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A Saintly Vision 

 

He remembered the exact moments it had first happened.  He had nearly finished his evening 

meditation session.  Sitting in half-lotus, in the small bedroom of his apartment, in the dark with 

a stick of sandalwood incense on the floor in front of him pleasantly scenting the space, he 

basked in the silent expanse of his consciousness.  Thoughts had disappeared.  The sensation of 

his body was no more.  There existed only Being: the infinite, undifferentiated ocean of pure 

awareness.  Then, out of nowhere, an image appeared in the awareness, an image as distinct as a 

photograph.  A small Indian man, wearing a white dhoti and kurta, bent over a group of statuettes 

of gods and goddesses.  He repeatedly prayed to the figurines before bathing them in milk 

poured from a ceramic pitcher.  Behind the man rose a whitewashed masonry wall.  A thick 

stream of incense rose in a helix above the head of the holy man.  His face shone with a deep, 

quiet peacefulness.  His high brow showed not a single wrinkle.  The skin of his face had the soft 

pearliness of a boy’s.  Indeed, the holy man (for such he was), though he must have been sixty 

years old, had preserved, in his face, the innocent sincerity of a child. 



The image disappeared as swiftly as it had come: It simply went away, leaving the meditator’s 

mind in the same utterly tranquil state in which it had rested prior to having the vision. 

When Skylar Seequn completed his meditation session, he began to muse on the strange 

experience it had delivered.  He asked himself who the holy man might be.  For years now 

Skylar’s meditations had been quiet, with very little thought activity and no visual imagery 

whatsoever.  So it struck him as strange that he should suddenly entertain such a distinct vision.  

One aspect of the vision especially interested Skylar: The Indian man did not take the form of a 

memory or of a thought made visual, but of a real person performing an actual activity.  In some 

mysterious way, Skylar had been there with the man, right at his shoulder, watching him perform 

his ceremony of worship.  Nothing that he had seen differed in the slightest way from what he 

would have seen had he been physically present with the holy man.   

Skylar also considered his feeling about what he had observed.  He had felt a marvelous sense of 

holiness as he watched the little ceremony.  A complex of feelings had become one.  He had 

known the purity one can experience when gazing on a white-marble Greek statue of 

consummate perfection, the peacefulness that comes on a silent beach at dawn, and the 

unutterable possibilities one sometimes intuits while staring up at the blackest of heavens strewn 

with the most brilliant of stars.  If someone had asked him to describe this complexity of feelings 

in a single word, he would have said “sacred.”  While watching the Indian man bathe his carven 

deities, Skylar had enjoyed something he had never known in a church: the genuine presence of 

God. 

No matter, though, how much he tried to comprehend the strange experience, he could not.  He 

had no idea at all who the man was or where he was.  Nor did he understand what significance 

the Indian had for him, an American.  It was all quite puzzling.  After a few days during which 

he considered the matter from all sides, Skylar finally decided to think no more about it, to 

accept it for one of life’s mysteries, in this instance, a pleasurable one. 

He had arrived at that epoch of life, what the Indians call the ashrama of vanaprastha, the retired 

stage, when one has left worldly activities behind and during which one makes generous use of 

one’s gathered wisdom while preparing for the ultimate act of life’s play.  His activities now 

centered on spiritual development, intellectual explorations, and peaceful existence.  His days 

followed routines so well-established that he never had to give much thought to what he would 

do or when he would do it.  He had left behind his once overpowering ambitions, his need to 

please the world, and all desire to contest with his fellow beings.  Having owned luxurious items, 

he chose now to live quite simply.  Having traveled to exotic locales, he chose now to stay in one 

place, in an unadorned, tiny apartment.  In a word, Skylar had tested the prizes offered by the 

world and found them vanities: Vain people pursued them, but they pursued them in vain.  

Money he had found to be a drug as dangerous as heroin.  Fame, though he had never achieved it 

in any great measure, he knew to be the grandiose bubble blown by the greatest deceiver of 

humanity: the ego.  Sense pleasure belonged to those whose souls still ranged in the lower 



chakras, where animal appetites ruled.  At this point in his life, Skylar had outgrown the pretty-

but-deceptive dreams of youth, which, like shiny oil iridescences, resolve themselves into dirty 

patches of grease. 

How satisfying it was to watch the race from the sidelines, to see the frenzied drivers struggling 

with one another through rush-hour traffic, fighting to be first to their places of business, where 

they would commence new struggles with their peers to attain power, renown, and reward, to see 

all this and to have left it behind.  Skylar wore the same jeans every day and an inexpensive shirt.  

It tickled him to notice all the fancy outfits worn by those around him.  He remembered the 

French word for “suit,” “costume”: how appropriate!  Everyone donned their costumes, the 

women seeking to make themselves appear powerful or sexually alluring, the men intending to 

look fashionable and well-off.  And the cars on the road spoke to the wealth and success of those 

who drove them.  They might as well have had their sides painted with staring messages: “I am 

an Internet millionaire!”  “Look at me, I’m a plastic surgeon!” “See how well I’ve done in high-

end real estate!” 

Skylar moved in the world as though not a part of it.  Oftentimes he thought of himself as a ghost 

passing invisible the harried beings, caught up in life’s dramas, who surrounded him.  They 

appeared not to see him, as if they knew that he did not belong to the active world of which they 

were a part.  His body had integrity now and a light, aerial blood circulated through his veins.  

The muscles that earlier in his life had twitched with anxiety and eagerness to lift and fight now 

relaxed.  Many times he missed the sensation of having a physical body, needing to look down to 

make sure it was still there.  He was so happy to have finished the race run so long and hard by 

his ego.  For so many years he had never let go the burden of striving, of competing for the next 

prize.  To now be free of that weight turned earthly existence into something heavenly. 

Having never been a sociable person, it had proved quite easy for Skylar to retire from most 

worldly contacts.  His family was spread out across the country and, in any event, had never been 

close.  He had never sought to make friends; his sales profession had forced him into so many 

quasi-friendships that he relished his private time once he left the workplace.  So these days he 

lived with a modicum of human interaction.  Except for a two-hour period in the afternoons, 

when he read the paper in a local café and took a walk downtown, Skylar spent all his time alone 

in his apartment.  And he was quite happy doing so.  For as long as he could remember, even 

since his early childhood days, he had been happiest communing with himself.  All the important 

thoughts, all the most profound ideas, all the most beautiful images came to him when he was 

without other company.  When he stopped to reflect on his lifestyle, he concluded that he had 

come about as close as a Westerner could come to the seclusion enjoyed by an Indian seeker. 

A week later, Skylar was enjoying one of those meditations that revealed to him the true 

meaning of life.  At first his session had been merely silent, characterized by an absence of 

thoughts, by a sensation of sitting on the floor of an ocean, enwrapped in a vast medium of thick 

silence.  But then a feather of joy tickled him; a smile so broad that it pinched his cheeks 



overtook his face; and a heavenly ecstasy flooded his body.  He became, in an instant, a unitary 

channel of bliss.  Had he been capable of thought during that time, Skylar would have had only 

one: Let this never end!  He had experienced this unspeakable joy dozens of times in his life, and 

every time that he experienced it, he understood that this was the condition in which the human 

soul was meant to stay.  In it lay eternity, peace, joy, and love.  Once one had known it, nothing 

else in life was worth striving for. 

After an uncertain period of time, the intense joy passed off, leaving Skylar basking in a calm 

afterglow.  Then it was that the holy man appeared again before his inner eye.  This time the 

saint, dressed in an embroidered white cape, was seated on a white stone plinth, looking out 

somewhere into the distance.  On a wall behind him hung paintings of Saraswati, the Indian 

goddess of knowledge, and Ganesha, the god of wisdom, who removed obstacles from the paths 

of his worshippers.  As Skylar looked at the physically frail Indian, he received the impression 

that in his frailty lay all the strength of creation.  He also understood that his earlier experience of 

ecstasy had prepared him in some way, had purified him as it were, for this second introduction 

to the saint.  Although the holy man stared off into infinite space, Skylar realized that he was 

actually looking directly at him.  The saint viewed him straight on, even though he did not look 

at his body.  He found him out there, in that infinite space into which he peered. 

Once again Skylar saw the holy man in minute detail, with more than photographic clarity.  Coils 

of incense wound ceilingward from three cinnamon-colored sticks resting in a brass holder.  On a 

silver-metal tray on a table below the saint’s feet lay a many-petaled white lotus and tiny starred 

jasmine flowers.  The Indian’s unfurrowed high brow and compassionate mouth appeared so real 

that Skylar imagined he could reach out and touch them, had he dared to disturb the sanctity of 

the seated contemplative.  Communication of some sort took place between them, but Skylar 

could not understand what the message was.  After ending the meditation, he paused to wonder 

about what it all meant.  Two aspects of the vision struck him as noteworthy: first, its lucidity 

(for this one had the same verisimilitude as the first), and second, its recurrence.  Neither feature 

could be easily written off as accidental.  After all those years of meditating, why was he 

suddenly perceiving such clear visions?  And why did he witness the same holy man on two 

different occasions? 

As the weeks passed, Skylar began to see the holy man more and more often in his meditations.  

The length of the visions grew, so that he soon had the opportunity to watch entire scenes of the 

saint’s life.  These scenes were never routine or domestic but always spiritual.  He would watch 

as the man sang a puja to Vishnu or as he recited aloud from the Bhagavat Gita and the Puranas.  

The holy man sometimes took a walk with young children from the village near which he lived.  

Skylar would walk alongside him, amazed by the complexities of the banyan trees, whose roots 

resembled great elephant trunks; by the jade-green river over whose low banks hung palm fronds 

with distinctly etched pinnae shaped like lance tips; and by the luxuriant vegetation that revealed 

every conceivable shade of the color green.  While he experienced these visions, Skylar did not 

have a sense of being separate from them, of watching them as a spectator; rather, he simply 



existed inside them, as one does in a dream, where one doesn’t see oneself as an image but where 

one nevertheless participates in the ongoing activity. 

The odd thing was that Skylar didn’t feel as though these visions represented an excitation of 

mind.  They didn’t disturb the benthic silence in which he so often basked in his meditations.  

Instead, the scenes with the saint opened up inside the silence: The silence served as an anteroom 

from which he gained entry into the ceremonies and walks.  At first he had compared the visions 

to waking reality, but later he realized that they possessed a lucidity, a perspicuity, not normally 

found in daily awareness.  The scenes in the visions were preternaturally clear.  The people and 

things they revealed shone with a deeper light and a more saturated color than did normal people 

and objects.  Everything in the visions was illuminated by more intense beams than those which 

backlit quotidian entities.  A Platonist might have compared the ingredients of the visions to the 

Forms, the ideal essences underlying all objects in creation.  In Skylar’s visions, everyone and 

everything stood out as if it had been marked for especial attention. 

He had studied Indian philosophy extensively, but had never encountered in the literature the 

phenomenon he was now experiencing.  Certainly he had read about sannyasis who, seated in 

contemplation, clearly perceived objects or people separated from them by a great distance.  But 

he, Skylar, was not a powerful renunciate, and his visions occurred only during his meditation 

sessions.  What a mystery! 

It seemed obvious to him that the holy man in the visions held some important place in his 

spiritual life.  Skylar had for a long time thought that he had more in common with traditional 

Indian seekers than with his American contemporaries.  He had studied Vedanta in depth and 

considered it the highest form of knowledge known to humankind.  This saint was an Indian and, 

obviously, a teacher of some sort.  His revelation during Skylar’s meditations foreshadowed 

important events.  The American felt sure of that much. 

After having these visions for a month, there came a night when the experience changed 

abruptly.  Skylar had settled down into his meditation; thoughts had disappeared; and a profound 

silence had enveloped him.  Then his inner eye looked slightly up, and he saw the holy man no 

more than three feet away.  The saint looked directly at him, his eyes warm and paternally 

caressing.  He was sitting cross-legged and wore a white cape wrapped round his body.  His lips, 

though silent, still managed to speak comforting formless words.  As Skylar stared up at him, he 

felt immense gratitude rising up out of his heart and flowing toward the saint.  He knew that this 

silent connection with such a highly evolved being signified that a powerful blessing had been 

bestowed upon him.  As his eyes maintained contact with those of the Indian, Skylar’s body 

began to change.  Dense matter became amorphous; dark places grew light; a complicated 

internal network grew lively and began to race with impulses of sweet energy.  It seemed as if an 

electric circuit had been completed between the holy man and him and that intense subtle pulses 

flowed out over that connection.  Changes took place in his body, in his soul, that words lack the 

vocabulary to describe.  He might have been a sealed-off factory brought back into production.  



Someone had turned on the master switch and a thousand lights shone; silent machinery began to 

whirr; motors kicked in; conveyor belts unfurled; huge fans spun up.  What had been quiet and 

empty took on luminous life. 

Skylar had never, despite his longings in this regard, been granted any of those dazzling spiritual 

experiences he had read about in books.  Never had he seen angels or distant galaxies; never had 

Krishna opened his robe to reveal to him a million universes.  And this communion with the saint 

proved no exception.  All that happened to him was a quite dramatic increase in the energy of his 

body and soul.  If he was a motor, then its RPMs had redlined.  He had never realized that, prior 

to this moment, he had not been plugged into the grid; but he realized it now.  He felt as if every 

cell of his body had become a powerful telescope and begun to reveal secrets of previously 

unseen things.  The pulsing surge of dynamism running up his spine and out through the byways 

of his nervous system implied unheard-of possibilities.  Skylar saw himself as seated firmly on 

the throne of creation, with all its laws ready to obey his commands. 

Yet he didn’t have the slightest sense of pride in all that he felt going on inside him.  In fact, the 

distinction between what was within him and outside of him blurred.  Saying that he sat on the 

throne of creation gives the wrong impression.  One might better say that he was no longer aware 

of a separation between himself and the rest of creation.  A profound intimacy had been 

established between Skylar and the outside world.  A true ruler is one with the people.  In that 

sense, Skylar could now be said to wear the crown and hold the scepter of a vast realm. 

Neither did Skylar receive any explicit knowledge in this intense communication with the holy 

man.  Everything that happened—and a great deal certainly was taking place—happened in the 

pure silence characteristic of the most perfect meditations.  Later, when he reflected on the 

experience, Skylar was not surprised by this absence of any information exchange.  Wisdom 

does not belong to the domain of words.  Insight does not consist of images.  Everything that 

counts as profound in life happens in the deep silence of flat being.  Enlightened souls are able to 

convey something of their wisdom in words, it is true, but the wisdom itself can never be 

attained outside of the pristine silence. 

“I wonder what it’s all about?” he asked himself.  “Some kind of initiation, an instruction of 

some sort.  It’s as if a master on the other side of the world had chosen me for his student and 

established contact and begun to teach me.  But why me, I wonder?  And how can it be done?  

And what exactly is being done?  Something powerful, I know that much, something 

transformational, I feel sure.  But if someone asked me what I had learned, I honestly couldn’t 

say.  I seem to have been changed without my being aware of what the changes were.  It's all so 

very strange!” 

While Skylar sought to unravel the mysteries of his encounters with the saint, a young woman 

named Blanche Luna, who lived in a small Midwestern town and spent her days sewing exotic 

silken pillows, which she sold to a fine furnishings store in a nearby city, marveled over a similar 



experience she had recently had.  Blanche often walked in the fields surrounding the town.  She 

had discovered a spot which had become her favorite: a place by the river, where the wildly 

unkempt foliage of huge cottonwoods gave way to smaller and more delicate dogwoods, where 

lush, deep-green corn fields stretched far into the distance on one side, and the indolent river, 

enjoying its bath under the sun, sparkled in thousands of tiny mirrors on the other.  She had been 

wandering through this place a few days before, admiring the orange and yellow speckled 

blossoms of the jewelweed and the lush maidenhair ferns which somehow reminded her of 

Christmas trees, when the sun, gigantically liquid white and visible in all its glory through the 

space between the furthest trees, momentarily blinded her.  At first she saw vivid patches of red 

and gleams of watery silver.  Then, as she sat down on the path to give her eyes time to recover, 

Blanche saw him.  She watched him as he listened to a man seated near him reading from a very 

old, thick book.  He was dressed completely in white.  His right hand held a necklace of rough, 

raspberry-colored beads, which his fingers counted off.  The old man’s eyes were closed and his 

face expressed a deep contentment.  Clearly, he relished the words he was hearing.  Blanche was 

struck by the supra-real clarity of the scene she witnessed.  Every detail of the man, his clothing, 

the reader, the book, the beads, was clearer to her inner eye than it would have been to her 

physical ones.  The scene appeared to be lit by rays more powerful than those of the sun: rays 

that had the power of lending three-dimensional depth to mental images. 

After an indeterminate period of time, the vision disappeared and Blanche saw before her once 

again the unbalanced foliage of the cottonwood trees, the clumps of long-leaved switchgrass, and 

the frail, brown-headed stands of Indian grass.  She turned and began to walk home.  The vision 

had interested but not dazzled her.  Throughout her life she had been the recipient of strange 

visitations, had seen and heard things to which others were blind and deaf.  Even as a little girl, 

wandering behind the dilapidated farmhouse where she grew up, Blanche had seen angels: ten-

foot-tall, translucent, shimmering beings resplendent in blue and golden light.  As a toddler she 

had played with miniscule fairies that frolicked on wildflower petals, just as they did in 

children’s books.  When her mother died, Blanche had watched with amazement as the dear 

woman’s soul rose up from the corpse, hovered over it as if saying goodbye, and gradually faded 

into nothingness.  So Blanche was not so much surprised as perplexed by this newest vision.  She 

had very little knowledge of Indian religion.  In fact, she hadn’t studied esoteric subjects at all.  

Her spiritual insights had come to her naturally, mainly from the heart.  She had always loved the 

fields and birds, the rivers and trees, almost as much as she had loved the people in her life.  She 

felt a deep tenderness for all of God’s creation, and from this tenderness sprang her especial 

awareness. 

“I wonder who he was,” she thought.  “He looked like such a sweet old man.  It seemed like he 

didn’t have a care in the world.  His face wasn’t wrinkled, even thought you could tell he was 

old.  And he listened to whatever they were reading to him with such deep contentment.  It must 

have been the Indian holy book, to have given him so much peace.”  Glancing over at the river, 

Blanche noticed a mother duck sailing at the head of her convoy of little ones.  “I’ve seen many 



things over the years.  That’s for sure.  But I’ve never seen another human being appear out of 

thin air.  And there was something about the way it all looked: so vividly real, that made it 

different from the fairies and angels and spirits.  It was like actually being there in the room with 

him.  But even if I’d been there, I wouldn’t have seen it all in such rich detail.  I don’t know what 

to think.  I really don’t.” 

That evening as she sat at her sewing machine piecing together bright pieces of colored silk, 

Blanche reverted to her earlier strange experience.  Although she had never thought much about 

India, had never tried to meditate, had never read books about Indian teachings, she felt that the 

old man and the room were familiar to her.  No foreign distance separated her from the man who 

had listened so raptly to the reading.  Everything about the vision pleased her: the wise man 

reminded her of a Biblical prophet; the room in which he sat showed the cleanly purity of a 

church; and the assistant who read from the old book expressed the loyal devotion of a faithful 

acolyte.  Throughout the vision, she had enjoyed the same delicious sense of being bodiless, and 

lifted up to a celestial sphere, that she had known the many times she had perceived angels, 

fairies, and human spirits.  But a qualitative difference distinguished the scene in which the old 

man appeared from all others in which she had observed human beings.  The small room in 

which the reading had taken place existed outside of time somehow.  The kindly old man had 

seemed as distinctly present there by the river as he did in whatever distant part of the world he 

actually lived.  And Blanche felt close to the man for some reason.  It struck her that she knew 

him, in an instant, better than she had ever known anyone.  Why this was, she had no idea. 

Whereas others might have been prompted by such a vision to investigate its subject, to research 

Hindu holy books or inquire into matters of Indian philosophy, Blanche was not.  Her mode of 

understanding the world and all that happened in it was through the heart.  Where others thought, 

she felt.  Where others reasoned, she intuited.  Earlier in her life she had considered her lack of 

intellectual curiosity a shortcoming.  But she had learned to regard it as a gift.  In her view, the 

higher truths that life had to teach were communicated not in the language of logic but of 

something less obvious, less contrived, and less black-and-white.  Blanche, an anomaly among 

modern American women, was an innocent, a soft-hearted fairy, who had preserved into 

adulthood the childlike qualities of the sweetest youth.  In her innocence, she received constant 

and well-merited gifts from fortune’s bounty.  Older people doted on her, as if she were their 

own daughter.  People her own age made much of her, seeing in her qualities that they knew to 

be lost in themselves.  Children saw her and took her up as one of their own.  What materialists 

would describe as lucky coincidences happened to Blanche regularly.  Checks appeared in her 

mailbox out of the blue.  She received offers of free housing.  Friends took her on vacation at 

their own expense.  And, most importantly to her of all, she continued to see marvelous beings, 

out of the books of fairy tales. 

So, rather than pondering on her vision of the old man, Blanche simply lived with it.  She let it 

steep in her awareness.  A subtler analyst than her mind played with the experience.  Eventually, 

she knew, an understanding would come to her; she needn’t struggle for it nor rush it in any way.   



Several days passed and she forgot the wise old man.  She delivered a pillow to a boutique that 

favored handmade goods and received there, as well as a payment and some sincere 

compliments, a cup of rose-hip tea.   Two of her girlfriends stopped by the cottage where 

Blanche was house-sitting and took her off to a picnic in the fields.  These friends loved Blanche 

like an adopted daughter.  They fed her brownies and chocolates—she was inordinately fond of 

sweets—and smiled at one another when she wove garlands of clover and placed them as 

chaplets on their heads.  By the end of the picnic, Blanche had them all clasping hands and 

spinning round, singing songs from the playground and becoming, for a few minutes, little girls 

once again.  On the drive home, she considered telling them about the vision of the old man, but 

decided that he ought to stay a secret for a little while yet. 

That night, as she sat in bed looking at the pictures in her favorite book, a collection of stories 

about miraculous happenings, which featured all kinds of wondrous creatures, the page before 

her turned into a window.  And through the window Blanche saw a glowing white light 

reminiscent of a full moon.  The glow diminished and then the whiteness itself faded.  Before her 

stood the old man she had seen by the river.  He stood beneath the spread branches of a 

sandalwood tree.  (She knew it to be such but couldn’t have said how she knew.)  His palms were 

pressed together and his eyes turned up toward a full moon.  The moon hung low on the horizon.  

It looked like an immense pearl suitable to top a divine scepter.  The soft, lustrous surface of the 

disk was sprinkled with golden powder and its margins showed a halo of golden light.  A chaste 

beam of moonlight formed a luminous carpet before the feet of the diminutive old man.  In the 

near distance, a group of devotees sat on the ground, staring up at their leader.  Blanche 

understood that the man was addressing his followers, but she could not hear his voice.  In the 

place of words, though, she heard (as if listening with her heart) wave after wave of gentle love.  

The susurrations of the moonlight, of the slightly moving branches of the tree, of the night itself 

combined to form the melody for the holy man’s talk.  She could tell that he was encouraging his 

disciples in their efforts to attain purity.  He reassured them that they possessed within 

themselves the most valuable of all treasures: the infinite peace of Being.  He extolled the 

impulses of love that they felt surging within their hearts on such a magical night as this.  And he 

strengthened them against doubts, promising them that the worries and hesitations, the spasms of 

anger and frustration that they occasionally experienced, were nothing more than the cuts and 

scrapes one endured before arriving at the summit of a magnificent peak.  They would be wise, 

he said, to overlook these minor inconveniences and focus, instead, on the supreme goal that lay 

before them: release from the wheel of reincarnation, freedom from the perpetual yoke of 

suffering: in a word, Enlightenment!   

Once again the page before her shone white and blank.  Then Blanche became aware of its 

contents: a picture of a young girl sitting on a mountaintop, staring out into a star-strewn sky.  

She remained motionless on the bed.  She felt cleansed as if not only her body but her soul had 

just stepped out of a warm, soothing, perfumed bath.  Her hands, as they moved, seemed to 



spread blessings.  Every turn of her head, every twist of her shoulders stirred a thick pool of 

delicious consciousness.  She might have been in heaven!  

Over the course of her life, Blanche had been the happy enjoyer of dozens of spiritual 

experiences.  All of them had left her with the impression that the world in which she lived her 

daily life was no more than the façade of a palace unfathomably large and marvelous.  She well 

knew that other worlds, more subtle and more sublime worlds, existed behind the doors and 

windows of the everyday one.  But, from all of her varied experiences, Blanche had never 

received such a long-lasting impression as from that of the wise old man.  In her other visions, 

she had glimpsed something to which she only felt a distant connection.  But in this one she was 

intimately involved.  The saint (for such she took him to be) spoke not only to his seated 

audience on that moonlit night, but also to her.  He was not meant to be merely watched, but to 

be learned from.  Blanche knew that he would teach her something vitally important. 

Unlike Skylar Seequn, who, having never been blessed with extraordinary spiritual experiences, 

eagerly looked forward to his next encounter with the saint, Blanche anticipated nothing.  One of 

her gifts was the enjoyment of the here and now: She abandoned herself completely to the 

delights of the moment, leaving, like a sannyasi or one of Tolstoy’s religious fools, all of 

tomorrow’s needs in the hands of fate.  Her friends worried for her, about where she would next 

live and how she would feed herself, but they need not have done so because serendipity always 

managed to look out for this child-woman.  And therefore, even though the vision of the holy 

man had strongly impressed Blanche, she didn’t recur to it in the following week.  Everyday life, 

filled to the brim as it was with a thousand fascinating sights and sounds, of birds in flight and 

song, of waving curtains of rain and kettle-drum thunder, of bright-red teapots that screeched at 

the boil, entranced her.  She moved through her days constantly forced to stop and stare, in 

amazed appreciation of the wonders taking place all around her.  Others told her that she lived in 

a dream world, that while her feet may have walked on the earth, her head floated in heaven.  But 

her way of perceiving the world was the only one Blanche knew.  It seemed normal to her.  A 

close friend had once said that she had been only half-born.  According to this friend, Blanche’s 

body had entered the earthly sphere, but her spirit had remained on the plane where it had for so  

long existed.  This story made some sense to Blanche.  She definitely felt that she belonged to a 

less tangible, more ecstatic realm than the one in which most of the he people around her went 

about their business. 

Although Blanche was not hoping for or expecting another vision of the saint, she was destined 

to have one.  While she sat in bed reading (for the hundredth time) The Velveteen Rabbit, with 

her own well-worn Rupert the bear doll beside her (to whom she kept giving make-believe sips 

of chamomile tea), Blanche raised her eyes to the window.  The full moon sat high in the sky.  

Vaporous, it resembled a white cotton pompon.  Surrounding it at several diameters’ width were 

two halos, one apricot-colored and one lavender blue.  Adjacent to the bottom quarter of the 

moon, a brilliant, pulsing object, the planet Jupiter, gleamed like a celestial beauty spot on the 

halo-face.  Blanche stared rapt at the satellite and the planet, at the twin halos, and the night sky.  



And she silently passed into trance.  The wise old man sat on a bench.  A boy of five or so stood 

next to him.  Both man and boy were clad in white cotton shirts the lengths of their bodies.  The 

boy held a lotus flower in his hand.  He showed it to the old man and listened as he explained 

something to him.  The child look puzzled and cocked his head to one side.  Then the old man 

spoke again.  His hand indicated the long stem of the lotus and the soppy clot of mud at its base.  

The hand moved up to the immaculate blossom.  In its center shone the tightly closed seed pod, 

the color of ear-corn kernels.  A profusion of petals, silky, lanceolate, and milky white, 

surrounded the pod in tiers.  The flower looked to be carved by a master sculptor out of the finest 

ivory. 

Once again Blanche could understand what the saint communicated even without hearing his 

words.  He told the child that the lotus might grow in brown mud but that mud did nothing to 

taint the purity of its beautiful flowers.  In the same way, he explained, a human being, while 

existing in the crude material world, has an essence of spotless Brahman.  Humans able to rise 

above their earthy shells discover their pristine beauty as enlightened beings.  When he had 

finished his explanation to the boy, the holy man looked straight into his eyes.  Suddenly, the 

boy’s eyes became Blanche’s: The Saint peered into her very soul.  And, as he did so, she once 

again enjoyed the sensation of being bathed in purity.  A warm, thick oil flowed down from the 

top of her head to the soles of her feet.  The world stopped.  An infinite silence spread 

everywhere.  She felt as though nothing could ever be so perfect as that fine moment. 

When, at last, Blanche once more became aware of the waxy cover and the smooth paper of the 

book between her fingers and thumbs, when she noticed the illustration on the page and felt the 

pillow behind her back, she knew that she had changed.  Something inside her had been 

permanently shifted.  Her body seemed porous; air flowed through a million invisible orifices in 

her skin.  The energy in her muscles shifted down to a lower gear.  The mechanism of her 

corporal engine moved more fluidly.  It was clear to her that these visions of the holy man stood 

apart from her previous spiritual experiences.  They were not simply fascinating sightings, not 

mere entertainments, but something destined to alter the course of her life.  She couldn’t analyze 

the question of how they would do so; her mind didn’t work that way.  She would have to give 

herself time and allow the understanding to grow within her.  Only then would she appreciate 

what they truly meant to her. 

During the period when Skylar and Blanche had their visions of the saint, five others around the 

country enjoyed similar transports.  One was a painter, who watched in amazement as his canvas 

dissolved into a domestic scene in India.  Another was a student in a Catholic high school, who 

fell asleep over her homework, waking in another hemisphere.  There was a professor of 

philosophy who, while meandering in a woods, ended up under a banyan tree, and a folk-guitar 

player whose chords turned into raga notes.  A child of ten years, a preternaturally wise child, 

whom people called an old soul, discovered the saint while sitting in a meadow watching cows. 



All of these people slipped into their visions by different routes, and all of them saw the saint 

involved in different ways, standing, sitting, or walking in various spots.  But one consistency 

united all their visions: The holy man communicated with them wordlessly, on serious subjects, 

in a profound way.  Each of the fortunate witnesses reacted to their experience uniquely, viewing 

it as strange, natural, perplexing, delightful, important, inspirational, or joyous as the case might 

be.  And all of them began to see the saint frequently, at odd moments, when they least expected 

to. 

All seven of these chosen people learned something from their visitations.  A few of them could 

put some of these lessons into words, but none of the people could explain all of that they meant.  

The lessons concerned the great value of inner silence and the all-importance of freely bestowed 

love.  They provided specific instruction regarding the workings of the subtle energy networks 

running through and around the human body.  They offered wisdom about the nature of 

accumulated karma, its effects, and the optimal ways to overcome it.  The lessons communicated 

the delusive nature of the ego, that monstrous tyrant ruling over all but the enlightened.  And, 

above all else, the lessons showed the seven that there existed only one all-important goal of 

human existence: the realization of the Self, the perfection of the human soul attainable only in 

enlightenment. 

The months passed and the visions continued.  The last week of December arrived.  On the night 

of the 25
th

 something unusual happened.  All of those who had been experiencing the visions 

received one at the same moment.  And, to their great surprise, they found themselves 

participants in this vision.  Each of them realized that he or she was seated in an immaculate 

room whose walls were whitewashed and whose stone floor was covered by a large carpet, into 

which had been worked many elaborate Hindu mandalas, featuring images of ascetics, gods and 

goddesses, elephants, monkeys, circles, triangles, and squares.  Looking round the room, each 

person saw that there were six others; in front of them, on a raised platform, sat the saint.  No 

longer were they observing the vision.  Now they had moved into it.  Now they lived inside of 

what they had formerly only witnessed.  Although none of them knew any of the others, they all 

shared a distinct feeling of close kinship.  They understood that they had shared something prior 

to coming here and that their fates were closely, if mysteriously, tied together. 

The saint gave them no explanations.  Instead, he simply continued in greater depth, but equal 

elegance of expression, the lessons he had already begun.  They learned that human life was 

unique in all creation because the human nervous system served as the exclusive means for 

physically expressing Consciousness: Pure Consciousness, Absolute Consciousness, Brahman.  

Angels worshipped at the feet of enlightened human beings because they saw in them the 

embodiment of what spiritual beings could only appreciate formlessly.  The students learned that 

the short span of a human lifetime was precious for the opportunity it offered: that of working 

tirelessly to purify body and soul in order to reach, or at least more closely approach, 

Enlightenment.  They came to understand the path of human development, up from the seeking 

of grosser sense-pleasures, through thrills of power, into the charms of emotional attachment, 



past the intoxications of creative expression, beyond the spells of psychic knowledge, and, 

finally, into the trans-egoic eternity of unbounded Awareness. 

The saint showed his students that it didn’t matter in the least what words, images, or ideas one 

attached to the perpetual striving of humanity for Enlightenment.  He approved all traditions, of 

religion, philosophy, and mysticism, that set their pupils on a valid path to the goal.  Enlightened 

beings, he said, came from every corner of the world, belonged to every religion, and adhered to 

multifarious beliefs.  What counted was the efficacy of the tools the traditions offered; the rest 

being no more than cultural packaging.  Rather than emphasizing the difficulty of the path to 

realization, the saint constantly highlighted the utter glory of the goal.  While acknowledging the 

challenges presented by ignorance, the fogs it spun, the darkness it created, he spent far more of 

his time calling the students’ attention to the immense resources they held within themselves.  

And he showed them that, though they wanted to immediately come to the rescue of their fellow 

humans, they would never be completely successful doing so until they had perfected 

themselves.  A beggar cannot feed another beggar, he would say.  Only a wealthy man can offer 

sustenance and shelter to a poor one.   

The saint spent relatively little time describing the traps and snares into which the students might 

fall.  But as he painted the picture of life in enlightenment, of life basking in the warm ocean of 

limitless Consciousness, of life aware of its eternity and tranquility, the students became 

cognizant of the paltriness of lesser ambitions.  Sense-pleasures were short-lived and often 

brought in their wake counterbalancing regrets and discomforts.  Ego-gratifications, the pleasure 

arising from the achievement of name and fame, looked hollow and ephemeral.  Wealth revealed 

itself as a grand mirage: what seemed inordinately desirable turning out to be empty illusion.  

Human beings, they came to understand, could not count on the body, which would grow old and 

sicken, or on the mind, whose nervous wanderings never took them to a center of stability, or 

even the heart, always subject to breakage or attack.  If they truly wanted to discover a paradise, 

from which they could never be evicted, they had to do all in their power to attain liberation. 

The students often asked questions of their teacher.  Skylar wondered about the disorienting 

effects of losing one’s ego.  “Excuse me, sir, but if you lost your sense of personal identity, 

wouldn’t you be unable to act, unable to perform the simplest tasks?” 

The holy man smiled softly.  “The mind does not disappear when the ego does.  Remember that 

the mind works in two ways.  Most of the time it is occupied with ‘noise.’  One worries about the 

future or feels regret for the past.  One wonders what the other person in the room is thinking 

about what one is saying.  All that.  The healthy functioning of the mind is purely mechanical.  

One gets into a car and drives; one doesn’t need to remember how to drive.  The knowledge is 

just there.  When the mind works effortlessly, without constantly reflecting on itself, it works 

best.  So when one loses the ego, one does not forget how to drive the car or read a book.  

Normal activity continues without interruption.  One simply does not keep referring to an 



abstracted ‘me" as one functions.  Work and activity proceeds smoothly, naturally, 

unobtrusively.” 

It took a while for Blanche to gather her courage to ask a question.  Finally, after several aborted 

upward jerks of her arm, she raised it.  The saint vigorously nodded for her to speak. 

“Your holiness,” she began, “I am confused.  If we no longer see ourselves as different from 

others, how can we love them?  I’ve always thought that love was the purpose of living.  But if 

we are all One, who do we love?” 

The saint held a variegated bouquet on his lap.  He picked it up now and slowly twirled it 

around.  The students saw first a red, then a blue, and then a golden flower.  “A mother has many 

children.  She loves them all equally.  When one cries, she gets the mother’s attention.  The 

mother responds to the children’s needs as if they were her own.  If the child is sick, the mother 

feels his pain.  Just like that, the enlightened being loves all others and all things.  She answers 

the calls of the needy as she hears them.  She never thinks of herself as separate from others.  She 

only sees herself and everyone else as made up of the great Unity.  The ocean has millions of 

waves, but it is still one ocean, one vast body of water.” 

The students were amazed by the perfect fluency of the master.  No matter what question came 

under discussion, he explicated it concisely, clearly, in terms they could all understand.  He used 

simple analogies, citing flowers, the ocean, sap, bank balances, and mothers to illustrate his 

points.  Answers that would have otherwise been hopelessly abstract became concrete and 

comprehensible when so analogized.  As the days passed, the students gradually came into 

possession of a complete understanding of the greatest mysteries of life.  They learned about the 

purpose of life, the reasons for suffering, the bases for misery and joy, and the best procedures to 

accelerate spiritual evolution.  Philosophical and moral problems that had bothered them for 

years got resolved as the master spoke.  The Catholic student, for instance, had been long 

perplexed by Jesus’ instruction to “love your neighbor as yourself.”  How could one possibly 

love someone else to the same extent one loved oneself, she wondered?  But the master 

explained that once one has realized that one completely consists in Consciousness, and that 

others do as well, the puzzle is solved.  In Unity Consciousness, one perceives the underlying 

basis of all creatures, which is identical.  How can one love one part of an undifferentiated whole 

more than another? 

The guitarist had been thinking a great deal about the purpose of art.  “Master,” he asked, “why 

should a musician continue to play his pieces, when all that matters in life is the quest for 

Enlightenment?” 

At the moment when the artist asked his question, the Master and his students were out for a 

walk in a small woods near the house.  The Master stopped beneath the massive drooping canopy 

of an Arjuna tree.  As if on cue, an emerald dove hidden somewhere in the dark green foliage 

began to softly sing.  It was immediately answered by its mate.  The holy man pointed upward.  



“Listen to the birds making their sweet song.  The song comes naturally to them, and it gives 

everyone who listens to it pleasure.  Enlightenment is the natural condition of a human being.  It 

develops naturally as one is going about his business: doing his job, taking care of his family, 

whatever he is doing.  One should never step out of one’s dharma to seek Enlightenment.  It will 

not come then.  One can only find one’s true Self while following one’s destiny.  A musician is a 

divine being who brings to the earth the beautiful sounds of the heavens.  As he plays his 

instrument, he finds Enlightenment, and he helps others find theirs as well, by reminding them of 

the perfect beauty of Consciousness.” 

The guitarist pressed his palms together and bowed his head.  Different ideas filled his mind: 

snippets of music, images of celestial musicians.  How wonderful it was to play music, especially 

now that he understood its higher purpose. 

The days followed a careful pattern.  The students met in the morning for breakfast, which they 

ate at a long refectory table.  Three women who worked in the house quietly filled the table with 

baskets of oranges and bananas, hot paratha breads with fresh butter, rice and chutney, yogurt, 

coconut milk and guava juice.  After breakfast the students took a walk on a path through the 

grounds.  Then, after freshening up, they gathered in the central room of the house where they 

were joined by the Master.  For several hours, the holy man discussed all manner of topics.  He 

might refer to an incident from the Bhagavat Gita and employ it to convey a lesson.  Or he 

would notice a beam of sunlight or a banana leaf and utilize it to communicate a piece of 

spiritual wisdom.  The hours spent in this room raced by.  No one was ever bored or ever 

wondered what the time might be.  Time seemed to disappear as the students listened to the soft, 

melodic voice of the Master. 

They would break at midday for lunch.  The Master went with his attendants to his own 

chamber, while the students gathered once more in the dining room.  Excited by what they had 

just heard, the students talked excitedly among themselves as they sampled the deep-fried luchis, 

curried vegetables, curds, yogurt, cucumbers, and sweets.  By now they had all learned about 

each other’s backgrounds, come to appreciate each other’s talents, and become friends.  Each 

knew how the others had first witnessed the holy man.  What none of them could guess was why 

they, particularly, had been introduced to him and why they had been brought together in India.  

Oddly enough, none of them questioned whether they were actually in India or only imagining 

that they were as the result of a thoroughly convincing vision.  The reality of their being at that 

table, in that house, near the Master stood so clearly in front of them that it banished even a 

scintilla of a doubt.   

After lunch they had free time.  Some of them walked on the grounds, others stayed in their 

rooms resting or reading the sacred texts that had been provided them.  At two o’clock they 

assembled in the big room for another session with the Master.  These afternoons offered an 

opportunity for more give-and-take with the saint.  The students brought up questions that had 

puzzled them or asked about passages in the books they had been reading.  No matter what the      



question was, the Master acknowledged its value in his response to the questioner.  If the issue 

was obviously one of ignorance, say dealing with anger or anxiety, the Master’s answer 

immediately lifted it to the plane of enlightenment.  The philosopher, for example, worried that 

he would disappear if he became enlightened, that his identity as an individual would cease to 

exist.  How, he asked, could one look forward to one’s own oblivion?  Rather than focusing on 

the man’s distress, the saint began to talk about the wonders of enlightenment.  “One is no longer 

small and separate,” he explained, “but infinite and united.  Every person is dear to one’s heart.  

Every bird and tree and flower is a ripple on the ocean of one’s Being.  Nothing could be more 

worthwhile than seeking such a goal.” 

In the late afternoon everyone headed off to a temple located on the property.  There a group of 

pundits chanted verses from the Vedas and performed pujas in honor of various gods.  An 

interval of free time followed these spiritual activities.  After dinner the saint made himself 

available to the students for informal conversations.  They would gather round him, posing 

questions and straining to hear the answers that he gave in his softly spoken, articulate English.  

In these after-dinner hours the topics brought under discussion covered a wide range.  The 

students had a thousand different perplexities and a hundred different confusions.  And patiently, 

always patiently the saint would clear up their muddles and clarify their understandings.  The 

nights ended with the pundits chanting the Sama Veda.  The students sat with their eyes closed 

and allowed the indecipherable Sanskrit sounds to permeate their nervous systems.  Although 

they could not understand the words, the students were clearly aware that effects were being 

wrought by the sounds on their innermost being.  They worked on the listener like infinitely 

subtle scalpels, carving blockages here, chiseling densities there.  The various passages operated 

on different parts of the students’ bodies.  One would enliven the top of the head, another, the 

middle of the chest, and still another, the larynx.  No one was able to move during the chanting.  

The Veda tranquilized them; they turned into passive receptacles for whatever potent magic the 

ancient sounds intended to deliver.  When the pundits closed their recitation with a long-drawn-

out “Aum,” the students sat for some time processing the changes they had undergone, then rose 

and silently filed out of the room, heading off to bed. 

The week passed quickly, without a single problem, frustration, or anxiety to distract the 

students.  None of them had ever in their lives lived a single day like the ones they were now 

living.  The very air they breathed seemed more wholesome than other atmospheres.  The foliage 

on the trees shone more purely green than that on other trees previously known.  Inside the 

saint’s home, the students felt themselves moving through a soft, rich, almost tangible medium 

of sanctity.  Their voices spontaneously softened.   They moved around as one might move near 

the altar of a cathedral.   

On Christmas night, the holy man talked to them in an especially tender way.  Indirectly, he 

referred to each of them, to their unique gifts, showing how music inspired the soul to seek 

enlightenment; how paintings pictured the aspirations of the seeker; how religion gave society’s 

blessing to the quest for higher consciousness; how philosophy broached the vital topics 



normally forgotten in daily life; how innocence lay at the foundation of all great wisdom; how 

experiences of secret worlds motivated people to discover their secrets; and how diligent, 

consistent efforts were the best tool to dig a tunnel through the mountain of accumulated  karma.  

Each of the students made eye contact with the Master and understood that he spoke, during the 

time of that contact, directly to them.  Before they broke up for the night, the saint summed up 

his remarks. 

“On this day, many years ago, Jesus came into the world.  He brought a message of unity: unity 

of human beings with God Almighty.  He spoke of love for all, forgiveness for errors, and the 

kingdom of heaven residing within every single person.  I hope that you carry this message 

forward into your lives.  Look for the great peace within yourselves.  In that peace you will find 

all-powerful love.  See past the limitations of your own and others’ ignorance to your and their 

potential for perfection.  Spread these messages in your own unique ways.  You carry with you 

my blessing.” 

The guitarist began to play “Silent Night.”  Everyone joined him in the verses.  “All is calm / All 

is bright.” As they sang, the saint sat with his eyes closed, smiling peacefully.  At the conclusion 

of the song, the students embraced one another and then returned to their rooms. 

The day after Christmas, the students awoke in their own beds at home.  None of them had any 

idea how they had gotten halfway round the world without traveling.  Their memories of the 

saint’s final words, of singing “Silent Night” remained perfectly clear.  No one around them 

expressed any surprise at their being back or asked any questions about why they had 

disappeared a week before.  It seemed as if their lives had continued without interruption. 

Each of the seven imparted the knowledge gained from the Master to others as they moved 

forward in life.  The guitarist recorded songs that proved wonderfully inspirational to their 

listeners.  The painter created celestial scenes that caused their viewers to seek answers to the 

grand mysteries of life.  The Catholic girl spoke to gatherings of young people, causing them to 

see, as if with their actual eyes, the all-loving Jesus ministering among the people.  The little girl 

with the old soul gathered around her a group of followers, who paid great attention to the words 

she addressed to them.  Wherever Blanche went, she inspired the people she met with a vision of 

childlike innocence incarnate.  Serious businesspeople broke into laughter around her; academics 

relaxed their diction.  Skylar wrote books that motivated millions of readers to strive for 

enlightenment. 

And the saint smiled contentedly in his clean house on the far side of the world. 

 


