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chapter one

The Diamond  
Earrings

When my old friend Micki Karlholm sent me an 

e-mail to announce that he had just returned 

from India, where he had found the key to per-

manent enlightenment, I was at a loss. How could I possibly explain 

to him just how completely not interested I was?

Micki is the original founder of the No-Mind Festival in Sweden, 

and I have known him for many years. He is one of the kindest and 

most deeply honest people I know. So I was both surprised and dis-

appointed to see him swallowed up by another Indian cult. I thought 

we were both over that one.

 A few days later, we spoke on the phone. He told me this 

simple story.

For twelve years, Micki had been married to a woman from Den-

mark. They had children together. Throughout the marriage, he was 

always promising to buy her a pair of diamond earrings. “Just wait a 

little while longer. I will make us so much money that you will get 

your earrings. You wait and see.” She waited and waited, and finally, 

they got divorced. No earrings. 

Micki told me that while he was visiting this place in India, they 

did some kind of processes on him that affected his brain. I imagined 
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scalpels and tubes and wires and machines and dubious hygiene. In 

one of these processes, for example, they helped him to feel all the 

pain he had unconsciously caused to other people. Micki was able to 

feel that simple broken heart—all the disappointment—he had left 

with his ex-wife in Denmark. When he returned from India to his 

native Sweden, he went straight to a jeweler and bought her the ear-

rings. He drove without stopping to Denmark and knocked on her 

door. He offered her first an apology, and then the earrings. 

“Micki,” I said to him, “now I am interested.” This was not a 

story of peak enlightenment experiences displaced from ordinary life; 

this was not another obsession with higher states. This was a story 

about my friend Micki becoming a more decent human being. It was 

right in line with everything I was passionate about.

At that time, I was just coming to the end of three years of research 

for my book The Translucent Revolution, a thoroughly overambitious 

survey of twenty-first-century spirituality. I conducted hundreds of in-

terviews and finally managed to distill millions of words down to a 

mere 520-page pamphlet. The book came out in the early summer of 

2005 to the usual circus of press interviews, talks in bookstores, and 

TV and radio shows. “It’s six a.m. here, folks, in rural Wisconsin, and 

our guest today is . . . Arhooh Aghaaaaar. (Did I say that right? Hell, 

never mind.) So, Mr. Ahaaaar, what is this trans . . . luminous thing? 

Does it have anything to do with that thing Tom Cruise does in L.A.? 

I mean, what did you make of his outburst on Oprah? . . . Let’s talk 

about that.”

I needed a break. And just as often happens when something is 

coming your way whether you like it or not, I kept on bumping into 

that same brain-changing thing Micki had told me about. At that 

time it was called deeksha. Today it is more commonly called the 
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Oneness Blessing. No surgery or beeping machines were involved. 

A Oneness Blessing giver would put his or her hands on your head 

for a few minutes, initiating a powerful rebalancing of energy in the 

brain. One of the first Westerners to be trained to do this gave some-

one a ride to our house and then ended up staying over. And so it 

was that my wife and I got our first-ever Oneness Blessing. If we had 

experienced flashing lights or firework displays or visions of ascended 

masters, we might have been less attracted. What we did find was a 

delicious immersion in the same silence, peace, spaciousness, and 

causeless love that we both knew to be the essence of spiritual long-

ing and practice. Here was a dropping back into that presence in 

just a minute, with just a touch on the head. The simple fragrance 

of home. After that, wherever we went, there seemed to be a blessing 

giver there, too. Were these guys following us?

The final straw came when I heard directly from the Oneness 

University in India, where all these people had been trained. It seems 

the university’s founder had read The Translucent Revolution and 

liked it. Would I like to come for a visit?

My wife and I both certainly needed a holiday. Was it expensive? 

Come as our guests. Would we get our own room, no dormitory? No 

problem. Could we rest as much as we liked? Twenty-four hours a day. 

Is it a quiet place? Middle of nowhere. Can we do our own thing, be 

undisturbed? You can be totally silent.

They were good to their word. The campus was situated in a 

mango grove near low-lying mountains. For most of the time, all we 

could hear were the chirping of birds and the croaking of frogs. We 

slept and we slept; we ate some really quite tasty Indian food, took 

a short walk, and then we slept again. The whole place was run by 

young Indian men and women called dasas. They all wore white and 
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were extraordinarily energetic and in permanently unflappable good 

moods, despite the fact that they seemed to never sleep. Our dasa 

(literally, “guide”), Pragyanand, would show up soon after eight in 

the morning to see if we would like a deeksha, as it is called in India. 

Sure, why not? It’s not like we had a packed schedule or anything. 

Each day the deeksha would have a specific intention, such as balanc-

ing the body, clearing old relationships, or, as was the case for Micki, 

helping one to feel pain one had caused to others. One day early 

on, for example, our young dasa announced that we would receive a 

deeksha to clear impressions left over from the relationship with the 

mother. I was skeptical. Back in the 1970s, I had beaten cushions and 

screamed primal screams. Later, I did est, hypnotherapy, psychother-

apy, even colon therapy. I thought I had cleaned out pretty good, and 

I really had not thought about childhood for more than a decade.

Pragyanand did his deeksha; it took only a minute or two. Then 

he stood up to leave with the words “Now you rest.” Rest? Are you 

crazy? We had just been sleeping for fourteen hours straight, plus we 

took three naps yesterday. “I tell you the . . . very . . . . last . . . . . thing 

. . . . . . I . . . . . . . need . . . . . . . is . . . . . . . . . to . . . . . . . . . .”

We were gone, as though the bed suddenly had powerful magnets 

installed in it. And then a powerful stream of images started to emerge, 

things I had not thought of for decades. The way my mother brushed 

her hair before we were leaving to go out . . . the smell of the laundry 

detergent . . . the time she locked herself in her room, and the neighbor 

had to come and . . . . It went on and on, for several hours. As the im-

ages continued, I could actually feel things happening in my brain, as 

though it were being massaged from inside. And then it stopped, just 

as it had started, for both my wife and me at the same time. We got up 

and walked around. Things were quite normal, except that later in the 
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day, someone would casually say the word “mother,” and it provoked a 

deep resonance of love and gratitude. It was as though there had been 

furniture there before, and now it was gone, and gratitude had filled its 

place. “I love my mother”—that was all that remained. The rest was a 

story that served no purpose.

It went on and on like that. A short deeksha, a powerful inward 

release something like a shamanic journey, and then more and more 

space, simplicity, love—the return to the natural state where things 

are just as they are, and there is no commentary saying it should be 

any different than it is.

Toward the end of our stay at the Oneness University, I sat down 

with our guide. “This is really quite powerful stuff, you know?” 

I told him. He smiled that unflappable smile again. “I know,” he 

grinned. Just twenty-five years old, he had the innocence of a child 

and the deep wisdom of a sage. During this three-week vacation, 

I had watched him be fully present with world-famous musicians, 

politicians, writers, and seminar leaders from all over the world. I had 

watched him greet their moments of ecstasy and agony with equal 

calm. He was around from six in the morning till way after midnight. 

I was seriously impressed. “I don’t think people in the rest of the 

world fully appreciate the power of what is happening here. You guys 

really need someone to write a good book,” I told him. “Maybe,” he 

said, and smiled.

A couple of days later, he got back to me. “Thank you for your 

idea. We would love for you to write the book.”

• • •

There were several things that really impressed me on that first visit to 

the Oneness University. The first were those 170 dasas. I have spent a 
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good deal of my life around organized spirituality. The situation has 

always been more or less the same. A great teacher, great teachings, 

wonderful practices, meditations or prayers, and then among the fol-

lowers, there was always a certain degree of politics. Who could get 

higher in the organization? Who had the power? During my three-

week stay at the university, I looked under every rock and behind 

every bush. Where was the politics? I could not find it, even after an 

exhaustive search. What I found instead was an extraordinary quality 

of oneness: people living together, working together, being together 

as many bodies but one heart, one consciousness. I saw it not only 

among the dasas, but also with the security personnel, the women 

caring for the garden, the drivers.

The second thing that impressed me about the Oneness Univer-

sity were the Oneness Blessings themselves. I have practiced many 

kinds of meditation over the years, as well as prayers, physical ex-

ercises, and other practices. It was always somewhat hit-and-miss. 

You could do the same practice day after day, and sometimes you 

would hit the jackpot and be drenched in peace, while many times 

you were left wading through the mud of the mind. The Oneness 

Blessing was different. It was fast, clean, and accurate. It seemed to 

hit the mark every time and deliver the goods. Moreover, it seemed 

to have an intelligence of its own; it knew where to go and what was 

needed, whether it was healing, releasing memories, or just deepen-

ing silence.

The third thing that moved me was the vision out of which all of 

this was arising. They had a plan. Not only a plan for a few medita-

tion veterans like me and my friends, but also a plan for transforming 

global consciousness. It was a plan that may sound ridiculously opti-

mistic at first hearing, but it had caught the attention and support of 
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visitors from the Vatican as well as of Muslim leaders, presidents of 

countries, musicians, writers, and Hollywood celebrities. It is a plan 

you will hear more about in these pages, a plan that might slowly 

grow on you.

I left my first visit to the Oneness University armed with both en-

thusiasm and skepticism. Was this just another workshop high? What 

happens to the Oneness people once they get back to their jobs and 

houses and kids and busy lives? This book is the answer to those ques-

tions. I have interviewed more than three hundred Blessing givers and 

receivers from all over the world. Some of the people you will meet 

in these pages are celebrities or household names. Many are ordinary 

people leading ordinary lives. I have talked with doctors who give the 

Oneness Blessing to their patients, with CEOs who have brought the 

Blessing to their companies, and with teachers who have brought it to 

their classes. I have talked with people who see the Oneness Blessing as 

the saving grace that has transformed their lives, as well as to others who 

are highly skeptical and critical. I returned to the Oneness University 

in the summer of 2006 to research this book and to make a movie, and 

I received an extraordinary level of cooperation and openness. I was 

able to conduct more than six hours of interviews with the university’s 

founder, Sri Bhagavan, as well as with his wife, Sri Amma, who had 

never previously given an interview. I was given free access to all the 

operations of the university and was allowed to wander freely through 

all its varied activities.

Writing this book has been like trying to paint a picture of a bal-

let. Every time you look up from the canvas, things have moved. 

This phenomenon is known simply as “deeksha” in India, the land 

rich in mystical heritage where it started. During the time that I was 

conducting the interviews for this book, it was known by the same 
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word throughout the world also. As it has spread rapidly throughout 

other countries, it became clear that it needed a new name, no lon-

ger tied to any particular tradition. It has now come to be known as 

“Oneness Blessing,” or “Oneness Deeksha.” Throughout the text I 

will use these words interchangeably, although they all refer to the 

same simple magical touch of the divine, the same the world over. 

In quoting from the hundreds of interviews I conducted in India, 

with Amma, Bhagavan, and the staff of the Oneness University, I 

have retained the word “deeksha.” In quoting people from Western 

countries, where the new term is now used, and for the narrative of 

the book, written in my own voice, I have used the new term “One-

ness Blessing.”

This book is neither an evangelical text of conversion nor an ex-

posé. It is an attempt to summarize the effects of a movement that has 

spread extraordinarily quickly all over the world and affected millions 

of people. You will hear from many people in this book who feel their 

lives have been completely transformed. You will also hear of the five 

major criticisms aimed at the Oneness movement, which are lobbed 

daily across the Internet like custard pies. You will have to come to 

your own conclusions based upon what you read here. You might run 

to your nearest Oneness Blessing giver or even wind up jumping on 

a plane for the next Oneness training in India, or you might dismiss 

what you read here as just another cult. Whatever your conclusions, 

this has proven to be the fastest-growing spiritual phenomenon in liv-

ing memory. Although many continue to be attracted to the Oneness 

Blessing while many others back away in disbelief, this is something 

that few will be able to ignore in the years ahead.
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chapter two

The Golden Ball

Father, there’s a golden man in my heart, and he talks 

to me.”

The school director looked up from the papers on his 

desk at Krishna, his eleven-year-old son, and smiled. The director 

had a round and gentle face, big cheeks, and eyes that smiled all the 

time, even when the rest of his face was at rest. 

“What does he say to you, Krishna?” asked the director. His voice 

was warm and deep, conveying a feeling of security, that all was well 

and at peace with the world.

“He tells me different things, Father.” Krishna paused. He knew he 

could not talk like this to anyone else—they would laugh or call him 

crazy. But with his father, it was different. It had been like that for as long 

as he could remember. “I ask him to give me different experiences, and 

he gives them to me. This morning I was hungry, and I asked him for an 

apple. Right away, I could taste the apple, and then my hunger was satis-

fied. Sometimes he tells me what will happen, and then it comes true.” 

The director paused and looked intensely at his son. “I’m not making this 

up, Father. It’s completely real, and it’s there all the time.” 

“I know, Krishna,” said the director, slowly. “I know. From how 

you describe it, this sounds like you are having a vision of Prajapathi. 
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It happens sometimes that people have visions like this. It’s a very 

special thing, Krishna, a very great blessing. You must cherish it and 

tell me often what is happening.” 

Krishna loved his father more than just as a father. He was his 

best friend, too. Krishna never questioned what his father said, as he 

trusted his father more than he trusted anyone. He had never heard 

of Prajapathi, but if his father said it was a good thing, he knew it was 

so. All the children at the school loved the man they knew as “Direc-

tor Sir” and his wife, Padmavati. The students raced in their direction 

amid peals of laughter whenever there was a chance to be with them. 

No one ever felt judged; everyone could be him- or herself.

Krishna raised his hands, placed them together on his heart in the 

traditional greeting of namaste to his father, and ran back outside. 

He ran past the big sign that greeted visitors to the school: A 

Foundation for World Awakening. He ran past the bottlebrush tree, 

with its bright red flowers. He ran past the large Buddha statue in the 

middle of the lawn and past more signs that had been erected around 

the school: “Your thoughts are not your thoughts. Your mind is not 

your mind,”  read one, and “Man is mad. Enlightenment is the natu-

ral state,” read another. Krishna kept running, past the whitewashed 

buildings with their red-tiled roofs, past the mango trees. There was 

only one thing now on his mind: cricket.

“Krishna, where have you been?” cried a shrill voice. It belonged 

to Giri, Krishna’s best friend, one year his senior. A small and thin 

boy, Giri had eyes that permanently sparkled with enthusiasm. Giri’s 

mother had died when he was seven, leaving only his father to care 

for him. He would often remain at the school, even during vacation 

time, with Krishna and his parents. The two boys became insepa-

rable, like brothers. “We’re just starting a match. Come on, Krishna, 
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you’ll miss the calling out of the teams.” The two friends ran together 

now, past another sign inscribed with the words of the great Lebanese 

poet Kahlil Gibran—“Your children are not your children”—and 

onto the open space that served as a cricket field, where at least fifty 

other boys had gathered.

• • •

Jeevashram was no ordinary school. The director had founded it in 

1984 to provide an alternative form of education. He and his wife 

saw that the current educational system was destroying the child. 

They wanted to create a school where children could truly flower, 

discover who they really were. The primary focus, right from the 

beginning, was on spiritual maturity: to free the child of the sense 

of a separate self and of self-centered preoccupations. They aimed to 

create an atmosphere free of fear, free of competition.

They started out with nothing, just a vision. They found some land 

in rural Andhra Pradesh, far from civilization, which they took on a 

lease. The first year, they had a handful of students and just one build-

ing. They had initially planned for one classroom with tables and a 

separate dormitory with bunk beds. Lack of funds, however, meant the 

two had to be combined into one building, and the director invented 

the “tablot,” a table by day that transformed, with the rolling out of a 

thin cotton mattress, into a cot by night. The children loved it.

After just a few years, the school had grown to house 180 residential 

students, both boys and girls. It also welcomed two hundred poor local 

children from surrounding villages, most of whom came in every day 

without fees. The director oversaw everything: gardens were planted, 

he erected the signs around the campus, and that one original building 

grew into a sprawling campus of dormitories, classrooms, and dining 

       




