 

So we all sat around the table. It was actually a rectangular table and Mother had a 
white sari on and Her long hair on Her shoulders. She was at the middle of the table and 
on the table there was a basket of bread and some grapes and we were all waiting there to 
have our supper.            Antoinette Wells

So at that time, I remember the picture because it was 
so beautiful. Shri Mataji had Her long hair on Her 
shoulders, dark hair, and She had a dark red shawl 
around Her. Marie-Laure Cernay

My sister, Marie-Laure, and I remember there were 
two little local girls who rushed into the restaurant 
and Mother smiled at them and then they rushed out 
again. 

Mother just said, “Realized!” 
I thought, “Oh, how sweet, they just came in to 

get their Realization.” They were about ten years old 
and just went in and out, running.     Antoinette Wells

Antoinette asked Shri Mataji, “Shri Mataji, please, 
could you explain to us, what was the charisti, what 
was the communion?”       Marie-Laure Cernay

I remember very much what happened then. We were taking some grapes and She just 
put Her hands on the grapes and said, “Just wait.” 

So She put Her hands on the grapes for a while and She said, “Now you can take the 
grapes.” 

Well, first we had a taste of the grapes before She put Her hands on the grapes and She 
said, “Wait.” The grapes were quite average, a bit sugary, but no taste. 

After She put Her hands on the grapes, they were absolutely succulent, full of a lovely 
nectar flavour. 

So we just ate the grapes and praised Her and said how nice it was and how good it 
was.                                    Antoinette Wells

In a minute, She was really looking like Christ and She took a loaf of bread, which was 
quite big, which was quite like an oval shape and She took that bread in Her hand. She 
kept it in Her hand a little while. Then She just started to give a little piece of that bread 
to each one of us.               Marie-Laure Cernay

Mother just 
unravelled everything 



She said, “Now you take this bread and share it among yourselves.” 
So we did it and, obviously, I started to be quite amazed at what was going on here 

because I could recall a scene that had happened in the past, two thousand years ago. 
Actually, that was exactly what Mother said when that was done. 

She said, “You see, when Christ shared the bread among His disciples, He could say, 
‘Take that because it is my body,’ because this very bread was His own body,” because 
it was full of vibrations and, as He was full of vibrations, He was pranava. He was the 
vibrations Himself. He could convey that to the bread and, obviously, when the disciples 
would eat this bread, they would eat His vibrations. And the same with the grapes or the 
wine that She transformed.           Antoinette Wells

“That’s all. That’s it. That’s all of it,” She told us.
We all ate this in silence and we realized that this communion, this charisti, it was the 

same as the vibrated food that Shri Mataji is giving to us and She was putting the vibra-
tions in the bread and then giving it to all of us.           Marie-Laure Cernay

So obviously, at that time, I was completely in awe and I was in meditation because years 
and years of Catholicism never explained to me that mystery. There, in a telescopic way, 
in five seconds, Mother just unravelled everything for us and we understood what was 
going on and it was very beautiful.          Antoinette Wells

So we realized also, as an experience, what it was. It was a very strong moment.
Marie-Laure Cernay

After this episode, we went out and it was the evening and it was a beautiful sunset in 
Cintra, in Portugal. I remember Shri Mataji having Her burgundy-coloured shawl around 
Her head. Her big brown eyes were looking at the sun and the sun was enormous, just at 
the horizon, and it seemed not to move. We were all still beside Her, looking at the sun. 

In my head, I thought, “The sun is waiting to go down because Mother is here.” 
And then She blinked. The sun went down and I felt that the sun was saluting Her 

and that was the end of this beautiful evening.       Antoinette Wells



34



27

It was in the winter ‘89-90 India tour and I was not okay at all that winter. It was a big 
test for my family. My husband, Kingsley, was in England. The children were in Rome 
and we had gone through quite a dramatic time.

Anyway, I was in India to try to get better, back in shape, the end of the tour was 
coming and I still did not feel all right. At some point towards the end of the tour, Shri 
Mataji sent a message that I would have to stay for a press conference, which She was 
going to give while the tour was at the end in Kalwe. Of course, I said yes and so a Swiss 
yogi took my airplane place. We changed my ticket, as the press conference was supposed 
to take place one day after the departure of the Swiss group, with whom I was travelling.

Then it so happened that the press conference was forwarded and I could have taken 
the plane with the Swiss group and so the leader told me, “Don’t you want to try to come 
to the airport and to see if you find still a place?”

I said, “No, no, it’s okay. I won’t insist now. I have a place for later and this yogi has 
got my ticket for my place. It’s fine.”

So I stayed and still a bit wondered why I stayed, but the next day was New Year’s 
or Sakranti Puja in Kalwe and there were very few Westerners left. Most of them had 
gone home, so it was mainly for the Bombay yogis. And there I was. I went to sit for the 
puja among the Indian women and they had all bought garlands of flowers, which they 
intended to give to Shri Mataji at the end of the puja. I did not have any because I did 
not know about it. These women gave me bits of their garlands, so that I would also be 
able to go and garland Shri Mataji.

So at the end of the puja there were huge queues of yogis getting ready in the usual 
mess and chaos and noise to present their garland to the Feet of Shri Mataji and I was in 
their midst. Then a few metres before I arrived close to Shri Mataji, She had someone say 
on the microphone now it was finished. Nobody could come any more and present flow-
ers because people were too excited and noisy and it was all too chaotic. But then still, we 
were the last ones allowed to present our flowers.

What I remember about that time is that this chaos and confusion actually did not 
disturb me and probably it was one of the times I’ve been most thoughtless. It’s not 
often happened to me, unfortunately. I mean, it’s one of the times I’ve been most deeply 
thoughtless.

So I arrived and, without really looking at Shri Mataji, I just put my old and damaged 
garland on top of this huge heap of garlands at Her Feet. She was sitting much higher 
than us. I just kind of raised my eyes, after having dropped my garland there, and I saw 
Shri Mataji with a big, radiant smile, smiling to me.

This was an extraordinary moment because I realized then that I had reached home, 
that this is why I was supposed to remain in India, not for this press conference, where I 
played no role at all. I was meant to stay in India so that I would eventually reach the level 
where I was supposed to be, after having not been well all those past months.

I realized, “Yes, I’ve reached home” when I saw this smile of Shri Mataji and I realized 
at that moment that, in my heart, it was okay without husband, without children, with-
out family, without home. It was not important. My home was there with Shri Mataji, at 
the Feet of Shri Mataji. And I felt such tremendous peace and joy.

I felt such gratefulness for Mother because She kept me in India until I would reach 
that point, instead of returning back home no better than before.

It was an amazing moment, where Shri Mataji had at last lifted me out of all the maya 
and attachments and I had reached my home at the Feet of Mother — or, rather, She had 
pulled me home to Her Feet. It was great and very strong and that very strong feeling of 
deep joy and serenity stayed with me a long time.    Ruth Flint

Home
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I was at Sheffield railway station in England. I was having a lot of personal 
problems at the time. There were about four or five girls in a row and Shri 
Mataji looked at us all and put Her eyes on me. I felt that She was looking 
right through me and She saw everything. 

“Come here,” She said. I walked over to Her and She took my hands 
in Her hands. “Don’t worry. Everything will be all right.” Of course, when 
She says that, everything will be all right — and is all right.

The experiences I have had with Her are very human. When you are 
with Shri Mataji, you see there is something very human. Obviously, the 
human qualities, the patience and the love and the compassion and the 
generosity, which are overwhelming, but also, at the same time, you have 
the other experiences which touch the soul and which are very spiritual. 
You see Her in certain ways, in Her subtle form maybe, which is much 
more difficult to speak about. 

When someone who has never met Shri Mataji before and they hear 
people saying, “Well, She’s very generous,” it has a great impression. This 
is because you see this generosity and you see these qualities in Her, which 
are extraordinary. This is when you don’t even know who She is or you 
don’t feel what is happening on a subtle level. 

She gives you money. She even gave me money once and obviously I 
paid Her back. But She wanted to — She gave me money very willingly 
when I needed it. The thing that is most important is the subtle effect that 
it has on you, the spiritual thing, the growth, the development in your 
self. It touches the deep part of you and it is very difficult to put it into 
words. 

To be living in this time and to have experienced all this is sometimes 
very difficult to imagine. I wonder why I was chosen and why I was lucky 
enough to have been there physically in Her presence. But also it makes 
you realize that She is everywhere, She is always there and She is eternal. 
The Spirit is eternal. But how fortunate we are in these times to see Her 
in Her bodily form. 

When you see Her at an airport, it’s incredible. There are millions of 
people in Sahaja Yoga all over the world and She comes to you and you 
know that She hasn’t changed from the first time you met Her. She is still 
behaving exactly like She did twenty years ago. But, at the same time, 
She comes up to you and says to you, “Hello, Sharon. How are you?” She 
knows everyone to the minutest detail. She knows who you are, what you 
are. And you say to yourself, “Why does She ask me because She knows 
everything about me anyway?” 

She knows every tiny little detail about everybody. She knows all their 
names and She goes so deeply into people’s problems, if they have had 
problems, to sort them out.

What always made me laugh was that sometimes in the programs She 
would drop Her handbag by Her side or take a cup of tea — so human. 
And there She was with Her hands out a second later, giving vibrations, 
completely contrary, completely opposite. You cannot comprehend this, to 
see something completely human and yet so completely above. She takes 
you to another dimension or level of consciousness. She is incredible.

Sharon Vincent

Why 
was I 

chosen?





My memories
Shri Mataji told me She would replace all the terrible memories of my misplaced 
seeking with beautiful memories and so it has indeed been. 

As She left to get in Her car, Mother gave me a big hug. It was wonderful.
Linda Williams



There is much more
Shri Mataji was moving house and we used to move Her furniture around. 

On this day, we were moving furniture from David and Hesta Spiro’s fl at in 
Hampstead and we had a lot of things to move in. 

I wasn’t that well that day and I had a bit of a temperature. After we had moved 
everything, Shri Mataji worked on me. She had me put my left hand out and I felt 
the vibrations all through me. 

“Oh, I must give you something,” She said.
“You have already given us something, so much,” I replied. 
“This is nothing. There is much more,” She said.                         Antonio Scialo



These memories 

have been a preview. 

There are many more to come.

Memories of an Extraordinary 
Mother, as a book, will be the 

initial recollection of our story of 

our life with Shri Mataji, a living 

history which continues to grow. 

If you have a story, a memory of 

a moment you hold dear in your 

heart, you can send it to the 

Sahaj Memories Project in care 

of The Divine Cool Breeze or to 

sahajmemories@shaw.ca.

The heart of this collection is to 

remind us of the magic of Sahaja 

Yoga. Its spirit is to help future 

brothers and sisters to know a 

small part of Shri Mataji as a 

loving, caring Mother whose 

wonderful power of divine love 

dispels all our uncertainties.

It is our collective memory, 

the story of our time together.



Our Memories

And I saw Her coming out of the car 

and walking one or two steps. 

It was like moonlight, watching Her. 



“According to Sahaja Yoga, Christ is settled on your Agnya chakra.” His life depicts “the 
qualities of a person who is a realized soul and what He has suggested in His own life is 
that you should not have any greed or lust.”

Christianity and materialism
The greed of people today is shocking. Children learn to want things. “Only complete 
satisfaction in life can give you that equanimity, that balance by which you do not hanker 
after things.”

Even India has become very westernized with materialistic desires. But “now in 
America, suddenly with this happening, people are getting to spirituality. They come to 
spirituality because they think they have not found any satisfaction in anything.”

We should learn from the great life of Christ. He was born in a small hut, “very much 
satisfied and He was put in a cradle,” covered with very dry grass. “And then He sacrificed 
His life on the cross. The whole thing is a story of that sacrifice because He had a ... power 
of spirit that He could sacrifice anything. He even sacrificed His own life....

“The greatness of Christ was coming from His great personality of spirituality. But 
the same Christ is worshipped all over the world,” yet they are running after things.

They boast of their wealth and wear a cross on their necks to show that they are 
Christians. “One should never bear that cross on which Christ was crucified.” By this 
hypocrisy, “they are another extreme of Christ....

“India is very much in the same run.... They think, by getting all these things around 
them, they’ll be very comfortable. It’s not so. They’re all the time hankering and they 
cannot even enjoy whatever they have achieved....

“India was, once upon a time, a real saintly country where saints were respected, but 
nowadays India has fallen down to such a low level of greed that it’s impossible to under-
stand these people. 

There was not a great following of Christ in India, but the Christians in India. They 
are the ones who have taken to all kinds of western life or greed ... but Christ has shown 
that you don’t need anything in this world. He is such a great personality, such a great 
incarnation,” respected by everyone everywhere “because His power of sacrificing was the 
highest, not because He was owning a big car or any big house.... He was such a humble 
man. His life is remarkable.... He governs the hearts of so many, despite the fact He was 
born a very, very poor man and was crucified also as a very poor man.

“So those people who are running after money are no way Christians, are nowhere 
near Christ....

“So happy and joyous He was.” He could understand and feel the problems of the 
poor and needy. He tried to help the diseased and underprivileged “while today’s world 
has come to such a nonsense that they help countries to fight. They create Christianity 
to fight.”

Christmas Puja • 25 December 2002 • Ganapatipule

He governs 
the hearts of 

so many

The Path of Christ
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At six in the evening,
Sahaja Yogis gather in the 

main pendal. The backdrop 
looks beautiful with the 

little child Jesus in the lap 
of the Holy Mother Mary. 
A manger is seen covered 

with grass, with angels 
looking over the child. 

The altar of Shri Mataji 
is beautifully decorated. 

Flowers seem to be a special 
treat to our meditative eyes. 

The Sahaja Yogis go into 
meditation. The time grows 

and maybe the patience to 
welcome Her holy arrival 

heightens. The hearts of the 
collective yearn as they 

sing a number of bhajans 
invoking Shri Adi Shakti 

to accept the puja. 
Shri Mataji graces us 

with Her holy appearance. 
All rise up and cheer and 

then there is a stillness 
and calm all around. 

She wishes all Her children 
Merry Christmas before the 

talk starts. Rabi Ghosh





Christianity and India
“Christ never converted even a single soul. He wanted to give transformation ... but not 
changing the religion or changing your birthmark.” The Christians today are “a useless 
third rate people who are running after lust and greed.

“I get worried sometimes about Myself, that I hope My disciples and My children 
won’t do things which are against ... the principle of Sahaj. And one of the principles of 
Sahaj is that you have to help people, those who are downtrodden, those who are not yet 
realized. You have to give them Realization.” You should not help people who are ruining 
this world. “If we have to save this country, if you have to save the whole world, then we 
have to become like Christ.

“Develop your sacrifi cing temperament.” It should be very powerful because you are 
realized. “Try to develop that temperament of helping others.”

Some people are always willing to give to others who are in need. They are of such a 
great temperament and are happy if they can help others.

In India it is very sad. “So many people have sacrifi ced their lives to achieve inde-
pendence and freedom,” but today those who are governing or are in charge are making 
money. 

In India “we had many people who were extremely sacrifi cing. They were the leaders. 
But how many of you are like that? How many of you would like to give away something 
of yours to others? What would you do to help others?

“It’s very sad that the Christian nations have never followed Christ and we also are 
becoming the same. I don’t say we should not do business or we should not make money. 
You can, but with all that, you must remember for whom you are doing it.... With this 
money, what are you going to do?... At least sacrifi ce a little bit of your comfort for the 
people.”

The path of Christ
“Sahaja Yogis have to be extremely kind, extremely kind and loving people. If you are not 
that, you are not Sahaja Yogis. First thing, you should be kind and loving and understand-
ing the problems around and try to help as many people as you can. But that is not so. 

“Even Sahaja Yogis do not understand what is the value of their life. They’re on the 
same path as Christ was. They’re realized souls. They must have that feeling. They must 
have that oneness with the rest of the people and they should feel the sacrifi ce of Christ 
within themselves.”

He sacrifi ced His life “to improve our Agnya, to remove our ego, to fi ght our ego. But 
we are so egoistical. Whatever He has done is a waste, is something people don’t under-
stand and they do not imbibe His character and His life.... He is a very great message for 
all the people who are realized souls. He’s a very great example. 

“There are so many things to be done.... My mind is always with the needy and I’ve 
started many such organizations,” such as those for destitute women and orphans. We 
never see how destitute women suffer in India. “I felt very much that I should try to do 
something, at least bring the attention of the people to their lot and to their problem so 
that they come up into life and earn their living. It’s a duty of all the Sahaja Yogis to go and 
see around who needs your help. Just don’t live for yourself, earning for yourself, making 
money for yourself, but try to help. Help those people who can really be helped.... 

“So many ideas I have of helping people and I’m going to try them with whatever 
money I have, but I wish you could decide to do something for them.” 

India is divided into rich and poor. “These very poor people just make My heart 
wrench, wrench with pain.... You can go around and you can fi nd out ways and method 

One of the 
principles of 
Sahaj is that 
you have to 
help people.
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When the chorus 
sings “Silent Night” at 

Ganapatipule it especially 
makes me feel like a 

drop in the ocean of love. 
I see myself as a speck with a 

great many yogis surrounding 
me for Christmas night. 
The song brings shivers 

down my spine. It’s as if 
the whole universe stops 
for the duration of that 
song and then resumes. 

You can actually feel 
the silence of the night, the 

silence within your heart and 
the hearts of your brothers 

and sisters around you. 
Louisa Apadhya 





of helping the people who are extremely poor. They need your help by all means and you 
are capable. With the Mahalakshmi’s blessings, you are well equipped.... Try to help the 
people who are in great trouble. I know they are not Sahaja Yogis. Don’t expect them to 
be Sahaja Yogis. They cannot be.

“At the time of Christ, how many there were who were Sahaja Yogis? How many 
people were there who could understand the depth of human problems, but Christ did 
and He sacrifi ced His life for the sins of the people.”

The life of Christ
“It’s a day to celebrate His birthday with very great joy, by what a birth, what a life that 
He had to go through. Nobody would like to have that kind of a life. But the essence of it 
we must understand. Running after greed is madness. There’s no end to greed. Those who 
are greedy are greedy all the time.... Why not see to others, what do they want? Because 
we are in collective consciousness, we should understand....

“I know it’s very diffi cult in those modern times with all the advertisements going on, 
but we are Sahaja Yogis. We have to be normal people.... Face it in a way that a saint has 
to face it and try to eradicate all these ills by your special powers.

“Today is a day of great joy to Me and to all of you.” Christ’s life was short and 
miserable, not becaue of poverty, but because of hatred and tortures. He felt bad about 
the wrongs and the oppression. “He took up all that happening onto Himself to solve 
the problem. He created the Christians and what they are doing is nonsense, just a non-
sense.... It has no meaning to Christ’s life. And it has no meaning to the richness of His 
great work.

“So when we are celebrating His birthday, we should also celebrate His sacrifi cing 
capacity, His power of loving. Now Sahaja Yogis have become very good people, very 
loving people ... but still I think the greed lingers on. There’s no end to greed.

“It’s a shameless thing, the way people are and they’re not ashamed that they’re asking 
for money, money, money for comfort, comfort, comfort. It’s very, very diffi cult to under-
stand human beings. Once they have gone in a strange way, they can go to any extent. 
They don’t know how to sacrifi ce....

“When Gandhiji asked people to sacrifi ce, all the women gave away their ornaments. 
They gave away their lives. They went to jail, did all kinds of things to achieve indepen-

dence.” But with that independence, 
all the thugs and thieves became in 

charge. 

Let Me hear 
the stories of 

Sahaja Yogis 
who are giving 

love and 
compassion

Ganapatipule is a place 
of liberty and beauty, 

of magnifi cent sea and 
streams, and of golden 
sands, of spiritual joy, 

the excitement of those 
here for the fi rst time, and 

the sense of celebration 
for those returning. 

It brings to mind sacred 
memories, vibrations from 

the land and all that 
our Sahaj culture evokes.

Chris Kyriacou



“What do you say to such a country where everything that is great and noble goes into 
waste? Have you been a noble person?... Have you tried to help others?”

Christ was the “king of kings, but He lived in poverty with grace and He did every-
thing for people who were sinful, who were in trouble – such a lot, one person. 

“Now you are so many, so many of you. You all have to do something.... Try to know 
that you have to sacrifi ce something of your earnings, something of your luxuries for the 
sake of your country because you are Sahaja Yogis. We are not ordinary people. You have 
got your Realization, so what are you doing? Are you demanding money from everyone or 
... you are giving love to everyone? Let Me hear the stories of Sahaja Yogis who are giving 
love and compassion.

The character of Christ
“I’m sorry today, on the day of His birthday, I have to tell about His life, which was very, 
very painful.” He was “such a glorious personality, such a great Sahaja Yogi. He had to go 
through so many problems in His life and His own people troubled Him. His own people 
tried to take advantage. 

“So we have to think where we can help others, what we can do for others. This is one 
of the things one has to learn from life of Christ....

“Even among Sahaja Yogis I have found people who are very money-oriented, when 
they have made money out of Sahaja Yoga.... If you are not careful, if you are not very 
money-oriented, others can rob you. I say let them rob. Let them do what they like, but I 
cannot develop a temperament by which I can get after people for money.... They all will 
be ruined, all such people.” It is very common and very bad. 

“I want you all to be above money to be above all these worldly things and you will 
never starve. You will never have problems. But do not get mixed up with these kind of 
nonsensical things. This is God’s work and you shouldn’t make money out of it, in no 
way.

“So we have to learn a lot from the great life of Christ, who was born as very humble 
man and He did such great things. He tried to improve our Agnyas and, even now, if you 
think of Him, your Agnya will be all right. It will be fi nished.

“I know among Sahaja Yogis also there are people who are very pushing, who are all 
the time pushing themselves ... just like all other stupid people.

“So to feel the satisfaction within yourself, just like Christ, you have to meditate and 
introspect and fi nd out are you satisfi ed people. You have to be very much satisfi ed in life, 
otherwise no use having Sahaja Yoga, no use getting your Self Realization.

“I bless you from My heart that you take the character of Christ as a model for you 
and to understand the problems of the world, from the whole world, as your own prob-
lems.

“May God bless you.”

Ganapatipule is a place 
we come to where 
Shri Mataji fi lls us with 
Her unending grace and love. 
At this place, we know who 
we are and where we are from. 
Regardless of where we live in 
this world, we are reminded 
of our motherland, which 
makes it all the more fulfi lling 
when we return home. 
The vibrations and sanctity 
of this place never cease to 
inspire. Ganapatipule is an 
opportunity of unlimited 
potential, the prospect for 
growth, the gift of vibrations 
and  spiritual experience. 
When we leave this place, 
we carry with us Shri Mataji’s 
love and Her vibrations and 
visions and memories of time 
spent in the company of the 
Divine that makes it all the 
more fulfi lling when fate  
next allows us to return 
to Ganapatipule.
Chris Kyriacou



With the gentle touch of Your love, like the Spring awakening a sleeping seed,

With the gentle touch of Your love, like Dawn welcoming a new day,

With the gentle touch of Your love, like the wind caressing the leaves on the tree,

We are blessed.
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If the drop is outside the ocean, 
it’s always frightened of the sun because it will dry it. 

It doesn’t know what to do, which way to slip, which way to move. 

But once it is one with the ocean, 
it just moves and enjoys because he’s not alone.

It’s moving with the waves of that beautiful Ocean of Joy.

Whether you are from India or from England or from America or from any other place, 

you find there’s such oneness of understanding, oneness of movement 

like one wave rises and another wave rises, another wave rises. 

It’s continuous, eternal and this is what one has to achieve.


