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From With My Love and Blessings 

fter that experience, I knew my work would start as soon as I reached 

Berkeley. I spoke to large audiences at the university and to smaller 

groups around the Bay Area. Many only wanted to read about the spiritual 

life, but in every audience I found a few with a window open, and that open 

window would bring them up after the talk to ask practical questions. “Can we 

learn to do this in America? Can we learn to do this in Berkeley? Can I lead the 

spiritual life with my family, or do I have to drop out and go to the Himalayas? 

Can someone like me really attain the vision of God?” 

In one such talk, in a bookstore on California Street in San Francisco, I met 

Christine. She had come to the Bay Area in February 1960 just like me; it took till 

August for us to find each other. I had been speaking on the Katha Upanishad 

and the conquest of death, my perennial theme, and my words went down so well 

that in a moment of enthusiasm I gave instructions in meditation and said, “Now 

let us try it.” We all closed our eyes, and in a short time I went deep, deep in. I 

forgot California Street, forgot San Francisco, forgot everything outside. And 

when I came out, only three people were in that room: myself, Christine, and the 

owner of the bookstore, who was waiting impatiently to close. 

With the arrival of Christine, most of my problems were solved. She was my 

driver, my secretary, my accountant, everything. At that time I had speaking 

engagements in at least four places around the Bay Area. We consolidated them 

all in a little place at 1333 Walnut Street in Berkeley – “where Creation began.” I 

didn’t have any money, Christine didn’t have any money, and naturally everyone 

advised us to levy some fees. It was tempting, but we resolutely set our face 

against it. Even if we had to go without food, we would not charge. 

For a while we had a difficult time. Christine was working eight hours a day in the 

city then; she came over after work to prepare my dinner and then drive me to 

class. But little by little, beginning with Mary, people began to come and help. 

 

e had just got the Blue Mountain Center of Meditation incorporated 

when I was called back to India in January 1962 to fulfill the terms of 

the Fulbright. Christine joined me two weeks later, leaving Mary in 

charge. It took four years for us to return, and all that time it remained unclear 

just where and how the work of our new meditation center would unfold. Perhaps 

in some other state, perhaps in Canada; I thought again of England. Perhaps it 

would even be on the Blue Mountain. Right next to our home lived an English 

lady who invited us to lead the meditation at a nearby ashram; soon I had a 

speaking schedule there as busy as in Berkeley. 
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Those were precious years. We had no worldly responsibilities – no income and 

no responsibilities. My mother was there, my sister was there, we had no 

household duties, so we could devote ourselves completely to our spiritual 

disciplines. We had long hours of meditation every morning – I wouldn’t 

recommend those hours to anyone today – and after breakfast we must have 

walked for hours and hours each day repeating the mantram, with another long 

meditation together in the evening. And there were memorable instances of what 

in India is called darshan, the blessing of being in the presence of a man or 

woman who has realized God. We visited Swami Ramdas and received his 

blessing, and one glorious week at Vrindavan, where the historic Krishna grew 

up, we were able to visit one of India’s greatest woman saints, Sri Anandamayi 

Ma, who gave her blessing by taking a garland from her own neck and placing it 

over Christine’s. 

Most significant for the future, perhaps, was an encounter with some Franciscan 

friars who had come up to the Blue Mountain for the summer to escape the heat 

of the plains. They invited me to their monastery to speak, and I looked upon it as 

an invitation not so much to address them as to kneel before Saint Francis. I was, 

in their eyes, neither a Catholic nor even a Christian, let alone a Franciscan. But 

they were deeply responsive, and one night Saint Francis appeared to me in a 

vision and his grace entered my heart. Perhaps that is why I chose the prayer of 

Saint Francis among all the thousands of passages to recommend for meditation. 

If you can see through the words as I do, I see Francis in that prayer. It is not by 

him; it is him. The proof was that those words came alive in my consciousness 

and began to shape my life. When you have driven that prayer deep into your 

consciousness in mediation, it means that you have become an instrument in the 

hands of the Lord for peace wherever you live. It is not a little prayer. It’s a kind 

of blessed bomb that bursts in your consciousness. Once you have this 

tremendous experience, every deed that you do, every word that you speak, every 

thought that you think, will have this stamp. That’s what a little prayer can do.  

Perhaps you can see now that it is not just me and Christine doing this work 

together. There is an indescribable power behind that pushes us on. It has given 

me a certain limited choice: to use Gandhiji’s image, I don’t have the wide choice 

of the sea, just the choice of rooms on a ship. But even within that limited choice 

we can make great contributions to the welfare of the world. 

All in all, we had almost four full years on the Blue Mountain to devote 

completely to meditation and the allied disciplines. It was perfect preparation for 

what lay ahead. I had never had such an opportunity before and we never had it 

again. For in December 1965, when Sri Krishna must have decided that we were 

ready for Berkeley and Berkeley was ready for us, the obstacles to our return fell 

away and we plunged into the maelstrom of this work with Sri Krishna as our 

ferryman. And I never looked back. 


