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“O Son of Partha, those who are not deluded, the great souls, are under the protection of divine nature. They are fully engaged in devotional service because they know Me as the Supreme Personality of Godhead, original and inexhaustible.” (Bhagwat Gita)

My mother says I was a blessed child. Before I was born, a bishop gave her his palatial house to live in. After I was born, the doctor insisted I should be named after his wife, Janice. A millionaire showered gifts on my mother in the hope of adopting me. 

As I grew up worship to the Lord and the mystic world beckoned me. I realised that spiritual blessings guided one to his destiny. 
I went to the Majuli island in Assam. My experience in the Daksinpat Sattra made me author a book on saint Srimanta Sankaradeva. 
Patbausi Sattra is a place where Srimanta Sankaradeva stayed for over 14 years. When I went there, I felt I was talking to Time. Nothing happened to me then but I proceeded to Dhubri and, as I lay asleep in the circuit house, I awoke with a start at four in the morning. A huge, heavenly figure dressed in whites had woken me up and I looked at him and knew it was Sankaradeva. The spirit said: “Go back to Patbausi, there is a message for you.” Before I could gather my senses, it vanished.  
The experience left me spellbound for some time and I wondered what to do. The following day arrangements for return to Guwahati were cancelled. I told my sister I had to go back to Patbausi. She was reluctant to let me go, but I persuaded her.

My friends returned to Guwahati, which left me and my sister to go alone. The magistrate organised another vehicle. The next morning, when I got up around the same time and was praying, a spirit in a white turban and with a long, white beard, sat on the sofa, raised a palm and said, “I will protect you”, and disappeared. By now I was deeply intrigued at what was happening. In the evening when I went to visit the Gurdwara built in the memory of Guru Teg Bahadur, I knew who it was. 

On the road to Barpeta, my car tyre was deflated in front of a Bodo house. My escort panicked: “Madam, please don't get off the car, this is a dangerous area, the Bodos can do anything, I have witnessed a shootout.” I didn’t listen to him. The charming Bodo women’s hospitality touched my heart as they waved us goodbye. We suffered another setback when the tyre burst in a spot where there were no amenities. 

With another one and a half hour drive to go and no spare tyre, we manoeuvred the car over the pot-holed road like canoe over rapids. 

“Madam, the road in Barpeta is ULFA-infested and dangerous and we've no spare tyre”, our friend was in hysterics. Two women travelling across a forest-like terrain with a nervous friend and an unreliable car, one with bald tyres and a spare tyre with 20 patches, need guts. But my faith in the blessings I had received before starting on the journey gave me spiritual strength and calmness. Was someone trying to create obstacles in my mission to spread the message of Srimanta Sankaradeva? 

Or, was it the Unknown testing my faith?

I reached Barpeta around eight in the night. The next day I went to Patbausi. The Patbausi Sattra had decided to invite me as a “special guest of honour” in a function to observe 550 years of Srimanta Sankaradeva. Strange are the ways of God, but the mystery of life unfolds in its own way.
Later, I was invited by the Srimanta Sankaradeva Sangha to be the special guest of honour in Morigaon. Addressing the thousands of people assembled there, I experienced the glory of Srimanta Sankaradeva when I asked the crowd to sing with me and, in one voice, they echoed, “Jai Guru Srimanta Sankaradeva”. Some people came forward, kissed my hand and called me an angel.
---
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