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This body has rattled out of joint; the used Renault is in bet-
ter shape than I am. I'm glad to sleep in a room tonight, but I
want to go back to that cold, steel cave, the back of the van
where Prabhupada’s books are within arm’s reach, where the
bed is stiff, and sleep is interrupted by truck lights, but where
you are free. I don’t want to enjoy special prasadam or soft
beds wherever I go, but I treasure the honor of being asked,
“Will you give the Bhagavatam class?” Prabhupada, please pro-
tect my honor, and let me keep on traveling for you.
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INTRODUCTION

On Travel

According to the Vedas, travel is not worth the trouble
it causes unless you are traveling to a pilgrimage site. In
ancient times, there were no tourists. Warriors would trav-
el to maintain order within their kingdoms and sannyasis
would travel to preach, but other than pilgrimage, there
was little travel.

Spiritual pilgrimage means to travel from holy place to
holy place. The quality of a holy place is determined by two
factors: it must be a place in which Lord Krsna or one of His
many expansions performed pastimes, or a place associated
with His great devotees. The Bhagavatam states that if we
bathe in a holy river but fail to inquire from the sadhus we
find there, then we are no better than cows or asses. Pil-
grimage is not meant for materialistic or ritualistic gains but
for seeking our lost relationship with God. Therefore, if
there are sadhus present where we live, we do not need to
travel. Srila Narottama dasa Thakura sings, “To visit holy
places of pilgrimage is another bewilderment of the mind,
because devotional service to the Lord at any place is the
last word in spiritual perfection.” The real point of life,
whether we are stationary or wandering, is to become self-
realized, to understand our eternal relationship with God,
and to engage in loving service to Him. If travel furthers the
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development of love of God, it should be undertaken. Lord
Caitanya has assured us that in this age, we will develop
pure love of God by chanting the holy name. We do not
need to travel to perform that sacrifice, but sometimes it
may help.

A Vedic aphorism states that no one should travel unless
he will find at his destination a Deity, a holy river, and a
friend. Other travel should be performed as service to guru
and Krsna. Preachers also travel, and they find themselves
cleansed by the inevitable austerities they are forced to
undergo. Spreading Krsna consciousness is so important
that Krsna Himself appears in this world to preach. There-
fore, those who accept the austerities of travel in order to
teach others about Krsna become dear to the Lord.

And great devotees have used travel for these varied
purposes. The Mahabharata describes how Vidura was
thrown out of the Kauravas’ palace because he was siding
with the Pandavas. He took advantage of this situation to
travel as a pilgrim and to free himself from the contamina-
tion of his association with Dhrtarastra and his sons. Lord
Caitanya’s followers walked hundreds of miles from Ben-
gal to Orissa each year just to receive the Lord’s direct
association. Pilgrimage can still function for us in the same
way; it can free us from our worldly entanglements,
encourage us to live simply as mendicants, give us the asso-
ciation of holy persons who are not traveling but living in
the holy places, and give us a vision of the pastime places.

Perhaps the most famous of all spiritual travelers is
Narada Muni. When he was a young boy living with his
maidservant mother, a company of wandering Vaisnava
mendicants stayed at his home. Narada was fortunate
enough to be able to hear the philosophy of devotional ser-
vice from them. After they left, Narada’s mother was bitten
by a snake and she died, leaving him, at five years old, an
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orphan. Narada took the opportunity to become a mendi-
cant like those Vaisnava sages. In a purport to that section
of the Bhagavatam, Srila Prabhupada writes, “It is the
duty of a mendicant (parivrajakacarya) to experience all
varieties of God’s creation by traveling alone through all
forests, hills, towns, villages, etc., to gain faith in God and
strength of mind as well as to enlighten the inhabitants
with the message of God. A sannyds? is duty-bound to
take all these risks without fear.” (Bhag. 1.6.13, purport)

When at the time of death Narada achieved his spiritual
form, he widened his preaching circle to include the entire
universe. Wherever he goes, he plays the vina and sings
the Lord’s glories. Many great Vaisnavas have become his
disciples, such as Valmiki, the author of the Ramayana,
Vyasadeva, the compiler of the Vedas, Dhruva Maharaja,
and Prahlada Maharaja. Narada is appreciated wherever
he goes by both devotees and demons.

In one instance, however, he was cursed. On one of his
travels, Narada met Daksa’s sons and encouraged them to
become renunciates. Daksa became angry and cursed
Narada, “You may travel all over the universe, but I curse
you to have no residence anywhere.” (Bhdg. 6.5.43) Srila
Prabhupada comments, “Because Prajapati Daksa was a
grhamedhi who wanted to remain in household life, he
thought that if Narada Muni could not remain in one place,
but had to travel all over the world, that would be a great
punishment for him. Actually, however, such a punishment
is a boon for a preacher. A preacher is known as parivra-
jakacarya—an acarya, or teacher, who always travels for
the benefit of human society.” Narada set the standard of
not staying in one place for more than three days, and
present-day sannyasis continue to follow this standard.

A news reporter in India once called Srila Prabhupada a
“jet-age parivrajakacarya.” Like Narada, Srila Prabhupada
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traveled around the world many times and effectively
spread Krsna consciousness wherever he went. He was, in
fact, the first Vaisnava to take the chanting of the Hare
Krsna mantra outside India and to spread it to cultures
with no background in Krsna worship. According to the
scriptures, this is proof of Srila Prabhupada’s extraordi-
nary empowerment by Krsna.

To continue his mission, Srila Prabhupada encouraged
his followers, especially the sannyasis, to travel, not as
tourists, but as effective and surrendered preachers. When
one new devotee, not yet initiated by Prabhupada, wrote
to Prabhupada saying that he wanted to travel to “see
things,” Prabhupada wrote back about the uselessness of
travel in general:

I can understand you are planning to go on world tour,
but I think there is no need for wasting your time on
such world tour. Better you chant Hare Krishna sitting
in one place, that is far better. What for you want to go
on world tour—people everywhere are doing the same
thing, eating, sleeping, mating, and defending—each in
some slightly different way, but same substance is there.
There are the same streets, same people, same cars,
same trees, etc. everywhere, somewhere a hill, some-
where sandy, somewhere some water—but what is the
profit of seeing so much scenery? It is better if you want
to travel . . . You can travel with our Sankirtana party if
you like. They are presently here in Los Angeles, and
they are making program to go to London, then over
Europe, then eventually on to India, etc. So if you want
to travel I recommend you travel with them, and chant
Hare Krishna with them wherever you go. And you will
profit by this sort of travel, whereas the other is a waste
of time practically.

—Letter to Kris, November 13, 1968
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Prabhupada wanted his sannydsis to open centers, to ex-
pand the preaching fields, to distribute his books, and to
travel to already existing temples to encourage the devotees
to hear and chant. The Krsna consciousness movement
therefore requires two types of devotees: those who are will-
ing to stay in a prabhu-datta-desa and to develop it, and trav-
eling preachers.

Prabhupada never stopped traveling, although he indi-
cated a number of times that he wanted to. In his commen-
tary on Daksa’s curse, Prabhupada writes about himself:

In the parampara system from Narada Muni, I have also
been cursed. Although I have many centers that would
be suitable places of residence, I cannot stay anywhere,
for I have been cursed by the parents of my young disci-
ples. Since the Krsna consciousness movement was
started, I have traveled all over the world two or three
times a year, and although I am provided comfortable
places to stay wherever I go, I cannot stay anywhere for
more than three days or a week. I do not mind this curse
by the parents of my disciples, but now it is necessary
that I stay in one place to finish another task—this trans-
lation of Srimad-Bhagavatam. If my young disciples,
especially those who have taken sannyasa, take charge
of traveling all over the world, it may be possible for me
to transfer the curse of the parents to these young
preachers. Then I may sit down conveniently in one
place for the work of translation.

—Bhag. 6.5.43, purport

Prabhupada was never able to stop traveling—or he
chose not to. Fortunately, he was able to combine travel
with his translation work and he gave us a treasury of litera-
ture as well as his wonderful example as parivrajakacarya.

By presenting Passing Places, Eternal Truths, I am de-
claring myself to be a traveler for Krsna conscious purposes.
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When Srila Prabhupada awarded me sannyasa in 1972, as
he handed me my danda, he ordered, “Preach, preach,
preach.” So it was he who gave me the order and the urge
to travel. Prior to that event, I rarely traveled. I was raised
in New York City, where I imbibed the attitude that there
wasn’t much to see outside of Manhattan and the other
boroughs that comprised New York City. I took my first
plane trip when I was twenty-two. I had just been inducted
into the Navy and I flew to join my ship. I traveled for two
years on the USS Saratoga and visited many Mediter-
ranean ports, but as soon as I was able, I returned to New
York City, this time to the Lower East Side, where fortu-
nately, I met Srila Prabhupada, who had traveled there
from Vrndavana.

In those early days of the movement, I thought I would
always stay in New York with Prabhupada, but in 1968, I
moved to Boston to start a center there. I remained in
Boston for four years, then accepted the sannydsa order
from Prabhupada and began to drive around America in a
van, visiting colleges and ISKCON temples and presenting
the Srimad-Bhagavatam. Although from time to time I
have been given a base of operations, it has never amount-
ed to anything permanent.

I am happy to travel, but over the last ten years my
health has broken down and I find it more difficult. Unfor-
tunately, neither can I practice nirjana-bhajana, bhajana
performed without moving from place to place. Still, I may
be forced to slow down my travels. Fortunately, Prabhu-
pada has also indicated that we can prosecute Krsna con-
sciousness in any place by chanting and hearing. “In this
age, devotional service of hearing and repeating the holy
glories of the Lord is strongly recommended, and one who
takes the vow of renunciation of family life need not imi-
tate the parivrajakacarya like Narada or Lord Caitanya,
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but may sit down at some holy place and devote his whole
time and energy to hear and repeatedly chant the holy
scriptures left by the great acaryas like the six Gosvamis
of Vrndavana.” (Bhag. 1.6.13, purport) Prabhupada: pro-
tects us in either case.

I also like to travel by the brhad-mrdarga, the sound of
the printing press, as I write and distribute Krsna con-
scious books in my spiritual master’s footsteps. Still, I
don’t think it will be possible for me to completely stop
traveling, and as long as I can, I will look for a van, a plane,
or one vehicle or another, to travel from holy place to holy
place within ISKCON, especially parts of America, the
Caribbean, Western Europe, and the holy dhamas of India:
Mayapur, Vrndavana, Mumbai, and Jagannatha Puri.



ABOUT THIS BOOK

This book contains selections of travel writing covering
about ten years. The book is structured by placing a “timed -
book” at the beginning and second to the end as two
anchors. The middle of the book contains a selection of
small excerpts or nuggets from larger works. The final piece
in the book is an attempt to write fiction while traveling.

I hope that you will find this book interesting, and
regardless of whether you are a traveler or not, I hope you
will become one at least while reading this book, as we
ride together in the van, sit in the plane, travel sometimes
on foot, and always try to remember and prosecute Srila
Prabhupada’s instructions.



THE SUMMER MARATHON




~ Author’s Note

The Summer Marathon is a timed book, and therefore I
should tell you what a timed book is. When I free-write, I
write what comes to mind. Sometimes I discipline that
practice by giving myself time limits—an hour, half an
hour—within which to write without stopping. I write
without care for structure or artistry, and concentrate on
digging up spontaneous “first thoughts.” Sometimes, how-
ever, I find this writing method a little too free from struc-
ture, and I decide to channel it more. One way I provide
structure is to extend the writing session from an hour to
a longer period of time—a week or two, or a month. Dur-
ing that time I consider my main engagement to be writing,
even if I am traveling or visiting a temple. When the time
period is up, I usually have a book.

I don’t take on much structure other than that. There-
fore, sometimes the writing falls into the category of diary,
sometimes it takes the form of travel writing, sometimes
chapters form, but almost always, there is a theme that
runs through it all.

I chose the time frame for The Summer Marathon by
following the dates of a European summer book distribu-
tion marathon in 1995, when I was traveling in the van with
my assistant, Madhumangala dasa, to Slovenia, Switzer-
land, and other such places.

11
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You may feel that The Summer Marathon begins slow-
ly. Instead of the immediacy of travel concerns, you get
some background about my writing life and hear about a
fictional character named Svevo. I also discuss my desire
to write for truth, and name some of the writers who have
set this theme for me—Emerson, Heschel, and Field. I
hope you will be patient with these opening pages,
because they actually set the foundation for all the travel
writing in the book. Once we grasp these initial premises,
we can sail down the road more profitably. As I state in
The Summer Marathon itself, “It’s a new kind of literature,
as Emerson said. The truth. People may get to like it even
though it isn’t tight and great lapses are allowed when we
sink into a mundane valley. At least it’s all true.”

I know that The Summer Marathon is not the usual kind
of travel book. It doesn’t contain portraits of culture and
places and people. Rather, it's a writer's book with
thoughts about the nature of writing and my seeking to
understand better whether or not I am pleasing Krsna and
Prabhupada. In other words, the travel is as much inner as
it is outer. In his introduction to Freya Stark’s travel book,
The Journey’s Echo, Lawrence Durrell writes, “A great
traveller (in distinction to a merely good one) is a kind of
introspective; as she covers the ground outwardly, so she
advances toward fresh interpretations of herself inwardly.”

As Thoreau wrote, “The question is not where did the
traveler go? What places did he see—it would be difficult
to choose between places—but who was the traveler?”



INTRODUCTION

The Adventures of Svevo, Revisited

AsIsat down to begin this book, I was suddenly remind-
ed of a novel I read before I met Prabhupada: Confessions
of Zeno, by Italo Svevo. Let me tell you about Svevo and
his book.

I first read Italo Svevo in 1964 after I had been dis-
charged from the U.S. Navy and had gone during a snow-
storm to live on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. I rented
my first apartment there and thought that I had attained a
mystical heaven. I arranged my room simply—white-
washed walls, red curtains, and just a few pieces of furni-
ture. The most prominent thing in the room was the big
writing ledger I had brought back from one of our cruises
to Italy. My apartment was to me something akin to a
monk’s cell. Unlike a true religionist, however, I made sure
I had an ample supply of marijuana to carry me through my
days. I had no bed (just a cot), and no girlfriend, and I
wanted to write. I simply needed a subject. I found my
topic when I began to visit some acquaintances named
Eliot and Anna. Eliot was a painter of abstracts, and I
would often smoke marijuana with him and Anna and then
assist Eliot in a “happening” by throwing paint (or eggs,
etc.) at the boards on which he was working.

13
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The story of my involvement with Eliot and Anna is too
long and painful to tell here, but suffice to say that I began
to write of my visits with them—a series of poetic, auto-
biographical vignettes. I was not attempting to write a
novel with a developed plot but of things as they hap-
pened, and I included plain descriptions of events and
places as well as descriptions of my own dedication to the
life of the hip artist.

Italo Svevo was an important discovery for me at the
time. I no longer remember much about his book, but I do
remember how much I admired his truthfulness. I remem-
ber one scene in which the hero went to his office and
moved different objects blandly around on his desk. Svevo
captured his stream of consciousness. The book was also
anti-romantic: his hero was pursuing a love affair, but he
never got far with it and his thoughts revealed that he was
sometimes in love and sometimes not at all in love. It was
Svevo’s dedication in the writing to capture life as it hap-
pened that intrigued me.

The most tangible influence I picked up from Italo
Svevo, however, was his last name. I decided to use it for
the main character in my writing because the word
“Svevo” was so similar to my own name: Steve, Stevie, or
Steve-o. It was a way for me to thinly veil my persona.
Naming my character gave me the impetus and the dis-
tance I needed to delve into the writing. I'll give you an
example of a vignette that I remember writing. One night
over at Eliot’s, we painted a big board together. Eliot put a
lot of black on it and in the end, we threw raw eggs at it.
The vignette was a description of the three of us walking
through the streets late at night carrying that large board.
I saw my Svevo and his friends as something like the fig-
ures that Picasso drew during his “blue” period—graceful
acrobats; sad, artistic figures.
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Smoking marijuana was part of the writing experience.
It meant that my reality was constantly changing. After I
had been writing for some time, Eliot and Anna began to
read bits of the manuscript and Anna thought it had genius.

I lived as much for my story as for my relationship with
Eliot and Anna. One day when Eliot and I were alone, Eliot
warned that if I continued to keep his company, he would
corrupt me. By that he meant that he would destroy my
idealism. I didn’t think that he had that power, but perhaps
I should have been more afraid.

At that time, another friend warned me that I should be
careful not to miss out on living life because I was always
trying to turn it into Art. He said that he wanted to get as
much life experience as possible before he began writing.
Life came first. For me, writing came first. I said that life
was the stuff that I would use in my writing. My friend was
alarmed by my attitude. He said that even if I became a
great writer, it would be Pyrrhic victory; a war won at too
great a cost. If I didn’t live life but attained art, my friend
reasoned, the artistic excellence I would have achieved
would have cost me too much. In a sense he was right, and
I could see even then that martyrdom to art was not mak-
ing me happy. It was a difficult quandary, however, be-
cause neither was I interested in leading the kind of life for
which he aspired, with that same lust for sense gratifica-
tion that he admired in Henry Miller.

While Svevo was in progress, I sent a portion of it to an
editor in Chicago. He wrote back that he thought it was
“superb” and that he wanted to publish it, starting by pub-
lishing installments in his magazine.

It was a time when my life grew more desperate. I even-
tually broke off my relationship with Eliot and Anna. With-
in two years of leaving the Navy, I was disillusioned with
the Lower East Side. It was also at that time that I took
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LSD and jumped out the window, breaking both heels in
the fall.

Now let me move ahead in this story to say that by July
of that year I had met Srila Prabhupada. Soon after I
became his disciple. One morning during Prabhupada’s lec-
ture, Eliot came to the front door. I knew he was a trouble-
maker, so I didn’t let him in. Anna came by one day too with
a crude invitation. I repulsed her.

A chapter of my Svevo manuscript did get published in
that Chicago magazine, but I never got around to reading
it. I was already too absorbed in my newfound Krsna con-
sciousness. Then one day the publisher showed up at the
door of my First Street apartment. By then, my apartment
was an asrama that I shared with the others. I spoke with
the publisher in one corner of the room and told him that
if he liked, I could write a sequel to Svevo and tell about
how I came to Krsna consciousness, and I gave him a sum-
mary of the chanting. Although he said he was interested,
I never heard from him again.

I took the idea of writing a sequel seriously, however,
and I went to talk to Srila Prabhupada about it. I still
remember going into his room when no one else was there
and telling him I had something practical to discuss. He
smiled and asked me what it was. I told him that I had writ-
ten a book that somebody wanted to publish, but that it
was not Krsna conscious. However, I could write a sequel
telling how my hero, who was in so much illusion, finally
found the true path of Krsna consciousness. Prabhupada
was encouraging, but he added that I should make money
from it. It’s not that they should pay me less because I was
religious. I was pleased that Prabhupada approved the idea,
but I never did write it, probably because around this time
I had decided that true renunciation meant I should give
up writing. Not long after this incident, I carried all my
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writings—half a dozen short novels, many stories, poems,
and diaries—and threw them into the incinerator in the
hallway at 26 Second Avenue. The only manuscript I saved
was Svevo, because Prabhupada said I could do the sequel.
Eventually, though, that too was lost.

What does all this have to do with this book? I'm not
sure. I feel captivated by Svevo’s approach right now, so
perhaps it will spark something off in this writing. Aside
from that, this writing is meant to record my travels to
temples starting July 29. Each day I hope to seek the truth.
This book is meant to be what I call a “timed book,” mean-
ing that it will last a predetermined amount of time. I am
calling it Summer Marathon because 1 will write it during
the ISKCON summer book distribution marathon, which
starts on July 29 and ends on Janmastami. This will be my
sankirtana effort. We’ll have to see if Svevo comes to life
in these pages.



Pre-Marathon

July 20, 1995

I know that the dates of my summer marathon don’t
coincide exactly with the dates of ISKCON’s summer book
distribution marathon, but for both me and the book dis-
tributors, this is the home stretch of summer, our last
chance to pour on Krsna consciousness in the ideal, relax-
ing warmth that summer brings. Besides this writing, my
marathon will consist of traveling to ISKCON temples and
giving lectures on my way to Belfast, where I am sched-
uled to attend the Janmastami celebrations.

Confessions of Zeno begins with a fictional preface
written by a psychiatrist. The doctor has instructed his
patient to write his autobiography as a form of therapy. I
like this kind of thing, a fictional editor or publisher who
takes the whole story down to an even further fictional
realm. Should I do that with my story? We'll see how it
develops. Aside from Svevo, the literary reference I have
adopted as a main theme for this book is a quote from
Ralph Waldo Emerson:

These novels will give way, by and by, to diaries or auto-
biographies—captivating books, if only a man knew
how to choose among what he calls his experiences and
how to record truth truly.

18
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I'll let you know what I mean by that in terms of my own
odyssey and writing during the course of this marathon,
but just as a pre-marathon remark I will say that I intend to
try to find my truth on a daily basis. That means the ab-
solute truth of Krsna consciousness and my own honest
perception of what is true to me each day. Taking the
opportunity of my travels and the urgency of awareness
that this could be my last summer in this body, I will try to
choose from among my experiences those which are most
interesting and meaningful, and I will try to record that
truth truly.

July 24
I imagine a critic surveying my writings and pointing out
that I write mostly about writing. That’s true. Or the critic
might discuss the Pyrrhic victory I mentioned in the Intro-
duction. Although I should probably avoid playing critic to
my own works, I am unable to leave the critical concerns
behind. These are important issues for me. Since I write to

\'
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purify myself, these concerns are bound to come up
repeatedly. Let me discuss them for a minute here:

I don’t have to be ashamed of the fact that I often write
about writing. Writing is an exciting and fascinating sub-
ject. I often ask myself, “What is the wellspring of creativ-
ity? How can I write to please Krsna? How can I use writing
to worship Krsna and Prabhupada?” I also praise the joys of
writing and again seek to link it to God, who gives all good
things. I seek to fashion art out of writing, to make a poem
or book that will attract people and bring them to Krsna. I
write to help myself. I want to leave a record, as so many
mortals do, and because I am connected with the pure
devotee and Krsna, I want my record to have transcenden-
tal value. The degree of value will depend on how deep I
can go; it will depend on my achieving some measure of
success in my struggle.

As to whether or not my writing is done at the expense
of living life as it comes, I prefer to take a more positive
approach and say that writing is an important aspect of
Vaisnava life, especially for one who has chosen it as a
vocation. I shouldn’t create an unnecessary dichotomy
between my writing and my life. Writing is devotional ser-
vice, so how can I separate the performance of devotional
service from “real life”?

As for this present book, I can only guess at what it will
become, but my guess is that the writing itself will drive
The Summer Marathon forward. The writing itself will be
the main adventure of these homestretch summer weeks.
The writing constitutes the marathon. A marathon means
working exceptionally hard despite obstacles. I will con-
tinue this writing under all circumstances—through travel,
headaches, temple duties, and lack of subject or inspira-
tion. Therein lies the challenge.
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In Joanna Field’s book explaining diary techniques, A
Life of Ones Own, Field tries to seek the truth through her
diary. Specifically, she records each day what made her
happy. She began this practice because she felt an uneasi-
ness stirring in her that her life was not being lived accord-
ing to her own desires. She writes, “I was so dependent on
other people’s opinion of me that I lived in a constant dread
of offending.” Therefore, she tried to get inside her life by
seeing what fueled her happiness. She kept a diary, “melt-
ing in it every day when I had been particularly happy and
anything that I wanted. At the same time I would note any-
thing else that seemed important so that if it should turn
out that happiness did not matter I should have a chance of
finding out what was more important.” Joanna Field’s
emphasis is on trying to get beyond other people’s images
of us or of life lived out of obligation to others. To actually
find out who we are takes self-observation. Here is her
report from the first two days of the experiment:

The only special happiness that I could remember (after
the first day) was hearing someone playing the piano in
the distance and watching the splashing water in my
bath. The next day, back at my work, I apparently had
only one moment which seemed important. It was a
moment of absent-mindedness when I looked up from
my desk and found myself gazing at gray roofs and chim-
neys, a view typical from a million of London’s top-floor
windows. I do not remember exactly what I saw but only
the shock of delight in just looking.

I may employ her method and see where it takes me.

Another book that comes to mind is a book by Abraham
Heschel called A Passion for Truth. I read this book before
I wrote Truthfulness, The Last Leg of Religion, and his



22 / PASSING PLACES, ETERNAL TRUTHS

passionate discipline for undeceiving oneself inspired me.
Heschel writes:

This was not a philosophical inquiry into the nature of
Truth but a scrutiny of men’s lives in relation to Truth.
Religion, the Kotzker maintained, was not simply an act
of adopting a system of beliefs and certain modes of con-
duct; test and trial were needed, and one had to ascertain
through introspection whether one’s beliefs were gen-
uine or not, and whether one acted out Truth or lived the
life of pretense. . . .

I would like to capture that mood in my own truth-seeking.

@L M dj
MW M‘7’
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July 29

1 AM.

Lord Krsna says He is the transcendental chant, the
father of the universe, the mother . . . The pure devotees
seek Him out directly, satatam kirtayanto mam. They are
fully absorbed in glorifying Him. Why should we do less?
We don’t want to be considered among the “others,” such
as the impersonalists. Follow the path of praising Krsna
with a firm vow to follow the rules and regulations, to bow
down, to offer worship to the Supreme.

Do I do it? Is this an ideal I cannot yet reach? Is my writ-
ing fated to be something less? Let it climb, the devotional
creeper. Let me sing with voice and pen. Free-writing, free
expression—in Krsna consciousness. Yes, yes.

Calm, fairly calm. We're at a house in Italy. It’s early Sat-
urday morning. Cars pass regularly as people go home
from their late-night Friday. I seek peace but should know
I can’t have it in this material world. I can’t have it, but I
can have an abiding spiritual peace. Those who know
Krsna as the object of sacrifice, the Lord of all planets, as
everyone’s best friend can attain “peace from the pangs
of material miseries.” (Bg. 5.29) Confidential knowledge of
Krsna grants relief from miseries. Therefore, it’s not wrong
to seek peace and solace and relief—and even quiet—but

23
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it is not possible to attain them by material means. You
can’t get them just by living in the countryside.

Madhu and I will drive all day today in order to arrive in
Slovenia by nightfall. We are going to the ISKCON temple
there, which is in a city whose name I don’t know how to
pronounce. Thugs sometimes attack the ISKCON temples
in such countries. Such temples—all our temples—are
filled with strife as devotees struggle to work with one
another with their not-always-perfect motives.

And so, my friend, will you write out of your head and
hand and headache? Will you tell us of your journey? It's
certainly summer—sweaty, hot, mosquitoes biting all night.

Yes, I will tell you of this journey, and even when I can’t
think of something edifying to say, I'll continue to speak
because I continue to live. My heart beats.

My material father is dead; he died eight years ago of a
heart attack. The news reached me only a few days ago. It
happens. Was he thinking of God? Was he even my father?
Krsna is the ultimate father. The spiritual master is my real
father. My master, father, teacher is Srila Prabhupada, and
I can continue my relationship with him even after his de-
parture from this world.

Taste of mosquito repellent on my tongue. When I get
bewildered by outer events, I'll try to gain hold of inner
Krsna consciousness.

Last night I had a nightmare. Cruel persons were tortur-
ing me in various ways. That’s the material world. Whatev-
er suffering I experience in dreams or otherwise is only
token karma for my past sinful life. I want to use it as an
impetus to surrender to Krsna. Headaches are like that,
and highway delays, inconveniences, mishaps—all chal-
lenges placed before this soul in his attempt to reach
Krsna’s lotus feet.
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Should we not be perfect before God? God knows our
hearts. I am speaking—writing—it might be said, just to
keep myself busy. It’s something I do to pass the time. I dig
up things, show off, say I seek to go beyond pretense and to
find myself, the pure self, as eternal servant of the Lord. As
Srila Prabhupada writes (and I want to repeat), the devotee
aspires to gain his eternal association with Krsna in one of
the five transcendental rasas. That’s it. We are seeking
Krsna consciousness in this summer marathon record.

Toot-toot. Train whistle. Get into the white van. Chant
or lie down as your body bumps over the miles. Think of
friends and projects. How is it possible that I'll have to
leave it all?

At the end of today’s road is supposed to be a thriving
temple which in the last year has recruited fifty devotees.
They will see me, old Svevo, cranking into their courtyard
in this white van. “We have been on the road all day. We
Jjust want to rest. See you in the morning.” Usually we trav-
el for only five hours a day. Today we will drive eight. I'll try
to catch a few writing times during the day. Not so exter-
nal? It’s all one, external-internal. I will tell you something.

This cannot be a book written in one place with no
other occupation during the day. This fact may be an
advantage. I'll try not to complain, “I'm distracted and
can’t write.” If we are traveling, then give us the benefit of
special road perceptions. Anything. My desire is for pro-
tection in the Lord’s energy, not outside it.

Road stops, mental jerks, ups and downs—all this and
more ahead. Bumps with others. Ruffles within. Concerns
of the body and its organs. Admitting the truth. Seeking the
Absolute. Avoiding faultfinding.
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I read in Heschel that the Kotzker wasn’t content to
weed out doubts and faults; he wanted to face them. I'm
not sure I agree with that procedure. If we know things are
not good for us, why not weed them out, even as routine?
Although it’s true that nothing should be done without
thinking, some doubts have no value, no profit. What do
we gain by looking too closely at them? At least we should
argue with them.

We would agree with Heschel that weeding does not
remove all weeds. The seeds have to be destroyed. Other-
wise, mown fields rise again. Kecit kevalaya bhaktya:
devotional service does the job. Ultimately, it’s not by my
introspection or heroic strength that I can undeceive
myself. It's by Srnvatam sva-kathah krsnah, hearing about
Krsna, the Lord in my heart; He cleanses the desire for
material things and delivers me pure taste in spiritual life.
I plan to keep weeding. Weeding causes pain; I'll have to
cry sometimes. If at a particular moment when it’s time to
write I'm filled with complaints, I may have to say, “Ouch!”
although I would prefer to say, “Gauranga!”

Svevo ties his bow. He puts on the straw cap his friend
bought him, tries it on for size in the mirror. Look okay?
It’s just in case he has to pretend he is a nondevotee. I
don’t think there will be an occasion for that in the next
twenty-one days because devotees are not hated or illegal
where I am going. But just in case.

O Lord of the universe,

O soul of the universe,

kindly deliver us from the pangs of death, disease, old
age, travel, and fear of those who are cruel. Deliver us by
allowing us to think of You. Hare Krsna Hare Krsna, Krsna
Krsna Hare Hare/ Hare Rama Hare Rama, Rama Rama
Hare Hare.
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8:30 A.m.
Stopped at a gas station for breakfast and rest

Last night I dreamt of the Guarinos. One group of us
arrived at a place and had a car ride scheduled for the next
morning. Then Uncle Mickey, who was physically big, and
another uncle arrived. They needed a ride to the same
place where we were going, but Mickey was considerate.
He said maybe they couldn’t all fit in our car since I also
had my luggage (including my — Book). I said in the morn-
ing when our car actually arrives, we can try to fit in. We'll
see. Then I wanted to tell them my childhood memories of
the Guarinos, especially something my father used to say
—that if the five brothers had gotten together to form a
business—something like a furniture moving business—it
could have been a great success, but they could not coop-
erate. Do I dream of them because only two days ago 1
learned that my father died?

Svevo mourns on principle. If he knew who he was, then
he’d know his story, what he has done. He waits for words
to be his own, not those of John Berryman’s “Henry’s Fate.”

Is he the one right now ascertaining whether he has
indigestion? Is it he who is hearing the highway sounds?
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Is he afraid? All we can conclude with any certainty is that
Svevo joined the Hare Krsna movement.

In another dream, I came back to my room and a black
man and his family had moved in. We were to share the
room. I played with his son, but he became disrespectful
and pulled my ears as if I were a boy like him. I told him
our natural relationship was that I was the spiritual master
and he the disciple.

Speeders on the highway. It sounds different than a
surf, but similar. We hear distant death. Everyone in
ISKCON knows our Armenian temple was attacked. We
dream of it and see the photos of wounded devotees. I
dreamt I saw a confidential file of photos showing the
men’s wounds.

I would like this to be a bright and light narrative, like
the way I felt when we first stopped for breakfast.

No use recalling childhood.

It’s not that we now and

even at the time. . . .

were not God conscious,

doesn’t help me except

I was a self and so were they.

Ilusion of happiness is

also a kind of happiness?

Srila Prabhupada said, “What if a man builds

a very nice house and you ask

him why he built it

and he says, ‘Just to set fire to it'—

you'd think he’s a crazy fool.”

‘Tortoise draws in limbs. “Swami” means master of the
senses. I'll be listening to Prabhupada’s lectures.
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I have to write even when I don't feel like it. The diction-
ary defines “marathon” as “a foot race of 26 miles, 385
yards run on an open field.” It refers especially to an event
in the Olympic games. It's derived from the story of the
Greek runner who ran from Marathon to Athens to tell of
the Greek’s victory over the Persians. A marathon is also
“any long-distance or endurance contest.”

Lie on your back and dream. On your side. The day
turns mild. We will reach our day’s end destination, Lju-
bljana, it’s called. Zagreb is to the southeast.

I was happy to put a wet towel on my head, and bare
chest, and arms. Madhu was sitting in the sweltering front
seat. We're in a traffic jam. I asked him if he'd like a wet
rag. “Yes,” he said. Later he thanked me and said it gave
him some relief.

Those sentimental feelings others have. Mine are not
like that?

“I stayed one night at Tripurari Maharaja's temple,” he
said. Now words come to me from the letters I have
answered.

Did it ever occur to you that you are not making pro-
gress? Drive on, only two hours from the temple. I'm a
faded, living legend, who wrote the biography, was there in
the beginning, has no teeth, doesn’t care much what others
may think. I anticipate danger, anticipate being thrown in
the clinker, think of Amnesty International.

If we examine what makes us happy, we may discover
a means to find our unique self. Plenty of people would
like a wet rag to cool down a hot body or to eat the whole-
wheat spaghetti (no tomato sauce) we ate with vegetables
at lunch. I look over at the desk in this van (my desk), at
my new desk lamp, and the index card I taped there
reminding me to write. Does that make me happy?
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True happiness is far away. The unique self is known by
revelation. The Supreme makes us happy. When we serve
Him, we can taste a drop of His sac-cid-ananda nature.
No other process can do it, and no introspection or spec-
ulation. Scratching the surface leaves you cold or hot, but
not spiritually where you want to be.

Get ready. We're almost at the border. Put on pouch
with passport. We assume they will not be unwelcoming.
The temple is full of youngsters, all initiated by my God-
brothers. They will receive me and give me a place to park
the van. It’s a sign of improvement that I don’t ask myself
so much, “Why am I coming here? What can I add to their
lives?” I just go.

I said to Baladeva early this morning, “I will be going to
two ISKCON countries where I have never been, but even
more important for me is this book, The Summer
Marathon.” But when it gets hot after lunch, I melt into
awareness of my body and I want more rest. I did look at
a 1974 edition of Krsna book, hardbound; George Harri-
son funded it, and Satsvariipa dasa Adhikari helped with
the typing and preliminary editing. Eternally lucky I got to
do that. Read it again.

It’s a marathon in the sense that it runs until Janma-
stami, like the book distributors’ summer marathon, and in
that I keep going. Twenty-six miles, twenty-one days. The
BBT created their marathon to create competition and to
spur on the distributors who like the energy they get from
it, like sports. Summer and winter contests.

I will find here the Krsna consciousness movement in
microcosm. Worrywart outgrown. Turn to Lord Krsna.
Pray for the right thing. And try to learn from others, not
thinking you already know it all with your own brand of
Krsna consciousness. Learn, be simple, give a lecture, and
in the same way write it down.
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It was important that I reinstated early morning reading
of Bhagavad-gita back into my schedule today. Fight to
keep it there. It’s like a compass fix, a firm foundation to all
else. I feel reassured in the reality of Krsna, which seems
to dissipate so easily for me. I am also assured that I actu-
ally have a taste for Him.

I tend to say in my public lectures that we don’t need
anything or anyone but Prabhupada and Krsna. The Lord
says that and so does His pure devotee. One can only say
it, however, if he has experience. The early morning read-
ing does say that even more than a quick lecture outline. I
don’t want to state a duality between reading Bhagavad-
gita and my own writing, but suffice to say, I need to read.
I will lose taste for all things of this world in the proportion
that I gain serious attraction to the Lord.

Learn to read “the same thing,” Krsna book Preface,
slowly and with appreciation. The six opulences of Lord
Krsna which prove Him to be the Supreme Personality of
Godhead are not mythological, trivial, dogmatic. Parasara
Muni gave something great in that definition of God as the
all-attractive Supreme Person. Our spiritual master uses it.
We depend on him, but he’s not independent. He’s linked
in the chain of disciplic succession. From him, we receive
it. “Only he could lead them.” I read it a little at a time. Go
for those time-honored teachings. Satisfy yourself there.
On a hot day you want cold water, that’s always true.

We stop at Duino, an Agip station for refueling. Is this
the same place where Rilke wrote Duino Elegies? No sign
of it. Big motorboat on a trailer ahead of us on the diesel
queue. Pretty girl runs by. I'm no big poet, can’t sacrifice
on that altar following Rilke. Want Krsna consciousness
this day and every day.
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Hello, hello, I imagine ahead to arrival at the temple.
They look at me and me at them shyly. We ask for an elec-
tric hookup. Go in and see the Deities? Not at this hour?
Too tired to lecture, you tell them. Head still spinning from
the road. First the border crossing. Bye, ciao, Duino.
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6:30 p.m.
Ljubljana
Me, me, Svevo, Satsvartipa Maharaja, son of my spiritu-
al master from a long time ago before most of these boys
and girls were even born. Weary from traffic jams and the
long drive, the strain of finally finding ourselves on a street
near warehouses and a railroad track, our van with IRL
license plates and trying to find the right place. The sankir-
tana men are just pulling in as they return from the day’s
distribution. They are all dressed in Western clothes. They
start a kirtana to welcome us, maybe twelve of them and a
few matajis. Then they escort us to a large guest room. We
say no, we would prefer to go to the temple room first, so
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we change directions and go to see Prabhupada’s full-sized
murti. I'm not so conscious or feeling right now—too
tired—but I know what to do. I bow down. On the altar a
simple painting of the Paifica-tattva, and pictures of Radha-
Madana-mohana and Lord Nrsimhhadeva of the German
farm. Then a separate altar with their gurus on it. I bow
before the pictures and I recognize Harikesa Maharjja,
Sacinandana Swami, Rohini-sita Prabhu, Smita Krsna
Swami, others, others—the devotees watch as I prostrate
before their gurus, my Godbrothers, ISKCON. Then our
whole group moves back toward the guest room, but I
remember, “Oh, we will stay in the van.” So we communi-
cate that and ask for an electric hookup. One of them, a
young man named Vis§va-mirti, says that most of the devo-
tees have gone to some “camp” and maybe I will go there
too. Madhu says I'll stay here. Here we are. Those are the
details of our arrival. I'm bushed and want to rest.

Then a fax comes asking us to go to another place two
hours further down the road to join the camp festival there
where four ISKCON guru sannyasis will be lecturing and
holding bhajanas with a gathering of 250 congregational
members from Slovenia, Croatia, and Austria. They even
expect me to get there tonight! Forget it. I'm taking rest
and I'm going to stay in this place even if not so many are
here. Enough is enough.



July 30

I awoke at 1 A.M. and read Bhagavad-gita. It's impor-
tant, and while I want to keep my reading time inviolable,
I can’t help but write here too, to capture some of it. Krsna
is the goal, the sustainer, the Lord, the witness. We reach
Him and perfection by taking the elevator. In other words,
if we consider Krsna in His energies and approach Him in
that way, it takes a long time. “One should directly ap-
proach Krsna, for that will save time and energy.” Does
one climb a skyscraper step by step? Prabhupada encour-
ages us to take the elevator. He doesn’t say that Krsna is
the supreme inconceivable and that we cannot expect to
attain a relationship with Him. Rather, he says that al-
though most people don’t know it, Krsna is the supreme
goal. We (the devotees) are supposed to know this and get
on the elevator. This is also known (as described in today’s
Srimad-Bhagavatam verse) as the path of Garuda. How
can we follow it? By praying, chanting, serving, and asso-
ciating with devotees.

Sacinandana Swami is among the devotees at that camp
two hours away. He phoned to ask me to go, but is sympa-
thetic to my decision not to. He is going today to Serbia
and then Croatia, despite the war in those countries. He
and I exchange letters although we almost never meet. In

34
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his last letter he wrote, “The art of preaching is, in my hum-
ble understanding, an art of giving. Unfortunately in this
condition of material existence, a conditioned soul like me
is only expert in the art of taking—taking attention, taking
respect, even taking nectar. When I became more aware of
this ‘wavelength’ [of giving], I was overwhelmed with
gratefulness and admiration for Srila Prabhupada and his
merciful mission.” He then told me of some of the practi-
cal strategies in this zone to “make” devotees.

Am I giving or taking? I want to be among the giving too.
Remember that movie where St. Clare goes to join St. Fran-
cis and she says something like, “I don’t want to keep taking
love for myself. I want to give love.” All right, but I guess I'll
have to give it right here. It shouldn’t matter so much
whether we go to the summer camp where 250 people and
five swamis are congregated, or if we stay here and speak to
twenty or fifty people. It shouldn’t matter so much if we are
shy of Zagreb and stay in Ljubljana. Every place needs
Krsna consciousness and every devotee can be a giver, a
preacher.

To go like bees after the nectar will also make us givers.
Go directly to Krsna in His words in the Bhagavad-gita,
and come out “sticky” with pollen.

When I turned on the light this morning I saw the small
container my earplugs come in. The box has a little “Clas-
sic Trivia” label on the back: “Elephants have a trunk so
flexible that some of them can even untie a knot with it.”
That’s a kind of giving too, to tell you the trivia.

Last night I heard kids shouting. I think this temple
rents spaces in a large building that houses other people. I
didn’t know whether these shouts were devotees or non-
devotees. I also heard them singing sundara-arati, kiba
Jaya jaya goracander, resounding voices of young men
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and women. They asked Madhu to give the Bhagavad-gita
class, and I lay down in the van and drifted off to sleep.

Somewhere in a dream, I (or Svevo or someone) was
drawing large-scale, Disney-like characters. The illustra-
tions were well done and were offered to Prabhupada and
Krsna and the other devotees. In the course of the dream,
however, the artist came to realize that this was not the
best offering. He somehow figured out that although Srila
Prabhupada had been tolerant to accept it, and even liked
it, it was not a first-class offering; it was more his own
indulgence, a whim. So he told others that he was giving it
up. His discovery was also enlightening to them. Wow!
Talk about pertinent dreams. Here I am. But I can’t yet give
up my cartoons.

My aversion of going to the summer camp or the war-
torn city, of giving and not taking—what is it? My summer
marathon. And what is yours, dear reader?

Machado wrote something like, “I don’t owe you any-
thing; you owe me for my poems.” ‘

My offering, if I can concentrate and remember it, is to
record what’s happening and share it as nectar, as instruc-
tion. Everyone is running through life (me too), but some
of us want to record the human and spiritual essence of
the experience. A poet senses the secret and tries to pre-
serve it. Perhaps this is a vain attempt, just another way of
taking, but I tend to see it as a form of giving when it is
done in the right way.

In my case, I not only want to do it, but I want to be
understood for doing it. It helps me to feel confident even
when I feel unworthy. “Oh, he’s merely a writer. He doesn'’t
g0 to a summer camp or Zagreb, and he doesn’t hanker to
be with his Godbrothers on a stage in a big tent staying up
late singing bhajanas into amplifiers. He doesn't give in
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that way.” Doesn'’t give by taking responsibility for face-to-
face encounters with new people. Doesn’t get involved in
the zonal effort to convert people. Where is his zeal to
wrest souls from maya’s grip? One Godbrother wrote me
of a program they hold in this zone and at which he gives
of himself: “We also offer the guests to take walks where
each devotee in the seminar preaches to three or four
guests and in the end we have a question and answer ses-
sion . .. " He tells of street harinama with Krsna conscious
pantomime after which hundreds of people are inclined to
hear the swami’s five-minute lecture. He also recommends
Bhirijana Prabhu’s The Art of Teaching. He finds there
“many nice instructions which I find very valuable in my
preaching and also teaching of disciples.”

This Godbrother is a generous and loving person. I want
to be like that in my own way by being generous in writing.
It seems strange. I produce so many books and in a way,
they are private, but it's my preaching. There is pan-
tomime, there are zonal seminars, and there is my prolif-
eration of books that sooner or later will reach people’s
hands with a special, private message. Those who say that
ISKCON is only concerned with vigorous proselytizing and
institutional life may see my “Anne Frank” approach as
ineffectual. But a private person preaches.

In one zone, I heard, they pray to Gaura-Nitai every
day after darsana that the Lord send them more sankir-
tana devotees.

Am I a sankirtana devotee for whom they are praying?
Or are they praying only for the book distributors, those
who go out to the streets every day carrying book bags and
stopping people cold? Yes, they are praying for those sol-
diers. An old writer may help too, but by the zonal ISKCON
jargon, he is not “going on sankirtana” and not a sankir-
tana devotee.
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I leave that issue aside, but I'm aware of it. I would pre-
fer to pray for any devotee anywhere.

It’s important to actually realize Krsna. I don’t mean this
in an advanced sense; I mean that it's important to over-
come agnosticism. When I read or hear how Krsna is God,
I don’t want to think, “This may be a myth. It’s hard to
accept because there are so many religions in the world
claiming that their God is God and who don’t recognize
Krsna as God.” They see Him more as an Indian cultural
manifestation of the divinity. I can run here and there
preaching, but it’s more important that I be convinced.
One could say the only way I will gain conviction is when
Krsna becomes pleased with me, and the quickest way to
catch His attention is to preach.

I agree. But there are many ways to preach. We all have
to find our way—Chota’s way.

Heschel is intellectual, involved. He considers opinions
even by great Western philosophers, and finally offers the
Jewish viewpoint. In his book, A Passion for Truth, he
advocates what the Kotzker and Kierkegaard have said. I
don’t have the time or capacity or desire to analyze it or to
labor over it, but it is filled with themes relevant to ISK-
CON life. Maybe we needn’t bother with the moral ques-
tions involved, the intensity of self-scrutiny; maybe it’s a
deviation or distraction, like looking at the “classic trivia,”
but I think there are sparks here. I propose to occasional-
ly write down a fragment from Heschel and give a quick
Krsna conscious fix on it, although I know what I am doing
isn’t professional philosophizing or even adequate.

He says it’s quite possible to act in religious life for self-
love and out of fear of punishment or desire for reward,
but to attain holy life, one’s incentive should be pure love
of God. I think in ISKCON, since our theology is so pure—
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all selfish religion is kicked out—we may tend to think that
we have already attained the purity. We need to be humble
about that and part of the ability may be a scrutiny of self
that exposes our falling short.

Heschel and his teachers admit that self-esteem is an
important human motivation and a need. “Such esteem
becomes questionable, however, when it serves as an
inducement for moral and religious action.”

Leave that for now, an incomplete thought. I also
noticed while pursuing this that I fear that too much rigor-
ous thought will bring me a headache. So much of what I
do is shaped by that. Things have to go easy for me; I need
to go with a flow and not create opposition. Find truth nat-
urally in Bhagavad-gita. This morning I felt sweetness in
coming close to Krsna in the Gita.

In Heschel, I sensed more opposition and difficulty. I
know his teachers specialize in difficulty. Spiritual life isn’t
easy, but it ¢s also easy. It's the path of Garuda, on his
wings. Srila Prabhupada says that big speculators fail to
attain perfection in devotional service. (“Too intelligent
for his own good,” was Bhakta Fergus’s comment when he
peeked into Nietzsche.)

Srila Prabhupada:

The path of devotional service is undoubtedly very diffi-
cult to follow, but it becomes very easy if the candidate
actually wants to follow the path of the mahdjana. In
this age there is the path of Sri Caitanya Mahaprabhu,
who appeared to deliver all fallen souls. This path is so
simple and easy that everyone can take to it by chanting
the holy name of the Lord. Harer nama harer nama . ..
We are very satisfied that this path is being opened by
this Krsna consciousness movement because so many
European and American boys and girls are taking this
philosophy seriously and gradually attaining perfection.

—Bhag. 5.14.42, purport
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I can’t recall whether I dreamt this or it happened while
awake: I was speaking to a group, and between speaking
there were pauses. In the pauses came a total and very rich
silence. Maybe during the silence I saw a patterned wall-
papered wall or a cloth texture. The silence was so terrific
I savored it, startled. It was almost loud, it was so silent. It
was a relief. Now it’s gone and I don’t know where it came
from. I offer it as a confession—I mean, I know it’s not
directly Krsna conscious, but I have to write here what
honestly happened and what strikes me.

As far as relating it to Krsna consciousness—“Of secret
things I am silence.” (Bg. 10.38) Srila Prabhupada: “Among
the confidential activities of hearing, thinking and meditat-
ing, silence is most important because by silence one can
make progress very quickly.” (Bg. 10.38, purport)

She asked ‘*“13 does Krzaa fake &
Muth 10 help us Samc‘hfﬂc,s’ \
T sa'd HE /s naver ‘Sloy’ of M.elzdﬁl,

See  Hhat @f HIS Mercy ulnle “
dovn nov. B v
L\A\m g et A C.licma- an openi's
7" R“ “”‘f“ ‘rt,g net b t ﬂ ‘S"'*"‘!!/' Mqr\_}«L,o,,

They told them there were only five devotees left
behind at the temple and that I should go to the summer
camp, but it’s not true. There are at least twenty-five devo-
tees here for class. One woman in Western dress asked,
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“Why does Krsna give us relief for our difficulties only
after a long time?” I told her He is not slow or neglectful. It
is we who are slow to see Him acting in our favor, which
He may do in many ways. Have faith that whatever He
does is for our good.

Profound concepts of the pure devotee’s awareness of
Krsna in his life at all times. I can’t claim to know this by
realization, but I spoke the ideal teachings, the ideal exam-
ples, and what I believe (by hearing) is the care and pro-
tection the Lord affords to all His devotees. As I spoke—it
was the next to last question after an hour of lecturing—
my head pain began. I lingered on the answer to her ques-
tion and then took one more. A smiling, very young man
asked, “What is the meaning of second initiation?” I said I
couldn’t answer such a topic at the tag end of a lecture.
See you later.

C
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It may seem odd that I stay cooped up in such a small
space in the rear of the van all day. After the Srimad-
Bhagavatam class, I walked out of the temple and into the
back of the van. I didn’t care if anyone thought it odd. I laid
down on my saffron bunk and heard Madhu explaining to
someone why I can’t meet with devotees during the day or
sing bhajanas in the evening. I heard him say, “He gets up
at midnight.”

From A Passion for Truth: “While self-love or self-
interest may be regarded as a legitimate component in the
love of one’s fellow man, it is incompatible with the love of
God. If purity of heart is to will one thing, and that is to be
the love of God, then desires must be excluded, particular-
ly erotic desire, the Kotzker and Kierkegaard agreed.”

We say the same thing. From The Nectar of Devotion:
“The word love can be actually applied only in relationship
with the Personality of Godhead. . . . What goes on under
the name of love in the material world is nothing but lust.
. . . Great authorities like Bhisma have explained that love
of Godhead means completely giving up all so-called love
for any other person. According to Bhisma, love means
reposing one’s affection completely upon one person,
withdrawing all affinities for any other person. This pure
love can be transferred to the Supreme Personality of God-
head. ...” (NOD, p. 143)

What to do about our inability to attain that stage? We
say, “It’s a gradual process.” I like to write books, and I
hope Krsna will like them and accept them as an offering.
I don’t know what He wants of me in that regard. Perhaps
He wants me to give up the satisfaction I feel in writing or
the solace I feel in privacy. The real question is, if I did
know what Krsna wanted of me, would I be able to sur-
render and do His will? It’s very hard to know. We accept



THE SUMMER MARATHON / 43

what Srila Prabhupada said, but now, who can you trust in
that way, especially in very particular and personal affairs?

The Kotzker discussion reminds me that we sometimes
say things that are too heavy for the devotees to accept.
Srila Prabhupada presented Krsna consciousness sternly,
but also expressed his optimism that the average devotee
could attain the pure state. We just have to follow the
mahajanas. The difficult becomes easy, by Lord Caitanya’s
grace. That’s a significant difference between Krsna con-
sciousness and the Jewish and Christian teachers, the
Kotzker and Kierkegaard. We mostly see the Kotzker and
Kierkegaard as struggling. The devotee is dancing in kir-
tana. I admit it’s not easy to really dance in kirtana. Our
inner motives and dislikes plague the mind. But sometimes
we cut through and taste something spiritual. Ultimately
we recognize that our hearts are cynical and dark, but
there’s nothing in them that a good kirtana, prasadam, and
a Bhagavatam class can’t drive out.

Travel in hot summer days reminds me of the fact that
much of what we call “happiness” is staving off natural
miseries. We feel the relief of a cloudy day, relief when
there are no mosquitoes.

I think the five Godbrothers may come here today from
the camp. They say I can expect about 150 congregational
members at the Sunday feast lecture, and maybe 60 devo-
tees. I think I may speak about Srila Prabhupada’s Jaladuta
experience and read the poem he wrote in Boston.

One Godbrother said, “We tried to get in touch with you.
Were you on retreat?”

“No,” Madhu replied, “we were preaching in Sicily.”

Busy temple life. Lunch supposed to be at 1 p.M. Cook
says, “1:30. What can I do? I'm all alone.” At 1:15, M. gets
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called out for a phone call. I busy myself with crayons.
“God is color.” At 1:24, a brahmacari knocks on the van. I
go up to the window. He says, “Prasadam is ready.” I
reply, “Madhumangala went for a phone call. As soon as he
returns, I'll tell him to go get it.” Then I go back and stay
calm. Just accept whatever happens. Van surrounded by
voices, temple life in Slovenia. A voice I can’t identify
against side of van. Language I don’t understand.
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Classic trivia: “A cheetah can achieve running speed of
60 mph (96.54 km).” In class this morning, I gave the exam-
ple Srila Prabhupada gave, that bhakti is like a bicyclist
catching onto the back of a truck and going faster than he
could under his own power. We latch onto Krsna and go by
His power.

Yes, Godbrothers are returning from the camp. One
from Brooklyn asked, “When is Maharaja going to take
lunch?” M. said better leave me alone today so I don’t jeop-
ardize the scheduled Sunday lecture.

Can’t you get beyond all this? Can you latch onto a
power greater than your own? Can you transcend yourself
and the story of a fellow who comes to visit the temple in
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a strange land that becomes mostly familiar because it’s
ISKCON family? I can transcend if you mean ignore all this
and write of something else. But—

If they ask me how I feel, I thought of saying, “I feel
happy, fulfilled (or say optimistic, satisfied, creative).”
And then add, “Physically, I am the same.” I need to remind
them of my weak health so that I am not overrun.

Get beyond this life? Then you're talking of fiction.

Svevo bedazzled the poof. Did not go jogging with his
Godbrothers in the religious institution. Did not join a New
Age soul movement. In black clothes he—wait, this isn't
1964. He don’t wear black. Saffron. Who is he?

Chief. Components. I mean to convey the irritable, ruf-
fled surface of life in the temple courtyard in a van. Every-
thing is okay as long as I can deliver that lecture about
Srila Prabhupada coming to America. The rest is my pri-
vate stuff and maybe not so important, huh?

Post-lunch dream: One Godbrother in a U.S. Naval offi-
cer uniform with full regalia. I come walking toward him in
the ship’s passage wearing the clothes of an enlisted man.
There is a stain on my Godbrother’s jacket. His mother
appears and we all study it closely. He concludes the uni-
form is ruined by that stain. I am wearing a brown shirt
over my dungaree shirt, and my Godbrother thinks for a
moment that I am imitating an officer. Next, I see myself
putting on a U.S. Naval ensign’s uniform and looking in the
mirror. Just in case Lieutenant Richardson comes and sees
me doing this, he should know that I am not imitating an
officer—the uniform belongs to someone else—maybe
Ravindra-svariipa’s son—and I am just trying it on.

Are these the dreams of a former GBC man?
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For my lecture: anyone coming to ISKCON will notice
that Srila Prabhupada is the center of attraction (except
for Lord Krsna) and that he is the final authority. His lead-
ing disciples quote him to establish their own authority. If
you want to take to Krsna consciousness, you should fol-
low Srila Prabhupada—not blindly or dogmatically, but by
making his acquaintance and gradually developing love for
His Divine Grace. To get to know him, we can study his
books and hear about his life. The lecture is taking on
shape. I'm keenly aware that my Godbrothers are listening
as well as the Slovenian devotees and congregation. “For
those coming to Krsna consciousness, knowledge and
appreciation of Srila Prabhupada are very important.”

Fan running from skylight and I, in my own world, hear
only the louder parts of the temple kirtana. Srila Prabhu-
pada in the Bowery loft, June 1966, said he was always
busy there, working alone, something reading or writing,
something reading or writing, “Simply when I feel hungry I
take some food. And simply when I feel asleep, I go to bed.
... You can ask Mr. Paul whether I am not doing this.”
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Me too in this van.

“Hello, hello.”

“Can we meet and talk?”

“Sure, why not?”

How to prepare for each onslaught?

Ecstatic time in temple lecturing on Prabhupada. God-
brothers were there and that added to the joy of it.

Some of my notes are like spoilsport complaining com-
pared to the mood I felt when speaking just now. It seemed
like the ecstasy increased more and more as I was able to
explain the verses of Prabhupada’s poem.

The questions afterwards were excellent. One of them
pushed me to further describe how Prabhupada combined
the qualities of humility and confidence. For an answer, I
turned to the poem Prabhupada wrote at sea. He described
himself as the via medium. Confidence surged through
him. He knew his Guru Maharaja would be victorious and
that he was the instrument to attain that victory. Yet he felt
unqualified. I quoted Krsnadasa Kaviraja Gosvami, who
said that when one has love of God, the first symptom is
that he feels he has no love.
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Then a young man with stumbling English asked a good
question: “What’s the difference between a neophyte devo-
tee who has no love of God and who thinks he has no love
of God, and the advanced devotee who thinks in the same
way?” I said that even in the neophyte stage, such spiritu-
al poverty is a jewel and the devotee can increase it. It's
better than having no love of God and thinking that you
have it.

When I finally finished, the audience burst into
applause, which is something they probably do for all
speakers, but it was nice. Then the translator announced
that I would sign copies of the Prabhupada-lilamrta and
people came up respectfully to have me write their names
and sign their books. Their piety seems to come partly
from their national situation and their material poverty.
Being with them made me feel proud to be part of the Hare
Krsna movement. It also made me think that my life of run-
ning and hiding, trying to spend time alone to develop
attraction to Prabhupada’s books, and writing to attain
self-honesty, can be used profitably so that when I speak
about Prabhupada, I can come out with solidity and free-
dom from pretense, integrity.

After sitting in the temple signing books, I finally made
it back to the van, but Madhu brought in more books and I
continued to sign them.

Happiness: underarms of kurta soaked from sweating
while lecturing.



July 31

Yesterday I autographed books. Today I am back to
point blank, asking myself if I am humble, whether or not
I have any love for Krsna, and whether or not I am com-
passionate? I looked at my essay, “Krsna Recognizes the
Preacher,” to see why my Godbrother had been inspired by
it. The main thing he found inspiring was the quotes from
Prabhupada. The essay focuses on the Vaisnava’s compas-
sion and quotes one of the best references to preaching in
Prabhupada’s purports. It’s no wonder that he would find
this inspiring. The quote is from Lord Siva’s expression
when he went to swallow the ocean of poison to save the
universe:

It is said that great personalities almost always accept
voluntary suffering because of the suffering of people in
general. This is considered the highest method of wor-
shiping the Supreme Personality of Godhead, who is
present in everyone’s heart.

—Bhag. 8.7.44

I should never desert the preaching field. Srila Prabhu-
pada said he wanted to die on that field, like a warrior who
dies in battle. How I may preach—whether by writing, tak-
ing care of disciples, and how to do that—these are impor-
tant details. But somehow don’t forget that people in

49
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general are suffering, and Krsna consciousness is great
mercy for them. Take trouble to give it to them.

“The Vaisnava understands that Krsna wants to bring
the conditioned souls back to Godhead; therefore he takes
the same mood as Krsna. He doesn’t become Krsna yet he
thinks like Krsna: ‘Krsna wants all the conditioned souls to
go back to Godhead. Look at them, they're all suffering.
They should be enjoying with Krsna. Krsna wants to enjoy
with them. They are so unfortunate.” That’s the mood of
the Vaisnava . . . Within the realm of devotional service, the
quickest way to get Krsna's recognition is to become a
preacher. Krsna notices those who try to help others come
to Krsna consciousness.”

Our prayer is, “Please engage me in Your compassion-
ate mission.” Whether we become compassionate, I said,
that is secondary. But please engage us in Your mission.

We have to risk and suffer to help others. I try to avoid
danger, and therefore I don’t go to countries like Croatia
and Serbia. I prefer to travel on the autostrade. 1 ask for
medical exemption, for concessions for senior devotees,
to be treated gently. I'm a writer. Don’t intrude on my pri-
vacy because in solitude I'm preparing a nice message for
the people—so don'’t strain me or subject me to the wear
and tear of socializing. Yeah, yeah.

The Beatles sang, “She loves you, yeah, yeah, yeah.” I'm
a devotee, I'm an angel, a special writer, a jewel of ISK-
CON, yeah, yeah, yeah. I've got bad ankle, bad headache,
good purpose in prose and poem, and as for why my eye
goes flitting around the room, well . . .

Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

It’s important to be vigilant, cautious. Srila Prabhupada
says that in the purport to today’s verse. Maharaja Bharata
was somehow not vigilant, so affection for a deer ruined
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his worship of the Supreme. Be vigilant. Therefore I joke
about my lack of pure Krsna consciousness.

Heschel: “The Kotzker and Kierkegaard revealed how
twisted man’s inner condition was and suggested a way out
of it that was straight if hard. Both were passionately con-
cerned with the problem of what man means to himself.
Beckoned to soar to infinite heights through his spirit, he
proves too earthbound to make the voyage.”

Heschel says that the Kotzker and Kierkegaard were crit-
icized for not being concerned with the sociopolitical
dimension of religion’s existence. They regarded individual
choice in its purest form as the key issue. I seem to have a
kindred sympathy for that way of life. I focus on myself. I
thus imply that everyone should focus on the self, on puri-
ty of inner motives. We see how motives can be corrupted
even while carrying out religious duties. I want to talk on
that if they ask me to give the Srimad-Bhagavatam class.

Mahar3ja Bharata gave up things that are hard to
renounce, and he surrendered his life for the spiritual
cause, but then he again developed material attachment. I
think many young persons, such as those here in Slovenia,
come to Krsna consciousness and give up careers and girl-
friends, etc., but in the guise of religious life, our material
desires may resurface. Srila Prabhupada called these “hip-
pie seeds.” Or he gave the example of the bed bug who
appears to be dead but when the season is right, bites
again. Dangers: pride as a preacher or a devotee, faultfind-
ing, misuse of facilities offered to a preacher, laxity in
chanting and hearing. Follow the two tracks, bhdgavata
and paricaratriki.

Therefore, I ask myself, “Am I a hoax?” I catch myself at
something. One writer called this “catching butterflies.”
Like a butterfly hunter (unseemly analogy), we are always
looking to catch the absurd and inconsistent anarthas in
ourselves. “Ah, there you go again, being a nonsense.” See
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it at an early stage; be prepared to nip it in the bud. Be able
to laugh at yourself.

Even teaching—always thinking of oneself as the instruc-
tor—can be a wrong attitude. I try to write for myself to
escape that. One has to teach and be crafty when lecturing,
but then afterwards, find some relief from it. The teacher
also has to go back to being a student. I crave that, to always
remain Srila Prabhupada’s student as I read his books and
repeat his teachings in new ways and in my own words. And
I am a student of life. A student because I admit I am not a
master. The teacher assumes that he is better, somehow,
than the students in his class. At least he doesn’t use that
time before them to focus on his own imperfections.

Heschel: “Once a religious man ponders religion, his
thoughts reflect back upon the reflector. ‘What about your-
self?’ they seem to ask.” It’s important for me to do both—
to teach, lecture, guide, share, especially with these young
folks, but also to practice it myself, to inquire how my life
is transforming from the truths I teach.

How to pursue this? I lecture and then write privately.
This kind of writing has to be primarily for self-improvement.

One way to do it is to skip beyond logical, merely intel-
lectual writing and thinking. That’s the method in the mad-
ness of free-writing. Skip to m’ Lou. Find a better one than
you, my darling, skip to m’ Lou—and catch the surprised
face of the auditor.

He says, “But this is impossible. This is not our orthodox
method of inquiry.”

Skip to m’ Lou. Free-writing must be based on a life of
simple prayer and pure chanting.

Now I have to go put in time on the beads. Do you see
that black bear in the woods? Look ahead to your future.
There’s a deathbed ahead (you may not even get the com-
fort of a bed, but you could die on a forest floor or the
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macadam of the highway). Prepare here. This is your last
will. Scatter my ashes in the Yamuni, please, and my
assets to the ISKCON cause. Ashes and sparks, my words
among mankind.

I couldn’t follow all the trains of thought—I got inter-
rupted by the sound of the actual train here in Ljubljana.

Free-writing will help me escape the syndrome of
always being a man who is writing his diary. I mean, it will
help me escape the pose, the consciousness that “Here I
am writing inner thoughts in my diary just like a Kierke-
gaard or some other religious writer of inner truth.”
Escape the syndrome of preparing a diary for others to
look at later (even if it’s only for yourself to read later).
Writing can do better than self-consciousness.

Dream: A split appears in a temple community. I give up
my position of authority but side with one group. Our
group decides to kill another group using a gas spray. They
hole up in one part of the temple and resist us. We can’t
seem to kill them.

I overhear two devotees talking outside, deciding who
will be the new authority. They notice I'm listening. I tell
them not to worry about me. I want to be replaced. It’s just
a matter of who will replace me. I explain to them how, in
the absence of authority, a country is turned over to the
robbers, as is explained in the Bhagavatam. Now this tem-
ple has fallen into chaos, and I admit we have resorted to
bizarre actions.

Tolerate being insulted by rude devotee. Don’t brandish
a knife. Give them milk sweets.

Aside from what this dream may mean specifically, it
indicates to me the difference between public attitudes in
temple behavior and private thoughts.
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Break loose in language. You are your own main reader,
and you are willing and able to follow this when you read
it. Let it jump. Why? Because it is necessary to get beyond
the routine.

But aren’t appearances important? Don’t we need to
give devotees a straight presentation? What is the justifi-
cation of this other?

I told you, it’s private. Even so, it's coming out Krsna
conscious, sort of.

I don’t know.

Here, let us take breakfast together and talk it over. It’s
only an hour before the morning program recommences.

Srila Prabhupada said to be cautious. A little inattention
can lead to havoc.

Ups and downs. Anticlimax of my Srimad-Bhagavatam
class this morning. I felt their lack of inspiration in hearing
me; it weighed in the air and on my body. I carried a load of
feeling, and my phrases were tired. It was hard too because
two Godbrothers were sitting before me, right in front of
me. I had prepared my speech with Post-its. They were
somewhat ISKCON clichés, and in the questions and
answers it became even more like that. When I said, “Pra-
bhupada said,” I thought, “This will satisfy my Godbroth-
ers.” As a result, I feel . . . what? Let down. I only went
through the motions, and that’s the way it is.

Don’t want to carry that mood over into this writing. This
is supposed to be a perpetual place of wonder, freshness.

Kirtana in the courtyard. They are seeing off a God-
brother who is traveling to Switzerland. Does that mean we
will end up with them there? Are we on a preacher’s circuit?

Question in class: How can ISKCON devotees prepare
themselves for marriage?

What do I know?
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Brr, brr. The forest is cold. The sentences are supposed
to make sense, but I don’t want to be confined to that or
else it’s just telling you a rehash of what M. and I have
already discussed, which is mostly plotting our way
through the forest of social etiquette.

I want to write a marathon of words. To go somewhere,
not the same as where this van takes us. Not exactly the
same as what we go through on the road or at the temple.
When I write of July 31, 1995, can’t there be something else
that occurs when I go to write it?

Write upside down. Draw a face that way. Maybe just
calm down and read Krsna book and be a regular devotee
like you appear to be. Sarvabhavana said if the brah-
macaris put down grhastha life, and if they should later
become grhasthas themselves, they will be ashamed to
have changed asramas and will become hypocrites
engaged in illicit sex. Yes, I agree. Hypocrites. People who
act one way but are different underneath, in private life. I
wanted to twang that chord for them. Get them to think
about it. The life they need to live with full stamina, a
whole lifetime in Krsna consciousness in the asrama
that’s best for them.

Hurts, write until it hurts. Sad boy, he ain’t more of a
devotee of Krsna because at present he doesn’t want to be
more of a devotee than this. He’s not inspired by anyone.
He’s not cynical, but maybe he is. He thinks if he could
have more time alone, he might cut through in writing.

Mourning dove. Pots. Girls in Krsna consciousness. They
do the work, but I tended to ignore their presence in class.
I spoke of the men changing asramas but didn’t mention
the women, as if they don’'t count, the young lasses and
matajis who when I asked, “Do you have any questions?”
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said nothing at all, no movement of raised hands, although
I know they are full of feelings.

What about lust? he asks.

Lust? Lust? Oh, it’s a bust

I say. Forget it. It brings

anger, the all-devouring enemy

of the soul.

It's a new kind of literature, as Emerson said. The truth.
People may get to like it even though it isn’t tight and great
lapses are allowed when we sink into a mundane valley. At
least it’s all true.

What made you happy?

I cannot recall. Then recall now. The breakfast did not
make me happy. It was my mind, dissatisfied, did not feel
perked up by the taste of hot cereal with milk and honey.
Either too sweet or not sweet enough, that was the prob-
lem. I had better find my happiness in something eternal.

Svevo seems out of it, hardly a trace of him. Don’t want
to write of me before I was a devotee. And I'm not any
“Svevo” now, so he’s been dropped. I feel more interested
in the discussion of truth.

Lunch will be a social affair today. Mediocre sort of fel-
low getting ready to pretend. Can’t speak his mind. Just
eats some peas or bread with adhesive-held teeth and
doesn’t speak his soul but carefully calculated points in
sensible and interested talk. Fortunately, we say in
Vaisnava circles that talk during lunch should be light and
noncontroversial.

1:06 p.M.
You know I think your little life reads well later if ren-
dered honestly in detail. Is it Krsna conscious enough?
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Well, the falling short is poignant. I can’t help but reflect
worldly stuff, how I learned to read and write and imbibe
literature. Words like “stuff,” “poignant,” “reflect”—practi-
cally every single one I learned in some school or context
and it comes out now. You can’t invent language; you can
only borrow it all. Therefore, you are not unique or wholly
original when you write.

But the soul is unique, so when you write of your life as
best you can, it may approach the real self. There’s benefit
in that because we are tired of clichés and the mediocre.
When you repeat parampara, that’s not borrowed. It’s not
like you are being influenced by Sastra and Srila Prabhu-
pada. Rather, you are repeating them without change. You
are a loving tape recorder, even if you record their words
and then repeat them in your own words.

Put on tilaka. Twenty minutes until the social scene. By
5 A.M. tomorrow we hope to be rolling again, on our own
for a couple of days.

Nothing turns out quite as I anticipate it. Does that
mean that death and the next life will be . . . ?

I'll just have to wait and see. Or maybe I won'’t see. Does
the consciousness dim and then come on again and sud-
denly you are another person? A new someone, but the
same old self. Who can understand exactly how it happens?

Krsna book in big-print, 1974 edition. The book is
warped a little, the surface of each page not exactly flat,
but wavy. I read a little and then close my eyes and review
it—the Introduction. Srila Prabhupada pays respects to his
spiritual master and the parampara, says Lord Krsna
comes when there’s evil (so in Kali He comes in hari-
nama). Krsna, Visnu . . .

Now it’s 1:14. Maybe I'll be able to spontaneously say
something good in my conversation with a Godbrother.




August 1

2 AM.
I have been trying to take a new attitude toward old
pain. I don’t want to resent or fear it, or even wish it away.
It has been sent by Krsna as an opportunity to think of
Him. But here it is again, impinging on my desire to read
Bhagavad-gita As It Is and to write.
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I do wish it would go away. It would be a relief, “Ah, it
has subsided,” like the end of a traffic jam when you can
suddenly go forward and flow. In a subterranean way,

60
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however, I can try to commune with the Lord in the spirit
of tat te mukampam. I'm getting off lightly. It’s token
karma. The material world is a place of misery.

I went to sleep last night—not attending my Godbroth-
er's Gita class—with only a small headache in the early
stage. Then I dreamt that I was dressed in a suit and tie and
walking through the streets of Great Kills Village. It was
about 8 AM. on a Sunday. I heard coming from the other
direction some drunken, menacing singing from members
of a young men’s gang. They had been up all night. Some
were singing, “A hundred bottles of beer on the wall, a hun-
dred bottles of beer, if one of those bottles would happen to
fall, there’d be 99 bottles of beer on the wall.” I thought of
walking quickly in another direction so that they wouldn’t
see me, but it was too late. It seemed they would leave me
alone, respecting that I was returning from Sunday morning
Mass. Some of them were bloodied. They had a gang leader.

One old man in their group objected to something in my
appearance or behavior. I tried to appease him by saying we
were like-minded. Then I woke and discovered a sharper
head pain. It canceled my early morning plans to rise at mid-
night and read and write and chant and attend mangala-
arati and lead the singing and then be fit and happy for the
drive. Things don’t always go as we plan. I probably should-
n’t even be writing this because anything I do at this point
only causes more pain, but I want to keep my marathon
moving and learn to enter a deeper, spontaneous state. The
marathon is the writing itself, so I can’t allow the time to
pass in silence; it’s my service. Also, I want to state some-
thing about adjusting my approach to pain to something
more positive. At least we are not driving as previously
planned today to see a prana therapy doctor in Switzerland.
My prana doctors are Srila Prabhupada and Lord Krsna,



62 / PASSING PLACES, ETERNAL TRUTHS

and I will try to think in that way. No other cure except get-
ting a spiritual body and going back to Godhead. But also,
healthier habits in this life.

It's important for me to write this mixture of the Absolute
Truth and my perception of the world through my imperfect
senses and intelligence. People may criticize me for mixing
it and presenting it as if it's Vaisnava literature, but I reply
(for myself) that if I can go deeper with this, the mixture can
bring me to surrender to Krsna. If we look closely, we will
find that many $astric statements also contain this mixture.
Even examples to describe Lord Krsna's beauty and pas-
times are analogies from the material world. We are spirit
souls, but we now live in the material world and can’t help
but see what goes on. Krsna says the liberated soul sees
everything in Krsna and sees Krsna everywhere. I hope for
that vision, but at present, I'm bombarded.

When I can write down a dream I had concisely, it seems
a victory. When I can present a mixture of Absolute Truth
and sense perception honestly, it seems like a gain, an
addition to the Krsna consciousness movement. And if I
can present it clearly, then it’s a presentation of Krsna con-
sciousness through the art of writing. They may call this a
Pyrrhic victory and say that whatever I have gained, I have
lost the essence of straight Krsna consciousness. I dis-
agree. If I can go deep and remain pure and simple, the
mixture won’t be vain aesthetics or literary vanity. I pray
for Lord Krsna's protection as I take some inevitable risks.

8:30 A.M.

Over the border, easy does it. Wavy-haired, young guy
allows us into Italy. His co-worker says, “Whoa!” as we
start to pull away. He wants to look into the van. Then
cruising in green land, big ball of the sun up, countryside,
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deviating off autostrade before Denezia, then back on, M.
driving hard to reach Como, Italy, where we’ll stop for the
day. I try to sleep, and I think of time and when I can write.
Look at the shelf of Srila Prabhupada’s books and think,
“What might I find fresh and interesting even when I don’t
have the best time and energy of the day?” I pick out a Let-
ters volume and open to 1968. Srila Prabhupada is telling
Subala in New Mexico that he’ll send Umapati down to
join him. Maybe I can read these letters from time to time.

Oats, boats, coats
cock-a-doo, travel is too
excruciating to think

pink sweater packed away
until autumn in India
and...

check out a poet and write
your own, something new,
for a change

but stay on the track.

He doesn’t accept me, he says, as absolute anymore.
What does “absolute” mean? That whatever I said he accept-
ed as true. He could do that if he believed that the param-
pard, Srila Prabhupada and the previous Gcaryas and the
Vedic sastras are absolute, but he doesn’t believe that any-
more. He says nondevotees may be more evolved than devo-
tees. I agree that not every Hare Krsna member is so deeply
committed to the truth, to love of God, but a deeply com-
mitted and realized devotee such as Riipa Gosvami or Srila
Prabhupada knows more than any highly evolved nondevo-
tee. So you don'’t accept me as absolute anymore. You see
me as just an ascetic. And how do I see you?
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Autostrade
This book should contain some flavor of the road.
I get interrupted. The van stops. What’s up? Are we in a
traffic jam? Do I have to do something?
Surface: khaki shorts. Sannyds? Godbrother wears
shorts and shoes, goes jogging every day. What'’s it to ya?

Once a minuscule fellow heard of artificial intelligence.
He was riding in the back of the van and had lurched to a
stop. He fell over. Then it pulled forward and he swayed in
the opposite direction, but kept on writing with a pen
labeled “MAGROS d.o.0. OPATLJA.”

Krsna consciousness movement goes slow, repeats
same mistakes of burning out the public with ruthless
book distribution tactics. They see the cult as made of
cheaters. One way to stop this is to have seminars and
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train leaders. Impress on them how costly it is. Better to be
aware of quality, not just quantity. They may not agree.
Push on book distribution. Another approach is to quietly
visit temples, speak on what Srila Prabhupada writes in
the purports, read his books daily, and write these books.

Earthbound sinisters. I'm just a passenger in this van.
They are filling us up with Agip diesel.

You bend over. You lie down. You stay away from. The
temple life in Slovenia was a surprise in that senior devo-
tees were visiting. I interacted okay. They will say to oth-
ers, “He’s in the same ballpark as we.” I saw that I'm doing
what’s regarded as simple sannyas? duty, and it's approv-
able, although not regarded as tremendous work to bring
about change. Or some may say it is. According to The
Seven Habits, we give our power over to others and live
the lives they want us to live. We do what pleases them.
This is not good. Neither should we go to the other ex-
treme of total independence. The author said that there are
quadrants of behavior: urgent-important, urgent-not-
important, not-urgent-not-important, and not-urgent-
important. Mostly, he said, we act in crisis management
and do urgent things, but the best is not-urgent-important.
I guess reading Srila Prabhupada’s books and my own
writing is not-urgent-important. So I'm okay?

Stop for half a moment, and the guy behind you beeps
his horn. Roll on, find a campground, shade tree, please.
We've got money; give us shade. Under that shade I'll read
and write not-urgent-important. Yes, I too have to watch
out I don’t escape to not-urgent-not-important trivia.

Van careening. M. goes into Como to shop. Buys some-
thing and asks directions to a campground. I go on reading
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The Best I Could Do (March ’95, Wicklow). I like it! I
thought it failed, but so far I like it. I'm on the author’s side.
Even if later in the book he writes less and says, “I'm peter-
ing out. This isn’t working,” I'll still be on his side. He’s
inspiring me to write this one.

Stopped again. He’s in some quiet town, hot noon, at the
tourist office? Where is a campground? I don’t see anything,
just the walls in back of the van with pics of Srila Prabhu-
pada and Krsna and Radha, back windows covered. Sweat
and careen and happy to discover today that I can write in a
pad while moving. I thought it would be impossible.

Get past that guy who writes.

But it takes so much

acceleration,

it will give me a head-

ache, I fear.

Apply wet rag to head.

One for Madhu too.

He’s passionately

seeking the campground and I'm

passionately seeking the—

cigar?

No, the emblem, bull’s eye

of modern prose.
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If someone were to ask me, “What are you looking for-
ward to in life?” I'd say, “Getting up at midnight after a
good rest, reading Bhagavad-gita for an hour in the quiet,
and then writing in that atmosphere. Feeling that Krsna,
the instructor-guru, the divine friend, the all-in-all is with
me.” He’s in the book directly and personally, and He’s in
my heart in a friendly way. He never leaves me even
though I sometimes forget Him. May He keep me aware of
Him. I want to surrender, and even before I do, I want to
help others. That’s what'’s nice about preaching—you can
do it even before you are perfect.

ok

—_—————
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We went around and around, got trapped in a return to
the autostrade before we found the entrance to the camp-
ground. The office had just closed for the Italian lunch
hour, 12:30-3:00, but M. somehow roused a white-haired
woman to let us in. I watched all this from the van. You
have to pay to bring your dog here. Tattered American flag.
Passport. Shade? Now we drive into the heart of the place,
packed with campers. Beware of loose, exposed, young

‘L
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flesh. I look out just so I can decide it’s better to stay in the
back of the van, my cell, my reading booth.

Surrounded by radios and TVs, we turn on our motor
fan and drown it out.

5:15 p.m.

Fan motor blots out the world. Small space we live in. If
you had to stay here all the time in solitary confinement,
you’d go batty. Imagine—writing, pushing the micro tapes
out of a small opening in the door, receiving a plate of food
through that opening, never going outside. I have all of
Srila Prabhupada’s books and tapes here, and I can chant
on my beads and write. Maybe people would write me let-
ters and I would reply. They would even publish my books
and the books I write start telling about the strange, limit-
ed existence in a space about 12 feet by 4 feet. Could I do
it if I had to?

Srila Prabhupada said he stayed indoors and was satis-
fied with knowing that he could go out if he wanted, but if
he had to stay indoors, he’'d feel imprisoned. He presented
this example as an analogy to prove a point he was making.

We pass over some things that occur to the mind. Teeth
loose. Poor people who read you get weary of same old
particulars. Tell them, “I'll be dead soon enough, folks.
Then this show will be over. Sorry for the repeats. I can
make something up, but I prefer not to.”

An elephant was churned, and a horse, and Dhanvan-
tari, and the goddess of fortune.

She split her sides laughing,

the poet in the grave.

The soul goes up, up to next
body and concocters can’t know.
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Matthew Fox says, “Here’s a picture
of our liver. Now thank your

liver for the work it does.

Here’s the pancreas . . . ” Yeah,
where’s God who makes

it all function? Why not pray
directly to the Supreme Person?
That's what I say.

Don't eat all afternoon, don’t hear nondevotee music or
read their books or go out and look around at their scene.
Have faith and keep on going.

This is the summer marathon. In the last place, I heard
severe criticism of certain lying tactics used by book dis-
tributors. After all these years, it’s still a controversy. The
next temple, Zurich, is world famous for top book distrib-
ution scores. I'll go there and hear respectfully something
of their spirit. Or will I? I'll mostly stay to myself and pre-
pare lectures. Srila Prabhupada doesn’t directly talk much
about book distribution or “sankirtana stories,” and my
talks are reviews and enlargements of what he says in a
particular purport. If the sankirtana men have something
to say about book distribution’s glories, however, I'll hear
them and not mention the criticisms I just heard.

This is the summer marathon. I keep going, approaching
new sentences. Try to convey Krsna consciousness from the
heart and memory. I read how Lord Krsna sat atop Garuda
with Satyabhama beside Him, and He killed Narakasura’s
soldiers with an inconceivable display of military might.

This is the summer marathon. I avoid killing insects as
much as possible, but sometimes it happens and one
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appears in a bath tub and I don’t take time to pick it out and
it goes down the drain. I could take more care, like Mrgari
brushing aside the ants. I could stop burning votive candles
to protect the moths. They have a right to live. I am count-
ing twenty-one days for this book and figuring to write
many more, but an insect may not live even for twenty-one
days. I shouldn’t cut his life shorter by my neglect.

Summer marathon, Madhu chanting his rounds at night
after driving seven hours this morning. I'm resting, I told
you. I'm avoiding subjects that don’t seem suitable.

What made me happy? That the headache went down.
That we made a quick getaway from the temple at the end
of tulasi-arati. That we crossed the border early (it seems
so long ago). The morning and the rest I was able to take
on my cot, the fact that I wrote while the van was speed-
ing along. I feel relief (if not happiness) that we reached
our destination, a campground, and that we have all day
tomorrow with no duties except reading, chanting, and
writing. Happy to be a devotee and to be aloof from the
many contentious struggles and disagreements about this
movement’s slow progress, be aloof from the social poli-
tics of the material world. It’s important to stay away from
material influences or they will leak into my writing, my
life, my dreams.

Right now reduce moment to what is here in present in
this van space—the fan motor above my head, M. chanting
Japa next door. Stay focused on a limited sphere. Krsna is
here, and this is my day or what little is left of it. Krsna,
Krsna, the holy names pronounced in chest, in jest, even
inattentively have great power. I want to be free of dis-
tractions to write a song of Krsna consciousness, recalling
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good times I've spent as Swami’s student and finding the
essence now.

Tomorrow may be a longer chapter reposed in Como.
I'll tell whatever comes, the blank noise, the blank wall,
the Krsna conscious version of Zazen. I beg, I say—but
even that is just a word, a pen scratch, hoping to find a self
that feels real, my pen scratch, a trace of love, time pass-
ing. I'll do a little exercise before anyone is out and then
the rest of the day in here.

gom‘? 24 5 g%

H
le
Sai 5 leaving Aerp
foom while Aubs:
kirran s sHll goinge”
AO\D !, Slovens




August 2

1:21 A.m.

Hare Krsna, Hare Krsna. In the van I have to whisper my
first rounds so as not to wake Madhu. I want to bring those
mantras somehow to the forefront of my consciousness
and to dwell in them. Make this mental and prayerful effort.

Krsna, Krsna. What else happened in Los Angeles? I am
curious to know the result of the GBC resolutions. Did you
hear about the sannyas? who had to go to the hospital?
What about the one who has dropped out of external cir-
culation? What's the latest about this and that? I tell myself
not to be so curious. The essential news always seems to
reach me eventually, if slowly. Better I tune in again and
again to what Krsna is doing in Sﬂmad-Bhdgavatam and
what Srila Prabhupada was doing, as described in his let-
ters in 1967. I'm curious to savor the sweetness of his per-
sonal dealings with disciples, his care for them, his
teaching, and his pushing them to preach and expand
ISKCON. Curious to read the eternal sastra and the life
and teachings of our founder-acarya.

Be a source person.

Svevo enters the deep precincts. He creates indigo-

colored works. He draws lines and circles and then sees in
them possible images he can develop. Usually he settles

72
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for some simple, cartoony human or animal figures and
brings them into shape—sits back and watches them,
firms them, colors them.

Inner life, inner vision cannot be so easily depicted.

I dreamt one after another of prize fight matches. We
saw each contestant and their particular appeal. Some of
them seemed not so strong or young or likely to win.
Someone always won though. Why should I dream of per-
sons who never existed, whom I never met, these prize
fighters and their fans and the contests, the opinions and
interests of spectators and gladiators? What does it signi-
fy? That I too am one of the fighters, am old, an unlikely,
billed as part of a night’s entertainment? As I travel and
encounter ISKCON situations, temples, and persons, is it
like that, a series of boxing matches? Do I want this sport-
ing life? How long can an old fellow keep going in the ring?

Devotion to Krsna, as He teaches in the ninth chapter,
especially verses 29-34. I can’t bring it out in classes when
I lecture. Something escapes me as I read or lecture, I'm
aware of that. The love, the bhakti, which Krsna says is the
main ingredient in every offering—do I know it? This is a
typical question I ask myself. I ask it sincerely and some-
times rhetorically for all of us. We shouldn’t be thoughtless.

We serve the Lord almighty, then we rest after expend-
ing our energy, but Krsna doesn’t expend or need to
replenish Himself.

Campground finally quiet. Several times I hear different
burglar systems go off, then quiet. People living close to
one another, tent by tent, camper by camper. They breathe
in the night air of summer, then get up and putter around.

Krsna Vision, Bhaktivedanta Manor and villa and desa
and cultural hall and library and T-shirt. T-shirts in Slovenia
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worn by young boys. One shows the arching capital “M” of
McDonald’s hamburger stores and then the word “Murder.”
You get an odd impression seeing so many young men with
the word “murder” printed boldly on their shirts. And
another, “Have mercy on the animals,” and on the back a
photo of a boy embracing a calf and the words, “Don’t eat
my friend.” T-shirt culture. Boys with their hands in their
pockets. One with secret practices—all with secret prac-
tices—of the cajoling, chortling, and fearful mind. Behavior
symptoms, patterns, and talk, and finally we run out of time.

Trees, words, a speck of paint on this desk. Ink smears
when the side of my hand passes over it too soon after
writing.

Transcribe the poet’s experience. Straight back, sore
buttocks, quotas, compilations, reviews. Beat-thump,
thump-thump, the rhythmic heart. Better not bring into
your mind anything that will divert you from Krsna con-
sciousness. Better to memorize verses. You don’t give your
digester any rest. The little heart muscle, like a generator
engine, has to pump and never miss. If it does, the whole
show will be over and then what matters? It's what you've
done. Devotional service is never lost. It's added up and
likely not 100% this lifetime. If you don’t have full faith and
devotion in Krsna and the spiritual world, how can you
expect to go there?

You see your own lack and shortcoming. The method to
improve is to apply yourself to sadhana. Krsna’s mercy is
really the main ingredient, however. Can you act to attract
that sooner?

10:30 A.m.
Day by day, you portion out your existence with pitiful-
ly small awareness. The goal you say you want, love of
Krsna, in such a degree that it will carry you at once back
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to Godhead, seems far away. You seem to have to settle for
something less. You're not even brokenhearted by that.
You want peace of mind and a positive attitude—and Srila
Prabhupada seems to teach that optimism—so you don’t
weep or bemoan. You don’t care so much, it seems. You
mostly care to keep up at least the little devotion you do
have, attachment and obedience to waidhi rules. For
example, I just read the Tenth Canto chapter, “Krsna Teas-
es Rukmini.” It is sublime. I read it as a faithful follower. I
did that. But . . . just one chapter. Nor do the implications
for my own life strike me with force, such as why don’t I
have the intensity of devotion for Krsna that Srimati
Rukmini feels. Why don’t I at least love more to hear this
pastime or any pastime? Why doesn’t it move me more and
satisfy me more?

Same is true of japa—you count your quota and that’s
it. This writing seems to be a place where I can cut more
into the issues, the flame, the edge. I ramble and repeat,
fall short with a gasp like a cricket jumping or a turtle
crawling slowly . . . The effort is expended here.

Write, write the purpose

is told

he wants to be bold

but cannot because he truly

hasn’t got what it takes,

never did,

and so should admit it at least.

But how different we are from the campers in this
campground. At least our concern is krsna-bhakti (or our
lack of it). We allude to it in writing or mention it in pass-
ing in a temple lecture without sounding a heavy, depres-
sive note. Alas, we are far from the goal—or at least I
am—and we have no great wish to rouse ourselves. We
want gentle treatment; we’re not willing to strain.
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In A Passion For Truth, Heschel condemns the me-
diocre, compromising practice of religion. His words
sound harsh to me because he seems to be selling short the
importance of the Vaisnava’s mercy and the power of per-
forming simple service in a happy mood. There’s even a
hint of doubt in his negativity as to why a devotee can’t
make the supreme effort to achieve surrender and give up
all other pursuits except loving service to God. He doesn’t
seem to be clear in his relationship with God, or else he is
speculative, breaking new ground. We don’t break new
ground; we say it’'s all been charted by the munificent,
expert, previous dcaryas, especially those in the Caitanya
sampradaya. Yes, we may be sunk in complacency and
that’s not good, but what else can we do but continue to
chant japa and to serve?

Grr, brr, be pardoned awhile. Tune in to the words will-
ing to come, more than intellect or philosophy. Dance . . .
I hear French out back of this van, young and old bodies.
One in the distance (all I see is a chest) is sunbathing? Do
we have to leave here tonight because they don’t allow us
out of the camp before 7:30 A.Mm.?

Please, my heart flutters, a moment of no-meaning in
Zen haiku, bird on a branch. It’s a relief—a breakthrough
in writing. Remember when I used to take a word and see
what it set off in me?

“Parson”: I can cluster with it. “Parson” leads to pardon,
to parsimonious, to persimmon, persons, and prisms.

In person we saw the Rheingold Girl. She was chosen by
a poll. Memory trip. What is true and good? Let it go and
pick up a new thread.

Parson Jones, a country preacher, marries you in the
song, “Winter Wonderland.” Parson—pardon me and par-
don my persiflage, small talk.
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Leave trails and explosions like that. A little morning
exercise. Keeping private, we will travel as if with some
powder like gold or magic dust kept in a box. We open it
occasionally, not like sniffing a drug or calling on a hallu-
cination. Then? A mystic doctrine? A personal secret? A
hope springing from the unconscious which you cannot
even express?

Something . . . drive and park in gas station parking
lots. Supply of new and used earplugs. So many things we
use in our control, plug into, eat, “heart of the palm tree”
and couscous.

Heart of the palm. Self, tongue, eating, scheduled routine.
I don’t want to rip up anything, just tell my moral tales and

skip

skip to m’ Lou.

It should be more interesting, a road book, and maybe
less calm and with less continued train of thought. More
outward adventure you will get. Maybe less daring at heart
of honesty.

Grr, brr. He roots out. He used a bathroom on a ferry
and will do it again. Restrain and control and go on plan-
ning and gobbling up the days and months and then you
and all your brothers will leave your bodies. Your spiritual
master did it and you will too. It's as simple as that.

“We are impersonal and unfeeling in ISKCON,” he said.
“Yes, yes,” I replied politely. We say this so often, it’'s a
cliché. I don’t even desire more loving friendships because
how do you do it, in a mundane way based on what Scott
Peck or Mr. Covey said?

Can’t buy me love,

etc.

they sang.

Love, love. I would like love of God, it seems, but I can’t
pay the price. That significant verse—buy love of God in



78 / PASSING PLACES, ETERNAL TRUTHS

the market right away, but the price is laulyam, not attain-
able for many lives. That says it.

Here at least you pickax at it. Your feeble shovel digs at
it. I don’t want love as they’re talking of it. I don’t want self-
love, however, in a false ego sense.

Thought (still do)

that love would come down

like suddha-sattva

while I chant and read

catching me unaware and

in meantime one is so busy

fending, keeping the bee

outside the van,

putting in earplugs, waiting

for another meal and ability

to travel to France and Ireland—it takes

all your attention sometimes and

you don’t concern yourself

with love of God.

The best I could do. The work I could do. At my archi-
tect’s planning desk and lamp, a feeble stroke here and
there is not the master plan for the Mayapur temple and
city or raising the money for it. Who has that conviction?

Krsna krsna krsna krsna he.

Verse II in Kings 3:15, “As the minstrel played, the spirit
of God came upon him,” was rendered in this way by the
Great Maggid:

When the minstrel was like the instrument—free of
self-consciousness—the spirit of God came upon him.
Only when, like the instrument, the minstrel is neither
self-seeking nor self-conscious, can the spirit of God
come upon him.

—A Passion for Truth, p. 136
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12 noon

I suddenly remembered today listening to “The Clown,”
Jean Shepherd telling his story with Charlie Mingus’ band
playing in the background. Somehow, the memory of it
moved me today. Shepherd was almost underspoken. He
had a sad story to tell, one with a negative view of
humankind. It made me remember that jazz musicians play
blues—they have immersed themselves in the sadness and
hard times of life, which they almost claim as their
birthright as black people who have been mistreated in a
white world, as well as the fact that we all get hard knocks
who live in this material world. They turn this blues reality
into upbeat music. The music is entirely made up of the
bad news of life, yet it somehow shines happily, is peppy,
upbeat, and it sings. It sings the sad life in a way that
makes us feel some kind of relief. That’s the purpose of art.

What has this got to do with Krsna consciousness? Per-
haps nothing directly, but the reason I wanted to share it
was because it made me think of the ISKCON blues, the
blues of the Krsna conscious sadhaka. I remember Haya-
griva writing a poem about brahmacari blues. We try to
become Krsna conscious, we try to become perfect, but
we fail. We remain earthbound, we still have our material
desires after so many years of trying. And the Krsna con-
sciousness movement sometimes seems to be going back-
wards; it keeps repeating its mistakes, and people leave it
saying there’s no love here, and so on. There’s plenty of
falling short and unhappiness, and we have to admit a kind
of dose of negativity even in our perfect philosophy. The
philosophy is perfect, but we remain imperfect.

When Subhananda dasa left ISKCON, he gave a parting
kick with an essay titled, “The Fading of Utopia.” Maybe
it’s true that utopia has to fade, the misconception of how
easily we would attain the perfect society in ISKCON, but
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we can now make blues music, a real expression of our
heartfelt attempt and determination to continue practicing
Krsna consciousness despite the discrepancies. I would
like to be able to express that cry more earnestly and may-
be more frequently, something like that music—alto sax,
laughing and crying trombone, the steady beat.

3 pP.M.

Whir, whir, mechanical sound of twin fans drowns out
chatter and song and radio of surrounding campers. Don’t
know if we’ll stay here for the night or will have to pick up
quickly and cross the border into Switzerland.

Swamiji was hopeful about his San Francisco center.
Wrote back to us in New York that if we were feeling his
absence, we should know that the sound vibration of the
spiritual master (van?) is the real presence. He also told us
we could place his picture on his sitting place and that
would give us inspiration.

When I gave up my self

I mean false self

I unclenched my fist and

thought of Krsna’s mission and

the Swami’s desires for me and

didn’t figure myself as the center

of existence.

When did that happen?

When I no longer considered this
body as my being.

When was that?

When I breathed and thought,
“It’s like a horse or dog
breathing.” When I read and
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was absorbed in the
commentary and worked in
the mission. When I went
on chanting after sixteen.

Sigh. Killarney. Foot dust of Vaisnavas. Kavaca of saf-
fron color worn around Lord Nrsirnha’s neck. Foot dust of
Govardhana Hill and Ekacakra. Will I go there again? Too
much effort produces a flutter in my head. I told you it
could be a trigger to remember Krsna and His instruction
that the body is miserable, and we should not have come
here. Hare Krsna, I know it isn’t easy. Krsna consciousness
is a solace. Hear and be relieved even if you can’t expect
smooth sailing. Remember, Srila Prabhupada told us that
in the beach hotel room in Jagannatha Puri. He said Krsna
didn’t give Arjuna a magic ash (as some so-called incarna-
tions give their followers). He did not say, “Arjuna, just
sprinkle this ash and everything will be all right,” or, “You
lie down and sleep on the chariot or smoke ga7ija and I'll
deal with the enemy.” Arjuna had to fight as Lord Krsna
had ordered him, but the Lord guaranteed Arjuna’s victory.
I try to think like this when the head twinge starts. We
won’t unnecessarily provoke it—we’ll stay calm and fol-
low our schedule of travel and lecturing, rising early and
writing, although it’s a strain. If pain comes, as it seems to
do of its own accord, we will be thankful that it's not
worse and somehow think of Krsna in prayerful, slow
mantras and appropriate feelings and thoughts.

Little spurts, one after another, not connected; in this
way we bridge the marathon. Four days gone already.
Each day I can’t seem to write as much as if I were in a
house with time for several one-hour sessions. Besides,
even if I had the time, do I have the stamina? I mentioned



82 / PASSING PLACES, ETERNAL TRUTHS

if the minstrel forgets his self-conscious self, then God
appears in his song. What does that mean?

I can apply it to free-writing. The self as servant always
remains, and through him, God plays. He becomes the
instrument, like strings the Lord strums, as He did when
Ramananda Raya spoke to Lord Caitanya. The minstrel
lets go.

Noting a stiff neck, but words come despite it. The van
door sounds. I catch myself looking up, but decide to write
despite it. Put periods at the end of sentences. Krsna.
Aside from what I read today, there is a backlog of consis-
tent acts and life given to service. Plug in to that. If I don’t
always feel enthused and aware that I'm a servant of the
servant, doing his duty and inspired—as I felt through and
through while lecturing last Sunday—I am still in the right
place, still refraining from sinful life, and still doing what
should be done.

I noted that when I was with a respectable brother,

I was skinnier than him,

I bite my fingernails,

I can’t keep a tight schedule as they seem to, but a loos-
er one. I'm doing all right.

That Svevo fellow, I thought he was supposed to help
carry the burden of the marathon? And I thought you were
going to tell us what made you happy each day?

Yeah, I don’t know.

Svevo hits a pillar. He was in a small car and tried to
merge with traffic just outside Ljubljana. There was a
crack-up. The back of one car crumpled, the other’s glass
was all smashed in. Both cars were d<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>