
        
            
                
            
        

    



 


 


LOVED PROTECTED


Stories of Miracles
and Answered Prayers


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Asha Praver


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Dedicated to Everyone


“If
you knew how much God loves you,


you
would die for joy.”


St.
Jean Vianney


 


Introduction


This
book is for those who want a deeper, more trusting relationship with God, and
who find inspiration and hope in the experiences of others who seek also to
know Him.


Some
of the stories told here are quite dramatic. In a split second, the fabric of
the universe rearranges itself and inevitable catastrophe is averted by forces
more subtle than the senses can perceive.


Other
experiences of God come quietly, in answer to everyday concerns like buying a
home, caring for aging relatives, finding a mate, or fixing a car.


Before
I wrote this book, if you had asked me, “Do
you believe in the power of prayer?” without hesitation, I would have said, “Yes.”
I have lived in spiritual community for more than forty years and the evidence
is all around me.


Still,
I was not prepared for what I saw in the eyes of those who shared their stories
with me. How tenderly, how sensitively, how personally God responds. Not just to the prominent
or talented, the rich or articulate, but to everyone who sincerely calls to Him.


“God
feels for us,” Paramhansa Yogananda
wrote in his Autobiography
of a Yogi. “He is
not partial to a few, but listens to everyone who approaches Him trustingly.
His children should ever have implicit faith in the loving-kindness of their
Omnipresent Father.”


 Prayer is not a ritual to be carried out
in a formal way at specified times. Prayer is a conversation, an ongoing
heart-to-Heart. Every day we talk to friends and relatives, to coworkers, store
clerks, and hairdressers about our hopes and disappointments, our losses and
needs. 


Why
not talk also to the One who has the answers? 


 


 


 


Many contributors to this book follow the path of Self-realization.


Their stories include references to aspects of that path,
which are mostly explained in context, as well as references to certain
persons. Babaji, a deathless Himalayan yogi, is one in the Self-realization
line of gurus. Paramhansa Yogananda, author of Autobiography of a Yogi, is the most recent guru and best
known. His devotees call him “Master.”
Sri Yukteswar was the guru of Yogananda. And Swami Kriyananda, “Swamiji,” is the founder of Ananda, a global network of spiritual communities.


 


 














God’s Hand


 


“Though
man’s ingenuity for getting himself 

into trouble appears to be endless, 

the Infinite Succor is no less resourceful.”


Lahiri Mahasaya

~ Autobiography
of a Yogi ~














Sudden
Change


I n
winter, there is a “magic line” on Highway I-90 in Washington state where the rain stops and the snow
begins. Many accidents happen when drivers meet this sudden change in the
weather. To make it even worse, the “magic line” is preceded by a long blind
curve. I’m a firefighter, part of a first-response medical team. I know that
stretch of highway all too well.


This
was a typical call. On a cold November morning, a vehicle had spun out and
rolled over at that spot. Fortunately, the driver was only moderately hurt. We
got him out of the car, strapped him to a backboard, and loaded him into the
medical vehicle. I was the crew chief and it was my job to ensure the safety of
the whole scene.


Cars
were still coming fast around the blind curve, unaware of the accident scene
and the treacherous conditions. I began walking toward the curve, facing
traffic, placing flares in the middle of the road to warn drivers of what was
ahead. My partner Glen, working in the medical vehicle, kept watch on me out
the back window.


As
I placed the last flare I saw a car, coming too fast around the curve, lose
control and go into a spin. He was headed right for me. 


Suddenly,
I was no longer standing in the middle of the road, but fifty feet away on the
shoulder. I don’t know how I got there. It happened in an instant. The car
hurtled right through the spot where I’d been standing, then swerved down the
road, sideswiped our medical vehicle, careened off another car, and slid into a
ditch. 


The
car was wrecked, but the driver was okay. My crew emerged from the medical
vehicle with only minor bumps and scratches. 


My
partner, Glen, rushed over to me, grabbed my shoulders and yelled into my face, “Are you okay?!” 


He
had watched the whole scene. One moment I’d been in the path of death, and the
next moment I was gone. He was sure I’d been killed.


I
couldn’t explain it either. We walked together to that spot in the road. 


We
saw my footprints and the tire marks where the car should have hit me, and my
footprints fifty feet away on the shoulder.


There
were no footprints in between.   



 


 


Free
Fall


I don’t know who saw the bird first, but all four of us rose
from our seats and headed to the window to see it more clearly. I was visiting
the home of Parvati and Pranaba for the first time, and it never occurred to me
that an open stairwell leading to the basement was on the other side of the
half-wall to my right.


I
was behind the others and couldn’t see the bird, so I took a step backward and
to the side hoping to get a better view. Instead of solid floor, however, my
foot went into space. I was close enough to grab my wife’s shoulder to break my
fall, but consciously chose not to, for fear of pulling her with me to wherever
I was going.


I
was pretty reckless in my youth, falling off of every moving thing a boy can
ride on—bike, skateboard, surfboard, snowboard—you name it, I’ve
fallen off of it. Fortunately, I always escaped without serious injury. 


So
when I found myself horizontal in the air going backwards, it was a space I had
been in before. I rotated my body to face into the fall and saw that I was
going head first down a long, steep stairwell. “This is going to be a hard fall,” I thought. “Maybe this time I won’t get
away unscathed.”


Then
I heard a voice of power like I have never heard before. “Oh! God! NO!” It was Parvati. Usually such an
exclamation at such a moment would be tinged with fear, pleading, or regret. 


Not
this time. 


This
was a commandment to the Universe, and the Universe complied.


Without
any transition or time passing, I found myself standing right where I had
intended to go when my foot went into the stairwell—behind my wife,
looking out the window. It was as if what had happened just previous to that
had been only a dream. Both my feet were now firmly on the floor with the
stairwell behind my heels.


Later,
when we compared notes, all of us had seen the same thing. I was falling down
the staircase. Parvati exclaimed. Then I was standing looking out the window. 


Pranaba
told us that the night before he had dreamt that he fell down the staircase. Was he
dreaming my karma? Did I take his? Or did Parvati, as an instrument of Divine
Will, avert a terrible accident for both of us?


 


 


 


Divine
Currents


I vaguely remember that there was a sign, saying: “Dangerous Currents. No Lifeguard.” I grew up in the middle of the United
States. At age twenty I had hardly ever seen an ocean and certainly knew very
little about them, so the sign meant nothing to me. It was a beautiful sunny
day, and there I was in California at the Pacific Ocean. All I could think
about was diving into those waves.


Paddling
around in the water, I reveled in this new experience. Then everything changed.
I was caught in a rip tide and it was carrying me away from shore. I fought
against it, but the current was too strong. Farther and farther it took me out
into the sea, until the crashing surf was tossing me about like a rag doll.


I
struggled and struggled to no avail. I was fighting for my life and the ocean
was winning. Finally, unable to swim another stroke, I turned over onto my back
and literally went “belly up.” I was
convinced there was nothing I could do and no one who could save me. 


Waves
were crashing around me, but I felt completely calm. I had never considered
what I would do when faced with death. In hindsight, I am surprised by my
response. I had just started meditating recently, and I knew God was out there
somewhere. I wasn’t sure, though, what role He might play in my life, and what
my relationship was to Him.


Now,
as I looked at the vast blue sky, the bright sun, and the ocean around me, I
offered myself completely to God. No words. I wasn’t asking to be saved. I
didn’t pray to die quickly. With all my heart, I just gave myself back to Him. 


What
happened next seemed the most natural thing in the world. In response to my
self-offering, God gave me bliss. Self-offering equals bliss: It is a lesson I
have never forgotten.


Basking
in His bliss, it took me a few minutes to realize that I was now floating in
calm water. I rested there until my strength returned. Then I dog-paddled in a
channel of calm water all the way back to shore.


 


 


 


Master’s
Message


When I found out I had breast cancer, everyone told me, “Have surgery as soon as possible.” I was not so much in a hurry. First I
wanted to understand from Master why he had sent this to me and
how—perhaps even if —he wanted me to be healed. 


When
I heard, though, soon after I was diagnosed, about one of the most famous and
skilled physicians in Italy, who specialized in breast cancer, I decided to go
forward and see if this was what Master wanted. 


My
husband and I called and were able to get an appointment with the doctor for
the next day. When I arrived at his office, something felt dissonant. I
couldn’t explain it. He had the best reputation, but he didn’t feel like the
right one for me.


I
explained to my husband my perplexing feeling, but he wanted to go ahead with
the pre-surgery exams anyway. When it was all done, we arranged to see the
doctor again when all the paperwork was in. In Italy we have a national medical
system, and everything has to be documented in advance.


When
all the papers were ready, I went for my next scheduled visit. To my
astonishment the doctor refused to see me! He
said he was too busy and I would have to come back another time.


Very
strongly I felt, “This is not the
doctor to operate on me.”


I
told my husband, but because he was so worried about me, and this doctor was
supposed to be the best in Italy, he tried to persuade me to go ahead.
Something stronger than I made me refuse even my husband.


In
meditation that night, I said to Master, “I
want your will, not mine. I need to understand clearly. Please write for me
what you want me to do.” After that,
I went peacefully to sleep. 


In
the morning we went to the community temple for yoga and meditation. When we
came home we saw that someone had slipped a handwritten note under the door. 


I
said to my husband, “This is a note
from Master.” My certainty surprised
my spouse. I had not told him about my prayer.


The
note was from my friend Laura telling me about another doctor in a nearby town
who also specialized in the care I needed. He was not famous or rich, but Laura
felt I should try him.


When
my husband and I went to see this doctor, we knew immediately he was just the
right one. He performed the operation and everything went perfectly. 


Seven
months later we heard that at the very time that famous doctor would have
operated on me, if I had let him, two other women had surgery by him. Both had
serious troubles afterwards. One will be affected for the rest of her life.
That doctor is now under investigation.


 


 


 


Church
of Starbucks


We were speeding down the freeway in the far left lane,
heading back to Los Angeles after a week at Ananda Village. My husband,
Vasanta, was driving; two friends were in the back seat. We were about ten
minutes away from our agreed-upon breakfast stop.


Suddenly,
without forethought, I said, “Let’s
stop for coffee!” Vasanta is a
coffee gourmet and had made converts of us, so the immediate “Yes!” from all
present was no surprise.


Still,
I had barely finished my sentence before Vasanta crossed three lanes of traffic
and started down the exit ramp. The moment we were safely off the freeway, the
transmission seized up, stalling the engine and cutting off power to the brakes
and steering. Fortunately, there was no traffic, and the car coasted safely to
a stop—right in front of Starbucks!


If
Vasanta had hesitated at all, we would still have been on the freeway when he
lost control of the car. 


I
don’t think any church uses coffee during the communion service, but for us it
will always be a holy beverage! 



[End of book sample.]
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