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There were two sadhus, and they were as different from each other as night 
was from day. 

The first sadhu was tall and thin and very brave. His eyesight was so good, he 
could see the colors of the stars. During meditation, his body did not move. Air 
flowed into and out of his lungs without a sound. During yoga, his arms, legs, and 
hands performed a series of effortless gestures. When he fasted, his mind was free 
of all thoughts of food. On the roads and trails through the Himalayas, he was never 
short of breath.

The second sadhu was slow, apprehensive, and fearful. His eyesight was good, 
but there were times when his visions made it difficult for him to see what was 
right in front of him. During meditation, he shook like a leaf. His breathing was 
nervous and sporadic, like the breathing of a man on his deathbed. During yoga, 
the second sadhu had a tendency to lose his way, find it, and lose it again. He 
never seemed to know what to do with his hands. When he fasted, all he could 
think about was mangoes. And on the roads and trails through the Himalayas, 
he was always short of breath.

The two sadhus had met at the edge of a village, where a crowd 
had gathered to watch the first sadhu do yoga. The second sadhu had 
been in the crowd. After the crowd broke up and wandered back into 
the village, the second sadhu went to the first sadhu and handed him 
a yellow flower. From that day on, the two sadhus fasted, meditated, 
and traveled together.

One day, in the foothills of the Himalayas, the two sadhus were 
walking on a trail. With the exceptions of the garlands around their 
necks and the paint on their faces, both men were naked. The 
trail took them across a stream, then it led them up the west 
side of a canyon. For a while, they could hear the water in the 
stream but soon the sound of the water faded into silence. As 
they climbed out of the canyon, they saw a ridge in the distance. 
They also saw the pass where the trail crossed over the ridge. 
Halfway to the pass there was a white granite boulder the size of 
a house. The boulder looked like it was blocking the trail.

One hundred yards below the boulder, the first sadhu told 
his mind to stop using the boulder as a reward. Walking was the 
meditation. Measuring the distance between himself and the 
boulder was a temptation, a trick of the mind.

The second sadhu had been watching the boulder for 
a long time. As he climbed the trail, he used the boulder’s white 
shape to pull him up the trail. He knew this was an abuse of his 
concentration but his legs ached and he was short of breath. 

When the sadhus were ten yards away from the boulder, 
Lord Vishnu stepped out from  behind the boulder. Both sadhus 
fell to their knees. After they touched their foreheads to the 
ground, they looked up. Lord Vishnu was still there. 

“Lord Vishnu,” said the first sadhu, “supreme lord of the 
worlds, I worship you.”

The second sadhu said nothing. He was too frightened 
to speak.

“Hello, boys,” said Lord Vishnu. “You each get one minute 
alone with me, behind the rock, and you each get one question. 
Who wants to go first?”

The first sadhu stepped forward. “I do,” he said.
Behind the rock, the first sadhu asked this question: “Lord Vishnu, how many 

more lifetimes do I have to endure before I attain perfect enlightenment and achieve 
liberation from the physical world?”

“Two,” said Lord Vishnu.
 The first sadhu threw himself on the ground. He grabbed a stick, put it in his 

mouth and bit down on it, then he spit out the stick and screamed. His lips and tongue 
were bleeding.

“What’s wrong with you?” said Lord Vishnu.
“I thought this was it!” said the first sadhu. “I thought this was my last incarnation. 

Damn you.” He got to his feet, wiped the blood from his lips, and left.
The second sadhu came behind the boulder. “Lord Vishnu,” he said, “thank you 

for being here. I also worship you. Please forgive me. My question is selfish, but this 
may be the only time I get to ask it. How many more lifetimes are waiting for me?”

Lord Vishnu led the second sadhu to a ledge beyond the boulder. From 
the ledge, the second sadhu could see the whole canyon, the silver water 

flowing through the stream below, and the Himalayas in the distance. Lord 
Vishnu pointed at a tree growing out of the rocks on the opposite side of 

the canyon. The tree had bright yellow leaves. “Do you see the leaves 
on that tree?” he said.

“Yes,” said the second sadhu.
“The number of leaves on that tree—that’s how many lifetimes 

you have waiting for you.”
The second sadhu looked at the tree for a long time, then he 

turned to Lord Vishnu and bowed. “Thank you, Lord Vishnu,” he 
said. “Thank you for all of them.”

Which brings us to the 2006 Joseph Drouhin Puligny-
Montrachet “Folatières.”

In the glass, the 2006 Joseph Drouhin Puligny-
Montrachet “Folatierès” offers you a degree of clarity that 
does not exist between human beings. The fact that this 
clarity can exist between a human being and a wine is a 
paradox. Human beings love to lie. It is in our nature to 
deceive each other and ourselves. So how is it that a human 
being can make a wine that has no guile in it?

On the palate, the 2006 “Folatières” reaffirms its clarity. 
You do not taste this wine so much as you wish you could be 
more like it. The prospect of living, breathing, and speaking with 
unmitigated clarity is thrilling, even if that prospect exists only 
in your imagination. The finish reminds you 
of why you can never have enough white 
Burgundy in your cellar. The finish of a good 
white Burgundy lifts your spirits. The finish of 
a great white Burgundy lifts your soul. D
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