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Preface to the Second Volume 

I begin this second volume of my autobiography by summarizing 
my Journal and Poems, written in 1985–1986. Because writing is so 
important to me, it forms a crucial part of my life story; to walk 
you through my books is to share with you my most-cherished 
activity. Srila Prabhupada used to say, “If you want to know me, 
read my books.” My own books are open and honest because I use 
writing as a means to reach the authentic self. I walk forward, and 
sometimes I stumble, even fall, as I go forward to find my truth. 
Actually, almost all my books are autobiographical. When I began 
the first volume of my long-running (60-volume) series Every Day, 
Just Write I had given it the title Welcome Home to the One Big Book of 
Your Life. Later in this book, I will walk you through that series 
also.  

Even before I became a devotee of Krishna and a disciple of 
Prabhupada, writing was my most important activity. It was my 
vocation, my religion. I once told a hippie friend that writing was 
more important to me than living. He disagreed, saying, “Your life 
is a Pyrrhic victory.” (The phrase “Pyrrhic victory” refers to a 
battle in which the victorious side suffers such great losses that it 
was really no victory at all.) I didn’t care for my friend’s opinion. I 
admired those writers who, too, had considered writing more 
important than life itself. The nineteenth-century Danish 
theologian Søren Kierkegaard was of that ilk. He would write 12 
hours a day, considering himself in a site of God, and he produced 
a voluminous body of world-class philosophical works that are still 
influential today. I also admired the tortured genius Franz Kafka, 
who wrote symbolic novels considered unique in world literature. 
Kafka worked a day job, as a lawyer at an insurance company, and 
he only felt happy and liberated when he was writing. The 
American transcendentalist Henry David Thoreau, another one of 
my literary heroes, was something of a hermit. He wrote 
continuously in his journal, from which he extracted books like his 
immortal Walden, a factual account of the two years he spent 
living alone, simply and self-sufficiently, in a little cabin in the 
woods. These writers, and other artists like them, including also 



 :THE STORY OF MY LIFE  

6\ 

painters and musicians, were my models for a life well-lived by 
pursuing one’s art wholeheartedly and passionately.  

In a sense, I have already written my autobiography in the more 
than 100 books I have published. But I have found a new life of 
expression in The Story of My Life, one volume of which has already 
been printed. I will continue that narrative partly by reviewing 
books I’ve already written and partly by completing writing 
assignments from Natalie Goldberg’s Old Friend from Far Away: The 
Practice of Writing Memoir, which I will introduce in this second 
volume in the series. I hope in this way to entertain you, my 
readers, and in so doing, to enlighten you in Krishna con-
sciousness.  



 
 
 
 

 

Stories from Journal and Poems Volumes 
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Journal and Poems, Book 1 (January through June 1985) 

Journal and Poems is certainly in a different mood than my books 
Sanatorium or Under Dark Stars. It was written before I took to free-
writing and other wild forms of expression. My persona in Journal 
and Poems is one of a dedicated and conservative servant of 
ISKCON, a member of the GBC, and a humble guru. He toes the 
party line; he says that people should take shelter in ISKCON and 
be faithful to ISKCON. “ISKCON with all thy faults, I love thee.” 
So, in a sense, it’s a little archaic, looking back on it. Nonetheless, 
it has its own integrity, and I can appreciate it even though I’ve 
evolved beyond its loyalty to institutionalism.  

The book opens at Gita-nagari in January of 1985. There, I write 
that Gita-nagari is very important to me. I assert that, in preaching 
Krishna consciousness, it’s wrong when devotees see farm life as 
less important than book distribution. The books tell us about a 
better way of life, a place where Krishna consciousness is actually 
lived, without false dependence on factories or the trappings of 
urban life. The books tell us there is a place where cows are 
sheltered not slaughtered, where God conscious people live off the 
bounty of the earth. Therefore, to prove the living truth of the 
books themselves, and to live as Krishna chose to live when He 
came to earth 5,000 years ago, we maintain our rural Krishna 
conscious village, Gita-nagari, “the place where the Gita is sung.” 
Without such a place, the world is doomed.  

The book doesn’t start with my convalescence at Gita-nagari; it 
starts with travel. I take a trip to Miami to attend a GBC meeting, 
which gives me an opportunity to write about the Governing Body 
Commission. Then I go to Vancouver, Canada, to visit part of my 
territory as a zonal guru. And then I get ready to go to Mayapura 
for the annual GBC meeting. At that time I wrote a poem titled 
“The Castor Tree Guru.” Because it helps to show how I thought 
(and still think) of myself as a guru, I’ll print it here. You can also 
see the loyalty to ISKCON and how I see myself as a soldier of the 
movement. 
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The Castor Tree Guru 

When there are no trees,  
a castor tree is a big tree.  
“I may be imperfect,” 
Prabhupada would say,  
“But if I speak what Krishna says,  
then that is also perfect.” 
And a prabhupadanuga  
is in touch with the sakti. 
 
The tree in the courtyard is also small, 
but sturdy even in winter. 
And in springtime it will bud green. 
 
Let me grow as I am able, 
even if I am small, 
and let me also shelter sisya birds. 
 
I am his footdust 
his boy, 
his saved,  
his son,  
his typist,  
a bringer of a mango. 
But I cannot rest on these credits.  
Today also I am traveling 
 to his Mayapura.  
 
I pray to stay a small tree,  
since that is what I am, 
and to deliver these sisyas given to me. 
By chanting and hearing 
and always living with the Vaisnavas, 
by preaching and urging myself and them 
I’ll keep these ISKCON places sound 
until the end of my life. 
 
In Mayapura I meet with Hridyananda Maharaja, who says I 

should act “selfishly” for Srila Prabhupada by improving my 
health. He tells me I should plan on 30 more full years of service 
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and not act as if I’m already an old soldier prepared to die on the 
battlefield while doing my duty. He says I must abide by – absolutely 
abide by – certain conditions: First, he says I should not attend the 
GBC meetings, though I should be on hand to vote on important 
matters; second, he says that after the meetings I should plan on 
resting for the whole year without any travel and suggests I go to a 
place where this will be possible. This talk with Hridyananda 
Maharaja made an impression on me. Though I agreed with him at 
the time, I wasn’t sure I could bring about the complete change of 
attitude toward my service that his program would require. 

Following my account of this conversation with Maharaja, I give 
brief daily reports of the GBC meetings, which began that year 
with a consensus feeling that ISKCON had to be re-organized and 
a constitution had to be written. I’m not sure this constitution was 
ever written. It was supposed to be written by the centennial year, 
which would be 11 years later, but at that time it was a big topic of 
discussion. Everyone agreed that an efficient administration would 
be necessary to govern the world organization, so it was brought 
out in the meetings that structure and organization were needed to 
make our leaders more responsible and accounttable. The first 
morning’s GBC session not only brought out the general direction 
of the meetings but also brought out my own debilitated 
condition, and rather painfully so. I felt weak, and within half an 
hour I began to get a headache. At one point I raised my hand to 
say something but then felt so weak I could hardly speak. And 
what I did end up saying was not so intelligent. I could see that my 
state of physical disability had increased since coming to India. 
After two and a half hours in the meeting, I felt someone tugging 
on my arm. It was my Jewish mother, Hridyananda Maharaja. I 
was forced to leave the ring, by technical knockout.  

During the meetings 20 or so GBC men, and about 50 or so 
other Prabhupada disciples from all over the world, sat under a 
large portrait of Srila Prabhupada. As incumbent secretary, 
Balavanta had explained our historic work: We were planning to 
finalize a constitution for ISKCON by Gaura Purnima 1986, the 
500th anniversary of Lord Caitanya’s appearance. By open 
discussion we hoped to decide upon the contents of the 
constitution, and then a committee would prepare the document 
during the coming year. On the third day of the meetings, I spoke 
up and gave my two cents. I suggested that we increase the 
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number of initiating gurus and consider decreasing the elaborate 
standard of worship that had been established for the new gurus. I 
reasoned that the reduction in worship would make it easier to 
worship several gurus in one temple (wherever there were temples 
whose devotees had a multiplicity of initiating gurus). I also 
thought it would help mend the rift that then existed between 
some of the ISKCON gurus and some of their Godbrothers. It 
turned out that my proposal was defeated. I accepted the defeat – 
which reflected the majority opinion of the GBC – and I did so in 
a way that was faithful to the institution.  

In the text I write that it’s a privilege to attend the GBC meetings 
as a member. My bad health had taught me it’s a privilege not to 
be taken for granted. I write that, although ISKCON seems to 
have shortcomings and many detractors, open criticism causes 
devotees to think disparagingly of ISKCON. I go on to say that we 
should be like the poet Cowper, who Prabhupada quoted as saying, 
“England! With all thy faults, I love thee.” ISKCON! With all thy 
faults, I love thee. ISKCON, you are the living community of 
Vaisnavas. You are meant to carry Lord Caitanya’s movement to 
the 500th anniversary and well beyond.  

Then on the fifth day of GBC meetings, they are going to discuss 
expanding the number of gurus. I hope that ISKCON takes a big 
step forward and blesses more Godbrothers to initiate disciples. 
There are different opinions and there is excitement in the air. The 
discussions will be interesting and intense, but it looks like we will 
open the field for more gurus. 

Due to illness, I have only been able to attend a few hours of the 
meetings each day, but I find myself always eager to get back into 
the meeting room as soon as I recover a little physical equilibrium. 
A sense of duty calls me. To be a responsible officer in this 
Krishna consciousness movement is a great privilege. The tension 
I experience in these meetings provokes headaches, and when I 
feel one coming on I sometimes regret attending. But in a larger 
sense, these headaches are the nectar of devotional service. 
Krishna wants us to attend these meetings, and therefore it’s 
pleasurable.  

I did not go to the Ganges that year. Instead I kept myself in my 
room, like a prisoner. When I did go out, whomever I met made 
my head hurt too much. At Mayapura, you’re supposed to chalk 
out your work for the upcoming year. I was supposed to take the 
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year to recover my health. An inglorious assignment, but what can 
I do?  

Then I leave. I leave for Calcutta even before Gaura Purnima. 
And by Gaura Purnima, I’m on Northern Ireland at Inis Rath. I 
wrote a poem there called Prithu’s Dream: 

 
Prithu take me in the motorboat. 
Show me the gray water, the waves, and in the distance, the 
island you purchased. Point out the buildings, some ruins. 
Tell me when you will build them anew. 
Invite me to go down and walk in the mud. Show me on the map 
your dreams 
of a great Vedic temple for Northern Ireland.  
Speak to me your confidence: 
“I’m absolutely sure it will take place.” 
And then after that, I write My Dream, and I say, “Why am I not 
as ecstatic as he is 
about the vision?” 
I share Prithu’s vision, but I also have my own. I walk around the 
Island, mulling, ill.  
 
Yes I have my dream, but I cannot 
tell it here.  
 
I saw pheasant this morning 
through the window 
and opened the window 
for a better view. 
In the clear air, 
while many birds sang, 
I beheld the red-necked pheasant  
pecking on the path. 
 
The poem goes on. I say Prithu’s dream needs time, and that I 

don’t doubt it, and that my dream needs time too, before I can 
articulate my Krishna conscious dream. Actually, when this book 
was first published, Prithu was very disturbed by these poems. He 
took my book to Ravindra Svarupa and showed it to him. Prithu 
thought I was demeaning his development of Inis Rath by writing 
about my own dream. I was surprised and disappointed he was 
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disturbed. I didn’t mean to minimize his dream; I just said I had 
something else in mind.  

I asked my disciple Baladeva what he thought of my poems. He 
said the meaning of Prithu’s dream is that Prithu is going to build a 
gorgeous temple and develop the island of Inisrath, and based on 
his previous success, he’s confident he can do it. “Knowing you,” 
said Baladeva, “I would say your dream is that you want to go back 
to Godhead and take your followers with you. Since this is such a 
great undertaking, it’s not something you can be fully confident 
of.” I was startled by this very nice explanation. In one sense 
Baladeva’s interpretation was more clearly expressed than what I 
had written in my poem. My intent was to express hope and 
optimism in Krishna consciousness, and the poem states that I 
needed time and guidance from within before I could actually see 
my hopes for what they were and develop them to maturity. At the 
time I wrote my poem, I had plans in mind for literary works that 
had not yet come to fruition. I was reluctant to speak openly about 
them, and I worried that some readers might think I was too vague 
in expressing my desires and plans. I was also concerned that some 
might think I was envious of, or ungrateful for, Prithu’s practical 
accomplishments. Regardless, I wanted to show how each servant 
of the Lord has his or her own undeniable desire to render some 
sort of personal service, whatever that service might be. So, while 
spontaneously expressing my feelings in verse, I did not want 
readers to think I meant to disrespect the glorious vision Prithu 
had for expansive preaching, engaging millions of people in Lord 
Krishna’s service.  

The next entry is from March 15th, at Gita-nagari. Throughout 
the book there are nice drawings of scenes at Gita-nagari done by 
Bhakti-lata Devi Dasi and some other devotees. There’s a picture 
of Tuscarora Creek and the pine trees, and the bench as you look 
out from the cabin, and the stairway down to the creek. In the 
entry I say I felt heavy-hearted as we arrived at Gita-nagari on that 
day. The austerity of what I was proposing to do weighed on me. 
Instead of coming for another visit, packed with interesting 
preaching prospects, I’m coming to recover my health. I’ll be 
staying there for most of the year.  

Then I introduce the idea of seeing Krishna in nature. I quote 
Prabhupada, “From nature we can study so many things, very 
instructive. Krishna has made nature in such a way that any 
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intelligent man, if he studies simply the nature, without going to 
school or college, he becomes a learned man if he has got the 
capacity to study nature.” (Lecture on Srimad Bhagavatam 6.1.10 in 
Los Angeles, June 23, 1975) Bhaktivinoda Thakura has also 
stressed the efficacy of attaining God consciousness by reading the 
book of nature. The pure devotee sees the form of Krishna 
everywhere and always thinks of Krishna’s pastimes. While in the 
material world a devotee who is trying to advance understands that 
everything is Krishna’s energy. So, throughout the book, I make 
note of the flowers and the plants and the land and the cows and 
the rest of the natural features of the farm at Gita-nagari. 
Sometimes I would ask myself why I’m paying so much attention 
to these sorts of things, but that was my lot, to live there and 
recover my health. I was living there. And that was the scene. So I 
was trying to see Krishna in the beauty of nature at Gita-nagari.  

I talk about the importance of reading Prabhupada’s books: “By 
reading Srimad Bhagavatam I am hearing what is most important. All 
literature not related to Krishna consciousness is nonsense. Let me 
go on always doing this – reading Srimad Bhagavatam.” Reading 
produces reading. Let our goal be to read. Krishna will see us and 
be pleased. Paying no heed to thoughts that reading is not 
practical, or that your reading is useless because the quality is poor, 
you should apply whatever powers of attention, whatever devo-
tion, you have available to reading Srimad Bhagavatam. And, while 
reading, pray that the result is you become a better devotee, more 
conscious of the need to think always of Krishna and to help 
others on His behalf. These were my thoughts on reading at that 
time. As you can see, I was pretty serious about spending my time 
reading and recovering.  

Of course, I wrote more about my potential recovery, but 
unfortunately my headaches didn’t get better at Gita-nagari: 
“Sometimes I seem to forget my illness and become restless, but 
yesterday I had a relapse in my condition and was again dragged 
down to the platform of physical pain. I wanted to read, hear, and 
write, but the veins in my head expanded and there was pain. I 
tried wishing it away, ignoring it, reducing my activities in one way 
or another. I tried hearing a tape of my disciples reading The 
Teachings of Lord Caitanya while I walked slowly outside wearing 
sunglasses against the light, but the invader headache had its way. 
Eventually I had to lie down, but I felt a satisfaction in the midst 



 :THE STORY OF MY LIFE  

16\ 

of the growing headache: ‘Yes, now I can clearly see my proposed 
stay here at Gita-nagari is not an overly cautious plan. It is sensible; 
it is necessary. I cannot do otherwise.’” 

It turns out that my perspective then was that of a less intelligent 
person who suffers some pain and then one hour later forgets its 
cause, acting in a way to bring it on again: “When a devotee doctor 
told me that I have worked too hard over the last 20 years in my 
devotional service and I have exhausted my system, I again had 
doubts. I have not really worked as hard as other devotees on 
sankirtana and other activities, yet the stress and strain I have taken 
on as a manager is considerable. I have to see it in perspective. I 
am not a super-human who deserves rest because he has sacrificed 
himself like a martyr. Rather, I’m a person of limited physical and 
mental capabilities who has used those capabilities to the point of 
overload. Even if I regain my health, I have to watch my limi-
tations.  

“When my head is not actually throbbing, in my mind I actually 
think ‘This sickness is just in my mind.’ But it is not just in my 
mind. It is a physical reality and I have to deal with it.”  

In Journal and Poems I also write little essays against atheism. 
There are several of them, in which I assert I don’t want to be an 
atheist, and how I want to proclaim Krishna consciousness, 
preferably through art. Here’s an example: 

“We should look upon the criticisms of the agnostic intellectuals 
as a challenge. Let us not be dogmatic or fanatical. Rather, let us 
prove in our lives and works that we can see the world as it is with 
fresh, individual vision. Let us assert that we are trying to see 
Krishna in all things, and let us explain logically and 
philosophically why He is actually the ultimate truth. And as we 
advocate our cause, let it be by works of art. Let us honestly 
express our own failings while at the same time explaining why we 
are committed to Krishna conscious truth.” This hinted at 
something I would later develop more fully – my desire to express 
myself in art.  

I also select a quote from Srila Prabhupada: “Surrender is all 
individual.” That sentiment is so important to me. “…Not by 
conference, by meeting, by passing resolution, ‘If we want to 
become Krishna conscious…’ That is not possible. It is all 
individual. I have to surrender to Krishna individually. Just like 
when you go to the sky on airplane, it is all individual. If one 
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airplane is in danger, other airplane cannot save him. That is not 
possible. Similarly, it is all individual. It is all paratah svato vah. 
[Bhag.7.5.30] One has to take it seriously, personally, that ‘Krishna 
wants, so I’ll surrender. Krishna said, sarva dharman parityaja mam 
ekam saranam vraja. [Gita 18.66] So I’ll do.’ Not that ‘When my 
father shall do, then I will do.’ Or ‘When my husband will do, then 
I will do.’ Or ‘When my wife will do, I will do.’ No, it is all 
individual. It is all individual. And there is no restraint. There is no 
restraint. Ahaituky apratihata. [Bhagavatam 1.2.6] If you want to 
surrender to Krishna, nobody can check you. Ahaituky apratihata 
yayatma suprasidati. When you do that individually – collectively 
when it is done, it is good – but it has to be done individually.” 
(Lecture on Srimad Bhagavatam in Vrndavana 9/21/76) 

During this time, I would regularly listen to Srila Prabhupada’s 
tapes. I recommend the practice. We’re so focused on the external 
and so impatient for enjoyment that we have to do something to 
agitate our senses; to sit down and hear about Krishna’s pastimes 
is a rather unexciting proposal. But if we calm our mind and 
senses, we can enter the most exciting and blissful realm of 
Krishna consciousness.  

Living in seclusion at Gita-nagari, I wrote a proposal for a world 
pilgrimage. In it I say I have an idea for a book, a travelogue of all 
the ISKCON centers around the world. One objection to this idea 
might be the uncomfortable truth that some of these places are 
affected by controversies and schisms while other places suffer 
from obvious discrepancies. How can we deal with that? The 
purpose of the book would be to glorify Prabhupada and Krishna 
and ISKCON and its many temples and preaching outposts. 
Therefore, I would seek out what is good and glorious, not 
dwelling on the many bad things. I would see only the good. I 
would give impressions of my visits to those places in the style of 
my Journal and Poems. In this way I dreamed of the future. It was, in 
a way, a prophecy of what I would later do in a series of booklets 
called Lessons on the Road, in which I traveled all over America – 
and later Ireland, England, Scandinavia, Germany, and Italy – and 
wrote about my experiences, seeing the good without dealing with 
the controversies or pointing out what might have been lacking in 
them. They were published in booklets, never bound up in one big 
book, but they’re there. They’re dated, of course. For example, I 
visited Alachua when it was just a small place with a few devotees 
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living there. Hridyananda Maharaja had his headquarters there, and 
I stayed at his house. At the time there wasn’t much going on, but 
now it’s the biggest center in North America, with hundreds of 
devotees living there. Nonetheless, the series can still be read for 
the historic value of my travelling, reflecting, and talking with the 
people I met. The idea for that series came here, while I was 
staying at Gita-nagari. 

On one occasion I went out with Dhruva and his wife, Bhakti-
marga. She knew the names of all the plants and wildlife in the 
area, and so she taught me how to see things like that. Under the 
title “Temporary Nature,” I wrote, “The flowers come and go in 
waves. Now is the time for violets, dogwood, and viburnum. The 
daffodils and tulips have already shriveled and gone. Lilacs are just 
beginning to show promise. Dandelions have entered with their 
weedy splendor, and some have already turned into ghosts. Maple 
leaves first appear yellow and then turn green. Gradually all trees 
are coming to full foliage. In the field, timothy, clover, and alfalfa 
form a rippling sea of green.” That was dated May 1st. After 
writing that, I saw three deer.  

During that time I relied on the phone to keep in touch with 
what was going on in my zone. At one point a sannyasi, Mahakrama 
Swami, left ISKCON and went off with a woman. That was quite 
a blow to us in our zone. He went into seclusion for a few days so 
that he could decide whether or not to follow his vows. I argued as 
best as I could in favor of renunciation, and the girl he was roman-
tically involved with tried her best to argue the other side. It 
seemed to be a choice between Krishna and Maya. He went for 
Maya and left.  

I also write about seeing large carp, many of them in Tuscarora 
Creek. They were very big fish, and the kids call them mama tejas 
after the Bhagavad Gita verse in the tenth chapter in which Krishna 
indicates that anything large or wonderful in nature is a 
manifestation of Himself. Often when the boys saw anything 
wonderful or big, they would call out “mama tejas!”  

Narayana-kavaca took me out in a canoe, and we saw newly born 
ducklings vigorously swimming. I guess their parents must have 
been hiding nearby. The ducklings were each smaller than my hand 
and probably just a few days old, but they were able to float and 
swim with their feet. They were pretty little babies but pitiful to 
see. Almost any predator could have swooped down and killed 
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them. Narayana-kavaca had been rowing me in the canoe, but then 
when it became too difficult he got out of the canoe and pulled it 
instead. It was quite typical of him to improvise in that way. He 
was the president of the Potomac temple and had come to stay 
with me for a couple of weeks. He couldn’t stay to be my servant, 
but I appreciated his being in the zone. And I appreciated that he 
was active while I couldn’t be.  

Here’s a note about seasonal changes I made while at Gita-
nagari: “Every seasonal change is like a personal note from 
Krishna. Nature’s beauty indicates the beauty of Krishna. 
Everything is full of symbols and recorded messages: the hopping 
toad, the birds at dawn, the rain on the roof. Everything is teeming 
with poignant music and pure Krishna conscious expressions. It 
only requires a sensitive receiver to understand it. As we become 
submissive to the scriptures, we will also become receptive to all 
things and be directed in mind and heart to what Krishna wants us 
to do. As we advance in Krishna consciousness, everything 
becomes more natural, not just a matter of classroom theories or 
ritual practices. As Prabhupada says, ‘It is not an artificial 
imposition. It is the original consciousness of the living being.’” 

I describe baling hay and loading it into the silo, which was a 
passionate endeavor for all hands one day during my visit. I 
describe planting potatoes, which we did, cutting them up and 
planting them in rows. Everyone did this, even the children – and 
even the guru. The children drew pictures of the process. One 
picture I put on my wall. It showed me like a superman, with a big 
fist, planting a potato. I describe the first day the cows were let out 
from the barn after the long winter. They ran into the fields for 
pasture, but they were so excited they didn’t stop to eat. They just 
cavorted, clicking their heels and jumping and running. One of the 
boys ran among them with a hose, blowing through it to make a 
sound and waving a white flag to get them more excited. The cows 
ran around and around for about a half hour. They were so happy 
to be out there. Finally, they calmed down and started eating the 
grass. That’s a yearly event at Gita-nagari. I never got tired of 
seeing it.  

I describe how the mail comes and how I want to dive into it and 
read the mail. I write: “We may always desire to serve Krishna, but 
how that desire is expressed within this body is ultimately beyond 
our control. So it is not egoistic of me to have a hearty desire to 
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delve at once into today’s mail. Nevertheless, I have to acknowl-
edge my weakness and surrender to Krishna’s will. This form of 
patient surrender is one of the main lessons I must learn, and 
developing such patience has been a major test of my Krishna 
consciousness.”  

I describe a visit from Jagadisa and Bhurijana Prabhus. We sit by 
the pond and talk for half an hour. They say that we should meet 
the next day too, and I agree. But they don’t know what a strain it 
was; I had to take extra medicine to be able meet with them, and I 
had a headache as a result. I write, “But this social strain of trying 
to keep up with others while at the same time feeling that one is 
not understood for being incapacitated – a strain I felt during the 
Mayapura meetings – is, I think, a difficulty shared by all persons 
who go through a prolonged illness. You have to find a Krishna 
conscious balance.” Incidentally, my book Journal and Poems was 
appreciated by devotees who also struggled with illness. They 
found a friend in this book. Gunagrahi Maharaja told me he was at 
one time living in Korea with one devotee who was not very 
social. That devotee had a copy of Journal and Poems, and he used to 
read it. He said he had a friend, the author of Journal and Poems, 
who he would turn to for solace.  

There’s a drawing of the cabin I stayed in at Gita-Nagari. It’s a 
wood cabin with a tin roof and a brick chimney. It’s seen better 
days. It’s surrounded by trees, and in front of it there’s a pond fed 
by an underground spring. The cabin is right on the bank of Tus–
carora Creek. It’s a little moldy inside, but it’s a nice place. There 
were mice in the cabin back then. And even though they were hard 
to control, it was a sweet place to live in the summer of ’85.  

I write about waiting because that’s what I was doing: “Each day 
has been getting worse. Today, I spent all afternoon lying down in 
a dark room. I have to remain Krishna conscious as far as possible. 
But it has to be by the easiest method. Japa and hearing tapes are 
too difficult. At times like this I try to recite in my mind the Hare 
Krishna mantra, not continually but occasionally, very slowly. And 
by Prabhupada’s grace I maintain the simple identity of a devotee 
he has imprinted on my heart; I am a devotee waiting. Just as a 
devotee may wait after a day of book distribution to be picked up 
by another devotee in the van, so I am waiting here for the end of 
the day. I am a devotee, and I am waiting. That’s all I need to 
know.”  
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I should say something about the history of my relationship with 
Gita-nagari. I was at one time in charge of a zone that included 
Texas, Dallas, and Houston. Tamal Krishna Maharaja wanted that 
area, so he asked me to give it up and let him take over. He said 
that, in return, I could have Gita-nagari, which was part of his 
New York temple zone. I accepted the trade and got Gita-nagari, 
which wasn’t self-sustaining. It was supported by the Baltimore 
temple’s sankirtana efforts, which Narayana-kavaca was managing 
at the time.  

So I went to live there at Gita-Nagari where I was established as 
initiating guru. It was very harmonious. I was welcomed by 
Parmananda and Gaurahari and all the householders. And some of 
my disciples came there to live with me. This was where I would 
do a lot of writing for the Prabhupada-lilamrta. A little office was set 
up with typists and editors. Mandelesvara was the main editor of 
Prabhupada-lilamrta. He lived there. He and some other editors 
typed transcripts of the interviews for the Prabhupada-lilamrta that 
Baladeva was bringing in from his world travels. Sesa too lived 
there for a while. He would gather the material into files according 
to chronology, and I would take the files for a certain period in 
Prabhupada’s life and spin the narrative in prose.  

We printed volume two, “Planting the Seed.” It started with 
Prabhupada’s arrival in America at 70 years old and the beginning 
of ISKCON at 26 Second Avenue. Then I wrote volume one, 
which covered 69 years, Prabhupada’s whole life in India. We had 
all the typed manuscripts of his own descriptions of his life in 
India. We had a preface, or foreword, written by Dr. Harvey Cox 
of Harvard University, who said he appreciated the oral history 
technique that I used. I had seen it used in the biography of LBJ, 
Lyndon B. Johnson, and thought it was effective. So we used it, 
taking material from interviews and printing, in italics, the words 
of those who were actually there with Prabhupada. It was effective. 
A lot of that work was done in my cabin at Gita-nagari.  

I used to take walks near the cabin. I would walk on the back 
road where I wouldn’t meet anyone. I would walk adjacent to 
Tuscarora Creek back to a place where they had an ox-power 
plant. That’s a circular contraption the oxen are harnessed to, then 
they walk around it in a circle to produce power that can be used 
to saw wood and other physical tasks. There usually weren’t many 
people there, so I would walk down the road towards the ox-
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power plant and then go into the woods and up the hill. I called 
that road “Recovery Way,” because I was recovering from my 
headaches. At least I was trying to. 

Some people have referred to my writing in Journal and Poems as 
“pastoral.” They didn’t mean it in a complimentary way, but rather 
as a criticism, feeling that it was not in “the sankirtana mood.” But 
that was my reality. And that’s the reality of living in Gita-nagari – 
it’s a pastoral setting. It’s nothing to be ashamed of. The work 
there is taking care of cows, developing agriculture, raising chil-
dren, and worshiping the Deities. So life at Gita-nagari was 
pastoral. Prabhupada first wrote about a place called Gita-nagari in 
the 1940s or 1950s while he was still living in India. It was a sort of 
prophecy. He envisioned a place called Gita-nagari where the 
residents could live and be self-sufficient. The name “Gita-nagari” 
means “the village, or the place, where the Bhagavad Gita is sung.” 
So he said that there would also be Bhagavad Gita classes held there, 
and the residents would live in that village and practice Krishna 
consciousness. We felt that Gita-nagari in Pennsylvania was a 
fulfillment of what Prabhupada had written about in the 1940s.  

As for haiku, I got quite involved in it. There is some haiku 
scattered throughout Journal and Poems, but I’ve written two haiku 
books: Under the Banyan Tree and The Dust of Vrindavan. I’ll review 
both works later in the autobiography. During the height of my 
interest in it I discovered a network of American haiku magazines. 
There are quite a few of them in which they model classical haiku 
by Basho and Issa but write in an American way about American 
subjects, not necessarily restricted to 17 syllables. I submitted some 
of my haiku to those magazines, and some of them were printed. 
One magazine in particular, Wind Chimes, used to print my haiku 
somewhat regularly. Some of that work was overtly Krishna 
conscious, about Lord Caitanya and Mayapura. I corresponded 
with the editor of that magazine. There was another lady who 
published a magazine called Brussels Sprout who also printed one of 
my haiku poems. My haiku books were reviewed in the haiku 
magazines. Some reviews were favorable, one was unfavorable. 
But I was developing a reputation and was being regularly 
published until I quit writing haiku.  

I didn’t live at Gita-nagari only during this time of recuperation. I 
also lived there during the earlier “zonal acarya” days, when I 
wasn’t so much troubled by headaches, and life was very happy 
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there. We had a number of customs and rituals, one of which was 
my morning walk after Bhagavatam class. I would walk out the 
temple door and down the path, surrounded by my disciples, who 
would bring a microphone to record whatever conversation took 
place. We would usually stop in the barn and pet the cows and 
then continue on to the cabin, where we would sometimes sit 
down and continue talking or sing a bhajana together. Bhurijana 
was a close friend at that time. His wife, Jagattarini, used to bring 
her little son, Jaya Gurupada, to visit me. He would bring incense 
and do a little arati for my Jagannatha deities, whom Jagattarini 
made clothes for. The devotees cooked for me. I was the resident 
guru, and although I did sit on the big vyasasana, and although my 
Godbrothers would approach me and offer flowers – which wasn’t 
right – I didn’t abuse it. As far as I could tell, they liked it. The 
atmosphere was harmonious; we were all together. We would also 
have kirtanas in the evenings in the brahmacari house. I would lead 
the kirtanas. They were very nice, with all the children chanting.  

My struggles with my health – and my struggles with staying in 
one place and trying to recover – were not limited to this particular 
stay at Gita-nagari. I once spent six months at a house in Puerto 
Rico, away from the temple. It was very ideal there. The crickets 
and the “croakies,” the frogs, would croak very loudly at night in 
the jungle. We drank coconut water. But I was sick with 
headaches. One of my disciples, Advaita Acarya, is a doctor. He 
came, prescribed various medicines, and had me travel to San Juan, 
the capital of Puerto Rico, to have my brain and heart tested, 
hoping to rule out other possible causes of my illness. But nothing 
was discovered. That was another period of attempted re–
cuperation. I also took yoga lessons then. I was getting migraines 
that lasted for days. I had to close the windows and lie there in the 
dark. I couldn’t even listen to tapes or read books. Those were 
dark days; I was definitely suffering. During that time Mahakrama 
Swami came to discuss how the grassroots devotees wanted 
change in ISKCON. I had heard the rumblings, but I was apart 
from it, trying to recover.  

While I was living at Gita-nagari, I would tell people that I talked 
on the phone and did some managing, but I didn’t really do that. 
There was a lot of pressure from disciples and temple presidents 
who wanted to talk to me, but I just couldn’t communicate with 
them. They weren’t able to relate to my being in convalescence. 
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Baladeva, as my secretary, had to handle it for me, which he did 
well. Still, they gradually began to resent his taking on so much 
responsibility, especially because he was a “junior” devotee. But 
that’s how things went on. It was inconvenient, and my “silence” 
was generally not appreciated.  

In Book One of Journal and Poems there are pictures of the old 
temple room, before the new temple was built, with my rocking 
chair facing Radha Damodara. There are also pictures of Radha 
Damodara in that volume. My admiration and my attachment for 
those Deities is expressed there as well, including some poems I’d 
written to Them. At one point in the column I write that being 
there with Radha Damodara is as good as being in India. The little 
Deities of Radha Kalachandji were also there. Radharani was brass 
– She was golden – and Krishna was black marble. They, too, were 
beautiful Deities, and I liked to look at Them. They had Their own 
pujari who would adorn Them with very nice garlands and outfits. 
When I left the Dallas temple I left the big Radha Kalachandji 
Deities, of course. But I took little Radha Kalachandji with me. At 
first, Parmananda wouldn’t let me put Them on the altar, because 
he didn’t have an extra pujari. I wasn’t living in the cabin at that 
time. Vamanadeva was living with his wife, Indira, and their son, 
and she had several Deities she took care of on her own altar. So 
she took care of Radha Kalachandji too. I remember going to see 
the Deities on one snowy day. She was alone, but she let me in. I 
sat and looked at the Deities for a while, and then I left. Later, 
Vamanadeva told me he didn’t want me coming when his wife was 
alone, so in a way I wasn’t welcome there. Finally, there were 
enough pujaris that Radha Kalachandji could move to the altar at 
the main temple. About a year after They had come to Gita-
Nagari, Tamal Krishna Maharaja wrote me a letter saying it was a 
pastime that I’d taken Radha Kalachandji away from the temple 
but that now They should be returned to Dallas. Instead, I sent 
him a check for $1,500 and told him to use it to buy new deities. 
He accepted that. Just recently, however, Gita-nagari has been 
unable to take care of Radha Kalachandji, so Dallas made a move 
to get Them back. The management at Gita-nagari decided they 
couldn’t properly maintain Them, and they were sent back to 
Dallas, where They are now.  

I had a friendship with Tamal Krishna Maharaja. He used to visit 
Gita-nagari, and sometimes I would visit Dallas. He knew a 
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devotee who made brass Deities who at one point made Deities of 
Lalita and Vishaka to stand on either side of Radha Damodara. 
Once they were finished, they were brought to Gita-nagari and 
installed. That was a very nice gesture on his part. When he used to 
come we would have meetings together. We would have a specific 
agenda, an outline of various topics, and we would discuss our 
respective places in Krishna consciousness and other Krishna 
conscious topics. They were intimate discussions.  

Tamal Krishna Maharaja encouraged me to form a sankirtana 
party to support Gita-nagari. He felt some sense of responsibility 
because, as GBC for New York, Gita-nagari was technically in his 
zone. The New York temple management always found it difficult 
to financially support the Pennsylvania farm, and although he was 
now relieved of the responsibility he felt some ongoing feeling for 
it. Baltimore was supposed to set aside some of its collection for 
Gita-nagari, but Tamal Krishna suggested we should have a party 
exclusively from Gita-nagari. A women’s party was formed, and a 
motor home was purchased. It was a Barth, a good one. Mother 
Kaulini was put in charge of the party. She organized 12 women, 
and they went out selling paintings. Some of the women – like 
Jahnavi and Titiksa and Gopamatrika – did very well. They could 
collect hundreds of dollars a day. Paramananda set up a shortwave 
system he used to talk to the devotees wherever they were in the 
country. Whenever they came home I would talk to them in my 
cabin, to encourage them by stressing the importance of what they 
were doing supporting Gita-nagari’s cows and gardens and farm. 
They were real troopers, as the saying goes. It was hard work, 
going door-to-door without introductions trying to sell the rolls of 
paintings they had brought with them. Despite the difficulty, they 
did very well. Narayana-kavaca was the zonal sankirtana leader, so 
he was involved with that party too.  
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Journal and Poems, Book Two  

(July through December 1985) 

The illustration on the cover of the first volume of Journal and 
Poems shows a semi-aerial view of the cabin in June. The trees are 
full of leaves, the ground is green with grass, and the flowerbeds 
near the cabin are all in bloom. The cover of the second volume 
shows the same view of the cabin, but in December: snow covers 
the roof and the ground, and a team of oxen is pulling logs along 
the left-hand side of the cabin. The journal starts on July 1st with 
reflections about the retired cows and oxen. They lived in the 
woods and pastured in the woodlands, so the devotees had fenced 
off the woods so that the cows couldn’t roam out of the woods. I 
write, “Visitors to the farm are sometimes startled to hear we have 
put the cows deep in the woods, as if it’s a hardship on the herd, 
but the cows don’t mind it. Within a few days they’ve beaten down 
comfortable trails, and they roam freely, eating the wild grasses and 
overhead leaves with plenty of streams to drink from…We are 
similar in that they are not active workers, not milk-givers or plow-
pullers. But my retirement is temporary, whereas they’re being 
allowed to pass their last days in leisure. Just to see them in this 
state eases the mind with appreciation for Vedic culture, wherein 
even old animals are treated with compassion.” In my entry on July 
4th I mention that in this month festivals are going on around the 
zone, and at the end of the month Gita-nagari will have its own 
farm festival during which hundreds of devotees will attend and 
feel the bliss of association at peaceful Gita-nagari. Tarksha called 
from Trinidad to say that 11 local devotees would be coming for 
that occasion. I intend to hold an initiation ceremony, and I 
remark that my main concentration should be to gain at least 
enough strength to take part in the festival on July 27th.  

On July 10th I write to remind myself that my serious business is 
to get well, and that thought in turn reminds me to go deeper still: 
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“Remember your real business – to remember Krishna.” Right 
now it seems the greatest thing that could happen to me would be 
for my headaches to go away. It would be a miraculous event if 
that happened at anytime in the near future. And yet I should not 
pray for this, nor should I consider it the goal of my life. Because, 
even if I were free of headaches, as long as I am in this body more 
danger and breakdown will come. Still, I yearn for a time when I 
can get some physical relief so that I might serve in my post in 
ISKCON. I somehow have to remember that an even higher 
priority is to attain Krishna consciousness.  

I wrote a series of haiku, interspersed with the prose, about the 
impending Ratha-yatra: 

 
Country Ratha-yatra 
A sign in the temple hall,  
“Just ten days left.” 
Country Ratha-yatra: 
Preparing my lecture 
while the ducks fly by.  
 
Country Ratha-yatra: 
Widening His roadway – 
the sound of the scythe. 
 
Country Ratha-yatra: 
Wind and rain break flowers 
but the tents are up. 
 
On the day of the Ratha-yatra I was not able to write much as I 

was so busily engaged in the festivities and the initiation ceremony. 
And the parade! Still, at 5:30 p.m. I wrote: “It was a long 
procession, but it was wonderful. I was able to squirt the devotees 
with water from fire extinguishers as I rode in an ox-drawn sled 
between Prabhupada’s cart, which led the procession, and Lord 
Jagannatha’s. Hour after hour we chanted, walking in the sunshine. 
And I exchanged with the devotees by spraying them with water 
and sometimes throwing cookies to them. At one point, near the 
end, one of the oxen pulling my sled became too exhausted to go 
on. He was breathing so heavily his sides were heaving in and out. 
At Vaisnava Dasa’s suggestion I squirted him with water from the 



 :THE STORY OF MY LIFE  

28\ 

extinguisher, wetting him up and down, including his legs and feet. 
He seemed to be revived by the cooling. Then we proceeded for 
the last mile. Now the large feast is beginning. But my own 
participation is over, and I am back in the cabin. 

“I often wonder about the spurts of happiness I feel during the 
day, even during a high pain day. Desires to write, inspirations to 
chant, appreciations of Prabhupada and Krishna – it may be any of 
these things, and they come like waves out of the ocean. I think 
that if they did not come, I could not live. Every devotee must 
experience such waves in the ocean of devotional service.” 

By August 10th I mention that there’s talk of a big ISKCON 
meeting to be held at New Vrindavan. It’s about the 
discontentment in ISKCON, and it’s going to be a very important 
meeting, but I count myself out due to my invalidity.  

“My Godbrother Brahmananda has recommended that I see an 
Indian doctor of natural hygiene who recently cured him of 
bronchitis. Now the doctor is in America with a strong letter of 
recommendation from Brahmananda. Brahmananda also phoned 
from New Delhi, insisting that I see this man and give him a 
chance. Advaita Acarya talked with the doctor, a Dr. Sharma, and 
said that he sounded harmless and perhaps there was a one percent 
chance that he could cure me. His specialty is monitoring diet, 
natural therapies, and creating a positive approach towards taking 
up occupational activities again.” 

I write more about the upcoming meetings – September 16-20 – 
during which they will try to resolve vital issues regarding the 
spiritual master and ISKCON, the role of the GBC, and so on. I’m 
afraid that if I go I will have a collapse. Although it’s an important 
meeting for ISKCON, it seems more important that I try to repair 
my health so that I can fully participate in ISKCON for decades to 
come. I even write a haiku about it called “On the Path”: 

 
Rabbit, did you hear? 
There’s a world meeting 
And you and I can’t go 
 
When Mandeleswara read what I’d written about health, what he 

appreciated most was those points where I discussed the 
inevitability of suffering. “This is the soul of philosophy,” he 
noted. My back and forth discussions about trying to get well, 
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wondering when I will get well, are my personal struggles. They are 
not the ultimate conclusion of Krishna consciousness, but the 
record of one struggling along the way. And yet the struggle to 
return to active devotional life is also part of our philosophy – 
“How much do you desire to love Krishna?” 

Dr. Sharma advises me to stop taking all medicine; he says that 
unless I do I will never get well. Advaita Acarya and Samika Rsi, 
my two disciples who are allopathic doctors, plan to talk with Dr. 
Sharma about this. I know they will not agree with him. They think 
it’s injurious to the body if I endure the pain without getting relief. 
I have to decide for myself, but I tend to think that forgoing 
medication is correct – it is more like the Krishna conscious way. 

 
Comment: In retrospect, I would like to make some remarks 

concerning the relative merits of naturopathy and allopathy, 
according to my own experience. After one year of strictly 
following Dr. Sharma’s regimen I did not get any relief from the 
frequency or intensity of my headaches. I did, however, lose a 
significant amount of weight: down to 118 pounds, which was 
extreme. I next tried Ayurvedic medicine for a while, but it too 
brought me no improvement. Then, an allopathic doctor 
recommended a pill called Esgic. When I first started taking it, I 
went through a sort of “honeymoon” phase; as soon as I took the 
pill my headache would go away, but after a couple of months it 
stopped working altogether. Due to my wide reading in popular 
headache literature, I knew the cause was “rebound headache,” 
which is something that occurs when you take too much allopathic 
medicine. At this point the medicine itself causes headaches. They 
say the remedy is to stop taking that particular medicine for a long 
time. But that remedy is for the rebound headache; they don’t tell 
you what to do for relief of the painful headaches for which you 
were taking the medicine in the first place. 

I finally got relief when I turned to my disciple, Nitai-
Gaurasundara, who is an MD and a psychiatrist. He was waiting 
for a chance to treat me. He said he knew just by reading my 
books that I was a victim of anticipatory anxiety. This means that 
anticipating the pain of a coming headache was itself the trigger for 
the headaches I was having. In addition, I have long suffered from 
anxiety, to the point of obsession, over different issues in my life. 
This causes stress, which also leads to headaches. As a psychiatrist, 
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he used his skills to treat me by prescribing medicine for anxiety. 
At this time I also received counseling from a devotee counselor. 
This resulted in my being able to cope with less medicine. 
Gradually, the combined forces of titration of medicines by Nitai-
Gaurasundara and effective counseling allowed me to leave behind 
the decades-long ordeal of frequent migraines and chronic daily 
headaches. Now, in 2013, I am completely headache free.  

 
September 2nd: “The world meeting will not be a simple festival. 

For some it will be intense Krishna conscious activity of the 
ksatriya sort. For some individuals it will be harrowing and soul-
searching. Some will see it as a dangerous attempt at meddling with 
Prabhupada’s legacy, while others will see it as long-sought 
purification of a system gone wrong. For all members of 
ISKCON, the stakes are very high. We hope the basic, needed 
changes will be made without increasing factionalism, and that all 
of Prabhupada’s disciples can become more satisfied to work 
together in the house that he built.”  

Despite my hesitation, I decided to go ahead and attend the 
meetings in New Vrindavan. Before the first day, I had headaches 
all night and was not able to attend the meetings. On the second 
day, I attended in the afternoon. Complicated issues were dealt 
with, but the managers felt that there must be change. Naturally, 
there was resistance to change.  

September 19th: “I’m trying to realize, regret, and rectify any 
wrongs I have done my Godbrothers by virtue of my assuming the 
elevated responsibilities of guru and GBC. But it is unfortunately 
difficult for me to do anything about the wrongs that may have 
been committed to others in all different parts of the world of this 
great movement. When one Godbrother asked me how I was 
doing, I replied, ‘I shouldn’t really be here’ (meaning that I 
shouldn’t have even attended the meetings because of my health). 
He smiled and replied, ‘None of us should be here.’ In other 
words, we all should have acted in a more intelligent way since 
Srila Prabhupada’s disappearance and not have come to the point 
of an ISKCON world crisis that has brought us all to New 
Vrindavan.” 

None of us should be here, so why am I complaining that I, in 
particular, should not be here? There is the suffering of the 
wronged Godbrother, the suffering of the over-criticized yet 
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sincere GBC leader, and there is also the suffering of the physically 
ill who feels guilty he cannot participate more and yet seeks the 
sympathy of Godbrothers, who are themselves deeply involved in 
disturbances created by the ISKCON system and its mismanage-
ment.  

September 20th (the fifth day of meetings at New Vrindavan): “An 
expression of a difference: the Godbrothers feel resentment that 
they’ve been heavied-out over the years by the top leaders and not 
given freedom for their service. And the leaders feel affronted that 
they’re being suspected of material motives despite their dedicated 
service.” 

September 22nd (back at Gita-nagari I reflect on the meetings): “Today I 
sent a letter to my disciples in the temples requesting them to 
accept the changes in guru worship: no exclusive vyasasana, no guru-
puja arati, and so on. I really don’t anticipate that they’ll have 
trouble accepting these things, since their duty is to follow my 
instructions. I don’t think there’s any change in my relationship 
with my disciples, even though there is some reduction in the 
ceremonies. This zone is one of the first to make these moves, so 
we shall see how our devotees set an example.” 

September 26th: “This morning I rose early, and while starting to 
write I got an idea. I decided to move to the temple at Potomac, 
Maryland, in order to help encourage the devotees to develop the 
project. Krishna-gopal’s proposal that the Potomac property be 
sold is probably based on sound reasoning, since the project is 
dispirited in many ways. But this challenge has moved me to go 
and protect the property rather than allow them to sell it. I’ve had 
to consider many different things, such as my health, where I 
would live at Potomac, whether the doctor will come with us, and 
whether I can actually endure it. But I think it’s right, so I’ve 
written a letter to our zonal committee, asking for their blessings in 
my attempt.” 

October 6th: “Since my arrival at Potomac it has been fairly easy. It 
all seems new. It’ll be more difficult to maintain over the months 
and realize advancement. Keep digging.”  

I spoke to the devotees in an ishta-goshti. I told them I would be 
getting skinnier from fasting but that they shouldn’t worry. (Why 
did I bother mentioning that?) I also told them they should not 
criticize their guru. That was awkward, but maybe it was needed. 
And I told them I had come to make them surrender more.  
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Actually, my presence there communicated more than words 
could say about my intention to take on the challenge to keep, and 
develop, the Potomac temple, especially since I’d just moved in. 
Whatever I could have said about my intentions might have 
seemed like just another pep talk. The reality had to be proven. It 
was a fact that many of them had unsurrendered habits, and my 
going there was a personal challenge to them. They may have liked 
the idea that I was changing my life to come and live with them, 
but they may have also found it painful when I attempted to push 
them to rise early and go to the temple program every day and to 
cooperate and work more. Therefore, I interpreted their quietness 
as a wait-and-see response to what I said. 

October 28th (beginning of Kartika): Today I hear news of 
Kirtanananda Swami being hit on the head by an attacker at New 
Vrndavana. His condition is very grave. There will be a long period 
of recuperation.  

After a week I decided to go visit Kirtananada Swami and took a 
plane to Pittsburgh. He was in a coma and couldn’t relate much to 
me while I was present beside his hospital bed. But I spoke to the 
devotees at New Vrindavan and tried to encourage them and give 
a philosophical explanation for what happened.  

I returned to Potomac and on November 10th observed 
Govardhana Puja in the temple. Four hundred guests attended, 
and I realized it was my greatest moment. Enmities dissolved as 
people put forth their hands for prasadam and became my friends.  

I got far behind in answering my mail, so I moved to Baltimore 
to the house of my disciple Jaya Gaurasundara. There, I went on a 
marathon with my tape recorder and answered over 50 letters. 

In the Journal I start writing memoirs of my 1966 days with Srila 
Prabhupada, including haikus of my impressions. By November 
22nd I decided to leave Potomac and go back to Gita-nagari. Dr. 
Sharma wanted me to fast and rest, and I thought it would be 
better to do that at Gita-nagari. I write, “What about my promise 
to dedicate myself here, to save Radha Madana-mohan from being 
moved, to stay and develop the congregation and community, and 
dream to build a great temple? What about Tamal Krishna 
Goswami saying it was right for me to come here, because Gita-
nagari was already being nicely developed by Paramananda 
Prabhu? None of these concepts have to be rejected. I’m going for 
health; I’ll be back. It is not so ideal here for recuperation. I have 
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two more months of strict practice, during which the regimen 
requires full attention. In any case, I will probably travel more next 
year, but I do not intend to keep coming back here as home base. 
For two months I tried, and maybe helped, in some ways. Though 
there are no dramatic results, it has to be held together and 
continued. 

“I’ll soon begin the activities of a rest week as prescribed by Dr. 
Sharma. There should be no schedule; take it easy and let the body 
repair itself. The doctor says that so far I’ve been like a man who 
asks the repairman to fix his car while at the same time he insists 
on using it. Some time has to be given over while the car simply 
remains in the shop and undergoes an overhaul.”  

 
At this time I wrote a poem called “Things to do During Rest 

Week”: 
 
Drink Dvipa’s raw milk; 
Look out at cold sunny days; 
Distinguish the nuthatch from the chickadee 
From the titmouse from the junco; 
Hear the oxcart approach; 
Walk in the woods at dawn; 
Listen to Prabhupada in Vrindavan; 
Add logs to the stove; 
Open a door for fresh air; 
Deep breathe with the maha-mantra 
 
Tidying up my desk, 
Writing notes to Baladeva, 
Talking with Damodara, 
Correcting him; 
Trying to remember 
To breathe through the nose, 
To stand up straight, 
To sleep during the day,  
Relaxing, remembering 
How  
Rest week is service to Krishna 
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I look forward to frequent and dynamic interactions with my 
Godbrothers. I have a feeling I can maintain it. Taking on burdens 
helps create energy, not just a drain. I shouldn’t think that I would 
be crushed by overwork or drained by the people that come to see 
me. If I realize I am a servant of Krishna, a spirit soul, then I have 
unlimited resources. Krishna is behind me, and so I can truly say 
to someone, “Don’t worry. I’ll take care of your problems.”  

At Gita-nagari, Baladeva attended a lecture by Dr. Sharma. 
Baladeva asked whether a chronic patient could benefit from the 
intensive treatment given to degenerative patients. The query 
inspired Dr. Sharma, as well as Baladeva and me, to think 
differently about my own case. Within a few minutes we were 
discussing the feasibility of my leaving for South India and 
undergoing a month’s treatment in a sanatorium before the GBC 
meetings in Mayapura. So we have come up with a new schedule 
that calls for immediate departure from Gita-nagari for Potomac.  

I think ahead to the meetings in Mayapura. Even if I want to stay 
out of politics I will have to be well prepared. Good health will be 
part of that preparation, so we’re on our way to South India for a 
month. I’ll have to be prepared also with an inner peacefulness and 
a positive outlook – confidence that ISKCON is Lord Caitanya’s 
movement and therefore cannot be disrupted. Furthermore, I 
should not think that my Godbrothers are just politicians but that 
I am above the fray. Even those who are convinced that a 
particular type of government or ideology must prevail for 
ISKCON are acting out of concern for Prabhupada’s movement, 
so I shouldn’t be cynical. Still, I have to be prepared in my own 
way.  

The third volume of Journal and Poems contains excerpts from old 
diaries I kept in 1974, and commentaries from them are scattered 
throughout the journal. That volume also includes some haiku and 
my comments on the correspondence I’ve had with editors of 
American haiku journals. In short, they make the point that 
expressions of religious practice or adoration frequently lack the 
essential elements of haiku. So-called spiritual haiku is less likely to 
succeed, they said. But I cannot water down a kirtana so that no 
one is “offended” by the name, form, and paraphernalia of 
Krishna.  

I once received an encouraging letter from a man named Hal 
Roth, the editor of a haiku journal called “Wind Chimes.” He gave 
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me the names of people and places related to haiku I might visit in 
Tokyo. He also said that he agreed completely with me – one can 
advocate through poetry. I still feel constrained by the brevity 
required in haiku; therefore, I like the statement of a man named 
Henderson, which he wrote in a book review: “This is what I had 
hoped for – not only haiku, but also offshoots of haiku, poems 
inspired by haiku. The making of a new, vital, American 
development.” 

Around this time I became interested in Gautama Buddha. I 
wanted to know if Gautama is actually the incarnation mentioned 
in Srimad Bhagavatam and, if He is, I thought we could use His 
words to show that what’s in the sastra is true. I intended to pick 
up books by Lord Buddha in London and see if they confirm the 
Buddha of Srimad Bhagavatam.  

On February 18th we arrived in Bombay, with some jet lag. It 
occurs to me that I’m going through two significant changes in my 
life: old age and disease. For the first time I am forced to 
acknowledge that my body is slowing down and decaying. Teeth 
falling out, eyesight failing, the whole headache syndrome – these 
are early signs of old age. And for the past year I have been living 
as an invalid, though now I am recovering. Now that I am starting 
to return to a more active lifestyle I realize that this, too, is a great 
personal change. I have yet to see how successfully I will be able to 
return to a fully active life by taking on social and managerial 
pressure as I did before. Will some of the reclusive nature of the 
invalid stay with me? That lifestyle appeals to me, and it has its 
positive qualities, but I should not overdo it.  

We arrive in Trivandrum, ready to meet up with Dr. Sharma and 
go to the health clinic. When we finally make it to the nature cure 
sanatorium we find it offers a simple, clean life. You wear just a 
gamsha, spend most of the time outdoors, and live in little cottages 
with water hauled from a well. Mangoes and coconut trees are 
everywhere. The sunshine is filtered by the trees, and the red 
hibiscus. The only drawback so far is the radio I can hear from the 
valley. I’ve been here an hour and it’s been nonstop Bollywood 
cinema songs.  

While at Trivandrum we took a day trip to visit the Adi Kesava 
temple that Lord Caitanya visited on His tour of Southern India 
and where He discovered the manuscript of the Brahma Samhita. 
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There is a place in the temple where the priests say He actually sat 
and copied that manuscript by hand. 

After some time we decide to leave the hilltop health resort in 
favor of a similar resort by the seaside, supposed to be quieter with 
more sunshine and ocean air, although not as private. The place is 
called Varkala. We will stay there for the next ten days. I remember 
chanting my rounds in the sandy front yard while the Vishnu 
Sahasranam is chanted by devotees at the nearby Janardana temple; 
I’m awake, alive, and the pleasing cool breezes encourage me to go 
on chanting Hare Krishna. While we were there, I took to reading 
Sri Caitanya-candramrta by Prabhodananda Sarasvati and wrote 
comments about it in my journal. We also visited the Padmanabha 
Swami Mandira. There, the Deity of Mahavishnu is spread out 
through three altars. On the first altar His profile is revealed and 
His right hand is protecting the siva-linga. On the second altar you 
can see His abdomen, with Brahma sitting on top of the lotus that 
sprouts from Mahavishnu’s navel. The third altar reveals His lotus 
feet.  

On March 23rd we arrived in Calcutta and went on to Mayapura. 
On the night before the 500th anniversary of Lord Caitanya’s 
appearance, loudspeakers from the nearby maths were all filled with 
the sound of Bengali lectures and announcements about the glories 
of Mahaprabhu. The Mayapura campus was filled with thousands 
of devotees and guests. Tamal Krishna Maharaja’s play about Lord 
Jagannatha was being performed, and many other festivities were 
underway. Colored lights draped against the building flashed out 
the Hare Krishna mantra. In all directions you could hear bicycle 
horns, music (recorded and live), speeches, and announcements, 
and you could see all sorts of flashing neon lights illuminating the 
night sky.  

While in Mayapura I spoke with Bhakti Caru Swami, who quoted 
Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati Thakura as saying that the Lord Buddha 
mentioned in the Bhagavatam is actually not Gautama Buddha. He 
said that the Lord Buddha of the Bhagavatam was born in the area 
of Gaya, whereas Gautama Buddha was a Nepalese prince who 
later visited Gaya, where he achieved enlightenment. If this is true, 
it means that the accounts in the Pali texts refer to a different 
person, not Lord Buddha, the incarnation of Vishnu. Bhakti Caru 
Maharaja acknowledged that while most people think the Lord 
Buddha described in Srimad Bhagavatam and in Jayadeva’s Dasava–
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tara-stotra is Gautama, He is not. So, naturally, I will not write on 
the basis of these Pali texts. And, of course, this does not negate 
any of Prabhupada’s assertions that Lord Buddha was an 
incarnation of God and that He delivered people by teaching them 
to be devoted to Him, or that He showed compassion to the poor 
animals by stopping the Vedic yajna. Still, it may not be appropriate 
to take excerpts from the teachings of Gautama Buddha as 
presented in the Pali texts to demonstrate how he was following 
the Vedic conclusions, since Gautama makes no reference to his 
having a connection to Lord Vishnu. Furthermore, the facts bear 
out that he has no connection.  

I tried my best to attend the GBC meetings. I would regularly 
excuse myself to take showers in the bathroom next door in an 
effort to keep pressure from building in my head. I was able to 
make some votes, but then I would have to bow out and go back 
to my room. All the while, my Godbrothers were very kind and 
tolerant, remarking that they were glad to see how much I was 
participating.  

“Do your duty wholeheartedly, taking ISKCON’s problems 
seriously. Then illuminating Krishna conscious poems and prose 
will spring forth.  

“Just by working hard to solve the problems of the society, you 
become purified. And when you get purified, then you are 
prepared after the meeting to explain the position of the GBC and 
ISKCON and uphold its principles; purification readies you for 
preaching on behalf of ISKCON.  

“It’s intense, difficult work. Prabhupada said that if you take 
headaches for Krishna, Krishna would be pleased with you. It’s 
work that can’t be neglected. And the nature of the work is that it 
has to be done very, very carefully – painstakingly. It can’t be done 
in a hurried way, making laws and decisions that involve the lives 
of individual devotees and the standards of our movement and the 
preaching efforts of whole countries. It has to be done carefully.”  

When the meetings in Mayapura were over, we went to 
Vrndavana, arriving on April 9th. In Delhi we were given more 
evidence about Gautama Buddha. Sarvabhavana had come across 
a book by His Holiness Kesava Swami and translated the relevant 
portions. Kesava Maharaja quotes Srila Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati 
Thakura as saying that Gautama Buddha and the Lord Buddha 
mentioned in Srimad Bhagavatam as an avatara of Lord Vishnu are 
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actually two different personalities. Srila Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati 
said that Gautama Buddha was a very great and wise person but 
that he was only a jiva, not vishnu-tattva. While in Delhi we visited 
the place in Chippiwada where Prabhupada wrote some of the 
First Canto of Srimad Bhagavatam and proofread the galleys from 
the printers. While visiting there I begged for the benediction to be 
able to read what Prabhupada wrote and then qualify myself as one 
of his spiritual sons.  

We next traveled to Tokyo. After two months in India, it was 
quite a contrast to return to “civilization.” We whizzed through 
immigration, baggage claim, and customs without delay, but it was 
with regret that we left India. I was already calculating when I 
could return to Vrndavana– perhaps at Kartika. There is no place 
like India; even a remnant of the Vedic age is better than all the 
efficiency and politeness of Tokyo. I gave a class in the ISKCON 
temple in Tokyo encouraging the book distributors. I told them 
how seriously Prabhupada took writing and distributing books. It 
was so important to him. I thought that if I could encourage those 
stalwart devotees in their difficult tasks, then that would be the 
success of my own preaching. It was a high point in our travels to 
stop in that little building and preach Srimad Bhagavatam to the 
assembled devotees of ISKCON Japan.  

While we were there I met with a man named Hariasawa, an 
editor of a haiku magazine. He knows almost all the American 
haiku writers and enthusiasts and considers them his good friends. 
I asked him whether he thought one could express spiritual views 
in haiku, and he said yes. He himself follows the philosophy of 
Chuang-tzu, the Chinese precursor to Zen. I gave him copies of 
Bhagavad Gita As It Is and my book Under the Banyan Tree.  

We also met with Sakuzo Takada, an 80-year-old gentleman, and 
his wife. He wore a black kimono and advised that if I want to call 
my poems haiku I must write five/seven/five syllable lines and 
include a word that relates to the seasons. He thinks poems 
without religion are more pure, but he admitted that it is possible 
to write spiritual haiku. We exchanged books. On our way back to 
the ISKCON temple in Tokyo the temple president remarked how 
extremely materialistic the Japanese people are and how difficult it 
is to preach to them. 

In Tokyo we visited a Buddhist temple called Shaka-do. Outside 
the temple there was a masterful and quite delightful woodcarving 
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depicting the 500 disciples of Lord Buddha who had attained 
nirvana. The carving shows the fraternal order of Gautama’s monks 
in every conceivable situation of monk life. It took the sculptor ten 
years to complete this work. How effective is art in making a 
doctrine appealing! There was a very nice deity of Buddha in the 
temple and worship was regularly offered to him. Rice cakes were 
piled up before the sacred image, and many wrapped bottles of 
saki lined the altar where paraphernalia for worship was reverently 
arranged. Srila Prabhupada used to point this out about Buddhist 
practices, and now I was seeing it: despite themselves, the voidists 
take up the practices of devotion, bowing before and making 
offerings to their object of personal worship. They may have 
explanations for why they are doing these things – as aids to 
meditation and so on – but they cannot avoid personal worship 
and service. After Tokyo, we traveled to Vancouver and continued 
on to Saranagati, where the land is very rugged and undeveloped. 
By kerosene lamplight, the devotees like shadows around me, I 
read and commented on different aspects of varnasrama-dharma 
from Prabhupada’s conversations with Hari Sauri and myself in 
Mayapura in 1977. 

By May 4th I was back at Gita-nagari. I felt like a stranger 
walking on the back path. During my last year’s stay here I had 
been more removed and alone, and I hoped to break out of that; I 
had had my fill of the life of the recluse. Life is short, and 
according to our philosophy we are meant to serve all living 
entities, especially human beings, by spreading Krishna 
consciousness. I didn’t want to be overcome by a solitary spirit, 
and neither am I inclined to produce only detailed descriptions of 
the forest. 

I received a copy of the summer issue of Modern Haiku, which in-
cluded a favorable review of my book Under the Banyan Tree: “I do 
not know for certain if this is the first English language book in 
extended haibun form on the theme of gaining spiritual awareness 
– but I suspect it is – and feel that it can be used as an exemplar. 
The book is exceptionally well produced…the outer cover having 
an artistically rendered banyan tree embossed upon it. The last 
page contains a finely executed painting of Swami Prabhupada.”  

On the way to Boston we stopped in Concord to rest for a day 
and a half. While there, we visited the places of Emerson and 
Thoreau. By June 15th I was in Trinidad.  
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Book Three of Journal and Poems is a good read. There’s a lot in it 

about general writing, and it includes my reflections on the 
journals of early American religionists and how they relate to my 
own journal writing. I do the same thing with haiku. At one point 
in the book I mention that since I’m traveling more, not just 
staying in one place as an invalid, there might be less reason for me 
to write a diary, but I nevertheless remain dedicated to the form. I 
only ended up writing three volumes of Journal and Poems, but Guru 
Reform Notebook was intended to be Journal and Poems, Book Four. I 
kept up the form, however, in a very long series called Every Day, 
Just Write, which was a combination of journal writing with poems. 
After all, everything I do is similar to that.  
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Writing exercises  

from Old Friend from Far Away: The Practice of Writing Memoir 

 
Natalie Goldberg’s Old Friend From Far Away is a good book for 

stimulating me to write my autobiography. It contains many 
writing assignments that provoke memories from all phases of my 
life – before Krishna consciousness, throughout my history in 
ISKCON, and up through my present moment. It enables me to 
utilize the technique Mark Twain used in his autobiography – write 
from any part of your life that occurs to you until the inspiration 
stops. Then take up writing again, without regard to chronological 
order; record whatever occurs to you. At the same time that you’re 
writing from the past, keep a diary, writing about what has just 
occurred to you, like what you read in the newspaper or the last 
conversation you had. I like the way these writing assignments 
keep me on my toes, as if I am being interviewed by a serious and 
inquisitive reporter or biographer who wants to know all about 
me, who wants to empower me to reveal myself and talk about my 
life. My responses to the assignments are like so many potshots 
into the field of memory, coming one after another in rapid 
succession; if the reader is willing to flow with them, I think they 
make a good read. 

I’m looking at the palomino weeds at the edge of the lake strait at 
Inis Rath, the Geaglum peninsula in Northern Ireland. That’s 
where I spent years reading Srimad Bhagavatam and writing Every 
Day, Just Write. Now, I’m looking at the dark sky. It’s 7:00 a.m., but 
still summer here in Stuyvesant Falls, New York, on September 19, 
2011. Is it going to rain? I glance at Baladeva. He’s dressed in 
saffron “yogi pants” and a saffron t-shirt. His upper body is strong 
from working outdoors. He’s in his late 50s. He’s a great cook. He 
has a generous heart. He loves Vrndavana, but prefers to stay here 
with me being my caretaker. He puts flowers in the vases on my 
altar to Radha Govinda. Now, I’m looking at memories of 
Satsvarupa Dasa Goswami, published on the internet after he has 
passed away. People remember him from this world. They have 
read his books, the Prabhupada-lilamrta. I’m looking at his dead 
body lying in the crematorium. Put the ashes in an urn – some in 
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the Yamuna, some in the…Now, I’m looking at Gita Nagari Press 
books lining the shelves. How do you feel about them? It was 
good to produce them. They remind you of your mind at certain 
times or places. Now, I’m looking at a 1953 Dodge sedan, green 
and yellow, the family car of the Guarinos. Three years later it was 
replaced by a 1957 Dodge, grey, two-toned, with long exaggerated 
fins. Now, I’m looking at a sky covered with stars and trying to 
count some of them. There are too many to see. I’m looking at the 
autobiography. It’s epic. 

I remember yesterday’s walk – shuffling my gimpy, crippled, old 
man’s gait. Bala doesn’t nag me to walk better. I drag my shoes on 
the road. And I remember seeing the spot up ahead where we’ll 
turn around and come back. It’s forced exercise.  

I remember buying ice cream from the Bungalo Bar truck that 
drove through the streets of Queens when I was not yet eight years 
old. When the ice cream man opened the back door, the “smoke” 
of dry ice poured out. He reached in and pulled out a fudgesicle 
with nut flakes on it. He made change with a chrome gadget 
attached to his belt. I remember being afraid of dogs and tough 
kids. I remember reading comic books, swapping them with other 
kids as we sat on the front stoop of one of our houses. I 
remember my father being proud of his abilities as a handyman 
and the fact that he was a fireman.  

I remember my mother Catherine, whose maiden name was 
Sullivan, the daughter of an Irish mother and father. She was born 
in Yorktown, in New York City. We called her “Midge” because 
she was short. “She’s too good to be true,” my father said. I think 
he was referring to the fact that she would not let him have sex 
with her; sex was for making babies. That frustrated the hell out of 
him. But she always sided with him in any argument against my 
sister and me. You couldn’t expect her to sympathize with you 
over “Daddy.” He said she had shapely legs in her high heels and 
nylon stockings, which she wore to work at the Chase Manhattan 
Bank in Manhattan. I remember rosy apples. You stuck pennies 
into them. Your blood was rosy also. It oozed out of the back of 
your hand when your father accidentally cut you with a knife that 
fell from his worktable to where you were sitting on the floor. He 
wrapped you up in bandages. We heard voices from the Campisis. 
Mr. Campisi was afraid of his daughter. He would say, “She’s 
going to throw a cup at me. Rose, she hit me with a cup!” We 



THE STORY OF MY LIFE i 

43 

joked about it. Mrs. Mulligan was a red-haired teacher – Math and 
English at PS 8 in Great Kills. She had two teenage sons and a 
teenage daughter and no husband at home. She was tough and 
didn’t tolerate misbehavior in her class. You wanted to please her 
and get a good grade, because she championed doing right and 
being decent.  

I remember a meal I shared at Narayana-kavaca’s apartment in 
San Miguel, Mexico. It was angel-hair spaghetti with tomato sauce 
and slices of rye bread. Baladeva was there, and the three of us ate 
the prasadam with great relish. I ate four full slices of bread, soaked 
with tomato sauce, and a good amount of the spaghetti. I can’t 
remember liking another meal as much as that one.  

What I will miss when I die: going to bed around 7:20 p.m. and 
getting up at 1:30 a.m.; shuffling to the bathroom to do my 
ablutions; starting to chant japa at 2:00 a.m.; trying to write poems 
at 3:00 a.m.; then back to chanting until 4:00 a.m., when my 
caretaker comes up to dress the Deities.  

I first decided I wanted to write an autobiography some years 
ago. I started to recall my childhood memories so they would not 
be forgotten forever. But I hesitated because I wanted it to be 
Krishna conscious. Then I discovered a technique for writing 
autobiography that Mark Twain used. He started each writing 
session at whatever period of life occurred to him; he kept writing 
on that until the inspiration stopped coming. Then, at the next 
writing session, he wrote from whatever part of his life freely 
occurred to him. He also mixed in diary with autobiography. I was 
happy to adopt this process, because it allowed me to immediately 
write about my relationship with Srila Prabhupada. I followed this 
with the details of my birth in 1939 and my first boyhood 
memories. Then, I reverted back to a memory of 1966 at 26 
Second Avenue. Then, I switched back to childhood memories in 
Queens, New York. In this way I wrote chapters about Krishna 
consciousness, alternating with chapters that contained memories 
from before I came in contact with Krishna consciousness. It 
made for a good read. I proceeded this way for hundreds of pages. 
Then, I started writing about more ISKCON memories and about 
devotees I knew. Then, I started writing about the books I have 
written. 

One of the exercises in Natalie Goldberg’s book asks me to write 
about coffee. I never drank a full cup. I always found the taste 
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obnoxiously strong and unpleasant. I simply couldn’t drink it, even 
if I put a lot of milk into it. The same goes for tea. It was too 
strong and ill tasting. After I became a devotee I began drinking 
herbal tea with ginger and honey. This was less offensive, if it had 
enough honey in it. A devotee is not supposed to take caffeine, 
because it may be considered an intoxicant, but herbal tea is an 
alternative.  

Another exercise asks me to write about Jell-O. I used to eat it as 
a child. My mother would prepare it in fruit varieties. It was a nice 
texture. Sometimes you put condensed milk in it. It was a dessert. 
You ate it with a spoon. You didn’t make it for yourself. When I 
grew up, I stopped eating Jell-O. I like carob or chocolate pudding 
with whipped cream. It has to be offered to Krishna and taken as 
prasadam. As far as desserts go, sweet rice is best.  

Yet another exercise asks me to tell about a time I washed dishes. 
I often washed dishes in the first storefront temple in Alston, 
Massachusetts. I wrote to Prabhupada that sometimes I like to 
wash the dishes. He wrote back with his approval and said we 
should always be engaged in Krishna consciousness and that 
Krishna will give us the intelligence to know what to do at a 
particular time, such as when to do the dishes. I did them with a 
liquid cleaner and kept the warm tap water running. I washed off 
the remnants of food until the dishes were clean. I made them 
sparkle and stacked them horizontally to dry. I think I washed 
dishes more often than my wife did. It felt purifying. You dried the 
dishes with a towel. They were always accumulating – pots and 
utensils too. Sometimes you had to clean the stove and the range 
top. Prabhupada once wrote a letter in which he said that we 
should be “revolutionary clean.” Himavati once wrote a poem 
saying that she was thinking of going for a walk but decided to stay 
indoors and wash Krishna’s dishes. When we moved the temple to 
the mansion in Boston and many devotees joined, I didn’t wash 
dishes anymore. I was either working at the welfare office or 
seeing to my duties as temple president. 

Another exercise asks me to write about the first time I felt 
afraid. I was afraid of stray dogs when I was very small and we 
lived in Queens. They barked at you or ran up and growled at you, 
and they might bite. You were terrified of them – their teeth, their 
snarls, their wild behavior, their not being on a leash. One man I 
remember had a Great Dane that seemed to be as big as a horse. It 
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was bigger than me. It was on a leash and didn’t bark at me, but I 
felt afraid if it even moved in my direction. It was so huge. Once I 
saw a dog come after me, and I ran into an apartment building 
where I stayed in the foyer by the mailboxes, looking out at the 
dog until it went away. Dobermans were the worst. They bared 
their teeth at you and growled. But I was cured of my dog phobia 
when my uncle Sal bought me a puppy. I got into the backseat of 
his car, and he said that there was something there for me. It was a 
cardboard box with a little puppy inside. He was so small and 
affectionate. I couldn’t be afraid of him. Uncle Sal said he was my 
dog, my pet to keep. My mother and father helped take care of 
him. We kept him in the house. I took him outside on a leash and 
showed him to the other kids. He was my clumsy, lovable puppy. I 
wasn’t afraid of dogs anymore.  

Another exercise asks me when I last felt happy. I’m happy every 
day when I write my poems. I’m happy when I read them to 
Narayana and he says that they are good poems and that he likes 
them very much. I am happy that we are going to print a book of 
these poems, Morning Songs. They bring me satisfaction. I write 
poems about scripture, first from Caitanya-Caritamrta then Bhajana-
Rahasya and now Brhad-bhagavatamrta. Then I write one or two 
stanzas from my little life. Then I write about the worship of my 
Deities, Radha Govinda. It brings me satisfaction to keep writing 
poems every day, and that Narayana likes them so much.  

Yet another exercise asks me to write about what’s in front of 
me: the ottoman I’m supposed to put my feet up on so that I don’t 
get swollen ankles. Baladeva nags me about it. On the ottoman are 
three remote controls for the television and Caitanya’s front and 
back covers for Prabhupada Smaranam. They are excellent; he is a 
good, creative book designer. The wooden floor is also in front of 
me. To the right are my Deities. They have flowers. Every day I 
find something to say about Them. They are spiritual 
reciprocators. Straight ahead of me is the flat screen of the TV. We 
watch a half hour of comedy TV before I go to sleep. It is relaxing 
– the prescribed treatment of “love and laughter” for chronically ill 
patients. Mukunda Maharaja just wrote me that “the word on the 
street” is that they found a cure for headaches. He gets them too. 
I’ll tell him that, after suffering 30 years of right-eye migraines, 
they have mostly gone away. When they come I take a medicine 
called Sumatriptin, and it works. Now I mostly get regular 
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headaches, from stress, and I treat them with Excedrin. I don’t 
travel for fear of exacerbating my headaches. Also in the room are 
bookshelves filled with Prabhupada’s books and my own books. I 
hear from Prabhupada’s books regularly, and I dictate excerpts 
from them for my autobiography. In this room there’s also a 
round table that has equipment on it for writing. We bought it 
thinking I was going to use it as a space for writing “gite stories,” 
but after a few of them I didn’t want to write any more. Now the 
table is still here. I have a drawing notebook on it and have asked 
that some colored pencils be placed beside it. I could draw, giving 
myself permission to do semi-abstract drawings with Krishna 
conscious words and tilaka on the faces. Some of my oil paintings 
are on the wall. They are like old friends. There’s a waste paper 
basket in the room. I fill it with empty cartons of coconut water. 
They are an expensive luxury item, but I indulge in them for 
natural hydration. The wastebasket also contains empty bottles of 
Poland Spring water. I’m wearing canvas shoes to give support to 
my defective ankle. I’m also wearing a sweatshirt, because it’s a 
chilly 65 degrees in the room. I’ve got a radiator. I sometimes ask 
Narayana to turn it on. There’s a clock here. It reads 3:45. That 
means Narayana will come up in six minutes. Yesterday, I saw him 
for only five minutes when he came up at 4:00 a.m. He stayed in 
his room while Saci-suta’s family visited for lunch. This is my 
home, and I have no intentions of leaving here for the rest of my 
life. I’m sedentary, a homebody. I spend my life reading and 
writing. Every morning I dictate material to be put on the website. 
Later, it gets typed up by Gurudasa. Today is a big sports day, with 
a post-season baseball game and NFL football games. I will take a 
walk in the morning but stay in my room. Baladeva is having men 
come to help him work in the yard. It will be a busy day with 
visitors here in the house.  

Another exercise asks me to write about a time I slept outside. In 
the early 1960s, when I was living in a cold water flat on the Lower 
East Side, I took a break to get away from the city and hitchhiked 
to Washington, D.C. I carried some money with me. It wasn’t the 
safest thing to do. When I arrived in D.C., I set up my sleeping bag 
near the Lincoln Monument and slept there. No one disturbed me 
during the night, but in the morning, when I stood up, a man 
lurched out of the bushes and grabbed for my crotch. I was able to 
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escape, but I was upset. It took the steam out of my hitchhiking 
adventure. I used the money to take a bus back to New York City.  

Another exercise asks me to write about how a relationship 
ended. Shortly after I joined the Swami and the devotees at 26 
Second Avenue, a poet friend named Murray Mednick from my 
days at Brooklyn College came to visit me at my apartment. He 
was amused that I served him sweet warm milk and that I said 
something about cows being sacred. We went out into the streets 
of the Lower East Side, walking and talking, and stopped at the 
apartments of several friends, but no one was at home. Several 
times I sang snatches of a song from the musical West Side Story. In 
the song the friends of the Puerto Rican girl Maria are advising her 
to give up her American boyfriend and “stick to your own kind, 
one of your own kind.” After I’d done this a few times, Murray 
snapped angrily at me, “Then why don’t you stick to your Hare 
Krishna friends?” There was a tension between us; I was becoming 
a disciple of the Swami and a follower of a new religion. Murray 
and I didn’t have so much in common anymore. He suggested we 
go to a famous tavern where the hip characters of the Lower East 
Side usually hung out. I said I didn’t want to go, so Murray went 
without me. I remember standing on the street and waving 
goodbye to him. Our hands were frozen in time; it was a formal 
goodbye. I never spoke to him again, but I saw him in the street 
sometimes and said hello.  

I remember getting in trouble in Mr. Katz’s history class. If you 
did something really bad, he said he wrote it down on your 
attendance card and it would go on your permanent record. Once, 
a student gave an answer that pleased Mr. Katz. I made a kissing 
sound with my mouth to suggest the student was a “kiss-ass.” Mr. 
Katz heard me make the sound and became livid. He took out his 
pen and made a mark on my “permanent record.” I remember 
cringing at the thought the mark would follow me all through my 
life. I thought it would be on my record even after high school 
when I tried to get a job. But after this happened there was 
parent’s night at the school, and my father spoke to Mr. Katz, who 
told him I was “a good boy.” 

I remember picking blackberries in the woods in Great Kills. It 
was a rural neighborhood, and there was undeveloped land with 
no houses on it. We would go up there with big stainless steel pots 
from our mother’s kitchen. There were many blackberry bushes. 
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We would pick the berries with our hands until they were stained a 
dark, reddish purple. We would keep the berries in the refrigerator 
and put them on breakfast cereal in the mornings. They were 
delicious. There were plenty of them. We would go back over and 
over again to fill up our pots.  

Another exercise asks me to write about a funny or odd thing 
that happened to me in a car. Once, Baladeva trapped a groundhog 
in our yard. He put it in the car and drove it to a distant place in 
the woods, where he was planning to let it go. When he got there 
he noticed that the groundhog had passed stool in the cage. There 
was a strong odor in the car that didn’t go away when the 
groundhog was released, even after Baladeva had cleaned the car. 
The smell lingered in the car for a long time. Another time, last 
winter in a big snowstorm, Baladeva hit a large chunk of snow and 
ice with the front of the car and a piece of plastic had to be 
replaced. Then he hit a pole when he wasn’t paying attention. 
Some of the dents have been fixed and some remain. At present, 
there are lights on the dashboard indicating the car needs an oil 
change and other service. Baladeva has asked Saci-suta to fix it. 

Another exercise asks me to write about a storage unit where I 
stored things. We once had a unit in Delaware where we kept my 
books and paintings. At great cost, and amid some controversy, 
Baladeva spent money to have our things shipped up from 
Mexico, where they had been stored. They weren’t being properly 
cared for in Mexico, so he arranged for two trucks to carry the 
books and paintings up to Delaware, where they ended up in a 
storage unit. But Sastra wasn’t pleased with us for keeping our 
things there. We finally moved them to the garage in our present 
house in New York. They are safe here, but we don’t know what 
to do with them. Should we try to sell them? At least they’re safe in 
our possession.  

Another exercise asks me to write about “the third thing” — me 
and writing — are not enough. I have to gaze out at a “third 
thing.” It can be my memories. I remember that in Queens they 
kept heaps of Christmas trees in a lot after Christmas. They would 
set fire to them, and the pile would roar up fiercely, almost 
exploding in flames, all the pine needles crackling. It was as 
bonfire. I remember the thousands of miles I rode in a van as a 
traveling sannyasi in the U.S. and in Europe. In the U.S., I rode up 
front, strapped in with a seatbelt. In Europe I rode in the back of 
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the van, where I had a cot to lie on. We never had an accident. I 
passed time silently watching the road, talking with Madhu, and 
sometimes making notes in my journal. I remember, one October, 
gathering chestnuts from a big tree in Geaglum, Northern Ireland. 
They would lie on the ground, half exposed or fully covered in 
their green pods. If they were fully covered, I would easily open 
the pod and take out the two-toned chestnut like a jewel. I kept 
them in a clear glass jar in the shed and sometimes took them out 
and handled them.  

Another exercise asks me to write about a passion or an 
obsession. I think of writing. It’s something I have to do. I 
communicate in Krishna consciousness. I have written about 120 
books in different genres. I’ve written books on the practice of 
spiritual life (sadhana), and I’ve written collections of poems. I’ve 
written books about my spiritual master, Srila Prabhupada. I’ve 
written lots of journals, some composed in solitude and some 
travel journals. I’ve written books about chanting the holy name 
(japa) and a book called Vaisnava Compassion. I’ve written novels 
and short stories and books with illustrations about writing and 
painting. I’ve written about pilgrimages to holy places in India. I’ve 
written about chronic illness. I’ve compiled unpublished 
collections of writing sessions and writing practice. I wrote a book 
called Daily News: Why Things Fail Without Krishna. I wrote a 
spiritualized dictionary and a fictive, Photo Preaching. The longest 
series I wrote was Every Day, Just Write, a collection of over 70 
journals, many of them composed while reading Srimad Bhagavatam. 
I published three copies of some of my books, some, 100 copies 
or more. The biography I wrote of Srila Prabhupada in a one-
volume condensation of the full Srila Prabhupada-lilamrta has been 
translated into many languages and is one of the most widely 
distributed books in ISKCON. Every day I write something fresh 
for my website. Now I write a daily poem. I’ve written a daily 
prayer to Lord Krishna and meditations on photos of Prabhupada 
and a daily blog that I’ve later compiled into books. I love it when 
people read my books and when they say my books help them. 
Krishna keeps sending me inspiration to continue to write. 
Something lasts for a while, and then it runs out and I start 
something new. 

Another exercise asks me to write a “history of nuts” in my life. 
The first thing I remember are those tins of Planter’s Salted 
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Peanuts. They were airtight, and they opened with a hiss when you 
turned the tin opener. As a child, I used to eat them voraciously. 
This reminded me of chunky peanut butter, which has fragments 
of nuts mixed in with the creamy peanut butter. That was the type 
I preferred. At grandpa’s house they served walnuts at the end of 
the big Italian feast. They cracked the walnuts open with a silver-
colored metal nutcracker. You would eat them with fruit, like apple 
slices. The best nuts were cashews. In ISKCON, on Ekadasi we eat 
Spanish peanuts with papery shells.  

Another exercise asks me to write about “extremes.” I have a 
strong desire for solitude. It started in 1997, when I lived in 
Geaglum, Inis Rath, Ireland, and also when I had a house in 
Wicklow in South Ireland. I stayed by myself with an assistant, but 
I would give a lecture to the community on Sundays. I read 
Prabhupada’s books and wrote Every Day, Just Write. Then I 
developed a passion for painting. I made an outdoor visionary 
garden. I painted and dressed primitive-looking men made of 
wood. I made totems. I used thick ropes that washed up on the 
beach. I gathered found objects, like shopping carts from 
supermarkets, and filled them with stuffed animals wearing 
neckties and spray painted them. I was creative all day, except 
when I got headaches. Each day my next door neighbor, Caitanya-
candrodaya, used to wash my paintbrushes and stretch six 
canvasses for me. I would paint Radha and Krishna and Srila 
Prabhupada and self-portraits and sadhus and monster faces with 
Vaisnava tilaka on them. I was very happy; I painted ecstatically. I 
wrote about the hills and valleys of my daily life and whatever I 
was reading in Srimad Bhagavatam. In my own world I was quite 
happy to live without much association or feedback. Every day I 
publish something on the website, like a poem or an excerpt from 
my autobiography, which is in progress. The painting frenzy is 
over now, but I still write my way through the valleys and hills. 

Another exercise asks me to write for two minutes on different 
subjects, using the theme “I remember”: 

 
1) A memory of cabbage. I remember meals of cabbage and 

potatoes, an Irish menu that my mother used to make. The 
potatoes were boiled and not mashed. The cabbage was hot, not 
particularly tasty, but it was all right. I ate it because I was hungry. 
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We joked a lot about it being an Irish meal. The Irish aren’t good 
cooks, and they frequently cook cabbage and potatoes.  

 
2) Some snapshots of a war. I experienced World War II as a 

young child. My father was away at war, and my mother was alone 
without him. She was lonely, but she tried to keep a stiff upper lip. 
We would hear news of the war on the radio. I was so young that 
it didn’t mean much to me, outside of the fact that my father 
wasn’t at home. I remember posters of Hitler, Emperor Hirohito, 
and Mussolini, each with its own slogan: “Hitler is a jerk,” 
“Mussolini is a meany…” We knew they were the enemy. I didn’t 
realize the danger, but I had a sense that we were peacetime 
participants who grew victory gardens, had some of our food 
rationed, and sometimes saw newsreels of the armies fighting. I 
remember hearing Gabriel Heatter’s radio shows in the evening. In 
his grave voice he would say, “There’s good news tonight” or 
“There’s bad news tonight.” My Aunt Mary became close to my 
mother because both of their husbands were in the navy away at 
war. Christmas was more like a vigil than a celebration. Mommy 
was lonely. She took me to the movies. Then the war was over and 
there was a big block party.  

 
3) A cup I loved. I had a cup with a handle that had the words 

“Hare Krishna” on it. I liked to drink sweet hot milk from that 
cup. It eventually broke, and that was a loss. It was my favorite 
cup.  

 
4) A peace march I didn’t attend. In 1966–67 the Hare Krishna 

movement was aligned with the hippy movement. Hippies liked us. 
They were our “favorite customers,” so sometimes we would 
attend sit-ins or marches against the war in Vietnam. During one 
parade in New York City, we were followed by a right wing pro-
war group that threatened us. It made us reconsider our position. 
We decided we were transcendental and should not get involved in 
political protests against the war. Around the same time 
Prabhupada sent a letter from Germany after talking with a 
professor there. The professor had spoken against our friend Allen 
Ginsberg. Swamiji said we should not be sympathetic to the 
hippies and their interests. This required that Hayagriva and Back to 
Godhead magazine make an adjustment. We continued to welcome 
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hippies to the temple, but we distanced ourselves from their 
political values and their enthusiasm for sense gratification. 

 
 
They tell you not to let the “monkey mind” censor your thoughts 
and prevent you from accessing the jewels of your memories. I 
know about the censorship of the mind. I have been battling it for 
years, but I persist in writing. Especially in the volumes of Every 
Day, Just Write, I want to record my thoughts or memories and not 
be road-blocked by a censor, or gremlins, or other nuisances. I 
want to be open to the past, to whatever calls me, to whatever my 
subconscious wants to speak through me. I want to pay attention 
to all these things. For instance, I used to masturbate, from when I 
first reached puberty. But, starting on the first night I attended 
Prabhupada’s kirtana and lecture at 26 Second Avenue, I was able 
to completely stop that nasty habit. I had tried to stop it before 
that time but was never successful for very long. I could not 
manage to abstain. I considered it a practical miracle that my very 
first meeting with His Divine Grace enabled me to stop that 
ingrained habit.  

Natalie Goldberg writes about Allen Ginsberg’s poem Howl: 
“There are no great answers for who we are. Don’t wait for them. 
Pick up the pen and write the story of your life. I’m not kidding. 
Ten minutes of continuous writing is more useful than years of 
musing and going nowhere.” 

 
 

I was born on December 6, 1939, in Queens, New York. I grew up 
in a mythical family made up of mommy and daddy and sister and 
dog. My daddy was in the navy in World War II, and then he was 
in the fire department in New York City. He was a man’s man. I 
was a quiet, weakling kind of kid. I grew up in a stable home 
situation. My mother and father didn’t fight. They wanted us kids 
to grow up and become hard working and successful. When I went 
to community college, I had Marxist intellectual professors who 
changed me into a wannabe intellectual. At that time a huge 
generation gap had risen up between my parents’ generations and 
me. My English professor became my mistress. I was 19 and she 
was 35. We kept it a secret. Then I went to Brooklyn College. My 
friends were poets, and I published in the literary magazine. After 
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college I joined the navy. My father had talked me into it; he told 
me I would be drafted into the Army if I didn’t go. I resented the 
fact that he’d convinced me to do something I didn’t want to do. 
As a sensitive intellectual, I suffered in the navy. When I got out I 
lived on the Lower East Side of New York City as a hipster. 
Writing was my vocation. I smoked marijuana and took LSD. 
Once I almost killed myself by jumping out of a third story 
window while on LSD. Then I saw a sign in an East Village 
storefront advertising classes in Bhagavad Gita and “transcendental 
sound vibration.” I attended and there met my guru, a 70-year-old 
swami from India. It completely changed me. I stopped taking 
drugs and dedicated myself to serving the Swami and his mission. 
This became my whole life. I moved to Boston and opened a 
branch of the mission there. I rose in the ranks of the movement 
and became a member of the Governing Body Commission, the 
movement’s managerial assembly. I oversaw the management of a 
number of centers. At the age of 32, I accepted a life-long vow of 
celibacy by becoming a sannyasi, an ancient religious order of 
mendicant preachers. In 1974, I traveled to India where my guru, 
Srila Prabhupada, asked me to become his personal secretary and 
servant. I accepted. That lasted for six months before I asked for a 
transfer. I traveled with a group of men selling books to 
universities in America. I read Prabhupada’s books studiously and 
wrote essays for his magazine, Back To Godhead. After my spiritual 
master passed away, I took on the responsibility of initiating my 
own disciples. I initiated hundreds of disciples while serving as a 
GBC secretary. Then, I had a health crisis and broke down, 
struggling with migraine headaches. The headaches were so bad 
they forced me to resign from the GBC. There was also much 
internal strife within ISKCON, and I resigned to some degree 
because I felt I had been party to an abusive system in which the 
gurus were accepting too much worship and control. I began 
traveling and lecturing in temples. Then I started taking retreats 
and doing more personal writing. I published many books. I began 
to live alone. In the early part of the 21st century, when I was in 
my early 60s, I had a brief but inappropriate relationship with a 
female disciple. I was reprimanded and lost disciples and was 
stopped from initiating any more. My previously spotless 
reputation was ruined. Gradually, with repentance, I re-stabilized 
my monastic way of life and took to writing a daily website on the 
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internet. I also published two books, Prayers to Lord Krishna and a 
book on japa meditation. Over a year ago, I moved to upstate New 
York where I now live in a neighborhood of devotees and yogis. I 
live in an asrama with two other men, and I am writing my 
autobiography. I am just over 71 years old. I am peaceful and 
satisfied. 

Another exercise asks me to write about a teacher in my life. 
Don’t be sentimental. Just tell it plain. He taught me aham-
brahmasmi – “I am not this body; I am spirit soul.” He said you 
have to learn from a bona fide spiritual master in disciplic 
succession. He was just such a spiritual master, and he was telling 
us that we had to learn from him. But he was making this assertion 
without false ego, with humility. He said most people would not 
accept it. He said Krishna was a cowherd boy. Lord Caitanya and 
all the other acaryas, the lineage of empowered spiritual teachers 
from ancient times to the present, accepted Krishna as God. 
Prabhupada had complete faith in his own spiritual master, 
Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati Thakura. Prabhupada said that he 
himself was not a great scholar but that he had faith in his own 
spiritual master. He also said that the Bhagavad Gita is accepted by 
all acaryas and philosophers, but most people don’t understand it 
and so misrepresent it. You have to accept it as Arjuna accepted it, 
the Bhagavad Gita as it is. I accepted Prabhupada because I was 
convinced by his arguments and examples. He said you have to 
accept your spiritual master submissively, not in a challenging 
mood. I came to accept him and the system he represented. I 
realized he was right, and I didn’t want to argue with him. I wanted 
to accept him and defend him against the opposition.  

It took a few weeks to fully place your faith in him. Then you 
believed anything he said. After some years you would become his 
disciple, and then you would take disciples yourself. You wanted to 
always follow him by chanting Hare Krishna and performing 
devotional service and realizing Krishna in your heart. You still 
want to serve mankind by spreading Krishna consciousness. 

Another exercise asks me to write about a time when something 
dawned on me, a realization or a “coming together of worlds.” 
When I received my initiation in September of 1966, I realized 
something. I understood that I was a disciple of “Swamiji,” A.C. 
Bhaktivedanta Swami, and that I would always be his disciple. I 
would represent him and present Krishna consciousness to others. 
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I was no longer the son of my mother and father; I was no longer 
an American. I was a devotee of Krishna and was aspiring to go 
back to Godhead. That was a definite change. The Swami was my 
spiritual father, and the other devotees, with whom I shared a 
special bond, were my Godbrothers. I was connected to the other 
acaryas and to personalities like Radha, Krishna, and Lord Caitanya. 
People who weren’t initiated were not connected to me in the 
same way.  

Another exercise asks me to write about a bicycle. I remember 
getting my first full-sized bicycle. Our Irish family friend, Jimmy 
Duncan, bought it for me. It was a Schwinn. It arrived in a truck 
and was all assembled and ready to go. I held it in my hands as I 
stood in our driveway on Katan Avenue, Great Kills, Staten Island. 
I didn’t want to ride it right away, but my mother insisted. I didn’t 
know how to keep balance, but I tried and fell down a few times. 
Then, very precariously at first, I started being able to keep 
balance. I took it onto Katan Avenue and rode it down the block. I 
couldn’t turn it around. I had to stop and get off in order to turn it 
around in the other direction. But after about 20 minutes I got the 
hang of it and was pedaling up and down the street. It was a 
beautiful bike with rubber brakes that gripped the tires. After 
about a half hour I brought the bike back to the house. I said to 
my mother, “Mom, you’re an ace,” thanking her for forcing me to 
learn to ride the bike right away. After that, I would take the bike 
to different parts of town, as I was now accomplished at steering 
and pedaling it. The bicycle even had a light for riding at night and 
a red rear reflector so that cars could see me from the back. 
Eventually, I started riding my bike to school at PS 8, where there 
was a place for keeping bikes. I would lock up my bike with a 
chain. At lunchtime I would race home because my mother had 
lunch waiting for me. Then I would race back to school. It took 
five minutes each way. I would use my hands to signal to the cars 
in traffic, and whenever I pulled into the driveway, I would stop 
abruptly, digging up gravel. I loved my bike. 

Another exercise asks me to write about the great students in my 
life: “Maybe you are even one of them.” Yes, I became a great 
student in my senior year in high school. Prior to that, I had fooled 
around in class. I had not wanted to be seen as a “brown-noser.” I 
wanted to be accepted by the rebels. But during my last year I 
realized that I wanted to go to college, and that my grades weren’t 
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good enough, so I started studying. I bought books that contained 
study guides and examples of past year’s Regent’s exams. I 
intensely pored over those materials until I had almost memorized 
them. I studied the text books and tried to answer questions in 
class. There was a marked improvement in my last year in high 
school, but it wasn’t good enough to get me into New York City’s 
free city colleges. My parents didn’t have the money to send me 
away to college, so I had to accept the humiliation of enrolling in a 
community college that had just opened on Staten Island. There, I 
applied myself and become an excellent student. I got As in all my 
classes except chemistry and math. I was practically the best 
student in the college. One day, Dr. Alexander, my English 
professor, stopped to talk to me while I was sitting on the library 
steps. She told me what a good student she thought I was. I said, 
“Yes, maybe in a place like this.” No, she assured me, she had 
taught at prestigious universities, and I was a good student by any 
standard. I was flattered. It encouraged me to try to excel more 
and more. When, after two years, I was transferred to Brooklyn 
College I kept up my good grades and studied hard for all my 
exams. I got As even in French and Spanish. I graduated with a 
cum laude diploma as a Bachelor of Arts. After college I went into 
the navy for two years and then went back to my life as a 
bohemian on the Lower East Side. I was a good student also when 
I became a disciple of my spiritual master, A. C. Bhaktivedanta 
Swami, from whom I learned Bhagavad Gita and Srimad Bhagavatam. 

 
Another exercise asks me to write about the present moment. I 

am sitting on my Lay-Z-Boy recliner at 6:45 a.m. In 45 minutes 
Saci will come up to bring me my breakfast. I have a little time. My 
neck feels a little stiff. This morning I have a yoga lesson with TJ. I 
have chanted my quota of 16 rounds. I don’t have a headache, but 
I feel fragile. I feel like I can’t go deep into the moment. It could 
cause me too much strain. I am holding on, trying to avoid a 
headache. Don’t ask too much of me. The exercise asks me to not 
only give my impressions of the present moment but other 
moments also. I remember driving in the van, pulling up at 
international borders with Madhu. Sometimes we had to show our 
passports, sometimes they just waved us through. They never 
denied us entry. It was nice traveling in the van – footloose and 
covering miles, getting breaks to write down travel notes or 
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fragments of poems. I remember having lunch at Matsya-avatara’s 
house. His mother is my disciple. She would cook something nice, 
and we would sit at a wooden table eating and talking. He was a 
gentleman. I remember being at sea in the Atlantic Ocean, walking 
through the USS Saratoga late at night and delivering copies of the 
midnight newspaper, The Sara News. The ship was dark except for 
some red lights. I was allowed to go up to the bridge, where the 
captain and the navigator were. I was like a shadow, able to go 
everywhere to deliver the newspaper. After I was done, I went 
back to my bunk around midnight and put up a sign: “Do not 
disturb. Up late delivering newspapers.” That way they wouldn’t 
disturb me at 5:00 a.m. “Reveille.” I would still wake up because of 
the noise the sailors made getting out of their bunks. I remember 
going on shore in Cannes, France, and going into the bookstore to 
buy the Olympia edition of books by Henry Miller: Sexus, Nexus, 
and Plexus, and The Tropic of Capricorn. I also bought A Thief’s Journal 
by Jean Genet and a book by Celine. That was an exciting 
shopping trip because these were contraband books not available 
in the U.S.A. In Naples I shot a roll of film – mostly pictures of 
people on the street – but when I unrolled the film I ruined it by 
exposing the negatives. Surviving in the navy, aside from holding 
on to the dream of getting out after two years, was a matter of 
finding little pleasures like taking an extra piece of buttered bread, 
the few minutes of privacy you had behind your closed curtains in 
your bunk before they turned the lights out, or the time you spent 
alone at night in the privacy of sleep. You smuggled marijuana and 
smoked joints on the Admiral’s catwalk at great risk – but the relief 
it gave you to be high among the sailors was untouched by the 
depressing scene. I remember other moments: shining your black 
shoes so you would pass inspection and be allowed to go ashore 
on leave, getting drunk on beer in sailor bars in Italy, France, and 
Spain and the “B-Girls” there, the realization from reading those 
books by Genet and Celine that you didn’t want to lead a life of 
evil.  

 
Another exercise asks me to list 30 ways in which I felt different 

from others as a child. I don’t know if I can do that, but I’ll try. 1) 
I didn’t like the smell of the hot lunches that were served to the 
kids who didn’t go home for lunch. 2) I didn’t like undressing and 
being naked in the locker room in high school. 3) I was shorter 
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than most kids. 4) I was not good at sports, although I liked to 
play. 5) I was shy with girls. 6) I was afraid of bullies. 7) I was not 
good at arithmetic. 8) I didn’t like peeing at the urinals beside other 
boys. 9) I didn’t like parties. 10) I chewed my fingernails. 11) My 
ears stuck out. 12) I had a sprinkling of brown moles on my face. 
13) I thought I had a small penis. 14) I thought my nipples were 
small, and I would tug on them to try to make them bigger. 15) I 
had a father who could beat up anyone else’s father. 16) My 
mother was flat-chested. 17) My sister had a heart murmur. 18) I 
was afraid of mice and rats. 19) I sucked on my thumb until a late 
age and, as a result, my front upper teeth protruded, at least I 
thought so because I was told this by a dentist. 20) I went through 
my early years without a father (he was away in the war), and 
maybe I became a “mama’s boy.” 21) I didn’t like to get into fights 
with other boys. 22) I was too shy to talk to girls or to think of 
them romantically as girlfriends. 23) I sometimes had nightmares. 
Once I woke up so afraid that my mother and father let me get 
into their bed between them. 24) I liked playing alone and 
sometimes would avoid playing with friends so that I could play 
alone.  

Another exercise asks me to write for ten minutes about a time 
when I didn’t fit in. I remember reporting for duty in the navy. I 
had to fly to Florida from Brooklyn with a small group of men. We 
were carrying military orders to report to a base. I, like them, was a 
sailor with just two stripes, but I had a college education. I couldn’t 
think of what to say to them as we traveled down together and 
shared the hours. I felt very awkward. I tried talking about what we 
might expect in the navy – where we might be shipped and so on – 
but I ran out of things to say. I was a writer and an aspiring 
intellectual and a reader of books, but I couldn’t talk about any of 
that. They all seemed like low-class, dumb guys, and I didn’t like 
being with them. Whenever I couldn’t think of what to say, I just 
kept quiet. It was very painful and awkward. I especially remember 
one short Italian guy who was a baker in his father’s shop and 
became a baker on the ship. I had no rapport with him at all. 

Another exercise asks me to read aloud to someone else 
something that I’ve written. It says that when you write but don’t 
read aloud, you don’t get a sense of what you actually wrote. I 
frequently read aloud to Baladeva. I read from a volume of Every 
Day, Just Write and select sections that I want to put into the 
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autobiography. Then I read those sections to him and ask for 
comments. Sometimes he asks thought-provoking questions, like 
challenges, and I dictate comments and digressions to explain what 
I’ve written. But lately he hasn’t been asking questions; he just 
listens and says it’s good. I want to ask him to be more active. It 
won’t hurt what I’ve written; it will just give me a chance to better 
explain myself or defend myself or play literary for the audience. I 
enjoy reading aloud.  

Another exercise asks me to do a sitting meditation. When your 
mind goes off in some unexpected direction you bring it back to 
your breath. “Sit for ten minutes, then write like a mad hatter, a 
sorcerer, a person with his hair on fire. Tell us, what is this life you 
have been living? Go. Ten minutes.”  

The ten minutes went by so fast. Can I write like a mad hatter? 
What is this life I’m living? I sit in the Lay-Z-Boy all day and write 
my autobiography. I read my books. I do writing exercises. 
Sometimes I just sit and rest. I asked Baladeva to invite Mother 
Kaulini for lunch today. She is a nice, transcendental person. 
Haridasa from Guyana is staying here with us now. Baladeva says 
he’s helpful. He’s loyal. He told me he attended a ceremony in 
Pune, India, during which Gopala Krishna Maharaja initiated 150 
people. It took six hours.  

 
I got my dictaphone. I spoke it out. I see a squirrel scamper 

across the lawn. I saw the corpse of a squirrel on the road. The 
soul is out. The soul gets forced out of the body and has to take a 
new body. TJ’s wife, Melinda, is pregnant with two souls in the 
womb, twins. He speaks of the “miracle of child birth” like a 
person with his hair on fire. What is this life I’m living? It’s slowed 
down. It’s “take it easy.” It’s retired. I am writing, and that’s the 
main thing. Look at the man moving his pen. He isn’t telling you 
his dreams. He just heard that Sati, the wife of Lord Siva, took her 
own life because it was contaminated by her father, who made 
sinful offenses against Lord Siva. There will be a violent reaction 
to this, as the ghostly followers of Lord Siva will attack the 
brahminical followers of Daksa. 

My life is placid. We are moving through autumn. The winter will 
come, and snow will come with it. What will you do then? The 
same thing: I will sit here quietly and read and write. I see on the 
website they have advertised the date of my Vyasa-puja for 
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December 3rd and 4th. What will I say? How many will come? 
The spiritual master talks to the disciples, and they speak as well. 
This year I will not get exhausted and catch pneumonia and have 
to go to the hospital like last year. I will not travel. I will be quieter. 
I will get through the winter. 

I’m praying to Hanuman to give me protection from disease and 
pain and trouble. I’m praying to Radha-Govinda for gopi-bhava. I’m 
praying to Prabhupada to accept my humble offering. This is the 
end of this session based on my sitting meditation. It showed me 
that my life is peaceful. It exposed my brain. For how many more 
years am I going to live like this? If you have a warning, will you 
want to stay here in New York?  

Yet another exercise asks me to tuck in my chin. Sit up straighter. 
Hold my hands together in a circle with the right hand under my 
left hand, the tips of my thumbs touching. This is a mudra, and it’s 
meant to make me determined to complete what I am working on. 
I will not be discouraged, no matter how long it is. I will not get 
discouraged. Yes, I am determined to write this memoir. I will do 
all the exercises in The Practice of Writing Memoir. I will go through 
the volumes of Every Day, Just Write and read out what I want to 
print, and I will make some comments. It’s my main preaching – 
this and my daily poem. I have already written a lot of it. It will 
probably be published posthumously. Keep determined – keep on 
truckin’ – and I think you will be confident about your work. Work 
through to the memories. Vladimir Nabokov gave his memoir the 
title Speak, Memory. That means the memories speak to me. They 
are standing silently in a darkened room, and I am asking them to 
come forward into the sunlight and speak.  

Dhanurdhara Swami regularly gives himself opportunities to 
speak. He does so electronically, giving lectures twice a week, 
which about 40 people listen to from around the world. He tells 
about his travels, about who he met, and what scriptures he is 
reading. After he talks, some people ask questions, but he only 
responds to questions for about 15 minutes. If people want to ask 
questions at greater length, he will answer them on e-mail. He’s 
been doing this for about five years and has built a dedicated 
group of listeners. He’s very good at connecting with people and 
keeping their interest. I’m a different person than he is; I don’t 
have the “gift of gab” that he admits he has. With some help from 
others, however, I hope to continue writing my memoir and keep 
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up the inspiration into old age. I can picture myself even in a 
hospice with a terminal illness, still putting my memories down on 
the page. Or will I have quit before that? 

Another exercise tells me to “Put the tip of your tongue behind 
your upper front teeth when you are sitting. This keeps the jaw 
from tensing. The different positions of the body help to hold the 
mind in equilibrium. Practicing writing regularly calms the mind, 
not because you write about nice things, but because your fears, 
anxieties, your troubled thoughts, know they will have a place and 
time to express themselves.” 

 
I want to regularly pursue writing and allow the fears, anxieties, 
and troublesome thoughts to express themselves. I’m at a calm 
state of my life. I wear a “lifeline” around my neck. It’s a recessed 
button that if pressed will call for help: after a few moments a live 
operator will speak to me from St. Peter’s Hospital in Albany. If I 
have a medical emergency, they will phone Baladeva or Saci-suta. 
If they fail to reach one of them, they will send an ambulance. I 
can’t see the need for this, but Baladeva got it after I collapsed and 
had to be taken to the hospital for pneumonia. I pressed the 
button yesterday and got the person on the line. I said I had no 
medical emergency but was just calling for the month of October 
to make sure the system was working. She wished me a good day. I 
don’t have so many fears or anxieties. I have no reason to worry 
that my death is near, even though I’m getting older. I seem to be 
in good health. The authorities in our religious movement are not 
after me to do some duty. They are leaving me alone. I have my 
few supporters who are taking care of me. I would like to 
surrender to Krishna and feel reciprocation, but I am not ready to 
make the sort of real radical change in my activities that would 
bring that about. I am somewhat complacently treading water in a 
shallow part of the pool. I’m letting the years go by, getting up 
each morning at 1:30 a.m. for chanting and hearing. I keep to 
myself, and follow World Series baseball, though the results don’t 
interest me very much one way or the other.  

Another exercise tells me to “…just sit for twenty minutes. If 
you were only present to the sitting for a moment in the full 
twenty minutes, you did not fail. There is no success or failure, no 
great place you are going. You are ‘just sitting.’” 
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The 20 minutes went by effortlessly, easily. I looked at my 
Deities, Radha-Govinda. It occurred to me that They are too small 
for me to make out Their features. They are six inches tall. So I sat 
on the edge of my chair and leaned forward to get a better look at 
Them. It was fun. I looked also at a stocky Hanuman who is bigger 
and easier to look at, and so strong. I thought of the letter I just 
read from my high school friend, Win Burgraaff. He asked about 
my sister, Madeline. He said she was “pretty and savvy.” He said 
he hoped to find time to send me a longer letter. He knew a friend 
who for some years was involved in the Hare Krishna movement. 
Then I thought of the letter I received from Manu in Ireland. It 
was so nice that he came here and that we talked and shared 
prasadam. He said it was like a dream come true. He once sold his 
paintings at a big gallery show in Manhattan. Across the street 
there were devotees in a harinama party. He invited them into his 
suite, and they all sang for about 20 minutes. I thought also of a 
letter I got from Bhakti-lata in India. She hasn’t received a letter 
from me in two years even though I’ve dictated many letters to 
her. Somehow they never get through! I’ll try again. So I just let 
these thoughts pass through my mind like a faint breeze. It was 
extra cool this morning on my walk. Look at your Deities, and 
They look back at you. I’ll tell Win that Madeline married a young 
man from Tottenville named Tommy Morrisey who became a 
stock analyst on Wall Street, and that after teaching high school for 
a few years Madeline had a couple of children and stayed at home 
taking care of them. When I joined the Hare Krishna movement, I 
was rejected by my family, including Madeline. I was disowned. It’s 
a sad chapter. Win knew her and thought she was pretty and savvy 
– not savvy enough to keep in touch with her brother. That’s some 
of what I thought about during the 20 minutes. There’s more, but 
I can’t remember it.  

Another exercise asks me to keep a separate notebook and write 
down when I did sitting sessions. So they expect you to do them 
regularly. I’ll do one today, October 16th, for 20 minutes and write 
about it.  

During the sitting I looked often at Radha-Govinda. They are a 
little bit too small to easily see Their features from my seat. I have 
to lean forward from the edge of my seat to get intimate with 
Them. But it’s nice that Baladeva polished Them and changed 
Them into an orange and green outfit with jari, a golden metallic 
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thread. The outfit’s perfect for autumn. Baladeva did what I 
couldn’t do. We recently received good news about donations to 
print Prabhupada Smaranam. I had written in a poem that we didn’t 
have money to print it. Later I spoke to Nitai in London, and he 
said he would donate $3,000. Then, Baladeva told me that 
Gurudasa wants to donate $2,500. Naturally, I thanked them both. 
Baladeva also said that Nitai-Gaurasundara wants to donate $500 
and get books to sell at his Friday night program. I have loyal 
supporters as long as I produce something worthwhile. When I 
came back from my morning walk, I saw Keli-lalita drive my car 
out of our driveway and park it in her driveway. I went into the 
house and asked Baladeva if they were taking my car to Manhattan 
for the kirtana boat ride around Manhattan. He said yes and told 
me I shouldn’t complain because Saci-suta just paid over a 
thousand dollars to have the car serviced. Later, we saw and heard 
them all gathering around the car and getting ready to leave. 
Everything is going all right. Yes, I am going out the back door.  

Win Burgraaff wrote me again and said his sister’s son joined the 
Hare Krishna movement and got married at an asrama near Penn 
State College. (Was it Gita Nagari?) That means Win knows 
something about the movement. That’s good for our 
communication. It’s from a distance, but it’s still something. That’s 
more or less all I thought about during the 20 minutes that just 
ended with me sitting on the edge of my chair to get a better look 
at the Deities as the alarm buzzer went off. 

“Without thinking, trusting the first thing your mind flashes on, 
tell me what was the happiest time in your life. You have ten 
minutes now to write. See what your first flash leads you to.”  

During the years I was living in a thatched roof cottage in 
Wicklow I became a creative artist. I painted five or six canvases a 
day, every day, for several years. I made sculptures and totems and 
assembled found objects outdoors in my visionary garden. I read 
Raw Vision magazine and fashioned myself after the naïve artists 
and the school of “outsider” artists known in France as art brute, 
like Jean Dubuffet, Jean-Michel Basquiat, and others. I had so 
much passion and so much fun. Baladeva supplied me with all the 
brushes and paints and spray bottles and oil sticks. I would suit up 
in a jump suit and disposable shoes. The room got splashed in 
paint. Caitanya-candrodaya would come home from his job in 
Dublin at night and see what I had done. He liked best the last 
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painting I did. It was the wildest, completed in about five minutes 
and carrying a completely mixed palette. I was after process, not 
product, as Michele Cassou taught. I also wrote, volume after 
volume of Every Day, Just Write, and we published them with 
colored covers taken from my paintings. They were journals of my 
life in Wicklow, my walks, my readings, my little life. I was living 
alone with Hari-Bhakti-Vilas and Baladeva. Once a week I lectured 
in Dublin at Silavati’s and Bhadra’s house. I got many headaches, 
but I took medication and tolerated them. It was a time of 
gorgeous solitude, with no duties, no visitors, no meetings. Once a 
year Uddhava and I would go to the police station and get my visa 
renewed. The wives of the Wicklow devotees cooked for me. The 
owner of Govinda’s Gallery came and selected paintings, and I did 
a one-man show in Govinda’s Gallery in Washington, D.C. It got a 
favorable review in the Washington Post. 

Previously, I had been happy living in Manu’s house in Geaglum 
at Inis Rath in North Ireland. I wasn’t making art there, but I was 
writing in the shed and producing volumes of Every Day, Just Write. 
One was a collection of poems called Songs of a Hare Krishna Man. It 
was a time of blessed solitude and peace surrounded by the 
beautiful scenery of the lake strait and island forest. I gave weekly 
classes on the Caitanya-caritamrta at the island temple, walking from 
the house to the writing shed in Wellington boots. Once again, bad 
headaches limited my time and kept me convinced that it was best 
for me to live alone and restrict my traveling and the time I spent 
with others.  

Some notes from my morning walk: As we start the walk I hear 
the loud scraping sound of my shoes on the road. The sound is 
caused by my gimpy shuffle, a consequence of my arthritic left 
ankle. It seems like Haridasa looks down at my feet from time to 
time, but at least he doesn’t initiate conversation. I look ahead in 
the distance to the point where we will stop and turn back. It 
seems far away. We keep to the left. Not many cars come toward 
us, but when they do they swerve toward the middle of the road, 
leaving plenty of room for us to pass. There are lots of damp 
leaves on the ground. Although it’s mid-October, the deciduous 
trees are mostly green and still hold on to their leaves. It’s a bright 
day. I have a notepad with me in case I want to record any of my 
thoughts, but I don’t think of anything worth recording. I am 
preoccupied with the walk. Far ahead of me I see a man walking a 
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small white dog on a leash. When we reach the turning point, I 
cross the street and again keep to the left. Haridasa comments that 
each day we come out it gets colder. I don’t agree, but I don’t say 
anything. The temperature seems mild today, and I’m wearing two 
sweatshirts. Suddenly, five cars are approaching us, all in a row. 
They all swerve to the middle of the row, and Haridasa waves to a 
few of them. I am surprised how there was nothing to report, no 
discursive thoughts. When we started our walk, Baladeva 
approached us carrying a zip-lock bag. “Karela,” he says, indicating 
the contents of the bag as he raises his eyebrows. That will be 
lunch, with pumpernickel bread and kichri.  

“Tell me everything you know about ice cream. Go for ten 
minutes.” It’s fattening, so I don’t eat it for desert. But I find it 
delicious. Devotees make ice cream, and that’s the best kind, 
especially if the milk comes from protected cows. Most flavors of 
Bryer’s ice cream are made without eggs, so that’s the only store-
bought brand we eat. I used to like soft ice cream, like the kind 
they serve at Dairy Queen, but that may have eggs in it. I also like 
“brown cows,” root beer floats with vanilla ice cream. There was a 
devotee in Italy who ran a gelateria, an Italian ice cream shop. He 
made ice cream in many flavors, all without eggs. The customers 
were allowed to sample small amounts from the many flavors 
before ordering. It was a popular store. They had tables and chairs 
outside, though most people bought their ice cream and walked 
away with it. Of course, we offer our ice cream to Krishna. 
Prabhupada used to eat ice cream that the devotees made at New 
Vrndavana. Once, Kirtanananda Swami brought Prabhupada ice 
cream from New Vrindavan all the way to Vrndavana, India. He 
kept it frozen with dry ice. The New Vrindavan ice cream was 
wonderful. Everyone enjoyed it, even during the controversial 
meetings at New Vrndavana. There were a lot of disagreements 
then, but no one disagreed with the ice cream.  

“Write ten minutes: When did you taste your favorite fruit for 
the first time?” They say you can imagine it even if you can’t 
remember the factual details. I remember eating a perfectly ripe 
peach. You bite into it effortlessly. The juice dribbles down your 
chin. The peach fuzz is good, but the best part is the flesh you 
have to first offer to Krishna and then eat as prasadam. It’s good 
after a meal or just by itself in the light morning or on a summer 
evening – cut up peaches with cream. If you eat the whole fruit, 



 :THE STORY OF MY LIFE  

66\ 

then you have the big pit in your mouth. It should be a little cool. 
A peach is good, because you don’t have to have strong teeth to 
eat it. It’s the essence of summer. They are best when they are a 
little cool and not bruised. They are sometimes hard to get. Mushy, 
not juicy peaches are awful, but that’s what you get in the store 
sometimes. There’s a fruit called a nectarine, which is a cousin to 
the peach and is also nice. But, again, you have to be careful to get 
a perfectly juicy one, not one that’s half rotten. Peach pie is nice 
with a crisp crust served a la mode, with vanilla ice cream.  

Another exercise asks me to write about a recipe – it could be as 
simple as milk, if you say where it came from. Milk from the 
brown Swiss cows at Gita-Nagari is excellent – take it hot with a 
little brown sugar. I take milk with my porridge or granola in the 
morning, and I take a cup of milk by itself at 6:00 p.m. – not so 
hot that it burns your tongue and hurts your eyes, but hot enough 
that you have to drink it in sips. Vegans don’t like milk, but 
Prabhupada says it’s a miracle food that produces finer brain 
tissues for understanding spiritual subjects. We don’t drink milk 
from buffaloes or goats, only cows. Prabhupada even drank 
homogenized milk from the store – from unprotected cows – 
when milk from our farms was not available. He thought drinking 
milk was that important.  

“Write everything you know about mashed potatoes.” They 
should be thoroughly whipped and served warm. Stick a few 
patties of butter into the serving. My father used to beat potatoes 
by hand, without any electrical beater, but he made them so 
smooth they had no lumps in them. He used to say he would pay a 
nickel for every lump we found in his mashed potatoes. There was 
a relative in our family who we made fun of because he used to 
talk with his mouth open while eating potato salad. Potato salad is 
not a favorite of mine. I prefer lumpless mashed potatoes. They go 
well with little green peas. 

“Make your verbs alive. They carry the energy of a sentence. 
Check your use of ‘to be.’ Can you use another, more dynamic 
verb instead? ‘I was on my bike and rode to the store.’ How about, 
‘I pedaled my bike to the grocer’? You can feel the pumping going 
on. Fewer words, even more economical. Take a single verb ‘to 
go.’ What other words can you use? Make a list.”  

To go, venture forth, vamanos, giddy up, move, speed, locomote, 
split, run, walk, drive off, amble, wander, relocate, swim, crawl, 
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trot, beat it, disperse, butt out, galavant, sashé, hoof it, truck on, 
carry on. 

They say that the monkey mind will tell you to stop writing – it’s 
a useless activity. But you have to persevere and go on writing. 
You’re writing a memoir. Save yourself.  

You were a sailor. For two years you had to stay on the aircraft 
carrier USS Saratoga. But you endured it, and they let you out a 
month early – honorable discharge with hundreds of dollars in 
discharge pay. You hated it, but you were patient and endured it. 
They let you out in Mayport, Florida. You didn’t have to wear the 
uniform anymore, and you didn’t have to attend naval reserve 
meetings. You flew back to New York City and went to the Lower 
East Side, where you saw a realtor who found you a slum 
apartment. It was snowing when you moved in. You furnished it 
simply. You bought red curtains and two cots and straw mats and 
kitchen pots. You had a big journal you bought in Italy, and you 
began writing in it. You bought marijuana. You visited your friends 
who lived on the Lower East Side. You practiced your writing, 
your vocation. So many things happened. You moved to another 
apartment, and another apartment, and another. You got a job at 
the welfare department of New York City. In one apartment you 
were burglarized regularly. You moved to another apartment in 
Staten Island. It was there you jumped out the window while on 
LSD and broke both of your heels. You were in cast for six weeks 
and lived with your parents. Then you moved back to the Lower 
East Side. You saw the sign in the window of Matchless Gifts. You 
became the Swami’s cela. You were saved! You moved to another 
apartment half a block away from the storefront and let the 
devotees move in with you. The Swami blessed you to go to 
Boston and open another center there.  

“Write ‘I regret’ for ten minutes.” I regret the fall-down. In 
retrospect, I don’t know how I could have been so foolish, so 
completely in maya, so lusty for a woman. And then there was the 
exposure and the ruining of my spotless reputation – everyone 
thought I was such a good sadhu. The GBC let me off lightly. I 
insisted that I remain a sannyasi. I am still living in the shadow of a 
damaged reputation, but I am generally accepted by devotees. I 
lost many disciples. I regret that I disobeyed Prabhupada and 
broke the rules. Apparently, my first confession wasn’t full and 
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open enough, so I had to give a fully detailed account four years 
later.  

Maybe I regret that I’ve lost my desire to give lectures, but it’s 
partly my health; I get headaches if I take on the stress of travel 
and confrontation. I don’t really regret that I’ve slowed down so 
much or that I don’t associate as frequently with my Godbrothers. 
I like to publish books.  

Sprinting: This exercise gives you words and asks you to write 
about them for three minutes each. 

Cantaloupe. I don’t like them very much. You can cut them in half 
and eat them with a spoon. They fill you up. I haven’t had one in a 
long time. A good one tastes nice. You cut into it with a spoon. 
It’s a soft orange color. Outside it’s like a ball. Cantaloupe breasts. 
Cantaloupe for dessert. Sit and eat one if you dare. 

Cow. The cow is sacred. She should never be killed. Her milk is 
miracle food, not intended for just the calf – her surplus is for 
human consumption. They’re not beautiful animals, but they’re 
peaceful. A soul in the body of a cow becomes a human in its next 
life. She is inextricably connected to Vedic culture. There is mass 
bad karma for all the cows killed in slaughterhouses for meat 
consumption. Prabhupada linked this slaughter to young 
Americans having to die in Vietnam.  

Windows. The plate glass window of our storefront was once 
broken by a stone-throwing teenage hoodlum. The next day I tried 
to remove the broken pane, and the whole thing came crashing 
down on my forehead and arm. I had to be rushed to the hospital, 
where I received many stitches. The window opens and fresh air 
comes into the room. Through the window you look down to the 
street. You stand hidden in a corner of your room and look at 
people walking by. You have a certain “window” in which you can 
get something done; after that, the opportunity’s lost. The 
windows on the Staten Island transit train covered by metal grills; 
the store windows in Manhattan displaying expensive gifts; the big 
windows in grammar school that had to be opened with a long 
pole with a hook on the end; the window in Swamiji’s apartment 
on 26 Second Avenue through which we could look and see him 
working. 

Pillow. Pillows are great solace for taking rest at night. Pile up 
three pillows and lie on your back when you have a headache. 
Posture pillows sculpted to support the neck. Too fat pillows on 



THE STORY OF MY LIFE i 

69 

hotel beds are not comfortable for sleeping. Pillows you blow up 
with air and put around you neck for sleeping on airplanes are also 
not very comfortable. Theresa of Avila had a wooden pillow she 
used in the cell where she practiced austerity. Prabhupada used a 
regular pillow. On the vyasasana and in his room he used bolster 
pillows, long tubular things to rest the arms and back – not so 
comfortable until you get used to them. The man put pillows 
under his feet to tread upon as he walked along the bank and 
pulled the barge. Something to rest your head on. 

Urine. You give a urine sample to the lab, and they tell you 
whether or not you have an infection that can cause disorientation. 
I’ve had them, and they make you confused. Can you produce 
enough urine for the lab technicians? If not, they say go home and 
do it when you can, then bring it in. You use a urine bottle when 
you pee, otherwise you get little drops on your pants. 

Swimsuit. I wear a conservative one with boxer shorts. I don’t like 
revealing bikinis, for women or men. Swimsuits blow up on you 
and create buoyancy. You wear a gamsha, rather than a swimsuit, 
into kundas in India. You have two pairs of “saffron” swim trunks. 
You use them in the warm baths in Mexico where Narayana-
kavaca did therapy on your body. You wear them on ocean 
beaches, where you did some kind of body surfing. In Trinidad 
you went and had kirtana standing in water up to your chest, your 
feet resting on the soft sandy bottom.  

Vanilla. Vanilla is a bean? The taste of vanilla ice cream is the 
most popular flavor of all. “Plain vanilla” means no trills. A little 
vanilla ice cream can calm your soul. A “black and white” is a 
chocolate soda with vanilla ice cream. Vanilla ice cream in a puri 
served with root beer.  

Another exercise asks, “What religion were you brought up in?” I 
was brought up Roman Catholic. Both my Italian father and my 
Irish mother were Catholics, but nominally so. At home we never 
read from the Bible or from any other religious books. We didn’t 
talk about religion in our family. That was left up to the priest. 
Whatever religion we got came from him, and what he did and 
said and read in his performance of the holy mass on Sunday. On 
Wednesday afternoon the public schools let us out for “released 
time for religious instruction.” The Protestants went to their 
church, and we Catholics went down the street to St. Claire’s. As a 
result of that instruction we were accepted to receive first 
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communion and confirmation, two sacraments in the Catholic 
Church. You were baptized when you were a newborn baby. You 
heard the priest tell stories from the New Testament in his Sunday 
sermons. You learned the story of Jesus Christ’s life. Daddy didn’t 
go to mass. He didn’t like the priests. He thought they were just 
out for money. Daddy told a story about how he stood up for 
being Catholic in a confrontation he once had in a bar, but no one 
could get him to go to mass on Sundays. With great endeavor, 
Mommy would get him to wear his suit and go to midnight mass 
on Christmas Eve, but she forced my sister and me to go to mass 
every week, even though we sometimes didn’t want to. I stopped 
going when I was a freshman at community college, where my 
professors mocked religion as mythological. They said there was 
no God.  

I adopted a new religion when I joined the Hare Krishna 
movement. “New Indian Religion Gets You Higher than LSD,” it 
said in the newspaper. 

“What did you know in your heart one day in July 1990?” I can’t 
exactly remember July 1990, but I think around that time I began 
doing writing sessions. I would sustain them with great energy for 
one hour. I would follow Natalie Goldberg’s rules for writing 
practice in Writing Down the Bones: keep the hand moving, don’t 
think, don’t censor. I would jump from topic to topic, trying to 
“go for the jugular.” I didn’t care about publishing what I wrote, 
and I didn’t, except in private – bound copies in triplicate. It was 
all passion and spinning wheels. I sometimes wrote nonsense. I’ve 
since stopped, because I’ve lost my faith in pure process over 
product, and maybe because of my headaches. But it was great 
when I had faith and conviction and the drive to push myself 
through one hour timed writing sessions, sometimes twice a day. 
Where are they now? Are they worth reading? I would just keep 
going. If you found you had nothing to say, you would write that 
down – “I have nothing to say” – and keep repeating it until you 
were able to come up with something else. Hector Lopez was 
teeing off on the green of the first hole. His caddy was an orange 
monkey who neatly kept all his clubs in a standard bag. Ms. 
America was disqualified when they found explicit sexual photos 
of her with another woman. After some time I devised the 
technique of “steering to Krishna”: get off the nonsense track and 
write something in parampara. There are three modes of nature – 
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goodness, passion, and ignorance – and above them is sudha-sattva, 
the stage of pure transcendental consciousness. At that stage, one 
can see the self, devotional service, and the object of service, 
Bhagavan Sri Krishna. You can go on like this with directed free 
writing, avoiding the waste-of-time prose. 

 
And lines of poetry may come too. 
 
Written on the run to please 
the jugular self with the  
divided lines of pleasure. 
 
Just connect it to Krishna, and you’ll be safe. I would write free-

form, exploring my mind and my memories of ISKCON. I 
remember looking out the window of the temple on Beacon Street 
and watching the rain, relieved that we wouldn’t have to go out 
that night for harinama. I remember one morning before mangala-
arati hearing a car pull up in front of the temple and then hearing a 
police car pull up beside him. The guy in the car said, “They wear a 
strip of hair down the back of their necks.” Then the cops said 
something like, “No matter what, you just drive on. Get out of 
here.” You don’t stop writing when you can’t think of something 
to say. We distributed Back To Godhead magazines on the street. 
The women were particularly good at getting a quarter for a 
magazine. I chased people down Commonwealth Avenue, showing 
them pictures in the magazine and asking for a donation. It often 
happened that someone like me wouldn’t get anything, but a pretty 
female devotee could make a sale.  

I was able to keep going. I had no plans other than to remain 
president of the Boston temple. Then I became GBC and went to 
temples in the South – Hare Krishna picnics in the car, peanut 
butter sandwiches and cottage cheese and banana. I wrote while 
sitting on the floor of the lotus building in Mayapura, writing 
quickly on a big pad while the fan blades revolved over my head. 
Better you slow down and put your thoughts on the page. He said 
he likes the Prabhupada Meditations. Then, after a few months, we 
got back our picture on the TV. She was out there freezing, but no 
one let her in. She said it was all right – it wasn’t so cold. I can’t do 
those writing sessions anymore. “I am not so intelligent,” he said. 
But he could still write something Krishna conscious for Vedic 
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literature, like brahminical poetry for the big league acaryas or the 
lilas of your sadhana-siddhi. “How do you like the book? Which part 
do you like the most?” 

 
 



 
 
 
 

Stories from Every Day Just Write 





75 

 

Preface to Every Day, Just Write, Volume One 

 
This is a description of how the series Every Day, Just Write began. 

It’s taken from an author’s note to the first volume: 
“In the autumn of 1996, while finishing one timed book and 

trying to decide on the form of the next, it occurred to me that 
everything I write is part of one big book. Although it is good for a 
writer to think in different genres, it can also be right to admit he is 
essentially writing the same book each time he sets pen to paper. 
That is, a writer is writing his life. While he may express it in one 
genre or another, it is still his life that he is expressing. In my case, 
it is as Kerouac stated: ‘Uninterrupted and unrevised full 
confessions about what actually happened in life.’ When this 
thought occurred to me about my own writing, I was traveling 
from Italy to Ireland. By the time I arrived, I had decided to begin 
a project without end. I would call it Every Day, Just Write, and title 
each segment thematically. 

“Although each volume of Every Day, Just Write was composed 
individually, due to economic concerns, Gita-nagari Press has 
chosen to bind the first volumes, and in the subsequent future 
books, two or three volumes together. The very first title in the 
series, Welcome Home to the One Big Book of Your Life, seems 
particularly right to welcome readers who would like to join me on 
an open-ended journey. The direction is to Krishna, whom the 
Vedas accept as the Supreme Personality of Godhead. I cannot 
guarantee when I’ll ‘arrive’ (back home, back to Godhead), but by 
the grace of my spiritual master, Srila Prabhupada, I know I won’t 
give up.” 

 
Comment: Madhava Dasa was very pleased with the publication of 

the first three volumes of Every Day, Just Write. They were bound in 
one volume. He thought it was the peak of his production work 
for the Press. With the many full-color illustrations and the well-
printed, well-bound hardbound book with dust jacket, Narayana-
kavaca used his influence to see that the three volumes were put 
together in one hardbound book. He wanted to continue in this 
way, insisting that it would cut down cost by printing three 
volumes in one and that it would make the series appear to be a 
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more serious literary endeavor. Unfortunately, this was the only 
volume published in this way. After this they came out in single-
volume paperbacks, which was not as prestigious. The color 
paintings that went with them were printed in the private editions 
of the unedited versions of Every Day, Just Write, which were 
printed in only three copies. I have them, but they are not available 
to the public. I’ve made copies of the paintings in drawing size on 
Bristol board, and they are being photographed and digitized so 
that a version of the paintings will be available. 

 

Every Day, Just Write, Volume One: Welcome Home to 
the One Big Book of Your Life 

 
I like the free-flowing light touch of the prose and poems in this 
excellently printed book. It’s so nice to read a luxurious book.  

November 17, 12:30 a.m. 

“I am a writer, but now I’m sacrificing process in favor of the 
diary expression. I hope to also go beyond the usual diary concerns 
of self into writing exercises in toward deeper self, into life itself, 
into sastra and Holy Name. I don’t seem capable now of a 
concentrated, sustained effort in reading or writing. This is partly 
due to health. We read of students writing their Ph.D. theses or a 
writer burning intensely as he creates his novel. I do a little every 
day in this roomy form. It’s also a form. Other things to do, like 
writing letters, also occupy me.” 

 

November 17, 3:30 a.m. 

“On the way here a few days ago, through miles of construction 
work on the motorway, I jammed my last pages with travel data. 
Now we are settled in, and there is nothing to report except that 
Abhay Dasi’s daughter has bad asthma and can’t even use her 
inhaler but breathes shallower with each breath. Her mother 
thought that she would leave her body, but the girl kept on 
breathing.  

“Yes, it’s quiet here in Geaglum. We gather together each night 
at five to light candles and sing namam isvaram sac-cid ananda rupam. 
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After that we read a section of Namamrta and say a few words. (We 
don’t record it.) The mail will be arriving soon. That’s what’s going 
on. 

The color crayon illustrations in the book are wonderful. They 
are inserted in many different places throughout the book. It was 
expensive to do but is very nice. They are simple drawings, and 
some of them have words on them like “Gaura,” or “To love 
means to love Krishna.” They show a man on his knees in prayer 
or a man with a cow and so on. 

“After the half-hour lecture, the devotees’ questions were so 
right to the point that it was enlivening. I kept going for another 
fifteen or twenty minutes. Then we continued the mood of 
speaking krishna-katha as we walked from the temple down to the 
quay. Only when I got back to the house did I notice the tingling 
starting behind my right eye. I lay down for a while, and it hasn’t 
built much. It’s not going away either…My old friend.” 

I was keeping such a schedule that I would rise each day and 
begin my entry at midnight or a few minutes later. It was nice to be 
writing, up before dawn, before brahma-muhurta, before everything. 

I was enjoying reading through the first volume of Every Day, Just 
Write, but then when I read the entry for November 18th I became 
doubtful. I was recording some memories from my life before 
Krishna consciousness and doing some free writing. Then I wrote 
about an incident that happened while I was walking back from 
the shed. I saw the sankirtana van from Ireland. It was parked right 
on the path where I was walking. The doors were open, and music 
poured out, samsara dava with an electric bass and voices. Some 
men were inside the van, cleaning it out and singing along with the 
tape. All the doors were open, but I walked by at such an angle 
that they wouldn’t see me. I hesitated, thinking that maybe I 
should play the part of the friendly old senior devotee and go over 
to chat with them, but somehow I kept walking. Then I saw one of 
the bhaktas coming out from the warehouse with a big stack of 
books in his hands. We made friendly eye contact, but I kept 
walking, sort of wishing I had stopped to talk so that a little of 
their energy could rub off on me, and also to show that I was 
friendly, to get out of the hermit mood and somehow to say to 
myself, “I talked to some sankirtana men. I’m not so bad.” But I 
just kept walking toward Madhu’s house, where I have my own 
room. It may seem like I did the right thing. I shouldn’t be so 
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dissatisfied with my own lot. They have their sankirtana life as 
brahmacaris distributing books, and I have my own life too. They’re 
both okay. I closed the day with a quote from Walden, from a 
section entitled “Solitude” where Thoreau says he finds it best to 
be alone.  

That scene – walking past the sankirtana men in the van – was a 
little awkward. But I justified it to myself. Prabhupada told me to 
write. So I have spent my time in ISKCON distributing Prabhu-
pada’s books and managing his temples, but now I’m spending my 
time writing my own books and distributing them. I shouldn’t feel 
guilty about this. I live the life of a “hermit” for a purpose, the 
purpose of writing. And sometimes it’s very naked, but I don’t 
know what to write, or I’m writing in the style of a diary – in all its 
openness, its flailing awkwardness – and this may seem in contrast, 
or even contradiction, to Prabhupada’s books, which are so right 
on. But I am explaining myself to my readers. I feel this is the best 
way to go forward now, to write literature without pretensions, 
searching for the authentic self and quietly spending my days in 
Geaglum reading and writing. Thank you. 

My “diary book” is not my only kind of writing. It’s my process. 
Out of this process come other important books, contributions to 
ISKCON, books that are more appreciated, like Vaisnava 
Compassion, and seminars for VIHE, and so on. But The Matrix is 
the open diary in which I am myself and write what’s happening to 
me day to day. This process produces good things. 

By this kind of diary writing I am giving full access to my 
disciples and friends. I am shy by nature and also physically frail in 
health and so can’t give much of my time in one-to-one 
association. But through the book I share myself intimately with 
whoever wants to be with me. This is my life. 

I like the art in this book. It’s modest. It’s mostly done with 
crayons on paper, but they were able to reproduce it very well in 
the book so that the illustrations are vivid and lifelike. The figures 
are simple – sometimes stick figures and simple houses and words 
written on the page – and they’re scattered in groups of six – six 
paintings or six drawings at a time – throughout the book. It really 
increases the value of the series. 

“I sat in Great Kills Station and smoked a cigarette for the first 
time at 13 or 14 years old. L & M’s and Marlboros were just 
coming out. Winstons, Chesterfields, and Kools were already 
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popular. Then, years later, I sat and was identified as a devotee like 
the rest. I don’t know what to tell you. I wrote entirely about the 
things that had to be done, never about my inner life. Everything 
had to have an immediate purpose for the sankirtana movement, 
for temple preaching, or I wouldn’t express it. In terms of writing, 
I was either editing for the Swami or writing for Back to Godhead. I 
wouldn’t have been caught dead writing an extensive diary, or even 
a single word (like this). What if my wife found it and called it 
maya? ‘What would Prabhupada say? What would your 
Godbrothers say? This is maya! You are idle. You are speculating. 
You should do more active preaching. This is the mind. We’re 
meant to preach like pure devotees. What if I told Prabhupada you 
were doing this?’ Thus I would have been chastised.  

“Now I give in to it, to the urge to tell what I am, what I am 
doing. I have broken free from the mooring. I am lost in the wet 
flowing air. I seek to find my bearings and to tie the boat to the 
right dock. This is what I mean to do.” 

This quotation about how my diary writing would have been 
seen as maya in the 1970s is defensive. I’m trying to defend my 
diary writing to my readers. I spend a lot of energy doing that. I 
should be free of it and just be free to write. Sometimes my editors 
didn’t like it either and would tell me that I should do less of it. I 
wrote that I’m “breaking free of the mooring,” but actually I’m still 
afraid of the negative reactions I may get from my Godbrothers, 
afraid of my internal critic or an attack from my internal gremlin. I 
really don’t believe that I should listen to what my “wife” has to 
say about my writing, but I bring it up and nag.  

I could go with him to America (where he is going for a hernia 
operation), and mix with devotees and preach in the temples, but I 
don’t want to do that. Then I’ll have to face the quiet alone here. I 
think, “But how am I making my time worthwhile?” Improve it. 
Read more. Pray to Krishna to reveal to you how to be.  

When I go to the shed I pray by reading – crying aloud using 
Arjuna’s words in the Bhagavad Gita: “Please tell me in detail of 
your divine opulences by which you pervade all these worlds.” (Bg. 
10.16) Then tell us of the lake chill, the water bucket, and give us 
words and more words while Madhu backs the van into its winter 
shelter. Practice bhajan throughout the day and don’t waste time. 
“O Krishna, O Supreme Mystic, how shall I constantly think of 
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You and how shall I know You? In what various forms are You to 
be remembered, O Supreme Personality of Godhead?” (Bg. 10.17)  

The conflict that I’m describing is not unique to me. It exists in 
all religions. It is the conflict between the bhajananandi and the 
gosthyanandi. Prabhupada has said that we should be gostyanandis and 
stay in the field and preach. He says that those devotees are the 
dear most to Krishna. I have tried to be one of those devotees for 
many years, but now I’m finding that I crave to be alone and to 
write and to preach about the writing. I want time alone. They are 
giving me facility for it, and I am taking it. I still preach to the 
devotees on Inis Rath on a weekly basis, but I take my time alone 
and yet remain somewhat irresolute about it. But my point here is 
that this isn’t a struggle that only I am going through. Many reli-
gionists go through it. 

I may have been one of the first to go through this, but as time 
goes by and as the ISKCON devotees grow older they also go 
through this change, and some of them stay more to themselves 
and cultivate their own spiritual lives away from management. 
Even on the basis of health we can’t prevail on the front lines 
forever. And the others who do as I did, also experience the same 
conflicts. Just to mention it again, I love the early hours that I 
write. I am beginning to write each day. On November 20th the 
entry begins at 12:58 a.m. I write: “Read about Lord Caitanya, who 
is sometimes like a rose and sometimes like a thunderbolt. I am 
happy with the simple but quiet routine here, although sometimes 
I feel it’s lacking. I may want more outer excitement and action or 
feel guilty that I’m not ‘out there’ preaching directly, but 
circumstances bring me here at the end of the year. Let me cherish 
the time and use it well. Now my mantra is to gradually increase my 
reading of Prabhupada’s books and to stay focused on Krishna 
consciousness. Writing will follow this direction naturally. I also 
want to look for opportunities to pray and call out to Krishna to 
ask for His help. Please accept me. Please engage me in Your 
service.  
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Abhaya Dasi 

 
Abhaya Dasi said the hospital with her 
daughter turned blue in the hospital. 
Authorities are concerned. 
Abhaya is overwhelmed, thinking of the cats and dogs she has 

seen chloroformed, some she did herself, 
her three favorite aunts who died 
in their forties from cancer, her own 
younger brother who died from an OD. 
“If I were in a man’s body,” she said, 
“I would come to you and beg to talk to you.” 
Please don’t. I am only a teacup. 
I don’t know how to face oceans of misery. I can quote like a 

sadhu, but are 
you ready to hear from the scriptures, statements by Narayana 

supporting that we should be callous toward death 
of even a close relative 
and along with our Krishna conscious duties? 
 
 
Are you ready to admit that lamentation is 
in the mode of ignorance 
and recall Krishna’s statement that the wise lament neither 
for the living nor the dead? 
 
 
 
Abhaya asked for instruction. She 
wants to leap ahead so she won’t 
be reborn in this world of sorrow.  
I don’t know. If I did, I’d be leaping. 
But instead I am so unsteady.  
I doubt I’ll be going back to Godhead at the end 
of this Life. Is it faithless 
she asked, if she doesn’t expect  
to go back to Godhead right away? 
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No, it’s realistic, humble. 
Even Maharaja Pariksit prayed, “If I don’t 
make it to the spiritual world at the end,  
let me born with full devotion to Krishna, 
with friends who are devotees,  
and compassion for all.” 
 
Her daughter’s still in the hospital, soon to be released. 
This smoke will rise from her chimney  
and life will go on in the cold and happy-sad,  
GAY–glum. The key to life 
on the quay: hard work and don’t complain 
of cold, eat simply and not too much, 
row your own boat 
and get together with others to talk 
how what’s wrong, how to make money, 
how to improve. 
 
And where is that hermit? He’s gone to the shed. 
 
Following this poem there’s a section of illustrations. The first 

one is captioned “Ascension.” It shows a man in orange overalls 
climbing up an unsteady ladder. At the top of the ladder there’s 
handwriting that appears to say, “And you are doing good things, 
even new things with each day. It is eventful, exciting in its quiet 
way. Reading, drawing, and writing.” The next picture shows a 
man with his arms raised in Lord Caitanya’s harinam position. He’s 
golden, but with a sad expression on his face. The next picture 
shows three people in a boat, and the caption says, “Prabhu, sit 
down.” They’re all standing in the boat. There’s printing above 
them in the sky: “Sri Krishna Caitanya Prabhu Nityananda.” The 
last picture shows three heads and big writing across the page: 
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“Every day, just write.” 
THE STORY OF MY LIFE 

November 21
st

, 2:30 p.m. 

“I am so easily swayed in my resolution. I thought earlier about 
stopping Every Day, Just Write and starting a book about japa. I even 
glanced for a few moments at Begging for the Nectar and Japa Reform 
Notebook, and then I saw the good in Every Day, Just Write. The very 
fact that it has no focus is truthful. Is that a strange thing to say? 
It’s saying the truth rather than what “should be said” in a book 
about chanting, or about anything else. The writing is as pure as I 
can get it, by which I mean it’s free from pretension.  

“Now I find myself swaying toward not increasing my japa but 
increasing my writing, so I talked to myself as an old friend. 

“Gently, gradually, I remind myself about the goal of life, about 
my need to improve. Srila Prabhupada said that his disciples were 
too grown up for him to chastise. ‘I am an old man. I cannot 
chastise you.’ 

“I don’t feel I’m chastising myself either. Neither do I want to 
whip myself into writing a certain book. I made a list of vows or 
restrictions on the first day of Kartika, but I didn’t follow any of 
them. Or rather, I followed the gist but not the letter of the law. 
Despite my lack of rigidity, I now find myself without a desire to 
do the things I wanted to restrict myself against. I sense that they 
don’t help me in my Krishna consciousness. Maybe this is a better 
path for me – to do what I want not out of force. I’m too old to 
chastise. I prefer peace.  

“This has relevance to my decision whether or not to increase 
my japa quota. Maybe I should take the same approach. Rather 
than making a bold announcement and a forced start – 32 rounds 
to start on such-and-such a day with such-and-such a book to keep 
me company – it’s probably better to keep in mind that harinama is 
the only way. An increased quota may help (although whenever I 
try such a thing it usually returns to the same state later). 

“Better to do the free role ease motion of writing than with no 
topic. Damn it. I like it. 

Even though I don’t always know what it is. 



 :THE STORY OF MY LIFE  

84\ 

“I suspect that writing another book like Begging would start to 
feel too structured for who I am right now. Is that because I’m 
living in too much ease these days? Would a japa vrata tighten me 
up? Directed writing might work in the same way. If I’m not on 
book distribution, at least be chanting. ‘Then, if anyone reads this 
diary, they will see that I’m a serious devotee.’ 

“O pretense, be gone. At the time, improve your chanting if you 
can.” 

 

4:20 p.m., The temple of Radha-Govinda: 

“Dressed in red and white with designs in silver jari, Radha’s 
blouse has a high neck, and her flouncy skirt is covered by a 
pinafore. Tulasi leaf on Her palm, blessing us. Lakshmi-Narayana 
worship they say, but They are Radha and Govinda. 

“Krishna has a buffalo horn that curves in the same direction as 
His hip, where the horn rests. His garlands extend to His ankles; 
Hers is shorter. 

“Radha-Krishna worship is topmost, but we can’t jump to it 
artificially. Gaurakisora Dasa Babaji says we need to first practice 
austerity, give up all sense gratification, and practice bhajana for a 
long time before we will find ourselves free enough of lust and 
able to hear about Their pastimes, what to speak of serving 
Them – or Their sakhis – directly, in our own spiritual forms. 

“Island paths, beautiful copper tones, leaves piled, clean air, 
common cold – the paths are darkening. 

“A prayer before I leave: Dear Lords, if You like, please keep me 
active reading Srila Prabhupada’s books and writing. Give me 
insight how to better serve You. O harinama, please let me pay 
attention and pray the Hare Krishna mantra. 

“I want to absorb Your beauty. You are the center of Inis Rath. 
Everything here is Yours and is done for Your pleasure. Even this 
writing done across the lake at Manu’s house is for You. When I 
look at the lake and the island, the trees, please let me be aware 
that You are the jewel in the setting and the life of all of the 
devotees.” 

The history of Radha-Krishna worship being Lakshmi-Narayana 
worship comes from Srila Prabhupada himself. He surprised us a 
bit when we first read about it in his purports or heard it in his 
conversations, but he stood by it. He said we are not actually 
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worshipping Radha-Krishna. We’re worshiping Lakshmi-Narayana, 
because we’re worshiping with a high standard of opulence and 
formality. He said Radha-Krishna worship is very simple and 
spontaneous. It reminds you of Sanatana Goswami worshiping his 
Krishna Deity in a tree and offering Him a dry capati and talking to 
Him and telling Him He couldn’t do better than a dry capati, and 
Krishna asking for salt. That’s spontaneous Vrndavana Radha-
Krishna worship. But, after all, it is Radha-Krishna. Prabhupada 
gave names to ISKCON’s Deities – Radha-Damodara, Radha-
Govinda, Radha-Kalachandji, and so on – that were the names of 
the divine couple in Vrajabhumi. So he was directing us to worship 
the divine couple, not the form of Narayana and His consort, 
Lakshmi-devi. It’s a little complicated. 

 

November 22nd 

“Krishna, this day is Yours. I was reading, in a collection of 
writing sessions I did last summer, a passage that discussed our 
faith in spreading Krishna consciousness. I said that sometimes it 
gets depleted and smothered by rhetoric. Then I wrote this: ‘That’s 
why, more than anything, I seek to free my own language from rhetoric. That’s 
why writing sessions are important.’  

“I’m feeling convinced that the more I write, the more the 
process will work to bring me new discoveries of truth. And books 
will come from it. To confirm this, I saw in these writing sessions 
that I wrote last summer how Memories was gradually building and 
taking shape. It started with giving lectures about Vyasa asking 
Narada to speak about his life. I say that we all know a life into 
which we should inquire; that is, our own. In a writing session I 
wrote, ‘What I couldn’t say, what was really on my mind and heart, 
is that we ought to tell our confession, a real story, we ought to 
know who we are, and that is part of Krishna consciousness.’ That 
lecture was a harbinger for the Memories project, but no one in the 
audience – including myself – could know that at the time. Let me 
have the faith and hope that right now I’m on a wave of good 
things to come. Even when it seems I’m not going anywhere, 
Krishna sees. He is the ultimate mover behind the process.”  

On the page facing the entry for November 23rd there’s another 
little section of illustrations. They’re very colorful. One shows a 
man in an orange dhoti and a purple coat and brown wellington 
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boots walking toward the right. Behind him is a black Kerry cow. 
The caption says, “Last daylight turning cows into silhouettes.” 
The next picture shows a half moon with a big nose, and utter 
blackness surrounds it and a little shack below. There are also two 
abstract watercolors. The words “pure devotees” are written in 
one, and the other says, “I want no pain, but it comes. Go BTG.” 
Then there’s a portrait of a man with a pink face on a legal pad. It 
says, “Hare Krishna. Pray to Krishna.” 

The drawings in this book are small, done on small pieces of 
paper, not like the large canvas works I did later. But they’re blown 
up for the book and very effective. 

They are not great works of art, but they’re spontaneous and 
seem to “speak” in a way similar to the prose. On November 24th 
I didn’t rise early and write. I rose early and answered my mail and 
then gave a morning lecture. And then I wrote, “Now I am back 
and trying to find the thread of where I left off.” Then at noon I 
wrote: “The snow began to fall seriously. It’s sticking to the 
ground. I saw the lake’s waves roughen, and snow lashed us in the 
face, soaking our coats and dhotis and my gloves. Arjuna Dasa was 
rowing strong, but Abhaya Dasi with her two kids in a rowboat 
wasn’t doing too well. Arjuna Dasa had to go back and tow her. 
She and her son and her daughter wore life jackets. I wouldn’t 
have minded having a life jacket myself, but Arjuna got us here 
safely. I tensed as we made our way across the strait. Then the 
temple room, beholding Radha-Govinda and reading the CC for 
the Sunday morning class, I relaxed. Much of what I read was 
about the Deity and the nitya-siddha status of the two brahmanas in 
the Shakshi-Gopal story. All glories to Srila Prabhupada. I wish to 
find him in my own heart and life. There is no other way.” 

Arjuna Dasa was very strong physically. He was a steady devotee 
in his own way, not intellectual, not reading Prabhupada’s books 
much. I’m not sure of his chanting. But he liked prasadam and liked 
associating with devotees. Once the devotees had their Ratha-yatra 
entered in a St. Patrick’s Day parade in Ireland, and they had a 
farm horse as part of their procession. When the horse came into 
view, the judges objected and said it was not a “proper animal.” 
Arjuna spoke up loudly and said, “But it’s a farm horse!” The 
judges had been corrected. They said, “Oh yes, it’s a farm horse.” 
His candid expression took them off the mental platform, and they 
accepted our rough horse in the parade. Arjuna hankered for a 
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wife but couldn’t get one. No one would have him. He and his 
brother Leo played Jagai and Madhai in a skit in the temple, and 
they were so rough and realistic that they made the children cry as 
they wrestled on the floor. But they’ve both been loyal over the 
years. 

 

November 26th, 3:45 a.m. 

Nama-ruci, Vaisnava-seva, jiva-daya – relish for chanting God’s 
names, service to His devotees, and compassion toward all living 
things – Lord Caitanya taught these three principles. One of my 
Godbrothers told me that when people talk about drafting a mis-
sion statement for ISKCON he thinks of these three principles. 
He also told me I was doing good service in these areas.  

My taste for the name increasing – when will that day come? I 
serve my disciples by writing books and traveling. Yes, I should 
extend myself a little further and go to Guyana and other places, 
but I may not be able to go everywhere. That would be folly, 
especially because I don’t know what effect it would have on my 
health. I agreed we shouldn’t go to Puerto Rico, because it would 
require another plane flight, or two, and a long ride up, and later 
down, that winding hill. I just can’t do it. Or perhaps I can but I’m 
holding back. 

 

November 27th, 3:40 a.m. 

One book on chronic illness says that a person who has one 
must acknowledge that he or she can’t move with a fast crowd. 
Such a person can certainly try but still must admit that some days 
are slower than others. Maybe he or she can’t meet with people – I 
know I can’t. The chronically ill should not forget that they are 
actually ill. One injured man said that for a long time he kept 
thinking he would be cured. He held on to the hope that one day 
he would wake up and everything would be all right. Now he stays 
within his limits. People often ask me if I still have headaches. 
They think my illness is going to go away. When I say that I still 
have them, I sometimes feel as if I’m prolonging something that 
should have been finished by now. There’s something inside me 
that thinks I’m making it up. Otherwise, why would they keep 
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asking? The question seems to imply that my pain ought to have 
diminished by now. It is, after all, somewhat unbelievable that my 
headaches could have lasted 20 years. Don’t they know that some 
things last for a lifetime? Perhaps each one of us will find out as 
we enter old age and have to suffer its accompanying diseases. I 
write this so that people who read it will understand me. I also 
write it to find self-acceptance. The fact is, at least once a week I 
get a bad headache that lasts 24 hours or more, and if I push 
myself, I get headaches every day. Face it and move forward one 
step at a time. I can’t ignore the fact that the illness affects how I 
read, how I chant, and especially how I write.  

I imagine a greater man than I could overcome the pain, or at 
least ignore it and go on serving through it. I just can’t do that 
anymore. Instead, I find myself moving slowly on the wooded 
path, staying in my room, where it’s quiet, and not even going to 
the temple every morning. And so it goes. 

This image came to mind: A lily has no thorns like the rose, nor 
horns like the ram. It is beautiful without giving others pain. Can I 
be like that? Can I give others the best? I give them the pain of 
reality in my writing. At least there will be a sleek song of interest 
and of ultimate value.  

The devotees who lived on the peninsula called Geaglum, across 
the lake strait from Govindadwip, were interesting ones. First and 
foremost, there was Manu and his wife Isani. They had two 
children – a boy named Jayananda and a girl named Sita. They 
were wild little monsters. Jayananda used to pretend to shoot 
demons, using his bow to fire arrow up into the sky. He would 
play by himself or with a collie named Tilak. Manu was a painting 
salesman. I recently got a letter from him after years of separation 
resulting from disenchantment with me since my fall-down. He’s 
become friendly again. He used to greatly encourage me in writing 
Every Day, Just Write. He was one of the most careful readers of my 
books. After each book was published he would give me a review, 
pointing out the good parts and encouraging me to stay in his 
house and write. He thought my writing was important service. He 
had a literary appreciation of what I was doing. He had a university 
degree in English. He was a hard working and successful salesman. 
Lately, he has started his own gallery, where he features Irish artists 
rather than the Korean art devotees used to sell. He’s got a show 
now in New York, where he’s bringing his Irish artists to exhibit 
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their work. He’s promised to come and visit me while he’s in 
North America. If he does, that will be a real breakthrough in our 
relationship. His wife is very faithful to him and sometimes gets 
into the politics of Inis Rath by quarrelling with other people. She 
used to cook my lunches. She made nice scones and simple 
vegetables. 

There was another householder couple, Prahlada and 
Anandamaya, who lived in a house in the woods of Geaglum. 
Prahlada was a real handyman. He managed a small herd of Kerry 
cows on Geaglum and kept them fenced in but brought them out 
to pasture. He also had an organic garden and grew crops. He was 
a serious chanter and made a vow to annually increase his daily 
quota by one round. When I lived there his wife would write me 
long letters going over the difficulties various devotees were 
having in their relationships with one another and listing their 
opinions on everything. 

Sometimes, while walking out to the shed or on the back path, I 
would meet Prahlada. We would briefly exchange a few words and 
then part ways. There was a chestnut tree on the island, and in the 
autumn it produced many chestnuts. They would fall down to the 
ground in their green coverings. I would pick them up and open 
them to take out the shiny brown nuts. I kept them in a jar in the 
writing shed. They reminded me of my childhood, when I used to 
keep chestnuts and drill holes in them to use for chestnut fights. 

Aniruddha stayed sometimes in the South and sometimes at Inis 
Rath. He used to pick wild flowers for his altar. I once told him 
not to pick so many wildflowers but to let them grow because 
there were only so many of them. He took my advice and didn’t 
pick so many. I picked a few for Prabhupada but also liked to see 
them growing in nature – little violets and daisies and other 
humble wildflowers. 

Sometimes we had seminars at Inis Rath. One year a group of my 
disciples came from Italy. They endured the austerity of living at 
Inis Rath, with its single bathroom and spare facilities. I gave two 
talks a day for a week. Another year devotees came from England 
to see me, and I lectured. It was strenuous for me, but it was good 
way to associate with them. 

Radhanatha was another devotee who lived at Geaglum. He was 
a glassblower and made creative sculptures with Krishna conscious 
themes and meanings. He wanted to make an exhibit.  
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Radhanatha was fond of my canvas paintings. He collected them 
and kept them warm in his house, where he had a kiln for his 
glassblowing. He used his skill to make objects for commercial 
sale, and he regularly socialized with craftspeople in Ireland. He 
was married to an Irish girl named Sukhada, and they had children. 
Later, they moved away from Ireland and lived in New England – 
somewhere in Vermont or somewhere else isolated from other 
devotees. Eventually he left his wife, which was devastating for 
her, leaving her with the children. The last I heard, she wanted to 
return to Ireland and associate with devotees. Sukhada had a sister 
named Karunamayi –a tall girl who was also married. She and her 
husband had a business selling prasadam to non-devotees. They 
were able to make their living that way. 

 

November 27
th

, 12:30 p.m. 

This headache is quickly developing into real pain behind my 
right eye. I’d like to not be afraid of it when it comes. I think the 
pain is likely the result of trying to think up a new writing project. 
It really got me into mental high gear. 

2:30 a.m. 

Process is better than product. Just write. 
 
M made it to America and will have his hernia operation tonight 

at 9:00 p.m., our time. I should be asleep by then, and I guess he 
will be too – under anesthesia. May all be well. 

Sir, you should be satisfied. Just glad to be alive. Calm and 
grateful. Don’t go further right now until you met your lot in 
Krishna prema. Just say thanks for life. One chronically ill man said 
he bolstered his love for life in appreciating the little things, like 
the two hours each day that the sun shone in a shaft on his 
hospital bed or the sight of birds at the window. 

Ringing in ears. Heat in the shed. Body, body, above the body, 
body betrayed. You can’t be happy in the body – you see the 
pleasure, mixed pleasure and pain, or pain. Actually, it’s all pain, 
because it all ends in death. 
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November 28
th

, 12:30 a.m. 

The book Healing the Body Betrayed gives examples of people who 
are active and successful despite chronic pain. Mickey Mantle hit 
536 home runs despite the intense pain he suffered from crippled 
knees and legs. Marcel Proust and Robert Louis Stevenson were 
mostly bedridden, yet they wrote and regularly published novels 
and short stories. Franklin D. Roosevelt fulfilled his duties as the 
American President, including operating as Commander in Chief 
during World War II, from his wheelchair after having suffered 
from polio. John F. Kennedy, another American President, 
campaigned for the presidency and then executed the duties of his 
office while tolerating intense back pain. 

I can’t lecture when I have a headache, but I can persist in 
traveling. And when the headache subsides, I can plan to lecture 
the following day. 

It seems even more important that I write regularly, whatever 
happens. If it results in only one published book a year, I will be 
satisfied. Faith in practice; faith in service. 

 

November 28
th

 (A letter from a disciple about reading): 

“I’m slowly but surely reading Srimad Bhagavatam, which I always 
find to be the answer to all questions. I’m up to the story about 
Durvasa Muni and Maharaja Ambarish. It is so nice to hear these 
pastimes. In doing so it feels like the spiritual world is opening up 
to me. I admit, too, at times finding myself distracted from reading 
for different reasons (like my unsteadiness), but I quickly realize 
the implications of not keeping a good steady level of reading and 
find there’s nothing as satisfying as absorbing myself in Srimad 
Bhagavatam and your books when I really get down to it.”  

I wrote back with these quotes from the Bhagavatam I found in 
Srila Prabhupada’s purports to Ramananda Raya’s talks with Lord 
Caitanya: “The business of the living entity is to always remember 
the Supreme Personality of Godhead in every circumstance. The 
Lord should be heard about, glorified, and remembered by all 
human beings.” (Bhagavatam 2.2.36, as quoted in Caitanya-caritamrta, 
Madhya-lila 8.252, purport) “Everyone should very attentively listen 
to the pastimes of the Supreme Personality of Godhead. One 
should glorify His activities and meditate on Him regularly.” 
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(Bhagavatam 1.2.14, as quoted in Caitanya-caritamrta, Madhya-lila 
8.253, purport) 

 

November 28
th

, 3:32 a.m. 

I remember hearing Srila Prabhupada speak in Paris. I was in the 
other room. One guy, very aggressive, not at all submissive, was 
speaking of “the light.” He was probably a follower of Guru 
Maharaja-ji. Prabhupada said to him, “Go away! You’re wasting 
my time. You know everything!” The devotees asked him to leave. 
He readily agreed, but I know if he hadn’t, the devotees would’ve 
thrown him out – Bhagavan, Pusta Krishna, and the others.  

Prabhupada was always making himself vulnerable to guests like 
that. The night before that incident he spoke at La Salle Pleyel and 
a riot had almost broken out. Someone had even come with spray 
paint. While Prabhupada was speaking, the students began 
shouting, “Get down! Get down!” wanting him to get down from 
his vyasasana, which was large and elevated. They became unruly. A 
man even went on stage and began speaking to the audience. 
Prabhupada shortened the program and had a kirtana to calm 
things down and then left. In the car on the way back he made a 
comment that he would not use big vyasasanas in public anymore, 
as it seemed to agitate the radicals.  

 
Srila Prabhupada, please let me worship you unencumbered by 

doubts like these: “Did you know that the Lord Buddha we speak 
of in the Bhagavatam is not the Gautama Buddha who formed the 
world religion?” I unnecessarily plague myself with these things. 
When you were asked “What do you think of the Hebraic kabala?” 
you said, “I have not read it, nor do I know of it.” That was the 
perfect reply for me. I do not need you to know everything. You 
need only know devotion to Krishna, which gives you 
understanding of everything else – yasmin vijnate sarvam evam vijnatam 
bhavati. 

I can spare myself the plague and the offense if I become simple 
and have full trust in you, as I used to have. It’s hard. So many 
Gaudiya Math teachers and gurus have come, and they taught a 
little differently than you or emphasized something else. Some of 
your followers go to such teachers for the “extra” or the 
difference. That’s a strain sometimes. And, of course, there is the 
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strain of the fall-downs. I too am full of shortcomings. Just see 
how I write even though I don’t know what to write.  

I pray for guidance. I would like to write something straight from 
my heart, something Krishna conscious. I don’t want to be like 
that guy in Paris who said he felt “the light” right here – that’s all I 
know. I want to surrender, even though I fail to do so. Please keep 
me on the course – gently, as befits my nature – and allow me to 
read your holy books with faith. 

Next there is a group of illustrations done in crayon. One shows 
a tall devotee in a “swami cap” and dhoti and blue coat talking to 
two men in a little car. The caption says, “I saw Satsvar. He’s 
walking around upright. I don’t know what he’s doing, but he 
looks okay.” Then there are two abstracts. Then a simple picture 
of a flower, like a sunflower or a daisy. Then a picture of the sun in 
a man’s face and a car and a misshapen man walking and a caption: 
“Sun ball rising, blazing up through cold and clouds of Geaglum 
life.” 

Sometimes I fantasize about creating some really great work. 
This often happens when I hear some well composed music or see 
a good painting or hear about tremendous Vaisnava activities, such 
as Lord Caitanya’s traveling all over India and converting the 
people or the exploits of a Godbrother who is doing the same. 
Then I come down to earth and tell myself, “This is it, baby. 
Whatever you’re doing. This is it.” 

Do you mean just this funny writing and your limited travels to 
the Caribbean and the Northeast US? Those little pilgrimages here 
and there? 

Yes, that’s what’s happening. If Krishna likes, He could expand 
what I’m doing. He could inject me with some new courage or a 
stronger desire to do more. Aside from that, I have to see the 
value of what I’m doing and fill it with quality devotion. I can’t see 
how on my own I will suddenly expand into something else. I 
really have to pray for the nerve to do what I am already doing. I 
pray to remain enthusiastic until my last breath. 

That’s the end of the one big book of your life. It has an 
appendix.  
(REPERTOIRE)  

These are some of the modes of expression I’ve used in this 
volume of Every Day, Just Write and which I hope to use in the next 
volume as well. This is only a partial list. 
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LITTLE LIFE 
Don’t be ashamed to give the data, names, places, events, and so 

on. Don’t fear repetition. Confess. 
 
WRITING WHILE READING  
Read one of Prabhupada’s books. This is essential to my daily 

routine. Use that reading as a springboard – write about what I’ve 
read in a simple and straightforward way. Come back to it 
frequently, answering these questions: What did I just read? What 
struck me? 

 
FREE-WRITING 
Though it could be said that all my writing uses this method, I 

will also take time for “pure” free-writing exercises. Keep the hand 
moving! 
 

POEMS 
At least once a day, write a poem with a typewriter/computer or 

a pen. Read poetry, then break into your own poems from free-
writing prose – just force your way into the first few lines, even if 
they make no logical sense. After getting started, you usually find a 
theme. 
 

DREAMS 
Capture them, and do something with them. 

 
PRAYER 
This is newly begun. I call it “Conversations with Srila 

Prabhupada,” and I hope to continue doing it twice a day. In a 
sense it’s a separate project from writing, but I can also write 
prayers in Every Day, Just Write. 
 

DRAWINGS 
With colors and Tombos, let your hand move in chaos until you 

find a form (or forms) you want to express.  
 
No failure here. Some drawings express themes and scenes 

found in the writing, others just depict immediate feelings. Try to 
give the drawings some Krishna conscious identifications. The 
drawings are welcome! 
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Every Day, Just Write, Vol. 2: The Search for the 

Authentic Self 

Geaglum, Inis Rath; December 1–29, 1996 

 
Sacinandana Swami read this book and, during a Srimad 

Bhagavatam class at Radhadesa, Belgium, recommended that 
devotees also read it. The devotees there duly took his advice and 
went to the bookstore at Radhadesa to buy the book that contains 
Volumes 1–3. It was wonderful of him to recommend the book. I 
will tell you the section that he liked in particular. It was the 
section in which I made up lists of things, such as “A Hundred 
Things That Give Me Stress,” “A Hundred Ways I Fake It,” and 
so on. 

 

December 3rd, 12:37 a.m. 

O friend, you appear to have been listening to the Tenth Canto. 
(You appear distracted, unattached to the world, as if you have 
been listening to the music of Krishna’s flute.) 

If we just keep telling, we’ll eventually find the heart of it. Give 
us the flow of tears, blood, sweat, and ink. Like an artesian well, 
which is always more full when it rains, due to the downpour of 
the guru’s mercy the flow will become a torrent. 

 

9:00 a.m. 

Happy and full-voiced, I sing in the shed. Six, count them, six 
swans bob on the rough water of the strait in a steady downpour. 
I’m snug in here, reading and praying to my Guru Maharaja. I 
explain myself to him. I feel good. 

Strong voice a while. Our limited senses. Pen scratches. Dharma, 
artha…An attitude of non-aggressive, unpretentious, honest, self-
reflection painted in brilliant colors – bold lines drawn with a 
meditative mind. What do I see? I see how truth ebbs and flows.  
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2:50 p.m. 

I pray to Prabhupada today. He is in his books and tapes, but to 
hear and apply his advice is not always easy. Prayer seems to help. 
It puts me more in touch with him – aside from the usual 
assurance, I feel his presence.  

It is up to the disciple to serve and please the spiritual master. 
Our surrender is a deliberate act of free will, and I have to make 
that surrender day after day, hour after hour. It’s an art, and it can 
always be improved upon. Here we are, all surrendered and filled 
with the desire to obey the guru, to love him. It will lead to using 
our intelligence in various situations. We have to ask ourselves, “Is 
this for me? Or is this for Srila Prabhupada? Am I fulfilling his 
mission by this act?” We can always refine our understanding. 

Manu sent me a note before he left to sell paintings for the week. 
He began reading Padayatra and said he was impressed by it. It 
seems to be an evolution in my process, he says, that I am more in 
control while doing the free-writing. He said I was able to take 
larger breaths to sing the melodies. I take it that free-writing needs 
to be developed. It may appear to be folly, but if I persist in it, I’ll 
get wiser, more in control, and (through serendipity?) more able to 
find those metaphors that can last for a whole book, like in 
Padayatra – Writing is walking every day, writing my memories 
every day.  

Every Day, Just Write is different because I take only the 
assignment to write what comes each day. Since I allow myself the 
freedom I need to present a formal metaphor by which to present 
my writing, then at least I have to keep writing. That’s the basic 
premise. Life at Geaglum is smooth sailing. I’m in a bubble of 
peaceful days and nights living on devotee-owned land. There are 
no alien sounds and no alien faces. It’s a holy dhama. In January I’ll 
have to leave and meet the outside world. But it doesn’t mean I’ll 
have to pop the bubble now and seek to return to the world of 
controversy and danger that prevails in and out of ISKCON. Stay 
absorbed. 

My mention of Sacinandana Maharaja liking this book brings up 
the fact that there are a select number of people who actually 
appreciate the art of these books. I’ve mentioned Manu, and 
there’s Tamal Krishna Maharaja’s brother and other people in the 
academic world and people who are learned in literature, art, and 
even jazz. Then there are people who don’t appreciate it so much 
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and who don’t get the message, even though I have tried hard to 
educate them, in the books themselves, as to what it is I’m doing. 

With the first books I wrote, my reputation was straight as an 
arrow – devotee writing in parampara – and everyone liked those 
books. As I eventually began to publish my free-writing, I raised 
eyebrows, and not everyone liked it. Those who liked it were the 
right people, but the general mass of devotees were divided. This 
frustrates me, as I wish everyone would take all my writing 
seriously and enjoy it. But there’s nothing I can do about this; 
when I started breaking the mold and exploring, it was a result of 
deep needs in my creative and devotional life. I couldn’t write just 
to please the devotees. I had to do what I thought was right, and I 
hoped it would please them. But if it didn’t, I still had to go my 
own way. 

Every book I’ve written has had someone, somewhere in the 
world, who likes it and has been helped by it. I’ve heard from 
those people. But there are critics too, and I’ve been sensitive to 
them and aware that my artistic expressions have marginalized me 
somewhat. It really doesn’t bother me that much, but I wish it 
were true that everyone, not just some people, read the books and 
liked them. 

December 4th, 12:45 a.m. 

“In this age of Kali there are no genuine religious principles 
other than those established by Vaisnava devotees and Vaisnava 
scriptures. This is the sum and substance of everything. The 
pastimes of Sri Caitanya Mahaprabhu are just like an unfathomable 
ocean. It is not possible for me to enter into them. Simply by 
standing on the shore, I am touching the water. The more one 
hears the pastimes of Sri Caitanya Mahaprabhu with faith, 
analytically studying them, the more one attains the ecstatic riches 
of love of Godhead.” (Caitanya-caritamrta, Madhya-lila 9.362–364) 

I complain. I read in circles. I rejoice. I repeat. I do the loop-the-
loop and pass through familiar country. It’s my poverty, but also 
my richness.  

It’s like where I’m living nowadays. I’m not traveling, so every 
day I see the same shed, the same path, the same wet leaves, the 
same lake in Ireland. I don’t grow tired of the view, especially at 
dawn, and the seasons…spring and early summer are especially 
nice. (I know I can’t live here forever, so whatever I see and repeat 
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has to become an act of devotion. Whatever I read, familiar as it 
seems, also has to become an act of devotion, because I won’t be 
here forever. Reading can be transformed from restlessness to love 
of Krishna by such an attempt.) 

6:00 a.m. 

Krishna is one part of my life. I usually don’t admit that. I say 
He’s my whole life, 24 hours a day, anyabhilasita-sunyam. But, the 
fact is, I have other interests. I sometimes take a break, a holiday, 
from Krishna consciousness. It sounds awful, but maybe it does 
me good. I need it. A holiday doesn’t include stopping my sixteen 
rounds or breaking the regulative principles. It’s more like sleeping, 
eating, dreaming. In my dreams the fact that my devotee identity is 
often vague or that my actions are mostly not spiritual…doesn’t 
that say something about my stage of devotion? I could try to deny 
it, but it’s true.  

They say the body doesn’t lie. My body is not always interested in 
Krishna conscious pursuits. It’s because “I’m not this body.” That 
truth is still theoretical to me. I feel hurt when my body is hurt. I’m 
not detached. 

 
Why, sky, you should be 
booted in the ass. 
Don’t you know you 
can even get booted out of Krishna consciousness and  
into army boot camp next life? 
Then you’ll be sorry! 
 
Facing this page there is a colorful illustration of two Inis Rath 

swans with their curling necks and the caption, “Swan’s way.” 
There’s also a picture of a man in Wellington boots walking and 
the caption, “Walk your way and pray to God and Hare Krishna 
mantras.” There’s a picture of a stick figure standing by a shack, and 
in the distance is the strait between Geaglum and Inis Rath with 
Govindadwip in the background. The caption reads, “Before day 
closes out with headache, get in a shed session.” Another picture 
contains a portrait of a devotee dressed in devotee clothes, with 
one hand on his hip and the other hand holding his beadbag 
erectly in front of him. The caption says, “Walk on earth and 
chant.” 
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December 5th, 1:00 a.m. 

I want to be a pure devotee like Svarupa Damodara Goswami, 
who took sannyasa in madness and stayed alone to practice bhajana. 
He didn’t want to be disturbed by the formalities of sannyasa. He 
surrendered to Lord Caitanya Mahaprabhu at Nilacala.  

Words pop up in my brain, and I let them loose on the page – 
words like viruddha and rasabhasa. Pure devotees don’t accept 
rasabhasa or any other imperfection in philosophical understanding. 
Svarupa Damodara Goswami wouldn’t even allow scholars with 
such imperfect understandings to meet with Sri Caitanya 
Mahaprabhu. 

Oh. I should change.  
Is it too late for me? Please, Lord. Dear Vaisnavas. Please accept 

me with my volumes of diaries. I too am mad and want to avoid 
the formalities of sannyasa. 

In these chapters of the Caitanya-caritamrita the devotees come to 
see Lord Caitanya Mahaprabhu, returning to Puri from South India 
like rivers flowing toward the ocean. I wish to be among them. I 
know that, as time goes by, I will begin to diminish in my ability to 
concentrate. I won’t be able to write as many pages. If my wrist 
begins to hurt too much, I’ll just have to learn to speak my prayers 
aloud. 

December 6th, 2:30 p.m. 

The Gita waits for me. I have a sense of my limited time. The 
purport says that the fallible soul appears to pass through six 
changes. I’ve passed through birth and growth. I’m in the process 
of maintenance and giving off byproducts (writing books). I am 
beginning to dwindle and preparing to vanish. Will I vanish in day 
or night? “Let my air enter into the totality of air.” The devotee in 
Sri Isopanisad prays, “Let my soul go to You.” Please let there be no 
hindrance. 

Those are favored prayers. When I was giving my six-day 
seminar on vandanam, offering prayers, a couple of my 
Godbrothers walked in. I half froze then kept speaking. I said that 
my favorite prayers include a prayer composed by Madhavendra 
Puri. I found, however, that I couldn’t speak my heart in front of 
those Godbrothers. What I wanted to say was that I must be 
myself, even though others may criticize me. I will worship 
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Govinda in my way, without respect or rituals or even liturgy. Of 
course, I couldn’t publicly say so. 

Without Krishna we can’t remember what to do when we start a 
new life, after having transmigrated from one body to another. 
According to our karma, we are supposed to remember some 
things but forget others. Krishna gives us precisely the amount of 
remembrance and forgetfulness we deserve. And if we’re serious 
about God consciousness, He gives us Vedic knowledge. Dear 
Lord, I don’t think I was serious. I was serious in my own way, but 
not about religion. Somehow You saved me and directed me to 
Srila Prabhupada. You said, in effect, “Go here. Go into that 
storefront. Hear from him, and be respectful. He’s your guru.” I 
followed like a blind man, gave up my pretense, my persona – 
“Lower East Side hippie” – before it was too late. Hare Krishna.  

Baladeva asked me what I think of when I write so much about 
death. Is it a footprint? Is it a finger pointing? Is it a dynasty 
passing on, wanting to be read by others? The urgency is that I 
count my years and see I’m dwindling, getting near the stage of 
passing away. So I can’t help but notice it and comment on it. 
Prabhupada said that real philosophy means to keep death in front 
of you. So I’m being philosophical, as a swami should be. 

 

December 7
th

, 12:40 a.m. 

I pray for that by pausing as I read, quietly bowing my head and 
asking for it. I have the power to enter, because I have brains to 
comprehend. But, more importantly, I have already received 
Prahupada’s mercy when he ordered me, “Whenever you get time, 
read my books.” To pray and push out doubts takes practice. 
Finally, commitment requires direct mercy.  

It’s the same with writing. I have to write from a life filled with 
devotion, then it’s worth something. Writing should express bhava, 
emotion, even the emotion of emptiness. I wrote like this at Castle 
Gregory. I went to the ocean and felt tiny and ordinary. That 
writing I called, “Forgetting the Audience.” I think it was the first 
time I wrote like that.  

Writing isn’t crazy. It’s not just passion. I want to get something 
out. I want to get out from under the grip of different critics, but I 
am learning to let go. Some nonsense may also come out, but I 
trust the process, even though it doesn’t always lead to instant 
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success. At least I feel relieved. Life is short, and soon we’ll die. 
We have to do what Krishna has allowed us to do, before it’s too 
late. We have to do it free from the pressure others place upon us, 
wittingly or unwittingly. We have to face ourselves and develop a 
quiet kind of urgency that permeates everything we do. I didn’t 
resolve to discover God in the time I spent at Castle Gregory. 
Rather, the last words I wrote are a cry: “Where is bhava?” I can 
almost hear the echo of the waves crashing against the rocky shore 
as I read it again now. (Of course, I wrote a great deal at Castle 
Gregory. Kirtana-rasa was my servant then. Kaisori chose to select 
only a very, very small portion of what I wrote, which we put out 
as a kind of prose/poetry book with photographic impressions of 
the locale. It was a nice book, but I’m sorry we never printed the 
whole thing – “Forgetting the Audience.”) 

 
Selection of Illustrations: 
One shows me down on my knees, holding a tape recorder to 

Prabhupada’s head. The caption says, “Dream of talking, 
disembodied head.” Then there’s a picture of a devotee with a 
glove on, his eyes looking furtively to the right. The caption says, 
“Avoiding Surveillance” and has a description of a dream I had 
about this. The next picture shows two devotees in one rowboat 
and another devotee in another rowboat and four swans on the 
strait between Geaglum and Inis Rath. The captions says, “Local 
Guru in Rowboat…Smile.” The last drawing in the series is written 
on an Ecology?? legal pad, on the cover where the contents are 
written recycled legal ??pad. There’s also a picture of chanting 
beads above two stick men, and the caption, “Every day, just 
write.” 

 
 
Here are some of the questions that arose yesterday: 
 
How much of Every Day, Just Write is written for therapy, for 

coping, and how much is written with the hope of discovering art 
or literature?  

 
If it is entirely therapy, then should my attitude toward it be 
different? Should its form of expression change? 
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Some answers: 
 
Art is also part of my therapy. I cope by writing. I take pride in 

this writing. 
 
The form and subject of Every Day, Just Write will change 

according to time and place. When I’m traveling, or when I’m busy 
lecturing, the writing will reflect that. One might say that the 
writing will be more shallow and less concentrated when you can’t 
work at it full time. But that’s not necessarily so.  

 
Doubts come to test how badly I want to write this book. It’s a 

new project in that I have decided to write in just one volume at a 
time. I’ll use the umbrella title, Every Day, Just Write, and then 
subtitle each volume according to the mood in which it was 
written. The real response I have is that I shouldn’t write to make 
literature worthy of publishing. Every Day, Just Write can be a 
matrix from which other books may come. That’s the meaning of 
the subtitle of the first volume: “Coming Home to the One Big 
Book of Your Life.”  

Someone told me that in Vrndavana it’s going from bad to 
worse. She meant that devotees are leaving ISKCON and moving 
in to the Gaudiya Math. The same thing is happening in Australia. 
Some devotees are sad and disgusted and heartbroken over my 
Godbrothers’ departure. They’re afraid they’ll keep accepting one 
ISKCON guru after another in the hope that one won’t fall down 
before they die. So they run to an Indian guru, someone older and 
proven who will teach them about the higher topics. I think often 
about this and feel sorry.  

This propaganda that other gurus are discussing more advanced 
topics, and that we are therefore missing out on something, 
doesn’t hurt my faith in Prabhupada. I’m not concerned that much 
about objectivity in my loyalty to Prabhupada. I have decided that 
I want to be nurtured only by His Divine Grace A.C. 
Bhaktivedanta Prabhupada. Krishna consciousness is openly 
subjective in that sense, regarding who we can give our faith to and 
what our individual relationship is with Krishna. 

We all want to be enlivened in spiritual life. Prabhupada says we 
should preach, and if we want to taste bhava, we will taste Lord 
Nityananda’s bhava. That’s what Prabhupada said. 
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The illustrations in the book are nice and frequent. The next 
section begins with one of a sannyasi with glasses. He’s carrying a 
danda and a suitcase, and a devotee behind him is carrying a 
suitcase. They’re walking in the air. Below them is a car. The 
caption says, “The person is moving because jiva soul is in his 
heart.” The second picture shows two faces and a bird and the 
word “Krishna” and flowers and the sun. The caption says, 
“Notes, fragments of experience.” The next picture is written on a 
yellow page covered with handwriting. On top of that is a simple 
face of a man smiling and the words “Krishna conch.” The last 
picture shows someone lying down in bed with the word 
“Dreaming” underneath. Overhead, in bubbles, is a picture of 
birds, and the caption says, “Dream of chanting with giant birds.” 
The other picture on this page shows someone visiting another 
person sitting up in a hospital bed. There are other visitors too. 
The caption says, “Dream I visit myself in hospital.” 

Intense Temple President of Boston temple, intensely afraid of 
thugs and teenage ruffians, intense in mouthing japa: Hare Krishna, 
Hare Krishna. 

 
Ah, you are intense but 
don’t fade, do not go gentle into that good night. 
If to be intense I have to get angry, then no. 
Intensity and pain provoke stress. 
But what about the gopis? Yes, they were intense. I fall  
short. I say, “Take it easy.” 
Nice and easy 
does 
it every time. 
 
In this section I give a little description of my writing process. In 

Churning the Milk Ocean, in my introduction to the free-writing 
sections, I gave an explicit history of how I began my process. 
There I describe how I read a book by a man named Peter Elbow 
and ten years later a book by Natalie Goldberg. These books both 
discussed the method of free-writing. I was significantly influenced 
by them, and yet I found my own voice apart from what they 
teach. They teach that free-writing is a process that can help you to 
warm up and free your writing but that what comes from it 
shouldn’t be considered a final product. But I read an essay by one 
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of the free-writing teachers, who admitted that some authors do 
publish their free-writing. He said they can do that because they 
are more honest than other writers and because their lives are 
more interesting. 

I always thought that if free-writing was so liberating, then why 
not publish the results? 

 

December 14th, 12:00 a.m. (World Enlightenment Day) 

Prabhupada begins his purport to Mantra 18 in Sri Isopanisad: “By 
surrendering to the Lord and praying for His causeless mercy, the 
devotee can progress on the path of complete self realization.” It’s 
nice to hear Prabhupada state that prayer itself is an act of 
devotion. On that basis, I should pray for the Lord’s causeless 
mercy. It’s like the Jesus prayer: “Jesus Christ, please have mercy 
on me, a sinner.” Krishna can respond to the person who is 
praying to Him, trying to surrender. Later in the same purport 
Prabhupada writes, “He can give direction to His sincere devotees 
by which they can attain the right path. Such directions are 
especially offered to the devotee, even if he desires something 
else.”  

Of course, we have to try to rectify ourselves. If Krishna is 
powerful, then He can cleanse our hearts from within. Also in that 
purport, Srila Prabhupada quotes Srimad Bhagavatam 11.5.42:  

“The Lord is so kind to the devotee who is fully surrendered to 
His lotus feet that even though the devotee sometimes falls into 
the entanglement of vikarma…and acts against the Vedic 
directions…the Lord at once rectifies such mistakes from within 
his heart. This is because the devotees are very dear to the Lord.” 

Prabhupada goes on to say that it’s human to make mistakes, and 
the only remedial measure against our perhaps unknown sins is to 
surrender to Krishna in the heart so that He can guide us. We are 
guided in two ways: by the saints, scriptures, and spiritual master, 
and directly by the Lord in the heart. 

8:30 a.m. 

Manu noted tension in my writing and uncertainty about whether 
this way is best. He compared it to the nerve-jangling courage in 
the insistence of an existentialist who thinks that, as far as he or 
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she can see, life has no meaning but gives it meaning anyway. I am 
leaving a testimony, Manu said, of one who has applied American 
skepticism to Krishna consciousness, never letting up on it for an 
easy ride, yet coming out faithful and convinced in the bhakti-marga 
and in Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada. What I write will be 
convincing to other Westerners. I’m trying to do that, even if not 
deliberately. I have no other choice. 

It was nice of Manu to read my books so sympathetically. 
Baladeva once made a drawing of a dead bird in a cage with the 
caption, “Unless the bird is allowed to sing, it will die.” I try to 
throw off the chains of censorship and criticism – internal and 
external, imagined and real – and sing my song. 

“Believe in poets and jazz-sters. Just don’t forget you’re 
supposed to be a devotee, first and last. Muster?? Fall in from 
muster. Guarino!” 

“Here! Yo!” And so it goes. The exact welfare route I go down is 
bugged and booted to speak ISKCON message, no mistaking it.  

He says it sounds so predictable. 
Be careful: Our master talks that way. Yeah, but he’s got 

surprises and authority and he did it – he spread the Krishna 
consciousness movement all over the world with his words. It’s 
different in your mouth.  

I repeat. I thought that was the supreme virtue.  
Yes, you should be true. 
You should be. Take the chance to serve him under all conditions. 

Prabhupada admitted that the non-devotee enjoyers are not likely 
to take to Krishna consciousness. “Don’t bother us,” they say. But 
the devotee keeps plugging away at them anyway. 

Getting close to Friday night. 

6:10 p.m. (Night Notes) 

This is the way it ends. I drew a ying-yang to show Manu that, on 
one side, I strive to write as much as possible, cutting through with 
free-writing to reveal my hidden truths, and on the other side I’m 
relaxing, not striving to achieve, flowing with my little life as it 
occurs each day. In either case I try to let go of words, to write 
without premeditation, to touch Krishna consciousness.  

Tonight it’s over. Gone forever. Tomorrow I’ll keep going. 
 



 :THE STORY OF MY LIFE  

106\ 

For my first 12 years in Krishna consciousness I wrote strictly in 
parampara, essays based on sastra for Back to Godhead. I collected 
them in a book called Handbook for Krishna Consciousness. After 
Prabhupada’s disappearance I gradually started writing more freely, 
for myself. I used the methods of free-writing. So the old 
Satsvarupa, the one who wrote only authorized books, has 
transformed into a person who writes both authorized books but 
also free books of his honest exploration in imperfection, in 
passion, in literature. 

In this particular volume, called Search for the Authentic Self, I’m 
trying to find out who is my real self behind the different masks. 
One of the masks was to be an “official” devotee and to always 
speak only as one would on the vyasasana. Now I speak off the 
vyasasana also. I seek release from pretension, even the pretension 
that I’m a perfect speaker. 

My writing underwent a change, as evidenced in the long series 
Every Day, Just Write. Basically, I got down from the vyasasana. 
When speaking on the vysasasana you have to perfectly repeat, in 
every sentence, the message of Krishna. You can pause when you 
can’t think of something to say, but then after the pause you have 
to repeat what comes from guru, sastra, and sadhu. You have to be a 
mouthpiece for Krishna and convince the audience, give them 
your love, and try to make them into devotees of Krishna. “Off 
the vyasasana” doesn’t mean that I’m less of a devotee but rather 
that I’m more honest and say different things that come to my 
mind, even when they’re imperfect or not straight from the 
Krishna conscious parampara. I take to the zig-zag path of truth. 

 
Bhaktivinoda Thakura gave that image of the zig-zag path of 

truth. He said that we cannot always go on a straight line toward 
the truth. But when we don’t go straight we don’t go back to the 
beginning, we zig a little to the left and then zag a little to the right, 
but we keep going forward, making changes and corrections in our 
path. My writing is a correcting process; I expose my full authentic 
self and then correct it. I admit that I am imperfect, and then I 
strive for truthfulness and loyalty. I let it all come out. 

I was speaking for not just myself in saying I wanted to speak the 
truth. I was speaking to my Godbrothers. I did this specifically in 
my Guru Reform Notebook, in which I took the voice of the 
grassroots movement and spoke against abuses in guru-ship. We 
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pretended that we were perfect, but actually we were making 
mistakes, accepting worship on a higher level than we deserved, 
making enemies out of our Godbrothers, and so on. So, part of my 
self-examination is meant to be done in a spirit of preaching to my 
Godbrothers, that this is what they too should be doing. I don’t 
see that anyone else has taken it up, but that is my intention. 

Not much really happened in the period of guru reform. The 
original eleven gurus were exposed as doing wrong in the zonal 
acarya process, but what happened is that many others stepped up 
to become gurus with smaller zones complete with the same abuses 
and the same mentality of being always perfect and trying to 
control. In my writings I was speaking out about my 
disappointment in the lack of reform, but I was trying to do it not 
by criticizing others but by putting a microscope on myself. I made 
myself the object of study and reform and implied that the same 
should be done by others. 

The reaction was that some people liked it and some people 
didn’t. Some people thought I was writing too much about myself 
and “the mind.” They didn’t accept self-searching as part of 
Krishna consciousness. But I contend that it is part of the genuine, 
honest process of Krishna consciousness. I contend that we 
should write about it and talk about it. 

Japa Reform Notebook is an example of my writing not being 
appreciated but being right all the same. At the time it was 
published, it was visionary. It was banned in several GBC zones 
because they were shocked to hear that a guru was admitting he 
was challenged in his practice of chanting japa and was paying so 
much attention to it. But, 30 years later, intense japa retreats and 
attempts at improving japa have become an established popular 
movement. Well attended and expensive retreats are supervised by 
leaders who teach techniques in chanting by different creative 
methods and inspirational means. This is what I was doing 30 
years ago in my own simple way. But I am not now considered one 
of the leaders of japa reform. 

Even though only relatively few devotees now read my books, 
and even though I may be rejected by others, having fallen from 
grace by my mistakes, all that may change in the future, just as the 
opinion of the Japa Reform Notebook changed over time. I don’t 
really know what will happen. It’s possible my books may become 



 :THE STORY OF MY LIFE  

108\ 

more widely accepted, but perhaps they won’t. They may remain 
always “outsider” publications. 

I don’t appreciate the fact that by my one mistake, my infamous 
fall-down, some take the opportunity to blow off all that I have 
done and relegate me to a “retired” preacher “no longer on the 
front lines.” I don’t appreciate that estimation of my writing, with 
the attitude of censorship or the air of condescension that they 
take toward me. I think my books are important, as a supplement 
to Prabhupada’s books. I wish they were read more often and 
taken more seriously. 

It’s one of the occupational hazards of a writer that he may not 
be appreciated in his own time and is instead appreciated later, 
even after his death. I think about this and wonder what will 
happen. But I don’t know for sure; I can’t read the future. I hope 
my close disciples will keep my books in print, and that those 
books will be an alternative voice that will go on expressing itself 
in the Krishna consciousness movement. I hope that, at least in 
retrospect, people will see that I was doing a good thing.  

Writing is the work of a spiritual master. The burden is on the 
disciples to appreciate that work. The disciples have to come up to 
the standard of being trained and being instructed by what the 
spiritual master writes. Even though I write flailingly, it is my 
method of instruction, and they should take it that way. 

Take, for example, Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati Thakura. He wrote 
at a very high level, using very difficult English prose that was very 
intellectually demanding. His readers, even his own disciples, had 
to come up to that standard to be able to understand. Perhaps 
many of them could not do it, but he didn’t compromise. 

Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati Thakura was definitely shooting for a 
special audience – the high-class brahminical Indians and 
Britishers.  

December 16
th

, 12:45 a.m. 

Took rest at 5:00 p.m. with a headache. Gradually it went down. 
Up at midnight doing editing work I missed yesterday. “Last days.” 
I feel like things are closing in on me. I’m getting trained to write 
under more difficult conditions. I’ll try to arrange for more full-
time writing, but I can’t always have it. Don’t get distressed at 
those times; don’t think writing is superficial unless you’re on a 
writing retreat. Go at it any minute you have. Give us a hasty note, 
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like a kiss. (Following this page, there’s a series of drawings. The 
first one is a man, done in a modern art mood with his arms 
upraised and yellow tilaka. Then there’s a picture of a man with a 
bird in his hand. The bird is singing the word “Krishna” to him. 
Then there’s a long black bird sitting on a branch with a multi-
colored dawn behind it and the words “Christmas Morn” on the 
drawing. The caption says “Christmas Morn, don’t hate it.” The 
last picture of the series shows two devotees, like cartoons, one 
playing a gong or drum and the other playing a stringed instrument 
like Madhu’s bouzouki. The caption says, “Christmas 
Entertainment, Inis Rath.” 

 

December 17
th

 

In preparing for Friday morning’s talk, I gathered quotes on the 
spiritual master and the disciple. I’ll go over them with the 
devotees, not attempting to present a structured lecture, but to 
gain insights from each statement by telling them what they mean 
to me personally.  

The first one that came to mind was a phrase from Prabhupada’s 
purport to Bhagavad Gita 2.7: “He wants to stop friendly talks. 
Talks between the master and the disciple are serious, and now 
Arjuna wants to talk very seriously with a recognized spiritual 
master.” 

“Serious talks” means I must give my disciples what Prabhupada 
and the scriptures teach. I am aware that they have come to me to 
solve the perplexities of life. 

One who falsely poses as a spiritual master is incriminated. An 
outstanding example of this is in the verse and purport to 
Bhagavatam 5.5.18, where it says that no one should become a 
spiritual master unless he can save his dependents from repeated 
birth and death. This statement is daunting. I become fearful 
whenever I hear it. When I examine this statement, I tend to think 
I can deliver my dependents if I stick to the process as Prabhupada 
taught it and then share with my disciples the knowledge I’ve 
received. (Whether or not they take it is a matter of their own free 
will.) In that sense the Bhagavatam verse doesn’t describe something 
impossible for me to do. Still, it presents me with a grave 
responsibility. I’m committed to my disciples for life, and that in 
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turn further commits me to the basic duties of sannyasa and 
sadhana. 

I seem to feel the need for assurance that I can function as a 
spiritual master. Prabhupada has made many statements that 
indicate it is not difficult to become a guru. But these liberal 
statements force me to pursue the highest standard possible. Here 
is one statement that defined that standard: “The bona fide 
spiritual master always engages in unalloyed devotional service to 
the Supreme Personality of Godhead. By this test he is known to 
be a direct manifestation of the Lord and a genuine representative 
of Nityananda Prabhu.” (Caitanya-caritamrta, Adi-lila 1.46, purport) 
And another statement from the same purport: “The spiritual 
master is not an enjoyer of facilities offered by his disciples. He is 
like a parent. Without the attentive service of his parents, the child 
cannot grow to manhood; similarly without the care of the spiritual 
master one cannot rise to the plane of transcendental service.”  

This statement guides and shapes the nature of the guru-disciple 
relationship: “The relationship of the disciple with the spiritual 
master is as good as his relationship with the Supreme Lord. A 
spiritual master always represents himself as the humblest servitor 
of the Personality of Godhead, but the disciple must look upon 
him as a manifested representative of Godhead.” (Caitanya-
caritamrta, Adi-lila 1.45, purport) 

I don’t have to pretend to hold on to an exalted status I don’t 
have, yet I can play the role of God’s representative or 
Prabhupada’s son. In this way I can guide disciples to maintain 
their initiation vows and to develop their spiritual lives as much as 
possible. 

How do I dare take a position of being honored by others? In his 
essay “Humbler than a Blade of Grass,” Srila Bhaktisiddhanta 
Sarasvati Thakura speaks on this point eloquently and humorously. 
I will read his statement where he quotes, “Caitanya Mahaprabhu.” 

I also want to discuss this important topic: the spiritual master as 
a Prabhupadanuga in ISKCON. Prabhupada is the Founder-Acarya 
for our ISKCON sampradaya. My main qualification is that I am 
Prabhupada’s disciple, and I present his teachings with the exact 
same emphasis that he gave them. 

In this section I defend myself as a spiritual master and say that I 
can do the job. This is the liberal definition of spiritual master as 
given by Lord Caitanya in telling everyone to become a guru and 



THE STORY OF MY LIFE i 

111 

Prabhupada in saying it’s easy to be a spiritual master because you 
just repeat what your spiritual master says. While writing Every Day, 
Just Write I was speaking straight siddhanta; I was not yet writing 
experimental prose or poetry. The experimental stuff is “details.” 
That is, once fixed in siddhanta, then how you preach becomes a 
detail, a particular style, a personal choice. 

I began to preach that I was writing about my little life in my 
personal way, and I encouraged my disciples to find what they 
loved to do for Krishna and do that. Krishna says that what He 
likes is the devotion with which something is offered. Too often in 
the early days of ISKCON we were limited to just a few ways to 
serve Krishna, but as devotees grew older they wanted to exercise 
their individual proclivities for serving Krishna, and I encourage 
them in this. Sometimes this was in conflict with temple managers, 
but since I was doing it myself I felt it was consistent to advise my 
disciples to do it also. I didn’t encourage them in maya but rather in 
offering to Krishna what they loved to do. It is the job of the 
spiritual master, Prabhupada says, to find what the disciple can do 
in Krishna’s service and encourage him or her in that. The guru is 
supposed to be expert in finding what the disciple is best at doing. 

There were a couple of challenges to this presentation. One 
challenge was the contention that I was advocating a lower 
standard by saying one could offer to Krishna what one wants to 
do rather than just surrendering to Krishna and doing what 
Krishna wants us to do. But I argue that it’s hard to know what 
Krishna wants us to do, and if we give Him our love, He likes that. 
One devotee said that at one point I seemed to be encouraging just 
artists to serve Krishna with their art – that I was not encouraging 
managers. But I encourage managers as well as artists to render 
service to Krishna. Certainly management is as valid a service as 
art. 

One spiritual master said my preaching sometimes created a 
crisis. That I encouraged devotees to be preachers even though 
their authorities were encouraging them to be institutional 
managers – they wanted to preach more purely, or they wanted to 
be more brahminical, and I encouraged them to do so if it was 
aligned with their psycho-physical nature. This sometimes led to 
misunderstandings between me and various authorities. 

In advocating for the individual contributions of my disciples, I 
was not advocating something new. It’s part of an old tension 
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between individual contribution and surrender to institutional 
authority. I have also been influenced by St. Therese of Liseux and 
her “little way.” She preached that little acts of devotion were 
pleasing to God. 

Is it even desirable that I be a survivor, or should I become 
someone different or better? I don’t know. All I know is that if I 
keep writing as truthfully as I can, I may eventually dig beneath the 
present “I” to find the real self. We are each carrying personas and 
masks, and we create characters with which to live our lives. I have 
to keep writing to get beyond that.  

And perhaps that’s the beauty and facility of Every Day, Just Write 
as I originally conceived of it. It invites me to be inclusive of 
everything I am and want to be. It fulfills the advice to “spend all” 
when I write. Not only can I express my desires to survive, it 
doesn’t bar me from artistic or preaching aims. I want to therefore 
be intense when I write, and to think of this writing life as a 
diamond – as you turn it this way or that, you can see all the facets. 

Now I come to a section where I wrote a series of lists. This is 
what appealed to Sacinandana Swami. 

 
Make a list of 100. It’s all right if you repeat yourself. Use words 

and phrases.  
One hundred sources of stress:  
1. Anything  
2. Stoves when they heat up too much  
3. Aromatherapy when it makes the air too thick with body odor  
4. Lecturing  
5. Complicated talks with Madhu  
 6. Lectures, meetings  
7. The walk if it gets too brisk  
8. Travel, by car or airplane  
9. You name it – too much of anything causes stress  
10. Talking of dangers that make me fall  
11. News from ISKCON that threatens me and my publishing, 

my freedom, my reputation, etc.  
12. Hate mail  
13. Individual meetings, face to face with someone who speaks at 

length  
14. Trip to the bookstore  
15. Too many loud noises  
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16. The thought of going somewhere and doing something  
17. Trip to the doctor  
18. Walks in the fields if they’re too long and places where 

someone wants to show me something  
19. Mathematical or accounting puzzles too difficult to 

comprehend  
20. Politics I am drawn into  
21. Long complicated situations I have to hear about and sort 

out  
22. Staying up instead of taking rest on time  
23. Late meals  
24. Any delay or distraction in my schedule  
25. Missing sleep at night  
26. Pain  
27. Anxiety of possible and pending legal implication  
28. Telephone calls I have to make  
29. Anticipation of any group meeting…As the hours go by I 

have to wait  
30. Editing too many pages  
31. Reading (paying attention)  
32. Attending Srimad Bhagavatam lectures  
33. Paying attention to any of Srila Prabhupada’s recorded 

conversations in which people are hostile or he is heavy  
34. Answering mail (composing my reply)  
35. Reading karmi magazines with cheap printed photos  
36. Watching videos  
37. Deciding what to write next 
38. Worrying about what I’m writing now (Is it okay?)  
 
And the list goes on… 
 
This list in the 1996 edition of Every Day, Just Write is a little 

outdated. Some of these things I’ve become better at through 
counseling or increased tolerance. But some of them are, in 
general, still true. Travel, confrontation, and long personal 
meetings are all still sources of anxiety for me. 

 
At the end of one chapter Natalie Goldberg gives more exercises: 

“Complete these sentence stems…”  
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“ Authenticity is…”  
“Authenticity is when I don’t lie, when I let my actual voice 

speak. We say ‘an authentic ranch,’ ‘an authentic American Indian 
village,’ or ‘it had the authentic sound of pop.’ Regarding my 
personal authenticity, I’m authentic when I admit that I’m a ‘Hare 
Krishna man’ with all my flaws. I would like to say that I am a 
perfect Hare Krishna man, an authentically pure devotee, or an 
authentic spiritual master, an authentic maha-bhagavata, but 
authentic means it has to be the truth. I can’t make phony claims. 
It may sound sastric, but it may not actually be true for me. When a 
devotee speaks in Srimad Bhagavatam class you can immediately 
hear the authentic ring of truth. It’s not enough that the quotes he 
repeats are perfect. 

 
“My authentic self…” 
“My authentic self comes out, and I allow the different sides of 

myself to express themselves. That is to say, when I listen to more 
than one voice. Ultimately, however, I know my authentic self is 
close to the pure spirit soul, and I’m able to hit the ring of truth. 
That’s when I’m Prabhupada’s disciple – when I can remember 
and feel my contact with him.  

 
 “I am…” 
“I am that I am. I am an eternal, fragmental part and parcel of 

Krishna. I am a disciple of my spiritual master. I am, like it or not, 
serving as a spiritual master to hundreds of devotees. I’m sitting in 
this shed, glad to be alone, peaceful for at least a little while every 
day. I’m witnessing what I experience through my senses, and right 
now I see beautiful swans on the calm lake. Another bird has just 
arrived and is sitting on the shore, long legs, its long neck 
extended.” 

 
“I am not…”  
“I am not a GBC man anymore. I was one, and I’m glad I was 

(but that’s not an “I am not” sentence). I’m not a woman chaser, a 
homosexual, an uptight priest, a musician, a toadie. I’m not a 
politician. I’m not responsible for the management or income of 
any ISKCON temples. I’m not trying to run away from ISKCON. 
I’m not immortal in this body. I’m not somebody’s husband or 
boyfriend. I’m not trying to enjoy myself at the expense of my 
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disciples. I’m not able to write the truth as deeply as I’d like to or 
as well as I could. 

 
“Something very few people know about me…”  
“Something very few people know about me is that my actual 

name is Popeye. Very few people know all the books I have 
written. They only know the few that are published. Very few 
people know, therefore, about all the sins I’ve committed and the 
confessions I’ve made. Very few people know my inner feelings, 
my dreams, the dirtiness; they don’t know my real spiritual 
aspirations. That’s all right. Privacy is part of my authenticity, and I 
preserve my confidential self, even though others don’t care or 
don’t know what I’m about. That is, beyond my image I am 
someone. That’s another meaning of authenticity. Just be yourself 
as best you can and serve your spiritual master according to your 
capacity and nature. You don’t have to live up to others’ 
expectations. Few people know that inside I’m just a little boy 
who’s afraid of the sins he’s committed. Although I keep telling 
people I can’t pay attention while chanting, few people know how 
difficult it is to fix one’s attention on the holy names. Nobody 
knows how, each day, I ride the little bubbles and waves of 
happiness. Few people know much about my life before Krishna 
consciousness and all the junk that life involved, although I’m 
slowly sharing little bits of it. 

 
Digression: In writing about what people know of me, I thought to 

remark that for 20 years in Krishna consciousness, from about 
1966–1987, I resented that I was taken advantage of by people 
who knew they could manipulate me. I had to represent the GBC 
by writing position papers. I had to go on assignments to 
investigate apostates. And I had to get involved in politics, and in 
so doing, compromise my integrity. I was used by the GBC as “the 
sadhu” in situations where they wanted to put forward someone 
who was innocent and neutral. I wrote a paper – the official 
ISKCON GBC position paper – against associating with B.R. 
Sridhara Maharaja. It actually didn’t contain my voice, rather it had 
the input of all the members of the GBC, especially Ramesvara. 
But people took it that I alone wrote the paper. The followers of 
Sridhara Maharaja considered it offensive, and they came after me 
to reprimand me. I was very embarrassed by this. 
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I wrote an apology to Sridhara Maharaja before he passed away. I 

excused myself from any offenses I may have made to him. My 
having to write that paper was not one of the main causes for my 
resigning from the GBC, though many of these things happened at 
around that time. They certainly had a cumulative effect. I resigned 
from the GBC primarily because of my migraine headaches, which 
were prominent at that time and which prevented me from 
attending GBC meetings. I could not enter the hall where the 
meetings were held without getting a migraine, and so I really felt 
myself incapable of being a GBC representative. But I also quit 
because there was such a strong feeling from the grassroots 
members of ISKCON that the GBC had done something very 
wrong. So I thought that since the GBC’s integrity was in question 
it was the right move to resign. I thought others, too, ought to 
resign, but no one resigned except me. 

 
Actually, I was the first to resign. As the years went on, other 

GBC members also resigned, including Mukunda Maharaja, 
Hridayananda Maharaja, Jagadisa Maharaja, and others. As they 
grew older and management became stressful for them, they 
resigned. Perhaps they kept my example in mind. Then the GBC 
instituted a policy of GBC Emeritus: a GBC man who had 
resigned in good standing was called a GBC Emeritus. 

 
Prabhupada said a position on the GBC was for life. He didn’t 

believe in resignation, so it was considered a sign of weakness to 
resign. But it eventually became inevitable for different individual 
members, and so they went ahead and did it. 

 
“Think of somebody who only knows the public view. See 

yourself through this person’s eyes. How would he or she describe 
you?” 

He’s a thin sannyasi. He’s aging. He’s one of Prabhupada’s 
disciples. He tells Prabhupada stories and quotes teachings or 
instructions he personally received from Prabhupada. He’s 
humble, but he seems to have retired from active preaching. He 
used to be a GBC and managed many temples. I’m not sure what 
he does now. He writes a lot of books. His disciples are fond of 
him. He gets headaches. He travels a lot. He’s faithful to 
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Prabhupada, and in his lectures he repeats things Prabhupada said. 
He’s into creative writing. I hope he doesn’t become another guru 
who falls down and disappoints us. 

 
Digression: Having read this description of me from someone who 

only knows the public perception of me, I may now discuss who 
and what I really am. At the end I wrote “I hope he doesn’t 
become another guru who falls down and disappoints us.” But, 
unfortunately, I did fall down and disappoint. There is a 
permanent stigma from that mistake, although I don’t think there 
should be. I think Prabhupada would have given me another 
chance; in fact, the GBC did give me another chance. They let me 
remain a sannyasi and have let me maintain those of my disciples 
who still have faith in me. But I’m not allowed to initiate anymore, 
and they advised me not to keep a high profile. They want me to 
associate with my Godbrothers more often. Aside from a few of 
them, I don’t associate so much with my Godbrothers. I don’t 
think I’m the only one who does this. I live alone with a few 
friends. Jayadvaita Maharaja visits me every year. And devotees like 
Gunagrahi Maharaja visit me occasionally. Bhurijana Prabhu is 
coming to the United States to visit me next year. The creative 
process is so sensitive that I’m not inclined to share my inner life 
with others unless they want to read my books. In general, my 
Godbrothers don’t read my books, and that’s something I regret. I 
wish they read my books. I’m not so inclined to be friends with 
them, because they don’t read my books or poetry or consider 
them important. They give me advice about what they think I 
should do with my writing talent, but that’s advice I don’t want to 
take. I know by long deliberation and soul searching what my path 
is as far as writing is concerned. I know what my vocation is.  

 
One hundred ways I fake it: 
1. I take on a persona when writing, even when I try to be honest 

(spiritual journalist, beat poet for Krishna, etc.) 
2. I do what people want me to do. 
3. I imitate my spiritual master. 
4. I imitate a pure devotee. (I act humble.) 
5. I bluff on the vyasasana in all sorts of ways (giving right 

answers), but a basic or subtle pose is always at work. 
6. I don’t eat much, but I desire to eat more. 
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7. I don’t let on that I am attracted to women. 
8. I may exaggerate my illness…No, I don’t think I do. (I fake 

myself.) 
9. I appear to be a good student, always faithful to Srila 

Prabhupada. 
10. I pretend to be interested in improving my japa. (I give that 

impression.) 
11. I pretend to be exclusively interested in Krishna 

consciousness, but I read other books. 
12. I don’t know slokas accurately but fudge my way through 

Sanskrit when lecturing. 
13. Sometimes I allude to an interest in or a taste for madhurya-lila 

beyond what I actually have. 
14. I pretend that I don’t have, or have never had, interest in gopi-

bhava literature or pursuits. 
15. I pretend to be an honest guy. 
16. I tell people I don’t write much. 
17. I don’t let on that I draw pictures every day. 
18. I fake it, I fake it…(I am not a pure devotee.) 
19. I don’t tell how I stop after 16 rounds. 
20. I don’t let on how weak I feel when my head starts to ache 

while I’m lecturing. (I fake it.) 
21. I fake composure when I’m sometimes afraid. 
22. I fake compassion. 
23. I have fake teeth. 
24. I fake my prayers. 
25. I fake devotion to my Srila Prabhupada murti. (By that, I don’t 

mean I completely lack devotion, but I pretend to have more than 
I actually do.) 

26. I bow down with body but not mind and heart. (I offer fake 
obeisances.) 

27. Sometimes I fake that I’m a refined, quiet gentlemen when 
actually I’m a coarse New Yorker. 

28. Sometimes I fake aesthetic pleasures and aesthetic 
appreciation. 

29. I also fake it in poems (in writing them and in appreciating 
poems that I’ve read.) I’m in on the big fake – modern art. 

30. Sometimes I fake it when I talk about death. I don’t really 
think about it deeply, but I sometimes give the impression that I 
do. 
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31. I fake being serious and very much interested in Krishna 
conscious topics. (I’m usually more interested in light topics that 
touch upon Krishna consciousness but are not so heavy; therefore, 
I basically fake it as a lecturer.) 

32. I fake it if I say I have no ecstasy. (I feel bursts of happiness 
every day, and certainly it’s due to Krishna consciousness.) 

33. I fake it if I say I don’t have love for my spiritual master. 
34. Sometimes I fake it in admitting to a fault I don’t really feel 

to be a fault. (I basically think I’m doing the best I can, because 
there’s a virtue in admitting faults.) I bluff it and admit to having 
faults without actually believing I have them. 

35. If, when I appear in a temple room carrying a danda and give 
a lecture with enthusiasm, people get the impression that I do this 
every day, then they’re wrong – I’m faking it. Because of my weak 
health, I spend my life in another way. My appearance on any 
occasion in a temple room is faking it, because I am acting as if I 
have the strength of a normal person. I don’t. Those who are 
taken in see only this thin veneer that covers my tottering 
weakness. 

…We are all full of imperfections, and none of us are 100% true, 
but that doesn’t mean we should give up trying to make what we 
do authentic. In the meantime, we have to fake our way through. 
It’s best to do so with a smile or a laugh or by even letting others 
know, “Hey! I’m faking it here.” Eventually, as we practice sadhana, 
the outer self will become harmonized with the inner self. I think 
this list was Sacinandana Swami’s favorite part. 

 

December 19
th

, 8:35 a.m. 

A list of fears I have about being more authentic: 
1. I’m afraid that if I try to become more authentic, it will turn 

into mundane realization, and I may go the way of a Godbrother 
who gave up guru and sannyasa duties. 

2. If I became authentic, it may not be acceptable to ISKCON 
authorities. (This fear I will attempt to subdivide under other 
numbers others on this list.) 

In making this list I see I have two different definitions of 
“authentic.” The absolute definition is to understand that I am an 
eternal servant of Krishna, so I should follow the six symptoms of 
surrender, which begin with doing everything favorable for 
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Krishna consciousness and avoiding anything unfavorable to 
Krishna consciousness. By this standard I would have quite a 
different list, because my list has started off mixed due to the two 
definitions of authentic I carry in my mind. I need to find a 
synthesis. I need self-realization and fulfillment of my individual 
nature in the conditioned state before I can fully surrender. Or, to 
say it more accurately, I think I need that kind of concession. I think 
that if I can be satisfied by developing my psycho-physical nature, 
I’ll be better able to give my love to Krishna. If I am told too 
abruptly, “Your authentic nature is to do everything for Krishna 
and nothing for yourself, Prabhu. We will now give you a detailed 
account of what you should be doing,” then that introduces 
another problem. That is, different people inevitably have their 
own ideas of what it means for someone else to be authentic. 

Well, who is the authentic Satsvarupa Dasa? Someone might say, 
“Satsvarupa used to be an authentic devotee of Prabhupada in 
ISKCON, but now he’s gone a little weird.” I tend to think of 
becoming authentic by searching on my own. This is what psycho-
logists refer to as the “acculturated self,” and how it comes into 
conflict with the authentic self. Being authentic means to live a lie. 

This is all quite tricky and not easy to write down on paper – 
what is authentic and what is not, what my fears about authenticity 
are, and so on. I’ll proceed with the list, but I will add that I 
understand it’s basically coming from a confused person who is 
not always sure which action is truly authentic – whether it is more 
authentic, a more honest way to approach Krishna, to indulge the 
psycho-physical nature or to reject an inner urge.  

One could even say that a truly authentic devotee of Lord 
Caitanya lives in Mayapura or Vrndavana. I’m afraid that may be 
true, in which case I’m going to miss out. I’m not even trying to 
live in Vrndavana or to renounce my Western ways. Rather, I’m 
dovetailing them in Krishna’s service. One might call it a gamble, 
but Prabhupada authorized using Western ways as cultural 
weapons for preaching Krishna consciousness. 

On the other hand, if I try to live always in Vrndavana and 
develop my bhajana in the authentic meditation of a Vrajavasi (for 
instance, by meditating on Krishna’s asta-kaliya-lila 24 hours a day), 
I could also become inauthentic in a different way. It would be 
false and imitative of me to turn myself into a so-called Hindu 
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sannyasi, because I am not one. Neither could I make myself into 
one by imitating one of the Six Goswamis. 

But it’s a razor’s edge. Prabhupada defines niyamagraha as too 
rigidly following rules and regulations without knowing the 
ultimate goal. The ultimate goal is to love Krishna. I can love 
Krishna now by writing. And, as strange as it sounds, I can do it by 
doing things I love to do and offering them to Krishna. 

Devotees sometimes ask how much the psychological concept of 
an acculturated self, in conflict with the authentic self, is true of 
the life of an ISKCON devotee. A psychologist would probably 
say that a religious institution is very much like other social 
institutions in that it applies pressure on individuals to conform. 
That pressure naturally causes the individual who wishes to be 
socialized to repress and/or deny what is authentic to him- or 
herself. In ISKCON’s more naïve days we used to say with 
certainty that there was no conflict. ISKCON tried to bring out 
the authentic self that was already there in the individual. Anyone 
who saw a conflict was unsurrendered – “in maya.” Now we admit 
that ISKCON does create certain social pressures, pressures that 
are just social and not necessarily absolute for all individuals in all 
circumstances. An early absolute was the idea that to be a good 
devotee you had to live in the temple. If someone decided 
otherwise, perhaps having answered to some internal calling, he 
was obviously not really a devotee. Thank God, that’s finally 
changing. Gradually, ISKCON is providing more room for 
individual expression, for individuals in general. Devotees are also 
not waiting for the society to reform before they decide what’s 
authentic for them. 

 
Comment: In reading what I have just written about living in the 

Holy Dhama, I feel I have to balance it a little with what is in the 
pages of Search for the Authentic Self. There are devotees who live in 
the Holy Dhama and who have acclimatized themselves to it and 
who are living like Indians and who have, in fact, become Indian 
citizens and who are clinging to the dust of the Holy Dhama in 
sincere ways and giving up their Western culture. That is not my 
way, but I didn’t to mean to say it couldn’t be done. As for 
Prabhupada’s desire, he wanted devotees to serve everywhere 
around the world and to take advantage of the Holy Dhama as 
inspiration. He wanted some devotees to serve in the Holy Dhama, 
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but he didn’t want everyone to live there. He said ISKCON was a 
worldwide movement. So if one doesn’t want to live in the Holy 
Dhama, that is all right too. But one should live in Vrndavana in 
the mind and be there by mental practice. As for dying in the Holy 
Dhama, that is a relative consideration. It may be ideal to leave the 
body there, but this has been discussed by different devotees in 
ISKCON and practiced in different ways. One devotee quoted 
Krishna’s statement in the Bhagavad Gita that whatever one thinks 
of at the time of death determines one’s body in the next life. In 
other words, it’s a state of mind, not the geographical location, that 
determines one’s next life. Also some senior devotees have said 
that they want to leave the body in their prabhu-datta-desa, in 
whatever part of the world that might be, thinking of the Deity of 
that place, with the understanding that the Holy Dhama is in that 
way even located in Western countries.  

 
List of things I want or need: 
… 
19. Peace 
20. Strength to endure pain 
21. To honorably pass through old age up until the end 
22. To think favorably of Krishna at the time of death, desiring 

only to serve Him in the company of His pure devotees 
23. To be free of fault-finding and other prominent anarthas that 

continue to linger in me 
24. To chant Hare Krishna with tears in my eyes, sobbing hard, 

in a voice choked with love 
25. To read the scriptures in Vrndavana 
26. To develop attachment for the dust of Vrndavana 
27. Krishna’s mercy  
28. An easy way (even though that may not be appropriate to 

desire) 
29. To be able to write like this  
30. To write poems and poetic prose  
31. To read sastra and put it into my writing 
32. To stay awake 
33. Not to be afraid in times of danger, or at least to remember 

to chant God’s names when I am afraid 
34. To go on writing honestly to the end of this year and right 

into next year, enthusiastic to begin a new book as I go to India 
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35. To write deeply and spontaneously (hundreds of books, 
readable books) 

36. For people to take to Krishna consciousness (and I want the 
Krishna consciousness movement to be capable of sheltering 
them) 

37. To go back to Godhead 
38. For the movement to grow and become pure 
 

December 20
th

, 12:30 a.m. 

“I want to improve. I’m desperate or, like Thoreau said, living a 
life of “quiet desperation.” I’m quietly desperate because I don’t 
know by what method I’ll make radical progress during the 
remainder of my life. I already have an expert guru, perfect 
scriptures, disciples, Godbrothers, a spiritual movement, a 
preaching field, and God in my heart. If, despite all this, I still 
don’t cross the ocean of birth and death…I don’t know what to 
say. Where else can I expect help to come from? As I grow older, 
I’m less bold, less capable of making big changes in my thinking. 
Aging makes you complacent and in want of peace and quiet to 
heal your wounds and nourish your aching body. They say we 
should grow old gracefully. Does that mean seeking a niche in 
ISKCON? Is that what it means? 

 
Digression: Let me consider the concept of dying on the 

battlefield. Prabhupada seemed to like that concept, seeing 
preaching as the battlefield and feeling that one should keep 
preaching until he dies. But it doesn’t necessarily mean one has to 
keep living in the temple or has to keep traveling. There is a 
personal battlefield also. In my case, in 2011, I am not traveling, 
mostly because of my health. If I travel, it provokes headaches and 
stress, which leads to more headaches. But I am still on the 
battlefield, because I write every day and publish on the Web, and 
I continue to publish books. So I am still on the battlefield. 

 
“There is no such thing as an accident. Everything has a cause.” I 

read in the news that the Pope says the Catholic Church now 
accepts Darwin’s theory. It is more than a theory, the Pope said, 
and recent findings lead the Church to accept it. It can no longer 
take the Bible as being literally true. 
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Sipping tea. 
“Would you like sweetener in it?” 
“Yes, a little. Thanks.” 
Then to poetry. I have no poetic heights to scale. I have only ten 

minutes to spare for this, and I must get back to chanting harinama 
on my beads. Holding up so I’ll be able to go out and sit in the 
chair my disciples have decorated for me. It’s the chair I use for 
chanting japa, all covered in saffron. But I told them not to use a 
lot of pins or stiff lumpy flowers, because I have to sit on it. 
During the homages I may want to rest my head on the back of 
the chair for a little respite and to check how I’m doing. 

 
Digression: I have gone through considerable changes in observing 

my annual Vyasa-puja. I used to hold big affairs with at least a 
hundred disciples in attendance, and I would give out pieces of my 
clothes and personal items as awards. Now when I hold a Vyasa-
puja ceremony…  

 
In recent years I’ve been holding my Vyasa-puja in Philadelphia at 

Govinda’s Restaurant, and about 35 people attend. How do I feel 
about the difference? I accept it. I have lost a number of disciples 
since my fall-down, and ISKCON doesn’t want me to observe 
Vyasa-puja very elaborately. I don’t necessarily feel bad about the 
smaller gatherings. It will be even smaller next year, because I 
don’t feel I’m up to travelling to Philadelphia and giving several 
lectures a day. The last time I did I broke down with exhaustion 
and had to go to the hospital with pneumonia. I think I’ll just stay 
in my house in New York, and whoever wants to come can come. 
We’ll be lucky if 30 people come. Still, I like to observe it, even if 
it’s on a small scale. 

 
The reduced attendance at my Vyasa-puja is not due only to my 

fall-down. Changes have taken place in the lives of my disciples; 
they have matured and changed, and they’re living lives of their 
own. The attrition is not due only to the fall-down. Attrition even 
happened to Prabhupada.  

 
I have come to accept the fact that many of my disciples have 

taken shelter of other gurus and other senior devotees in ISKCON. 
I have also always turned my disciples over to ISKCON and not 
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tried to create a groupie mentality or a cult of guru and disciple. I 
initiate and like my disciples to read my books. The main heart of 
my service is in Gita Nagari Press and my website. But most of my 
disciples don’t devote their lives to that project of mine.  

 
I appreciate it that, even if devotees don’t attend the Vyasa-puja 

event itself, wherever they are in the world they’re loyal and don’t 
just fade away in their relationship with me. 

 
Things to accomplish next year: 
1. Travel to India – Jagannath Puri and Vrndavana– and while 

there read and talk philosophy 
2. Go on writing all year if that’s what Krishna wants 
3. Surrender more – open myself to what Krishna wants me to 

do 
4. Accomplish steadiness in health (It’s not up to me what 

happens, so how can I expect to accomplish this? I can only say, 
“If Krishna desires.”) Plan to go to the Caribbean, to speak there 
and not to lose hope 

5. Remain celibate, follow strict sannyasa vows 
6. Remain true to my disciples 
7. Follow in ISKCON with good conscience 
8. Be present, write, and urge them to go on publishing 
9. Read better 
 
 
Digression: This book is called Search for the Authentic Self. The 

question may be asked, “Does the authentic self change?” Yes, I 
think it does. When I read this book in 2011 – it was written in 
1996 – I don’t feel my authentic self as it appears in the book is 
outdated now. I was advocating an individual path and a 
contribution made to ISKCON by an individual, a writer, a reader 
of Prabhupada’s books, a guru to his disciples, but one not 
involved in ISKCON management. These identities are all still 
valid for me. 

 
The self is an eternal servant of God, and I am trying to 

understand this in the absolute sense also. I’m trying to attain self-
realization. I’m doing this by my individual development. In earlier 
years I was living differently but still trying to be an eternal servant. 
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Now I am still trying to be an eternal servant and a disciple of Srila 
Prabhupada. My means may be different, but the end is still the 
same. 

 
Do I believe that the individual self can live in the institution? 

Yes. A number of my disciples do lead lives in the institution, and 
I encourage them in doing that. I encourage their individual 
development, and I encourage them to follow my own direction by 
still being active in their particular prabhu-datta-desas in ISKCON. I 
don’t think one has to live outside of ISKCON in order to develop 
individual integrity. One can surrender in an ISKCON temple or 
develop a life outside the temple. 

 
Things I never mourned: 
1. My father’s innocence, his ignorance 
2. The death of love in that family (Did it ever exist?) 
3. Your master’s passing away (not enough) 
4. The passing away of ISKCON’s innocence and my own 

enthusiasm in those early days, when I cared little about myself 
5. The chance I missed to serve him as a personal servant until 

the end (I couldn’t do it.) 
6. The Gone 
7. The Dead 
 
Hare Krishna. I mourn. I do. Am I sorry I never loved a woman? 

A temple? Anyone? God – I mourn that 30 years have passed and 
I haven’t attained ruci for nama or for hearing sastra – satam 
prasangam mama virya-samvido. 

 
Digression: Seeing the list of “Things I Never Mourned” I would 

disagree with the idea that I didn’t mourn the passing away of 
ISKCON’s innocence. I do mourn that. It was wonderful in the 
early days, when we lived as a family and thought that ISKCON 
was going to take over the world and we all gave ourselves to the 
movement without any care for ourselves. I do mourn the passing 
away of those attitudes and those days. 

 
Blessings I forgot to count: 
1. I didn’t forget to thank my gurudeva for taking me as a sisya. 

(But say it at least three times a day.) 
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2. The blessing that I came to him and escaped death, escaped 
fall-down (although I was a candidate for that) 

3. Thank you for getting me free of a karmi family, a devotee 
wife, and now from management. 

4. I can write. I’m not broken up yet. Thank you for sending 
people to publish and edit and distribute what I write. 

5. I thank you for sparing my life. 
6. Krishna, I thank You in advance for considering my service 

and, when I go, for transferring me in the way You think best to 
further my progress. 

7. Thanks that I’m not bitter. 
8. Thank You for peace and so forth, so far. And thank You for 

reducing my suffering to just a token of my karmic sins. 
 
Things that really bother me: 
1. People who make loud noises 
2. People who make me wait 
3. Red tape holding up permission for us to go forward without 

plans 
4. Late meals 
5. Mosquitoes 
6. Blasphemers 
7. Atheists and their propaganda 
8. Oh, my own anger sometimes (But I’ll keep trying to control 

it.) 
 
Affirmations: Why do I want to continue this series under the title 

Every Day, Just Write? Because it feels right. It’s comfortable. I like 
the idea of an “opus,” but not something artificial. I like an opus 
to be authentic, something based on what I actually do each day 
rather than something I created or imagined that I might do. I 
want nothing more or less than that. I like the lack of structure – 
that is, the freedom to write through intense periods of more 
structured work and to naturally return to the less intense. I like it 
that there’s no loss in doing so, and that I don’t have to go 
through the big shift of quitting one work and starting another. 

 
Digression: On the List of “Things I Mourn” I also mourn that the 

process of publishing my books is so far behind my writing them. 
This has always been the case. I once drew a picture of a congested 
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O’Hare Airport with many airplanes on the airfield waiting to take 
off. Each airplane was the title of one of my books, waiting to get 
off the ground. The congestion continues, and there are so many 
books out of print. I would like to print all my as yet unpublished 
books and to have my old books back in print. I mourn that Gita 
Nagari Press is not more vigorous. 

 
I gave my disciples to ISKCON and did not keep them for Gita 

Nagari Press. But I don’t know if I could have kept them anyway. I 
couldn’t pay devotees to work at Gita Nagari Press, and as they 
grew up they seemed to need to do something other than dedicate 
themselves to my books. I have not been able to keep a significant 
number of devotees working at it, just a skeleton crew. 
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Every Day, Just Write, Volume Three:  
A Sojourn in Tapo-bhumi 

 
About the title: The word tapo-bhumi, meaning “the land of 

austerity,” here refers to India. During my visit to India in 1997, I 
endured a particular kind of suffering, which I recounted in part in 
this third volume of Every Day, Just Write. I hope my experience 
was purifying. I know I have committed offenses to the dhama and 
to the devotees. The fact that I’ve reported them is also without 
merit. All I can do is ask the devotees to forgive my transgressions 
and pray that I will not again commit such offenses in the future. 

 
Digression: The foreword to this volume was written after the rest 

of the book was completed. As we will shortly see, volume three 
contains many positive experiences, but also contains some 
suffering, particularly the disease and inconvenience that, for me, 
typically arise due to various “Indian factors.” I always have 
difficulty when traveling to India, and so I reported that honestly 
in my foreword. Nevertheless, it wasn’t all that bad; it was a good 
trip.  
 

Perhaps my mention of offenses committed in India was 
somewhat generic. Thinking back on it now, I don’t remember any 
actual vaisnava-aparadha I committed while I was there. Perhaps 
I was just trying to clear my passage, to protect myself in case I did 
commit offences. There is a tendency to sentimentally or to glibly 
remark that we have committed vaisnava-aparadha, as if such a 
thing is commonplace and not to be taken seriously, whereas the 
actual reality of it is that vaisnava-aparadha is a very serious 
thing, posing a severe threat to one’s devotional creeper. I did 
sincerely want to ask forgiveness for anything offensive I may have 
done, either knowingly or unknowingly, to the devotees during 
may stay in the dhama, because I know that residence in the 
dhama is very special and the residents of the dhama are likewise 
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very special. And so, for all that I might have done wrong, I 
wanted to make that apology in the very beginning. 
 

It’s possible that some devotees may even be offended by my 
writing itself. On the page I often truthfully admit to things about 
myself that may also be true of other devotees also. And when 
they read those things, they may take offense. But I don’t think 
that sort of offense is ultimately my fault. I don’t openly criticize 
others. If they feel offended by my search for truth, that’s not my 
fault or the fault of my writing.  
 

Foreword (Dec 30, 1996) 

Aniruddha Dasa has left Inis Rath, and I am leaving tomorrow. I, 
and my persona, am feeling sad to leave this peaceful scene 
overlooking the lake – so sad I could die. That’s it: I’m sad that 
someday I’ll have to die and everyone else will too. 

Well, brother, hitch up your dhoti and don’t worry about it. We’re 
starting out. Onward to London, and to the friendly faces there. 

I can hear Aindra singing on tape as I write this – conches 
blowing, echoing throughout the mandira that Prabhupada built. 
Yes, I will die. And I hope that’s where – Vrndavana-dhama – but I 
have thousands of miles – and pages – yet to go. And many days 
with my head filling up with pressure and stealing my time. But 
don’t worry. I’ll get my licks in. 
 

December 31, 1996; 12:05 a.m. 

During the night I had one dream after the other about babajis 
chanting. I experienced, from the inside, how they felt – they 
weren’t eating at all, sustaining themselves simply on chanting. In 
one dream, I joined them but felt the challenge of convincing 
myself that what I was doing was pleasing to Prabhupada. In the 
dream I reasoned that although he may not have explicitly taught 
babaji life (and even seemed at times to teach against it), it was 
something I had to follow with confidence, surrender, and trust 
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that it was my unique calling. I felt that if I accepted my life totally 
and sincerely, then Prabhupada would accept me.  

As I awoke it occurred to me that dreams of that sort are 
sometimes called “compensatory” dreams – dreams that allow us 
to do something we are unable to do in waking life. My dreams last 
night were full of detail, such as how people sometimes try to take 
advantage of babajis, and how they are under scrutiny, because 
people are often doubtful whether babajis are actually performing 
austerity. When I was practicing bhajana, one disciple found out 
about it and wanted to join me. This was a test for me, because I 
knew devotees in general would complain that I was influencing 
others to give up their regular services. 

It’s interesting that I should have dreams like these the night 
before we begin to travel to India. Today we will go by car to 
Dublin, then we board a plane to England, and in a few days 
continue on to Jagannatha Puri. I am not going on a solitary tour, 
for bhajana and pilgrimage, but on a preaching tour; my purpose 
will not be to emphasize the life of a bhajananandi, but that of a 
gosthyanandi. The dreams provide a contrast to what will shortly be 
my reality. 
 

2:30 p.m. (Gate 27, Air Lingus) 

Overcast, heavy snowfall. To get to the gate we had to pass 
through shops – a bewildering number of them. In some parts of 
the airport you’re surrounded by open shops. You don’t even have 
to enter them by walking through a door. They’re all around you, 
and you can hardly find a trail that leads to your departure gate. 

There are signs there describing Seamus Heaney as the winner of 
the Nobel Prize for poetry, then the names and pictures of other 
Irishmen who have won it: Yeats looking young and self-
consciously handsome, Shaw looking old (he lived to be a 
hundred), Beckett haggard and haunted, and Heaney himself.  

No words for Manu other than “I’ll be back in April,” and an 
embrace. 

A woman just approached me and asked questions for a tourist 
questionnaire. I didn’t mind answering them, but it wasn’t 
preaching. I said “Krishna” and “Hare Krishna” a number of 
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times. She said I didn’t look 57. She asked if I was happy in my 
religion. “Yes, I feel secure and fulfilled.” She asked when I joined. 
1966. “You must have been one of the first to join!” She figured 
the Hare Krishna movement was 30 years old. Yes, now I’m old 
and feeble or, better, fragile. I told her I’d written 100 letters while 
I was in Ireland.  

On board the plane: Christmas music. “Oh, Christmas tree!” I 
have to focus. I take a risk that reading will bring on a headache 
and open “Krishna Book.” Otherwise I’ll be stuck mildly dozing, 
spacing out, skipping along the surface of the maha-mantra while 
Christmas carols play in the background.  

Following this entry is a series of illustrations I did when we 
actually got to Jagannatha Puri. The first shows a man who appears 
to be throwing a net into the water. He’s standing on the beach, 
and just a few feet offshore is a big fish in the water. The second 
picture shows the faces of some people who are supposed to be 
Indians. The caption says, “Sunbathers not far away.” The third 
picture shows a man in a dhoti, sitting upright in a chair, drinking 
from a glass. There’s a Jagannatha sticker above his head and the 
words, “I’m gonna drink this milk in good consciousness.” The 
forth and final picture shows some more Indians on the beach and 
a Deity of Lord Jagannatha. The caption says, “Puri vacationers.”  
 

London  

Ice cream cone with whipped cream for desert. Me, a person 
greedy for sweaters, hats, candy canes, praise, no bad news, stretch 
socks, and easy journey to India, where I’m met and escorted by 
police from Bhubaneswar to Jagannatha Puri and put in a hotel 
there where I can do these freewrites every day for the rest of my 
life. 

Krishna, Krishna – the Truth. Don’t go to the gambhira if 
rough-necked ruffian rip-off priests there will hound you for 
money. You can only peek into the sacred room anyway. Ready for 
a fight? We’ve got Narayana, Rupa-Ragunnatha, and others to 
watch out for the pandas.  
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January 2nd, 1:00 a.m. 

It’s January 2nd, and I have a shopping list. I feel like I’m trying 
to arrange my life in paper bags or well-organized suitcases these 
days. Of course, I have my protected and sealed inner 
compartments, and I have enough money. Visa intact, back to 
India. I am Prabhupada’s sisya. Do I fight hard in ISKCON for 
ISKCON? Do I remind people not of Prabhupada but only of 
myself? So I’ve been accused. But I don’t know the answer to that 
one. I only know that this traveler tries not to hurt others. He 
listens to Prabhupada and hopes things will get better. Still, I don’t 
know – going back to Godhead requires rare qualifications. That’s 
my big question: How can I make more progress? I mean, me, 
with all my limits? Is it right for me to even wish to go back to 
Godhead? Please help me, Lord. I’m so fragile and tenderfooted, 
afraid of austerities. I want life to be painless. I know everything is 
there in the chanting and hearing, and in carrying the burden for 
the spiritual master. He said, “You have to do something for Srila 
Prabhupada.” It’s a rocky path, but I have faith all is made easy by 
hearing the transcendental message and the holy name. 
 

January 3
rd

, 5:50 a.m. 

I’ve been keeping a separate notebook that I’ve labeled “What to 
write in India ’97.” On December 22nd I wrote that I should try 
directed free-writing, because I thought that would be compatible 
with a pilgrimage to India: 

“One goes on pilgrimage to India with some kind of focus – 
usually, how to become more Krishna conscious. In the dhama, 
you beg and pray for insight. You can start by asking yourself what 
you want to achieve from your visit to Jagannatha Puri and 
Vrndavana. It may not be what you expect. It’s not something you 
already know. 

“But be open, and be willing for Krishna to reveal that purpose 
to you in His dhama. Dhama also means the place where Krishna 
resides. At Krishna’s birth, the dhama was in Vasudeva’s heart [see 
“Krishna Book,” chapter 2]. Do you dare ask Krishna to appear 
and direct you? I think you should.” 
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Since writing that, I’ve decided to go on with the format of Every 
Day, Just Write. But the idea of focus, of looking forward to 
Krishna directing me in the dhama, was good. Don’t just go there 
thoughtlessly but hope to improve your Krishna consciousness. 
Writing should be for that.  

 
Background: This trip was organized so that a select group of Gita-

Nagari Press devotees could come with me to Puri. Baladeva-
vidyabhusana was there with his wife, Madhurya-lila. Narayana-
kavaca was there with his wife. Kaisori and her daughter were 
there. Madhava was there. Rupa-Ragunnatha was there. Rama-raya 
was there. We had classes every day in my hotel room. And we 
went to see places in Jagannatha Puri. It was a good reunion for us, 
especially at Jagannatha Puri. Once we got to Vrndavana, we split 
up and pursued our individual interests. While residing in 
Jagannatha Puri I wrote my little poetry book Waves of 
Jagannatha Puri, and I would read it to the devotees there in my 
room. 

Once we’d arrived in India, we had bad luck with our internal 
flight on to Bhubaneswar. In Every Day, Just Write I observe, 
“This is the bad luck flight, number 877. Varanasi left, Mumbai 
left, Patna left – all flights are leaving but ours. Now it’s noon. 
Paying a batch of India-factor ‘dues’ right away. How different 
from staying in my room in Geaglum! Travel to the dhama costs. 

Pray 

Pray, fellow, don’t be enamored by the 
young woman in leather booties  
sitting opposite you.  
Really pray to God, Krishna, as you sit 
in noisy places. Airport seats  
are hard, and your mind  
always wanders. Someone left a  
Times of India on a seat. You 
ought to pray, say Hare Krishna, Hare 
Krishna. I want to spend my time in India  
serving and seeking Krishna.  
Each day is special, each hour  
another chance to pray. 



THE STORY OF MY LIFE i 

135 

  Opposite this poem are some more drawings done in Jagannatha 
Puri. Once again, they have Jagannatha stickers superimposed over 
my colored crayon drawings. One drawing shows a boat in the 
water. Above it is a Jagannatha sticker I treat as the sun, with big, 
clumpy rays emanating from it. The caption says, “India is a good 
place to be alive.” The next picture shows a green-blue ocean and 
a boat with a sail on it. The caption says, “Nilacala ocean.” The 
next picture shows a steep mountain. At the top, the three Deities 
of Jagannatha, Subhadra, and Balarama are pictured on a stamp. 
Some stick figures are climbing up the mountain. The last picture 
shows two mice and the caption “Eek!” 

We were finally allowed to board the plane at 12:30. It was 
difficult squeezing all our belongings into the small space, so I had 
to sit cross-legged in my seat with my murti of Prabhupada 
beneath me. I began sketching nervously and then heard Madhu 
say, “Jayapataka Maharaja is getting on this flight.” Sure enough, 
there he was. He sat a few rows ahead of us. I sent some of our 
prasadam up to him with a note excusing myself for not sitting 
with him. It explained that I’m not sociable, because I get 
headaches. During the flight our little party talked a little. On our 
arrival at Bhubaneswar, devotees met Jayapataka Maharaja with 
kirtana, and we got a free garland out of it. Now we’re at Hotel 
Parch in Bhubaneswar, ready to leave tomorrow for Puri. 
Prabhupada was bathed by some of his servants and offered lunch. 
 

Digression update: Baladeva suggested that perhaps the plane had 
been held up waiting for Jayapataka Maharaja’s arrival. He has a 
custom of arriving so late that planes have to wait for him to get 
onboard before they can take off. He didn’t have to wait at the 
airport for the long hours we did. He came at the last minute, 
when everyone else was already onboard. The plane had to wait 
for him. So there are “India factors,” and there are also 
“Jayapataka Maharaja factors” that we had to contend with. 
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January 6
th

, Noon 

Sri Krishna Caitanya. I want to write creatively and honestly and 
leave a record, a true record in words and pictures. I’d like it to be 
as Krishna conscious as possible, but to the degree I fall short of 
pure Krishna consciousness, I want to say so. That’s the record. 
When I learn to write honestly (and playfully), I’ll be prepared for 
the times when I do feel genuine Krishna conscious emotions and 
thoughts. And that will come out on paper.  

A little later, our conversation drifted to what I’m reading. I’ve 
been reading “Krishna Book”, in particular, the Lord’s pastimes in 
Dvaraka. Now I’m turning to the Caitanya-caritamrta because I’ll be 
speaking about it to the devotees every day. I mentioned this to 
Madhu, and he said, “You have a wonderful life.” 

Something clicked when he said that. Not in an emotional way, 
but intellectually. Although people in general have to work at 
things they don’t want to do, I have an easy life. People give me 
money, a place to stay, and food. I have many places in the world 
where I can go and stay as a mendicant, places where I can write 
my books and lecture. I have a wonderful life, by Krishna’s grace. 

At the same time, I’m still striving to have a better creative life. I 
want to be a better devotee. It isn’t easy. I endeavor. I think it 
over. As I get older, I use what energy I have left. It’s a wonderful 
life, striving for Krishna. I should be cheerful and emanate that 
cheerfulness to others. 

 

5:50 p.m. 

Tomorrow, at 5:30 a.m., we move out of the Vijaya Hotel. 
Tonight I read Vidagdha-Madhava. 

 
Krishna’s sweetest Vrndavana pastimes, and 
as we read I looked out at the waves. 
The sky seemed different.  
Hare Krishna. May Prabhupada be pleased. 
India is a good place to be alive, 
despite the crows and loud voices, 
despite never being alone in your own heart – what  
do you want? 
Krishna consciousness. 
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January 7
th

, 12:15 p.m. 

Moved to the Birla Hotel, supposedly our home for the next two 
weeks (January 7–19). Looks good and feels good. There’s a couch 
to sit on when I speak to the devotees. I’ll read from the Caitanya-
caritamrta, starting with the first mention of Jagannatha Puri in Adi-
lila, the point at which the devotees from Nilacala are listed.  

 

4:30 p.m. 

We had our first meeting. I read and spoke, straining my voice so 
I could be heard above the sound of the ocean surf and to keep 
the devotees’ attention, as it waned from time to time due to their 
jet lag. Are they interested in hearing the list of the names of Lord 
Caitanya’s devotees in Nilacala? After the meeting, Rama-raya 
Dasa lent me his copy of Gour-Govinda Swami’s The Embankment 
of Separation. In it, I read the account of how Lord Jagannatha 
appeared in His ecstatic form and remembered when that story 
had first circulated in ISKCON in 1974. At that time one devotee 
requested that I ask Srila Prabhupada if the story was authentic. He 
said, “Maybe.” Then he said, “Our business is to worship Him.”  

 

5:15 p.m. 

I told the devotees, “First, you go to see the siddha bakula and 
report back to me. If it’s okay, I’ll go out with you.” 

Oh, jeez. You go out and have fun. Then come back and tell me. 
Tomorrow I’ll limp into a taxi and go out myself. On a day I visit a 
tirtha, will I have enough energy to lecture also?  

Lecture? Are you any smarter than the other devotees in this 
group? Just a little? A lot? How much? What’s the difference 
between you and them? “Dear disciples and grand-disciples…” We 
form a sampradaya – branches of the greater tree. Yes, we are part 
of a tree – guru and disciples and grand-disciples and great-grand-
disciples. That is a sampradaya. 

I hear conch shells. And now I see the man selling them, and 
pearls, on the beach.  
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Darker it grows,  
the soul tied in eternal 
can’t die. Eating evening bananas is another 
chance to hear your master 
lecture on surrender, on 
Krishna, that the soul is 
eternal, can’t slay or 
be slain. 
Master, you’ve bound me 
in a network of  
lotus stems. You 
in New York –  
you brought me 
to truth and gave grapes 
as a reward  
for my typing. 
 
Facing this writing is a series of drawings I did in Jagannatha 

Puri. The first drawing shows two devotees facing each other, 
superimposed over a page of handwriting. One devotee is light-
skinned, and the other is dark-skinned and is gesturing to the light-
skinned one. The caption says, “It’s always better to dwell on 
Krishna.” The next picture shows a crow, and there’s a Jagannatha 
sticker in the sky. The caption says, “Crows swaying in breeze on 
top branch of beach-growing evergreen.” The next picture is a fat 
Deity of Lord Jagannatha that I drew myself. The caption says, “If 
Jagannatha wants.” The last picture includes a photo of a painting 
of Haridasa Thakura, who is wearing kaupinas and looking at the 
top of Lord Jagannatha’s temple. In my handwriting, it says, 
“Namacarya Haridasa Thakura.” There are four devotees 
surrounding him. The initials HK, HH, KK, and HK are coming 
out of their mouths. 

 

Night 

Night, our group together 
in Puri. Now go rest and 
God will protect us. 
Never, never forget 
the Lord. I do, I don’t,  
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I am a fool. I am the sisya. 
Never forget, never disobey 
the rules, never go to 
people who can’t accept  
those who love  
Vishnu and Lord Caitanya 
and Prabhupada. 
 

January 9th, 12:45 a.m. 

Don’t wait. Remember that man in London who ran after the 
devotee who was carrying London-Isvara out of his house? “Wait! 
I’ll bring Them to you in the right way.”  

No, they couldn’t wait. In writing, words don’t wait either. They 
are like gopis running out into the night, called by the sound of 
Krishna’s flute. Their brothers and husbands call out “Stop!”  

“No, we won’t stop. We’re going to Krishna. No one can stop 
us. We’re going to the Lord of the horizon, the darkish one.” 
 
And they go. 
And my words go 
west and east in taxis 
not stopping for 
Thomas Wolfe 
or cleverness or 
bounce. 
They want to be with Krishna.  
 
How brilliant the rhetoric, the arch enemy, the faultfinding critic 

who scathes when I don’t seem to make sense, when I just keep 
pressing harrow down into the earth, hoping words will catch me 
later. 
 

Digression: Compared to Vrndavana and Mayapura, what is 
Jagannatha Puri like to me? The main difference is that there is no 
ISKCON center in Jagannatha Puri, so when you go there you’re 
independent, you’re on your own. There is no pressure from the 
institution. As for a holy place, it’s as good as the other two. In 
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Puri there are many places of Lord Caitanya’s pastimes and the 
pastimes of His devotees. But Jagannatha Puri is a kind of relief 
from the pressure of having to go to the morning program and 
attend Srimad Bhagavatam class. That’s what I like about it. 
 

But the sadhus there are not so friendly to ISKCON devotees. 
They have a prejudice against us, and we can’t go inside the main 
temple of Jagannatha. In Vrndavana we are more accepted, and in 
Mayapura we mostly stay on our own campus. 
 

There are some devotees, like Madhavananda, who live in 
Bhubaneswar and who think Jagannatha Puri is the best place. He 
lives in Bhubaneswar, and likes to speak about Lord Caitanya’s 
pastimes in Jagannatha Puri. This is where Lord Caitanya chose to 
live His life and where He spent His last 12 years, in an intense 
mood of separation, in the mood of Radharani. So some devotees 
feel Jagannatha Puri is the best of all holy places.  
 

Lord Caitanya didn’t spend much time in Vrndavana, and many 
of His most advanced devotees never visited Vrndavana. When 
Jagadananda Pandit wanted to go there, Lord Caitanya told him 
not to stay there long and not to associate with the residents, 
because they’re on a different platform. On the other hand, Lord 
Caitanya commissioned Rupa and Sanatana to stay there and 
perform service. Lord Caitanya’s attitude toward Vrndavana makes 
me feel comfortable not living in Vrndavana. It makes me feel all 
right to be living in New York, thinking of Vrndavana in 
separation, in the mood that Vrndavana is Goloka rather than a 
place in India. 
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Siddha-bakula going, 
I and my friends. 
Deliver us from commotion  
of streets, deliver us from notions 
of our inferior status.  
Ha! We are white and black.  
We are not brahmanas or  
Hindus of Puri. 
 
Believe we will 
go there, Prabhupada our guide, 
and if I can find a corner  
quiet enough, Krishna 
will speak through  
me and to me, and 
we will understand the holy names, 
learn them again, 
and chant, chant, chant.  
 
Impressions while at Siddha-bakula, 
back in room, feels like landing  
awkwardly on the moon. 
I’ve been here before, 
haven’t I? Riksha rides, 
heavy Indian voices, and 
Rupa-ragunnatha, soft and insistent, 
takes care of the business. 
Dirt streets. The entrance?  
He points ahead towards more 
confusion and poverty and dirt 
to the sign “Sri Siddha- 
bakula.” 
 
We bow. A Gaudiya-looking sadhu in white cloth nods to us. Our 

group sits. I admit I feel alienated. My voice is slow and measured. 
Let it come out. I speak about my feelings but soon move to the 
topic of Haridasa. Haridasa Thakura is similar to us in that he was 
born outside of the Hindu culture. He kept himself humble. I give 
examples and tell some of the lilas of Siddha-bakula, hoping that 
will inspire us to chant attentively, at least while we are here. 

January 9th, 10:10 a.m.  
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Preaching and sadhana come together in good japa. One who has 
enthusiasm, taste, and steadiness in chanting will progress beyond 
offenses and will also become a potent preacher. Yes, it’s true. 

Then I ended, picked up leaves from the ground, got on a riksha, 
and left, elated. 
 

Digression: Looking back at that 1997 visit to Jagannatha Puri, it 
was good visiting the holy places, because I was the main guide. I 
was there with my own group. I was able to speak, and it was 
comfortable because I was with a large number of my own 
disciples. That was ideal for me. When I go to Vrndavana and visit 
the holy places I don’t feel like an expert, so I always defer to some 
other Vaisnava who knows Vrndavana better than I do. But at 
Jagannatha Puri I felt it was my rightful place to speak, both 
because I had been reading the relevant passages of the Caitanya-
caritamrita and because I was the spiritual master of the devotees in 
our group. 
 

There was also nice bonding going on during this visit to 
Jagannatha Puri because we were all connected with Gita-Nagari 
Press. The devotees got to work together, to clean and cook. It 
lasted very well for two weeks, but toward the end there was some 
tension and it seemed that we had stayed long enough.  
 

In the entry from January 11th there’s a series of pictures. The 
first one is a self-portrait: me in a hooded sweatshirt. I’m bent over 
a big legal pad, and my pen writes, “Every Day Vrinda, January 11, 
1997.” The words over my head say, “I gotta write. Give us this 
day our daily ‘bread.’” Under this is a picture of a devotee sitting 
upright in a stiff-backed chair, chanting with his arm extended and 
a beadbag on his hand. He is superimposed over the Hare Krishna 
maha-mantra, which is handwritten. The next picture shows a blue, 
four-armed form of Vishnu. Underneath are the words, “Sri 
Vishnu, Sri Vishnu, Sri Vishnu.” The next picture shows tall 
devotees facing each other, standing with folded palms. In the 
middle of them is a tulasi plant on a tall altar or stand. The caption 
says, “The wealth of Tapo-bhumi – sadhus and tulasi-puja.” The last 
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picture in this series has a photo of the Siddha-bakula tree. Around 
the photo I’ve drawn simple figures chanting, with beadbags. The 
caption says, “The sacred tree where Haridasa Thakura chanted.”  

Bhaktivinoda Thakura prays (in the last stanzas he wrote before 
his final seclusion) to live always in his modest bhajana-kutira in 
Navadvipa and remember the pastimes of Radha and Krishna. I’d 
also like to live somewhere and pursue my Krishna consciousness 
in reading and writing. But I need to go out and preach as well. 
Therefore, I’ve come to India with this select group. I’m here for 
them. I wish to read from and talk about the Caitanya-caritamrta 
today, and every day, and then travel to other places to speak there 
as well, as is my duty. My writing and reading enhance my ability to 
do this. I find topics to discuss and thus feel more prepared to 
help those who are entangled in worldly duties but who want to 
pursue Krishna consciousness in order find the peace and bliss 
therein. 

 

4:15 p.m. 

Impressions of Tota-gopinatha Mandira: A pujari with swollen 
legs lets us inside the Deity room for darsana. A group of Manipuri 
ladies arrives while we were there. After darsana at the three altars, 
we sit in the kirtana hall with its marble floor and walls painted 
green and blue. I read from Mahanidhi Swami’s book, and my own 
book, on Tota-gopinatha Mandira. Then we chant a round 
together. I was not so conscious of spiritual emotions, but instead 
weary of the possibility of a twinge in my head. Rupa-ragunatha 
gave me a walking stick. It was a leisurely outing, and the air was 
warm. As we strolled, I stopped occasionally and spoke about Srila 
Prabhupada’s stay here in 1977. I also told about our past visits to 
Puri and how we were rejected. I seemed to relish telling the 
devotees about the insults we’d received. We walked near a village 
where the fisherman and their families live. We saw two children, a 
girl with a basket of silver fish, and boy with a crab and a fish 
dangling from his hand like toys. We walk and stop and point out 
buildings – Caitanya Sarasvata Matha, etc. 
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5:45 p.m. 

I have some good sections lined up in the Caitanya-caritamrta. We 
are covering a lot of material. The devotees are commenting in 
class, and that allows me to talk about other sections. My reading 
from the summer and fall has been useful for our discussions here. 
Always read the Caitanya-caritamrta. 
 

January 12th, 6:25 a.m. 

Nowadays, devotees wonder whether it’s enough to wait for 
Krishna. They’ve heard different gurus emphasize different things. 
They’ve been told it’s not enough to serve Prabhupada’s mission; 
we must also know Prabhupada in his eternal form. I prefer to 
think it is enough to wait for Krishna, simply because that’s what 
Prabhupada taught. Therefore, we can safely conclude that if we 
do what Prabhupada says, we will reach the highest perfection. 
Prabhupada is not telling us to worship Satyabhama but Radha and 
Krishna in Vraja. We may be so inexperienced that we don’t 
understand how it will all come about. It’s natural for children to 
have a meager understanding of the mechanics of life. Whatever 
the case, we will not go to Vraja by academic or theoretical 
understanding. Actually, a premature understanding can hinder our 
progress and delay us from reaching the goal. It has been said that 
if we think of ourselves as female servants, in our eternal forms, 
without first becoming free from mundane bodily identification, 
then we could be forced to take birth in a female body the next 
time around – not in the spiritual world, in the material world. 
 

January 13
th

, 12:35 a.m. 

Narayana-kavaca said that this get together is giving the Gita-
Nagari Press workers more of a collective identity. It’s a chance for 
them to work together at cleaning and cooking and being friends. 
He hopes we can do it again some time.  

I agreed.  
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Little life, sastric life. Reading Bhaktivinoda Thakura’s last 12 
verses, which were written in Jagannatha Puri, and sharing those 
verses with the devotees. 

Digression: Baladeva asked me whether I thought this was my last 
visit to Jagannatha Puri. I don’t think it was my last visit, but I 
think it was my best. I visited Puri a couple years ago, tagging 
along with Dhanurdhara Maharaja’s party. I felt like an outsider 
and didn’t get a chance to lecture. Dhanurdhara Maharaja and 
Madhavananda Prabhu did all the talking. But this time there was a 
nice atmosphere from being there with my own disciples. I don’t 
think we can duplicate that again.  
 

There’s another series of drawings. In the first drawing, in the 
upper left corner, there’s a picture of Krishna – His head looks like 
Jagannatha but His form is tri-bhanga Krishna playing His flute. 
Then there’s a portrait of a devotee looking forward. In my 
handwriting it says, “Sri Krishna Caitanya.” And the caption says, 
“I’ll toot my horn in lines, poems, and pictures.” The second 
picture shows a close-up of a devotee with distorted features. The 
caption says, “Bend, flexible, headaches and all.” The next picture 
shows a devotee with an open mouth, fingering big red beads. The 
caption says, “Do you find your japa is better in the holy dhama? 
The last picture has a Jagannatha sticker and a picture of a man in 
a propeller plane. The caption says, “Fly your own plane.” 

 

January 13th, 4:30 p.m. (Outing Impressions) 

Soft, pleasant breezes. A young girl banging a can with a stick, 
her rag of a dress held together with a single button in back. 
Women carrying bricks on their heads. In the ISKCON “Bhakti 
Kutira” of Bhaktivinoda Thakura, the bricks all have the word 
“PREM” stamped on them. The place is still under construction. 
We sat in the temple room and read how the devotees gave Srila 
Prabhupada an abhiseka at Jagannatha Puri, at the ocean’s edge. 
The temple president and other devotees listened. They gave me a 
mat to sit on. Then we climbed to the roof for a beautiful view of 
the dome of the Jagannatha Mandira (with scaffolding around it) 
and, on the other side, the ocean. When we were leaving, 
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Narayana-kavaca said, “There was an uproar when ISKCON tore 
down the original thatched hut to build their brick building.” The 
president said the building would be a museum to honor 
Bhaktivinoda Thakura.  

We walked together as a group. “It’s good to be among the living 
again,” I thought after my hard day the day before. Kids say “Hare 
Krishna” to us. We also went to Purusottama, Gaudiya Matha. I 
remembered we had kirtana there with Prabhupada in 1977. The 
Deities were closed today – no one in sight. We circumambulated. 
Madhu walked ahead of me in case I tripped down the stairs. Then 
we went to Haridasa Thakura’s samadhi-mandira. I could not enter 
an internal mood. I just moved through the places, bowing down 
at altars, circumambulating, looking at paintings of Lord 
Nityananda, Lord Caitanya, Advaita Acarya, all done in bas-relief, 
depicting the passing of Srila Haridasa Thakura. Walking back, do 
you hear the waves? I was thinking of asking the devotees, “Could 
you write me your impressions of the waves?” Could I ask the 
temple president, “Do you hear the surf at night?” Of course he 
does.  

Crow on top branch of beach-growing evergreens. It sways in 
the breeze. It’s good to be among the living. 
 

Digression update: I was frequently getting headaches in Jagannatha 
Puri. At this time I was not taking allopathic medicine. I was still 
relying on naturopathy or Ayurvedic medicine, being influenced by 
the idea that one shouldn’t take allopathic medicines. So, when my 
headaches came, I couldn’t control them or alleviate them. It was 
difficult, but it’s better now. 
 

For ten years I avoided allopathic medicines because of a 
religious conviction that they were evil. Madhu-mangala helped 
enforce this. In retrospect, I think it was the wrong approach to 
my disease and caused me much unnecessary pain. 
 

I didn’t have the correct understanding of my headaches at that 
time. It was Nitai-Gaurasundara who gave what I think is the 
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correct diagnosis: the trigger for my migraines was anticipatory 
anxiety.  

January 15th 

“Some of the faults listed are those committed by outright 
materialists, but some are committed by neophyte devotees.” Srila 
Prabhupada says, “The word jiva-himsa (envy of other living 
entities) actually means stopping the preaching of Krishna 
consciousness…if one stops preaching and simply sits down in a 
solitary place, he is engaging in material activity.” (Caitanya-
caritamrta, Madhya-lila 12.135, purport) 

With this in mind, I think I ought to persist in trying to travel 
this year. I should go to the Caribbean and to America and then 
back to Europe. It may provoke headaches, but I get them 
whether I travel or not. We can only take so many precautions. I 
should be careful not to push myself beyond my limits. And 
devotees will hopefully understand that I can only preach when I 
don’t have a headache. Ultimately, my condition seems to be 
benign; that is, although I’m fragile, I don’t have a life-threatening 
disease. When I stay in one place, I can write. And the more I am 
able to be alone at those times, allowing outer activities to calm 
themselves, the easier it is for me to turn within and face anarthas – 
and to occasionally churn out a literary gem. 

Digression update: I no longer think in the same way I did when I 
wrote the preceding passage – that I should go to the Caribbean 
and America and then back to Europe. Travel provokes my 
headaches, and my current policy is to not travel at all. I think I 
will follow that policy for the rest of my life. If they like, devotees 
can visit me in New York at Viraha Bhavan, and I can stay in 
touch with them through daily writing on the web and through 
publishing books. I don’t think I am “simply sitting down in a 
solitary place” in the way Prabhupada had in mind. I’m reaching 
out. 
 

We have recently been receiving many visitors here in New York. 
I have been socializing, and that will continue. 
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6:15 a.m. (Free-Write) 

 
The surf is rolling. 
Listen to the waves, listen to the waves, 
to the permanent waves.  
To the joshing joshers,  
the avoidance of nonsense and sinful bad words.  
 
We have been made clean in mind, thoughts, and deeds by our 
spiritual master. In obedience to him I cut out bad words from 
my writing. (Though I leave in a few here and there so you know 
I’m still human – as if that will help you.) 
 
Free-write like the hawk harassed by crows. We walked through 

the narrow dirt streets. Rama-raya said, “People are friendly here.” 
Baladeva said the route was taking us through a neighborhood 
near the Gaudiya temples, so the kids there were the offspring of 
devotees. Nonetheless, on the beach I saw a group of kids 
mocking us. Did the others see it? Rancid piles of fish, two small 
dogs eating from the piles’ edges. The fishermen don’t stop them, 
so why should I worry?  

Don’t worry about trying to reform others, Bhaktivinoda 
Thakura says. Providence will take care of reform. Here is a quote 
from him that sums up what I am trying to do: 

“The world stands in no need of any reformer. The world has a 
very competent person for guiding its minutest happenings. The 
person who finds that there is scope for reform of the world 
himself stands in need of reform. The world goes on in its own 
perfect way. No person can deflect it by the breadth of a hair from 
the course chalked out for it by Providence. When we perceive any 
change being actually affected in the course of events of this world 
by the agent of any particular individual, we also know very well 
that the agent possesses no real power at any stage. The agent 
finds himself driven forward by a force belonging to a different 
category from himself.  

“The course of the world does not require to be changed by the 
activity of any person. What is necessary is to change our outlook 
to this very world. This was done for the contemporary generation 
by the mercy of Sri Caitanya. It could be known only to the 
recipients of His mercy… 
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“The scriptures declare that it is only necessary to listen with an 
open mind to the name of Krishna from the lips of a bona fide 
devotee. As soon as Krishna enters a listening ear, He clears up the 
vision of the listener so that he no longer has an ambition of ever 
acting the part of a reformer of any person, because he finds that 
no one is left without the very highest guidance. It is therefore his 
own reform, by the grace of God, whose Supreme necessity and 
nature he is increasingly able to realize by the eternally continuing 
mercy of the Supreme Lord.” 
 

Comment: These words of Bhaktivinoda Thakura do not go 
against the preaching spirit. He himself was a great preacher. His 
point is that we need to chant the names of Krishna. And then we, 
by the mercy of the Supreme, can become instruments to bring 
about change. 
 

The karmis are driven to try to change things. Only Krishna can 
change things. But Krishna likes to give credit to His devotees, as 
He did with Arjuna on the battlefield of Kuruksetra. It is actually 
Krishna who is bringing about the change, but He likes to give 
credit to His devotees. 

 

2:30 p.m. 

I seem to be writing less and less each day. I’m tired – tired of 
meeting with disciples, and tired of giving classes, because it causes 
me physical pain. I don’t have the spirit for it now. Neither do I 
feel comfortable acting as if I’m so much more advanced than they 
are. Still, there is no scope for our relationship to express itself in 
another way, without a sense of hierarchy. I’m also feeling the 
tensions that exist between them. How many days do I have left 
here? It was wonderful for a while. It would probably still be all 
right if I didn’t feel so weak. Canakya Pandita says that if you don’t 
have money, then everything is lost. Similarly, if you don’t have 
physical strength, you can’t do all the things life demands – editing, 



 :THE STORY OF MY LIFE  

150\ 

writing letters and books and poems, and, on top of that, meeting 
daily with disciples for class and parikrama. 
 

Comment: I’m actually not so fond of going on parikrama with 
groups of devotees. I prefer to go alone, maybe with one other 
devotee, and sit somewhere and chant. But this was a short trip 
and a special event, and it seemed like the right thing to do. Still, 
after a while it got to be too much for me. 
 

A big parikrama is not my style. One year, I went to Mayapura for 
a combined parikrama with my disciples and the disciples of 
Bhakti-caru Swami. Devotees like Nagaraja and other Prabhupada 
disciples came as well. It didn’t work out for me. This time in Puri 
it was better because it was just me and my disciples. In Mayapura 
I couldn’t keep up with Bhakti-caru Swami. We were taking boats 
to distant places, and I was getting headaches. I felt I couldn’t 
lecture with him there. So I let my disciples go out on parikrama 
with him, but I stayed behind. Each day, after the parikrama was 
over, I held classes with my disciples. That was better. I’d prefer to 
go to Vrndavana and go out with just Bhurijana. Last time I was 
there, we went out on a boat and sailed down the Yamuna, just 
talking. Then he took me to one of his favorite spots, where we sat 
together and talked some more.  

 

January 15th, 3:45 a.m. 

On this last day in Jagannatha Puri, I’d like to do more things 
than it’s possible for me to do. Here is a partial list: 

I’d like to use up all the Jagannatha stickers I have in a flurry of 
drawings – several pages worth. 
I’d like to chant more than 16 rounds – starting today and 
continuing for some time. Face the desert and keep going. Be 
humbled. 
In the afternoon I’d like to go to the Gambhira, even if I don’t 
say anything about Lord Caitanya’s experiencing the mood of 
Radha in separation. 
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I’d like to be kind to others, starting with the devotees in our 
group, to extend myself to them with intelligence. 
While I’m still here I’d like to write with my heart’s ache 
outpouring. 
If a headache comes, I’d like to see it not as defeat but as 
purification, similar to extra chanting. 
I’d like to choose which of Prabhupada’s books I’m going to 
read next, and then get started. 
I’d like to start thinking about Vrndavana. I did this morning and 
considered staying in Vrndavana for several months without 
leaving – just to increase my chanting and hearing. 

 

4:35 p.m. 

Back from the Gambhira. They were friendly. As you walk in, 
there are Deities of Krishna and the gopis on the left – Kasi Misra’s 
deities. I started to walk toward them, but Baladeva said, “No, first 
go into the Gambhira. That’s where the troublesome pandas stay.” 
So we went right into the Gambhira, and the man there waved us 
in. “Come on. Take a look.” At first I thought, “Wow! I’m going 
to go right into the Gambhira itself!” Then I saw that there was an 
enclosure with pillows where one babaji was sitting and singing. 
Nearby there was a small window through which you can peer into 
the Gambhira. 

Anyway, what would I do if I went in? I belong outside. 
And I looked to my fill. I didn’t care what they were saying 

behind me or what we were supposed to say to the pandas (or how 
much we were supposed to pay them.) I knew the other devotees 
would take care of it. For a minute or so I just drank in the room 
with my eyes. I saw an electric lamp pressed down right on top of 
the place where the Lord’s slippers were. I saw an excellent picture 
of Lord Caitanya with His hand on His heart. That was the main 
image in the Gambhira. There was also a murti in there – but of 
whom? 

I was conscious that the ten devotees in our party also wanted to 
look in the window, so I finally moved aside. 

Then I was invited to the open doorway leading to the inner 
doorway of the Gambhira. Both doors were open. I took a step 
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into the first room and was told to back out. The pujari there gave 
me a tulasi leaf. Someone else gave me some sweet grains. I stood 
back while the devotees in our party squeezed up to the window 
and looked inside. Meanwhile, I looked at the bas-relief over the 
window of the Gambhira. It depicted Lord Caitanya with His two 
dear friends on either side of Him. When the window to the 
Gambhira was available again, I went up and looked in for a 
second time. How much can you cram in?  

Then we left, first taking darsana of Kasi Misra’s beautiful Deities. 
The priest invited us to step in closer. I said, “Kasi Misra” to show 
the pujari that I knew and to let the other devotees know whose 
Deities they were. 

Now the devotees are going to various places, shopping and 
visiting temples on our last night in Jagannatha Puri. Madhu went 
back to the hotel in our puttering motor rickshaw. I later regretted 
that we didn’t go on to see Sarvabhauma Bhattacharya’s house. Is 
that where the Gaura-Gopala Swami murti is? But some pressure 
was building in my head. I figured I had done enough, even 
though what I had done was so small. 
 

Next in the book is a series of crayon drawings. One has a round 
Jagannatha sticker. I drew two men on either side of it, holding it 
on their shoulders. The caption says, “Carrying the Lord of the 
Universe.” The second picture also has a Jagannatha sticker in the 
middle, with ornate designs around Him. Around this, I painted a 
big conch shell and some stick figures at the bottom. The caption 
says, “He is in everything.” Then in another picture I anticipate 
Vrndavana: there’s a picture of a minivan with a driver at the 
wheel, a stick figure standing outside, and a big figure of a sannyasi 
dressed in pink and offering dandavats. Above that I’ve written, 
“Prostrate in Vraja sands outside K.B. Mandira.” I also drew a 
picture that I titled, “Morning walk with Prabhupada.” Then I 
drew a picture of a generic guru and a disciple. The disciple says, 
“Thank you, Gurudeva,” and the guru extends his hands and says, 
“Here.” The caption says, “Guru is giving the blessing of 
knowledge.”  



THE STORY OF MY LIFE i 

153 

 

January 17th, 12:15 a.m. 

I’m carrying a notebook that I’m calling “In favor of staying with 
Every Day, Just Write.” I’ve been keeping it to encourage myself to 
maintain the format of Every Day, Just Write. It also contains some 
of the doubts I have about the format. This morning, as I 
completed a section of Every Day, Just Write and considered the 
next – which will be written in Vrndavana – a question arose: 

Writing is my service and my preaching. Gita-Nagari Press is 
publishing the books, and we will distribute them. People 
appreciate them. For example, Narayana-kavaca wrote to me 
saying that I am not trying to tell western people to become 
Indians. I write from a Western mindset. He said I am writing 
literature as superb as any western art. I am delivering Krishna 
consciousness. I’m presenting myself naked before my readers, and 
my book will have an impact on them, especially for readers in the 
future. 

I have a responsibility. I want to deliver the goods. Therefore, my 
question today is whether the “effortless” true-to-self, true-to-
today touch that I’ve developed in Every Day, Just Write is at all a 
way for me to relinquish the responsibility of trying to create 
literature.  

When I rise at midnight I give Srila Prabhupada his dictaphone 
and think, “You are writing your Bhaktivedanta purports. I am 
going to write too.” Is Every Day, Just Write just for me? Or am I 
writing my equivalent of the Bhaktivedanta purports. By that I 
mean: is my writing worthy enough for others to read it? Will it 
help them in their Krishna consciousness?  

The fact is, I don’t know what else I can do but be true to 
myself. For now I’ve abandoned A Poor Man Reads the Bhagavatam. 
That series was more about the teachings of the parampara than is 
EDJW. (Whenever I write the initials like that I think of 
Prabhupada’s Easy Journey to Other Planets. Easy journey to where?) 
But after 1,500 pages of A Poor Man Reads the Bhagavatam I thought, 
“Enough. This is not my unique contribution.” Narayana-kavaca 
also said – as others have said – that he especially likes the free-
writing. I do have a responsibility to my readers, and for now Every 
Day, Just Write may be the best and only way I know how to fulfill 
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that responsibility. That doesn’t mean I can’t improve it, deepen it, 
and try harder to bring out the best in it. Natalie Goldberg quotes 
her guru as saying, “No one is asking us to open our hearts, but we 
must do it every day. Make a great effort for the truth.” Yes, that’s 
what I want to do. And I want to write it down – my secret report 
on the adventures of a sadhaka, or whatever it is that I am. I will 
probably never be completely certain of the value of what I’m 
doing – I tremble with uncertainty – because, in a sense, 
Prabhupada’s mission is in my hands, as it is in the hands of each 
and every one of his followers. 

 

January 17th, 12:20 p.m. 

In our last meeting I read a statement about full surrender to 
Krishna. I was responding to a Godbrother’s analysis of pure 
devotion as presented in the Bhagavad Gita. He said that when we 
spontaneously serve Krishna according to our propensity, we are 
not yet at the final stage. The final stage is when we do whatever 
Krishna wants us to do, regardless of our personal propensity.  

While accepting this conclusion, I argued in favor of the 
existential reality, in which we have to surrender the “whole 
person” to the Lord. My propensity to write and read and avoid 
management may be “impure,” but by following that propensity I 
am able to purify myself. Furthermore, we should do whatever 
Krishna wants, but it’s not easy to understand what Krishna 
actually wants, specifically in our day-to-day lives. With this in 
mind, we have to agonize over what the Lord might want for us 
and then go forward, aided by our intelligence, and guided by guru, 
sastra, and sadhu. 

The devotees present made encouraging contributions to this 
discussion, and I’ll note them here briefly.  

Lalitamrta referred to a story about Srila Prabhupada in which a 
frustrated disciple had pleaded to Prabhupada to provide a 
solution: “Prabhupada, you know Krishna. What does He want us 
to do?” Prabhupada replied, “Krishna wants to know what you 
want to do.”  
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Rama-raya referred to a purport by Prabhupada in which he 
writes, “Freedom is the pivot of devotional service. We don’t give 
up our initiative to serve Krishna when we surrender.” 

I had mentioned that Saint Francis of Assisi was praised for 
being able to not only give up material things but to conquer 
himself as well. Narayana-kavaca said that sounded a bit 
impersonal. We have to use ourselves to surrender, he argued. 

Although I made my defense of surrendering to Krishna with 
one’s own will and propensity, I went on to say that now we are 
going to Vrndavana, and while there we should pray to Krishna to 
tell us what He wants us to do. I said that maybe Krishna doesn’t 
want me to be a writer or to distance myself from ISKCON 
management, so I have to be open to that possibility. Kaisori 
remarked that it didn’t sound right that I should think about 
renouncing the very means of my surrender. I agreed, just as I 
agreed with the other remarks, which were all in favor of using 
oneself and not thinking the self can be annihilated in the name of 
“doing what Krishna wants us to do.” 

Madhurya-lila quoted The Nectar of Devotion, in which it is stated 
that particular propensities are not just material but are spiritual 
tastes. 

I’m grateful to the devotees for speaking in this way. I have faith 
in the integrity of this approach, and I know that Krishna is fully 
capable of stepping in and changing our service if He wants. I 
don’t want to think that after 30 years of service I have no idea 
how to please Krishna. I want to go on doing what I’m doing, but 
at the same time ask Him to help me improve, go deeper, become 
pure, and so on. 

Go to Vrndavana in a humble mood and pray to Krishna. He 
can do anything; though it may not be what you think is going to 
happen. 
 

Digression update: While dictating this autobiography, Baladeva 
remarked (regarding the preceding section) that I seem to be 
“obsessing” on this particular point – wanting to serve with my 
best intelligence, and that this is the best way to surrender. Why do 
I feel guilty about it? Why the uncertainty? Why the constant 
analysis? It may be that on this point I have faced so much 
resistance from the managers in ISKCON that I feel the need to 
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defend myself, and even to justify myself, to myself. I always come 
out in favor of doing what I’m doing, but I still can’t seem to stop 
reassessing my approach over and over again. 
 

Baladeva reminds me that he asked the same question while I 
was living in California: Why am I always defending myself? 
Apparently, this is what I said: “If I don’t defend myself, who 
will?” Is this just a manifestation of the material tendency? Eating, 
sleeping, mating, and defending? I have visited and revisited this 
discussion in my books so often that my readers may be disturbed 
by it. They may doubt me, wondering why I don’t just come to a 
conclusion and drop the subject, once and for all. 
 

But, on the other hand, it’s not a bad idea to occasionally reassess 
your position in devotional service. 
 

2:30 p.m. (Outside Hotel) 

Good Deities, six or more inches tall, of Lord Jagannatha, 
Subhadra, and Baladeva on taxi dashboard. Each dressed in cloth. 
Lord Jagannatha’s cakra beside Him. An auspicious beginning. 
Flowers in pots, spread throughout front yard of Birla guesthouse. 
Luggage fills up the trunk. Narayana-kavaca gently supervising the 
operation, as the ladies get themselves in the other car. Kalindi 
plucks the strings of her viola. I breathe and wait.  

It will be like this at the end. Waiting. But I’ll need tremendous 
reserve – more than today – because pain and fear are likely. They 
are in fact guaranteed for any conditioned soul at the time of 
death.  

Goodbye to a nice time. 
Nearing Bhubaneswar, temple on the hill. Pleasant breeze around 

neck. We are traveling in two cars, a third one to come later. They 
say there is a guesthouse at ISKCON Bhubaneswar. I will be alert 
to honor the unique position of His Holiness Gaura-Govinda 
Swami, who has passed on. I am still living, and he has left. Do I 
think that gives me an advantage?  
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The driver stopped at a roadside Durga temple to offer coins and 
receive blessings; same as when we were here in 1993. I lay down 
with a pillow.  

Sri Visvanatha Jewelers. Hawkins’ Cooking Pots. Tata Steel 
Cement.  

Trees with red and white horizontal stripes serve as markers for 
night driving. Frequent speed bumps protect villages. Thatched 
cottages near lake. 

OCM Zooting. Dola Santi Soup. Amber Saris. A&T Cement. It’s 
all rather friendly, low-key materialism. Doesn’t hit me as it would 
in America, where slogans get under your skin and irritate your 
psyche. 

Chant on the old red beads. No love for Govinda, but I stay with 
His name. This cab has two Hare Krishna maha-mantra stickers on 
upper left and upper right sides of the windshield. It’s the 
ISKCON classic: “Please chant Hare Krishna, Hare Krishna, Krishna 
Krishna, Hare Hare/ Hare Rama, Hare Rama, Rama Rama, Hare Hare 
and be happy.” 
 

Once outside the guesthouse in Vrndavana, I took a couple of 
steps out of the taxi and prostrated myself in the sand. I felt the 
earth touch the different parts of my body, and I rubbed the sand 
between my fingers. “This is it,” I thought. “This is the place 
where I want to be at the end. Life will be grit then, like this sand.” 

Now we’ve been here for a few hours, but I don’t feel like I’m in 
Vrndavana yet. I don’t have anything to say, even though Madhu 
wants me to meet with the devotees at 4:00 p.m. to say hello. I 
can’t honestly say I’ve come to Vrndavana to try to find what 
Krishna wants me to do, or that I want to enter the Vraja mood. 
Not yet. Our entry has so far been a flurry of looking for things 
we’ll need while we’re here. (Like a desk lamp and so on.) I’ve 
been struggling to come out of this slough of a headache, and I’m 
looking for steadiness. 

5:00 p.m. 

Head cleared. Spoke for over an hour to disciples. Told them, 
“Be truthful.” Ranged over subjects. Tried my best. Said, “Be 
happy in Vrndavana.” Boasted a little. But head clear of pain. 
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Got desk lamp, scrounged memories, heard dogs bark, free-
wrote in sacred land protected from amenities, and prayed, 
“Krishna, make me truthful – but don’t do so too painfully.” 

Maha-mantra Dasa asked, “Does your abhimana (mental 
conception) change?” 

Yes, it becomes (we hope) more genuine. 
I’m here. 
 

Vrndavana Is 

 
Vrndavana is known by the veterans who 
refuse to leave, summer or winter. 
I don’t know. 
Neither do I want to suffer in  
body to stay here. 
Don’t love the lanes, residents. Not 
touched by particles of the mercy of 
attraction to Radharani’s abode. 
Ask me, I’ll say, “Whatever is 
best for headaches.” 
Ask me, do you love 
Radha’s seva? 
I’ll say only that I love to hear. 

 

January 22nd, 12:20 a.m. 

Meetings each day. The little knot of a twinge is always ready to 
go off behind my right eye. It’s a cat and mouse game. The editor 
is taking references to my illness out of a book I wrote, because 
people won’t be interested in my condition. They want to hear the 
notes I kept while reading the Caitanya-caritamrta, but what about 
the human element? What about the fact that I struggled? Aches 
and pains don’t belong in a book. 

I asked Bhaktisiddhanta Prabhu where he and his artists get their 
ideas. He said they paint from their own heads and hearts; they 
don’t use models. I presume they don’t study western artists either. 
He didn’t mention Rodin in our conversation. 
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Mangala-arati impressions: Today I was properly suited up. No 
big western coat, but a cadar over my sweatshirt. I was carrying a 
danda. I met the old devotee named Vibhu Caitanya Dasa who 
gives out the tulasi leaves and carinamrta; he’s been here for years. 
We offered obeisances to each other. Then I embraced him. One 
of his legs is a little crooked, so he walks with a stiff gait. We didn’t 
exchange any words, just that greeting. The stone floors are cold at 
this time of year. I’m still not looking with devotion at the arca-
vigraha during the main mangala-arati, but the Prabhupada murti in 
the Samadhi Mandir evokes a presence I cannot ignore. I like the 
way he looks so somber, almost gaunt, with his long face, warm 
cadar, knit cap, and boney, wrinkled hands.  

Standing in the ranks, everyone bundled in sweaters, cadars, and 
jackets. I timed my participation carefully so that I could make a 
quick exit to the temple room. I wanted to be there before they 
blew the conches.  

The trees on Bhaktivedanta Marg are flourishing. The words 
“Jaya Radhe” are painted on each one. The new tamala tree in the 
courtyard of Krishna-Balaram Mandir is also growing nicely. These 
days the gurukula kids wear sleeveless maroon sweaters and yellow 
dhotis – still distinctive. The kids are mostly brown-skinned, though 
some are white, from Europe and America.  

I saw hogs and monkeys as I walked by. I’m the servant of my 
master, ISKCON’s founder-acarya. 
 

Vrnda Free-Write No. 2 

 
Vrnda is Tulasi, is favorite, is 
lore. 
Radha is yore  
and new always, 
but not allowed to speak of Her 
unless you are pure. 
She is Bhakti-mata. 
Follow Prabhupada, even when 
you are dull, dogmatic, blind, 
eye-sore, unclean –  
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clean up this place, this heart! 
Clean up crude oil from Yamuna 
and all will be well – will you die in trance? 
You’ll die. 
It will be a rainy, sad day. 
Sun will shine despite your 
death, and new baby monkeys will 
frolic and pick lice, 
and pilgrims will go to temples as usual, 
while British Airways will run on time. 
Into the sea, 
into the Yamuna, ashes. 
Don’t bury me on a lone prairie,  
as if I was a maha-bhagavata. 

 

After Sivarama Swami finished giving the morning Bhagavatam 
class, I hesitated and almost left without greeting him. Then I 
turned back, and we embraced. We talked for about three minutes. 
When we were heading out the door he said, “So, now you’re 
going back upstairs?” I said yes. He was gently letting me return to 
my seclusion. I felt a tinge of regret as I left. I suppose that regret 
comes from the part of me that would like to be more social. Or 
perhaps I don’t like to be seen as a weak person who always has to 
“go back upstairs.” But I can’t have everything. If I have chosen 
loneliness, or solitude, that’s not so bad – if only I can make 
something out of it. 
 

Digression: I mentioned that I attended Sivarama Swami’s class. 
Sometimes I did not attend the morning class. I was always afraid 
of getting a headache. I felt the institutional pressure that a sannyasi 
is supposed to attend the full morning program, and yet I knew 
that obligation wasn’t really necessary and that many other sannyasis 
also don’t attend the full program. But I often went to the class 
anyway. I sat through it even though it was psychologically 
demanding and would possibly bring on a headache. Whenever a 
“big” devotee was giving the class, I always tried to attend.  
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Just as I gave myself permission to write, I also gave myself 
permission to not attend the morning program. I was one of the 
first senior devotees whose health was deteriorating, and so I 
allowed myself to miss the morning program. In Vrndavana it’s 
easier to do that if you’re not living in the temple or in the 
guesthouse, if you’re living outside. It has now become acceptable 
in Vrndavana to live outside the temple and to miss the morning 
program. Many sannyasis now do so. The last time I visited 
Mayapura I only attended mangala-arati once in the two weeks I was 
there, and I only visited the temple once in the afternoon to see 
the Deities. But I felt guilty about it all the same, and now that 
makes me want to go back. 
 

Because it’s now become acceptable for a devotee to not attend 
the morning program, the pressure to do so doesn’t really come 
from the institution. But it still comes from within myself.  
 

Prabhupada wanted us to attend the morning program. 
 

In ISKCON, this issue still cannot be resolved. Some devotees 
don’t like the fact that sannyasis and other senior devotees don’t 
attend the morning program. But the sannyasis don’t go, and that’s 
that, as far as they’re concerned. In Vrndavana, sannyasis like to stay 
at Govardhana, at ISKCON’s Bhaktivedanta Sadhana Asrama, 
instead of the Krishna-Balarama Mandira. There, they have their 
own programs, reading together and doing separate bhajana in the 
morning. The last time I went to Vrndavana, I rented a room in a 
house that belongs to the sannyasis. I didn’t leave the room much at 
all. I stayed there and chanted more and wrote in a journal. I got 
sick several times. That was part of the reason I just stayed in my 
room. But, aside from that, I had no desire to go to the morning 
program, and I took solace in knowing it wasn’t required of me. 
 

I was also saving my energy for an evening class that I gave while 
I was there. 
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One reason this topic remains controversial is that the hardcore 
devotees who attend Prabhupada’s morning program don’t accept 
the validity of doing individual bhajana, Deity worship, extra japa, 
early morning study or writing, and so on. But the devotees who 
do these things see them as valid and in some cases as a sign of 
advancement. 
 

Madhu just came in told me that we have to be careful because 
we are in Vrndavana. This morning, as we walked into the temple 
to attend the class, I forgot to take my sandals off until I had 
crossed the courtyard and was just about to enter the kirtana hall. 
Then I noticed, took my sandals off, and Madhu took them away. 
When Madhu was leaving the temple, a widow came up to him and 
asked, “Why did Maharaja wear his shoes in the temple?”  

Madhu told her that I hadn’t done so intentionally. 
“It’s too much!” she muttered bitterly. “It’s just too much!” 
Madhu later found out from other ladies that this widow keeps 

and eye out for any little thing that goes wrong. I was caught 
making an error. I have to be careful. I can’t claim that I walked 
into the temple in transcendental ecstasy and that’s why I forgot to 
remove my shoes.  

Looking down from my fourth floor window, I see into the 
courtyard of the Mayapura-Vrndavana Trust, where many devotees 
have their homes. The compound is really splendid. The whole 
area looks like a high-class neighborhood, especially in comparison 
to poor Vrndavana. When I see the rows of buildings with 
penthouses on top, it looks like a painting of the spiritual world. 
Just inside the wall there’s a playground for children, with a slide, a 
sandbox, and swings. Two wealthy looking American girls, about 
eight years old, were playing in the sand. Some of the workers were 
sitting on the edge of the playground, two of them smoking. I 
could see puffs of smoke, and it seemed incongruous. The girls 
must have thought so too because they left the playground. You 
can’t completely block out the world, even in a compound like 
that. On a distant roof within the compound I saw a woman with a 
stylish coat pacing back and forth, chanting. On another roof I saw 
a poor worker, spreading cement with a trowel. 
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Remark: The Mayapura-Vrndavana Trust compound was 
Prabhupada’s idea. He wanted to give the western devotees 
comfortable facilities. He knew they couldn’t take too much 
austerity. The nearby guesthouse was mainly intended for 
ISKCON life members, whereas the Mayapura-Vrndavana Trust 
homes are more comfortable and less austere, and part of 
Prabhupada’s plan to bring devotees to Vrndavana in a more 
relaxed setting. 
 

I Could Do A Poem 

 
I could do a poem on rice paper or 
whatever paper was available in India. 
I could get off the self trip – 
the feel sorry for yourself,  
I’m all alone trip. 
As he let me go, my brother said, 
“Are you going back to your room now?” 
What should I say instead? Say, “I want to be with you. 
I want to walk beside you and be 
very happy as I used to be 
with friends in youth. 
 
But it can’t be. I see from my window the eight-year-old 
girls trying to be friends and play together 
but they get bored with each other –  
they try to invent games to pass the time, 
it doesn’t work out, 
they quarrel… 
 
What I did last year may not 
work this year. “Vrndavana is…”  
I wrote, and then each line came out. 
When prema-nama comes, 
when prema-lila comes through,
will I be eligible?
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Walk a few blocks around corners in Vrndavana, come to the

 one-room flat of a  
sadhu and ask him what? Ask him 
to show me the truth, to press my nose 
like Gurumahara-ji used to do? 
Show the gullible follower the light? 
Is this the Divine Light Society?  
I could do a poem on rice paper, he said… 

 

2:10 p.m. 

I’m grateful I can wake up in Vrndavana after a post-lunch nap. 
In my dream I was being attacked by a machine that ate my flesh. I 
attacked back. In another dream, my mother and I went upstairs, 
where she attacked me with pencils. It’s nice to wake up and find 
yourself here, ready to chant Hare Krishna and to walk to 
Baladeva’s house. As I walk over the sands, I think, “Vrndavana, 
Vrndavana.” 
 

Me on the path, the sandy 
path – grave, silent,  
walking, listening to how 
he’s gonna turn the place into heaven –  
a pond in the back yard, Radha-kunda/Syama-kunda –  
how I can come there and write, and how 
he’s feeling the oncoming sadness because  
he had to go back to  
the States and these days are through.  
I add, “We can meet again in America – 
Baltimore, Gita-Nagari.”  
Although everything is changing, changing… 
 
He has built a japa-kutira with a little 
shelf, authentic. You 
sit up there on a thick grass mat  
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with no back rest. One swami said, 
“Book me to use the kutira on Ekadasis. 
I do 64 rounds.” Boy, I thought,  
I can’t do that much. 

 

There’s a series of colored drawings I did in crayon while in 
Vrndavana. One is a good caricature of me wearing big eyeglasses 
and holding a pen. The caption says, “O master, I desire to serve 
you.” The next one is a simple portrait of Prabhupada. Underneath 
it says, “I will not abandon my worship of Srila Prabhupada.” 
Then there’s a simple painting of Krishna, blue with yellow dhoti, 
playing on His flute. The caption says, “Your debts to others will 
be absolved if you just worship Govinda.” There’s also a picture of 
three funny-looking guys with the caption “Guys hangin’ around, 
but they are...Devotees.” 
 

5:00 a.m. 

Srimati Radharani was wearing a heavy silk shawl this morning. 
The Deities’ warm clothing is not as warm as you’d like – it’s not 
as warm as what a human being might require for comfort. That 
Krishna and Balarama are barefoot reminds me that They’re 
spiritual; there’s no question of Them being cold. The shawls are 
really an offering of service or affection more than a practical 
necessity. Krishna-Balarama, Radha-Syama, and Gaura-Nitai stand 
in transcendence. They are not marble statues, although I am a 
statue before Them – cold body, cold heart.  

 

11:00 a.m. 

Just before going down to hear Dhanurdhara Swami’s class, I felt 
a twinge behind my right eye. I hoped that it might go down, and 
reassured myself that it was important for me to attend the class. 
After all, Maharaja will be attending my class tomorrow. 

As I sat in his class, the headache gradually settled in, like a mole 
digging in the earth, beginning to flower. The verse was about 
Prahlada Maharaja, but Dhanurdhara Swami soon shifted to 
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praising Pariksit Maharaja for having tolerated the pain he 
experienced by not eating and drinking and for not lamenting even 
though he knew he would die in a few days. It was sincere praise, 
but I wondered what it – that spiritual giant towering so far above 
us – had to do with our lives. 
 

Now I’m back in my room. I tried sleeping off the pain, but it 
didn’t work. Dhanurdhara Maharaja once told me that when you’re 
sick the one pleasure you have is being the object of others’ 
compassion. Maharaja Pariksit renounced that pleasure in favor of 
feeling compassion for those consigned to hell. Instead of 
attending to his own suffering, he wanted to know how others 
could be saved. 

As Dhanurdhara Maharaja told me this, I doubted that a 
chronically ill person is in fact always an object of compassion. It’s 
my feeling that, on the contrary, he or she is often misunderstood. 

The “story” of a headache may not be so interesting, but I track 
headaches just like I track dreams, just like I track the day. Literary 
soul, keeper of records. I just hope I’m well enough to give my 
class tomorrow. Big performance. 
 

Comment: There are some misunderstandings about headaches 
among devotees. If they can’t see it, they don’t believe it. Unless 
they see blood or a broken arm, they don’t think there’s anything 
wrong with you. They say, “Everyone gets headaches. We get 
headaches for Prabhupada. You should transcend it. Be a stoic. 
You’re just trying to get out of work. If you’re sick in Vrndavana, 
you’re suffering from sinful reactions.” 
 

I used to find camaraderie with others suffering from headaches, 
who write about their pain online. These people commiserate with 
each other, speak against doctors, give information about helpful 
medicine, encourage each other to hang in there, and give each 
other tips on how to get well. These people often write about 
being misunderstood in emergency rooms or not being able to get 
medicine and so on.  
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They’re called migraneurs. What solidarity. They say that 
migraines are a life threatening disease, though most people don’t 
think so. Migraines threaten your life in the sense that they take 
your life away. You can’t keep your job. You can’t take care of 
your children. You have to stay in a dark room. Your life is being 
taken away from you. Emerson said it was better to be in prison 
than to have poor health. 

I used to read the migraneurs’ blogs, but then it didn’t seem to 
help me anymore. Misery loves company. “Nobody knows the 
trouble I’ve seen. Nobody knows but Jesus,” sings the gospel song. 

January 26th, 1:00 a.m. 

During the headache, while I was trying to endure the pain, I was 
telling Madhu how difficult it is to stay at ISKCON Vrndavana, 
because of the social pressure. Still, I wouldn’t want to come to 
Vrndavana and stay outside the temple. I told Madhu I might not 
come next year. He said he agreed with me, adding, “But we’re 
here now.”  

I’m here now. And while I’m in the holy dhama I better not 
complain about being in the holy dhama. 

 

Vrinda No. 7 

2:00 p.m. 
 
Sitting on a porch, I’m in Vrndavana.  
Vrnda, save me. My head gets –  
you know.  
Repeat Prabhupada’s messages, and  
never tire. Please bless me with that. 
Don’t let me stray from his feet. 
Prabhupada is “good enough” –  
let my words help others. 
 

Vrinda No. 8 

 
Vrndavana Dhama, damn my 
hard, dull, etc. 
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Rama, Rama, Ramana – 
the words of the sense-enjoyer  
can never know peace 
nor soothe the hearing of 
aspiring devotees. 

 

In the temple room of ISKCON Vrndavana I gave the morning 
lecture to over a hundred bundled up devotees. We didn’t speak 
about rasa or conjugal moods, just straight from Prabhupada’s 
examples given for the verse translated by Prabhupada, our master. 
Was it okay? Passable.  

 
I looked out and saw 
one sannyasi with scarf wrapped over neck and mouth, 
and the other eccentric one, 
eyes rolled up, and  
when I looked again he was asleep. 
Someone asked me after the speech, 
“Why did Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati 
chastise his disciples when they didn’t  
give the beggar some paisa?” 
 
Because he saw they were hard-hearted. 
 
In Vrndavana today it’s cold and  
dark-skied. Yesterday it was sunny. 
I like the sunny days, 
when the heart lightens and  
I’m going to make it through. 
But I can’t chant with love 
or remorse or anything. 
Lord, Lord, help me. 

 

Comment: Is it more intense to give a class in Vrndavana, in front 
of Prabhupada and the Deities? Yes. It’s special. It’s rewarding. 
But I always feel responsible when I take the seat of Vyasa. When 
you speak to so many devotees in the holy dhama, it’s extra special.  
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Lecturing in Vrndavana is special because it’s a holy place. It is 
said that when one speaks from the Bhagavatam, the speaker, the 
hearer, and the place all become purified. Well, Vrndavana, like 
Naimisaranya, is already a purified place. Speaking to the sadhus 
gathered in such a place, one feels particularly compelled to speak 
from the parampara, to represent Srila Prabhupada. 

 
Next is a series of crayon drawings. There’s a freestyle drawing of 

a thin man in devotee clothes, walking to the left and wearing 
eyeglasses. The caption says, “Tirtha going.” The next picture 
shows my rendition of the Madana-mohana Temple domes, and 
the caption says “Vrndavana! Vrndavana!” The next drawing 
shows a devotee with a knit cap, painting a picture of Krishna. The 
caption says, “Painting the holy form in the holy land.” The last 
picture shows a devotee with a big swami hat, bundled up in a 
jacket with his hands in front of his face. The caption says, 
“Bundled up.” 

 
Vrndavana catechism: I believe in the holy ghost, the forgiveness 

of sins, Akrura-ghata, the old mother who wears saffron, and 
everyone’s right to be disappointed in me. I believe in the sands of 
Ramana-reti. 

 
I believe I will get out there and see it. 
I believe in Abhirama’s house and the reddish  
flowers that grow there on that metal frame. 
I believe Bhagatji lived there and 
gave me an orange once. I believe in Prabhupada, 
who makes all this remembrance possible. 

January 28th, 12:20 a.m. 

I’m reading about Krishna showing Mother Yasoda the universal 
form. A speculation occurred to me: How could Vyasadeva write 
these pastimes? How did he know they happened? Lord Krishna 
and Vyasa collaborated to write the Bhagavatam. Vyasadeva himself 
is an incarnation of God, so it’s not surprising he knew the Lord’s 
pastimes. After Narada coached him, Vyasadeva sat in meditation 
and saw the Lord with all His internal energies alongside the 
material energy. 
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Then I thought that the act of writing down the pastimes was 
almost as important as the pastimes themselves. Or, to put it 
another way, you could say one reason for Krishna’s enacting His 
pastimes is that He wanted them to be recorded for the people of 
the future. Otherwise, what is the meaning of the saying that 
Krishna came to earth to perform His pastimes in order to attract 
the living beings back to Goloka? How would He attract them? He 
would perform His activities during the 125 years He remained on 
earth, but the billions of people who were born after He departed 
would never hear about them – unless they were written down. 

To some, my next thought may seem a ridiculous application of 
this teaching, but I’ll write it here anyway. It occurred to me that 
I’m living my life in order to write it down, and that’s not such a 
bad thing. The things that happen in my life are not “pastimes,” 
glorious events to be remembered forever, but they’re worth 
recording because I am following Prabhupada’s instructions. I 
drew two lessons from this: 1) I should live my life as ideally as 
possible so that I don’t leave a disastrous, tawdry record; 2) I 
should consider the act of recording it to be important. 
 

Comment: In the preceding passage I said I should live an 
exemplary life. What does that mean? Basically, it means following 
the four rules, chanting Hare Krishna, and being faithful to 
Prabhupada. A life lived in that way is something worth recording. 
And because you’re searching for authenticity, and writing about it, 
you set a good example. Your honesty is also exemplary.  
 

While writing the first three volumes of Every Day, Just Write, 
there were several times I had to re-affirm my purpose. I thought 
of experimenting with other forms of writing but always came 
back to thinking this was the best way forward. It allowed me to 
search for the truth by recording my daily activities. I didn’t have 
to invent anything, and I didn’t have to confine myself to a specific 
scriptural topic. I would live my life and write and search for 
myself through writing. And I would also read Prabhupada’s books 
and comment on them. The process of writing Every Day, Just Write 
continued for many volumes. I felt I was on to something. This 
was authenticity for me.  
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Other literary figures have tried to search for the authentic self 
through writing. Thoreau and Kierkegaard, for instance, did a lot 
of journal writing. The process of journal writing is all right as long 
as you have Krishna in front of the zeroes; a long line of zeroes – 
no matter how many volumes you write – is still zero unless you 
put a one in front of it, then those zeroes become a thousand or a 
million. Many who have turned to writing in search of the self 
have become discouraged. Some have even turned to suicide. 
 

Some artists have thought the way to find the truth was to live in 
a worldly way, to experience everything to the fullest. They didn’t 
recommend a life of solitude or prayer but rather a life of 
sensuality, chasing intoxication and sex and so forth. This is not 
my path. 
 

“Honesty” can take different forms. One type of honesty can be 
seen in the immensely popular American poet Charles Bukowski. 
He wrote about going to the racetrack, drinking excessively, 
chasing women, violence, and so on. He was open about his 
debaucheries, and people appreciated that honesty. He wrote so 
straight, not hiding anything.  
 

He couldn’t really help anyone, despite the fact that his poetry 
was so accessible.  
  Another sort of honesty can be seen in the early Christians who 
led extremely renounced lives, flogged themselves, fasted, stayed 
on their knees, lived in caves, and so on. They wanted to deny the 
flesh, to punish the body. But this sort of life is not recommended 
in our tradition. Each age has its own religious process, and that 
process should be followed, whatever it is. Prabhupada taught us 
to just “add Krishna” to whatever we were doing and to preach 
Krishna consciousness. That was enough of an austerity without 
having to punish the flesh. 
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In the Bhagavad Gita, austerity of this sort is categorized in the 
modes of ignorance and passion. 
 

That type of austerity is also considered a disturbance to society. 
 

A Russian devotee named Anent was filming me for TV. As 
soon as he left I met with Samika Rsi. We talked about how, to 
alleviate a headache, I could sometimes take a painkiller while on a 
long trip. I won’t use them at other times.  

Update: This just shows my state in 1997. I was getting so many 
headaches in Vrndavana, but I wasn’t taking any medicine. My 
disciple, who was a doctor, was advising that I try to take a 
painkiller while on long plane trips. He even told me that some 
people take painkillers or other medicine their whole lives, despite 
the side effects. But to me it was a sin to take medicine of any sort, 
and my servant Madhu also strongly enforced this. My feelings 
have since changed. 
 

Vrnda No. 14 

 
Vrnda, Vrnda, I can’t direct this 
one to you. I’m just a fellow who 
met the Swami back then. 
Really, Vrnda, I could have  
spent this day better, watered 
Tulasi-devi and walked around her. 
No, I didn’t go to my Swami’s 
rooms and sit there and write. 
Don’t know if I’ll take a pill 
on that long plane journey… 
And night is coming. 
The parrots, 
days running out 
on another stay.  
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Next is another series of crayon drawings. One drawing is 
superimposed on a page of handwriting. It shows a devotee in a 
dhoti with no shirt on, walking with a cane. The caption says, 
“Walking the Vrndavana lanes.” The next picture shows a man 
with a hooded sweatshirt, writing on a piece of paper. The 
handwritten caption says, “Caught in Vrndavana.” Then, there’s a 
picture of a sannyasi with a few captions. One says, “Got walking 
stick.” Another, at the top of the page, says, “Let’s see you take 
more advantage of living in Vrndavana.” A thought bubble above 
his head says, “I get headaches.” In a picture attached to the same 
drawing a monkey is stealing the sannyasi’s glasses, and another 
caption says, “Monkey steals his glasses.” Right beside the 
monkey, wagging its tail is a big fat Vrndavana hog, black on the 
bottom. The last picture is an abstraction, with loops and musical 
notes. It’s attractive. It’s labeled “Inner music.” 
 

Comment: I felt particularly good about doing drawings while in 
India, both in Puri and in Vrndavana. Whatever you do there is 
Krishna-ized, because the place is so holy. So, to place myself in 
Vrndavana, even though I was struggling, and draw pictures of 
myself walking the dusty lanes, writing in my room, or even having 
my glasses stolen by monkeys, seemed to be taking advantage of 
special opportunities. I was glad I had the presence of mind to take 
out my crayons while I was in Vrndavana. 
 

February 1, 1997 

There was a good moment in the disciples’ meeting yesterday 
when one of my disciples asked a challenging question and I 
groped around to find the right answer. I had just presented the 
four stages of Lectio Divina – literally “divine reading,” a Christian 
method for deep and meditative study of the scriptures that 
involves four steps: read, meditate, pray, and contemplate. And I 
demonstrated the process by using a passage from the “Krishna 
Book.” The disciple asked, “Is this from the Christians?” I answer 
with one word: Yes. Then he asked, “Do any of our acaryas teach 
this?” At first I couldn’t think of any good examples, so I said that 
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everything comes from the Vedas. But then I hit upon Lord 
Caitanya in the Gambhira. The Lord actually went through the 
four steps: 1) He would hear recited a verse from Srimad 
Bhagavatam, usually a verse about the gopis from the Tenth Canto; 
2) In the mood of Srimati Radharani, He would deeply meditate 
on the content of the verse; 3) He would compose prayers in His 
own words; and 4) Following these steps brought Him profound 
feelings of love and union with Krishna. (In the process of Lectio 
Divina, the final stage, contemplation, is a form of silent prayer in 
which the adept practitioner is said to be in loving communion 
with God.) So there! I wasn’t advocating something alien to our 
sampradaya. Lord Caitanya did it. 
 

February 1, 1997  

Reading Prabhupada’s books is like taking medicine, medicine we 
need to ingest constantly. But its significance goes beyond that. It’s 
a nourishing and tasty food. Why would we ever stop? It’s a shame 
if we abandon such nourishment, out of disgust or for any other 
reason, and crave novelty for its own sake. Prabhupada does say 
that “variety is the mother of enjoyment,” but we can find variety 
in his books. 

One devotee wrote to me on this point. He said, “Faith is a 
conscious choice. I do want to see Prabhupada as absolute, but I 
can see that I won’t attain that loyalty cheaply. I will have to make 
the first investment and then wait for reciprocation. This point 
makes me appreciate so much what you are saying. You say 
Prabhupada saved you. He is the one who convinced you of 
Krishna consciousness. It was Prabhupada who quelled your 
doubts, not someone else. I honestly appreciate your lack of 
adventurousness, as you call it. No matter how many gurus the 
sastras say we have, I want to follow your mood with honesty and 
conviction.” 

But there’s more to it than the amazing but isolated historical 
fact of Prabhupada’s having saved me in 1966. Even if that was all 
he’d done, I would still owe him my life. It was such an 
extraordinary change in my life. Prabhupada did more than turn 
my life around. It’s beyond linear history. He plucked me out of a 
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life that was a mixture of good and bad and gave me something 
entirely different. I could never have found such a life on my own, 
even if I had somehow stumbled onto the Bhagavad Gita or the 
Upanisads. Emerson and Thoreau stumbled upon the Hari-vamsa at 
Harvard University over 100 years ago. That’s quite an esoteric 
book, and yet it didn’t change them; they didn’t become devotees 
of Krishna. 

It’s for that reason I love to remember 1966. It’s not that, over 
40 years ago, Prabhupada gave me initiation but has done little for 
me since. He has given me, and so many others, a life to continue 
in Krishna consciousness. The journey, the pursuit of that life, is 
something he has given in his books. When you surrender to a 
guru, it’s comprehensive, total. If the guru says, “These are the 
books you should read.” You can’t jettison them later. Then it’s an 
act of faith to constantly go back to them and push past the 
repetitiveness of what they contain. 

Nowadays we face challenges we never had to face in the past. 
Back then no one dared say that Prabhupada didn’t give us 
everything, that Prabhupada only “cleaned the pot,” that he only 
chopped down rough jungle weeds of mayavada philosophy and 
now we’re ready for someone else to give us the nectar. These 
challenges have been made, and now we have to meet them by 
finding everything in Prabhupada’s books. What we need is there 
in the Caitanya-caritamrta and in Prabhupada’s other books, but 
there are also warnings. Don’t take them cheaply. For that reason I 
pray that I will be able to do whatever I can to find satisfaction in 
Prabhupada’s books alone. 
 

Yellow straw mats with green elephants on them, parrots outside. 
Me, inside this room, where he sat and talked to so many. 
Preached and managed. Didn’t want his disciples to be cheated or 
deviant or lazy. He reprimanded us: “Stay in ISKCON. Do your 
work. Don’t be like a monkey at Radha-kunda.” Don’t be a 
monkey, associating with the Radha-kunda babajis.  

Krishna-Balarama statue on black mantle. Framed pictures of 
Radha-Gokulananda from the old days. Radha-Damodara, the old 
days, 1977, when he was here. Nothing new to say. 

After the flood that has passed over, you mean you have nothing 
to say? 
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Peace and quiet. 
Master is master. 
ISKCON is afloat despite . . . 
I’m not adding to the trouble. 
I am trying to “set a good example,” as we say. 
 

February 4th, 12:30 a.m. 

Thank you for assuring me that the diary form would 
accommodate the needs of art as well as the needs of my Krishna 
conscious expression. What we are saying is to write in a way that 
will not hinder my sadhana and that will fulfill my desires to 
produce literary art. If it’s the diary form that does this, then I 
should be glad for the discovery and go with it. I should push its 
potential to the limit. And I don’t have to think of it as just a diary. 
It’s real writing; writing through a life touched by my attempts to 
be a devotee. 

 

Night Notes 

I’m lying on my back while Bhagavat Dasa gives me acupressure 
just before I take rest for the night. I hear the wonderful sounds of 
Vrndavana – the temple bell ringing at 6:30 p.m. for the evening 
arati. I associate that bell with Srila Prabhupada during his last days 
here. At the same time I hear the temple bell, a flock of peacocks 
calls out. Not so “wonderful” are the screeching, chattering, and 
grunting monkeys I can hear nearby. But they’re also a part of it. 
During the night I’ll hear the chokidhar walking by, banging loudly 
with his stick, insensitive to the guesthouse full of sleeping 
devotees. He makes a gruff sound, “Ho! Ho!” to show the 
monkeys who’s boss. And when in the morning I return to my 
room after mangala-arati, I can clearly hear the duet between a man 
and woman, their voices streaming out of a loudspeaker from a 
nearby asrama. He sings, “Govinda, Radhe Radhe,” and she sings 
back, “Radhe Govinda, Radhe Govinda.” Their voices alternate 
back and forth in a very interesting, very musical way. We may 
object that theirs is not a bona fide mantra, but it is nonetheless the 
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names of Radha and Govinda and nothing more. All sounds in 
Vrndavana are different from the sounds we might hear elsewhere. 

As I said in the class this morning, Vrndavana was not just 
Prabhupada’s residence. It is the residence of all Gaudiya 
Vaisnavas. Though culturally we may feel like foreigners here, we 
should feel religiously at home. Nowhere else, not even in India, 
do we find so many people of “our religion,” with bead bags, the 
same tilaka, chanting Hare Krishna, and worshipping Radha and 
Krishna as the all in all. So, I’m appreciating Vrndavana even as I 
get closer to the last days of my visit. Tonight, Janmastami Dasa, 
who is trying to live here as long as he can, said that the local 
devotees sometimes talk about a “transcendental boot” that kicks 
you out of the holy dhama. They are always fearful that it might 
kick them. That boot easily finds a person like me who is just a 
tender visitor. But I hope there is something like a return 
permission; maybe the future holds a longer stay for me. 
Prabhupada once angrily denounced a disciple who had left 
ISKCON Vrndavana to live at Radha-kunda with the babajis there. 
Prabhupada said, “Don’t become a monkey!” Whatever I do, I 
want to please Prabhupada, and I think that means contributing to 
his mission.  

 
Comment: The time I felt most at home in Vrndavana was when I 

stayed for several months at Baladeva’s house. I really settled in 
and felt like a Hindu sannyasi or a sadhu. I was going to see 
Narayana Maharaja in those days, and that added to the spice. I 
wasn’t attending the morning program in ISKCON, and only 
occasionally went to the temple. But I associated with my 
Godbrothers there in Vrndavana. I have mostly not felt at home in 
Vrndavana. But the point I was making is that Vrndavana is our 
religious home, we ISKCONites, because the Vrajavasis are in the 
same sampradaya as us. Like us, they wear Vaisnava tilaka, and their 
Deities are Radha and Krishna. Furthermore, in Vrndavana the 
Muslims are in the minority, which is not the case in other parts of 
India. 

 
Even Mayapura does not have so many Krishna conscious 

persons living outside the dhama. 
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In each of the disciples’ meetings, I have been citing references 
and speaking about the same topics: 1) living in Vrndavana, 2) 
reading the scriptures, 3) japa, and 4) the relationship between the 
spiritual master and the disciple. 

When speaking on the last topic, I always read something from 
one of my books. My point is that the best way my disciples can 
relate to me is by reading my books. Only in my writing am I able 
to be most honest and intimate. Last night I read from the first 
chapter of my book Radio Shows. It ends with the words “This has 
become the assumption of my writing life and the code I live by.” 
In that section of the book I describe my participation in a 
harinama party in Verona, Italy. My perceptions were those of the 
mechanical man – not very deep – but then I assert that it is 
worthwhile to write about any experience in order to preserve the 
moment, “rather than lose, lose, lose – ayur harati vai pumsam.” 

 
Comment: There are some disciples who don’t read my books. I 

tell them that they should read my books, but some of them are 
simply not readers. Still, it’s possible such disciples can have a 
close relationship with me, even without reading my books. 

 

5:15 p.m. 

While walking over to the MVT to give our last disciples’ 
meeting I was met by the bright warm sunshine. How nice! Small 
monkey on the ledge of a one-story building, and me with a stick 
in my hands. During the meeting, I read about leaving Vrndavana 
from Wild Garden 1992, about reading Srila Prabhupada’s books 
from Cc. Asraya, and about japa from Begging for the Nectar of the Holy 
Name. I didn’t talk much in between, and I didn’t read the sections 
I had planned to read as examples of the intimate relationship 
available through my books. I decided those sections were too 
intimate to read to a group. A relationship like that exists just 
between me, and each one of you, whenever you read my books. 
In this way I honored the precious relationship between reader and 
author. Moreover, you can only do so much with such a large, 
diverse group. Anyway, some of them know. And I know.  
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February 8th 

Giving the Hindi class was fun. I restrained myself while 
speaking about the gopis complaining to Mother Yasoda about 
Krishna’s naughty activities, the accusations that Krishna ate dirt 
and so forth. I didn’t want to play it up too much or to be too 
corny. Even so, it’s sweet to speak straight from Krishna’s 
pastimes. In the verses we read how Mother Yasoda made an 
important philosophical point about surrender to Krishna’s will 
when we don’t see the purpose of some overwhelming situation. 
Srila Prabhupada advised us to follow that same path. Somehow 
Krishna gives me the intelligence to speak in a balanced way.  

It was fun speaking in Prabhupada’s residence. He was present in 
his murti form, sitting at his desk. The audience was devotees who 
only speak Hindi, almost all men. Their faces were brownish, 
wrapped in scarves, humble looking. There were also some 
Western devotees, mostly my disciples: blond-haired Trivikrama 
Dasa, Ekatvam from Puerto Rico in a big green winter jacket, and 
matajis from America, Australia, Finland, and some other places. 
During the question and answer session I gave preference to the 
Hindi-speaking devotees. I took a firmer control over their 
questions than I normally would have and spoke to them as a 
teacher. I played the role. When a devotee asked me what to do if 
he can’t fully surrender, I asked, “Did you think you would be 
surrendered by now?” When a devotee said that his life is a failure 
and asked to know why, since Krishna wants him to surrender, I 
replied, “Your life is not a failure, but you have to prove that your 
will to surrender is strong and that you won’t accept maya.”  

I have been complaining that I’ve not been able to get a taste of 
Vrndavana dhama, but certainly this was a real Vrndavana event. 
ISKCON Vrndavana is also Vrndavana. And the heart of 
ISKCON Vrndavana is to be able to repeat the teachings in 
Prabhupada’s Bhagavatam purports to an audience like I did today. 

 

Noon 

Yesterday I told the devotees they should examine themselves to 
find out why they’re leaving Vrndavana. It’s probably because they 
are not fit to live here. Maybe they are admitting that they don’t 
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want to live here, or maybe they hold some idealistic notion that 
they would like to live in Vrndavana, but they know they’re not fit. 

For an ISKCON devotee, to live in Vrndavana means finding 
service in the Krishna-Balarama Mandira. That can be demanding. 
Maybe there is nothing here for us to do. Are we leaving because 
there is no service for us? Or are we leaving because we want to 
preach? That is a good reason, in fact the main reason, to leave. 
That is the reason why Prabhupada left Vrndavana. 

 

February 9th, 9:30 a.m. 

This morning in Prabhupada’s Samadhi Mandira several more 
sannyasis and GBC men were in attendance. Madhu and I had the 
same thought: time to go. In fact, we’ve overstayed our welcome. 
Two of the new arrivals said they want to meet with me, but 
there’s no time, given my limited capabilities. 

We decided to leave by 5:00 a.m. tomorrow, and we have a place 
to stay in Delhi until final arrangements are made for our flight 
home. It’s an abrupt departure from Vrndavana, but I have already 
settled matters in my mind about my inability to enter Vrndavana. 
Staying here longer would not be good. I’ll leave, but with hopes 
to return in a better frame of mind. We are purchasing round-trip 
tickets so that we can come back next year. 

 
Returning to the writing exercises from Natalie Goldberg’s Old 

Friend from Far Away, there is this one, under the heading “polite”: 
“What are you not willing to reveal? Go. Ten minutes.” 

I’ve already written about my fall-down. I’m not willing to go 
into details. I won’t rehash that thing. There’s no benefit in that. 
On another topic, I don’t want to admit that I’m kind of a recluse, 
because it’s so frowned upon in ISKCON. But I’ve got my health 
issues. And I’m old enough; I’ve spent enough years in a religious 
institution paying my socialization dues. Now I’m retired and 
satisfied living in relative solitude with two other men and 
occasional visitors. I communicate through my books. Thoreau, 
for instance, liked to live alone. He wasn’t ashamed of it. I’m not 
ashamed of it either, but I have to keep it a secret to some extent. 
Otherwise, “they” would get down on me. I just want to slip by 
and only appear in public virtually by publishing my daily poem or 
autobiographical excerpts or excerpts from books I’ve written. I go 
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online every day. That’s enough for me. That’s my big open secret. 
If anyone out there takes the time to think about it, it’s not so hard 
to figure me out. I don’t show up at festivals or visit temples or 
attend management events. Most days I go to bed by 7:15 in the 
evening. I take a short walk in the morning and then I sit in my 
house all day. I like the company of my few companions. It’s really 
not hard to see that I’m a bit of a recluse. 

Another exercise: “What have you tried to repair? Ten minutes. 
Go.” I have tried to repair my relationships with those disciples 
who don’t forgive me for my mistakes and my misbehavior. I 
know they don’t want to hear from me, even by letter, so there’s 
nothing I can do to re-connect. But in a number of cases disciples 
have, over time, forgiven me and come back to me. This happened 
just recently when Manu from Ireland went out of his way while 
on a trip to New York City and came to see me at Stuyvesant Falls. 
We had a wonderful reunion, and he discussed his feelings about 
me – his having returned to feeling positively about me. Sesa’s 
wife, Madhumati, also came to see me, accompanied by her 
husband, and emphatically told me that she believed in me and 
accepted me as her spiritual master. She had been silent for many 
years. I had thought of it as a sign of her having turned away, but 
she said that was not the case. As with Manu, I was very relieved 
and grateful when Madhumati returned to me and again fully 
accepted me as her spiritual master. I, too, fully accepted her as my 
disciple. The same thing happened with my disciple Tulasi-priya 
and her husband Ekendra. She had been soured by past events but 
mellowed out over time. She came to visit me and sang for me and 
it was wonderful. Madhava, a former GNP press worker, had also 
left. That was a heavy loss for me. We had been very close, but he 
wrote to me that he didn’t accept me as his guru anymore and that 
he was especially put off by what he saw as my dishonesty. But 
then a devotee friend of his died, and as he grieved for the loss of 
his friend he began to think about how close he had been to me, 
and he grieved for the loss of our relationship. He wrote a letter of 
reconciliation, and slowly we have exchanged letters. I have not 
heard any word from his wife, Guruseva, who was also my disciple 
and a great champion of my artwork. Bhagavata Dasi in Ireland 
wrote me a letter asking permission to take shelter of Sivarama 
Swami as her siksa-guru. But then she later wrote back and said she 
wanted to rekindle her relationship with me. We have exchanged a 
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few letters. Mahamantra Dasi, also from Ireland, wrote me, that 
she was terminating her relationship with me, and seeking siksa 
from Sivarama Swami. In her case it seems the decision was final. 
My Korean disciple, Caitanya-daya, took shelter of Tripurari 
Swami, and I’ve not heard from her again. Prema-bhakti-marga has 
also taken shelter of Tripurari Maharaja, though she maintains a 
formal, distant relationship with me. I can only keep my nose 
clean, be humble, keep publishing on the internet and in books, 
and wait for my other estranged disciples to come back. It’s 
possible to repair a broken relationship, but not by me trying to 
approach disciples who do not want to communicate.  

 
Comment: Many of the people I initiated left me not because of 

my fall-down but for their own reasons long before the events that 
drove the others away. I felt the pain of rejection when disciples 
who had been close to me left, disciples like Madhava and 
Guruseva. I wish I could have a relationship with them again, a 
correspondence at least. I would like them to look to me as their 
spiritual master. But in so many cases they have drifted away and 
there is nothing I can do to bring them back. Because I was one of 
the original 11 “chosen” gurus, I was dragged into the large-scale 
initiation business from the beginning. Many disciples I had to 
accept without being properly acquainted with them. They didn’t 
really know what they were getting into, and I didn’t know what I 
was getting into with them. Over the years, I’ve become 
disillusioned by it. When disciples started leaving, I began to 
wonder what I had gotten myself into.  

 
“What tortures you or keeps you awake at night?” I take sleeping 

pills at night, so I don’t wake up in the middle of the night. But 
during afternoon naps I sometimes have dreams that wake me up. 
I often dream of being back in the navy, or back in college, or of 
being in a confrontation with certain ISKCON devotees. These 
dreams are sometimes troublesome, but I correct them when I’m 
awake, and I return to my normal consciousness and my present 
position in life. I am not significantly haunted by the past.  

“Nothing: Tell me why nothing worked and when you felt you 
were stuck where you were. Don’t complain, give the specifics.” 
When I was holding down all my GBC duties and had a lot of guru 
responsibilities and I was sometimes getting headaches, I felt I was 
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stuck. There was nothing I could do to get rid of the headaches. 
But recently, by moving to Stuyvesant Falls, my headaches have 
abated and I’m getting relief. Nitai-Gaurasundara has given me 
some medication, and I’ve stopped traveling, even to places where 
I have disciples. I no longer feel as if I’m stuck or like nothing is 
working. As long as I can accept this peaceful, solitary life I think 
I’ll be okay.  

“Facing it: There are times when monkey mind is screaming so 
loud you can’t think. No understanding of it helps. Here, then, is a 
helpful device: give monkey mind space to let it rip. Give her a 
voice. Go. Ten minutes.”  

You are stupid for doing these assignments from Natalie 
Goldberg’s book. It’s maya. It’s no way to write a memoir. In fact, 
the whole idea of autobiography is wrong. I heard somebody say 
that a Vaisnava doesn’t write about himself; he writes about 
Krishna. Some of the memories of Prabhupada are all right, but 
not the memories of childhood or the rest of your life before 
Krishna consciousness. You’re just doing a literary dance, playing 
like an author. Writing about yourself before you were a devotee is 
just garbage. You even wrote about having a mistress; that should 
be taken out and not published in the book. The GBC might 
chastise you even if you put in something like that after you’re 
dead. I had a dream – I forgot what it was. I’m monkey mind, and 
I’m telling you you’re stupid, that you’re in maya. It’s the material 
energy. You think it’s interesting, but you’re a jerk.  

“Make a list of foolish things you do. During the week, write 
about them.”  

I watch a half hour of a comedy movie each night before I go to 
bed. Baladeva gets the movies from Netflix. Or we choose 
something from whatever is on TV. I’ve watched movies with 
Adam Sandler, Will Ferrell, Bill Murray, Robin Williams, Eddie 
Murphy, Charlie Chan, Gene Wilder, Richard Pryor, Jerry Lewis. 
They are not Krishna conscious or socially uplifting. Some of them 
are profane in one way or another. They’re rated PG, not to be 
watched without parental guidance if you’re less than 13 years old. 
They have sexual themes in them. I watch them on the 
prescription of Stanford University research that “love and 
laughter” is the best treatment for patients who are chronically ill. 
Baladeva and I watch them together, and when the feature is over 
we gesture to each other as if to say, “So there, you watched it, and 
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there wasn’t much to it but it was funny.” This is connected to 
telling the truth. 

I think I’m doing wrong by watching movies. But it gives me a 
bit of relaxation at the end of the day so I’m able to sleep better. I 
look forward to the light entertainment. 

Comment: For the last six months I’ve been keeping a journal 
during the time that I used to watch TV. I no longer watch 
television at all. 
  Another comment: I was asked to list the witless things that I do, but 
I only listed one thing. There are other things I could add to my 
list: getting in anxiety over things, obsessing over things, worrying 
about the GBC, rebelling against the GBC. My world is overrun 
with straw men. 

“Ordinary: Write about the clichés to the actual specifics of your 
memory. Tell us about your life even if it was ordinary.” 

For about three years I was a case worker for the department of 
welfare on the Lower East Side of New York City, and in Boston 
and Cambridge, Massachusetts, for two or three years. At first I 
did it real straight. I went to all the clients on my case load, visited 
them in their slum apartments, heard what they needed, and then 
went back to the welfare office, where I dictated the details of my 
visit and asked for a check for a refrigerator or whatever it was my 
clients needed. After a while I met the Swami. I kept my job, but I 
gave him my paycheck. Soon I started faking some of the visits. I 
would leave the office, but instead of visiting clients I would go to 
the Swami’s apartment and type the dictation for his books. I 
managed to do some actual work for the welfare office so that I 
could bluff my way through it. After a while I moved to Boston to 
open an ISKCON center there, and I transferred to the Boston 
department of welfare. At that time I got more extreme in my 
negligence. Once my supervisor phoned the temple, and I 
answered the phone – I was supposed to be out visiting clients! He 
grounded me so that I had to stay in the office and work from nine 
to five. I got tired of that so I transferred to the Cambridge, 
Massachusetts department of welfare. There, they kept me in the 
office too. I worked in the Medicaid department, where there was 
literally nothing to do. I worked in a unit with four women. The 
supervisor was an eccentric black lady. Really, there was nothing at 
all to do. I just sat at my desk and shuffled papers, separated paper 
clips, went out for lunch for an hour, and then came back and sat 
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at my desk and went through the motions until I could leave at 
5:00 p.m. Day after day I did nothing, and the elderly ladies in the 
unit pretty much did the same. We tolerated our supervisor’s 
temper tantrums. My paycheck was needed to help maintain the 
Boston temple until a few years had passed and the devotees were 
collecting enough money on sankirtana that I could quit. 

 
“Write about swimming.” 
I learned to swim, but I wasn’t good at it. I didn’t know how to 

kick my legs, and I couldn’t swim for long. The best thing I can 
remember about swimming is from when my parents owned a 
summerhouse in Avalon, New Jersey. They had a canal in the back 
yard, and I was able to cross the canal to the other side, take a brief 
rest, and then swim back again toward the house. I once went surf 
bathing in Trinidad and hit my head on the bottom. Twice in India 
I came frighteningly close to drowning, in both cases from diving 
into rivers that were flowing too swiftly. In the Yamuna in 
Vrndavana I felt myself being carried away for quite a long 
distance. I didn’t like it, since I wasn’t a strong swimmer. I 
panicked and made quick strokes against the tide to reach the 
shore, but I came to a big iron pontoon, and at first, it seemed the 
current would pull me under it. In a panic I swam away from the 
pontoon and somehow reached the shore. In Mayapura I, along 
with some stronger and more athletic GBC members, dove off a 
high embankment and found myself being carried off in the 
current of the Ganges, which was actually much stronger than the 
current I’d escaped in the Yamuna. I immediately panicked and 
tried swimming strenuously to reach the shore. I was carried 
downstream but managed to reach the shore, where I could barely 
hold on long enough to find a grip and climb up the steep 
embankment. After these experiences I no longer dove into 
flowing rivers but only into peaceful kundas, swimming back and 
forth a few yards before getting out. I don’t like being in water 
over my head. 

 
“How poor were you?”  
While living on the Lower East Side, I ran out of savings. I took 

temporary office jobs and part-time employment in the library. I 
was able to pay my rent but didn’t have much money for clothes 
or food. I used to buy a carton of milk and a dozen chocolate 
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doughnuts for supper. Or I would buy a box of chocolate chip 
cookies and make a meal of them. One summer I had so little 
money that I would often consume only a quart of orange juice 
from the bodega. I became scrawny and skinny and spent what 
money I had on marijuana. I didn’t eat well again until I met the 
Swami and began going to the temple for two bowls of “heavenly 
porridge” or to his apartment for generous helpings at lunchtime. 
As a devotee, I ate regularly.  

“Be caring, interested, and curious about the ups and downs, 
vicissitudes and trials of your existence. Name them without 
judgment.”  

Being in the navy was the first trial in my life. Living under the 
orders of confinement and under the enforcement of authorities 
was hard. You couldn’t drink or smoke on the ship, and you could 
go out except you had to be back by midnight. When I first 
entered the navy I spent two weeks in the barracks. The first time 
they let us out overnight I went to a girlfriend’s house and broke 
down sobbing. I drew on inner resources and endured. Besides, I 
had an easy assignment in the public information office as a 
journalist. It meant mostly typing and writing news stories. The 
great freedom I had been looking forward to after the navy turned 
out to be lonely and loveless. I got into a love triangle over a girl 
and turned out the loser. I had bad trips on LSD and jumped out a 
window, breaking both my heels. (In old age the left foot is still 
crippled with arthritis.) But I had great optimism and happiness in 
my first six months living with the Swami in his Lower East Side 
storefront and apartment. Then serving him in separation for 
almost four years in Boston was austere but rewarding. The whole 
experience of living in the movement and rising up in the ranks 
was positive and responsible, but the guru worship turned out to 
be exaggerated and mistaken. In-fighting and politics between the 
GBC and the rank and file movement, the book distribution tactics 
at the airports, and the anti-cult movement proved stressful and 
traumatic. My later fall-down with a woman was disastrous to my 
reputation, and the exposure was humiliating. The censorship and 
banning of my book, Sanatorium, was humiliating. These events 
brought me to the point of considering leaving ISKCON, but I 
managed to stay. My isolation within the movement sometimes 
makes me feel left out, but I realize what I want and what I can 
tolerate. I look to my death in the future and, as yet, don’t fear it.  
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The happiest moment in my life was probably the first months I 
spent with the Swami in 1966. 

 
“Weather.”  
I remember there was a big snowstorm when my paternal 

grandfather died. All my relatives, his sons and daughters, were 
gathered in the house. Uncle Mickey came down the stairs and 
said, “Pop is dead.” I scrambled under the table and looked for 
walnuts. I wrote a story about it in college called, “In Brooklyn 
snow.” It was published in Landscapes magazine and won a $25 
prize. In the story I tell how our Uncle Jimmy took us little kids 
out of the death house and played with us in the snow. I didn’t see 
my grandfather lying in wake, nor did I attend the funeral.  

There was another snowstorm at a time when aunts and uncles 
were visiting our house on Staten Island. They had planned to 
leave at night, but their cars were stuck in the snow, and all the 
men were outside trying to dig the cars out. I kept going into the 
bathroom and kneeling in front of the toilet, praying to God to let 
the men get their cars unstuck. Somehow my sister figured out 
why I kept going to the bathroom, and she teased me about it. 
They finally got the cars out and were able to drive home.  

One year in Wicklow, Ireland, it snowed so much and the wind 
was blowing so hard that there were 12-foot-high snowdrifts on 
the road. We couldn’t get out the front door of our cottage. 
Kirtana-rasa had brought us a rope ladder to use in case there was 
a fire, so we used it to climb out from the second floor window. 
When he bought the ladder people laughed at him for being 
overprotective, but it was put to good use in that snowstorm.  

In Ireland it sometimes rained for weeks on end. You just got 
used to it, or you even came to like it. People in Dublin would 
walk around the streets without umbrellas or raincoats. They have 
a saying there about a rainy day: “This is good high stool weather,” 
meaning it’s good weather for staying indoors, drinking beer on a 
high stool at the pub. In India it gets so hot in the summer season, 
from May through July that you have to stay indoors in the 
afternoon and turn on the electric fan. Often the electric power 
goes out, and you’re left with only a handheld fan. You sit and 
sweat and tolerate. Here in New York it snowed a lot last winter, 
and Baladeva had to repeatedly shovel our driveway and the 
driveway at Saci-suta’s (because they were away on holiday). The 
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ocean weather was calm for Prabhupada’s Atlantic crossing in 
1965. “If the Atlantic had shown its real face, I might not have 
survived,” he wrote. But Krishna protected the ship. 

“Fantasy: What fantasies can you admit to? Make a list and then 
write about them. They can be included in your memoir. In fact, 
the fantasy will enrich the memoir as long at it is obvious it’s 
fantasy, because it reveals a different aspect of your mind.” 

In my fantasy I’m an outgoing, dynamic preacher like 
Radhanatha Maharaja or Indradyumna Maharaja. I have good 
health and I travel and lecture a lot. I’m able to talk for an hour 
and a half at a time, and I hold my audience’s attention with strong 
sastric delivery that included siddhanta and lila. I also tell stories 
about my preaching adventures and the exciting things that happen 
to me wherever I go. Large audiences show up, eager to hear from 
me. I travel with a festival group that includes singers and dancers. 
Many people ask me for initiation. I don’t give it easily, but if they 
prove themselves over time, I accept them. Many of my disciples 
are qualified; they are professionals, and they have money they give 
to me for book publication, travel, and other projects. These 
disciples are leaders who make significant contributions (personal 
as well as financial) in serving the devotees and non-devotees in 
different areas of the world. Celebrities and some politicians are 
interested in me, and I meet with them privately to encourage 
them in pursuing spiritual culture in their busy lives. Some of them 
are not able to become full-time devotees, but they are favorable 
to me and try to help promote the Krishna consciousness 
movement in any way they can. 

In another fantasy I live on a self-sufficient farm, like Sivarama 
Swami does in Hungary. It’s a flourishing community, and most of 
the devotees are my disciples. Those disciples include capable 
managers, meaning that I am not involved in hands-on 
management at all. We have a herd of milk-giving cows, and oxen 
that pull plows. We meet our expenses by selling vegetables and 
milk, and we have a congregation of wealthy donors. I spend most 
of my time writing, and I read from my journal and recite my 
poems on Sunday mornings. I give a few classes and take walks 
around the farm with my disciples. I live in an isolated cabin with 
two brahmacari assistants. Many people visit the farm, and we have 
friendly neighbors and enjoy government support.  
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In another fantasy my books are bestsellers. I appear on TV 
shows and do book tours. People like the way I write, and my 
books are all in print, selling well, and translated into many 
languages. In addition, I have a lively website where I post popular 
video talks and readings. I’m a siksa-guru to many seekers, even 
those following other religious paths. Although I write straight 
Krishna consciousness, I am popular in ecumenical circles.  

 
“Tell me about a time you knew glory. Go. Jump in.” 
When I first took LSD it was a little frightening, but it became 

glorious. Now I can analyze the experience, and I know it was a 
hallucination. But, at the time, I felt my consciousness expanding, 
and I broke through the doors of my perception. I could see the 
world in vivid detail, and it seemed beautiful. When I was first 
introduced to Krishna consciousness and chanting Hare Krishna, I 
was willing to try it, partly because my mind had been expanded by 
taking LSD – it had made me more broad-minded. I had to stop 
taking LSD to actually practice Krishna consciousness, but it was 
initially a help to me. I took LSD about 50 times. Some of my trips 
were negative. One almost killed me. I wouldn’t recommend it to 
anyone. 

 
“Care: When did you pretend not to care?” 
When my fall-down was exposed I partly pretended not to care. I 

did care very much for my loss of reputation, but still I quoted the 
Bhagavad Gita, saying that fame and infamy are temporary and that 
one should be detached from them. I had to protect myself from 
too much depression and feelings of low self-esteem. I felt 
repentant, which I knew was a good thing. But I had to tell myself 
that Krishna and Prabhupada could forgive me, even if the society 
of devotees could not. So, in that sense, I pretended not to care.  

“Write three minutes on each of these topics. Stay with details.” 
“A memory of bread and butter.” 
I remember the bread and butter served in the mess hall on the 

USS Saratoga. Much of the food was slop I couldn’t eat, but the 
bread and butter was always delicious. I would always ask for a 
double portion. The bread was soft white bread, which I no longer 
eat or consider healthy, but at the time it was very appealing. The 
butter was soft and yellow and delicious, and you could spread it 
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smoothly over the bread. In the navy bread and butter and milk 
was my main fare.  

 
“A memory of drinking out of a bottle.” 
I remember drinking out of a large bottle of Coca-Cola when I 

worked at the beach in the Parks Department during the summers. 
I would eat a subway sandwich and drink a bottle of Coke and 
enjoy my leisurely lunch. I liked the sting of the soda. 

 
“A hill you knew.” 
There was a hill with trees on it near the storefront temple in 

Alston, Massachusetts. I used to go there when I wanted to be by 
myself and get some peace of mind in times of stress. I called it 
“Paramatma Hill” because when I went there I would 
communicate with the Lord in the heart. It was a refuge from the 
teenage hoodlums, fights with my wife, and anxieties about 
maintaining the temple and the preaching. 

 
“A recollection of mist.” 
I recall not only mist but also clouds on a mountaintop in Sicily. 

Jaya Govinda had arranged for us to use a man’s spacious house 
on the mountaintop, and Madhu, Jaya Govinda, and I spent 
several days there while I took a writing retreat. We used to go out 
for a walk in the morning. Nearby, there was a medieval fort still 
existing. The clouds rolled down the streets; it was so high above 
sea level. They were just like the clouds you see in the sky, white 
and substantial, and they passed around our bodies as we walked 
down the street in the morning. 

 
“A moment in a library.” 
I remember taking time out to read Prabhupada’s books in 

college libraries. I would sit at one of the carrels, a separate desk 
and chair where one could sit and do work in private. Sometimes I 
would get drowsy while reading, and my head would actually fall 
down and hit the desk. But I would persist and often got in some 
good licks in those library reading sessions. This was during the 
years when the BBT was regularly publishing new volumes of 
Prabhupada’s edition of Srimad Bhagavatam, and we were very 
excited to read them as they came out. I sometimes wrote my own 
purports after the Bhaktivedanta purports, such as I did with “The 
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Hamsa-guhya Prayers” in the Sixth Canto and with other sections 
of the Bhagavatam. I would sometimes spend two or three hours 
reading and writing in a carrel. 

 
“Tell what stifles you.” 
I’m stifled by my inner censor and by critics. I’m afraid I might 

write something that the GBC members object to. Aside from 
those critics, I have my own. I feel hesitant when I write memoirs 
that are not directly Krishna conscious. I know they have validity 
because they actually happened to me; they are impressions from 
real life. But I think as a sannyasi and a guru I’m supposed to write 
exclusively about things that are the absolute truth. And yet I have 
a desire for writing “in the mix,” for reporting raw sensual and 
mental data as it occurs to me while at the same time steering 
toward Krishna. But it’s often a struggle to allow myself to write 
the spontaneous first thoughts. 

 
“Now that you’ve cleared the way, what is it that you want to 

say? Step forward. Speak up front with no explanations.” 
I want to keep the things I’ve written about my English 

professor and about LSD. I don’t want to hide them. They are not 
the activities of a pure devotee, but I wasn’t always a devotee. I did 
those things, and they where meaningful to me. My memory wants 
to recall them, if only to say, “I did those things. They weren’t 
right, but they are part of my history in this body. You readers 
have a right to know these things about me. They’re part of my 
complete story.” I want to get them off my chest. I don’t think it 
will harm anyone to know about them. They’ll know what I’ve 
been through and what I’ve left behind. Things like that shouldn’t 
be left out of the complete story. I was a covered, delusioned 
being. This is what I have gotten free of.  

 
“What must you be patient about? Make a list to remind 

yourself.” 
I have to be patient about my progress in devotional service. I 

have to wait for improved japa. I hope to become more 
compassionate. I hope to become free of distractions. I have to be 
patient about overcoming my bad habits and other unwanted 
things, like finding fault with Vaisnavas or indulging in frivolous 
pursuits. I have to be patient that I am not yet a pure devotee or a 
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spontaneous lover of Radha and Krishna, Lord Caitanya, and Srila 
Prabhupada. I have to pray, “When will the day come when I will 
cry out and shed tears of remorse over my low and fallen 
condition?” 

 
“Exactly how do you feel about apples?” 
They put sliced apples on my breakfast plate along with the 

porridge, but I don’t eat them. I’m not interested. I prefer 
strawberries, raspberries, blueberries, or blackberries. I’ll eat a 
banana at lunch, with cottage cheese and pineapple slices and some 
cashews. That’s a light lunch. 

 
“What is your impression of plums?” 
Plums are a nice, decadent kind of fruit. You easily crush through 

the skin and eat the soft fleshy part. One plum is enough.  
 
“Can you eat five peaches in a row?” 
No! And I wouldn’t want to try. One peach is enough.  
 
“Why did summers mean so much – and why did the last two 

summers fail you?” 
When I was in school, summer was a long vacation, a time of 

freedom and play. Two summers I spent working, but that was all 
right. I had an easy job at the beach working for the Parks 
Department. Summers in India or the tropics are hard to bear. 
Summers in New York are nice. Summers don’t fail for me. Where 
I live now I get more visitors in the summer, but that’s okay. I 
don’t feel obliged to travel. There are plenty of flowers and birds at 
the bird feeders. Fresh fruit and extra vegetables are available.  

“What would your last word be? You cannot answer this off the 
top of your head. Let the answer come from some place other 
than your thoughts – let it rise like a dead fish from the bottom of 
the ocean, from the center of your belly.” 

I will probably say something like “Prabhupada” or “Hare 
Krishna.” At least I hope so. 

 
“What are you thankful for? Deep down full of vast affection.” 
I’m thankful for the life of Krishna consciousness that 

Prabhupada has given me. There has never been a dull moment. 
It’s been filled with so many adventures and challenges and duties 
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and rewarding moments spent in the association of the pure 
devotee and his disciples, the family of Krishna conscious 
Vaisnavas. Vast affection for His Divine Grace. He has given us 
japa, kirtana, his books, prasadam, the association of devotees. He 
has given us the heavy order to preach, and we are thankful for 
that, although we don’t fully measure up to it. He has given us the 
great opportunity to break the cycle of birth and death. If we act 
on it, we can make it out relatively soon. We’re thankful for his 
having given us transcendental life – talk about going through life 
with real purpose! 

 
“Begin a ten minute writing with ‘No, thank you.’ Every time you 

get stuck, write ‘No, thank you’ again and keep going.” 
No thank you to any rendezvous with women. To any meat 

eating and any form of intoxication. No illicit sex. No nirvisesa or 
sunyavadi; no Mayavadis or Buddhists. No atheistic thoughts. No 
thanks to serving on any GBC committee or managing any project 
in ISKCON. No thanks to any jet age parivrajakacarya preaching 
tours to different parts of the world. No thanks to long 
confrontational talks with heavy people. No thanks to saying I’ll go 
to India again, though I will go, but no thanks to making imminent 
plans to go. No thanks to Ernest Hemingway or any other 
novelist.  

 
“When did you know you were going to suffer but you went 

ahead anyway?” 
The last time I went to India. I decided to go because I read in 

one of Srila Prabhupada’s purports that devotees who take shelter 
of Radharani in Vrndavana are successful. That convinced me to 
go, even though I knew it would be difficult. For a month I stayed 
in a room five minutes from Krishna-Balarama Mandira. As soon 
as I got there, I got sick – diarrhea and headache. I just stayed in 
my room and didn’t go to the temple programs. I felt isolated and 
anxious. After my first illness went away I got another one – a cold 
with flu symptoms. They had to call a doctor, who gave me a shot. 
In the evenings I gave readings from Rupa Gosvami’s play 
Vidagdha-madhava and from my Vrndavana journal, which 
expressed mixed emotions about staying in the dhama. In the 
morning I would walk on the roof and chant japa with my disciples 
while warily watching the monkeys nearby. I went to lunch down 
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the block, where a man cooked for a group of us. I didn’t go out 
on any parikramas or visit any temples or holy places. The sounds 
of construction came from a building right next to the building I 
was staying in. Baladeva bought foam rubber and put it in my 
windows to reduce the sound. The long air flights going there and 
coming back were arduous.  

 
“Was there a time when you tried to be perfect?” 
I once tried to give a perfect Bhagavatam class for a large group of 

my disciples in Ireland. I chose to speak on several chapters that 
tell the story of Maharaja Citraketu, starting with his son being 
poisoned and continuing through his being cursed by Parvati and 
the rest. I studied all the verses and purports so thoroughly that I 
had the details memorized. I prepared for it like I had prepared for 
my Regents exams in my senior year of high school. I even made a 
recording of myself reading the chapters and played it at different 
times of the day – when I was eating, walking, and so on. The 
result of all this preparation was that I was able to completely relax 
in front of the group and speak in a conversational way, 
concentrating on an easy but dramatic delivery. I went on for over 
an hour without missing a beat, and I held their attention. Because 
it was such a large group I had assumed someone was recording 
my lecture. I asked for a copy of the masterpiece to distribute to 
my disciples in America and elsewhere. But no one recorded the 
talk! I was very disappointed, though I tried not to show it. It’s 
been over ten years since I gave that perfect talk. No one 
remembers it, and no one can benefit.  

 
Comment: I don’t think I could prepare like that again. It was too 

much intensive labor. With the possibility that the results of such 
labor might not get recorded, I’m not going to do it again. For 
example, I have a Vyasa-puja lecture coming up, but I haven’t even 
begun to think of what I’ll say. Probably, a few weeks before the 
event, I’ll start thinking about what I want to say. But I won’t 
prepare very precisely or elaborately. 

Last year I didn’t prepare fastidiously for my lecture on Vyasa-
puja, but I gave too many talks and had to travel a long way to get 
to Pennsylvania for the event. The result was that I had a 
breakdown and had pneumonia when I got back. That won’t 
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happen this year, because I’m having the Vyasa-puja here in New 
York right across the street. I’ll be able to relax. 

 
“Let’s try this one: how lucky have you been?”  
I’m lucky that I never had to fight in a war or consider draft-

dodging to avoid it. I was too young to fight in the Korean War. 
When the Vietnam War started I had just finished two years of 
active service in the navy, so I was never called to go. I also missed 
the Cuban missile crisis. When there was a blackout in New York 
City in the early 1960s and people were stuck in the subway, I got 
through it unscathed. I was working a temporary job in an office 
and I got off work just before the blackout. I caught the last ferry 
to Staten Island and somehow the train was still running, so I 
made it home to Great Kills with no delays. Many people were 
caught or inconvenienced or endangered by that blackout, but I 
got through it scot-free. I was also lucky to have been working and 
living on the Lower East Side in the summer of 1966. I passed by 
the “Matchless Gifts” curiosity shop one day while walking home 
and noticed the store was closed and that there was a little 
handwritten sign taped to the window: “Classes on Bhagavad Gita 
Monday, Wednesday, and Friday, 7:00 p.m., transcendental sound 
vibration.” That was the luckiest moment of my life. I was able to 
attend with no effort on my part, and once I began I never 
stopped. 

 
Comment: I’m lucky now in old age to have a disciple like Saci-

suta, who has provided me with a house near his in a good devotee 
neighborhood in upstate New York. I’m very comfortable here 
and have a private life. I’m lucky that I’m in ISKCON but not 
involved in its management and all the pressure that involves. I’m 
lucky that I’m able to print books and publish my writings on the 
web.  

 
“Sometimes you have to kick ass, hone in, write like a madman. 

You have no alternative. No choice. This can be a very alive 
situation. Your life like a snake has been placed inside a bamboo 
pole. No wiggle room. You have to spit straight ahead. Write! 
Don’t think. Read the last sentence from the day before and go.” 

So I’m a lucky bastard. I met a bona fide spiritual master, and I 
stayed with him and took it seriously. I took on the responsibility 
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of donating money and typing his manuscripts, and he pointed this 
out to the others as a good example. I performed transcendental 
loving service to a pure devotee of Krishna, and I protected my 
new devotional and regulated life. He gave me a little personal 
attention in the beginning when I needed it, and I flourished as a 
result. I wore a suit jacket, tie, and pants to the office where I 
worked away without much effort and gave my paycheck to the 
Swami. I envied Kirtanananda and Hayagriva, who didn’t have 
jobs and could hang out all day with the Swami, but I had a special 
place in Swamiji’s heart.  

 
Comment: For the first six months, I was not serving in 

separation. Swamiji was right with us, and he was the center of our 
lives. Service in separation began when he moved to San Francisco 
to open his second center in America. In his first letter from San 
Francisco, addressed to all the devotees in New York, he told us 
the difference between vapu and vani. He said that personal 
association was immaterial; the real principle in life was to follow 
the instructions of the spiritual master. When he said that, we 
really took it to heart and embraced it. We thought we had 
something the devotees in San Francisco didn’t have. They had the 
Swami, but we had service in separation. Then when I went to 
Boston it was even more service in separation, but I had a very live 
connection with the Swami because he was sending me tapes of 
his dictations for books like Teachings of Lord Caitanya and Narada-
bhakti-sutra. Doing the work in Boston on his behalf was a strong 
link to him, and working with all his disciples there was very 
enlivening. Then he graced us with several visits while we were in 
Boston in 1968–69 and again in ’71. 

 
 
 
“What was on top of your daddy’s dresser? In the drawers?” 
On the top of his dresser was a rack of pipes for smoking 

tobacco. He had about five of them. Some were standard, but 
there was a white meerschaum pipe and a corncob pipe and a pipe 
that was bent like the type people often associate with Sherlock 
Holmes. My father also had a half-empty box of Dutch Master 
cigars and a few expensive cigars in tin cylinders. In the drawers 
there were some brass shells from heavy millimeter guns from a 
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navy ship and some conch shells from the Pacific. There was also a 
photo of a naked woman with her pubic hair showing. I wasn’t 
supposed to look through my father’s drawers, but I would 
sometimes look when there was no one else in the house. There 
was also a photo of muscular young men seated and standing in 
two rows, wearing sleeveless undershirts with the number of their 
fire-fighting class written on their chests. My father looked young 
and handsome in that photo. I had heard the story of how they 
once drove the fire truck into Madison Square Garden. My father 
had climbed to the top of two extended ladders and waved an 
American flag. “How brave he is!” a woman in the crowd 
exclaimed, and my mother answered, “That’s my husband.”  

As a boy, for a while I shared my room with my Uncle Jimmy, 
who was single. On his dresser he kept a big jar of miscellaneous 
coins. He would come into my room late at night and keep me 
awake with the light on while he put his change into the jar and got 
undressed for bed. On the weekends he would stay in bed all 
morning and into the afternoon, not getting up until 4:00 p.m. He 
kept some books on the bookshelf, including one blasphemous 
book by Mark Twain about Adam and Eve in the Garden of Eden, 
which I could tell was atheistic. He also had some opera records. 
One was called Don Juan in Hell, a chilling aria he played to himself 
and the rest of the family made fun of. 

 
Comment: More about Uncle Jimmy. My father said my uncle had 

been an anarchist when he was young. He had long hair like 
Trotsky that stuck out all over his head. The problem with him 
was that he never got married like all his other brothers did. He 
used to have girlfriends, but he would lead them on and break 
their hearts by not marrying them. I think there was a rumor that 
one of them committed suicide. Once a few of his brothers came 
to our house in Great Kills and had private meetings with Uncle 
Jimmy to try motivate him to get a better job. They wrote up and 
typed a resume for him to try to get him a better position in life. 
Later he worked for the railroads and lived in Kansas City. He was 
always friendly to his nephews and nieces at big family gatherings. 
He would get us together to do dramatic skits, and he was the one 
that took us outside in the snow when Grandpa died. He used to 
make a lot of corny jokes, and he would say, “Be kind to your old 
uncle.” Once, when I quit the Boy Scouts, he said, “I heard you 
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got drummed out of the Boy Scouts.” I told him I didn’t get 
drummed out, I just quit. Once he came to our house in Great 
Kills and sang a song and played guitar. It was a little sad. He never 
got married. 

 
Comment: In World War II my father saw action at sea in the 

navy. He was in a department that put out fires when there was 
combat. He never talked about the war, never told any war stories. 
He kept mum about it. And I didn’t pry, since he didn’t want to 
talk.  

He was a right-wing Republican and voted for Nixon against 
Kennedy. He also voted for Eisenhower. He read the New York 
Daily News. He became a naval reservist and rose up to the rank of 
lieutenant commander. He took yearly cruises so that he kept his 
military connection even after he was discharged after the war. At 
one point he served in the naval reserve on Staten Island as the 
captain of the whole reserve base.  

He once took me upstate for shooting practice with some older 
young men who were in his reserve center. He was trying to 
introduce me to military life. Later he got me to join the navy. So 
he was a military man and a navy man all his life.  

He didn’t like hippies or people who burned the American flag 
or otherwise rebelled against the government. When I became an 
aspiring intellectual, he resisted it. He was anti-communist, like 
McCarthy. I don’t think he thought I was a communist, but maybe 
when I became an intellectual he thought I was similar to a 
communist. My college professors were certainly Marxists. My 
father just didn’t like to read books, and he didn’t respect college 
professors or intellectuals or artists. He thought they were all 
neurotics or draft dodgers or ne’er-do-wells.  

I remember there was a Life magazine story about Ernest 
Hemingway, and my father criticized him for having had more 
than one wife. He said a real man only marries once. So he was 
suspicious of intellectuals. He was a firehouse man, an old boys’ 
club man, a navy mess hall man. He had a work ethic that didn’t 
accommodate intellectuals. He didn’t like the idea of someone 
writing books or painting paintings for a living. He thought work 
was being a fireman or another manly occupation like that. He 
respected our neighbor who worked in a brewery carrying big 
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barrels and our other neighbor who was a fireman. He liked hard-
working men.  

He didn’t like “Negroes.” I was able to influence him on this 
topic though; I once overheard him talking on the phone, saying 
that I had convinced him not all black people were bad. My 
father’s racism didn’t stop with black people. He was against Jews, 
Puerto Ricans, Latinos, “Polacks,” and other people. His father 
came from Italy, so he was soft on Italians, paisans. 

“Three minutes on each of these topics…” 
The best song of my life. I can’t say one song is the best. I liked 

Sarah Vaughn’s rendition of “April in Paris.” I liked the song 
“Lover Man” and made a disc of several different singers’ 
renditions of it, including Charlie Parker playing it soulfully on alto 
sax. I liked Billie Holliday and Frank Sinatra at Carnegie Hall in the 
autumn of his life. 

 
Comment: Since joining the Hare Krishna movement my favorite 

song is the Hare Krishna mantra, which can be sung to any 
number of different tunes. I like Visnujana Swami’s tunes, and 
Bharadraja’s tunes, and Aindra’s tunes. I like Prabhupada’s 
recorded bhajanas. When we were traveling together, Hridayananda 
Maharaja used to say, “Life is short,” so we listened only to 
Prabhupada’s bhajanas. Before I joined the Hare Krishna 
movement, I was an avid jazz listener and had a collection of LPs. 
But when I moved to a new apartment near the Swami, I left my 
sizable collection behind. We could have sold those records, but I 
just renounced them in a kind of false renunciation. Later, much 
later, I developed a desire to hear jazz again. I stuck my foot in the 
water and had my servant buy a couple CDs. Then I began writing 
poems while listening to jazz. I called it “In the Mix” and 
continued to do it for a long while. I would write for as long as the 
recording lasted. It helped free up my poesy into spontaneous, 
improvised expression. I didn’t listen to the music by itself, only in 
connection with the writing. At that time I bought quite a few 
CDs. I still feel a kinship with jazz musicians. I prefer jazz over 
classical music. I think improvisation is a wonderful thing – the 
way they play without following a score, how they develop riffs 
and patterns by creating music in their heads. I think it’s elevating. 
It’s the creative urge. It’s good entertainment. I was able to link 
that musical creativity to my own literary creativity. Jazz musicians 
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sometimes seem to be trying to reach a higher understanding in 
personal expression. Many of the great American jazz musicians 
were geniuses, and many American poets have been influenced by 
jazz. 

I’ve been asked whether my appreciation of jazz has anything to 
do with “the zigzag path of truth.” I realize that listening to jazz is 
not strictly a Krishna conscious activity. I go out on a limb when I 
do it. I’ve kept it a secret. It wouldn’t be approved by the GBC, 
although, ironically, the Krishna consciousness movement freely 
uses rock music at their festivals. Rock bands have performed in 
Indradyumna Swami’s Polish festivals, and other devotee groups 
and festivals have rock bands. Whatever the case, I see Krishna in 
jazz and other forms of music and even champion those types of 
music, privately; I don’t promote it to the devotees. Having said 
that, I did once go so far as to play some jazz and improvise a talk 
over it at a meeting with my disciples. I played John Coltrane’s 
“The Wise One” and talked about Prabhupada. I played the Dave 
Brubeck Quartet’s rendition of “There’s a Place for Us” from the 
musical West Side Story and improvised my speech on top of that. I 
played “My Funny Valentine” with Gerry Mulligan and Chet Baker 
and spoke on top of that in a Krishna conscious way about 
devotees being imperfect but still loving them.  

I got a good response, but a few of the more uptight, 
conservative devotees didn’t like it. My disciple Haryasva knows 
the lyrics to many of Frank Sinatra’s songs and he sings them in 
his restaurant. When he remembers a particular love song, he says 
“That’s gotta be about Radha and Krishna!” He comes up with 
rasika interpretations of the love songs, saying that they’re about 
Krishna and the gopis. You can do that. Hayagriva used to do that 
even in 1966. I remember him taking songs by The Supremes and 
saying they were like gopis – “Baby, Where Did Our Love Go?” 

 
 
 
“What I can’t forget” 
I can’t forget and don’t want to forget my first few months with 

Srila Prabhupada. It was so wonderful coming to him when he was 
just beginning his mission in New York City. Nothing was 
institutionalized, and everything was centered around him. Only he 
could lead kirtana. Only he could lecture on Srimad Bhagavatam, 
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Bhagavad Gita, and Caitanya-caritamrta. More and more it became 
clear that he was the spiritual master and we were his 
responsibility. He taught the philosophy and demonstrated 
Vaisnava behavior. He led us throughout the summer, and in the 
fall we went chanting in Tompkins Square Park. Around Christmas 
we made a record for the “Happening” label called A.C. 
Bhaktivedanta Swami Sings Hare Krishna. 

 
Comment: It’s not only 1966 that I can’t forget when I think about 

Prabhupada. There are many other occasions I can’t forget. I can’t 
forget the fact that in 1974 he called me, out of all the disciples he 
could have picked, to be his servant and secretary. I can’t forget 
that he always said nice things about me in letters and seemed to 
respect me as a disciple. I treasure this. He wasn’t angry with me, 
and he didn’t rake me over the coals. Maybe he saw I couldn’t take 
it, but still he always respected me as a good old-time devotee who 
was sincere and who did what he asked. He picked me for the 
original twelve-man GBC, and he gave me sannyasa in 1972 when I 
asked for it at 32 years old. And he picked me as one of 11 persons 
in the world that would initiate on his behalf when he was old and 
dying. He picked me to write his authorized biography. I 
remember all those things. I can’t forget them. I can’t forget 
intimate moments with him. I want to remember them always, 
even to the end of my life. I remember intimate moments like 
riding on the airplane with him as his servant, just the two of us, 
flying from Germany to Australia, getting off the plane and waiting 
for connections. We didn’t talk much, but I remember all the little 
things that he said. I liked massaging him and going on morning 
walks with him. I liked listening to his classes, although sometimes 
I was sleepy and he noticed it. I can’t forget that at the beginning 
of our association, before I was initiated, I had some reservations 
about surrendering to him. So I missed the first initiation, even 
though I was eligible for it. The next day I brought him some 
typing I had done for him. He said, “This typing and this service is 
not mechanical. If you love me, then I’ll love you.” That sentence 
broke whatever barriers were there – his being old or Indian or 
whatever else was holding me back – and I felt my love float 
toward him.  
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“At night I think of…” 
I think of the current issues of the day, the publication of 

Prabhupada Smaranam, my work on the autobiography. I wonder 
when we are going to observe Vyasa-puja. I think over the movie 
we just watched before going to bed. For the most part I don’t 
“chew” on things but just drift quickly off to sleep.  

 
Digression: What wakes me up? I had a dream I was worried about 

life-threatening diseases and wanted some examination. Then, 
when I woke up, I continued to think about it and worried, having 
recently heard that my Godbrother had a prostrate operation. So 
I’m thinking maybe I should get a thorough physical examination, 
at least once a year, to see that I don’t have cancer or prostrate 
problems or anything like that. I don’t think my official doctor 
here in New York is any good. So I’m worrying about that.  

At meal times, at least, someone reads to me. I spend my time 
writing rather than reading. When I have a headache I don’t read. I 
don’t read when I’m too sleepy. I can’t stay awake. Sometimes the 
book puts me to sleep and I have to do something else. Periods 
when I wasn’t reading: when I was stressed with temple 
management and meeting people.  

 
“Where and when do you read best?”  
I had many good opportunities to read when I was living in 

Ireland. At Manu’s house in Northern Ireland I would rise at 
midnight and read Srimad Bhagavatam. Then I would write 
something about what I’d read. Later, when the sun was up, I 
would walk out to the shed and read some more. I wrote a book, 
Sacrifice for the Bhagavatam, in which I spent considerable time in 
prayerful reading. In Wicklow, Southern Ireland, I also kept up a 
regimen of reading Srila Prabhupada’s books and noting my 
reflections on them in the series Every Day, Just Write. I’d arranged 
that the room had a comfortable chair and a good desk lamp and 
other lighting. I would read at a leisurely pace, but I did not read 
slowly. Earlier in my life I read even more. I once wrote to 
Prabhupada that I was reading several hours a day. I asked if that 
was all right. He wrote back that as a GBC and a sannyasi my main 
duty was to read his books. He wrote, “Otherwise how will you 
preach?” Then he wrote, “Whenever you get time, read my 
books.” So he was giving me carte blanche; I had his permission to 
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read as much as I wanted to. I shouldn’t regard my reading as not 
being a preacher or not being outgoing. I took up Prabhupada’s 
invitation and led the reading life of a sannyasi.  

 
“What did you have to wait a long time for?” 
I had to wait a long time to have my own home in a good 

neighborhood with devotee neighbors and two male devotee 
housemates. In Delaware, I was private in my “Yellow 
Submarine,” but there were no devotee neighbors. This present 
situation is very nice. I also had to wait many years to have relief 
from my chronic headaches. From the time I moved to Delaware I 
had a headache every day, for three years. Now, for over the past 
three months, I have been fairly free of headaches. I get them two 
or three times a week but not more than that. I’ve had to wait a 
long time for the blessings of a private, relatively pain-free life.  

I had to wait a long time to meet my spiritual master. I knew I’d 
been waiting for something. Once, after getting out of the navy, 
my friend Murray Mednick asked me why I didn’t get married. I 
said I was saving myself – I was waiting for something. At the time 
I didn’t know exactly what I meant. But later, when I met 
Prabhupada, I thought of that conversation. Of course, the entire 
time I was in the navy I was very much waiting, enduring 
everything patiently until the time I would get out. But then, on 
the Lower East Side, my dream of mystic, bohemian culture didn’t 
prove to be what I thought it would. It wasn’t so joyful. So, again, 
I was waiting. I was waiting to get published and be a recognized 
writer. I was waiting to have a girlfriend. I was waiting to become 
happy. I was waiting for something. And then Prabhupada came 
along and my life was fulfilled. 

Once I was in ISKCON I didn’t have to wait long to receive 
promotions and advancements in position, to rise up in the ladder 
of respectability in the society. I quickly got responsibilities as a 
GBC man, sannyasi, temple president, and then guru. All these 
things came to me quickly – too quickly.  

 
“Do you know someone who committed suicide?” 
There was an element of suicide to my jumping out of the 

window. Aside from thinking I was beyond the material plane, 
which I’d picked up from reading the Upanisads – and aside from 
the hallucination of thinking I could “fly” – I was also feeling 
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guilty about my association with Elliot and Anna. I felt they had 
contaminated me, and that I had done wrong. Did I want to 
punish myself, to end my life? I don’t know. The LSD had me out 
of control.  

My Godbrothers Gopijanavallabha and Visnujana Swami 
committed suicide. But somehow that didn’t affect me very much. 
In both cases the circumstances were mysterious. It seemed that 
they felt guilty about something they’d done or were unhappy with 
their Godbrothers. 

 
Comment: What do I mean by being contaminated by Anna and 

Elliot? Early in my relationship with Elliot, he said, “Do you know 
I can corrupt you?” I said that I didn’t think he could. He was an 
immoral person, an aggressive Jew. He used to cheat people and 
steal. He exposed me to that immoral life. I got involved in a love 
triangle between him and his girlfriend. After some time I had sex 
with her. He didn’t retaliate against me for that. But I felt the two 
of them were immoral, and I guess I felt my upstanding character 
had been sullied by living so close to them. I felt they had taken 
something away from my young, spotless manhood. 

After I’d joined the storefront temple, Elliot came there one day 
and was acting very weird and offensive toward Prabhupada. The 
other devotees didn’t know how notorious Elliot was. He came to 
the temple one more time, but I confronted him at the door and 
told him he wasn’t allowed inside. He feigned a punch but didn’t 
deliver. Then he walked away and never came back again. 
Prabhupada asked me what I was doing at the door. I said it was a 
troublemaker and he wasn’t allowed in. Anna also came to the 
temple once. I was playing harmonium, standing with it wrapped 
around me, and she rubbed up against me, at least as close as she 
could get with the harmonium in between us. Gargamuni was 
shocked by her behavior. I told her to get out of the temple, and 
she left with a young man. I was very strong about cutting them 
off from my ISKCON life, my new pure life. 

 
“Tell me about times you have been alone” 
I’m usually not all alone. Sometimes Baladeva will go out 

shopping and leave me alone for a few hours. Otherwise, he’ll be 
in the house but I won’t see him for hours in the morning and the 
afternoon. I spend a lot of time alone in my room reading or 
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writing. I like my own company in a quiet life. I suppose if I didn’t 
live with a caretaker, and a few companions early in the morning 
and at lunch and in the evening, I’d be more alone, like Thoreau at 
Walden or Admiral Byrd at the South Pole. (Somehow we are 
there with the authors whose books we have read and are reading 
now.) When I’m alone, I’m confident I can call for assistance in an 
emergency. Last December I was taken to the hospital when 
Baladeva found I had fallen down on the floor in the bathroom.  

 
“Death: Begin by giving some poignant details about the life of a 

person who died. Even better, the pointed interactions – good or 
bad – between you and that person. What was it like? Open the 
dimensions of these people. Usually we are alone with our grief. 
Writing can give you the wicked idea that you can have company, 
at least for a little while. If you tell about his life, we can better feel 
his death.” 

Srila Prabhupada’s death. I interacted with him in the context of 
spiritual master and disciple. He always respected me and gave me 
the impression that he thought I was a good student. Out of many 
other disciples, he appointed me to the 12-man Governing Body 
Commission. He awarded me sannyasa when I asked for it at 32 
years old. Out of all his disciples, he called me to travel with him 
and be his secretary and servant. He chose me as one of 11 
disciples to initiate on his behalf. He asked that I write his 
authorized biography. He said nice things about me in his letters: 
that I was sincere, that I did what he asked. He never raked me 
over the coals, got angry with me, or asked me to make 
extraordinary sacrifices. I had a good relationship with him. 
Toward the very end, when he was ill, I was not intimate with him 
nor did I have a crucial service to him at that time. When he 
became terminally ill and it dragged on, I grieved for him. His 
death was a great personal loss to me. Immediately after his death I 
gave continuous lectures about his passing away – I kept assessing 
the meaning of it – and I collected those lectures into a book called 
He Lives Forever: On Separation from Srila Prabhupada. I didn’t cry 
when he passed away, but about a month later I broke down 
crying. After he died, I spent years working on his biography. That 
helped keep me in Prabhupada consciousness.  
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“Begin with your allowance in the fifth grade and see where it 
takes you.” 

I received so little money then that it is not significant. It’s not 
that I could save it up and do something with it. The first time I 
had a little money was when I started a part-time job. I was a 
teenager and worked as a bagger at Food Farm, the local 
supermarket. We wore white shirts and green bow ties and stood 
at the end of a chute the cashier would slide the items down after 
she rang them up. Our job was to put the items into big brown 
bags and not break or crush anything. We received $0.75 an hour. I 
worked from 4:00 p.m. to 9:00 p.m. It was back-breaking work. 
Whenever we took a 15-minute work break we would go into a 
back room and lie down on our backs.  

I saved up my money from that job until I had $200.00, then I 
bought a reel-to-reel tape recorder. When I took my money out of 
the bank they telephoned my father because they thought I might 
be planning to run away from home. I got a lot of mileage out of 
that tape recorder. I used to take long-playing records (LPs) out of 
the library and record them. I recorded LPs with dramas on them. 
I recorded Symphony Sid’s jazz radio show. I recorded the 
rambling philosophizing and storytelling of the radio raconteur 
Gene Shepherd. I recorded imitation radio shows, and narrations 
to go along with old-time cartoon movies, and my own singing. 
That tape recorder was money well spent. 

 
“Write a letter to your father.” 
Dad, I can’t forgive you for getting me into the navy. You 

thought it was good for me. But you should have known that if I’d 
stayed in college I wouldn’t have had to do military service. You 
should have also known that military service was something I’d 
hate. You didn’t know me. You couldn’t accept me once I went to 
college and became an aspiring intellectual. You were such an anti-
intellectual, such a right-wing redneck. But you were my father. 
You gave me love, and you wanted me to turn out to be someone 
worthy and successful. You shouldn’t have disowned me when I 
joined the Hare Krishna movement. I think that mom pressured 
you to disown me. What was so terrible about me joining an 
Indian religion? Being a Catholic, Mommy just couldn’t tolerate it, 
but she shouldn’t have said, “If you stay with those people, we 
don’t want to have anything to do with you.” We should have kept 
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up some communication; we should have maintained some sort of 
relationship. All right, so it didn’t happen. You became a battalion 
captain in the fire department, and I’m proud of you. You retired 
and died of a heart attack at 78. I could have been there to comfort 
you and bless you to have a better next life. I don’t hold any 
grudges, but it’s too bad we broke it off.  

 
“Ten minutes on being fat, chubby, paunchy, pot-bellied…” 
All my life I’ve been very thin. In particular, I have a thin neck 

with a protruding Adam’s apple. I used to be ashamed to go bare-
chested on the beach. In my 40s I was 118 pounds. My doctor told 
me to put on weight, so I started eating more. When I got up to 
140 pounds he said I could stop – that was a good fighting weight. 
I am 5 foot 10 inches tall. I kept gaining weight – 150, 160, 170. 
Still, it didn’t seem bad. Then, within the last two years, I grew a 
big pot-belly, and my breasts are soft and protruding. I now weigh 
191 pounds. I can’t get into yoga asanas, because my belly gets in 
the way. Now I’m ashamed to go bare-chested for a different 
reason. I wear extra-large underwear, XL. I really don’t eat so 
much at lunchtime, but I’ve still become fat. Now that I’m old I’m 
not trying to impress anyone with my physique, so it doesn’t 
matter that much to me. I don’t show off my naked torso. As long 
as I don’t get up to 200 pounds I don’t worry so much about it. It 
doesn’t seem unhealthy. But I don’t like it. I don’t like what I see 
in the mirror. I wish I was back to 150. I don’t know if there is a 
way to lose weight. Baladeva’s cooking is rich. 

 
“Write a sentence about three people.” 
1) Haridasa: He is polite and respectful. He renders personal 

service, but he doesn’t intrude on my space with personal 
questions.  

2) Narayana-kavaca: He is about 6 feet and 2 or 3 inches tall and 
heavy-set. He’s at a crossroads in his life – entering proactive 
association with the movement’s senior devotees and yet 
maintaining his desire for privacy and seclusion. 

3) In a week Baladeva will be 60 years old. He has a strong body, 
but his mind tends to be unstable, manic, obsessive.  

 
“Now pick one and write about him in more detail.” 
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The other day Baladeva was feeling sick and was lying back in a 
Lay-Z-Boy, with the hood of his grey sweatshirt up over his head 
and a green blanket covering his entire body. He joked and put the 
edge of the blanket into his mouth like Linus in the Peanuts 
cartoon strip. With his head covered but his face sticking out from 
the sweatshirt, he looked old. He was talking about his illness, how 
he had a headache and nausea and dizziness, but he thought it was 
temporary and he would snap out of it. He said he couldn’t stay in 
bed, because his back hurt him. That was why he was reclining in 
the chair. I stayed with him a few minutes just to keep him 
company. He made some jokes about someone, making fun of 
them. He’s shorter than me and has a bigger belly, but he says he’s 
all muscle. He has a powerful chest and a strong upper body. With 
age his face has lost handsomeness, but he’s a great comic and can 
make animated expressions that make you laugh. He regularly 
cracks me up, uncontrollable laughter. He’s cute and impish, 
almost like an elf. Later that same afternoon he came up to my 
room and announced that his illness had gone away and he was 
feeling better. His constitution is strong and usually he can recover 
quickly from a cold or the flu. He works hard outside, mowing the 
grass and raking leaves and shoveling snow in the winter. When he 
works out, his back is often sore and out of shape for a couple of 
days. He’s gradually becoming less flexible but not less active. 

 
“Slow down and write some images from your life.”  
The GBC hall in Mayapura was on the second floor of the 

original lotus building. It was a big square room with tables and 
chairs against the four walls. The tables were covered with linen, 
and there were glasses and pitchers of water. There was a larger-
than-life painting of Srila Prabhupada on the right hand side of the 
wall as you walked into the room. Under this painting sat the year’s 
executive committee – the chairman with his wooden gavel and 
sounding block, the vice chairman, and the secretary. In the 17 
years I attended the GBC meetings, from 1972 to 1986, devotees 
didn’t have laptops. They had printed papers and notebooks they 
wrote in with pens. That painting of Prabhupada had a dominating 
presence; he looked down somewhat unhappily on all of the 
members. The painting should have demanded reverence and 
obedience, but when the GBC men gathered they were a 
quarrelsome and irreverent group. Debates would break out and 
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tempers would be lost. We even devised a “mad dog” award, a 
stuffed dog that would be placed by the most unruly member. The 
GBC was a democratic body. It met yearly and passed laws and 
resolutions to be followed by the ISKCON society. Resolutions 
were introduced, argued over, written down in a specific language, 
and then voted on by secret ballot.  

One year we voted on whether Bhavananda Maharaja, who had 
been suspended as a guru for sexual indiscretions, should be given 
back his responsibility. A representative of the non-GBC body 
came and spoke on why it would be a disgrace to reinstate him. 
The leaders of the Australian zone where he served came and said 
he should be reinstated to preserve the stability of the devotees in 
that zone. Then, the year’s GBC chairman gave an impassioned 
speech about who was “dear to Srila Prabhupada.” Others spoke 
as well. Finally, we took a vote. Bhavananda Maharaja was 
reinstated with all his responsibilities, and ISKCON at large 
regarded the vote as scandalous, indicative that the GBC was an 
“old men’s club.”  

The most contentious part of the two weeks worth of annual 
meetings was the assigning of zones to the GBC members. 
Arguments broke out as members attempted to enlarge their 
empires of jurisdiction, and there were fights over territorial rights 
to different parts of the world. One year I witnessed a particularly 
large sannyasi jump from his chair, vault over the table, and land in 
the middle of the room as he argued for his right to take over as 
GBC secretary of the Canary Islands. This man already had a large, 
sprawling zone that covered several continents, but he was 
particularly peeved when someone challenged his right to rule the 
insignificant Canary Islands. Forming the zones took several days. 
Some areas of the world had several co-GBC secretaries. I was 
mostly silent at these meetings – Jagadisa Maharaja and I alike. I 
couldn’t bear the rancor and the politics. I stood up, however, to 
protect my zone against others who tried to muscle in and take 
some part of it.  

By 1986 there was a strong grass-roots movement of non-GBC 
ISKCON leaders who were demanding reform of the GBC. There 
had been a worldwide meeting in New Vrndavana at which this 
grass-roots movement had showed its power – the GBC was 
running scared. At the next annual meeting in Mayapura each GBC 
man had to go before a committee of these grass-roots devotees 
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and give an account of himself. But I’m getting too far afield. I just 
wanted to describe the GBC room in its pre-reform heyday, a 
place of torture and rowdiness, of “Resolution, dissolution, no 
conclusion.” 

 
“Tell about a time you were especially enamored.” 
I was enamored by the radio raconteur Gene Shepherd. He was 

one of the first voices that broke through the conformity of my 
feckless anti-intellectual youth. His poking fun at square American 
values disarmed and enlightened me. I stayed up late up night with 
a little radio at my bedside, listening in secret. On one broadcast he 
told us to set our radios in the open window and turn it up loud, 
then he shouted, “It’s not the way you think it is!” On another 
broadcast he bluffed his listeners with a story about an 
anthropologist’s recording of an aboriginal flute player whose tribe 
had placed him in a deep pit as a sacrifice to the gods. The flutist 
starved to death, and the recording we heard was supposedly the 
sound of him playing for the gods just before he passed away. 
Shepherd would tell all sorts of rambling philosophical stories, 
about machines running for political office and all sorts of other 
wild stuff, late into the night. He was a true revolutionary and a 
friend to young men like myself.  

 
“Anyone alive has had great suffering if we are willing to admit it. 

Can you also notice the great tenderness at its edge?” 
I’ve suffered a lot from migraines, sometimes for 24 or even 48 

hours at a time. I would lie in bed in a dark room, with a piercing 
pain in my right eye. I can’t say there was a tenderness at the edge. 
But I tolerated it without complaining. I would wait for it to go 
and in the meantime let my mind wander where it wanted without 
bashing it with a broom. The physical pain was enough to deal 
with, so I went easy on myself. I’m grateful I’ve passed through 
these ordeals, and I hope they don’t come back. Whenever I had 
to endure this sort of torment, I felt close to Krishna and basically 
accepted it as a joke, as something like a token punishment for the 
much greater offenses I had committed. 

I was never able to meet the pain personified. I never spoke to 
him or saw him. Alternative healers sometimes say that if you can 
talk with your pain, it might help you to deal with it or even 
overcome it. 
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“Juxtaposing the painful truth of genocide with the pop you were 

drinking at an all-day barbeque intensifies both. Grace can’t be 
found outside the truth of suffering. Go all the way on these when 
you write: the details of your 30th year and the details of El 
Salvador – or Nicaragua. Name your blindness and give it light.” 

We thought by carrying out the activities of the Krishna 
consciousness movement we were absolved from having to 
respond to things like Vietnam or El Salvador or Nicaragua. 
Prabhupada said our mission was the panacea to all ills. People 
need to know that they are not these bodies, that they are pure 
spirit souls, that everything belongs to God and should be used in 
His service. People should stop animal slaughter and illicit sex and 
intoxication. People should chant the names of God. These are the 
causes with which we are occupied; we think they are the priority 
and that ignorance of this is the root of all other problems. 
Without realizing this, changing the political party or making the 
world safe for democracy or whatever else will not alleviate the 
bad karmic influence being inflicted on the world. Krishna 
consciousness is the highest welfare work for humanity. At age 20, 
our Prabhupada told Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati that Lord 
Caitanya’s movement could not be given attention until India was 
free. Bhaktisiddhanta, who would later be Prabhupada’s spiritual 
master, insisted that Krishna consciousness does not depend on 
politics – it is the urgent need of the day. Apply Krishna 
consciousness, and other problems will be solved. Please Krishna, 
and everyone will be pleased. 

 
Comment: This was the way Prabhupada preached. I also preach 

this way. But it is not well received by social activists who see 
genocide and other cultural or political evils in the world and want 
to take some action, besides Krishna consciousness, in hopes of 
stopping them. And yet, we have no alternative but to preach our 
message. There are different kinds of people, and they may or may 
not be receptive to Krishna consciousness. In the early days of the 
Krishna consciousness movement, hippies who weren’t social 
activists, who had renounced traditional ideas of material success 
and were just enjoying themselves, were typically more open to 
Krishna consciousness than those who were committed social 
activists. In the minds of those activists we were not responding 
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properly to the ills of the world. Hardcore activists already have 
their own religion, and it leaves no room for Krishna 
consciousness.  

 
“What was missing?” 
What’s missing is bhava, pure love of God. I don’t show the 

symptoms of love of Godhead – shedding tears, voice choking up, 
hair standing on end when I chant. I don’t know my eternal 
identity in relationship to Krishna, so I can’t meditate on my 
eternal service to Him. Prabhupada told us to go on chanting and 
purifying ourselves in Lord Caitanya’s mission. He said that if we 
did that, the symptoms of spontaneous love would automatically 
develop. We can’t artificially imitate those symptoms or indulge 
excessively in hearing about the Lord’s confidential pastimes with 
the gopis and the other residents of Vrndavana. We should 
appreciate all the Cantos of Srimad Bhagavatam and, at the same 
time, work in the world to save the fallen conditioned souls.  

But something is missing, and we acknowledge that. Prabhupada 
must have been absorbed in the confidential moods and activities 
of Krishna and His pure devotees. We are not. Let us tend to the 
basics and occasionally hear about advanced topics of Krishna 
consciousness, waiting for laulyam, greed, to develop. Eagerly 
carrying out the orders of the spiritual master is the surest path for 
making advancement.  

 
Comment: When asked, “What’s missing?” I chose to say bhava. I 

could have also said that what’s missing is the Krishna 
consciousness movement being well organized and pure and 
compassionate. Narayana-kavaca told me there is in ISKCON a 
whole committee dedicated to organization, and that committee 
admits ISKCON is not well organized, like other organizations in 
the world, and is in fact corrupt and failing. To some extent, 
Prabhupada consciousness is missing in the movement as well, and 
there is a committee to try to rectify that too.  

They talk again about politics and how you can’t avoid it. You 
have to be aware of the suffering and genocide in the world. You 
don’t have to necessarily write about it, but you shouldn’t turn 
your back to it. In your writing life you may be able to find a link 
to the atrocities that go on in the world. 
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“We have to be willing to see. The thing about peace is it is not 
unhinged from suffering. Right in the middle of the terror of the 
world we can pick up the pen and speak.” 

My response to this is as I have already stated, in connection to 
being involved in El Salvador and Nicaragua. When it’s our chance 
to speak, we speak about the message of Krishna consciousness, 
the “peace formula,” as being most relevant. Everything is owned 
by Krishna, and He has to be satisfied. That is our social message, 
our response to the terror and the death squads and everything 
else. At least that’s how Prabhupada used to respond. Prabhupada 
once talked to a reporter who told him that maybe he should go 
and speak to the Prime Minister of Pakistan. Prabhupada objected, 
wondering what good it would do if he went and flattered the 
Prime Minister? He said he would rather try to please Krishna.  

I have already stated that our response to atrocities is to spread 
the Krishna consciousness movement. People have recently been 
camping out in city parks to protest the disparity between the 
plight of the poor and the privileges of the rich. Devotees have 
been going to the campgrounds and giving out prasadam, chanting 
Hare Krishna, and distributing Prabhupada’s essay The Peace 
Formula. This is an example of participation in world events. We do 
it on our terms. We don’t work for political solutions or 
patchwork improvements. We apply positive Krishna conscious-
ness. Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati said that a pujari ringing the bell 
before the Deity in the temple is doing more good than the world’s 
biggest altruist or philanthropist. Chanting Hare Krishna in public 
brings healing to the people.  

Narayana-kavaca once went out with a harinama party in a 
Mexican city. There had recently been violence there. For an hour 
and a half a TV station followed the devotees, interviewing them 
and so on. They took the angle that we had come to chant in the 
city to bring peace and healing to the violence. The devotees they 
interviewed went along with the reporter’s angle, although we had 
not come out specifically to chant in response to the violence. Still, 
it was true – we were bringing a healing message. Distributing 
Prabhupada’s books is a political act. Regularly pushing on the 
Hare Krishna movement is a response to the war, oppression, 
poverty, and atrocity in the world. 
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“Here is a practice: spend three minutes not thinking of yourself 
but of the world, holding it, not taking sides.” 

The world is out there, and the vast majority of people are acting 
blindly under illusion, under the modes of passion and ignorance, 
thinking about things from a bodily conception of life. They are all 
heading for inauspicious next lives. They are enacting sinful karma. 
These people are not guided by the Vedas, the ancient Sanskrit 
scriptures that expound on the Absolute Truth. Lord Caitanya’s 
updated version of ancient Vedic practices is virtually unknown 
and unpracticed in the world. But it is greatly needed. The people 
of the world are like a head without a body. They are acting blindly 
and just making trouble for themselves. And their leaders are no 
more than the blind leading the blind, guiding everyone into a 
ditch.  

 
Comment: What’s needed is spiritual education – knowledge 

coming from Krishna rather than from other sources. Speaking to 
students at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology, Prabhupada 
once asked, “Where is the department that teaches the science of 
the soul?” In a university there are so many departments teaching 
so many subjects, but this subject is not being taught. This is 
what’s lacking in the modern educational system.  

 
“Here are examples of other topics that have different 

dimensions – meaning the concrete and the abstract, the tangible 
and the intangible. Really, they are half and half.” 

 
1) Scars that you had. Physical scars/ scars inside.  
I have a small scar on the back of my left hand. I got it when I 

was less than eight years old. I was sitting on the floor of daddy’s 
workshop. A knife dropped off his desk and landed on the back of 
my hand. Blood gushed out, and he had to stop it with an 
improvised bandage. I also have the curved line of a scar on my 
forehead. I got that one when I was 30 years old, the day after I 
got married. I was trying to remove the remains of a plate glass 
window in our storefront temple. Teenagers had thrown a rock 
through it. The whole plate glass window came crashing down on 
me. It hit me on the forehead and also on the right forearm. I have 
a prominent scar on my forearm too.  
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Every Day, Just Write, volume 4: A Writer of Pieces 
(February through March 1997) 

 
The writing in this volume is not as inspired as in the others, but 
I’m going to discuss it anyway. There are some interesting things in 
it, and it is my life, after all, so I want to include it in my 
autobiography. When I wrote this volume I had just come back 
from India and was staying at Samika Rsi’s house in Stroudsburg, 
Pennsylvania, where I tried to spend my time on the “big three”: 
reading, chanting, and writing. I had difficulty getting deeply 
immersed in my writing, and I was having frequent headaches. But 
I was on my own, and that was good.  

The volume begins with a “fictive proposal.” Some time in 
January or February 1997, while he was residing at ISKCON 
Vrndavana, the “Visiting Sannyasi” received an e-mail from the 
BBT in Sweden. They asked him to write a book they wanted to 
publish, a deluxe volume that would serve as an introduction to 
Vedic culture. In the e-mail they described it as having a “no 
threat” title that made no direct reference to the Hare Krishna 
movement. The chapters would cover topics like varnasrama-
dharma, the Vedic version of history, stories from the Bhagavatam, 
and so forth. The Visiting Sannyasi wrote back, saying that it 
sounded like an interesting idea, but he declined the request. He 
described himself as someone who had experimented with and 
practiced writing for some time and who had come to the 
conclusion that he would write for those already won over by the 
Krishna conscious philosophy. He expressed his appreciation for 
those writers who preach in a more confrontational way, who try 
to accommodate the non-devotees, but he said that that was not 
his approach. He said that he was an inside writer; he dared to 
compare himself to Rupa Gosvami, and he mentioned that 
Baladeva Vidyabhusana had also written in a way that was meant 
to accommodate the mindset of a non-devotee audience.  

The BBT replied to this message, saying that they would accept 
his decision. But they had another proposal for him:  

“We accept that you are an inside writer. But we like your writing 
and think that with a little adjustment it could also be of interest to 
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outsiders. Therefore, we have a new assignment. We have 
consulted with our GBC, and he wants you to do this. As you 
travel on your next tour to the Caribbean, I know you will write 
some kind of diary every day. With a little twist, could you please 
change it or add something to it so that it will be acceptable for the 
non-devotees? Extend yourself to make things more clear for 
them. Consider taking up some particular angle or theme as you 
write. We have further ideas how you could do this, but we don’t 
want to impinge on your creative flow. We request you to think 
about it – how to make your diary writing on your Caribbean tour 
into an acceptable book for the BBT to print and distribute to 
non-devotees as well as devotees.” 

 

February 10, 1997 

12:45 a.m. 

We are planning to leave Vrndavana at 5:00 a.m. Time to chant 
japa in the back seat of the car or to lay your head down. A whole 
day for me in a room in a flat in Delhi.  

When Visvarupa Dasa heard that I wasn’t coming to Trinidad, he 
said, “Oh, my God!” When Madhu explained that I’m getting 
headaches every day, Visvarupa said, “We understand.” So that’s 
that, for now. I can’t forget the Caribbean. I’ll have to go there 
eventually, to be their man.  

 

9:45 a.m. (Varuna’s parents’ home)  

I had a wave of regret that we’re not going to the Caribbean. I was 
thinking of the excerpt from one of Prabhupada’s lectures that I 
played yesterday: “Don’t stay safely alone chanting Hare Krishna. 
You have to go out.” That’s my line of thinking. But by scratching 
the surface of this regret I went deeper. Going to take a “rest” is 
not just being sidelined from the action. It’s seeing to my health, 
and more than that as well. It’s following my sense of individual 
integrity. In Vrndavana I felt I’d had it up to the neck – the 
straightjacket of playing the role of guru and fulfilling engagements 
morning and night, lecturing even though you’re not really sure 
that that’s the thing you’re meant to do.  
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If I’ve gained anything in Vrndavana, it was the awareness that I 
want to make reading Srila Prabhupada’s books the top priority in 
my life. And that will take discipline. So, when you’re resting, read – 
not like a young student, burning the candle at both ends. But keep 
going for it, increase the time you spend at it, practice focusing 
your attention on it. And, it only seems natural that you will put 
some of that attention into your writing as well – writing about 
what you are reading. 

Here in the flat in Delhi (Varuna’s parents’ flat – his father said, 
“Welcome to our humble home.”) I open an old abridged English 
copy of Bhagavad Gita As It Is. Read a purport (6.47), and now 
maybe more. And I’m also reading my own Welcome Home to the One 
Big Book of Your Life. 

Noon 

What’s my bit? 
It seems my ill health is why I’m canceling our trip to the 

Caribbean. I haven’t been there since 1995. I have maybe 20 
disciples in each place we had planned to visit. It’s my duty to go 
see them from time to time. How can I claim otherwise? 

Still, I do have weak health. And I’ve gotten fed up with the 
pressure that comes from disciples’ meetings and lectures in the 
temple. I crave more time alone for sadhana, rather than going 
from performing in India to performing in the Caribbean. I want 
to look after myself, and I have only two weeks to do so, before a 
week of commitments to my disciples in the USA. That’s a once-a-
year stint for them.  

Don’t get hung up thinking that every year (or even every two 
years) you have to go “everywhere” (to the places I usually visit 
once a year). Spending alone-time is not lopsided. I do it because 
it’s good for me. I thrive because of it. Be kind to yourself; don’t 
provoke headaches. On your own time – this is important – try to 
build up a reading schedule, and write about what you read. 

 
Comment: This personal reaffirmation of my need to be alone and 

read, write, and chant comes on strong, for maybe the first time in 
my life, here in 1997. As time goes on, it will grow stronger and 
stronger, and I will act on it more and more. I have given myself 
the time to live this way in response to an inner calling. In the end 
it wasn’t just a case of canceling one trip to the Caribbean but of 
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adjusting my life so that I could spend more and more time doing 
bhajana, living alone, and practicing sadhana. 

As far as my health was concerned, I was at the end of a ten-year 
period of suffering, largely caused by my not taking allopathic 
medicines. In 1997, after returning to America, I started taking 
medicine for my headaches. I also began taking care of my health 
by not traveling so much. For ten years my life had been marked 
by my constantly anticipating headaches, then getting headaches 
but not having any defense against them. They would last for many 
hours and then go away, would give me relief for a couple of days 
if I was lucky. But then they would come back again, and I would 
have no defense aside from naturopathy or Ayurveda – no 
allopathic medicine allowed.  

“There is plenty to do on my own. The fact that I like to work 
alone doesn’t make me an egomaniac. It’s humble – you have to 
depend on Krishna. You think, ‘What can one little person do on 
his own?’ But he can do a lot if Krishna works through him.” 

Don’t make up an illusory Prabhupada. Read his books, and 
don’t avoid his conclusions. Surrender to his right to rule over you. 
(Still, you are entitled to express your service in a voluntary, 
creative way.) Hare Krishna.  

For the purposes of this autobiography, I’m reading from an 
unedited, unpublished, hand-bound edition of Every Day, Just Write. 
It has, pasted into it, photos of color drawings that I did. They get 
increasingly abstract, with splashes of ink and handwriting on 
them. Just after the preceding passage is a picture of a man with 
eyeglasses and tilaka, reading a book. The handwriting on the page 
says, “May my eyes last to read my master’s books.”  

 
Dear Visiting Sannyasi Maharaja. PAMHO, AGTSP. Received 

your communiqué. Where are you going? The Caribbean could 
have been a good preaching adventure. If you are going for one of 
those writing retreats, it might be stagnant for our purposes. Why 
not use your extra time to write something directly useful? We 
could use a bhakta handbook. Anyway…we read what you wrote 
so far, and it’s an introduction of sorts – but so personal, like 
somebody’s underwear. Not likely. If you get a more suitable idea 
and something gets going, you can send it. 
  Yours in dynamic service for sankirtana, 

LLD for the BBT 
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February 12, 1997; 5:30 a.m. (Airport) 

First queue of the day – for security x-ray of luggage. Show 
passport. “Irish don’t need visa for America.” Guy cleaning floor 
with machine, 1997. I’m reading for a few minutes from Names of 
Krishna in Bhagavad Gita. Nice book. Gudakesa. 

The immigration man says he’s from Vrndavana, Mathura. He 
likes Vrndavana better than Delhi. Wants to return and chant 
“Hare Rama, Hare Krishna.” “O this is fictitious,” he says as he 
runs my name through the computer check. “The essence of life is 
to live in Vrndavana.” Then he asks, “When are you coming 
back?”  

Madhu: “As soon as possible.” 
There’s a picture of a man with a long head and glasses and a 

blue face. The handwriting says, “Happy long headache is over and 
we’re crossing the Atlantic.” There’s another picture, of an abstract 
looking head, and it says, “Glad to be alive.”  

Midway across the Atlantic. I feel happy that the headache has 
gone down, after about ten hours. It took me off the mental 
platform about not going to the Caribbean – because I see I’m 
weak, that I ought to reduce my travel. I look forward to two 
weeks on my own schedule. I like to read Srila Prabhupada’s books 
for 20 minutes at a time, three times a day. Work up to that. Maybe 
I’ll read the Tenth Canto at midnight, Cc, Adi-lila in the late 
morning, and the Second Canto as soon as I wake up from my 
post-lunch nap. I should make a schedule for writing too. 
Improved japa.  

 
Comment: The loosening up of my ink drawings goes along with 

free-writing. The ink drawings are unique to this book. I like them 
very much, but I don’t think they’ll be acceptable to BBT-type 
people. This is another indication of my coming into my own, 
determining my own way, and not listening to inner or outer 
critics.  

 

February 13, 1997; Stroudsburg, Pennsylvania, USA 

I’m quickly going through some changes. I’ve looked through the 
books I have stashed here in my room at Samika Rsi’s. At first I 
was attracted to Kafka’s novels but then decided once again that I 
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don’t want to read them, or to write like that. The same goes for 
Rilke’s poems, Saint Teresa of Avila, and so on.  

The next stage is to decide whether I want to write at all. I wrote 
this: “I don’t want to rush my thoughts into writing. See if you can 
live without writing it down every day.” But I also don’t want to 
enforce some mum state.  

I’ll tell my Godbrother who’s interested in writing a diary that it’s 
a genre that can be used in many different ways. Yesterday I 
received a book catalogue. In it there was an advertisement for 
Diary of a Humiliated Man, a new novel by Félix de Azúa, who 
“…presents eight months in the life of a ‘hopeless banal 
individual’ – told in the form of increasingly disjointed notebook 
entries – the narrator is a disaffected everyman wandering the 
streets of Barcelona in search of some bargain redemption. But it 
is not so much his actions, his particular encounters…but rather 
his daily recording of ordinary – and at the same time powerfully 
disturbing experiences.” I hope my book isn’t banal, even though I 
know it is a recording of the ordinary. I hope it’s not disturbing, 
except in certain ways, such as disturbing our complacency about 
living a religious life. 

This talk about diaries has spurred my interest and has forced me 
to admit that, in one sense, I am a diarist. Therefore, I think it’s 
worthwhile to write down what’s happening each day, and I’m 
hoping someone will read it. 

 

February 14th 

 
Dear BBT, 
 
I was just thinking about your proposal that you publish some of 

my writing. Why not just print my diary as it is? You may consider 
it as a diary of a serious spiritual person, a Vaisnava philosopher. 
In past centuries there have been many philosophers who wrote 
their diaries, and now those diaries are considered important 
literature. Even if, at the time, they wrote them privately, people 
now often regard the diaries as their favorite writing by those 
authors. I myself, for example, very much liked to read Kafka’s 
diaries when I was in my early 20s. He gave me relief from my 
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mental agonies in this world, although he himself was so much in 
agony due to his doubt and his Kafka-ism. 

What do you think? Just to help you get into the idea, let me 
refer you to the diary of Søren Kierkegaard: “Kierkegaard’s 
writings included a great deal more than his published works of 
some 5,000 pages. In addition there was his journal, almost twice 
as voluminous; it was his want to confide himself day and night to 
these journals, which formed an indispensable accompaniment to 
the body of his work. They furnished the human background, its 
creation, permit us to witness its very creation, they confront us 
with the thinker as he existed…something unique in world 
literature.” The Krishna conscious philosophy is perfectly and very 
interestingly described in all of Prabhupada’s books. Now, by his 
mercy, thousands of persons like me are practicing Krishna 
consciousness. This has never happened before – that western 
people trained up in all the non-Krishna conscious ways have 
suddenly embraced the path of bhakti-yoga and tried their best to 
execute it. A detailed account of the daily life of one such struggler 
will be valuable for other people who are either practicing Krishna 
consciousness or who are still not aware of Krishna but are sincere 
spiritual seekers, groping in the wilderness of contradictory 
spiritual teachings. 

You are expected to package a book. I would even be willing to 
submit to a certain creative title you might have in mind that you 
think is “non-threatening” or otherwise appealing. And you will be 
free to design the cover and make some back-copy so that it will 
be accessible. You could sell it to the New Age markets. What do 
you think?  

 
Yours sincerely, still writing, 
The Visiting Sannyasi 
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Dear Visiting Sannyasi Maharaja. PAMHO. AGTSP.  
 
Received your letter (Why don’t you use e-mail instead of snail 

mail?) about publishing your diary as it is. Incidentally, it’s too bad 
you didn’t go to the Caribbean to preach. 

I discussed it with the board of directors here. We don’t think it’s 
such a good idea. To be frank, Maharaja, you are not such a great 
person or devotee that your every thought is worth publishing as 
some kind of interesting book. We know that diaries have been 
used in Vaisnava literature before, as we have heard of the diaries 
of Svarupa Damodara, who is the constant companion of Lord 
Caitanya. In the modern times of ISKCON, we have the diary of 
Harisauri Prabhu, who was constantly with Prabhupada for almost 
two years. Any writings you have that tell about your time with 
Prabhupada also have value.  

But I don’t see the value in publishing your day-to-day thoughts 
as you grope to find your service, express your misgivings (which 
will only create doubts in the minds of faithful devotees), and so 
on. I read some of your past diaries. Sometimes you think of 
listening to non-devotee music. Then you actually indulge in it, and 
later tell us you feel sorry. These things keep repeating, and you 
don’t really seem to solve so many issues – an outstanding example 
of this is your struggle to find taste in japa, which apparently you 
have never found.  

I do respect that you have written Prabhupada’s biography and 
some other valuable Vaisnava handbooks. And there may be a few 
people who like your diaries. But, anyway, this is our considered 
opinion about your specific proposal that we publish your diary as 
it is. In a sense, it’s a shame that the God-given talent you have 
couldn’t be used for something that would be worth publishing in 
the prestigious format of the Bhaktivedanta Book Trust. 

 
Meaning no harm or offense, 
Your well-wishers, the BBT trustees 
 
Comment: I didn’t write anything in response to this letter from 

the BBT. But my reaction to it now is that I don’t agree. I think 
my diaries are interesting reading, and they could be published by 
the BBT. Every Day, Just Write was subjected to editing by my own 
editor. She took out a lot of things, like accounts of my dreams 
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and japa logs, and she smoothed out some passages. I agreed with 
her editing at the time because so much of the writing was 
preserved. Sometimes she overdid it though. One example of this 
was my writing at Castle Gregory, where I wrote nonstop for a 
couple weeks, filling up several legal pads, and called it “Forgetting 
the Audience.” It was the first time I wrote with that actual 
conception in mind, of just writing what was happening and 
whatever came to my mind, capturing it on those Ampad legal 
pads. I wrote about the surf beating against the rocks just outside 
our house, and about Kirtana-rasa and Madhu being my servants, 
and about the sheep in the pasture giving birth to lambs, and about 
my reflections on reading the Caitanya-caritamrta. When she got that 
big manuscript, she didn’t publish it. Instead she published a little 
chapbook of prose poems from Castle Gregory, along with 
photographs from the area. It was a nice book, but it wasn’t 
“Forgetting the Audience,” which is still unpublished. So, editors 
sometimes go too far. 

The Visiting Sannyasi was inspired by a Godbrother who wrote 
saying that he was getting into diary writing and wanted advice. 
Visiting Sannyasi advised his Godbrother that diary writing is a 
genre you can use in any way you want. For example, it’s 
sometimes used in fiction. Having said this, the Visiting Sannyasi 
then asked his friend in the city to bring him some fictional diaries. 
While waiting for them, he wrote a letter to the BBT.  

 
 
 
 
Dear BBT, 
 
I accept that you don’t think I’m important or spiritual enough 

for you to want to print my diary as it is; but how about if I write a 
fictional diary? I could try to keep in mind your request for the 
kind of book you want. You see, diary is merely a genre. It can be 
used in many ways. Sometimes religious leaders like Wellsley, who 
started the Methodist religion, kept journals for preaching 
purposes. Of Wellsley’s journal it is said that “It became a means 
of keeping far flung outposts of Methodism in touch with one 
another, a device for administering encouragement and review, and 
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a textbook of the experiential religion that Wellsley spent his life 
proclaiming.” 

Old Wellsley was so ferocious and determined that he went on 
preaching despite so many attacks. He constantly wrote about 
meeting mobs, people throwing stones at him, calling the police 
for protection, God Himself coming and giving protection. (Of 
course, I don’t know why I mention him, because I’m just the 
opposite.) There’s also the journal of the eighteenth century 
Quaker minister John Woeman – “My mind was turned toward 
the Lord to wait for His holy leadings.” “If selfish views or a 
partial spirit have any room in our man, we are unfit for the Lord’s 
work.” 

So, what do you think of the idea? I could send you some 
sections as they come out, and you can let me know what you 
think. As you know, I’m not open to becoming any kind of a hack 
writer; I have to just flow with what comes. But I do want to be 
part of the sankirtana movement, and if I could be published by the 
prestigious BBT, that would be very authoritative and pleasing. I’m 
being open with you about this and trying to be flexible, so let me 
hear your reply. 

 
Sincerely, 
The Visiting Sannyasi 
 
 

 
 
Dear Visiting Sannyasi Maharaja, 
 
Received your snail mail letter. You may go ahead and send us 

some excerpts from the so-called fictional diary. We’ll let you 
know upon reviewing it.  

 
Soberly, 
The BBT reps 
 
Comment: The BBT representative seems to think I have an 

attitude because I write snail mail letters instead of e-mail. But I 
was not at this time using e-mail. I do not know how to send e-
mails. Later, I began to write letters freehand that I then dictated 
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onto a dictaphone and gave those recordings to a typist who would 
send e-mails for me. But I had not yet started doing this. I didn’t 
appreciate their putting down my sending letters by regular mail. If 
it was good enough for my father’s generation, I thought it was 
good enough for me. 

 
Feelings of love between Madhu and I and our ongoing 

adventures. Now we’ve got tickets to Ireland for March 13th. 
Even if there’s some trouble with my entering Ireland due to my 
breaking laws as a resident of the country, I can accept that as an 
adventure – don’t be attached to things going a certain way. Part of 
this adventure is writing it down. 

 
Comment: My statement here about not being allowed to enter 

Ireland was needless worry. In my passport I had a visa stamped 
for me to stay in Ireland until June of that year, so I don’t know 
why I’d said I broke the law. It’s a fact that I had to constantly 
renew my visa in Ireland, but it was an automatic thing. Uddhava 
and I used to go to the police station, and they would renew it 
automatically.  

 
Let’s start a fast as soon as possible. I’m ready for it. Two 

grapefruits a day. I’m the fictitious man. I may or may not write a 
fiction for the BBT. Why bother? If you don’t like it, why do it? 
Wait until an idea seizes you. Stay as close to sastric life as possible. 

If the BBT writes to me and asks, “What happened with your 
fiction?” I’ll reply, “I decided to stay in real life,” and give them 
another shot at printing my diary as it is. 

 
Comment: Both before and after this, I wrote Krishna conscious 

fiction. As late as 2003, I wrote the novels Sanatorium and Under 
Dark Stars. Earlier I had written the Nimai series and the Stories of 
Devotion. But I had also written a little book called Why Not Fiction 
in which I reasoned that I really didn’t want to write fiction. I also 
wrote a fictive piece called Introducing Bhakta Bob, which I’ve 
reviewed as part of the anthology Churning the Milk Ocean. I put my 
character Bhakta Bob into trouble, because I thought stories had 
to have conflict in them, but then I felt I didn’t want to be cruel to 
a character I’d created. I didn’t have the heart to put him into 
difficult situations, so I wasn’t a genuine storyteller who could 
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create conflict and be comfortable with a character who suffers. 
I’m willing to tell you about my own suffering in this 
autobiography, but I didn’t want to make characters up and put 
them into imagined agony and torture. So, basically, I am not a 
fiction man, though I have delved into it for hundreds and 
hundreds of pages and left a considerable legacy of fiction, 
especially in Sanatorium.  

 
“There is a mission, there is a place in this world for the monk, 

for the person who mostly keeps to himself and prays. If he can 
find integration in that way, then he can bring something to the 
tribe, to the congregation. It’s a message of peace and wholeness, 
of the reality of chanting and reading scripture, of happiness and 
self-expression won within the ‘confines’ of strict Krishna 
conscious life. It’s a well-adjusted sannyasi life that I’m trying to 
develop and offer to others.” 

 

February 16th 

I’ll have to give a series of lectures in Baltimore. Should I choose 
verses or sections from sastra? I’m not going to open it up to group 
discussion. It’s mostly me talking with some time for questions at 
the end. The Answer Man. So, in this rest spot in Stroudsburg I’m 
away from that role. It’s a relief just to be here by myself. I can’t 
claim I’m alone in intense prayer, crying out to Krishna to direct 
me. I’m recouping, enjoying being released from my role, from 
having to perform – even though I’ll take it up again in less than 
two weeks. 

 
Comment: While I was staying at Samika Rsi’s I allowed a doctor 

from Santa Domingo to come and examine me. He came with an 
assistant, and I wrote about it. I had a right-eye headache when he 
came. His poking around made it worse. He prescribed fasting for 
me. (He was not an allopathic doctor.) And he gave me some vile 
natural medicines. Madhu was into it. This was the last straw. I 
took his treatments for a while but then gave them up and began 
eating regularly and taking allopathic medicine when I’d become 
fed up with this man from Santa Domingo.  

His friend even played psychiatrist on me and asked if I’d been 
emotional lately, saying that might cause a kidney infection. “No,” 
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I smiled. “Oh yes,” the doctor said. “He’s controlled and 
peaceful.” Then the other guy said, “You have been in this 
movement for so many years. Is there something you haven’t 
expressed, verbalized?” What did he mean? Was he playing 
psychiatrist? Did he mean I might have something choked up, 
suppressed, or did he want me to tell him some divine thing to zap 
him? I said that I write a lot, so I have been expressing all I know. 
What the hell is there to express beyond what Krishna says in 
Bhagavad Gita? Besides that, these fools don’t even understand the 
second chapter – that we are not these bodies and that we have to 
change by transmigration of the soul.  

Give a leave to travel, you don’t get fewer headaches that way. 
I’m sorry, sires, I have to go where there is less pressure on me, 
because when I have to perform, I get more headaches. You see, 
it’s better if I’m left alone. Then I can write. Maybe I’ll even write 
something better.  

For now, I’ve still just recently returned from a superficial visit to 
Vrndavana, where I could not enter. As I left, I said, “I couldn’t do 
it this time, but maybe in the future.” And I looked off into the sky 
and the arches in the dome of Srila Prabhupada’s samadhi. My 
disciple asked, “What do you mean, you couldn’t do it?” I said, “I 
couldn’t enter Vrndavana.” And then he hugged me. I got into the 
backseat of the jeep for a safe ride at 3:30 in the morning to New 
Delhi, where they met us at the gate of Varuna’s parents’ house. 

I stayed there for two days and then took another taxi to the 
airport at five in the morning. Everything went well until I got a 
headache. Even then, the plane kept flying on course, and the 
stewardesses were very maternal and pleasant, insisting that we 
take some kind of food from them or let them serve us in some 
other way. So Madhu finally allowed them to warm up the samosas 
and parathas we had brought from Delhi, but I couldn’t eat them. 
We arrived all right in London, and while waiting in the lounge 
there I applied water on the brain. Was it there I began to feel 
better? Or was it when the plane began its seven-hour stretch 
crossing over the Atlantic? At that point I felt good enough to sigh 
and say, “I’m going to my America again, though I’m not a 
resident.”  

Madhu got into the USA okay but was delayed on the 
immigration line for a long time. I got nervous standing on the 
other side with all of our luggage, thinking, “What happened? Did 
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they not let him go through?” But finally they did. Hare Krishna, 
Hare Krishna.  

Shriveled leaves. When we came here it was snowing on the 
drives of Stroudsburg. I already told you. Please, Krishna. For four 
days I was reading a little bit better, and then I got smashed with a 
headache, provoked by the visit of that stocky, broad doctor and 
his two assistants, provoked by them flashing their flashlight into 
my eyeballs when I wasn’t feeling good. And they checked your 
urine and said you have an infection. But I don’t want to detox. I 
have already tried that; it never gets you better. Resign yourself to 
the fact once and for all, and live life expecting a new kind of 
normalcy.  

I talked it over with Madhu, so I don’t feel bad that we skipped 
the Caribbean. But I have yet to answer their letters. I will try to 
rise to the occasion and say I’m sorry, or say something to show 
I’m a true guru – not by visiting them in person but by being fit 
spiritually. That’s the most important thing.  

 
“I discovered yesterday that I am a writer of pieces. Don’t worry 
how the pieces will connect. Trust that they will, especially if you 
write often and deeply. Don’t worry how this practice of ‘piece 
writing’ will be published. Trust that if you write some ‘hot’ ones 
(and you will), they can be juxtaposed for a collection. Or some 
books of pieces can be published just as they are.” 

This discovery is a closer look at what I’m doing. Focus on “the 
piece” as the basic element. I work in this genre, and I ought to 
accept that I’m a writer of pieces. They run in length from one to 
five (or sometimes nine) pages and then stop. I rest and breathe, 
taking breaks in between pieces, and the reader may do so also.  

Think of yourself, several times a day, attempting to write one. 
Each one new. Each one carefully executed. A virtue of this 
insight is that it will help you to write even when you don’t feel 
inspired to say something. It will help you overcome 
procrastination and other forms of crustiness and doubt. Go 
ahead, write one. You haven’t done so for several hours. You have 
nothing to lose.  

Push on in this way, pull at the thread and follow it into that 
golden ball of yarn that leads to eternity. Hare Krishna. “There’s 
plenty more where that came from.” This attitude will help me 
create the outpouring of writing the psychic said I was meant to 
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do. Otherwise, I’ve recently noticed my output dwindling; I rarely 
write more than two pages a day. 

 
Comment: The discovery that I am “a writer of pieces” is an 

important one. It is a chosen path, but that choice is also partly 
determined by my health. I cannot write extended essays or long, 
structured tomes. I cannot concentrate that way. But I can write 
pieces. And they will be slices of life, like what Ginsberg called 
“reality sandwiches.”  

 
I just watched the first installment of the TV program Abhaya 
Charan, produced by Bhakti Caru Swami. I liked it very much. I 
enjoyed seeing the life of Srila Prabhupada on screen. I felt like 
crying feeling his greatness, as predicted by the astrologer at the 
time of his birth. The presentation is somewhat quaint, but 
charming, and good for an Indian audience. It’s good for me too, 
for my heart. And the way Maharaja preaches through these 
fictional episodes is okay. I was worried about that, but now I see 
it is well executed. Hare Krishna. Bhaktivinoda Thakura predicted 
that the Lord’s names would be heard in every town and village. 
He said it would probably be accomplished by one of the Lord’s 
confidential devotees. In the TV show they had Bhaktivinoda say 
this immediately after the birth of Abhaya.  

So Maharaja is producing this TV series using all the talent and 
money at his disposal. And I am here with my daily notes, trying 
not to get a headache. I feel happy that I have my place. The actors 
in that film have their place. Everyone is serving Krishna, and I am 
serving too. There is always conflict. A drama must have conflict 
in order to be successful. There was a scene in which an 
Englishman is mocking the Hindu religion. The mother felt the 
pain of childbirth, but it’s all right. Krishna will come out all right. 
Krishna’s devotees will come out all right. 

Oh! You are writing only these little notes from your little life, 
not Abhaya Charan to be seen by millions? You are not practicing 
and spreading Lord Caitanya’s movement? 

I’m doing my bit. I wrote over 2,000 letters last year. Abhaya, 
Abhaya, you are the lotus of Lord Caitanya’s movement. You are 
the one who takes shelter at the lotus feet of God. You will grow 
up, and at the age of 70 you will cross the ocean and go to 
America. There you will live alone with no financial support, 
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except what you can earn from selling your books. And I will be 
there too – I, Steve Guarino, listening to “A Love Supreme,” 
jumping out the window, and so on. I will come to you in a 
storefront. I will surrender to you. O Master, please be kind to me. 
Please bring me closer to you and your books. I listen to your 
tapes, and sometimes I find fault. I have somehow been spoiled to 
think that I need variety in Krishna consciousness, not just what 
you present. Please bring me to your lotus feet to desire nothing 
apart from what you teach. I know that for the highest Krishna 
consciousness all I need is in your teachings. 

Abhaya-caranaravinda-re. I don’t have to comply with the doctor 
from Santa Domingo, who I met only once. He cannot make me 
well. It’s up to Krishna. But I have to keep writing these pieces 
several times a day. Find a thread and pull it.  

What is the use of toiling in the world? What is the use of a long 
life without Krishna consciousness? Better a moment of full 
consciousness. O Lord, we each have to die, that’s for sure. May I 
come up to a better standard before then. I need help – I need 
Your mercy. I need it. Give me some inspiration to chant more 
and to read better. I think these two things are all I need. But I 
need to be more satisfied with them, and more peaceful. And, if 
possible, please increase the time I spend on them and decrease 
the time I spend on other things. All glories to You. 

Stay simple. What is bhakti? You want to champion bhakti over 
karma and jnana, but what is it actually? You think, “Yes, I shall 
please Krishna by spreading His word” But even that…How to 
feel it, be it, love it? I don’t seem to be able to do it just by 
throwing myself into some preaching department in the institution. 
To tell someone about Krishna? On the smallest scale?  

How about pleasing Krishna through your own activities? Is that 
bhakti? Yes, and it can spread. As in writing, you say first please 
yourself, and by telepathic shock others may feel the genuine thing. 
So, actually, be a devotee as best you can and that will move 
others. Yes. The books are proof of that. 

Now M opens the door and interrupts. I’m writing. He came to 
give me a message, but I’m writing (which he says I shouldn’t do 
so hard – but I can’t just lounge around). While I have clear head, I 
am meant to write pieces. Pieces of gold. Pieces of light from the 
rainbow. How many? No counting. There are so many pieces. 
Pieces of a puzzle? Will it one day all fit together, like a mosaic? 
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No, it’s a picture that can always be added to. Please write praise of 
Krishna for His pleasure, and that will be bhakti, and you will be 
redeemed. 

 

February 24, 1997; 12:30 a.m. 

Don’t make flattering self-portraits to look good in print. Part of 
writing is to search, to find your self. Blank. I see to go forward. 
Go forward with faith that there’s territory to cross, advancement, 
and that by writing you move forward. It’s good to read Srimad 
Bhagavatam so that in writing your thoughts will be Krishna-ized 
but not only gleaning from your last reading. Going forward 
means many things. It also means confessing where you’re at now. 
The less-than-saintly, petty (and worse) things in your heart. See it 
and let it go. 

I admit, I don’t want to write some things – like my glancing at 
young women, my mocking everything, my search for physical 
comfort, and my anxiety when I lose it.  

Abstract painting with ink – seeking a new way to express your 
prayers. That’s all right too. Going forward means to stumble, veer 
off, correct yourself. It also means that I feel the need to divest 
myself of the influence of even good devotees. When that 
influence is too much their opinions and not my own self.  

The sun hasn’t risen yet. It steals the duration of life. But if you 
spend your day chanting and hearing, it is counted as eternal 
activity. “A devotee’s old age or disease in the present life is but an 
impetus to such guaranteed eternal life.” (Bhag. 2.3.17) It makes 
him want to not waste time during the day. Be careful about doing 
things that are within the wide bounds of Krishna consciousness 
but in a watered down way. I’m near the last stage, and I should do 
away with all but the most potent and basic forms of Krishna 
consciousness. Don’t add the burden of duties that are less than 
the best. Anyway, I don’t have the capacity to do so many other 
things. But I do want to improve my writing, and to relax from 
tensions.  

 
Comment: How do I feel about the above statement now, over ten 

years later? I feel I have achieved what I was striving for in my 
expression. I am free to write, and I have a desire to write. I don’t 
feel guilty about it. I know it’s my preaching, my vocation. I am 



 :THE STORY OF MY LIFE  

232\ 

writing from my little life and from the scriptures, as I aspired to. 
I’m not doing things in a watered down way. In the preceding 
piece I seemed to not yet be at that stage but hoping for it. Now I 
have attained it.  

 
From Jayadvaita’s letter to me: “In New Govardhana I was 

present for the passing away of Upendra Prabhu. I arrived at 4:00 
p.m. He left just before ten. It was a beautiful departure. Kirtana 
was going, he was surrounded by devotees, and he was conscious 
until the end. Although he couldn’t communicate, from his face it 
seemed he was absorbed in transcendental thoughts. From his face 
you could see his mind active, moving. And his thoughts at the 
end seemed happy, sweet, and even ecstatic. He certainly received 
Srila Prabhupada’s special mercy.  

In Sydney I met Bhavananda Prabhu, who was living at the 
temple there. He has been chanting all his rounds and following 
the principles for the last several months, and “having a lot of 
realizations,” he says. He says, “There’s nothing out there, and I’m 
60 years old. How many years do I have left? And what will I 
enjoy?”  

These are worthwhile things to remember and to put into a diary 
for people to read later. I want to do the same, giving names and 
places. I may not see so many things, because I don’t travel as 
widely as Jayadvaita Maharaja, but let me load it down. Krishna 
conscious life is fascinating and important. People don’t die like 
that in the material world. And people in the material world don’t 
“come back” to Krishna consciousness after having been away and 
have the realization that “there’s nothing out there.” So tell it. 

I couldn’t easily explain to Samika Rsi what A Poor Man Reads the 
Bhagavatam is, because it’s so western. What do you say? “I write 
straight philosophy for each verse of the Bhagavatam, and then I 
break into free-writing.” 

They’ll say, “What’s free-writing? Why break into it? Why not 
just preach and then shut up? Or preach and then go to the next 
verse and preach again?”  

How to explain it? I can’t. Justify your music and poems. Defend 
yourself as less than liberated.  

I am not interested in learning to practice “lucid dreaming.” It’s 
too hard and maybe not even something I want to learn. Put aside 
Steven Laberge’s books. I want to be a simple Hare Krishna man 
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with a steel-caged heart melted down. At least I want to be reading 
about that subject matter – Maharaja Pariksit inquiring from 
Sukadeva, and Saunaka speaking those eloquent verses that we 
want to hear and of which we never tire. It’s nectar, and we will 
become free just by hearing of the Lord’s pastimes in Srimad 
Bhagavatam and what Jiva Gosvami says about them. Be brought 
into it more and more and leave behind the other worlds. All other 
worlds. Just Srimad Bhagavatam and chanting the holy names and 
you quiet down and renounce and engage your mind and senses in 
that way. Oh, it would be very good. Then, when you see people, 
you can tell them what you’re reading. It’s on your mind, what 
Krishna said. You will be better than others? You will feel proud? 
No, not that. 

 

February 25th, 1:05 a.m. 

Now Maharaja Pariksit inquires about the process of creation – 
Bhagavatam, Second Canto. Srila Prabhupada says we shouldn’t 
suddenly jump to the internal pastimes of the Supreme Lord. First 
we should be well aware of how great He is so that we don’t 
mistake Him for an ordinary man or a myth. I’ve read this before, 
but I’m still a common man, not liberated. I pray for faith and 
liveliness in reading – again and again – all that Srila Prabhupada 
has given us. I need it as a preacher, a spiritual master, and an 
aspiring devotee. I also pray for enthusiasm to go on with my little 
life and my literary expression as devotional service. It’s my chosen 
service, and I do love it, so let me pursue it. 

I woke up at 11:00 p.m., but for the past four or five days I’m 
deliberately allowing myself to stay in bed, drowsing until 1:00 a.m. 
It’s another attempt to quell headaches later in the day. Less time 
to write? Perhaps not so – I’ll find time to sneak in piece work. But 
now I must rush to japa in the back room. There you will need 
prayer too – to stop and hear the names you are uttering.  

Our senses are instruments, so let us pray that we may use them 
in Krishna’s service. Otherwise, if we try to hear whatever we 
want, independent of Him, they are misused. Devotees pray for 
permission before they do anything. I would like to enact that 
practice on a personal level. Just be simple. Don’t try for big 
endeavors. In whatever you do, try to do it for Krishna. Speak to 
Him in your own words all the time. Say, “My dear Lord, I’m 
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about to eat now. Let it be in Your service.” If we do this, then we 
will not let ourselves do something that obviously has no 
connection to serving Krishna. How can we ask Him personal 
permission if it’s not something He likes? My own amusement in 
listening to music may not be justified in that way. The psychiatrist 
is always advising us to relax and enjoy and achieve et cetera. Or 
they are telling us to do nothing. Space out. But they never 
conceive that each and every act should be done to please Krishna 
or that you can consult Him and ask His permission. In his 
purports, however, Srila Prabhupada confirms that this is so. It is 
the way to practice the presence of God, as Brother Lawrence 
conceived of it. I want to follow this, and I will pray for the 
presence of mind to do it.  

And, as I do so, may I refrain from acts that even I know are not 
directly Krishna conscious. My time is not long in this world; I 
should not spend it in indirect ways. 

I have justified acts for the sake of my service, for the art of 
writing and so on. I have also justified acts for the sake of 
maintaining my health and reducing my pain. These things may or 
may not be done, but the criteria should be kept in mind. I may 
still have to ask forgiveness as well as permission when I take a 
painkiller. The reason I take painkillers is because with too much 
pain I don’t have the ability to chant japa or read or write. Or I 
may pray for the strength to endure when I’m knocked out of 
action, from my usual services.  

These are the arts to practice, not “lucid dreaming” or free-write 
poetry and so on. Krishna will give you everything you need and 
much more than that, that which you could never achieve by any 
process. Have faith in Him for that and lead others to it. I could 
lecture on a simple prayer for permission, and on the use of the 
senses as instruments, when I meet the devotees in a week in 
Baltimore. But it’s better that I practice something myself before I 
lecture on it. I may also discover something by writing. When I 
began this piece, I didn’t know I would write about praying for 
permission, but it came in the course of the writing session. 
Writing sessions are valuable experiences. You never know what 
will come. 

Hare Krishna, Hare Krishna. When you pick up a crayon and 
start to draw, you don’t know what it will be – you may have to 
experiment. But there, too, you can pray, “Lord please let 
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something come out of this that will advance my Krishna 
consciousness and be pleasing to You.” I count on pleasing 
Krishna by pleasing His devotees. And if they are pleased or 
helped, then my spiritual master will be pleased with me. What else 
am I trying for in any of my acts? Gratification of my senses for 
their own pleasure is a dead end. It ends quickly and has no good 
result – only karma. You use up pious credit, and then you have to 
suffer later. Please let me get out of this syndrome. Hare Krishna, 
Hare Krishna.  

“May I bowl? May I have a highball?” Don’t ask for that. But 
when you drink pure water, that taste is Krishna. You may thank 
Him for supplying the thirst-quenching agent – for the upkeep of 
this body – but Krishna is offering you so much more. He’s 
offering you a direct exchange, eternal life in the spiritual world. 
Ask for that. Don’t ask, even in a pious way, for these petty things. 
Ask for service: “Please, Lord. I want to have at least some 
awareness of You as the Lord of my life, to live for that always and 
be transcendental to matter. I’m so hung up and entangled in this 
world, I wish to get out of it. I don’t need to hear Allen Ginsberg. 
What will he teach me? I don’t even need to hear fine musicians. 
Simply for the chance to converse with Krishna I’m privileged, and 
I should not decline that privilege given to me – to converse with 
Krishna and to serve Him. That’s what I will do. Ask for that, not 
for something else. Live in accord with His wishes and those of 
His pure devotees, and talk about this to others. Lord, it is very 
wonderful that today – very quietly, simply – You revealed to me 
this prayer for permission. I beg You to let me follow it up 
completely. Now is the time for me to step forward into real 
spiritual life, day after day, doing only what pleases You and 
kicking out all else.  

 

February 26th, 4:00 a.m. 

I have a handle on something. What is it? A desire and a growing 
conviction. A desire to what? To simplify my life so that I can 
concentrate on three things: 1) chanting 2) reading Srimad 
Bhagavatam, and 3) writing. Nothing new? More wishful thinking?  

Yet I dare to say it’s something a little more serious. The 
Bhagavatam is especially conducive to this mood, because I can 
always think how Maharaja Pariksit had only seven days left to live. 
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I’m getting older and some of my Godbrothers are dying off. As 
Bhavananda said, “I’m 60 years old. How much longer do I have?”  

After a week of intensive preaching and meetings in Baltimore, 
when we go to Ireland, I intend to put this into practice. Think of 
Thoreau’s motto: “Simplify! Simplify! Simplify!” I’m praying that 
Krishna will give me a little strength to refrain from all other 
things, even though they are nice things, like listening to Bach or 
reading educational books that happen not to be Srimad 
Bhagavatam. Writing seems an integral part of this growing desire. I 
want to write with more freedom, inspired by thoughts of 
publishing, creating a particular effect on the audience, creating 
harmony, theme, and so on. All the best things will come without 
my having to plan for them, if I just write earnestly under the 
influence of the simplified life of chanting, hearing, and writing.  

I don’t have a firm grip on it yet, but I’ll start writing about it 
here to help myself move toward it. Since arriving in America, I 
have been able to gradually improve my reading routine, and to 
gradually improve the quality too.  

 
Comment: I mention that one of the three big things I want to do 

in my life is to pray. This is not something devotees often think 
about or practice. I mention japa, writing, and reading the 
Bhagavatam. But I pray to Krishna outside the practice of japa. As 
an example of this, there is the piece about asking Krishna 
permission before I do anything. That is a prayer, and it is an 
example of the sort of prayerful life I wish to follow.  

 
Two more days here before we leave for Baltimore. Then two 

more days’ rest there before the lectures begin, unless of course a 
headache intervenes, as is bound to happen some time during that 
week. Now I again have allopathic pills to help deal with 
headaches, but I’ll take fewer pills this time. Last year at this time I 
began my honeymoon with pills from Samika Rsi and went off to 
Saranagati with Poor Man Reads the Bhagavatam. 

 

5:15 p.m.  

Told Madhu my plans for a simplified life: reading Srimad 
Bhagavatam, writing without structure but within the life of reading 
Bhagavatam, deciding not to listen to non-devotee music, and so on. 
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I hinted at my hopes for prayer but said I wouldn’t mention it to 
him directly, instead wait and see what develops. (Still, I found that 
a life of prayer is there in Srimad Bhagavatam.)  

He said it sounded exciting. Yes, it is quite exciting. Wonderful. I 
know things change, and that the best-laid plans of mice and men 
“gang aft agley,” that is, they often go awry. May Krishna bless me 
to be successful. 

He also said it was something I shouldn’t mention to others. Yes, 
I said, that’s called gravity. My inner life. I’ll tell people I’m just 
trying to get by with my headaches and so on, that I plan to travel, 
to have disciples’ meetings later, in Europe in July. Don’t tell them.  

I also mentioned to Madhu that, in addition to the preliminary 
three – reading, chanting, and writing – I must consider the 
realities of health as my fourth primary context for action. That is, 
I can’t realistically pursue the big three in an intense way, with 
marathon quotas for rounds, reading, or writing. I have to expect, 
and to even enjoy, quiet time just sitting in a chair, because I often 
have a foggy head or some other physical weakness and can’t 
always use the afternoon as I would like.  

BBT asks VS: “Time is running out on your USA tour. If you 
want to give us something, better do it soon.” 

VS replies: “I told you that you can use what I actually do. But 
you’re not interested. I can’t make the special thing you want. 
Better we stop frustrating each other. Get another author. I’m 
okay, you’re okay.” 

They go their separate ways. 
Outside “noise” – white noise of your mind’s chatter. Do you 

dare enter into yourself and write down the details – life’s story, 
journal, free-write, prose poems, no rewrites allowed?  

Down, down the column of print. Painted his own picture, ink-
wash, and wrote “Prabhupada” in red. It turned out faded, but 
underneath, indelible, of you who will be able to see it. Don’t care 
what anyone may think; just make it your way. Easy, colorful stains 
and simplistic figures, two per portrait. 

 
Comment: Speaking of “white noise.” One type of noise is the 

criticism that I don’t associate enough with senior Godbrothers. I 
have made my peace with that. Living in upstate New York, I do 
associate with Godbrothers, as they visit me from time to time. In 
the last three weeks this has been intense – devotees visiting one 
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after another – culminating in Janmastami and Vyasa-puja. So, I do 
associate with Godbrothers, but I maintain my solitary mornings 
and meet with them for just an hour and a half a day. When there 
are public programs, I might spend a little more time.  

 

March 4, 1997; 2:48 p.m. 

Steadied from a morning headache. Now scheduled to give my 
blockbuster talk on how we should spare time for chanting and 
reading and serving Lord Krishna – and not get so overwhelmed 
by the pace of material nature in America. Simplify (in Irish 
spring). In Baltimore, sun and rain. I won’t spell it out. How to do 
it is up to each of them. Read Thoreau. That may not go over as 
well as I think, but I’m enthusiastic to try, “because I’m a writer, 
and this is an excellent example of writing in the American 
vernacular. (Did it. On these points he’s so similar to Srila 
Prabhupada and Sukadeva Gosvami.)  

I went to the basement where the lecture will be held. Chose the 
spot where I’ll sit. Picked out the light and desk. They’re all very 
nice – the people and the arrangements. Why should I be honored 
to have been chosen to speak? Because of my experience as 
Swami’s cela. 

 
Comment: The above reference to inviting my disciples to read 

Thoreau is an example of my extending myself to them. 
Sometimes disciples may criticize me for being distant, not relating 
to them in their lives. But if I do relate to them, I have to do it in 
my own way. I’m a professor of the literary world. I share world 
literature with them, that and other things. That’s my way. It’s 
good if disciples adjust their lives to please the spiritual master, if 
they take up his interests. It makes for a loving exchange. 

 
Now hold steady. This little boat is crossing the teacup ocean 

from 3:00 to 5:00 p.m. – in the spotlight and on camera. (Live 
video coverage on the TV set upstairs for mothers with children. 
The SRO crowd in Dr. Patel’s basement.) He does his best, with a 
pill in his breast pocket in case he needs it. 

Blood shots anyone? Words right? (Blood tests, you mean.) Teeth 
Fixodent-ed? Hat and head on straight? No wisecracks, please. 
This is serious business. 
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Sukadeva is telling them not to follow the flowery Vedas; take the 
path of nivritti, as HTD said, not pravrtti. Will Haridasa be there? 
Will Lord Brahma? Will Krishna? Yes, certainly. He’s in everyone’s 
heart. This is the first of nine scheduled lectures, though I’m likely 
to cancel a few. 

Ask for any item – within reason and not too expensive – and 
they’ll try to bring it to you. Aloe gel, paintbrushes, whatever. But 
don’t ask for a woman or booze or cigars or cigarettes. And don’t 
dislocate or fart or squirm and shift. Please, Mr. Guarino. Please. 
Deportment! You are not a wise-guy anymore, at Tottenville High 
School being reprimanded by Ms. Eagan. Is she dead yet?  

 
That’ll be the day – 
when I die! 
Oh, and watch your references.  
Make them Vedic. I got a  
good Srila Prabhupada story. 
 
The burden of acting as spiritual master. One disciple wrote me, 

saying she was envious that I had people cooking for me and I 
didn’t have to work to earn money. She couldn’t cook nicely for 
herself, and she was very stressed trying to earn money. This is the 
other side of the relationship. From the same disciples who offer 
you food and money. They turn on you. The very same ones who 
give you garlands and a seat of honor and say “Jaya Gurudeva!” 
can later turn against you and resent the honors they have given 
you. And you become the dupe who willingly accepted the role. 
You are a “nice guru,” so you did it. Or you crave special 
treatment.  

Aware of this side of things, I should try not to accept too much 
luxury. Then they’ll have less to be envious of. Everything I accept 
can be used as evidence against me, even the fact that I assume the 
responsibility of instructing them in the Absolute Truth. 

No time to write all day. I answer letters, grow sour on it, but 
keep answering them anyway. They say they like me to write 
honestly, but they become hurt if I mention that I am a mere 
human. They turn on me and say “Look! He’s admitting that he’s 
less than perfect.” 

Those who are raised in the Hindu culture accept the guru more 
naturally. But they, too, can put you in a false position in which 
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they think you are somehow special and deserve to be seen as 
guru. It’s baffling. You can’t win. 

 
Oh, he’s an ordinary bloke 
who says he’s gurudeva, but 
we know one who’s the 
real thing –  
a mahabhagavata, 
the prince of peace, 
the lord of hosts, 
the everlasting father. 
Wonderful! Marvelous!  

 

March 7, 1997; 2:50 a.m.  

Notes for today’s meeting with disciples: First I’ll mention that 
some devotees said they would not attend these meetings, because 
they hate crowds and big social scenes. I can empathize with this 
feeling. I also want to say that meetings like these are valid. Sure, 
it’s a performance, but that in itself is not a bad thing. Musicians 
also perform before audiences. That’s when they actually make 
their peak expressions, even better than when they play alone.  

Then, I’ll mention the disciples’ meetings we had in Vrndavana 
earlier this year. Each day we went over several items on our 
agenda – such as chanting japa, reading Prabhupada’s books, the 
meaning of residing in Vrndavana – and then finally I would talk 
about our relationship, especially in terms of my books, and I 
would read sections from those books. Today’s meeting is also 
about our relationship through their reading my books:  

 
For a disciple to ask questions according to time and place, he 

needs to hear from his guru; clear of doubts, seeking direction on 
life decisions, receiving loving attention; 

Being honest, dropping masks of pretension (to perfection) on 
both sides; 

Hearing about Krishna from a trusted friend and teacher; 
Being warned to stay in line and not to deviate, not to fall into 

maya; 
Begging forgiveness for mistakes; 
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Being taught tolerance, forgiveness, having appreciation for 
devotees; 

Being pointed to the ultimate goal of Krishna consciousness; 
Reminded of the necessity of sadhana, especially chanting and 

hearing; 
Giving an emphasis on things like avoiding controversies, 

debates, politics, prajalpa;  
 
The list could go on and on. In the act of reading my books they 

will find (and realize) all aspects of what we expect and need in a 
guru-disciple relationship. 

 

3:05 p.m. 

In the morning session I read from A Poor Man Reads the 
Bhagavatam. It went over well. Lots of laughs. Afterwards, strong 
words of encouragement from them as to the format and essence 
of the book. Haryasva Prabhu was standing as he spoke. He 
described the format – how he very much liked hearing from 
Prabhupada in the verses of Srimad Bhagavatam and then hearing 
his spiritual master’s (my) comments. And then Haryasva said, 
“Where you…go off.” That line brought some wild laughter from 
the audience (laughter they sustained for a while). Haryasva shook 
his head, indicating that he didn’t want the laughter. He didn’t 
mean something light or trivial. Nevertheless, they laughed at his 
saying that I “go off.”  

I think he meant, maybe in black man’s jargon, that I went off in 
the sense that I improvised or climbed a stairway to the stars like a 
jazzman. But to “go off” also has the implication that I deviated. 
That’s there too – the unusual thing I’m doing, admitting that I 
stray from the topics of the Bhagavatam, and writing it down, 
putting it in print (as a guru), as if what I’m saying is important.  

I’m glad that I read. And, certainly, the response was positive. 
Some of them vowed to distribute the book, and one disciple gave 
a $5,000 donation toward printing the next volume. But in this 
series of meetings I think I’ve gone as far as I want to go in the 
direction of my “wild side.” Oh yeah? Tonight I’ll show slides. The 
first 20 are my collages. That’s about as wild as you can get. 
Anyway, starting tomorrow morning it will be straighter. Hare 
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Krishna. What kind of a guru is this? What kind of an age (of Kali) 
is this? 

 
Comment: The balance in the feedback I got to A Poor Man Reads 

the Bhagavatam was that it was like a real reading session with me. We 
read the Bhagavatam together when we read a verse and paraphrase 
Prabhupada’s purport. We don’t just stop there in a rigid, formal 
way, but we have a discussion on topics related to the Bhagavatam 
and the other things on our minds. They’re with me when we do it. 
So they liked this. It’s another personal way to allow them into my 
world. 

 
The dreams are of me being a sensitive person. I don’t have an 

inner identity as a Hare Krishna, and certainly not as a follower of 
Jesus, just as a sensitive person who is surrounded by crude 
people. This is the pain of the dream, and I’m just trying to cope, 
with my own kind of street smarts. I’m a marginal figure whom 
nobody knows, trying to move around and survive. 

How different this is from the day I just spent on which 
everyone honored me, cooked for me, gave me gifts, and listened 
to my presentation of art and philosophy in Krishna 
consciousness. Although I seem to be a celebrated and much loved 
figure, at night I dream I am a persecuted, rejected figure, an 
outcaste. By one theory of dreams, if everything in the dream is 
myself, I may feel that my real authentic self is an outcaste, while 
I’m engaged in this performance of being a guru to my loving 
disciples. The real self feels like a sensitive outcaste surrounded by 
crudeness and rituals. 

 
 
 
March 9, 1997 

 
I had to take pills to get through the two meetings yesterday. 
Before both the morning and evening meeting I was starting to get 
a headache. I took a pill, and both times the pain was subdued, and 
I was able to give a strong class. 

Speaking with Madhu, he burst out with strong words against 
allopathic medicine. Thinking it over afterwards, I felt that maybe 
he was right. I thought, maybe I won’t take the heavier pill with 
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me. It never did much good anyway, except to make me nauseous 
and need to vomit. But the pill came through yesterday when I 
needed it. Then it occurred to me that maybe I have to face an 
“either-or” decision. If I’m going to continue to give 
performances, big meetings, lecture, travel, and so on, then I have 
to take the allopathic medicine in order to do it. And if it’s so 
important not to take allopathic medicine, then I’ll have to live 
differently, and cut out such meetings almost entirely. It doesn’t 
seem like I can do that.  

At last night’s meeting I answered questions submitted by the 
devotees. The first one was a rather naïve question about the rtvik 
philosophy. I gave a brief definition and summary of the rtvik 
philosophy, then recommended they read Jayadvaita Swami’s 
essay. I said that he stressed that this is not the Gaudiya Vaisnava 
philosophy (the philosophy that Prabhupada continues to be 
initiating guru after his disappearance and that there can be no 
other initiating gurus), and that there is no strong evidence that 
this is what Prabhupada wanted. I said that the rtvik propaganda 
shouldn’t make us feel insecure. The important thing is that I keep 
myself fit, and that they keep themselves fit in our relationship. No 
GBC can change our relationship. 

Then a disciple raised her hand and asked me if I had read a new 
paper in favor of the rtvik philosophy that had come out 
apparently from England. She said it was being taken seriously. I 
hadn’t read the paper, and her remark threw a kind of black cloud 
over the discussion, as if something is coming of which I’m not 
aware. She hinted that changes could actually come from within 
ISKCON that would move the society closer to the rtvik approach. 
Having to face it in public, I said that even if things change I’m 
sure my disciples will still write letters to me. This made the 
devotees laugh, but there was also a kind of agitation in the air. I 
did my best to salvage the situation. I’ll try to find out more, 
perhaps there was a GBC resolution or something. Later, she said 
that the GBC wasn’t actually taking the rtvik essay seriously but 
they were aggravated that devotees were still making presentations 
in favor of it. 

I had to assure them that no resolution could change our 
relationship. The other fact I brought up, though I hadn’t planned 
to, was that actually I am just a member of ISKCON, and if 
ISKCON changes its system or the way it defines the position of 
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the guru, then I would have to go along with that. If they do make 
such a change, I can abide by it. I could live without the present 
relationship, as long as I am able to maintain my relationship with 
Prabhupada’s books and chanting Hare Krishna, and as long as I 
can continue writing – even if it’s not published. 

 
Reflection: Madhumangala’s tirade against allopathic medicine is 

interesting. There are a number of my disciples who would come 
to criticize me for taking medicine. I reasoned that in order to 
perform at certain occasions, I had to take the medicines. In light 
of that, it wasn’t wrong. But it became an issue. Some people 
thought I was taking too much medicine. But what would they 
have me do, take no medicine at all? Those days are over. At 
present, in 2011, I’m in good condition, and I’ve been that way for 
several months. I’m not getting headaches every day. I don’t even 
have to take over-the-counter painkillers. I’m getting a spell of 
mercy. I think Doctor Nitai-Gaurasundara has prescribed the right 
preventative and rescue meds for me so that I’m not getting 
regular headaches. Through his care I have come to the point that 
I no longer suffer from chronic headaches. Some people have lost 
faith in me, thinking that because I’m taking medicine my real 
consciousness is covered over. But this is not true.  

 
 
Dear Madhu, 
 
Here is a summary of my thoughts on headaches and medicine, 

at least up until now. 1) As long as I continue to travel to places 
where I lecture and hold meetings with my disciples, I will have to 
occasionally take allopathic medicine to subdue my headaches. 
This is especially true whenever there are high expectations of me, 
such as in those cases I must hold several disciples’ meetings 
within only a few days. 2) Since I don’t want to become dependent 
on the use of habit-forming drugs, I may consider radically 
curtailing my traveling and lecturing. 3) However, I don’t think I 
can realistically do this. That is, stay in one place. The USA visit, 
plans to again go to the Caribbean, and trips to Italy and Spain all 
seem necessary. And I’m not convinced the pills are so destructive 
that I should just stay in one place – that I should “retire” – in 
order to stop taking them completely. 4) If point 3 is accepted (and 
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for now I accept it, although I do consider that point number 2 is a 
viable option), then I can’t leave behind my pills. (I’m on a much 
different program of consumption than I was in 1996!) With all 
this in mind, I will curtail engagements rather than consistently 
take two pills a day, every day for weeks on end. I’m trying to take 
no more than six pills per week, and then only for especially 
stressful weeks, after which I will deliberately take time off and 
refrain from taking pills, even when headaches come.  

 
Update: Right now I’m not exactly in the same position regarding 

allopathic medicine. I don’t travel, and neither do I get many 
headaches. But I know that if I do travel, I will provoke stress, and 
stress causes headaches. I don’t currently think of allopathic 
medicine as addictive or destructive, as is the implication in these 
notes from 1996. I am taking over-the-counter medicine, but not 
even once a day. I’m in a better position than I was then, but I’m 
not traveling and lecturing as much as I was.  

The last time I traveled was in December, when I went to 
Philadelphia for my Vyasa-puja. I became so exhausted and stressed 
out by the lectures that I broke down when I returned to New 
York and had to go to the hospital with pneumonia. I still have not 
completely recovered from that ordeal. So I’m definitely not ready 
to travel, and I’m taking a regimen of allopathic medicines for 
prevention of anxiety and headaches. The disease is anticipatory 
anxiety. I have to face that.  

 
The initiation ceremony at the temple went well enough, but 

afterwards I stayed for quite a while, standing and swaying in time 
to the kirtana. Dhira Dasa was leading the singing. Haryasva and 
Caitanya were drumming. The tempo picked up. I wanted to show 
them I wasn’t an old man who had to immediately run away once 
the fun begins, so I stayed, even as smoke billowed from the 
initiation fire. That may have been the cause of the headache I got 
later. I took another pill. I’m on the road of allopathic medicine 
again. I’m going to cancel my 3:00 p.m. meeting, which was when I 
was supposed to give gayatri to three ladies. Try to curb it. Doing 
some pranayama now while waiting for lunch. 

Nandimukhi gave me, as an unsolicited gift, a book called Dance 
of a Fallen Monk. It’s about a person who, after 20 years of celibacy 
as a monk, left the Catholic Church and went on to what he 
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considered better things. I don’t know why she thought the book 
would be good for me. I glanced through it. It was a scathing 
attack, not only on the Catholic Church but of things we hold dear 
in Krishna consciousness. The author regarded the Church’s stand 
on abortion as “nonsense” –part of the Church’s past that they 
should get rid of. In the last pages I noticed he seems to have now 
found some kind of Brahman realization, or some universal form of 
appreciation, rather than feeling that God is “out there” or in one’s 
heart – God is just in all things. Now this guy is happy having sex 
and just being in the world and has become a nationally syndicated 
columnist writing about religion. This is part of the New Age trend 
of post-denominational priests, free agents. I suppose that suggests 
I could also leave ISKCON and become post-denominational. I’m 
definitely not going to read the book. Who needs that? I need to 
get more into Srimad Bhagavatam and appreciate how I can sur-
render more and accept the world Srila Prabhupada has given me. 

Yesterday, one of the devotees asked how to enter the world of 
Srimad Bhagavatam. I said it’s like a trance or hypnotism. You can 
get hypnotized watching a football game on TV, or you can do the 
same reading Srimad Bhagavatam. I want to enter there. 

I also put energy into answering letters, or worrying. Holding on 
between headaches. Today ends another arbitrary division in Every 
Day, Just Write. Ending USA visit, on to Ireland in time for St. 
Patrick’s Day. 

Been a long time, it seems, since I read regularly from Srila 
Prabhupada’s books. I’ll be going to a situation that should be 
good for that – two months with minimal obligations. Life can 
surprise of course, but I hope to use my time in goodness and 
transcendence in a more peaceful setting. Reminder: don’t 
complain if your outer life does slow down and “they” leave you 
alone. It’s what you want and what will nurture the routine, 
reading and writing.  

The VS and the BBT, I’m sorry, did not live together happily 
ever after. They didn’t even reach a resolution, but bumped up 
against each other. That’s life. They have mutual respect for each 
other. VS will write his way and not be depressed about it. He calls 
it diary, inside prose, and poems.  

He has his way, and the BBT has theirs. They’ve got plans for 
rock music and computer programs and many more items they will 
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have no trouble selling to increase the preaching. They’ve got 
exclusive rights to His Divine Grace.  

Don’t need you, VS. 
Yeah, he says. I don’t need you either. 
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Every Day, Just Write, Vol. 5: Simplicity in Irish Spring 
Northern Ireland, March 12 to April 5, 1997 

 
The epigraph to this book is taken from Thoreau’s Walden: “Still 
we live meanly, like ants…Our life is frittered away by detail. An 
honest man has hardly need to count more than his ten fingers, or 
in extreme cases he may add his ten toes and lump the rest. 
Simplicity, simplicity, simplicity! I say, let your affairs be as two or 
three and not a hundred or a thousand; instead of a million count 
half a dozen, and keep your accounts on your thumb-nail… 
Simplify, simplify. Instead of three meals a day, if it be necessary 
eat but one; instead of a hundred dishes, five; and reduce other 
things in proportion. Our life is like a German confederacy, made 
up of petty states, with its boundary forever fluctuating, so that 
even a German cannot tell you how it is bounded at any moment.” 
(From the second chapter, “Where I Lived, and What I Lived 
For”) 

 
Madhu is waiting with my coat and cabin luggage. Rrrring! 

You’ve got too much metal, man. Divest it. Locate it. Like trying 
to enter the spiritual world unqualified. 

The sprite silver plane. Chant Hare Krishna as you go. Heading 
for a quiet day, I hope, in a Queens apartment. Rasaraja will meet 
us at LaGuardia. What does the spiritual master do when he hangs 
out at an apartment that belongs to his disciples? Mostly stay in my 
room. But I exchange some words with them. My Srila 
Prabhupada murti is already in their apartment. I’ll open his box 
and wake him and begin his massage. Then my bath, then lunch, 
then rest.  

Back to the sacred precincts of Srimad Bhagavatam. He is 
describing the universal form. (“Purusasukta Confirmed.”) 
Everything is located in the form of the Lord. Spoke last night to 
Rasaraja and Prema-bhakti-marga. She mentioned that, although 
she is very dedicated to 26 Second Avenue, she doesn’t feel that 
kind of dedication to ISKCON. I told her she shouldn’t feel that 
she has to love all of ISKCON. Later I thought of an old patriotic 
song, sung by Frank Sinatra, which might apply in her case, and 
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my case also. Sinatra sings it as a guy who’s telling us what America 
means to him. The first line starts with the words “the house I live 
in.” So, one’s love of country starts with the familiar, with the 
domestic. And yet, perhaps that’s the best way to love your whole 
country – everything beyond that starts becoming abstract.  

 
The house I live in, 
the people that I meet, 
the mailman and the baker, 
and the man across the street 
…all races and religions… 
that’s America to me. 

 
It’s also typical of New Yorkers that they think only of New 

York City and can hardly see beyond that. In one sense, you can 
call this unreal. One Godbrother, applying it to ISKCON, spoke 
of “the ant’s view of ISKCON.” But, on the other hand, it’s 
natural to see all of “America” – all of ISKCON, ISKCON 
worldwide – with a positive vision for the community you love. 
The house I live in. The temple I live in. The Deity I worship. 
That’s ISKCON to me. Not the other big, big things, the GBC 
resolutions, all the news from other parts of the world. The fire is 
on the other side of the river.  

I remember how I admired Paramananda’s attitude when he used 
to be the temple president of Gita Nagari. He never paid attention 
to things outside, never went to any international or even national 
GBC meetings. But he set a good example of dedication to that 
one project. I’ll try to encourage Prema-bhakti-marga Dasi – and 
myself – in that way too. 

She referred to the preaching there, as “avant-garde.” I told her 
that if that’s true she can’t expect the satisfaction of being loved by 
everyone, because avant-garde means you’re out in front of 
everything, on the cutting edge, and not exactly attached to 
everything else. I also like to think of myself as avant-garde – a 
writer, a semi-retired, detached sannyasi. But I want also to think of 
myself as making a contribution to ISKCON. This is my offering. 
Don’t push it off the altar. 

 
Comment: Regarding Thoreau’s “simplify, simplify,” this was a 

new discovery for me. I was into it. I think I even wrote a Back To 
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Godhead article about it. I certainly spoke to my disciples about it. I 
wanted to simplify my life, focus only on the big three: reading, 
writing, and chanting. (And praying.) So I was going to Ireland 
with this plan in mind.  

 

March 14, 1997; 11:35 a.m.; Geaglum, Northern Ireland 

There is an illustration pasted into the book here. It’s the 
packaging from a bar of soap called “Original Irish Spring.” “Feel 
clean and Fresh!” it says. 

We went through immigration, baggage claim, and customs very 
quickly. He stamped my visa for June 5th. Arjuna was waiting for 
us. He drove, reaching Manu’s house in Geaglum in less than two 
hours. There was a letter from Abhaya Dasi waiting for me, 
explaining why she’s moving away from Geaglum. She’s gone 
through a lot of suffering trying to keep her children alive. Both of 
them had pneumonia and had to go to the hospital. Now she 
needs to give them her full attention, without being caught up in 
the pressure of living as part of the ISKCON community in 
Geaglum, Inis Rath. In addition to depicting her own struggles, she 
indirectly signaled to me the nature of the place we’re moving into. 
There are constant conflicts. Association always seems to 
deteriorate into politics, or problem-sharing, or even problem-
unloading. I’ve played as much a part in this as anyone else. But I 
found that I just couldn’t maintain my integrity. For such an 
isolated, apparently peaceful place, Geaglum is alive with the 
electricity of interactions, personality clashes, and on and on. 
There’s always some “issue,” and whenever someone drops by lots 
of energy is taken up with endless discussion – everybody has his 
or her own version of things. 

I read this aloud to Madhu, and he said, “Forewarned is 
forearmed.” 

 But are we going to arm ourselves against this? What is my own 
purpose? It’s to assert my right for peaceful existence – free of 
most issues, turning toward reading and writing. Don’t be ashamed 
of that. Go for it. 

 
Comment: Wanting to be peaceful but at the same time moving 

into a contentious community doesn’t sound right. I tried to stay 
by myself in Geaglum, but it wasn’t entirely possible. I wound up 
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in Southern Ireland in my own house in Wicklow. Then I was 
separate from community life.  

 

6:00 a.m.  

During the sleepless, headachy night, I sat up for a while. I went to 
the hallway to see if there was a light on in Madhu’s room, but I 
couldn’t tell. The hallway was chilly, and through the big windows 
I could see outside lights on a distant shore. I heard the wind. 
Special moments if you can perceive them, this precious life. 

So far I’m calling this volume “Simplicity in Irish Spring,” but it’s 
more like wannabe simple – not actually able to do it. I have to be 
patient to overcome the jetlag and get into an early routine again. I 
hope that once again I can rise at midnight and read Srimad 
Bhagavatam and write. And I hope I am not able to keep increasing 
my “German confederacy” of interests and involvements. 

I don’t have to ask for things; they’ll come my way – GBC 
resolutions, non-Krishna conscious books and music, the political 
issues of Geaglum and beyond. But, still, try to keep cutting these 
things down. Jettison. Aspiring for a simple life in which I can 
concentrate on the most important of all things.  

Becoming simple is appealing to me more and more. It doesn’t 
mean to become foolish – a simpleton or a dunce. (Even though 
worldly people may see me that way.) I should be humble and stick 
to what I actually know and not claim to know something else. 
Seeing through the eyes of the Bhagavatam can sometimes appear 
arrogant, especially when we claim to know everything. 
Prabhupada was able to do it, but I can’t imitate him. It seems like 
95 percent of the time, perhaps more than that, I speak only to 
devotees. So there’s no need for me to know so much. Madhu is 
fond of saying I don’t even have to know who’s the President of 
the United States. It’s not such a great embarrassment for a 
Bhagavatam speaker not to know something like that. But it’s a 
great, great embarrassment if you don’t know the essence of Srimad 
Bhagavatam and yet you’re sitting on the vyasasana. It will be 
gnashing of teeth and sobbing if at the time of death I know many 
things but don’t know the most important thing, love of Krishna. 
So let’s become simple in Irish spring, or anywhere else. 
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2:50 p.m.; Shed 

Ye yatha mam prapadyante: “As all surrender unto Me, I reward 
them accordingly.” (Bg. 4.11) Prabhupada writes, “Krishna is the 
object of everyone’s realization, and thus anyone and everyone is 
satisfied according to one’s desire to have Him.” Here are some of 
the ways in which I seem to want to have Krishna:  

1) As the bringer of peace to me; 
2) As the reliever of my physical and mental pain; 
3) As the source of my creative, artistic inspiration and 

enactment; 
4) As the bliss appearing in kirtanas, in the association of His 

devotees who are in the right mood, in His holy names, and so on; 
5) As He who we feel separation from; 
6) As He who’ll deliver us from death, give us liberation, and 

bring us into that great unknown, back to Godhead; 
7) As He who I read about, who is served by His pure devotees. 

These devotees find their happiness (vilasa) only in pleasing 
Krishna, and He is pleased to reciprocate with them in that way, 
creating a transcendental competition. 

 
You mean to say you have a selfish, limited conception of 

Krishna? Yes, I meant to say that. But, having made my list, I can 
see now that it’s not such a bad list. I don’t think of Krishna as 
unjust or cruel or impersonal. And yet I’ve failed to fully realize 
Him and to single-mindedly dedicate myself to serving Him. I still 
think I need to do some groundwork, varnasrama-style psycho-
physical sort of stuff. Karma-yoga. Dovetail. Give me a break. Let 
me off the hook. Give me that downpour of mercy. 

 
Comment: Making lists, is a good way to get your thoughts 

together. I’ve been doing it for many years. That was Sacinandana 
Maharaja’s favorite part in Search for the Authentic Self, my lists. Lists 
allow me to be more spontaneous, to quickly deliver some 
substance from my intelligence to the page. They’re a way to 
springboard. The 15 minutes it takes to write a list like that are 
packed with a lot of energy. The practice combines the 
spontaneous, unstructured side of my brain with the structured 
part. In this case it was a way to do free-writing specifically 
directed toward finding out what I wanted to get from Krishna. It 
was a way to write about Him, personally and quickly. 
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But, since his disappearance, we are gentler and allow more 

scope for self-expression and individualism than it appeared he 
himself allowed. Some of his staunch leaders have tried to cut the 
same figure that Prabhupada did, and they say they are loyal to his 
way. But they really turn people off, because most people cannot 
do it the way Prabhupada did it. Some of those leaders really 
pushed, demanding submission, and sent people out to collect 
money or sell books. But then they themselves fell down by 
committing grossly illicit acts and thus destroyed people’s faith in 
that kind of authoritarian leadership. We can’t bear it anymore. We 
still have the collective GBC, and even that is hard to bear, as they 
demand to be accepted as the absolute leaders of ISKCON. 
Therefore the relative approach has a lot of appeal, and so does 
self-work, recognizing the institution’s role in the child abuse 
cases, accepting the need to heal, and asking ISKCON to admit its 
wrongs. But these kinds of things do not appear at all in Hari-
sauri’s diary, which is written strictly within the time frame of Srila 
Prabhupada’s later activities, from 1975–1976. It is compiled by 
Prabhupada’s servant, and in it we hear him speak and act. I want 
to read it, but I want to get through it and be done with it. It’s hard 
to accept the account of those times, with Prabhupada demanding 
so much surrender from and at the same time, as a reader, 
knowing about all the falsity that occurred after his disappearance. 

 
Comment: In hindsight, could things have gone any differently? 

While Prabhupada was here, he commanded the movement with 
such force that he kept everything together by his authority. How 
could we expect that others would be able to keep up the same 
stance after his disappearance? What I wrote wasn’t intended as a 
complaint, just an honest observation – how others tried to grab 
the mantle from Prabhupada but couldn’t do it. I don’t think it 
could have turned out differently. We’re lucky we survived. The 
leaders who abused power they were given had the seeds for that 
growing in them even when Prabhupada was present. Nothing 
really changed in them after he left, except that they had complete 
control without his being there to stop them. So they veered off 
course. It was a glorious thing that Prabhupada was able to 
command his monkey army, but it’s no small wonder that they 
reverted to monkeys once they were on their own.  



 :THE STORY OF MY LIFE  

254\ 

I always cultivated service in separation from Prabhupada, 
serving the vani rather than the vapu. I did not have sharp enough 
elbows to be able to keep close to him on morning walks; staying 
beside him was often like a roller derby. Most of his leaders were 
alpha males and hard cases. Tamala Krishna Maharaja once told 
Bhurijana that he, TKG, had the same psycho-physical nature as 
Prabhupada. He was rubbing it in to Bhurijana, saying that he was 
not like Prabhupada, being so quiet and sometimes guilt-ridden. 
How were those of us who are not like TKG and his ilk able to 
cope and remain in this movement while others were driven away? 
We found some niche for ourselves in ISKCON and served 
Prabhupada in spite of others’ lording it over everyone and 
everything. 

I too can praise the Swami. 
The fourth volume of Hari-sauri’s Transcendental Diary has just 

been published, in 1997. It covers a time ten years after 
Prabhupada’s journal from New York in 1966, which the BBT has 
published with the title The Beginning. By 1976 Prabhupada was 
king of ISKCON with thousands of disciples. Of course I prefer 
to read about him in the early days, though we’re glad he became 
what he did, with ISKCON all over the world. In his diary Hari-
sauri reports that a disciple said to Prabhupada, “We were all 
useless until you came.” Prabhupada replies, “I was also useless. I 
couldn’t do anything in India. But when the two uselesses came 
together they became useful.” He was humble about it. Now I’m 
useless to praise him, because I’ve become envious of his big 
servants. I like to point out that many of them fell down, whereas 
I’m still following the four rules. Watch out, brother! That kind of 
envy will cause you, too, to fall. Don’t put down the ones who 
served His Divine Grace, who kept up with him in management 
talks and book distribution plans, who are worthy of praise you 
cannot measure up to.  

But yes, I too can praise the Swami. 
These pieces come out one after another. Put them together. 

You mean you’re not sure if your service is accepted? Well, is the 
pujari sure Krishna has accepted the offering he’s put on the altar? 
Does he know for sure? He does it with simple faith. Someone 
distributes a book and gets $5.00. But will the book get read? He 
doesn’t know, but he’s made a successful transaction. I’m 
successful when I write something in earnest, I guess. 
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Write it because a twinge may develop. Get done what you can. 
Americans are achievers. But you should also let God do the work. 
He wants us to work too. We know that He’s the deciding factor 
and that He’s the one who must be pleased by our efforts. I feel 
the first sign of a twinge, even as I write this. But sometimes you 
have to push a little or you can’t live at all. Some strain and stress 
is necessary.  

 

12:15 p.m.  

When I went to the shed this morning, the sunlight was 
streaming in brightly. I think it contributed to a headache. I tried 
answering some letters, and that also probably contributed. So I 
went directly back to the house with some sharp pains in my head. 
I did the Prabhupada puja. I’ve been thinking about the concept of 
“denial of illness,” which experts in chronic illness say should be 
overcome.  

The fact is, I haven’t come to Ireland for “simplicity in 
springtime,” a romantic spiritual retreat. I’m a semi-invalid, and 
each day I have to deal with the likelihood of a headache. But this 
is a good place for that. While in my headachy state I spoke to 
Madhu and told him how he had to face this reality and how it 
affects our plans to travel in Europe, India, America, and so on.  

I should consider myself lucky to be able to get in a few hours 
every day. And I should be careful not to miss time for Srimad 
Bhagavatam and a good quality mental state in all my rounds, in 
good quality time if possible. That means the earlier the better. 
And, as for writing, just write what’s actually happening – the flow, 
crippled or whole. Dreams are not artistic or whatever, no special 
theme needed, but catch onto the flow. 

 
Comment: It seems I had a problem acknowledging I was an 

invalid. I kept trying to think I could travel and preach. Perhaps 
only after having been hospitalized with pneumonia in December 
of 2010 did I come to the conclusion that I’m an invalid and can’t 
travel. I’m now finally living within my limits. And I don’t feel 
guilty about it. 
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5:45 p.m.  

I pushed myself this morning and got a headache. In pain, I lay 
back on two pillows on the bed and spoke with M. The pained 
person said he must follow certain restrictions regarding travel and 
giving lectures. He listed the temples he could go to and the 
temples he did not want to go to. He spoke about trips to India, 
wondering whether such trips are feasible. He said that we 
shouldn’t deny we are chronically ill. He wasn’t depressed or being 
negative or trying to evoke pity for himself, but rather asserting a 
reality that often gets forgotten once the pain is gone. It was 
interesting, like a different person was speaking. M and I heard 
him, and we will take his statements seriously.  

Later on I said, “For the time being I can’t think of taking writing 
retreats like I used to or traveling and lecturing like I used to.” In 
pain, I asserted that I was not going to fear the opinions of others 
when making these decisions. It was good stuff to hear from the 
one who has to go through these ordeals. So today, with my 
crayons, I checked off the day as partly blue and partly red.  

I’m working with ink stains again, and writing half-legibly on top 
of it while the ink stains are still wet. The effect: don’t think about 
them. Just do what you like to do and what you like to look at and 
it will have a “primeval” Krishna conscious quality to it. The 
unconscious and all that. 

 
Comment: What have I learned from 14 years of denial about my 

ill health? I can advise others that they should live within their 
limits and not try to overachieve, living beyond the limits their 
health puts on them. In 2011, I am slowed down. I can’t take long 
walks, I have trouble even getting out of my chair, and I have 
acknowledged I can’t travel. This is a gain, and I’m getting fewer 
headaches because of it (and because of the allopathic medicine I 
am taking).  

I’ve been crushed. And I now have gained a nice life of bhajana in 
the Viraha-bhavan in New York. I rise at 1:30 and chant my 
rounds and write a poem and have a good relationship with my 
Radha-Govinda Deities. I seem to have earned this much, having 
admitted defeat on the battlefield. I might have come to this 
conclusion earlier. I can’t imitate Prabhupada and die fighting on 
the battlefield. I had to retire from that sort of thing. Our 
movement is maturing, and more devotees are allowing themselves 
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to be less active in old age. Some still press on, nevertheless. I give 
them credit, but I can’t follow their example. I’m fortunate to have 
internal resources. Some people may not be able to stop outward 
activity because they don’t have an internal life. I have accepted the 
rejection of the leaders, I have accepted that I’ve been ostracized 
from the society for taking this stand regarding my bhajana, but I 
have to do it. For me there is no turning back from the kind of life 
I’m leading, even if I could recover my health.  

 
I set the tone for the sort of simplicity that weaves its way 

throughout this volume of Every Day, Just Write during the opening 
talk I gave at the disciples’ meetings in Baltimore. That talk has 
been further simplified for an article in Back To Godhead called 
“Simplify, Simplify, Simplify.” At that time I also presented a brief 
version of the Thoreau quote: “Count your affairs on your fingers, 
don’t increase.” So I’ve been a bit raw about it since arriving in 
Ireland and seeing that I can’t be so starkly simple. Aside from my 
interest in the Big Three, there is my poor health, reading books 
not directly related to Krishna consciousness (for research, for 
preaching), the complications of living in Geaglum and the 
surrounding community (though I mostly stay out of it), the letters 
that now I don’t feel like answering, and all the other things that 
may intrude. I’ve already responded to a particular challenge: “I 
don’t see preaching mentioned in your Big Three. Have you 
become so ‘simple’ that you exclude it?” My reply is that preaching 
is inherent in each of the Big Three. They are preparation for 
preaching. They qualify you. Become perfect, then preach. This is 
the substance of which I preach, the credentials that allow me to 
preach. I chant the holy names and ask others to do so. I read. 
Otherwise, how can I preach? And I write. That is my main form 
of preaching, the brhad-mrdanga.  

 
Comment: How early in my ISKCON career did the anti-

intellectual pressure work on me? A life of prayer, worshipping the 
Deities – these things were not favored, compared to managing 
men and money, meeting the public. I felt tension from my 
Godbrothers and tried to carve out my niche writing articles for 
BTG and concentrating on japa. 
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Maharaja Pariksit asked, ““Please explain the duration and 
measurement of the life of the…demigods, the human beings…” 
I’m going to die, and I want to know what more I can do to make 
spiritual advancement before the annihilation of my life in this 
body. 

Leo asked me, “If we don’t achieve perfection in this life, do we 
continue working toward it in the next life?” Of course, I knew the 
answer. I told him if you make 70 percent advancement in this life, 
you continue from that point in the next life. He looked happy to 
hear it. But what realization do I have of this article of faith? What 
faith do I have? I know I’ll die – “as sure as death.” And then I’ll 
be helpless. Krishna, I fall short. But I don’t feel it’s within my 
ability to mount some heroic effort in this last part of my life. In 
school I usually passed my exams, and in ISKCON I’ve made 
good advancement, rising up to sannyasi, GBC, guru. But what 
about the final exam? What does it mean to pass? I may have to 
come back to human life again. Okay, accept it. Abide by it. But 
pray, and work toward becoming a devotee of Krishna so you 
come back as one. Pray for the humility you’ll need to accept 
rebirth in the material world, if that’s what you get. It is a failure. 
Srila Prabhupada said that anyone who gets a material body is 
sinful, and she or he has to suffer (even if reborn as Lord Brahma). 
If you love Krishna and you are sinless, you get a spiritual body 
and join Him in a place where souls only want to please Krishna. 

“This unmixed devotional service is transcendental and is called 
para-bhakti. It alone can promote a person to the transcendental 
kingdom of God. Such a transcendental kingdom is not a myth, 
but is as factual as the moon. One must have transcendental 
qualities to understand the kingdom of God and God Himself.” 
(Bhagavatam 2.8.14, purport) 

 
Comment: We have had lots of examples in Godbrothers who 

have passed away, some of them apparently successfully. The best 
example was Prabhupada, who surely passed the final exam as he 
left his body in Vrndavana, during Kartika, surrounded by devotees 
chanting the holy names.  
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March 27th, 12:35 a.m. 

The twinge, the dreaded pain, may start at any moment, even as I 
begin some effort, some creative act, meant to please the Lord. 
That twinge can take everything away. I’m reminded I can’t do 
anything. Don’t fear or dread it or think your acts are spoiled. He 
let you do this much, and now you have to find a more internal 
way to go on serving Him with attachment. Look at it that way 
when the twinge begins. 

Sometimes it comes and then ebbs away. Be flexible: serve Him 
according to whatever energy you have. Dear Lord Krishna, there 
is nothing I can give You that You don’t already have. I may think 
my honest writing style is the offering of a unique preacher, but it’s 
all You. If You want my writing to help devotees, it will. I must 
not take credit for myself, but thank You for letting any good 
come through me. My purpose is service to Krishna, guru, the 
devotees, and the innocent. 

Are you trying to exalt this helter skelter into art? Are you trying 
to push this into the arena of Vaisnavism as if it’s something 
respectable? Are you claiming it’s a breakthrough, a new sort of 
honesty? Maybe I am making some of those claims. At the very 
least I’m claiming it’s not forbidden. Maybe it’s the least I can do. I 
give the genuine mixture. Why write a book that’s just an overview 
of the Second Canto? Why not include the person who was 
reading and how he felt while he was reading? Why not include his 
worries, the place he lived, the sound of the birds outside his 
window, his fears? And then when we read it we’ll think it’s true, 
because that’s how life is. 
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 Writing assignments from Natalie Goldberg 

 
“Where did you always want to go but didn’t? Writing about the 
places we didn’t go sometimes gives our writing poignancy.” 

There is no place I haven’t gone to that I yearned to visit. 
Vrndavana and Mayapura are cherished, but they have been 
“spoiled” for me by ISKCON’s heavy institutional presence there. 
It is poignant that I don’t wish to go to either place, since they are 
the eternal abodes of Radha and Krishna and Lord Caitanya. I 
can’t get beyond the external covering that keeps insincere people 
from trying to enter there. I may not even want to go there to die.  

 
“What did you sincerely learn from your father?” 

I learned manliness. He was a macho man. I grew up under his 
protection. Once on an LSD trip I saw the coat of arms of the 
Guarino family. It was a clenched fist. I realized my father had 
risen in the world by the power of his fist, by fighting. Although I 
was a skinny guy with a little fist, I could somehow inherit his 
legacy if I wanted. But I didn’t want his fantastic strong build or 
his fighting ability. At least I learned the secret of his success. 
Perhaps I can express my inherent masculinity in other ways, such 
as the loops in my handwriting or the courage with which I bear 
witness in poetry and prose.  

 
Comment: I also exhibited my father’s strength in preaching. I was 

an acceptable preacher in ISKCON. I didn’t preach with the “fist” 
but with my sincerity and my scholarship in Prabhupada’s books. 
Preaching is fighting, and I was a good fighter. So, in a perverted 
way, my father could have appreciated my preaching career. 

 
“Write now, before you have time to think, what can you 
celebrate?” 
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I can celebrate my writing this memoir or autobiography. I’m 
glad I got the tip from Mark Twain as to how he wrote his 
autobiography: sit down and write whatever comes to mind about 
your life and keep going with it until the inspiration pales; and then 
next time you write plunge in with whatever comes to mind and 
write without regard for chronology; as you write your memories, 
keep it also as a diary, writing in the present; write what you just 
came from, what you read in the newspapers or what you talked 
about with your friends; don’t worry about any other structure but 
this. I celebrate the first few hundred pages of the book, in which I 
mixed pre-Krishna conscious memories with early memories of 
Prabhupada. That back and forth was good. Now I’m celebrating 
my completing these memoir exercises and writing summaries of 
the books I’ve written. I’m in no hurry to publish. But, to make it 
more readable, I don’t want to cut out sections just because there’s 
too much material. Let it be many volumes. It’s interesting that 
way.  

 
They say that each time you write there’s resistance. “We want to 

have a simple remedy: pay attention, charge ahead, and write, but 
how about a different tactic? Greet the resistance, honor its 
significance, give it a nod. This time you can afford to be in 
control. The pen is in your hand. Salute your formidable foe. No 
one needs to be fearful. You have the tools. Now dive into the 
center of your mind, plunge far out into the Atlantic. You are 
enfolded in the lapping sea.”  

Yes, I can salute the inertia and just go past it. I want to write. 
Win Burgraff, my old high school friend, has recently been in 
touch with me. He promised to tell me what’s happened to John 
Young and Kathy Swanson and others. He has been attending 
reunion meetings, even the 50th anniversary of the class of ’57. I 
was glad to go back and remember those days. I also want to read 
Srimad Bhagavatam. Dhruva Maharaja has come home again. His 
story took place in Satya-yuga, when people lived for 100,000 years 
or more and real opulence was found in the natural products of 
the earth, not artificial materials but real jewels, real food, and 
worship and dependence on God. Dhruva Maharaja was a real 
hero because he performed austerities and fasted in Vrndavana. He 
gave up material contamination, and his only desire was to serve 
the Supreme Lord. 
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Comment: In this little piece, I didn’t face the resistance. I just 

dove in and wrote what came to my mind. I overcame the 
resistance. I wrote on two topics that were meaningful to me, and 
in this way I avoided the resistance, the gremlin in the mind that 
says your writing is no good. 

I read a book called Taming your Gremlin by a psychologist from 
Texas. He paints an interesting picture of a personified spoilsport 
who exists within our minds and ruins everything for us by telling 
us we’re no good and that we’re not happy and so on. The author 
offers strategies for training or defeating the gremlin. I find that I 
too have inner critics who work much like this gremlin, but I have 
gone a long way to taming these gremlins by doing timed writing 
sessions in which I allow myself to write whatever comes to mind 
without worrying about censors and critics, internal or external. 
These sessions are quite liberating. 

 
“What did you know that you didn’t want to know?” 

After my freshman year at junior college I knew that once I 
graduated I would have to spend two years in the US Navy as an 
enlisted man. When I was 17 years old my naval reservist 
lieutenant commander father convinced me to sign up for a 
reserve officer candidate program that required two six-week 
training sessions. After graduating from this training you would 
become a commissioned naval officer and spend four years in 
active service. My father told me that if I didn’t do this, I would be 
drafted into the US Army. This wasn’t exactly correct. If I had 
stayed in college and then gone on to pursue a Master’s degree 
after earning my Bachelor of Arts, I would have been exempt from 
the draft. But my father had a very strong influence over me. I did 
what he said. After my first year in college, I went for my first six 
weeks of officer training at New Port, Rhode Island. The program 
was largely academic but included boot camp training. I hated it, 
and I didn’t like the idea of becoming a naval officer either. I 
successfully completed the first six weeks but decided I didn’t want 
to go back for the second half of the training. This meant that 
when I graduated from college I would have to enter the navy as a 
sailor with an E-2 rating and serve for two years.  

Meanwhile, college life had transformed me. I had an affair with 
a secret mistress who lived in Greenwich Village and was 16 years 
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older than me. At Brooklyn College I got in with the poets’ crowd 
on a literary magazine called Landscapes. They were intellectual 
Jews. I hung out with them and learned to smoke marijuana. On 
weekends I would meet with my friends from Staten Island and 
drink beer and play jazz records. I was a lefty, anti-military, 
aspiring intellectual. The thought of going into the navy after 
college haunted me, hanging over my head like a sword of 
Damocles. It was something I knew that I didn’t want to know. I 
hated attending the weekly naval reserve meetings. I was ashamed 
to wear the uniform and to have to salute whenever I attended the 
various classes on naval affairs. I even had to go on a two-week 
cruise during the summer. I carried Rilke’s Notebook of Malte Laurids 
Brigge in my pocket and felt alienated from the sailors on the ship. 
Once when I discussed my fate with my sensitive friends on Staten 
Island one of them said I would probably succumb to the low 
association in the navy and become like one of them. He 
compared it to carrying a candy bar you inevitably have to eat. I 
told him how much I disliked the low-brow sailors and their 
cursing, and I assured him I would never become like one of them. 
During this time I tried my best to live in the present and put the 
thought of entering the navy out of my mind.  

When I graduated from college, the navy didn’t call me right 
away. I spent the summer fully dedicated to my craft, writing 
stories and novellas and reading novels – and visiting my mistress 
in Greenwich Village. In the fall I remained untouched. Then I 
received a letter informing me I would have to report to barracks 
in Brooklyn in January of 1962. I stayed there for two weeks, 
mostly assigned to cleaning duties. They let us off for one 
overnight; I went to stay with my mistress in the city. In her 
presence I broke down sobbing, feeling sorry for myself.  

Finally, I was assigned to an aircraft carrier, the USS Saratoga, 
which was at that time in the Mediterranean. I had to fly with six 
other sailors to Florida, where we boarded the USS Shangri-la, an 
old aircraft carrier that took us to the USS Saratoga in Italy. 
Fortunately, because of my college degree in English, I was 
assigned to the public information office, which meant a job in 
journalism and public relations. It was a soft berth compared to 
the gunnery department or the boiler room or the flight deck, but 
it was still a two-year prison sentence that I had to draw on my 
inner resources to tolerate and endure.  
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I did not become a regular sailor. I maintained my inner identity 
while obeying the rules and regulations. I managed to smuggle 
marijuana onboard, which I smoked at great risk but which gave 
me the mental freedom I needed to transcend the grind. In the 
Mediterranean I went to the navy bars and got drunk on beer with 
the other sailors. Slowly the months passed while I dreamt of 
going back to live on the Lower East Side with my hip literary 
friends from college. 

 
“Tell me everything you remember about a radio. Was there a 
special announcer or show that you listened to?”  

When I was a small child living in Queens there was no TV, only 
the radio. My mother used to listen to the war news broadcast by 
baritone-voiced Gabriel Heater. He would begin his show by 
saying either “there is good news tonight” or “there is bad news 
tonight” and then go on to tell about the latest battles in Europe 
and the Pacific in World War II. For comedy, my parents listened 
to “The Jack Benny Show,” and my mother listened to “The Make 
Believe Ballroom,” which played the top hits and popular records. 
I listened to “Tom Mix,” a cowboy serial that had a singing 
commercial: “Start the morning with hot Ralston and you surely 
will agree…” I also listened to Superman: “It’s a bird! It’s a plane! 
No, it’s Superman!” We all listened to a show called “Duffy’s 
Tavern,” which featured the bartender: “Hallo, this is Duffy’s 
Tavern, where the elite meet to eat. No, Duffy isn’t in right now. 
This is Archie the bartender.” Archie would deliver a monologue, 
in a thick New York accent, about all the gossip in the 
neighborhood. We listened to a detective show, the name of which 
I cannot remember. It had men’s and women’s voices and 
sometimes gunshots and other sound effects. 

When I was a teenager on Staten Island, I bought a small white 
AM/FM radio. I discovered the raconteur and social commentator 
Gene Shepard and listened to his non-conformist talk show late 
into the night while I lay in bed. In college I used to listen to 
WBAI, a station that was “unabashedly high-brow” and played 
classical music and had shows about political activism. Living in 
New York City, you could pick up many stations. I would also 
listen to the Brooklyn Dodgers baseball games on the radio until 
television finally came to my room. 
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Comment: Gabriel Heater’s war broadcasts were over my head. I 
knew that my father wasn’t living at home, but I had no idea he 
was in danger. My mother, however, listened in a different mood. 
She was lonely and afraid. She knew that our father was in the 
Pacific on a navy ship, and she listened for any kind of information 
about what was going on there. My mother didn’t share her 
feelings with me. She confided in her sister-in-law, my Aunt Mary, 
whose husband was also in the navy. They were close during the 
war.  

Listening to Jack Benny was a family affair. I would sit on the 
floor and listen to Jack Benny talk to his gravelly voiced black 
servant, Rochester. The humor was a little bit over my head, but 
some of it was funny to me. My parents would laugh, and so I 
would laugh with them. They would repeat some of the characters, 
like the Jewish man: “Pickled in the middle with the mustard on 
top just the way you like it and it’s real red hot.” Jack Benny’s 
servant, Rochester, had a car, and they had sound effects for the 
car. It was a classic car that wouldn’t start. It would start up and 
break down. You could hear the engine of the car coughing, and 
Jack Benny would say, “Rochester!” And Rochester would say, 
“Yes, boss?” On “The Make Believe Ballroom” they would play 
the top 20 hits, ending with number one. My mother would sing 
along. The Andrew Sisters, Bing Crosby, and Perry Como were her 
favorites. She kept the radio on top of the refrigerator. “Make 
Believe Ballroom” was on Saturdays. It had a theme song: “It’s the 
Make Believe Ballroom time. Come on children, let’s dance. It’s 
the Make Believe Ballroom time.” My father would whistle the 
tunes of the popular records. He whistled while he worked. We 
listened to “Duffy’s Tavern.” That was a funny show. Archie the 
bartender would tell all the gossip. 

 When we got a TV we stopped listening to the radio. We would 
all sit on the love seat in the TV room and watch special shows. 
We watched Bishop Fulton Sheen’s Life is Worth Living. We 
watched Milton Berle’s show, The Colgate Comedy Hour, which 
had different comics every week like Dean Martin or Jerry Lewis. 
Sid Caesar. Steve Allen. Ed Sullivan: “Good show tonight.” We 
would watch as a family, eating snacks in front of the television. 
Later, we got a bigger television than the 12-inch one we had at 
first. When we got a 20-inch television the old 12-inch TV went up 
into my room, and I started watching television by myself. I’d 
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watch the Brooklyn Dodgers or, on Wednesday nights, I’d watch 
horror movies with my sister: Frankenstein, The Wolf Man, Abbott 
and Costello Meet Frankenstein, The Mummy. My sister was a little 
afraid, so I would protect her by laughing at the monsters.  
“Tell about an unhappy time in your life.” 

There was a night that I cried uncontrollably for hours in my first 
apartment on the Lower East Side. What was troubling me? All the 
hopes and dreams of my budding youth had been crushed. I was 
living in poverty, an unknown writer. I had no girlfriend. I had no 
real loving friends. I didn’t know how to eat well. I was unhappy. 
Many years later, when I told a counselor about this crying fit, she 
said it probably did me good. I didn’t see it that way at the time. I 
was out of the navy, living the bohemian life. I was getting high. I 
was supposed to feel free, but everything seemed ruined and lost. 
All the hopes I had cherished for years were dashed on the rocks. 
And the rolling tears, the gasping breath, was unidentified; I 
couldn’t put my finger on it. It was pure existential angst. Cry, 
baby, cry!  

 
“What was the great burden you were carrying? Did you ever lay it 
down?” 

The great burden was theism and the vows I promised at 
initiation. I’ve had to fight off all agnostic doubt and temptation to 
sin. It’s been a burden of love. It’s following “the regulative 
principles of freedom.” It’s not heavy. It’s positive righteousness. 
I’m glad and grateful to carry it. It makes me superior to those 
who do not carry the burden of obedience to guru and Krishna. 
I’ve tried to convince them to take it up for their own good.  

I laid down the burden when I had my fall-down. I said, “I don’t 
care what anyone says,” and I disobeyed the order. I soon became 
miserable. I felt repentant and knew I’d done wrong. I “picked 
myself up, dusted myself off, and started all over again” – carrying 
the burden.  

 
Comment: I quoted the song “Pick Yourself Up”: “Pick yourself 

up, dust yourself off, and start all over again.” But it wasn’t that 
quick or easy. It took me a long time to recover from the shame 
and the loss of reputation and feeling bad. At first, I kept the fall-
down a secret, but then it was exposed on the internet by an 
anonymous source. I wrote a letter of confession, and the GBC 
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dealt me punishment and restriction. They told my disciples that 
they didn’t have to follow me if they didn’t have faith in me 
anymore. And they told me that I couldn’t initiate anymore. But I 
was able to keep my sannyasa.  

 
“Write three minutes on each of these topics.” 

1) “A time you were freezing in July.” 
As brahmacaris we used to take ice-cold showers in the morning. 

It was supposed to be good for your health and maybe reduce sex 
desire. So we would freeze in the winter (and even in the summer) 
under the heavy driving streams of cold water that took your 
breath away. Later, I saw it as fanatical and would take a cold 
shower and then a warm one. Now I take only warm showers. But 
when warm water is not available, I go back to a cold shower and 
endure it. 

2) “A memory of leaves turning.” 
I remember traveling in Europe near the end of our tour of 

temples, just before it became too cold to sleep in the van. At 
Radhadesa in Belgium there were piles of brown leaves on the 
ground. It made me feel nostalgic saying goodbye to my disciples. 
Once on a retreat we stayed at a summer resort in Italy and all the 
tourists were gone. It was autumn. We would go bicycling through 
the resort past empty houses and the roads were filled with 
crinkled leaves. Another time we were on a writing retreat at a 
house in Ireland. We had begun at the end of summer. On the day 
we left we drove at pre-dawn and the roads were filled with fallen 
leaves. It created an emotion.  

3) “A time you planned a trip but didn’t go” 
I wrote a book called The Avocado Theme. My friend Tommy and I 

talked about going on the road, like Jack Kerouac, hitchhiking to 
California. That was in the summer. When it came time to leave I 
got cold feet and stayed in New York City. I went to college 
wearing a scarf while Tommy went by himself on the road to 
California.  

 
“Write a series of postcards to someone. Each postcard can be a 
paragraph. Postcards are sent from different places, creating 
different states of mind, different details.” 
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Dear Bhurijana, 
I’m writing you this postcard from a park bench in view of 

Stuyvesant Falls. The falls and river are more powerful when it’s 
raining, and they slow down during the drought. Now it’s medium 
powerful. They are impressive falls, and they drop from quite a 
height. There are actually two falls, with a smaller one down the 
river. When the water is high, people jump off the bank and swim 
in the river. Devotees do it too, but I would never attempt it. It 
seems too dangerous. I’m content to watch the torrents of water. 
If you were here, you could take some photos and we could walk 
together and talk like we did in Vrndavana – from the heart. It’s a 
nice natural atmosphere here.  

Your old friend and servant, 
SDG 
 
Dear Bhurijana Prabhu, 
Here is a photo of the Radha-Govinda Deities on my altar. You 

can also see mighty Hanuman in the foreground. Sometimes he 
threatens to upstage the Divine Couple. I read the prayer Sri 
Hanuman Calisa to him every morning. I worship him to counteract 
the malefic astrological effects of Ketu, which threaten my 
longevity. The Hanuman Calisa has many reassuring statements. For 
instance, anyone who takes shelter of Hanuman will be free of 
trouble, pain, disease, and will get the fruition of his desires. He is 
a very powerful deity. Radha-Govinda are more delicate and are at 
center stage when I wave my incense stick before Them in the 
morning. I’m able to enter a brief meditation on Them in Their 
madhurya-rasa in Vrndavana. I concentrate first on Srimati 
Radharani and think of something to say about Her in my poem. 
Then I turn my attention to the flute-playing Govinda. I’m always 
able to write a short stanza about Them, although the theme is 
often similar, expressing my gratitude that They give me darsana in 
the arca-vigraha. I wish you could be with me and see Them with 
my eyes.  

Your old friend and Godbrother, 
SDG 
 
Dear Bhurijana Prabhu, 
I’m writing this postcard from the café of a devotee named Nitai-

priya in Stuyvesant Falls. Her restaurant is seven minutes car ride 
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from our house. It’s right on the bank of the Hudson River, and 
you can sit facing the river and watch the boats going by. She is a 
disciple of Dhanurdhara Maharaja, and she has a small baby. She 
takes the baby to the restaurant. They have a vegan menu. I was 
here once before and had a good spaghetti meal. They may offer 
the food to a Deity, but I say the prayer, “O Lord, this material 
body is a lump of ignorance” before eating. You must be in 
Vrndavana into your six-week japa-vrata and lecture to japa retreat 
groups. I hope you are finding the like-minded association you 
sought there. 

Your old friend and servant, 
SDG 
 
Dear Bhurijana, 
I am writing this postcard from my room in my house at 

Stuyvesant Falls. I am wearing a new foot brace, which I picked up 
at an orthopedic place we went to. I think you know I have a 
deteriorated condition with arthritis in my foot, and the old brace I 
had wasn’t helping. We went through a lot of bureaucracy trying to 
get the insurance company to pay for the brace. We didn’t get the 
authorization, but the doctor let us have the brace and he is going 
to continue to try to get the permission. I’m supposed to wear the 
brace all the time, and Baladeva expects me to attempt longer 
walks. We’ll have to see how it works out. You invited me to come 
to Perth, Australia, and you said I’d be thrilled to see Mother 
Jagatarini’s miniature Krishna-lila figurine collection. I would like to 
see the collection. I’m sure it’s very rasika. But Australia is too far 
for me to travel. If I did, I’d like to ask Jagatarini to sell me a 
figurine so that I could keep it and look at it in my room. 

Your old friend and servant, 
SDG 
 
Dear Bhurijana, 
If I were in Mayapura, this is what I would write to you: I’m 

overwhelmed by the pressure of so many devotees here, and the 
fact that it’s all ISKCON. I’m chanting extra rounds but not 
attending the morning program. I’ve heard that sannyasis come here 
and do what I’m doing, but I can’t help but be in anxiety about it. I 
give an evening class in the big room next to my bedroom. I gave 
one class to a group of devotees about japa. Otherwise, I read from 
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my book Prabhupada Smaranam. I’m staying here for ten days. I 
wish you were here and we could meet and talk. I might even be 
able to get out and see the campus if I could go with you. As it is, I 
go to the gigantic Prabhupada Samadhi Mandira every day at 3:00 
p.m. and chant my japa. I’ve gone to see all the gorgeous Deities 
two times. Please write me about your japa. Are you still 
concentrating on one mantra at a time? What are your realizations? 
I chant with attention in my mind, but it is not suddha-nama. “When 
oh when will that day be mine? My offenses ceasing, taste for the 
names increasing, when in my heart will Your mercy shine?” 

Your old friend and servant, 
SDG 
 
Natalie Goldberg writes about the sadness of an author who 

writes one book and then goes silent: “We love a good book, but 
we sense there is something more – a good and vital life.” She 
laments that her writing students don’t have ambition to be great 
authors.  

I have been very fortunate in my writing life. I have been able to 
be very prolific and write many books. I don’t have to seek out 
agents or beg publishers to print my books. I write for a limited 
but substantial audience of ISKCON readers, and my disciples pay 
for the printing of my books. A small underground group of 
readers from around the world like my books and find them 
helpful for their spiritual lives. A few of my books are carried by 
Amazon and Barnes & Noble, and are available as e-Books, but I 
have no desire to make it big in the bestselling world. I write in the 
tradition of Rupa Gosvami and Srila Prabhupada – for devotee 
readers. That is my chosen focus. Maybe the day will come when 
more people will read my books, but I can’t change my voice to try 
to please the vox populi. I have been able to express myself in a 
variety of experimental forms as well as journal writing, poetry, 
fiction, and free-writing. I have followed my muse and steered to 
Krishna. Prabhupada has given me free reign in a literary career, 
and I hope that I have pleased him. 

 
Comment: There are some devotees in ISKCON who are good 

writers but who have not written much. They are perfectionists or 
procrastinators. It’s unfortunate they don’t produce more and 
benefit the world by their talents.  
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“Write three minutes on each of the following topics:” 
1) “A pair of shoes that hurt your feet.” 
I bought a pair of shoes at Tom McCann’s when I was in college 

with money my parents gave me. The shoes were advertised as 
Italian shoes, and I thought that they looked very stylish. They 
were laced down and had two ridges running down their sides that 
met in a little square toe. But after wearing them for a day my feet 
felt scrunched up and uncomfortable. I liked the look of the shoes 
so much that I was willing to put up with the discomfort. Maybe it 
was like the way a woman wears spiky high-heel shoes. I liked 
them so much that when the first pair wore out I went back to the 
shoe store and bought another pair. You couldn’t run or play 
sports in them; they just weren’t comfortable enough.  

2) “A memory of reading something in the newspaper that broke 
you in two.” 

The day after Audrey Hepburn died, Tiffany’s jewelry store 
bought space in the New York Times that said “Audrey 
Hepburn,” had the dates of her birth and death, and then the 
words “our Huckleberry friend.” That was all. It sent a chill up my 
spine. It was a perfectly understated obituary, a tribute to the great 
actress, beautiful woman, and friend of Tiffany’s. (She had made a 
movie called “Breakfast at Tiffany’s.”) 

3) “A time you had a toothache.” 
I’ve had a number of toothaches and loose teeth that I worried 

over and played with until I pulled them out. Some teeth I went to 
the dentist to have pulled out. I had a bad case of gingivitis that 
resulted in my gums becoming so infected that all of my teeth 
became lose and had to be pulled out. I don’t so much remember 
having had a painful ache from a cavity, although I have had some 
of those. But I do remember the loosening and losing of teeth one 
after another. They finally pulled out the few remaining teeth, and 
I had dental surgery during which they implanted four metal posts 
in my gums and fixed me for a set of dentures.  

4) “Something about insects: crickets, ants, spiders, yellow 
jackets, dragonflies, flies, praying mantises, ladybugs, beetles.” 

When I was about ten years old I was standing in the schoolyard 
at Great Kills, Staten Island, when I was bitten on the hand by a 
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yellow jacket. It was so painful I screamed and cried tears. I was 
taken to the principal’s office, where a nurse put something like 
Mercurochrome on the wound and covered it with a Band-Aid. It 
was swollen. I was in a bit of shock from the pain. After that I 
returned to my classroom.  

5) “Better do another one on bugs, there are so many of them.” 
On summer evenings lightning bugs would appear in our 

backyard. It was magical how so many of them gathered and lit up 
the evening sky. With our parents’ permission we used to catch 
them in our hands and put them in a large glass jar with a sealed 
lid. The jar would then light up with the combined flashes of so 
many lightning bugs. It was a cruel practice, because the bugs 
would gradually die in the confined space of the bottle, but it was a 
sensation for me and the other kids while it lasted.  

I’ve had to deal with many bugs on my visits to Guyana. There 
are many different varieties that attack you, especially at night. 
There are crawling bugs and flying bugs and biting bugs. They land 
on your body and crawl across your stomach, and it makes life 
unpleasant. During the day they have bugs you can’t even see, but 
they burrow under your skin and it really hurts. There is another 
species of bugs that live for just one night. In the morning the 
floor is covered with their corpses. 

 
“Write an essay. Choose a topic.” 

The atom bomb. The first time I learned of the atomic bomb 
was when I heard that the United States dropped it on Hiroshima 
and Nagasaki in Japan. I don’t remember how long after the 
bombing took place that I learned about it and tried to consider its 
significance. I was only about four or five years old when that took 
place, but I remember my gut reaction was that it was wrong to 
drop such destructive bombs on a civilian population. I heard 
about the radioactive fallout and the fireball that incinerated 
people on the spot. I didn’t talk to any adults about it. Then years 
later I saw the US Navy TV series “Victory at Sea” and got a 
different impression. The narrator, Leonard Graves, told how the 
US military had suffered severe losses in the battles on the 
Japanese islands Iwo Jima, Guadalcanal, and so forth. The US had 
won, but at the heavy cost of lives. The next step in the war would 
have to be the invasion of the Japanese mainland. With the 
Japanese fighting in their home country, the anticipated loss of 
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lives for the Americans and their allies would be very high. But 
America had a secret weapon that the Japanese did not have any 
knowledge of – the atomic bomb. If the atom bomb were dropped 
on a Japanese city, the loss to the Japanese would be so great that 
they would be forced to surrender unconditionally. They didn’t 
know how many atom bombs the US had in its arsenal. By 
dropping the bombs, the US would actually save lives and achieve 
a quick victory in the long war. So in that sense it was the right 
decision. And it worked. Just days after the atomic bombings the 
Japanese surrendered unconditionally and the war came to an end. 
So I reconsidered whether it was morally the right or the wrong 
thing to do.  

Since that time many nations have gradually developed the 
capability of building nuclear weapons, but as of 2011 no other 
nation has used nuclear bombs against its enemies. It may just be a 
matter of time before terrorist groups will be able to build nuclear 
bombs and drop them on cities in the US or elsewhere. Nuclear 
proliferation is a great danger at the present moment. During the 
Cold War the threat of international nuclear war was very real and 
both sides were poised to strike. Peacemakers warned that an all-
out nuclear war would destroy much of the planet. Now the cold 
war is over, but there are threats between countries like Iran and 
Israel, North and South Korea, India and Pakistan. The likelihood 
of a terrorist group gaining nuclear bomb capability may just be a 
matter of time.  

 
Comment: We have the example of Bhaktisiddhanta preaching to a 

young Prabhupada, telling him that the independence of India was 
not as important as spreading Krishna consciousness. It was the 
highest priority. Prabhupada responded to atomic proliferation in a 
similar way, saying that spreading the Krishna consciousness 
movement was the best response to the crisis. At any rate, whether 
or not bombs are dropped, each and every jiva soul is going to face 
bodily annihilation at death. There is a 100 percent death rate for 
the entire population living on the planet at present. Nothing can 
be done to stop it except surrender to Krishna and liberation from 
birth and death.  
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“What does a writer have to eat?” 
Baladeva has assembled a list of over 20 comfort meals. Each 

morning I look at the list and tell him what I’d like for lunch. 
Here’s the list: 

 
Comment: My definition of a comfort meal is a tasty meal that’s 

not like something your parents wanted you to eat because it was 
good for you even though you didn’t like the taste. 

 
1) Red lasagna with tomato sauce, bread, green subji, and salad. 

We have a bread machine so Baladeva can make varieties of bread 
by putting it in the machine in the morning. By lunchtime the 
bread is ready. He can make very good multigrain bread, 
pumpernickel bread, and other varieties of bread. 

 
2) White lasagna, Visaka’s recipe. It has a bottom layer of tomato 

sauce and then layers of noodles, ricotta and parmesan cheese, and 
spinach and white béchamel sauce. Baladeva studied Visaka’s 
technique and makes a very good white lasagna. It’s a heavy dish. 
When Baladeva cooks, he cooks not just enough for me and 
himself but for others in the neighborhood. He has what he calls 
“Vasant Falls Food For Life” and distributes prasadam in the 
neighborhood, to Saci-suta’s family, to Krishna-kumari and 
Janardana, and to Kim and to Kaulini and to others. He makes 
cookies he gives to several families in the neighborhood and to 
social services bureaucrats (to help move our cases through) and to 
doctors and dentists. The cookie man is very successful. Baladeva 
has developed good personal relationships with our neighbors and 
with the welfare workers by giving them prasadam. Welfare workers 
often have to deal with belligerent, uncooperative clients who give 
them a hard time. But we are very likable clients because we give 
them cookies. It helps smooth the way for our progress in getting 
benefits. At the doctors’ offices the doctors don’t like to take 
Medicaid patients – it’s just paperwork and no profit – but the 
cookies help smooth things out so they accept us. Cookies also go 
to our neighbors next door. They have a dog they used to keep 
tied up outside. It would constantly bark and be an aggravation to 
me. Baladeva went to them and told them that “his father” is a 
writer and a senior citizen and is disturbed by the barking. He 
proposed that if he gave them two dozen chocolate chip cookies a 
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week they would keep their dog indoors. Actually, the dog wanted 
to be indoors, and that’s why it was barking whenever it was tied 
up outside in the yard. The house is inhabited mostly by girls, and 
they agreed to Baladeva’s proposal (with the permission of their 
father), so now the dog is kept inside the house. We call this two-
dozen-cookies-per-week payment “hush puppies.”  

 
3) Pasta, in different varieties – red, white alfredo, and green 

pesto. Baladeva has been challenged to duplicate a wonderful pasta 
meal I once got abroad. When we went to the Virgin Airlines VIP 
lounge they gave us free food there, as much as you like. I asked 
for a pasta meal and got pasta tubes with tomato sauce. It was the 
most delicious pasta I had ever eaten. Baladeva wasn’t there at the 
time, but I asked him to reproduce it. He’s tried several ways but 
has not yet been able to equal the original. But, finally, he tried it 
his own way, tweaked it somewhat (not with tomato sauce but 
with alfredo), and it’s delicious, mixed with vegetables. So that’s 
our favorite pasta. We also have angel hair spaghetti with bread 
and tomato sauce sometimes. And now we have “Nitai-priya 
pasta,” which is whole-wheat spaghetti with tahini sauce and 
vegetables. 

 
4) Eggplant Parmesan. I had it today. We have it in a sandwich 

on subway bread. It’s Italian bread, crispy on the outside and 
hollowed out on the inside to make room for the eggplant 
parmesan. The eggplant is prepared at a very high temperature in 
the oven until it’s brown and then it’s layered with tomato sauce 
and parmesan and mozzarella cheese and baked again. Baladeva’s 
particular secret on the pasta sauce is to use fresh basil and 
caramelized red peppers, and charred eggplant blended into the 
sauce.  

 
5) Zucchini and peppers. Baladeva doesn’t serve this to me, 

because I don’t like the peppers. He hides them in red sauce, and I 
eat them that way.  

 
6) Pizza with green subji. Baladeva makes good pizza. He makes 

varieties of pizza with asparagus and olives, but I eat just cheese 
pizza. I’m not very adventurous. A special feature of our pizza is 
that we use stones that keep the pizza hot and keeps it from 
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getting soggy. They sit on the table and stay warm. Sometimes with 
pizza we have brown cows. A brown cow is a root beer float with 
vanilla ice cream. Ordinarily, the drink of the day is apple cider 
with a little laxative in it.  

 
7) Kofta ball sandwiches. I’m not too fond of these, so I don’t ask 

for them too often. But Baladeva makes them better then 
Haryasva makes them at Govinda’s Restaurant in Philadelphia. 
Haryasva makes them too spicy and too “fishy,” because he’s 
trying to imitate a meat-eater’s diet. Baladeva’s kofta balls are 
better, and he serves them in a hero sandwich. 

 
8) Weenies with macaroni and cheese and coleslaw. We haven’t 

been ordering these lately, because I’m not fond of the weenies 
these days. But I like macaroni and cheese, everyone does. When 
Baladeva makes macaroni and cheese he distributes it to the 
neighborhood. Everyone appreciates it. Weenies are available now, 
but only one brand makes them without garlic and onions. In the 
absence of weenies, we have macaroni and cheese and baked beans 
and coleslaw. That would constitute a comfort meal, and an 
American menu. Our menu is about one third American, one third 
Italian, and one third Indian. 

 
9) Veggie burgers, an American meal. Baladeva has perfected his 

veggie burgers after many experimental attempts. He uses 
someone else’s recipe he’s adapted in his own way. He makes his 
own ketchup, and he makes the burgers the right size by putting 
them between wax paper, using the lid of a jar to compress them 
and make them round. 

 
10) “Fresh” sandwich with tomato, cheese, guacamole, and 

sprouts on either fresh bread or a hero sandwich. That was 
developed as a picnic carry-along when we were traveling in the 
van, because each item could be packed separately and then put 
together when we stopped to eat (to keep it from becoming a 
soggy sandwich). It has homemade mayonnaise on it.  

 
11) The “poor man’s feast,” an Indian meal with kichari, karela 

chips, yogurt, and bread. This is very delicious. You put the crisp 
karela chips, which are like wheels, onto the bread and make an 
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open sandwich out of it. Baladeva makes a good moist kichari. This 
is a favorite comfort food.  

 
12) Upma with green subji, sour cream, bread, and salad. This one 

is not so popular. I have not been inclined to eat the upma lately, 
but it’s on the list. Prabhupada introduced me to upma once in a 
letter 1968. He asked, “Do you know what is upma?” He said 
Jadurani could make it. So I had early experience of upma. I used to 
like it. It’s like a vegetable halava, not sweet but with grains and 
vegetables. Maybe I will have to get around to trying it again.  

 
13) Spinach and panir cheese with dal, rice, and puris. This we 

have rather regularly. It’s an Indian dinner. I like to mix the 
spinach into the puris and eat it like a sandwich and then pour the 
dal onto the rice. It’s an Indian classic. It’s good for holidays and 
weddings and for guests. We try to invite mother Kaulini over 
once every two weeks. And Kirtana-rasa comes maybe once a 
week. 

 
14) Idli with coconut chutney dal and green subji. This is a South 

Indian dish that’s good in summer. Baladeva makes good light, hot 
idlis that are nice to eat. It’s a light meal. Idlis are steamed rice 
cakes, and the dal is called sambar, from the particular mix of 
spices. That sambar goes well with idli. 

 
15) Samosas with raisin chutney, dal, green subji, like broccoli, and 

sour cream. Baladeva doesn’t always have this on hand, because it 
requires labor to make up a lot of samosas and have them in stock. 
At present we don’t have any samosas. It’s labor intensive to make 
the samosa mix. He makes a genuine samosa, not a superficial one. 
The old devotees, from 1977 and before, appreciate Baladeva’s 
samosas because they’re made in the traditional way Prabhupada 
made them. Baladeva learned it in the authentic New Vrndavana 
parampara. The mix is cauliflower and peas, but it’s cooked down 
over and over until it becomes dark brown and actually has to be 
scraped off the bottom of the pan. The way they’re rolled is just 
like they used to be seen in the centerfold picture of Back to 
Godhead that advertised ISKCON’s Sunday feast. Real samosas. 
They’re not like the potato samosas you get on the street in India, 
they’re gourmet. When Jayadvaita Swami came here he couldn’t 
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keep away from the samosas. He took several of them, and then he 
said, “If I ask for another one, don’t give me one.”  

 
16) Biscuits, gravy, mashed potatoes, and succotash. The next 

dinner for a writer is an American dish. In the summer succotash 
is replaced with corn on the cob. The biscuits are made just like 
grandma used to make them – with butter, flaky. The gravy is a 
special recipe that Baladeva has developed and that a lot of people 
appreciate. My father used to make mashed potatoes at home with 
a non-electric potato masher. He used the masher to beat the 
potatoes manually, and he made them so smooth that he 
challenged the members of our family that if they could find a 
lump he would give them a nickel. We never found any lumps in 
his mashed potatoes. Baladeva’s mashed potatoes too are pretty 
lumpless. There’s always a nice wedge of butter in them.  

 
17) Pancakes with omelet and home fries. This is something we 

usually have once a week. The omelet is made of tofu, not eggs. 
The pancakes are small, like silver dollars. That’s why they call 
them “silver dollar pancakes.” They’re served with butter and 
“Grade B” maple syrup, which is less refined and has a stronger 
maple flavor.  

 
18) Burritos: corn chips, guacamole, cheese dip, sour cream, rice, 

refried beans, salsa, shredded lettuce, and tomato, all served up on 
a big tortilla. This next writer’s meal is “Tex-Mex.” You get to 
build your own burrito by putting all of these ingredients, served 
on thalis, in a big tortilla and wrapping them up. I usually have two 
tortillas. They’re made fresh, hot from the stove.  

 
19) Ravioli. This is another favorite but, like samosas, they’re not 

always on hand, because they’re very labor intensive. Baladeva 
once cut his finger making the ravioli. He learned how to make 
them from ISKCON’s “queen of ravioli,” Citrarupini from 
Milano, Italy. She doesn’t measure things out, so the only way 
Baladeva could learn to make them was by watching her closely. 
He asked her how long it takes before they’re done, and she said, 
“When they’re done.” When he asked how much water he should 
add to the dough, she said, “Keep adding water until it feels like 
this.” So he had to learn firsthand. We have special equipment to 
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make the ravioli. Citrarupini brought Baladeva to the store and 
bought the equipment and even showed him a particular semolina 
flour. (We brought back 70 pounds of it. We’re now on our last 
bag.) Baladeva has to channel Citrarupini to get it right. He listens 
to the Italian tenor Andrea Bocelli to get the right bhava. It takes 
about six hours to make a hundred raviolis. Luckily they freeze 
nicely. The real Italian way to serve them is with sage butter and 
tomato sauce. Sage butter is more Italian. 

 
20) Pudli, a vegetable pancake or cutlet. This is a fried 

preparation. Baladeva makes a deep fried vegetable cutlet with 
carrots, red pepper, cauliflower, and shredded cabbage mixed with 
spices and two types of flour – wheat and chickpea – served with 
chutney, green subji, sour cream dip, and dal.  

 
On Ekadasi, I don’t pick out a meal. Baladeva has a standard 

Ekadasi menu. For breakfast he serves me tapioca. On normal days 
I have a cultured yogurt called Activa mixed with pudding powder 
and one chocolate chip cookie. But on Ekadasi, instead of the 
chocolate chip cookie, I have a macaroon cookie Baladeva makes, 
and ice cream. Making the macaroons is a very delicate process. 
For them to come out just right it depends on the stove and the 
size of the tray and the distance of the tray from the heat. And the 
mix has to be put on the tray fluffy, not pressed down. Tapioca 
khir is served on Ekadasi mornings. For the other Ekadasi meals 
there is samo kitchari with grilled zucchini and “Kaulini soup,” 
potato pancakes with apple sauce and sour cream, cauliflower, 
spinach, and tomato soufflé, and samo pulao. It’s like an Ekadasi 
feast.  

At the bottom of Baladeva’s list he has a list of vegetables: 
spinach, broccoli, asparagus, zucchini, peppers, eggplants (cooked 
four ways), potatoes (cooked four ways), carrots, peas, succotash, 
cabbage, green beans, cauliflower, yams, squash, corn, plantains 
(which need time to ripen), avocados, and parsnips roasted with 
rosemary. 

 
Comment: As a child, I never ate well. My parents couldn’t get me 

to eat at the table. They tried “clean plate clubs,” encouraging me 
to compete with my sister, and everything else, but I couldn’t eat 
much. I was skinny. Later, in ISKCON, I remained skinny and 
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didn’t eat much. Then I had bad gums and bad teeth and still 
couldn’t eat well, because I couldn’t chew my food. So it wasn’t 
until I got my dentures and Baladeva devised this “comfort meal 
menu” that I’ve been able to eat well. I’m a little alarmed that I’m 
gaining so much weight in my old age. I’m up to 191 pounds! And 
it may be because these meals are rich, but I try to keep the 
portions small. Under the care of Madhu-mangala and Dr. Sharma 
and Nandapatni in Mexico I suffered through years of various 
health food fasts. Small portions were served always.  

I look forward to choosing from Baladeva’s menu every 
morning. I just glance at it and see what strikes my fancy. Baladeva 
has the kitchen well stocked so that he’s pretty much able to 
provide whatever I ask for, unless it’s something that requires extra 
preparation like samosas or ravioli. It’s a luxury to have a cook who 
can cook from a menu made to your taste.  

 
Comment: Every week Nitai-gaurasundara asks me how my 

appetite is and I say it’s all right. But I really don’t have a big 
appetite. I don’t look forward to lunch as the biggest event in the 
day, and I don’t eat that much – I just don’t have a zest for eating. 
I’m turned off by having too many preparations in one meal, just 
four is enough. Too much quantity turns me off too. Actually, it 
depresses me.  

Baladeva makes an excellent sweet rice that all the devotees in 
the Stuyvesant Falls community appreciate very much, the old 
devotees especially. He cooks it for feasts and holidays and 
weddings and so forth. He learned how to make halava and sweet 
rice from Vatsala in Berkeley, who learned it from Jayananda as 
well, so that’s a parampara. 

 
Comment: Even though we have this long list of lunches, my 

favorite meal is actually breakfast. For breakfast I have porridge 
and fruit, with some variation on certain days. The tray is served to 
me with separate bowls of fruit. I have three soaked prunes for 
regularity. Then there are two more bowls of fruit like strawberries 
or mangoes or bananas. I put these into the porridge. There is also 
a bowl of nuts, which I usually don’t eat, and a pitcher of hot milk 
that I pour onto the cereal. On some days I have corn grits, on 
other days oatmeal porridge. On another day I might have cream 
of wheat (hot farina) or cracked ten-grain cereal or granola with 
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hot milk and fruit. On another day Baladeva might serve corn 
muffins with butter and jelly or French toast with maple syrup. On 
each day that I have cereal, we add frozen wild blueberries from 
Maine. Even though they’re frozen, they’re still flavorful. My 
doctor actually prescribed the blueberries. He said I should have 
them every day. Even as a child I thought breakfast was the best 
meal of the day. I like cereal and fruit, and I like getting up in the 
morning and eating after fasting for the night.  

In the afternoon I have tried different snacks, but mostly that 
causes indigestion if what I eat is at all substantial. For now I’m 
satisfied with a cup of milk at 6:00 p.m. That suits me nicely. I take 
it warm and sweetened. Breakfast is at 7:30 and Saci-suta comes 
then to read to me from Srimad Bhagavatam. Lunch is at 12:30. We 
have a Srimad Bhagavatam reading at that time as well. At 6:00 p.m. 
I have milk and we read from the Caitanya-caritamrta.  

 
“What made you know something was over?” 

At the GBC meetings in Mayapura in 1986, I knew that my 
membership in the GBC was over. My migraine headaches were so 
bad it was torture for me to attend the meetings. Within a half 
hour after sitting down for the meetings I would develop a pain in 
my right eye that became intolerable and forced me to leave. This 
would happen regularly. For a while they would hook up a radio in 
my room, where I would be laying in bed, so that I could listen to 
whatever was being discussed in the meetings. Whenever it was 
time for a vote a messenger would come to my room and collect 
my secret ballot. But even that became unbearable. At the time I 
had to rest and not tune in to the debates. I prepared a letter of 
resignation in which I used the word “torture” to describe what I 
was going through by attending the meetings.  

So migraines were the apparent cause for my resignation, but 
there was another cause I did not openly state. 1986 was the year 
the grassroots movement in ISKCON reprimanded the GBC and 
the initiating gurus for perpetuating the zonal acarya system. 
Jayadvaita Swami compiled a list of serious wrongs that had been 
committed by the GBC. He said the GBC had to go through a 
process of recognizing the wrongs, repenting for them, then recti-
fying them in some practical way, and only then could they resume 
their duties. Each GBC man was individually interviewed by a 
committee of the leaders of the grassroots movement. During 
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these interviews each GBC man was confronted about his 
mistakes. I thought, with the GBC being found to be so much in 
the wrong, it might be a fitting gesture for me to step down and 
resign from the body. This was my secondary motivation, although 
I did not say as much in my letter, which dealt only with my 
medical condition. These events put an end to my 17-year career as 
a GBC. 

 
“What road did you not take and about which you now feel a small 
sigh?” 

Of course I feel grateful and blessed to have taken the road of 
being a disciple of Srila Prabhupada and working in the Krishna 
consciousness movement. Before I met my spiritual master I was 
trying to become a published writer, though I was then supporting 
myself with odd jobs. Had I not met Srila Prabhupada I might 
have gone back to college and obtained a Master’s degree and a 
Ph.D. and worked as a college professor – while trying to pursue a 
literary career. I might have liked teaching literature and creative 
writing courses, helping students to love literature. But some 
people say that’s not a good thing for a writer to do. Better to 
work in a restaurant or as a journalist or librarian. You can’t take a 
stressful full-time job that would use all your energy and still be a 
novelist or a poet. William Carlos Williams was a doctor, and 
Charles Bukowski worked in the post office. Let’s just say I had 
devoted my life to writing and got by with low-paying and not 
particularly demanding jobs. It’s not a very romantic life. Franz 
Kafka worked in the workmen’s compensations office and wrote 
at night. He felt his job drained him of his vital energy, yet 
somehow he completed his oeuvre. Dickens and Dostoyevsky 
earned their bread by writing novels. I’m not sure what kind of life 
I would have been able to lead while trying to be a writer, but it 
sounds frustrating. I’m glad I joined the Hare Krishna movement 
and wrote books in parampara for aspiring spiritualists. 

 
“What scars do you have inside?”  

I have scars from attending the annual GBC meetings in 
Mayapura and from some emergency meetings we had during the 
year we had to reprimand errant gurus. My fall-down and exposé 
scandal in 2004 also left a permanent scar, a disfiguration to my 
reputation as a devotee in ISKCON. This inner scar is worse than 
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any outer scars. The outer scars are just quaint reminders of past 
accidents. The inner scar still lives with me as permanent damage, 
as if I had several inches shaved off my height.  

 
Comment: My own simple analysis of my fall-down, as I’ve 

expressed in different places, is that it was due to pride on my part. 
Krishna was exposing my pride by allowing me to fall down and 
be humiliated. I was rectified by exposure and remorse. In regard 
to the fall-down, in the Bhagavad Gita Krishna says that dishonor is 
worse than death, but He is referring to a ksatriya who backs out of 
a fight. Later in the Bhagavad Gita Krishna says that a sadhu regards 
fame and infamy as the same and is detached from both. Getting 
cut down for my pride puts me in good company, Lord Brahma 
and Lord Indra for instance. 

 
2) “What do you carry in your purse or backpack? What do you 

carry inside?” 
I have a small red, Velcro wallet. In it I keep all my ID cards, my 

Medicaid card, my Fidelis insurance card, and other medical cards. 
I also carry some money. Inside I carry memories of my many 
years in ISKCON and the years before I joined. In books I have 
written about much of my ISKCON experience, and I can read 
that now as a somewhat permanent record. I carry within me 
memories of what Prabhupada has translated and written in his 
purports from the foremost classical Vaisnava scriptures. I carry 
within me memories of people I have known, many of whom have 
died. I carry within me the seed and growing tree of my own death. 
I carry within me a hope of a better future life. 

 
Comment: It is said that in Kali-yuga the devotee and the demon 

live within the same body. I don’t know if I have demons within 
me. I do have a “gremlin” that doesn’t want me to be happy and 
who attacks my status quo and my well-being. He is a kind of 
demon. A psychologist wrote a book about “taming your gremlin,” 
and I have had some success lately in taming mine. He doesn’t 
attack my attempts to lead a more solitary life and to write books 
and to write on the web.  
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“Write what you drive/and what drives you.” 
I don’t drive, but I ride in a used Honda Odyssey van. It’s stylish 

and efficient. It’s bright grey. It has a space in the back where 
we’ve placed a mattress, pillow, and blanket for long rides. It gets 
good gas mileage. I remember the cars I rode in with my family 
when I was young. I rode in the back seat with my sister. We rode 
in Dodge sedans – one from 1953, one with big fins from 1957, 
and a white one from 1961 that was more like a sports car.  

What drives me? I am driven by a desire to follow the vows I 
made to my spiritual master at first initiation. At that time I 
promised to stop illicit sex, intoxication, meat eating, and 
gambling. I promised to chant 16 rounds of japa every day. I have 
had slight hitches in following all these vows, but for the most part 
I have complied for over 45 years. I am driven to be true to these 
vows until I die. I am also driven to put my thoughts into writing, 
and I’ve written over 100 books.  

 
Comment: In writing I am not only driven to express myself but to 

publish. In that sense I am like Kierkegaard. He wrote a journal 
that was as big as all his other published works, but he didn’t 
publish that. Still, he was very passionate about publishing his 
books and having them distributed, at least in Denmark. I, too, 
want my books published and shared with the devotees in 
ISKCON. It is practically my only form of preaching, so I feel 
responsible to Prabhupada to share my written realizations with 
the devotees. I try to write honestly and to depict the sadhaka’s 
struggle to reach perfection. I think this is a helpful viewpoint to 
express, in addition to it being entertaining for devotees to read. 
I’m driven to distribute my publications. 

There are discouragements and encouragements in my attempt to 
distribute my literature. People mostly don’t read poetry, but I like 
to write and publish it. I’ve found some readers for my poetry and 
have a commitment as an artist to keep expressing myself that way. 
I’m encouraged with how devotees have received my books on 
Prabhupada, especially the Prabhupada-lilamrta. I am excited about 
my latest published book Prabhupada Smaranam and hope that we 
can widely distribute it and that it will be well received. It is similar 
to Prabhupada-lilamrta. 
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“What do you pay in coins and dollars/what do you pay with your 
guts and heart?” 

I receive donations from my disciples. With those donations I 
pay to publish my books. I just paid for the printing of Prabhupada 
Smaranam. At the first of each month Baladeva comes to me with 
an itemized list of the expenditures for the previous month. This 
list accounts for groceries, gas for the car, medication, expenses in 
caring for the yard, and on and on. It usually amounts to over 
$2,000 each month, and I’m supposed to come up with that from 
the savings I keep in my wallet. Sometimes I have barely enough to 
cover these bills. 

What I pay for with my guts and heart: I pay for the devotional 
effort required to chant my 16 rounds in the morning. I pay for the 
poems I write every day to post on the web. 

 
Comment: In the past I paid dues in traveling, such as when I 

wrote my series Lessons from the Road in which I tried to see the 
good in ISKCON’s temples and write about what I saw. I also 
paid heavily as one of the 11 original gurus, especially when we had 
to reform after nine years of the zonal-acarya system. That was 
heart-wrenching. We had to admit we were wrong to accept 
worship above our Godbrothers and to accept too many titles and 
too much worship. The 60 volumes of my series Every Day, Just 
Write were paid for with my guts and heart and written under 
painful conditions. Throughout that series I was suffering from 
severe headaches that I didn’t treat (or was afraid to treat) with 
allopathic medicine. I drove myself past my physical limits, and I 
paid for it. In the past, my realization of my duty was different 
than it is now. At one time I felt duty-bound to travel to all the 
centers where my disciples lived and to participate in GBC work. 
I’ve now retired from all that. I presently feel my duty is to set a 
good example in sannyasa life and in so doing to relate to my 
disciples and to devotees in general through writing and through 
example. I don’t participate in the management of ISKCON, nor 
does ISKCON want me to participate in it. I have many disciples 
who are taking on duties in ISKCON, and I try to encourage them 
in that. 
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“Where were you born? Where do you live now? How did you get 
there? Of course, you can relate the logic: you moved to Iowa for a 
job. But also tell me on a deeper level: when did moving and 
restlessness begin?” 

I was born in Queens, New York City, and I live now in a small 
town in upstate New York. The moving and restlessness began 
when I took sannyasa in 1972 at 32 years old. I traveled around the 
USA for a couple years and then joined my spiritual master as his 
servant in 1974. I traveled around the world with him for six 
months. Then I formed the “Library Party” with brahmacaris and 
traveled to almost every state in USA selling Prabhupada’s books. 
During this time I traveled every year to India. I also traveled in a 
van visiting temples in Europe. I traveled a lot and gave many 
lectures. 

 
“I remember/I don’t remember” 

I remember the exhilaration of traveling with the Library Party. 
The actual work at the colleges was too hard for me. I wasn’t a 
good salesman. I left that up to Ghanasyama and Mahabuddhi. I 
preferred to take care of the men, guiding them and settling their 
competitive disputes. And I liked working with the atlas and 
planning our visits to all the universities in all the states. After a 
day’s work was done I liked traveling in the van to get to a new 
place. And I liked stopping at ISKCON temples on weekends. I 
liked talking with the devotees on the party. We had good Dodge 
vans; they sped on the highways.  

I remember trying to keep my image in high school. I was afraid 
of being seen as goody-goody, so I played at being a rebel and a 
clown. I made trouble in the classroom but tried not to get caught. 
Sometimes I did get caught and they reprimanded me. I didn’t 
want to get reprimanded, because I would get low grades and my 
parents would be displeased with me, but at least the bad boys 
would appreciate me. I didn’t strive to get good grades until my 
senior year, when I woke up to the fact that I had to get a good 
record if I expected to go to college. My application to Brooklyn 
College was rejected because of my low grades. Naturally, I was 
disappointed. I sent an application to Bowling Green University in 
Kentucky and was accepted, but my parents didn’t have the money 
to send me there. I had to enter a newly opened community 
college on Staten Island instead. It was a blow to my pride, but it 
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actually turned out all right, because I had a couple of excellent 
professors who opened up my intellectual life. After two years of 
straight As, I was accepted to transfer to Brooklyn College.  

I don’t remember what my consciousness was like when I was 
ten years old or younger. I only remember that I hung out with 
regular kids and played the socially acceptable games. I was able to 
get along with and be accepted by my peers even though I wasn’t a 
great athlete and I was one of the shortest kids in school. I would 
get my homework done and perform tasks at school – I wasn’t 
dumb – but I didn’t want to excel academically. I liked the concept 
of a “Gentleman’s C,” and the teachers told my parents I 
associated with troublemakers at school. From a young age I was 
attracted to the rough kids, because they wouldn’t make fun of me. 
I didn’t want to be an honor roll student and be teased by the 
others. I was a conformist to the “mob.” I did well on intelligence 
tests and final exams, and that got me through despite my cutup 
behavior in the classroom. I received no rewards at grammar 
school graduation, but I was placed in the brightest class in high 
school. I was in the class of ’57 – graduating in 1957 – and there 
were sections in that class: 57/1, 57/2, 57/3, and 57/4. 57/1 was 
for the brightest students, and I was placed in that class. But the 
teachers wrote “could do better” on my report cards.  

 
Comment: None of my teachers in high school ever really sat me 

down and grilled me about why I was misbehaving, but one 
incident stands out in my mind. I was cutting up in the back of the 
auditorium. From the front of the auditorium the French teacher, 
Mrs. Eagan, caught me. She called out my name and made me 
come all the way down the length of the auditorium to approach 
her. When I got to where she was, she asked me, “Steven, do you 
act like this at home?” I was red-faced and humiliated. I was proud 
of my family and didn’t want them to be mocked. I told her, “No, 
I don’t behave like this at home.” And she said, “Then don’t act 
like that at school.” I thought that was a real putdown. The other 
kids didn’t hear the conversation. It was just between me and Mrs. 
Eagan. 

 Another time I was told to go to the principal’s office for 
misbehaving. There was a girl there who had also misbehaved. I 
was glad that she was there too. She saw me and knew that I’d 
been sent there to talk with the principal about my misbehavior. 
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(He told me to “straighten up, or else.”) When I’d been caught by 
the teacher I was chagrined, but I was glad the bad kids (especially 
the bad girls like the one in the principal’s office) could see that I 
was one of them. 

In community college I had two professors who were Marxists 
and intellectuals. They stimulated my intellectual life and awakened 
my interest in literature and history. Because of their influence I 
became an A student, but I also accepted their agnostic and 
atheistic views. The other students were too dumb to go along 
with this, but I lost my religion at college. It was a sort of rebellion 
against my parents. I stopped going to church, but I was getting 
good grades. My parents were glad about that, and they weren’t so 
aware of how my whole attitude toward life had changed.  

In ISKCON I was attracted to Prabhupada and was very 
obedient to his guidance as my teacher. For him I wasn’t a 
troublemaker but a very responsible son. I gave him the money I 
earned at work and did typing for him as well. I felt like a good son 
in the family, and he treated me like that. In my later years in 
ISKCON, however, I’ve become a little bit rebellious, both in my 
writing style and in some of the books I’ve published. I rebelled 
against Prabhupada’s secretaries and sannyasis that were very heavy. 
I didn’t go to England when Prabhupada went for the last time, 
because I didn’t want to associate with them.  

 
“I’m looking at/I’m not looking at” 

I’m looking at the comforting objects in my rooms. Radha-
Govinda Deities dressed in orange and green on this Halloween 
day. Glowing and attractive. The all-golden Hanuman kneeling on 
his right knee. The black window of the TV screen. I’m looking at 
the electrical radiator on wheels. It has six metal ribs. Two lights 
are on, which means it’s giving off heat. Then the yellow light 
switches off and only the red light is on. I’m looking at the spines 
of Srila Prabhupada’s books on the bookshelf, including the 
original illustrated covers of the three-volume First Canto printed 
in India showing the multi-colored lotus of Goloka Vrndavana and 
the Vaikuntha planets floating in the brahmajyoti. Then the later 
Cantos in different color motifs, maroon, green, brown, and so on. 
The golden volumes of the Caitanya-caritamrta. The Brhad-
bhagavatamrta. And the Prabhupada murti on his rustic vyasasana.  
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I am not looking at the Hudson River out the window of Nitai-
priya’s café. I’m not looking at Saci-suta’s daughter Kaulini playing 
in a basketball game at the Catholic school gymnasium in Hudson. 
I’m not standing at the stern of the USS Saratoga, watching the 
ship’s wake in the Atlantic Ocean. I am not looking at the devotees 
taking prasadam in the yoga studio at the Govardhana Festival. I am 
not looking at Mrs. Eagan writing verbal structures on the 
chalkboard in French class at Tottenville high school. I’m not 
sitting at the bar in the Five Spot Café, watching the Thelonious 
Monk Quartet playing on the bandstand. I am not looking at the 
audience of devotees while I give a seminar on the life and 
teachings of Srila Prabhupada at the VIHE in Vrndavana, India. I 
am not sitting at the back of the van, looking out the window at 
the white stripes of the highway and the traffic around us while 
Madhu speeds down the Bonn route in France.  

I am thinking whether or not Baladeva will come up at 4:30 to 
work with me on the autobiography. I am thinking of Narayana 
giving me a lesson on how to locate a chapter in a book on the 
Kindle e-reader. I am thinking of Haridasa bringing up coconut 
water at 4:30 p.m. I am thinking of reading the twelfth chapter of 
the Bhagavad Gita As It Is. I am thinking of reading the memoirs of 
Nabokov and Patricia Hampel. I am thinking of taking rest in my 
bed by 7:20 p.m. tonight. 

I am not thinking of going to India in the near future. I’m not 
thinking of visiting Staten Island or traveling to Perth, Australia, to 
see Jagatarini Ma’s collection of Krishna-lila figurines. I’m not 
thinking of going to Dallas or Houston or New York City. I’m not 
thinking of influencing Narayana-kavaca in deciding how often he 
wants to travel; I’ll mostly leave that up to him to decide. 

 
“What are the things that should never ever be said and right here 
you are going to say them? Go ahead. Bring yourself to say them.” 

I should not speak criticism of the GBC. I have some unhappy 
feelings over how I was dealt with by the GBC regarding 
censorship of Sanatorium, but I do not bear a grudge against them. 
I will leave them the necessary task of managing ISKCON. I am 
not against them, but I do not want to have any dealings with the 
GBC or take any assignments from them. 

I should never speak of my past sinful life. This is true in general. 
But for the sake of openness and honesty to memory I have 
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written some things of my pre-Krishna conscious life and my fall-
down in ISKCON. I felt I should not omit them entirely, if only to 
show that I am now free of them.  

 
Comment: It is said in Vaisnava circles that one should not reveal 

his bhajana – how many rounds he’s chanting, if he’s chanting extra 
rounds, what his advanced realization is of Radha’s and Krishna’s 
pastimes, and so forth. Sometimes in poems I say I want to be a 
servant of Radharani, so I shouldn’t really do that. But sometimes 
I make allusions to advanced aspirations. But I really don’t talk 
about Prabhupada’s eternal identity or my own. I don’t have 
realizations of these things, so I don’t speculate. I don’t like it 
when people say they know what Prabhupada’s eternal identity is, 
since he didn’t reveal it to us. Tripurari wrote a paper that Prabhu-
pada was in sakhya-rasa, and Dhanurdhara Swami wrote that that 
wasn’t necessarily so and made a case for Prabhupada being in 
madhurya-rasa.  

 
“What wish do you have and hold on to and can also let go of?” 

I have a wish that my books stay in print and that they be in 
circulation even after I’m gone. I will ask my disciples to take on 
this responsibility. I hope they, or even someone else, will come 
forward and do something. If it doesn’t come to pass, I let go of 
my wish and will be content with the readership I have had during 
my lifetime. I hope that at least new editions of the complete Srila 
Prabhupada Lilamrta will be printed in the future. 

I also have a wish that I’ll be remembered fondly and that my 
fall-down will not be held against me. But I can let go of that if my 
memory is neglected. I can be certain that I have served Srila 
Prabhupada and the Krishna consciousness movement, even if the 
members of that movement forget me. 

 
“Children. And those of you who never had children – how come? 
Tell us about that too. How did your life unfold?” 

I was married for three years, but we never conceived a child; we 
never had sexual intercourse. My wife was sick, and Prabhupada 
was against it. He said the child would be sickly. He said it would 
be better if we ourselves became children of Krishna. Then I 
accepted vows of permanent celibacy when I was 32, and I have 
never had sexual intercourse again. I was not meant to be a parent. 



 :THE STORY OF MY LIFE  

294\ 

I accepted many spiritual “children” by initiation and have tried 
training them in Krishna consciousness. Many of them have 
drifted away and many loyal ones have grown up and don’t seek 
my guidance any longer. Some are still dependent on my presence, 
so I try to be a good father by setting a good example in my life 
and posting daily on my website and publishing books. I don’t 
regret not having bodily offspring.  

 
Natalie Goldberg gives an example of a poem called “Searching 

for Pittsburg” in which the poet concentrates on images from that 
city. The idea is for you to do your own writing based on 
“Searching for ________.” Fill in the blank and go. 

Searching for Mayapura. The big, sprawling campus on the 
Navadvipa plain. So many buildings, and it’s all ISKCON. And in 
the center, the new large building, the Vedic planetarium and 
temple, a tall edifice with pile-driven foundation. Devotees riding 
bicycles, because the campus is so big if you really want to get 
around quickly you need to pedal a bike. Walking up the steps to 
the gigantic Prabhupada Samadhi Mandira. You sit in a chair in 
front of the larger-than-life Prabhupada murti. You chant with your 
hand in your beadbag. Going to bathe in the Ganga. The area of 
samadhi tombs of departed ISKCON sannyasis with their pictures. 
The present temple building with large Deities of Radha-Madhava 
and eight sakhis. The large brass Deities of Panca-Tattva. The 
angry Deity of Lord Nrsimhadeva. 

 
“What is your essential anchor and orientation? The thing you 
come back to know who you are?” (She says, for her, it is 
loneliness and food. She said she wants concrete, not abstractions.) 

One of my anchors is the pen and writing. I use a Pilot Precise 
V7 rolling ball pen with black ink. It writes fast and the ink flows 
onto the page. When I write my handwriting is my personality and 
my state of old age. Nowadays I don’t write very legibly. I write 
small and cramped, so it’s hard to read what I’ve written. But I can 
mostly make it out. When I get sleepy it gets worse. My hand 
stutters and makes ink-lines and splotches. I write nonsense 
coming from a dreamlike consciousness. If I stay awake, that 
doesn’t happen. 

This is a story about a boy running away from home to join a 
Krishna conscious asrama. He’s 17 1/2 years old. The Hare 
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Krishna temple president says, “We can’t let you stay here!” “Why 
not?” “You haven’t heard of the Robin George case against the 
Hare Krishnas? Wait half a year until you’re 18, and then you can 
join.” He looked him in the eye. He wanted to be cool and just do 
it, but he realized he wouldn’t change his mind. “But maybe I can 
just stay connected to the Hare Krishna center and make it my 
place to hang out. My parents won’t have to know.” The Hare 
Krishna people thought that was okay, but to pacify his parents he 
could stay in school or get a part-time job. He couldn’t just hang 
out at the center all the time. He said, “I can live like that.” 

The thing I come back to in order to know who I am is writing 
practice. I just write what comes to mind. I used to call them 
writing sessions. There won’t be an NBA basketball season, 
because the owners and players are locked out in a dispute. Obama 
is low in the polls. I would be reading my Kindle e-books right 
now, but the battery is running low and I’m recharging it. I want to 
read the twelfth chapter of Bhagavad Gita As It Is and read some 
Sharon Olds poems and buy a book by Mary Oliver. I like using 
the Kindle reader. It has large letters, and it’s cool how you press 
the button and the page changes. I come back to writing sessions 
to tell you what I’m reading in Srila Prabhupada’s books and about 
my Krishna conscious meanderings. The people protesting about 
the unfair distribution of wealth are camping out in parks, and now 
they’re having to cope with it being wintertime. It’s harder to 
survive. I’m reading Every Day, Just Write, and I have poems within 
while listening to jazz. I can’t use them in the autobiography. I also 
have “Active Imagination” exercises. They were written on the 
theme “something I lost,” and I was using them in the auto-
biography, but now they’re just free-form expressions so I’m not 
using them in the autobiography. The “lost” theme was more 
Krishna conscious, a kind of directed free-writing that led to 
interesting topics I wrote about. The volumes of Every Day, Just 
Write talk about my living alone and say “now, don’t kill your dog.” 
I wouldn’t do that. Besides, I don’t have a dog. They have many 
dogs. One was a collie named “Tilaka” that belonged to Manu. He 
had the responsibility of feeding the dog and seeing that it was all 
right. Gopiparanadhana Prabhu and Kirtanananda Swami each 
recently passed away. It reminds you that your time is coming too. 
But you could live until you are 80. I come back to the anchor of 
writing sentences. I have to go now and urinate, but I’ll be back. 
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In Ireland, when I wrote The Last Days of the Year, I kept writing 
about a wood fire heating the room. I also kept a wood fire in a 
stove while working in a shack in the snow in British Columbia. I 
was writing Poor Man Reads the Bhagavatam. I burnt my hand in the 
fire. I had just begun taking allopathic prescription painkillers, and 
I was in a “honeymoon” phase; the pill took the headache away 
right away. That lasted for a month, and then the rebound 
headache took over. While reading Lough DurDiary and living in a 
rented house in Ireland, I would walk down to the lake’s edge and 
read the New Testament (the book of Matthew) out loud. I wrote 
Nimai and the Mouse and started a second volume while living in a 
cottage in Puerto Rico. Baladeva cut down the weeds in the jungle, 
and I went out there and sat on a chair and wrote by speaking into 
a dictaphone.  

Saci-suta bought me a present to give to his son Lakshman for 
his ninth birthday. It’s a baseball card signed by the New York 
Yankee’s first baseman, Mark Teixeira, with a piece of his jersey 
and a piece of his bat attached to it. Teixeira is a great favorite of 
Lakshman’s. Lakshman also rooted for the victorious St Louis 
Cardinals in the World Series, as did I. Devotees are not supposed 
to be interested in sports. It’s considered a frivolous distraction 
from sravanam-kirtanam. I’m writing this only a few minutes before 
lunch. We’re having angel hair spaghetti with tomato sauce and 
pumpernickel bread. It’s been offered to Gaura-Nitai. I say a 
prayer before eating. Baladeva turned 60 years old yesterday, but 
he says he’s still immature.  

 
“Tell what is your anchor, what you trust and come home to and 
what keeps you writing.” 

I come back to writing itself. I can always do writing sessions and 
just let the hand keep moving, without thinking, putting down first 
thoughts that come to mind. And as I do that it occurs to me to 
steer to Krishna, so I make it directed free-writing with something 
about Krishna consciousness. I can say I love Radha and Krishna, 
but I haven’t actually realized this in Krishna-prema. I can write 
about my worship of the arca-vigraha of Radha-Govinda and how 
They bring me close. I can return home to write about chanting 
the holy names of God. I can write about my being in the 
intermediate state and not being able to enter suddha-nama. I can 
pray like Bhaktivinoda Thakura: “When will the day come? When, 
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my offenses ceasing, taste for the holy names increasing – when 
will that day be mine?” I could come back to some remembrance 
of Srila Prabhupada, my personal exchanges with him and 
historical perspectives on his life, as in Srila Prabhupada Lilamrta. I 
can come home to writing about my little life, my old age, my 
headaches, my exchanges with caretakers in this house and this 
neighborhood in Stuyvesant Falls. (Today I take my yoga lesson.) I 
can write about my life of reading Prabhupada’s books or about 
my books of poetry. I can come back to memories of my life 
before I became a devotee. I can always come home to these 
topics and others too, like eating and literature and art and 
ISKCON in the past, present, and future.  

 
“All the times you remember saying goodbye.” 

I remember parting from Murray Mednick for the last time. We 
were walking around the Lower East Side together, but we felt the 
tension of me being a devotee and not belonging to his world any 
more. He went to a bar. I didn’t. We waved and said goodbye, and 
it was frozen in time because I knew it was a final farewell.  

I said goodbye to my shipmates in the PIO office when I was 
discharged from the navy. We weren’t deep friends, but we had 
spent time together. I was leaving, and they were looking forward 
to their own discharge.  

I said goodbye to my parents at the door of their home on Staten 
Island on my way back to my apartment on the Lower East Side. I 
was not then aware it would be the last time. I would see them 
again, but I sensed starkly that there was no real love between us.  

In my mind I said goodbye to Srila Prabhupada while massaging 
his feet with talcum powder in the last days of his life. Devotees 
were still hoping for his miraculous recovery, but I knew he was 
going to die, and I said my farewell in the act of massaging him 
while he lay quietly in bed.  

I say goodbye to Narayana-kavaca when he leaves our home to 
go on his frequent travels for preaching or for GBC meetings. We 
embrace, and I know he will return, but I’m sorry to see him leave. 

 
“All the first meetings you have had.” 

I had a first meeting with Bruce Sharf, who later became Brah-
mananda. I had already been attending the Swami’s classes for a 
few weeks, but he was a newcomer. We sat opposite each other in 
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the storefront and exchanged introductory formalities. We told 
each other about ourselves. He ended the meeting by putting his 
arm around me in a protective way. He was a wrestler at NYU.  

I first met the Swami on the first night I attended his class. He 
seemed otherworldly and Indian, dressed in his saffron robes and 
no kurta, just a sannyasi’s top cloth. I was impressed by his gravity 
and his control over the meeting. I couldn’t understand his English 
so well. He had long earlobes that reminded me of pictures of the 
Buddha. With finger-cymbals he led us in chanting Hare Krishna. I 
was impressed and came back for all the evening meetings – 
Monday, Wednesday, and Friday. 

I first met Tamala Krishna on a visit he made to Boston, maybe 
on his way to London. He wanted to meet Brahmananda, who was 
living in Boston then. I had heard of TK’s reputation as a leader 
even though he had joined a couple years after I did. I treated him 
with respect, and he was friendly and courteous to me. He knew 
Vaisnava etiquette and how to treat devotees. He had a film of 
Swamiji dancing at Ratha-yatra, and he wanted to show it to the 
Boston devotees at night. I told him they had to go out on 
harinama and take up a collection. He insisted they should stay back 
and see the film. I acquiesced, and we all enjoyed the ecstatic 
footage, with Swamiji jumping, his hands upraised. He gave me the 
impression he was glad to have met me, and I considered that I 
had met one of the leaders of ISKCON. In a letter to Prabhupada 
I mentioned TK’s visit and how I was impressed. Prabhupada 
wrote back and said this was the Vaisnava spirit, to praise another 
devotee.  

When I met Jadurani I thought she was a pretty girl, but I was 
envious that she had entered our all-male association with Swamiji. 
After a while I saw she was a serious aspiring devotee, and I was 
no longer envious of her participation. We all accepted her as a 
sister. Swamiji taught her to paint Krishna conscious portraits.  

I met Raymond, later Rayarama, as soon as I walked into the 
storefront. He was very friendly and introduced himself to me and 
welcomed me to the meeting.  

I met Lord Caitanya through Swamiji’s morning lectures on the 
Caitanya-caritamrta. And I liked Him. I thought, “He’s the Supreme 
Personality of Godhead, in the role of a pure devotee.” He taught 
everyone He met about Krishna. He lived as a sannyasi with His 
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followers, and they exchanged amongst themselves in 
transcendental love.  

 
“What is there that you will never know?” 

I will never know the experience of having a wife and children, a 
family. I will never know the life of a stainless sannyasi with no fall-
down. My past is checkered, my perfect reputation ruined. I will 
never know what it’s like to live as a guru amidst many disciples at 
an ISKCON project, not anymore. I am fated to live as a loner 
with a couple of caretakers. I will never have a military career living 
on many ships. I spent two years on one ship – that was more than 
enough. I will never know the life of a professional, such as a 
college professor. I will never know fame as a bestselling author or 
any other kind of fame. I used to be a lecturer as a Hare Krishna 
sannyasi, but I retired from that while I still was able to do it. I will 
never know what it’s like to live a strong, athletic life, to hike or 
run or swim or bike or climb mountains or camp in the wilderness. 
I stopped after a few years of taking recreational drugs. I 
completely stopped drinking alcohol and smoking and taking 
intoxicants when I was 25 years old. I also stopped all sexual 
activity at 25 years old. I will never know what it is like to have 
friends who are not devotees of Krishna. I will never know what it 
is like to be a gardener. I will never know what it is like to drive a 
car.  

 
“What will you have to give up when you die?” 

I will have to give up going to bed early and rising at 1:30 in the 
morning. I will have to give up my meditation on 16 rounds of japa 
early in the morning. I will have to give up writing poems and all 
other writing. I will have to give up resting in my chair. I will have 
to give up the nearness and threat of another headache. And 
Baladeva’s delicious lunches. And meeting with Baladeva, 
Narayana, Saci-suta and Keli and their children, and Kaulini Mataji, 
and all my friends and disciples. And taking a morning walk with a 
disciple, writing in the car, drinking a cup of milk, watching sports 
and comedies on TV, hearing Prabhupada’s books, sleeping at 
night and napping in the day and dreaming and waking up.  
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“Tell about a divorce.” 
Mandalesvara and Bimala. For many years they seemed like an 

ideal couple in Krishna consciousness. They raised a boy who got 
abused in gurukula. Mandalesvara was always taking fasts and colon 
cleansing and herbal diets. I don’t know exactly why they split up. I 
do know that Mandalesvara gave up the association of devotees 
and went to live in his home state in the south. Bimala stayed in 
Krishna consciousness, and then they broke up. They both got 
remarried, Mandalesvara to a woman in his home state and Bimala 
to a Christian minister who was favorable to her Krishna con-
sciousness and very much in love with her. Mandalesvara and 
Bimala remained friendly. Then Bimala got cancer. She treated it 
with chemotherapy and the tumors went away, but suddenly they 
came back and she died rather quickly. The ISKCON Alachua 
community mourned her loss and had a funeral service at which 
many devotees spoke, praising her highly as a human being and as 
a devotee. Mandalesvara now lives in Alachua and is loyal to Srila 
Prabhupada and his followers.  

 
“What is the hottest place you have ever been?” 

Vrndavana, India. There are some seasons there, like winter, 
when it is not hot. But I’ve been there in the hot season. It goes up 
to 114º Fahrenheit. You take several showers a day. The best time 
is very early in the morning, but even then it is hot. Your clothes 
stick to your body. You don’t wear a kurta. In the afternoon it’s 
best if you just stay indoors wearing only a gamsha and with the 
electric fan on. But in Vrndavana the electricity often goes off, so 
you just sweat. You don’t have much of an appetite, but you eat to 
keep healthy. You’re hot and sweaty and you try to avoid going out 
to the bazaar or on parikrama to visit temples and holy places. At 
night you try to sleep without a sheet or a blanket. Only in the pre-
dawn and in the evening is there relief from the sun’s heat. After 
the hot season, the monsoon or rainy season comes. The 
temperature drops somewhat, but then there’s the austerity of 
flooding from too much rain. Finally winter comes, and there is no 
central heating in the buildings. Indoors are as cold as outdoors, 
and it goes down to 40º Fahrenheit. You have to sleep under big 
uncomfortable blankets. It’s a harsh climate. 

 
 



THE STORY OF MY LIFE i 

301 

“What did your father never stop talking about?” 
He talked a lot about the firehouse. About how they threw 

firecrackers at one another and how one man was hurt by a cherry 
bomb. How at a difficult fire Jim Matthews hid under the truck. 
How Alvin Galter’s father smashed down an entire door with an 
axe. The firemen in different firehouses heard about it. He was 
considered heroic. My father drove through a red light on his way 
through Great Kills village reporting to a fire, his strong arms 
turning the steering wheel of the hook and ladder and a fireman in 
the rear steering the back half of the truck. My father responded to 
a fire in a house in our village when he was off duty; he entered the 
building and fought the blaze. He got a good report written in his 
record. My father told us how the policemen and firemen were 
brothers. On cold nights cops would stop in the firehouse and 
warm themselves up. If a fireman got stopped by a cop he just had 
to show his fireman’s badge, and his “brother” would let him off. 
But once my father was stopped by a cop and even though he 
showed his badge the cop gave him a ticket. My father was angry 
and wanted to get the man’s name so that he could blacklist him at 
the firehouse. My father took me to the firehouse, where I saw the 
fireladdies watching TV and swearing, and I saw pictures of naked 
women in their lockers near their beds. I slid down the pole. My 
father failed the test for lieutenant the first time he took it but then 
went on to pass and become a captain. One night he invited all the 
captains and their wives to an evening at our home, and I came 
home and greeted them by saying, “Captains all!” One night my 
father came home coughing from breathing too much smoke in a 
fire.  

 
“Practice for no reason. Then all poetry, literature, even home, that 
allusive place, will come to you.” 

This is an invitation to continue writing practice or resume my 
old writing sessions. As I am writing this I can hear Baladeva on 
the floor below, reporting his proofreading corrections on 
Prabhupada Smaranam over Skype to Caitanya in Ireland. It is three 
days before the deadline to send the book to the printers and be 
able to get it back on time for Vyasa-puja on December 3rd. 
Baladeva did a marathon reading of the book today, so I had to 
settle for a grilled cheese sandwich for lunch. Haridasa is leaving 
after several weeks stay, during which he made himself very useful 
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to Baladeva and didn’t make any demands on me. My squiggly 
little handwriting will be hard to decipher. I am nearing the end of 
Natalie Goldberg’s book The Practice of Writing Memoir. Then I will 
give it back to Baladeva and ask him to write assignments. Writing 
is time-consuming work. Lakshman and his mother have not come 
over today to pick up their present from me. I studied French and 
Spanish in high school and college, but I’ve forgotten all of it. The 
NBA basketball season is cancelled due to a disagreement between 
the owners and players. I have not yet written about attending the 
Knights of Columbus picnic with my father on Staten Island. 
There was soda and hotdogs and racing contests. I came in second 
place in the first heat of a dash but then lost after that. Later in the 
afternoon my father found me playing in an informal game of 
baseball and called me to go home. You never know what the next 
sentence will be. When we were negotiating with the GBC 
committee that was dealing with me over my fall-down, I took part 
in a video conference call with three members. Afterwards they 
said I looked so stressed and anxious that they were willing to deal 
with Baladeva as my proxy. He did much of the draft-writing until 
the letter was acceptable to the other party. Jayadvaita Swami 
helped me in e-mail correspondence. He told me not to be bullied 
by the committee and not to agree to go meet with them in 
person. He helped me write a letter defending my right to keep 
sannyasa. Bhaktitirtha Maharaja was a very sympathetic member of 
the committee and helped guide me to reconciliation. The result 
was a several page letter that included all the details. It was 
humiliating and was widely broadcast on the internet. At least the 
case was finally closed. I am pausing to think of something to say. 
I dreamt last night that some of us (devotees?) were trying to go 
back to Brooklyn College to enroll in a course. I told the registrar 
that I was an alumni from the class of ’61, and I expected that they 
would allow me to take a course in the English department. I’m 
reading volumes of Every Day, Just Write and marking excerpts to 
be put in the biography. I like reading the old volumes and seeing 
myself accepting the life of solitude outside of participation in 
ISKCON except for a weekly lecture and regular correspondence 
with my disciples. I hear a basketball bouncing across the street. 
Maybe it’s Laksman. I used to shoot hoops in my backyard. Once 
when I was playing with my friend Sal Bivona he cut his leg open 
on a nail. His muscle was exposed underneath the skin. We rushed 
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him to the local pharmacy, and from there he may have gone to a 
hospital to get stitches. I don’t remember. He went on to play 
varsity basketball for the Tottenville Pirates, and in one away game 
he scored a lot of points and the Tots had a rare victory. I played 
in an intramural game at high school against another class of ’57 
team. I scored nine points and we won the game. Kathy Swanson 
and some other girls from ’57/1 came to watch the game, and I 
was proud that I did so well. The results were even printed in the 
Staten Island Advance newspaper. I am in correspondence with my 
high school friend Win Burgraff. He writes me, but so far he 
hasn’t told me much about old friends at Tottenville High School. 
I’m hopeful we’ll keep in touch. Win and his sister were adopted 
and raised by a minister of the Dutch Reform Church. He told me 
that his sister gave up the Dutch Reform Church and became a 
Unitarian. Her son joined the Hare Krishna movement while 
attending Penn State and was married in an ISKCON asrama, 
possibly Gita Nagari. Win’s sister attended the marriage and was 
able to accept that her son was a Hare Krishna because the 
Unitarians are so inclusive and eclectic. 

Haridasa will be bringing me milk in a few minutes. He reads to 
me from the Caitanya-caritamrta while I sip the milk. Hot sweet milk 
in the evening used to be a tradition in the ISKCON temples. Our 
temple in Boston was harassed and attacked by teenage hoodlums. 

I have written about my father’s work in the fire department. 
Now I will write about my mother’s job. She had a lowly, low-
paying clerical position in the Chase Manhattan Bank in downtown 
Manhattan. She became bored with staying home when her 
children were in college, so for excitement and to increase the 
family income she took a job. She told us that the workers in her 
department didn’t do so much. She mentioned spending hours 
separating tangled paper clips. I don’t know why the bank kept this 
clerical force, but they weren’t doing it out of charity – they must 
have felt there was some profit from the work these people did. 
My mother would dress up, wear high heels, and commute early in 
the morning – over an hour by train, ferry, and subway – to get to 
work. There were mostly middle-aged women in her department, 
though there was one stylish young man who carried an umbrella 
and whom the ladies admired. I don’t know exactly what the job 
involved, probably some kind of processing of records and maybe 
handling mail. My father appreciated the extra income, though it 
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wasn’t much. One summer while I was still young I had a job in a 
big corporation working in the mailroom. I had to receive all the 
mail and then see that it got delivered to the particular departments 
it was addressed to. When I couldn’t figure out where a piece of 
mail was to be delivered I used to put it aside and then put a 
rubber band around all those envelopes. Then, once a week, I 
would take the undelivered mail and drop it off the Staten Island 
ferry into the waters of the New York harbor. They never 
discovered I was doing this.  

I am doing this writing practice a half hour before Narayana 
comes up to change the Deities’ water, give me pills for the day 
and give me eye drops, clean my eyeglasses, and massage my head 
with body lotion. We usually talk a little, and then he goes 
downstairs and I dictate the material to be posted on the web. 
Narayana has taken on responsibilities beyond taking care of me, 
and living as a recluse in this house. He wants to be involved in 
pushing ISKCON forward. He is a candidate for sannyasa and has a 
preaching field in Mexico and Trinidad. He is also chairperson of a 
GBC committee charged with establishing Prabhupada’s central 
position in ISKCON. Baladeva, on the other hand, is my full-time 
caretaker, cook, and assistant and is always here in the house at 
Stuyvesant Falls. He is indispensable to me. Narayana has a few 
more lessons planned to teach me how to operate the Kindle.  

We are reading about Dhruva Maharaja in Srimad Bhagavatam. He 
is a great devotee and an exceptional case. He approached Lord 
Vishnu without the spirit of pure devotional service but rather 
with a strong material desire. He wanted to possess a kingdom 
greater even than the kingdom of Lord Brahma. Lord Vishnu 
awarded Dhruva rulership of Dhruvaloka, the Polestar, which is an 
eternal planet within the material universe. First, Dhruva would 
rule for 36,000 years while keeping his sensual power, then he 
would go to the Polestar. At the end of the final dissolution of the 
universe he would be transferred to Vaikunthaloka. Dhruva 
Maharaja was unhappy about this benediction, because he realized 
he had worshipped the Lord with material motives. But the Lord 
was so kind that He granted Dhruva’s material desires but 
protected his pure devotional attitude. Dhruva Maharaja was an 
exceptional case.  

In the Caitanya-caritamrta we are reading about Lord Caitanya’s 
dancing at Ratha-yatra. Now Svarupa Damodara is reciting verses 



THE STORY OF MY LIFE i 

305 

spoken by Radharani in separation, asking Krishna to return to 
Vrndavana. Lord Caitanya is enacting these songs by dancing. 
When He dances in front of Lord Jagannatha’s cart the cart 
follows Him, but when He drops behind the cart it stops moving. 
Lord Caitanya, as Radha, is in competition with Lord Jagannatha, 
as Krishna; Lord Caitanya is Radharani bringing Jagannatha back 
to Vrndavana. She is not satisfied by Krishna’s aisvarya mood at 
Kuruksetra and wants Him to return to Vraja. This is enacted in 
the Ratha-yatra procession.  

This is the end of my writing practice. Natalie Goldberg says we 
have to write without subject. Practice for no reason, without 
intention, and the memory will arise in the present. I have just 
written my poem about Caitanya lila, the competition between 
Lord Caitanya in the ecstasy of Srimati Radharani and Lord 
Jagannatha as Krishna at Kuruksetra. When Lord Caitanya danced 
ahead, Lord Jagannatha in the cart would move slowly. When Lord 
Caitanya fell behind, the cart would come to a standstill. Thus, in 
the competition, Lord Caitanya emerged successful. We have to 
believe that the cart actually behaved in this way. It followed the 
will of Krishna. It was not an ordinary procession. I’ve written 
about it briefly, giving excerpts of Srimati Radharani’s statements 
about Her desire for Krishna to return to Vrndavana and 
Krishna’s statements expressing His great sorrow that He is not 
there and His promise to return soon. It is sublime Krishna 
consciousness.  

If you write just to write, you will hit pay dirt. Something will 
come up in your memoir. You remember something: You were on 
the roof of your apartment, sitting close beside your new wife, 
discussing things between yourselves, and then Devananda 
Brahmacari suddenly came onto the roof and laughed out loud to 
see the two of you sitting so close together. You remember 
stopping for the weekend at the Gainesville temple with the library 
party and counseling first Ghanasyama and then Mahabuddhi 
about their clashing with one another in competition. You felt you 
were useful. Kesava Bharati asked you to become his sannyasa guru, 
but you recommended he accept Tamala Krishna since KB was 
working for TK on Radha-Damodara. Amarendra was the warm 
congenial host at Gainesville. Visnujana Swami was leading his 
unique kirtanas in the temple. Big feasting! Eat as much as you can.  
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It’s 7:16 a.m. and still dark on the morning of November 7th. 
Thousands in Radhanatha Swami’s party are observing Kartika in 
Vrndavana. In the morning he speaks Krishna-katha for hours and 
then later goes to holy places. He conserves his energy by 
delegating the preaching to others. He said my posture was not 
good, that I was slumped over. I too like to speak sometimes, 
when the subject is Krishna and I know the answers. Then I can 
help others. What will you say about the spiritual master and 
disciples on your Vyasa-puja day? You should acknowledge that we 
have been doing it for many years. It is still a valid relationship. 
The spiritual master links you in disciplic succession to 
Prabhupada and Krishna. You have your own direct relationship 
with Prabhupada and Krishna, but your relationship with the 
spiritual master can help you. How is that? By accepting him, 
obeying his instructions, following the vows you made to him at 
initiation. By reading his books, creating a bond. Take it up as 
relevant and meaningful. It’s meant to be. Coax them into 
awareness.  

 
“Write about a funeral you attended in winter.” 

Prabhupada’s tirubhava mahosava was in November. He had 
already been buried in the pit in the morning. Narayana Maharaja 
put the Vaisnava markings on his body. At the bottom of the pit 
his body was covered with lime and then dirt was piled on top to 
cover up the hole. A small mound was placed on top, but no 
construction had begun on the Samadhi Mandira. In the afternoon 
a feast was served. Then in the evening chairs were arranged for 
dignified guest speakers and the audience of his disciples. I 
remember Swami Bon spoke somewhat condescendingly, slightly 
inviting us to follow him in Prabhupada’s absence. Prabhupada’s 
disciples didn’t like to hear from him. It wasn’t appreciated. I don’t 
remember if I spoke. Brahmananda Swami had come from Africa. 
He spoke. He started to recite a Sanskrit sloka and then broke 
down sobbing. The sadhus on stage thought he had forgotten the 
sloka, so they prompted him by supplying the words. But then 
everyone saw that this was not his problem. He couldn’t speak 
because he was crying. One of the sadhus said, “This is real soka 
[real grief].” The eulogies went on for hours. Some of the most 
prominent sadhus and devotees and politicians of Vrndavana were 
in attendance. It was nice to hear their praise of Prabhupada that 
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night, gathered by his samadhi. But the disciples were still feeling 
raw from separation, and they had questions about how things 
would be carried out in the future without him. But, as 
Bhaktivinoda Thakura said, “VaisnavasHe reasons ill who tells that 
Vaisnavas die when thou art living still in sound. The Vaisnavas die 
to live and living try to spread a holy life around!”  

 
“Hold the thought ‘I came to love my life.’ Now describe its truth. 
It may take you a while but you can do it.” 

Don’t hold on to your bunglings and hate yourself. When we 
write memoir “we come into closer relationship with ourselves” 
and have compassion for our bungling. I don’t hate myself for my 
fall-down. I have forgiveness and pity for the big mistakes I’ve 
made and how I must have disappointed others. I like myself; I’m 
all I’ve got. I love the guy. I wish him well and hope he will write 
some nice poems.  

I want to immerse myself in remorse for my sins, but not in a 
way that brings depression or low self-esteem. See the good 
qualities in yourself. I came to love my life, the solitary sadhana in 
the early morning and the restful pace of the day. 

 
“Where will you have to go to tell your story? What desert will you 
have to enter?” 

I don’t think I have to go anywhere to tell my story. There is no 
need for an external journey to a place where I can write about my 
life. I can do it sitting in my La-Z-Boy in a corner of the room on 
the second story of our house in Stuyvesant Falls, New York. I can 
come up with memories, do writing assignments, even learn to sit 
in meditation. I can read my books and take excerpts from them. 
Like Thoreau and Emily Dickinson, I don’t have to travel to write. 
I can take short walks out the front door of my house and down 
the street for all the exercise I can bear. I’ve already traveled 
around the world. Now I can stay in one place and remember 
where I’ve been.  

 
“Tell me about a situation where you have been thoroughly 
defeated, where you arrived at zero, no hope.” 

The censorship, banning, and recall for confiscation of all the 
unsold copies of Sanatorium. A GBC committee member, 
Praghosa, called me on the phone and thoroughly humiliated me. 
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He told me that the GBC committee had read an excerpt from 
Sanatorium that the rtviks had published in their magazine, and on 
the basis of this short excerpt, which contained an explicit descrip-
tion of sex, they decided the book was dirty and unfit for 
Vaisnavas, especially for a sannyasi and a guru to have written. They 
wanted blood or else. He hinted at taking away my sannyasa and 
guruship and expelling me from ISKCON. I listened with disbelief 
and a feeling that this was injustice, suppression of free speech. 
They hadn’t even read the novel, only the offensive excerpt. I 
knew it was a wonderful novel with a healing message, and I was 
chagrined. But like Galileo, who recanted when he was just shown 
the instruments of torture, I caved under their heavy threats. I 
volunteered to write a letter of apology for having written the 
book. This satisfied Praghosa, for the time being. Although he was 
my initiated disciple, he spoke condescendingly toward me. He 
asked me if it was too much stress for me to live as a sannyasi and a 
guru and would I consider giving up those positions? I politely told 
him it was not too much stress and that I was doing fine in follow-
ing the vows of a sannyasi and fulfilling my duties as a guru to my 
disciples. After about an hour, he ended the conversation. 

He phoned the next day with a new proposal: The GBC 
committee wanted me to send back all the unsold copies of the 
book – for burning? – and I was to take the electronic copy off the 
internet. I wanted time to think about this new proposal and to 
consult with my close associates. Some of my friends said I should 
defy this order. Some said I should send a copy of the book to 
each member of the GBC body and ask them to read the book in 
its entirety. Narayana-kavaca suggested I not make waves and 
cooperate with the committee by sending them the remaining 
copies of the book. To keep peace with the GBC I decided on this 
last course of action and sent the books to them for “storage.” The 
whole episode was thoroughly humiliating for me, and as a result, I 
lost my ability to write for six months. I have since regained my 
ability to write freely and have forgiven the censorship committee. 
I won’t write anything sexually explicit again. 

 
“What do you hear? What are the sounds of your environment? 
And what sound are you afraid to hear?” 

I just heard the sound of a train horn. Occasionally one passes by 
out there and sounds its lonely, warning horn. I regularly hear the 
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sound of car tires passing by. We live in a quiet neighborhood with 
small homes, but there is a two-way paved road right outside our 
house. All day, I hear the sounds of tires on the blacktop as cars go 
by intermittently. It’s a kind of white noise and not very disturbing. 
If you listen closely you may be able to hear birds. We have several 
feeders in our yard, and when you go outside you can hear the 
birds chirping. Infrequently I hear people passing on the street and 
talking. That annoys me. A siren from the nearby volunteer fire 
department goes off sometimes at noon or at other times of the 
day. In general, it’s a quiet neighborhood. I sometimes hear the 
sound of a basketball bouncing in Saci-suta’s backyard, and rarely 
our next door neighbor lets his dog out and it barks.  

Sounds I’m afraid of: Gunshots. Angry voices cursing in the 
street. Loud music in a passing car. An animal being attacked by 
another animal and crying out. A person crying out, “Help! Help!” 
Loud voices exchanging obscenities. A woman or a man 
screaming. 

 
“Tell me all you know about Texas.” 

Mostly all I know about Texas is what I know about the big 
church building on Gurley Avenue in Dallas, which was the home 
of the ISKCON gurukula. Prabhupada visited there in 1972 and 
approved it and told his grhastha disciples to send their young 
children there at five years old for boarding school. We didn’t have 
qualified asrama teachers and didn’t know how to discipline the 
wild children. Prabhupada told us to discipline them with love and 
Krishna consciousness. But we didn’t know how to do it. It 
swelled to 100 boys and girls. Soon a whistleblower, one of the 
teachers, wrote a letter to Prabhupada to tell him that a teacher 
had hit a child. Prabhupada wrote back that the teacher should be 
hit – no corporal punishment. A national TV network covered the 
school and depicted us as a weird cult that neglects its children. 
The local government inspected the facilities and ordered that very 
expensive safety features be installed. It seemed like harassment. 
Prabhupada wrote back that if the government is unfriendly, the 
school should be moved to the Krishna-Balarama Mandira in 
Vrndavana. 

Going door to door in the evening with the children to distribute 
books, a man once answered the door with a gun pointed at us. 
We ran away. The people we encountered going door to door were 
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mostly unfriendly. The police stopped us while we were knocking 
on doors at a big apartment complex. They made us wait until it 
was late at night before they let us go. They told us to never come 
back. When Tamal Krishna Goswami took over as GBC he 
transformed the place. There was no school there anymore. He 
built beautiful temples in Dallas and Houston. He opened a 
successful gourmet restaurant in Dallas. He preached to the 
thousands of Indians in those Texas cities and built up pre-
dominantly Indian congregations. The temple bought up the chief 
properties and small houses on the block in Dallas, which was then 
a Latino ghetto, and the grhasthas moved in there near the temple 
and attended the temple programs. ISKCON Texas is now 
flourishing. 



 
 
 
 

From Churning the Milk Ocean 
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Churning the Milk Ocean, Collected Writings, 1993–1994 

 
This book is an anthology of various writings, with introductions 
to each one. In the preface I describe at length the pastime in the 
Eighth Canto of Srimad Bhagavatam wherein the demons and 
demigods churn the ocean of milk. “Of course we know that 
churning the milk gives us butter. That would be an example of a 
good result from churning. In the Bhagavatam pastime, however, 
churning produced both poison and nectar. This is an intriguing 
concept when I apply it to my own writing. Often when I’m 
writing, which after all is not so different from churning, the first 
thing to come up might be an old memory from my life before 
Krishna consciousness or some other undesirable thought. I don’t 
reject it – ‘Okay, this is on your mind. You want to get it off your 
chest? Go ahead, write about it.’ This is the poison. But we know 
that in that lila many beautiful things were produced also. The 
demigods and the demons didn’t know what to expect when they 
were churning. They had a goal in mind – the nectar of 
immortality – but they didn’t know what to expect before they 
were successful. Sometimes good things resulted and sometimes 
bad things. There’s an attitude or a way to deal with things that 
come up, which is advised by Krishna in that pastime. In the 
preface I describe in detail the whole narration of the pastime of 
churning the milk ocean. I won’t do that here in my 
autobiography. I assume the reader knows it. But there I go to the 
trouble of describing the pastime in order to make this point about 
my writing.  

“This pastime comes about because of strife between the 
devotees and the demons. I could compare this to my creative 
process in that my writing is an imperfect person’s attempt to 
serve Krishna. And imperfect means the devotee in me is still 
battling with the demon in me. We are spirit souls and pure 
devotees, but our perfection is covered up almost entirely, 
especially during Kali-yuga. Prabhupada said that in this age the 
demons are almost all within our hearts. Still, no one is by 
constitutional nature a demon. Everyone is a pure spirit soul. Of 
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course, some people are stubborn and so conditioned that they will 
never even try to uncover their spiritual nature for many lifetimes. 
Neither will Krishna reveal Himself to such persons. I was rescued 
by Srila Prabhupada when I was 26 years old. Under his influence, 
and by the discipline of chanting Hare Krishna, I was able to give 
up the sinful activities I was then immersed in. Still I continue to 
carry the impressions of years of demonic habits not only from 
this lifetime but from previous lives. Therefore, I try to express 
myself in Krishna consciousness, but today some demonic traces – 
aparadhas and anarthas, offenses and unwanted bad habits – still 
block my attempts to taste the holy name and to selflessly serve 
Krishna. When I write I become aware of the battle between the 
demon and the devotee, between skepticism and faith, between 
hard-heartedness and love. Therefore, the Lord’s advice on how to 
overcome the demons intrigues me. 

 
“Ahh! How can I say my churning process is ordered by Vishnu? 

The demigods were able to work confidently because they had 
received a direct order from Krishna. That’s probably the weak 
point in my analogy, that Krishna has ordered me to free-write. 
But I am aware of the weakness. I am always praying that I am 
doing what Krishna wants. Somehow or other I am churning, so I 
pray to Krishna that He will guide me and protect me and that in 
the end He will be pleased by the nectar that comes as a result of 
my efforts. Krishna has not exactly appeared in my writing to 
enjoy His lilas with His devotees, but I am just one tiny crippled 
servant who has found a method to write and who wants to serve 
Him with it although it produces both poison and nectar. My 
whole life is based on the principle of trying to serve Krishna and 
my spiritual master. Therefore, when I serve I have to apply my 
energy to serve. Whatever passion is in me comes out, whatever 
ignorance is in me comes out, whatever goodness is in me comes 
out, and if the transcendental nectar also comes out, I will offer 
that to Krishna. Krishna will help me. 

 
We shouldn’t think it’s invalid to create a metaphor out of one of 

Krishna’s pastimes in order to gain something in our Krishna 
consciousness. Krishna’s pastimes are deep; they have many layers. 
Seeing them metaphorically does not imply they are mythical or 
allegorical. It’s just another layer of His pastimes. For example, 
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Krishna kills demons for His own sport and to delight His friends 
in Vraja, but Bhaktivinoda Thakura has seen how devotees can 
learn lessons from the killing of demons and apply those lessons 
within us. Kaliya, for example, symbolizes the tendency to speak 
negatively about others. Other demons personify deceit or envy or 
lust or gluttony. Krishna and Balarama can kill them all.  

Krishna will protect us also. Krishna will cheat the non-devotees 
and show favor to the devotees. But the first thing that happened 
was the poison was produced. Immediately things appeared to be 
out of control; it looked bad for everyone. We also may lose heart 
when we start something in our service and come face to face with 
our anarthas. 

Most people newly coming to Krishna consciousness don’t look 
at their anarthas. Right away they think they’ve become pure 
devotees, that everything else has been left behind. Many of us 
even become a little dramatic about this. We leave behind our 
girlfriends, our boyfriends, our apartments, our record collection, 
our art, our writing, our career. We just walk away from it all and 
move into the temple. I did that. I walked out of my wretched 
apartment on Suffolk St. on the Lower East Side. The place was so 
wretched that the landlord didn’t even bother to collect the rent. 
As you walked in the building, water would drip down on you 
from the ceiling. Even my friends wouldn’t visit me there. I was in 
such a renounced mood I left it all behind. But it was external and 
too extreme, although it did get me to 26 Second Avenue and 
Prabhupada’s lotus feet. I left behind a valuable stack of LP 
records I could have sold. I abandoned my cats in the hallway and 
never went back. We all do that to one degree or another, and it’s 
important to step through the door of the material world and into 
the spiritual world to enter a new phase of life. It becomes a 
milestone in our devotional career. Even the theatrics with which 
we do it are important, they underline it for us; they make it 
serious and irrevocable. They tell us we have burned all our 
bridges. We act like that to ensure we won’t go back. There were, 
however, things in us that still didn’t get burned. We don’t always 
see them right away – we’re too taken up with our new direction. 
But then they are there. We all notice them eventually. That’s 
where the churning comes in. Churning means facing who we 
really are – people with the conviction to become devotees but 
who are still carrying around material attachments. It means facing 
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the fact that we didn’t leave all of our old selves behind. That can 
be an overwhelming discovery, just as the demigods and demons 
both so much feared the poison. But Krishna will protect us. He 
will see us through to the beautiful things. In the milk ocean 
pastime those beautiful things that come – the horse and the 
elephant and so on – are considered manifestations of Krishna. At 
that point we will have to deal with other problems; the question 
of proprietorship will be raised. Who will possess the strange, 
exotic, useful, and beautiful products of their churning? Shall we 
possess them ourselves? Can we claim credit for their appearance? 
Will people recognize us as creators of beautiful things? No, those 
things are simply to be used in Krishna’s service. Krishna Himself 
may come forward and possess something or He may not, but we 
will continue to offer the results of our devotional service to Him 
and not claim those results for ourselves. Then Dhanvantari will 
eventually appear, holding the nectar. Dhanvantari is described as a 
plenary portion of a plenary portion of Lord Vishnu and con-
versant with the science of medicine. When he appeared he gave 
no indication what he was going to do with the nectar. In the 
famous ISKCON painting, Dhanvantari is holding one hand in the 
mudra of benediction. As soon as he appeared, the demons 
unceremoniously snatched the pot of nectar and ran off with it, 
leaving the demigods morose. I go on to describe how the Lord 
caught the nectar and gave it to the demigods. In this way I 
describe that my writing process is like churning the milk ocean. 

 
Someone might say that I was already free-writing before I came 

to Krishna consciousness, not that it began in 1977 with my 
reading Peter Elbow’s book. That’s probably true. I used to write 
in the style of Beat generation writers such as Jack Kerouac. I like 
to express myself freely with the first thoughts that come to my 
mind. When I came to Krishna consciousness, I stopped that kind 
of expression and wrote careful essays regurgitating the philosophy 
of the Bhagavatam exactly as presented by Srila Prabhupada. I did 
that up until the time of Prabhupada’s departure.  

After Prabhupada’s disappearance, I applied myself to writing 
Prabhupada’s authorized biography, which took me five years. I 
also wrote books about him, like, He Lives Forever and Prabhupada 
Meditations. I also wrote sadhu books like Japa Reform Notebook. 
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Then, coincidental with my reading about free-writing as a school 
of expression, I began to do it myself. 

Writing sessions also allow me to improvise. The word 
“improvisation” usually reminds us of jazz. Eighty percent of jazz 
is improvised. I don’t want to conjure up jazz imagery here – 
especially what we imagine jazz to be in America – because those 
images are overused. Instead, I would like to present “jazz” as an 
analogy. 

Improvisation means being a real person, because all of life is 
improvisatory. We don’t live in a world of rehearsed or theatrical 
relationships, complete with scripts and backdrops. Everything 
happens to us extemporaneously. Let’s face it, most of us live our 
lives without any deep sense of where we have been, where we are 
now, or where we are going. Our lives are lived-out experiments 
performed in unconsciousness. A devotee, however, wants to 
become more conscious and discover the meaning of his life as he 
lives it. 

There is real charm in improvised writing, in the poetic flow of 
words. Readers appreciate real people, and so does Krishna. No 
one is interested in prepared but not quite honest speeches. For an 
artist to succeed, especially a devotee artist, he has to learn to 
speak from his heart. He also has to learn to steer toward Krishna 
from his initial mis-starts, his fumbling, or his fixation on material 
desires. He doesn’t dwell on any of those things but goes beyond 
them. Unafraid of the flow of his own interaction with life, he 
practices flowing with his own Krishna consciousness, improvising 
and expressing in myriad ways his understanding of his love for 
Krishna. It’s not such a sensational concept – we are all doing that 
already. Writing is no different from life itself. Writing sessions are 
improvised in that they are a potpourri of prayer, talk about 
writing, Prabhupada-katha, Krishna-katha, personal probing, 
groping, and playfulness. A session can switch from one topic to 
another without warning. There is no beginning, middle, or 
appropriate denouement. There is only the flow of devotional 
service. If I come to the end of one topic, I simply skip lines and 
start on the next. It’s a congenial way to write.  

Then, in Churning the Milk Ocean I give a sampling of my writing 
sessions. I have written hundreds and hundreds of writing 
sessions, sometimes timed for one hour and later, when I lost 
stamina, I would write for half an hour. I would put them aside 
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and not consider them for publishing. But sometimes I would 
write timed books. A timed book would be to give myself not just 
an hour but a period of days or weeks on a writing retreat. From 
whatever I wrote during that time I would publish a book. It 
would be a collection of the writing sessions from that retreat. I 
did not include any timed books in writing Milk Ocean, but I have 
published some books like that. 

 
I published 17 examples of writing sessions in Churning the Milk 

Ocean. Most of them are titled by the place in which I wrote them, 
Vrndavana or Gita Nagari or Italy or something like that. 

 
I will here give an example of one of the writing sessions 

published in Churning the Milk Ocean. It’s “Number 16” and does 
not include a place in its title. 

“The truth is hidden in dreams. A girl rock star with a pearl at 
the end of her nose. How is it that an ordinary person becomes 
famous? She was a devotee, but there was a quarrel/rift between 
her and the movement or her local temple. ‘Don’t let the public 
know that this nice girl has been misused by the cult.’ In another 
episode I was protecting the rock star girl from intruders in the 
audience. It seemed I was being overprotective, so I stopped 
clapping my hands in rhythm in a way that kept her admirers from 
their personal interaction with her. 

Strange dream.  
How quickly can I get to Krishna? What is the obstacle? Try to 

go there, to loving service unto the Lord and His pure devotee. I 
relish Prabhupada’s mission, the way he teaches Krishna con-
sciousness. He emphasizes preaching so much. I ask myself how I 
will preach on his behalf. Mostly I decide to do it by visiting 
temples and lecturing and by encouraging the devotees. 

I was recalling 1970s days by reading his letters to me. The 
period where things went wrong. Who’s to say what it is? What 
happened in 1970? Something went wrong, and it only comes out 
later as a history I have related in Srila Prabhupada Lilamrta. 

The fabric of an authoritarian movement has collapsed in 
America. At least it has to change shape in order to continue. 
Small groups and individuals outside the main control of the GBC. 
Gradually they will come together. Who is relevant? Who will 
survive? The North American GBC passes resolutions; we know 
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some people don’t agree with us. They can come forward and state 
their gripes, within the bounds of Vaisnava etiquette. My personal 
message comes through in the Castle Gregory poems, that I want 
to travel and do my thing and have it accepted as a contribution to 
ISKCON. I don’t want to be roped into committees and meetings. 
Better I be a spreader of pixie dust. 

Imagine him making that claim. 
Oh, he’s all right. He’s just going to die like the rest of us. He 

wants to be left alone to write to his readers and speak Srimad 
Bhagavatam without being hassled. I don’t blame him. Of course, 
we all can’t be like that.  

Death shall level all privileges.  
You write with sense, huh? The walk in the dark before dawn. 

It’s sometimes raining. 
What is Krishna doing in the spiritual world? At nighttime He 

goes to the rasa dance. Even His parents don’t know. I want my 
Srila Prabhupada to bring me to understanding through the books 
he left us. You surrender to guru and Krishna mostly through 
vaidhi-bhakti and by preaching. Then, at the end of your life, if you 
are free of material desires and you desire to serve only Krishna 
and guru, he can take you to Him where He is in the original 
roadshow, and you may do direct service. Or, some say Srila 
Prabhupada could be preaching somewhere in some universe and 
his sincere devotees will again join his mission. We’ll have to see 
where we go.  

I read that pure devotees in this world don’t ask to go to the 
spiritual planets. They feel humble about it. They feel they aren’t 
pure enough for that and that they have to return to the material 
world. In that case, they pray that they may associate with 
devotees. Maharaja Pariksit prayed, “If I have to take birth again, 
let me have unlimited devotion to Sri Krishna, be friends with all 
living entities, and serve the devotees.” Try to form your whole life 
into an act of service, like that. 

Poems, stories, and books come forth, and that’s important, I 
say. If I can do it nicely, I’ll stay protected. Sometimes, in the name 
of associating with devotees, we socialize too much or get into 
quarrels amongst ourselves. There’s a struggle with the material 
energy in its various forms that makes preaching difficult. Those 
who persist in associating with devotees and maintaining Krishna’s 



 :THE STORY OF MY LIFE  

320\ 

temples in Prabhupada’s preaching movement are favored by the 
Lord. They don’t fall away from spiritual life. 

I have my role. I try to state what it is and carry it out. Man 
proposes, God disposes. Not “man proposes, and the committee 
shall decide what that man actually might do to please 
Prabhupada.”  

Seek sanction. All I need is some money to travel around and the 
barest sanction. No edicts against me; free to publish. Don’t close 
down on free enterprise. There’s a free spirit like that. The struggle 
continues in America, where in certain communities individuals on 
committees have opted to operate not quite under the direction of 
the GBC. I’m not up to date with the struggle and don’t want to 
become an ISKCON sociologist to try and figure it out. I just want 
to stay simple and positive about chanting and hearing. 

The message comes through when you write clear enough. 
Did you think it didn’t?  
Show me a passage in your book. 
You’ve got to stand up for what you believe in and broadcast it, 

even in a gentle way. 
O forebearers and forefathers and ancestors and those who 

come after you. All seeds pouring out of a bag of mustard seeds. 
They’re countless. Some jivas are greater than others. Some 
liberated souls have powers like God’s powers. But in these worlds 
all is temporary and miserable. The wise person doesn’t lament, 
because he doesn’t identify the self with the body or the travails or 
temptations of the world. 

Senses form attachments, even for eating, even a so-called sadhu 
gets absorbed in trying to satisfy the tongue and goes here and 
there searching for satisfaction. Everyone fears. In the advanced 
stage, one is completely detached from that. An advanced devotee 
engages in sense gratification only as much as necessary; he doesn’t 
put his heart into it. His main occupation – of body, mind, and 
words – is glorifying Krishna and telling others about devotional 
service. He moves in the world unhampered by the miseries of the 
three modes. He lives that way until the spirit leaves the body, and 
then He goes to Krishna, or to the next life thinking of Krishna. 

The Lord prescribes, man-mana bhava mad bhakto: “Think of Me, 
become My devotee, offer your homage unto Me. Absorbed in 
devotional service to Me, surely you will come to Me for you are 
My dear friend.” (Bg. 18.65) 
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Whatever I do, let it be the most Krishna conscious thing I am 
capable of. Don’t tend too much to bodily needs and waste the 
time and words and fears. Bhaja Govinda. Go on hearing about 
Krishna and reading the Bhagavad Gita and Srimad Bhagavatam and, 
no matter what condition of life you find yourself in, remember 
His lotus feet. 

She couldn’t answer the phone. “She’s on the altar.” A very nice 
place to be, serving Radha-Damodara, Radha-Kalachandji. Only a 
few devotees left there. I’ve got to keep moving. Do what I can. It 
was nice to spend a few days at Gita Nagari for the meetings last 
year, but if I can’t do it again, so be it. I’ll spend my life in one 
place or another. 

Details. Hare Krishna, Hare Krishna. It’s good to keep moving, I 
think. You will be all right that way. 

I do seek an honest voice in poems. Attempt it. 
 
I talk to the world that soon 
vanished, and ants and humans all 
spilled off the plate when supreme 
Sankarshana breathed fire and death, 
for all planets and its scorched and flooded… 
 
That’s not until 
a long time from now, right?  
So we got time to eat peanuts and 
cashews in our rice  
sweet rice on the stove before its offered 
to God and eat so much. The TV is 
on. “We still got time,” the President 
said, “If we can just tighten the 
economy, control the terrorists from throwing their own nuclear 
bombs.” We got time to enjoy 
at the mart and the mall, buy a record 
album, and another Christmas. Got to 
make enough money to get by, and 
some kind of health insurance, and 
the kids, take care of them. I don’t 
have enough time in the day to meditate on beads. I fall asleep 
when chanting or reading… 
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Harried householders and 
agitated brahmacaris declare, 
“It’s war on Maya, and she’s got 
the upper hand.” Well, yeah, but don’t forget Krishna 
is more powerful. He can save you. 
Capital letters begin each line … 
 
Don’t think you’ve got no time to 
Work in the rat race of 
Squeezing out pleasures and duties.  
Turn to eternal Govinda, eternal 
Self in your own body.  
Fascinated by daily news and 
Events of nation and family and  
Fireplace and rueful tales and 
Songs barbarous. You need only 
To chant and hear and think of yourself 
As an eternal servant of Krishna.  
A pure devotee thinks like that 
 
Less than two weeks before a vigorous few days travel to the city 

we will fly to in India. I’ll play the role of the saffron sadhu in 
transit and hope someone will take care of us when we arrive in 
Kolkata, although we can take care of ourselves and get our bodies 
to Sridhama Mayapura. You can’t carry too many kilos in suitcases, 
so don’t expect to bring all your books, just one or two of what’s 
useful and tides you over to the next place you go. Don’t be so 
afraid of mice and rats and people who are demons. We’ll be 
clinging to the practices of devotional service, and we’ll get 
through our remaining years in practice. Practice anta kale, to 
remember Krishna at the end of life. Hear the words of the Lord 
and His Gita. You’ve got key verses on cards, so look at them. 

I will speak free verse from the heart. That’s worth a lot. I love 
them. Gather them and share them. 

Okay, time is up. You talk too much. You are guilty. Krishna can 
forgive you. Go to read and write simple notes to pay attention to 
what Narada and Lord Krishna and Srila Prabhupada say and how 
you feel as you read. 

What I just dictated was an example of a one hour free-writing 
session. I just wrote what thoughts came to my mind, and that 
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constituted a writing session. I gather 16 of them in Churning the 
Milk Ocean. I think they make for interesting reading in themselves 
and then can be collected in a book.  

 
Now, in 2011, I don’t do free-writing anymore. I’m still open to 

it. I have nothing against it. I just don’t seem to find time to do it 
anymore.  

 
 
The next section in Churning the Milk Ocean is called “Letters 

From a Sannyasi.” The letters in this section are sequels to the 
letters I published in a book called Dear Sky: Letters From a Sannyasi. 
In the preface to that book I described how every month I write 
between 100 to 200 letters. Don’t I want some relief from letter 
writing? Actually, I find relief in writing “letters from a sannyasi.” 
These are not like real letters, because I don’t expect replies and 
because they’re written deliberately to persons or personified 
objects to whom I am able to really speak my heart. 

I once read a short story about a man grieving for his dead son. 
He wanted to talk to somebody about his feelings, but no one 
would listen. He was a cab driver, and even the people he drove 
around in his cab didn’t want to hear his heartfelt expression. At 
the end of the night, he unburdened himself of his grief by 
speaking to his horse.  

The letters I am about to share with you are written in a slightly 
different mood than letters that are written for communication. As 
soon as communication gets in the way, things get qualified and 
modified and adjusted, and the raw expression loses its validity. In 
humility, we may hear ourselves saying, “Well, I’m not really like 
that,” and we qualify our own feelings or we adjust them based on 
another person’s reactions. I don't want to sound cynical – 
communication is good – but when it’s rushed or shallow, it 
doesn’t always satisfy the heart. We don’t always have to be 
communicating with the intention to convince one another of our 
point of view. Sometimes we just want to speak our minds.  

Emily Dickinson once wrote a line describing her collected 
poetic works: “This is my letter to the world who never wrote to 
me.” She was cut off from the world. And, it’s true, the world never 
did write her. She was never published, and people didn’t come 



 :THE STORY OF MY LIFE  

324\ 

after her or pay her any attention. She also never married. Poetry 
may have been a cry of loneliness in her case.  

I have sometimes thought of that line in connection with my 
“letters from a sannyasi,” but in a different way. That line means 
something different to me, because the world – at least enough of 
the world, or more of the world than I can handle – does write to 
me. I can’t claim that the world never wrote to me. I’m not neg-
lected in that way. But the flower world never wrote me, the river 
world never wrote me, the tree world, the bug world, the worlds of 
deceased people and foxes and sheep never wrote to me. What’s 
more, I no longer expect Srila Prabhupada to write me. And I have 
never received a letter from Krishna. I am writing with this in 
mind.  

In that sense I say this is my letter to the world that never wrote 
me. It’s a special, secret world, and I like to think of that other 
world as much as I like to think of the one that does write to me. 
For the purpose of the biography, I will select one letter from my 
collection in Churning the Milk Ocean and publish it here. It’s called 
“To he who called my name.” 

Srila Prabhupada, I heard you call my name this morning. I was 
listening to a tape of a morning walk you took in Germany in the 
summer of 1974. I was there with you, and you were speaking 
about transmigration. You asked me to define it. I recited the verse 
dehino ’smin yata dehe, but you interrupted: “That is sloka, but how 
does it happen?” I tried to explain it in my own words, but again 
you interrupted: “That is all right, but how does it happen?” 
Another devotee ventured an explanation. Still you waited. Then I 
said, “The subtle body carries the soul.”  

“Ah, that is it.”  
Later on the walk, you exposed the weakness of the opponents’ 

arguments. They say that they cannot perceive the soul’s 
transmigration, but there are so many things we cannot perceive 
and yet we know they exist. For example, you said, “I cannot see 
your mind or what you are thinking, and you cannot see my mind. 
But does that mean our minds do not exist? They are so dull they 
cannot understand. What is the possible objection to this 
argument?”  

And then you said my name. You were asking for an objection 
from a nondevotee and you said, “Satsvarupa?”  
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When I heard it this morning, it touched me. Later, I explained it 
to a Godbrother by saying, “It’s like your lover calling your name.” 
So much is aroused when a dear one says your name. It’s as if you 
come into being.  

Srila Prabhupada, you gave me that name. You created it. 
Someone once told me that my name is not saturated with 
madhurya. It’s a name of God, not in sweetness, but in grandeur: 
“Krishna, the form of truth.” All I know is that it sounds sweet 
when you say it, when you call me by name.  

When you say my name, it means you are calling for me. You 
want me to do something. During that morning walk you wanted 
me to advance an argument so you could smash it. That is how 
you trained us.  

I replied, “I was thinking of a different argument...”  
“What is that?”  
I offered the argument that a person might say he doesn’t care 

much for transmigration, because if you forget everything at death 
anyway, what’s the difference? So what if you become a dog if you 
don’t remember ever having been anything else?  

“Then let me kill you right away and you will have to become a 
dog. Is that all right?”  

“No, it’s not all right.”  
“Why not? If you forget, there is no problem.”  
You called me to action on that morning. I wasn’t always aware 

why you called me.  
You called me to be your servant and secretary. You called my 

name. Now I can only hope that I will again hear you call my 
name.  

Some people call my name in jest, or they say it with a 
condescending or critical tone. I don’t expect people to worship me, 
but still I’d rather my name isn’t passed around like common prop-
erty. A name on a piece of paper in a hat. A name on a list. One of 
a number of wrongdoers. One of the “senior devotees.” But it’s 
never the same as when you say it. Even when you sarcastically 
say, “Satsvarupa is expert,” referring to my financial mismana-
gement, I realize you have the right to use my name however you 
desire. I fully trust you. You have named me, and it was not an 
arbitrary act. You breathed life into my spiritual self.  

Satsvarupa Dasa. That is the name you will remember me by. 
You won’t say, “Satsvarupa? I don’t remember. When did he 
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join?” Or maybe you will. But I can refresh your memory. I 
shouldn’t think I’m the only Satsvarupa, just as Brahma thought he 
was the only Brahma. When the Lord Brahma of our universe 
needed to be further identified, he said, “Tell Krishna it’s the four-
headed Brahma, the father of the Kumaras.”  

Similarly, I might say, “Tell him it’s Satsvarupa Dasa, who came 
to him at 26 Second Avenue in 1966. Tell him I used to type for 
him and give him the money from my office job. I used to bring 
him mangoes. I went to Boston to open the temple there. Later he 
awarded me sannyasa.”  

Prabhupada, sometimes you would call for me and give me the 
instruction to cook halava because the morning was cold. You did 
that once when you were walking in the Hong Kong hills. You 
called me and told me to write a book about how all things fail 
without Krishna. You told me to take dictation of a letter that your 
disciples should read the section of the “Krishna Book” on King 
Nrga. You called me and asked me to close the curtains in the 
evening, to find out how I was doing on the library party, or to go 
and find someone else for you. You called my name many times 
over the years, but toward the end, in Vrndavana, there was not 
much external communication between us. You went inside your-
self at that time, and then you left us here. Maybe you are 
preaching somewhere with the same gravity and drive as you 
displayed when you were in this world. Or maybe you are relishing 
your lila with Lord Caitanya and Radha and Krishna. Maybe you 
will call me to join you again.  

These thoughts and feelings were triggered when I heard you call 
me this morning on that tape. You said it lovingly, expecting me to 
respond. I was awkward and afraid, but always ready to try and 
respond. I am still afraid – afraid of offenses and afraid of failing, 
afraid I may not like what you tell me when you call, afraid I may 
start to cry. I want so much to be a good disciple, but it’s so hard 
to be fully and simply surrendered. You know that about me 
already – not only about me, but about so many of your followers. 
Still, you keep us with you and call us forward, sometimes one by 
one and sometimes in groups. You ask us to cooperate and push 
on Krishna consciousness. You call us into action. You call us by 
our names. It is love, the love of a guru, a spiritual father, for his 
offspring.  
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Since hearing your call this morning, I am listening more, even as 
I hear the pleasing sounds of the creek crossing over the old rocks, 
the sparrows at dawn. I am listening for the sound of you calling 
my name. When you called me this morning, you put a question 
mark at the end although it was a command. Would I actually turn 
to you? You were confident I would. It was your way of calling, 
“Satsvarupa?”  

Yes, Prabhupada. Here I am. I will do the needful. 
 
The next section in Churning the Milk Ocean is called “Poetry.” 

Here is what I wrote in the introduction: 
I got off to a happy start writing poetry in 1966. I was writing in 

my own American idiom, lyrics, before I met Srila Prabhupada. 
And when I became his disciple, I continued to write poetry, this 
time about temple life and chanting. In fact, many of the first 
disciples used to write poetry – we would publish the poems in 
Back to Godhead – and Srila Prabhupada read some of those early 
poems and approved of them.  

I once sat in his presence while he read aloud my poem about 
chanting Hare Krishna on Houston Street. I still remember how 
he looked at me and told me he liked it. Hayagriva Dasa compared 
us to Buddhist monks living in a monastery and writing, not so 
much out of literary sentiment, but to tell the true experience of 
our day-to-day religious life. We were writing ISKCON poetry in 
our natural, New Yorker voices. I have always wondered why we 
stopped writing like that. It reminds me of a similar question the 
American poet William Stafford raises: “My question is, ‘When did 
other people give up the idea of being a poet?’ You know, when 
we are kids, we make up things, we write. And, for me, the puzzle 
is not why some people are still writing. The real question is, why 
did the other people stop?”  

I stopped for about 12 years. During that time, writing poetry 
was the furthest thing from my mind. I was too absorbed in other 
tasks, in preaching and management in Prabhupada’s ISKCON. 
Then the urge returned to me around 1978. I started by writing 
memories of 26 Second Avenue and poems of my daily life at 
Gita-nagari and in my travels. I collected them in a book called 
Voices of Surrender.  

One of my Godbrothers told me he thought that poetry writing 
was a sign of decadence in society. His viewpoint sounded Marxist 
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to me. Is it because the artist is not working in a factory or 
growing crops that he is somehow working against the interests of 
the state? Every healthy society needs artists and poets. Poets don’t 
speak official truth in an official way. They speak with 
authenticity – sometimes in dissidence, sometimes in praise, but 
always honestly and in the true voice of the people. Poetry is the 
voice of freedom, and it is necessary in every society. ISKCON is 
no exception.  

Some devotees have been frank: “We don’t like your poetry 
compared to the other things you write.” Or, “We don’t under-
stand your poems.”  

To appreciate poetry, we have to understand that it’s not 
intended to be a transference of information or doctrine. We could 
call the philosophy of Krishna consciousness our doctrine, and 
poems may include some doctrine, but they have more to do with 
the way things are said. They are meant to bring the doctrine to 
life. It’s all in how they’re written. In Krishna consciousness, the 
message has to be parampara, but that message has to be said in a 
certain way to become poetry.  

What poetry emphasizes – and it’s not rhyme or meter – is the 
voice of authenticity. The poet is a real person speaking, not an 
official. Poetry is therefore truthful in a most private sense. We all 
belong to the Krishna consciousness movement, but within that 
movement, we are each looking for our own way to speak the 
truth. That’s why poetry is important. It functions to develop 
culture and honesty.  

Sometimes devotees don’t appreciate poetry, because all they 
want is doctrinal statements. They wonder how a particular poem 
is presenting our perfect philosophy and can be publicly acclaimed 
as truth. But poetry has more roles than to express doctrine. It is 
meant to express moods and subtleties. A poem may be sad. 
Perhaps it expresses a sadness greater than what we expect a 
devotee to feel, but perhaps our expectations are not in touch with 
the reality of people’s lives. A poem may also be happy, and that 
happiness may strike us as excessive for someone who is supposed 
to possess a steady consciousness, but perhaps that happiness is as 
real as the moment the poet captured it.  

This is not a modern phenomenon. The Six Gosvamis also used 
poetry to express Krishna conscious moods. Bhaktivinoda 
Thakura’s “Saranagati” begins by expressing the mood of solid 
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despair. We may wonder, “I thought devotees were always jolly. 
Why is he despairing?” But if the poet is feeling despair, and 
captures that in his poem, who can question its value? We can’t 
take a poem and measure it against a philosophical treatise: “A 
devotee isn’t supposed to feel like that.” We are excessive from 
time to time, and poetry captures those feelings and gives them 
voice. Their allegiance is to what we actually are, not always what 
we think we should become.  

In material society, poetry is not as popular as other forms of 
writing. People write poetry because they love it and because they 
feel it says things that other genres can’t say. I also love to write 
poetry. I don’t care if my poetry books don’t sell as well as my 
other books. I don’t even care that much if people don’t 
understand my poetry. Poetry is too important for me to feel 
discouraged by those factors.  

“The authoritative scriptures…educate us in a very 
straightforward way, after the fashion of a master, by giving us 
unequivocal commands. And the works of traditional history edify 
us more gently, after the fashion of a thoughtful friend, by putting 
before us examples of the actions of others in the past and of what 
fruits befell those actions. But the works of fine literature instruct 
us in the most irresistible way, after the fashion of someone we 
love, by giving us so much joy that we are scarcely aware of an un-
derlying purpose.” (Foreword, Jagannatha-priya Natakam by Tamala 
Krishna Goswami) 

One American poet said about his own poetry, “Should I make 
sense or should I tell the truth?” Most people try to make sense 
out of the chaos in their lives and emotions, but the truth is that 
things often don’t make sense at all. Poetry is like that too. It 
speaks truth, but it doesn’t always present a neat package. It 
doesn’t even always make sense. 

There are two ends to the spectrum in writing. There are the 
doctrinal or persuasive essays, propaganda, and there are the 
modes of self-expression. Can we say that a Krishna conscious 
poem should always bow to the structure of the doctrinal essay? 
What, then, is the value of poetic writing? Propagandists incite 
people to action. When a person is writing for himself, however, 
he is not trying to motivate an audience, but to say how he feels. 
That self-expression, self-honesty, can move people. When people 
are moved, they can be persuaded. People are surrounded by 
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enough direct propaganda, whether through advertisers or 
politicians or clever writers. The airwaves are filled with subliminal 
messages telling us what others want us to do. When someone 
simply writes for his own soul, it is a relief.  

This apparently non-persuasive writing can be a good form of 
preaching Krishna consciousness to those who don’t want to hear 
it in any other way, who are tired of proselytizing. Poetry can move 
them and they can feel a soul-to-soul communication. Therefore, 
poetry can preach. 

I also write poetry in order to be honest with myself and others. 
There is so much falsity in Kali-yuga, and it has seeped into 
ISKCON in various ways. Dishonesty ruins communication. 
People become faithless, and faithlessness only creates more 
pretension.  

When someone pretends to be a perfect devotee, then those who 
follow him may pretend to think he’s perfect. Is it actually true? 
Are we following our tradition? I want to rid myself of pretension. 
In poetry I can write from who I am and what I actually think. I 
believe that by reading honest writing, others will be inspired to be 
honest too. These are some of my reasons for writing poetry.  

Poetry, and not just the rhyming, chiming kind, but poetry of 
actual voice and feeling, does have a place in ISKCON. It 
contributes to the preaching. It’s not a sign of decadence but a sign 
of culture. As in the larger materialistic society, the place of poetry 
is insignificant and at the bottom of what most people consider 
important, so it is in ISKCON too.  

The next question that can be raised is, “What is poetry?” A few 
years ago I asked an old college friend and fellow poet what he 
thought of my poetry. He said that if he were to critique my 
poetry, he would say that it is not carefully rewritten and that it 
lacks assonance and other things that poets usually put into their 
poetry. He also said that, although he could criticize my poetry, he 
wanted to encourage me by saying that my prose is my real poetry. 
He said we shouldn’t be prejudiced to think that poetry exists only 
when lines are divided, but that it means music, expressing secrets 
of the heart, and capturing the vividness of life.  

When I think of myself as a poet, I certainly think of dividing 
lines. There is a rhythm to divided lines, and it comes to me 
whenever I write poems. It reminds me of being in a band. I pick 
up my instrument and start to play. There is something musical 
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about the divided lines. I can’t explain exactly what it is, and 
neither would I want to analyze it too closely. It has something to 
do with improvisation and tradition both at the same time. Some 
people say that a line’s length has to do with thought units or the 
length of a breath.  

Beyond divided lines, poetry is anything that is “poetic.” I love to 
run into the kitchen and play music with my friends (to write 
divided lines), and I particularly like to go from prose to poetry 
and back again. Sometimes the prose and poetry become indis-
tinguishable. Someone once compared it to a plane racing along 
the ground and then taking off. When it takes off, it’s poetry. 

Like other genres, for me poetry sometimes flows and sometimes 
ebbs. Sometimes I feel like writing it and sometimes I don’t. It 
takes effort and practice – practice without fear of failure. I like to 
write poetry every day. I choose a certain time when I will write it, 
such as when I come back from a walk. I try different techniques 
to keep the inspiration high. For example, for some time now I 
have been writing poems on big sheets of drawing paper with 
colored pens and a large hand. At other times, I like to use a 
typewriter. Sometimes I look at published poets to get ideas for 
syntax, but at other times they disgust me, and I turn to Krishna 
and just write.  

I tend to rewrite more in poetry than in other genres. I especially 
like to work with a typist who can return the drafts quickly. I am 
also willing to write a lot in order to get a few publishable poems. 
The more I warm to the task of writing, the more unconscious the 
effort, and the more likely that the poems will be good.  

I wrote a story about what it means to be a poet called “A Trip 
to Spain.” The main character is described as a closet poet, an 
ISKCON devotee, a traveling sannyasi, whose passion is to make 
poetry his main service. Unfortunately, he has already heard 
criticisms: “How are we going to spread this movement if some 
sannyasis just write poetry?” He feels hurt so, although he doesn’t 
stop writing, he stops showing his poems to others. Of course, 
that story is a slightly veiled autobiographical account, but I like it 
because it provides a social commentary on what it is to be a poet 
in ISKCON.  

I like to think of myself as a writer who writes in a poetic way 
rather than a narrative way. Rather than tell stories, I want to tell 
secrets and capture moments – as many of them as possible. 
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I hope the answer to why I write poetry is out of an innate need 
to express Krishna consciousness and to sing and cry and share my 
feelings with people. Ramananda Raya said on hearing Rupa 
Gosvami’s poetry: “This is not a poetic presentation; it is a 
continuous shower of nectar…What is the use of a bowman’s 
arrow or a poet’s poetry if they penetrate the heart but do not 
cause the head to spin?” (Cc., Antya 1.193, 195)  
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Here are some poems from Churning the Milk Ocean: 
 

Prayer to Srila Prabhupada  

 
Your spiritual master is still here  
and you can speak with him  
and pray to him. While standing on a bridge 
looking into the water you promise.  
Walking, you forget where you are  
and feel assured.  
He will be lenient, he will  
lead you further.  
Walking. Memories pass like  
clouds moving at dawn...  
One time you came into his room  
when he was sitting at the low desk.  
You bowed full dandavats before him.  
 
Please travel with me, father and friend, 
 as I venture forth.  
 
You sat up and he smiled.  
He told you to go on placing his books  
in the libraries.  
Prabhupada, correct me,  
be with me.  
 

Vrndavana in Winter 

 
The colder it gets…I’m the only 
sannyasi at mangala-arati so 
I recite aloud the prema- 
dhvani prayers: nitya-lila pravistha. 
Srila Prabhupada is  
in his eternal lila and 
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in the Prabhupada Samadhi Mandira. 
We are gathered with our differences. 
 
The shops are locked. 
Too cold for chokidars  
to sleep outdoors. 
Too cold for thieves? 
Krishna and Balarama wrapped 
in maroon silk. 
I can’t see much, 
cobwebs of thoughts. 
 

Desire to Practice Poems 

 
You think you’ll run out of  
things to say? No, but urgency.  
If I tell everyone I’m writing poems,  
that could kill it.  
By lack of practice I could lose  
the easy touch, the nerve.  
You have to try and want to serve  
and then He may empower you.  
He’ll let you go on ranting, rambling,  
but that’s a different thing.  
I’m talking about poems that can  
be accepted as transcendental,  
as preaching…as poems.  
 
So resolve to practice. That’s why  
It’s so important to do it for your own  
pleasure. That’s not a sin.  
You think Rupa Gosvami didn’t enjoy  
writing beautiful verses about Radha and Krishna?  
No one forced him. He wanted to,  
and he was renounced, not interested  
in becoming a famous poet.  
“Overcome with yearning, and crying in the  
middle of Vrndavana forest, I shall now reveal  
the deep mark burning tears  
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have made in my heart.”  
So “enjoyment” is not the word for  
Rupa Gosvami, but it may work for me.  
 
And he had a wish to serve Sri Caitanya Mahaprabhu  
by helping people come to Him,  
through his writings.  
“May whoever reads this prayer to  
the Queen of Vrndavana become the object  
of Her mercy.”  
That’s the idea.  
 
It’s quiet here in Pennsylvania –  
I’ll be interrupted at any moment.  
Tonight they predict another snowstorm.  
Sirens on the highway,  
death in the city and everywhere.  
It’s not touching me yet.  
We’re going to read more Tenth Canto.  
If you like, dear spiritual master,  
I could serve by writing.  
This is how I propose to do it.  
But only if you say to Krishna,  
let him flow – not another Rupa Gosvami  
by any means,  
but let him allow himself to release  
all the wonderful things  
he already knows and feels from  
a lifetime in ISKCON,  
moments with the pure devotee,  
a self that is pure and dormant, eternal –  
whose struggle is something,  
who’d like to leave a record of songs  
accepted  
and useful,  
fun and easy to read, su-sukham  
kartam avyayam.  
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I Said I Didn’t Know 

 
I keep looking at the thermometer  
as if it matters.  
Prabhupada has put me here behind  
a low desk, where I talk like  
a sannyasi giving advice:  
“How is your sadhana? Do you  
find time to chant? When will  
you wind down your karma and dedicate  
yourself to renunciation?”  
 
I keep thinking there’s more to say,  
but I’m nervous about it.  
“Still more?” a part of me wonders.  
It’s dark outside, 30 degrees.  
I’ve discovered: the coldest time  
is just before dawn;  
I can write with three pairs of gloves on;  
no matter how I try I’m always  
showing off.  
Krishna is not as hard to remember  
as you may think. I know a nine-year-old boy  
who does it most of the time,  
who considers Bala-Krishna his friend.  
But he is a fussy eater  
and only draws pictures of Krishna  
when he feels like it.  
As for me and Krishna,  
I am only one of innumerable jivas to Him,  
yet He loves me singly.  
 
I can love Him with one-pointed devotion,  
but it’s hard due to this body  
and this mind. I can’t seem to escape them,  
even in dreams,  
even in reading or writing.  
But who is more powerful,  
Krishna or maya?  
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Someone asked a question about Krishna and  
I said I didn’t know. Then  
I tried answering in a roundabout way.  
I repeated what I’d heard.  
We talked about Krishna until someone came  
and said, “It’s getting late.”  
I said, “He never leaves Vrndavana, but  
they know Him there in separation.”  
I’ll have to read more.  
 
 
 

Waiting to Land 

 
Clouds, clouds, clouds,  
cumulus,  
other kinds,  
bunchy white  
pillows, soft rocks,  
castles passing them.  
We’re high up – when  
will we go down and I  
can say I’m on the ground three hours from  
Vrndavana? You take it  
for granted the steel  
plane will descend and  
this airy domain  
will be behind us  
like a dream.  
Clouds, clouds, sky,  
descend like in an  
elevator, pulls on  
your innards,  
your ears pop, your head  
hurts, planet at  
sharp angle see heaven  
and earth. I don’t want  
either and can’t have them anyway.  
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Wish I chanted now,  
this is also chanting  
Hare Krishna, Hare Krishna,  
Krishna – brown  
earth. Captain  
says we are number five  
to land (not yet) and  
waiting for a break in  
the weather before  
we can. It’s  
raining in Delhi.  
So up we go into  
the clouds, and I must  
tolerate, and everyone  
else on board too.  
It could be a while  
waiting for a break  
in the weather.  
 

Calling Out  

 
Dump, dump your garbage.  
But Vrndavana is not a dump.  
But this page is not Vrndavana.  
But you are writing it in  
Vrndavana.  
No, “I” am not in Vraja.  
Aren’t you?  
The soul is covered by fear  
and dirt, but it’s exposed to  
the radioactive fallout  
of the dhama.  
O hard-shelled heart, that  
you stay in Vrndavana but  
cannot allow the  
sweet mercy to penetrate  
your being.  
Vrnda-devi, please relieve me,  
of this dilemma.  
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Strong Krishna, please penetrate  
me with Your rays.  
Dearest Srimati Radharani,  
may Prabhupada teach me  
and reach me in Vrndavana –  
with a direction appropriate for my case.  
I am his servant. 

 

Reflections of a Twice-Born 

 
One poet writes a lot about his mother  
and father and brother. I don’t, because  
It’s so long ago in a pre-Krishna conscious past. 
You really leave it back there.  
I guess I am made up of all  
that I was but I also know  
my past is material whereas  
I am spiritual.  
You may not agree, but I  
made a break with my past – 
it’s healthier to be second-born  
with a spiritual master, Prabhupada,  
assuring me  
that he’s my eternal father and we  
have an eternal relationship with Krishna – 
Krishna may be our master  
or friend or son or lover.  
That’s yet to come.  
 
I’m immersed in that today as long as 
I can hold up. This life is full of grace,  
satisfying as Caitanya wrought,  
and we want others to take to it too.  
 
This is Italy (I’m always traveling).  
It’s a nice sort of life, getting  
ready to think of Krishna at death.  
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I also think always of you, dear  
persons who are not yet devotees.  
 
I shudder to think of you – you  
threaten me and I also feel something like  
compassion for you. My spiritual master orders us to  
help innocent persons. He cries to free  
the people from birth and death.  
I care. At least I won’t  
disobey my teacher. So I write this for you.  
 
Like I said, I don’t look  
much to the pre-Krishna conscious days. I hope  
I don’t have to go back to another life  
like that. But chances are I will,  
so next time I want to be like Jada Bharata,  
dead serious about no more maya and  
praying desperately  
the holy name will come to me.  
Please, Lord, let it be that I don’t forget  
harinama and my spiritual master’s mission,  
and his kindness to me. Please don’t let  
me get lost again.  
 

The next section in Churning the Milk Ocean is called “Travel Diary.” 
Here is what I wrote in the introduction: 

My travel diary, as the name implies, is what I write while in 
transit. Traveling is often tense and is always filled with 
inconvenience. Writing, while traveling, is a survival tactic for 
me. It’s also interesting to see how differently I think when I’m 
undergoing the pressures of travel as opposed to the relative 
peace of having stopped somewhere to preach.  

I first took up travel writing while doing Lessons from the Road 
in 1986. At that time, I thought of the literary project first and 
then shaped my life to fit it. We bought a motor home and 
traveled around America, visiting ISKCON temples and 
preaching. The main reason for the traveling was so I could 
write Lessons from the Road.  

Although I have kept diaries of my travels since then, I tended 
to record more my internal travels as were published in the 
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earlier issues of “Among Friends.” I didn’t take up travel 
writing again in earnest until May 1994. I had just written “A 
Trip to Spain,” which I mentioned elsewhere in this book, and 
as I came to the end of my fiction writing cycle, the travel diary 
provided immediate relief. I decided it would contain only real-
life events and honest thoughts and no more than that.  

It’s hard to write in a bumping van or when I have a head-
ache. Travel makes writing more of a chore. Sometimes things 
are happening so fast that I find myself writing in unusual 
places and situations and even physical positions. Other times I 
write in the back of the van when it stops for a few minutes.  

Writing while traveling is an adventure, because I never know 
what is about to happen. I could be sitting quietly in the back of 
the van and suddenly someone is banging on the side – the 
police, looking for our papers. I always try to find snatches of 
time to write a few sentences during pit stops. Madhumangala is 
a relentless driver. He doesn’t waste time, and he drives fast. If he 
stops for gas, I immediately grab my pen and start writing. I know 
I’ll have only five minutes. I don’t mind, because writing like that 
prompts the rapid, fragmented sentences that allow me to say 
things I might otherwise have passed up. Sometimes I draw quick 
pictures – maybe the flying horse in the Mobil logo I see in front 
of me at a gas station – jot down a few notes, then we’re off again. 
It’s a nice change of pace from other kinds of writing.  

Ironically, travel provides plenty of opportunity to think. You 
can imagine what it’s like to be forced to wait at airports or to 
spend long hours driving in the van. We spend a lot of time coping 
with being unsettled and pushed beyond our usual waking hours. 
Those factors make you look at things more clearly. You catch, as 
you run past them, unusual views of yourself and where you’re 
headed. You know when you get to where you’re going that you’ll 
be a new person. 
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Here are some of the entries in Churning the Milk Ocean  
under “Travel Diary”: 

 

En route to Belgium 

 
The time spent traveling is often an odd time. I usually can’t do 

writing sessions while driving, and to sit and write a story seems 
beyond me. Yet there is energy and adventure in travel. There’s al-
ways the story of what happened as we drove through the coun-
tryside or bypassed the city, and sometimes we get clear 
realizations that come only when we travel.  

Travel means emotionally and psychologically breaking away 
from places we stay for a period of time. When we stop traveling, 
even for a few days, we tend to adjust our schedules and find time 
for reading and prayer and writing. Travel disrupts all that. This 
time, we’re on our way to Radhadesa, Belgium.  

We expect big packs of forwarded mail and manuscripts to reach 
us there. Between dealing with that and the temple program, I’ll 
have enough to do. After that, we go to Brescia, Italy, where the 
dentist says he needs me for ten days or so. During that time we’ll 
visit the Medolago temple and go to Matsya-avatara Prabhu’s 
house.  

 

6:15 a.m. 

 
Took brisk exercise and japa walk 30 minutes before dawn. No 

one was around. First patch of blue in sky. We want to take shelter 
in the holy name and not be concerned for, afraid of, or allured by 
this world. Walking back and forth chanting. If the people in this 
world could add this chanting – but that’s not possible. 

Were making good time on the autoroute, trying to get to the other 
side of Paris before we stop for lunch. American rock ‘n’ roll 
blaring over loudspeakers at Elf gas station, Ray Charles’ “Hit the 
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Road, Jack.” I listened, but was disappointed. America, the land of 
rock and Coke and Boeing 747s and what else?  

I prepared for my lecture on Lord Nrsimhadeva. I’ll tell the 
whole history briefly. I’ll mainly lecture on the verse, matir na 
krsne…When Prahlada tells his father that he should get out of the 
well of household life and go to the forest, Prabhupada calls that 
forest “Vrndavana.”  

Srila Prabhupada also said that there are two kinds of civili-
zations, one represented by Prahlada and one by Hiranyakasipu. 
We represent Prahlada’s civilization.  

(A thought: may Krishna protect us so that we can carry out our 
plans and arrive safely tomorrow at Radhadesa. We should be 
grateful that He is escorting us, protecting us, throughout the 
passages of our lives. Never be cynical about how things happen 
or take them for granted or complain or fail to see God acting.)  

Radhadesa: marigolds neatly landscaped, nice apartments for 
grhasthas, elegant and palatial temple room and main building, 
tourists arriving by busloads and taking the hour-long tour. Our 
van will be parked in a bit of woods, quiet and safe, starting 
tomorrow afternoon. Now we’re still only approaching Orleans. I 
see the white stripe in the middle of the autoroute and hear the loud 
vibration of the engine. 

 

1:35 p.m. 

 
Stopped for the day short of Paris. I placed Srila Prabhupada on 

the front of the desk as I prepared to massage and bathe him. 
Then I took a risk and unhinged the bookcase to replace a book. It 
passed through my mind that Srila Prabhupada was exposed to 
falling objects, but I thought I could manage it; in other words, I 
wasn’t careful. A book did fall, and it broke his arm in the exact 
place where it was broken when we left Spain.  

I went to Madhu and said, “A terrible accident happened. 
Prabhupada’s arm is broken again.” M glued it, so he’s sitting as 
usual, but with only his cadar around his body while the glue 
hardens.  

I’m sorry. I’m determined to keep worshiping him, but our 
travels are too rough for a delicate murti. It makes me think that 
maybe I shouldn’t keep this murti here in the van. But without the 
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murti, places in which we stop, such as the P-stops, would remain 
mundane environments. We wouldn’t be able to offer our food as 
nicely, although I guess we could still worship Prabhupada in his 
picture. Maybe that’s best: get a nice photo of Srila Prabhupada 
and bathe it and garland it every day, because it’s not going to get 
any easier. 

 

5:05 p.m. 

 
Group of Hindus meeting in this P-stop. M says, “Hare 

Krishna,” as he prepares our items for an overnight stay. We have 
a new padlock for the back door. I’m always a little nervous about 
thieves and possible visits by gendarmes. M put more glue on Srila 
Prabhupada’s arm. I won’t make any rash decisions about stopping 
the worship. The best thing would be to continue but to stop 
having accidents. Otherwise, it would be offensive to keep him 
and keep subjecting him to being broken. 

Less than two hours to go for the day. The roads get rougher and 
the ride gets bouncier, noisier. Looking out the back window, I see 
small towns with their churches and full graveyards. The roads are 
narrow here. Cows and sheep are pasturing on the hill. Madhu 
passes trucks, and as he does, he flashes his lights. They flash back 
in a friendly way. The back window mists over from the rain. It’s 
all familiar. The whole world is familiar. Everything rests in 
Krishna.  

I cleaned the dishes and pots and sink and stove and floor. It was 
fun. Ate a pear, offered to God in my mind. I can’t gather myself 
to think, not in words or coherent feelings, not extended and 
directed to Lord Krishna or Srila Prabhupada.  

Still, we live in joyful excitement of going to the temple and 
lecturing and being with disciples here in Dublin. Creative juices 
bubbling for writing projects.  

But head is weak. I can’t constantly go from one thing to 
another. I want to read Srila Prabhupada’s Ratha-yatra speech in a 
deep way, but I can’t seem to. One could contemplate each 
sentence. I don’t know how to read…  

Evening descends and I need to rest soon. Tomorrow is Ratha-
yatra.  
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Second day of seminar. Prabhupada Meditations is the topic. I look 
forward to it. Haribol.  

Getting tired of myself as a lecturer and emoting to a room full 
of devotees.  

M reminds me, “It’s only three times a year,” meaning I 
shouldn’t complain. Don’t be intimidated. Come on, be up for it. 
They’re doing their best to hear you attentively, putting up with the 
austerities of crowded living and the bare facilities of Inis Rath – 
so on your side you should give them all you can.  

I’m in the back of the van. We’ve been driving for over two 
hours, and it’s raining. I’m looking at some of the writings I did in 
the past and trying to get a feel for what I’ll do in the future. I’m 
always looking for themes. I say I can’t write straight Krishna 
conscious glosses, but need to write something of my own. “My 
own” isn’t as elevated as I’d like it to be, and so the story goes. I’m 
looking for whatever is authentic.  

It’s 3:30 p.m., and the cars are already using their headlights, 
because the overcast sky is so dark. Madhu tends to pass everyone 
on the road, so from my back seat in the van I can see headlights 
and more headlights drifting behind us through the gold-colored 
curtains.  

Sometimes when I prepare to write, I think about solitude. It re-
minds me of something Thomas Merton wrote about the need to 
be alone: “You should be able to unfetter yourself from the world 
and set yourself free, loosen all the fine strings and tensions that 
bind you, by sight, by sound, by thought, to the presence of others. 
Let there be a place somewhere in which you can breathe naturally, 
quietly…descend into silence and worship the Father in secret.” 
It’s not that easy to do. It’s hard to switch off distraction. We’re 
always continuing our inner conversations.  

It was a short night. The earplugs kept the traffic noises out. I’m 
always shocked when I look out the window in the morning and 
see big trucks parked nearby. I turned on the 12-volt light for a 
half-hour writing session. Then I chanted eight rounds and took a 
cold shower from our water bottles. Madhu slept “late.” He 
wanted to rest up for today’s drive. 

It’s not wrong or perverse to remind myself that I will die. I can’t 
go on forever, driving in my van with everything strapped in tight 
and all the overhead bins locked. I can’t forever be taking ferries 
and having breakfast on the road while Madhu and I discuss future 
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travel plans. Prabhupada used to say that even if a person is willing 
to accept the ups and downs of life, “You cannot stay here, sir. 
You must get out.” We will all be kicked out by death. An 
intelligent person tries to remember Krishna by “keeping death in 
his front.” 

 

Introducing Bhakta Bob 

In the introduction I wrote about the relationship between an 
author and the characters he develops. I said that a character does 
not take on an independent existence without any prodding from 
the author. An author has to define and mold a character in the 
beginning. The character has to grow from the creative idea. In the 
introduction I wrote that I had more fun doing “Introducing 
Bhakta Bob” than with any other piece in this book. I said it was a 
humorous piece. In the first chapter of “Bhakta Bob” I introduce 
him in an experimental, improvised kind of way. I say there was 
once a little man who walked cross-country one morning. “Oh, I 
hope he meets a devotee and gets a copy of BTG. Yes, he does! 
There, that wasn’t so hard. He ran right into a devotee with a 
bulging book bag who was walking on the same country lane. The 
devotee urged him, ‘Please take one, sir. We’re giving them out to 
all the good-looking guys today.’ My man gave a donation in mixed 
currency. Where was he going? Maybe he was going to a part-time 
job. Although I already said he was going to sell his beans in town. 
But now he is chanting Hare Krishna and praying to be delivered. 
This is my fictional man. He can walk and talk, but it’s too early 
for that. Let’s leave him now that he has a BTG and the Hare 
Krishna mantra. I don’t have much more time to spend on him 
right now. Would you like to send him away to camp today? Give 
him a little of your love? Yes, I mean you, dear reader? Do you like 
my gingerbread man? He could dance for you if you like. He can 
tell his own stories or live his own life. It’s up to you. He’s in 
God’s creation, in the marginal energy. He’s a figment of a man’s 
imagining. Let him chant Hare Krishna, Hare Krishna, Krishna 
Krishna, Hare Hare/ Hare Rama, Hare Rama, Rama Rama, Hare 
Hare. His name is Bhakta Bob.”  

In the second chapter I say Bob ought to be a devotee, or else 
what’s the sense of storytelling? Therefore, I let him receive his 
first Back To Godhead at the beginning of his life. He begins to 
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chant Hare Krishna as he walks along. I mention that he’s working 
in a bookstore, and there’s a girl working there too, named Pegeen. 
Is there a challenge to come? Maybe Bob’s parents will object. He 
may not be so pleased with what he sees when he visits the Hare 
Krishna center. Someone even said Ireland would be entirely 
engulfed by a tidal wave. Nothing, then, should divert us from 
applying our minds to patiently hearing the holy names, and in 
each chapter I print the Hare Krishna mantra and end chapter two 
with it. In chapter three I say I don’t want to give Bhakta Bob over 
completely to my free man but to balance him with my Krishna 
conscious man. I draw a picture of Bhakta Bob entering the Hare 
Krishna center, turning the doorknob. I say that I want the story 
to be Krishna conscious itself, inexhaustible and eternal. I want it 
to be like Krishna in the spiritual world. Bhakta Bob, you boob, if 
you enter rightly this interior castle of the Hare Krishna center, 
you will never be the same. So warned, the Sukracarya part of Bob, 
advising that Vishnu might take away everything he owned, even 
his Wellington boots. The Hare Krishna people might say, “Hey 
Bob, give us your boots for the Lord’s service. Anyway, heedless 
to the inner warning of the protective materialistic guru, Bob 
opens the door and enters. There were a bunch of fellows sitting 
around doing kirtana nice and simple and a full size murti of 
Prabhupada. Prasadam was being prepared, soon to be offered, 
with the scheduled arati according to the morning schedule of the 
ISKCON center. Bob can partake of this delicious prasadam if he 
sticks around. I hope that Bob will stay and eat. He meets Bhakti-
rasa. He is a strongly built young man who comes from Newcastle 
and he speaks your language. He looks you in the eye and smiles. 
He’s busy, but he sits down with you and speaks some philosophy 
from the Bhagavad Gita. You sense he is upright and not a 
hypocrite. He’s definitely strong-minded and isn’t practicing 
Krishna consciousness because his father or government told him 
it’s what he ought to do. He seems satisfied with what he’s doing 
with his life. You start to hear him out. He’ll be there when you 
come back to visit again, or maybe next time you’ll meet another 
devotee.  

I hope that Bhakta Bob will remain a brahmacari. He will become 
a devotee, that’s for sure. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have come into 
this story, and I wouldn’t be writing it. But what kind of a devotee, 
what service and goals and conflicts, I’m not sure. This isn’t a tri-



THE STORY OF MY LIFE i 

349 

kala-jna story. The author only finds out along with our reader, just 
as it happens. Today will establish that Bob does have a soul, that 
he is a person and not a helium balloon floating down to Cork and 
in danger of sailing off over the Atlantic Ocean. There’s no hurry 
to tell his story. Bob enjoyed the breakfast on his first visit to the 
Hare Krishna center, and he liked the fact that the food was 
sanctified. This was explained to him by one of the devotees. He 
grew familiar with the words of the Hare Krishna mantra and he 
got their sequence straight. He uttered it to himself, and here we 
end the chapter with the recitation of the mantra. 

In the fifth chapter I run down in my memory different persons 
I know whose name was Bob or Robert. Where are you taking this 
boy? It’s serious. We’re not kidnapping him. He joined of his own 
free will. We have assigned him to a touring festival group. He will 
come back to Ireland in a few months. This tour is for Bob’s own 
good, and the good of humanity. The world is running under the 
illusion that the temporary is permanent. Everything goes wrong, 
because there is no understanding of God.  

Chapter six ask the question, “How did Bob fare on the tour?” 
He was assigned to take care of the horses that pulled the carts and 
to clean the toilets when there were any. He also helped cook and 
served out prasadam. He was very new. I am writing this, of course, 
from the subjective viewpoint as his “father” or creator. Have I 
become the Lord Brahma of a paper man? Anyway, he did all 
right, my Bob. But there was a temple commander whose name 
was Yama Dasa, who hurt Bob with words and even a shove. It 
was over something he thought Bob had neglected in his care of 
the horses. There were harsh words from Yama: “You’re just an 
un-surrendered neophyte. If you want to stay on this party, you 
better shape up, and that means doing things to my satisfaction.” 
And Bob’s retort: “I didn’t come to Krishna consciousness to 
surrender to you!” That’s all there was to it, but by the time Bob 
went to sleep he was agitated. He began to think, “I don’t want to 
stay on this party and take crap from Yama. Besides, it’s cold, I’ve 
never been away from Ireland, and I want to go home.” What he 
did in the morning, when the sun was just rising after feeding the 
horses, is give the slip to the touring party by walking down the 
road. Nobody asked him where he was going. Then, there he was, 
on his own in Bohemia, between the Czech Republic, Hungary, 
and Poland. He decided to hitchhike home, but he didn’t give it 
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much thought. After a while he was sitting on a rock and thinking 
things over. He realized he shouldn’t have allowed such a minor 
quarrel to upset him. I do wish someone had been watching over 
him and taking care of him. As Srila Prabhupada said, “It should 
be our definite policy that nobody is ill treated that he may go 
away. We recruit a person to join us after spending gallons of 
blood. Everyone comes for reformation, you cannot expect 
everyone to be perfect, rather it is our duty to make everyone 
perfect as far as possible. So we shall be very much cautious and 
careful in this connection.” Bob sat on a rock and thought, “I 
suppose I should just return to the party.” He goes back to rejoin 
the caravan, which consisted of two RV vehicles and one cart with 
horses, but when he got to the last night’s campsite, they had 
already left.  

I don’t like to torture a sad guy lost in a foreign country. 
Writers do that with their protagonists. They play at God, but 
without the wisdom and power and compassion. I’m laying 
back on my bunk in the van and leaving the poor guy 
suspended. Do I have the courage to go through my trials? I’d 
be frightened to death if that happened to me, what I just did to 
him. Couldn’t he come back right away and find the party? 
Could you make him catch up to them?  

Now hold on. It’s just a story, and we ought to go through it. 
A story has to have a conflict. The hero has to meet suffering, 
then he goes through a change as a result. He can’t just forever 
eat bowls of oatmeal in Hare Krishna centers in Dublin. People 
have got to flow and change. A neophyte or a new person has 
to go through experiences. He’ll have some adventures while 
hitchhiking. Somebody will pick him up. There’ll be dialogue, 
and Bob will be able to preach. Trust me. 

Then I say that Bob goes to sleep in a barn for the night and 
he meets a young man and his girlfriend. They’ve heard of the 
Hare Krishna movement, and they ask Bob some questions. He 
preaches according to his simple understanding. When they ask 
him what he’s doing alone, he says that he joined the 
movement only a week ago in Ireland and came there with a 
traveling party, but now he thinks he’s going back to Ireland to 
practice Krishna consciousness there. The couple go and get 
him some vegetarian food and give it to him in his haystack. 
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He’s grateful to them because he’s hungry. He chants Hare 
Krishna.  

In the seventh chapter I say our neophyte hero’s footsteps 
should be made less thorny and bleedy. You authors with your 
violence, dragging him down. Another time he was asked, 
“How come you’re wearing a skirt?” He hitched rides mostly at 
petrol stations and or rest stops. He went around to the cars 
and asked. Once, a group of motorcyclists made fun of him. He 
wasn’t such a fixed-up devotee, but he had no choice but to 
face them and talk about Krishna. People almost always 
listened to him respectfully. Poor Bob. His complexion was so 
fair that he looked like he had high blood pressure. His cheeks 
were so rosy. That was a sign of his youth. When pressed, he 
stood up for his beliefs. He didn’t know roads and he barely 
knew countries. No one was from Ireland or going to Ireland. 
He began telling people he wanted to go to England. He 
chanted his rounds, he washed his face in a creek. He was cold. 
Sometimes he got some food and sometimes none. He was a 
sorry figure, but inside he knew he was resolving to be a 
devotee. The material world was more fearful and disgusting 
than attractive.  

I talk out loud in the next chapter, thinking what I’m gonna 
do with Bhakta Bob. Should he go back to Ireland and get 
married to Pegeene? Someone asked Bob a philosophical 
question, and he answered the best he could. He wasn’t always 
perfect. He couldn’t answer questions about Christ or 
nothingness, although he had the right idea. Did anyone hurt 
him? Did any girl entice him? That happened only in his 
dreams. He felt cold and hungry and slept on rough ground 
until gradually he made his way west and north and found the 
Hare Krishna Zentrum in Antwerp, Belgium. A lady devotee 
there saw his plight and asked her husband, the temple 
president, to take him in even though he was dirty and torn. 
They gave him karmi clothes for traveling, and he was grateful 
for that. He was able to wash his dhoti. They fed him plenty of 
prasadam. He sat at the table with them and told them about his 
travels. They asked him why he had left the touring party. He 
said he had behaved foolishly when there was an argument and 
left. So Bob stays for the evening in the new center in the 
temple room with varnished wood floors with his new friends 
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and chants in kirtana, and I end the chapter with the Hare 
Krishna mantra. 

In chapter eight I say I rushed him in here. Maybe he should 
have stayed out suffering more in the cold. I could have handed 
him over to the neo-Nazis for a while and tested his mettle. He 
barely went through any ordeals. Ordeals make a character 
show that he’s Krishna conscious of his own free will. It would 
have made great film footage. Or he could have rejoined the 
touring party and resolved his conflict with Yama. Instead, I 
was as softhearted as the blond lady in Antwerp. I couldn’t bear 
to leave him out in the cold. Prabhu, as a result of such a quick 
escape from the rigors of the road and such a warm reception 
in Antwerp, you have bypassed what was to be the major 
conflict and plot in this story. Well, we could still have some 
internal conflict or at least some suspense. 

Bob met a sannyasi visiting Antwerp. The man asked him to 
research some news articles for a book he was writing called All 
Things Fail Without Krishna. Bob started to do it with enthusiasm, 
but he soon felt agitated by reading about all the suffering and 
cheating and prajalpa in the world. He sheepishly asked the 
sannyasi to relieve him of his duties. The sannyasi apologized for 
giving it to him in the first place. Bob is not so impressed with 
the sannyasi or at least not impressed with the newspaper 
clippings. The main thing is that Bob tries to read Prabhupada’s 
books as he said he would. He starts in on the Bhagavad Gita As 
It Is and it’s slow going. Bob put on some weight, but he didn’t 
oversleep.  

Bob talks with Jatu, the temple president in Antwerp. There 
are some quotes from the Srimad Bhagavatam as they discuss it.  

Yes, my Bob prospered by his stay in Antwerp. Jatu tells him 
that Prabhupada is his guru but that he will have to approach 
one of Prabhupada’s disciples and be initiated into the 
sampradaya. Bob thought that maybe he didn’t know anyone he 
could consider his guru. Maybe he should go look for one.  

In chapter 11 I discuss that Bob is created by me and he’s on 
my hands now and I have to deal with him. “I’m your Bhakta 
Bob whom you play with and toss this way and that, saying, 
‘What should I do with him next?’ If you give me more life and 
freedom, I could act in real ways and accomplish your 
purpose.” Then Bob does some narrating of his own: “The 
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question is; should I go back to Ireland or what should my 
service be? I’m at a crossroads and that is the story, how to 
resolve it.”  

Bob does some more writing of his own. In one sense a 
literary character is a product of madness set loose by an 
egotistic author. Or what is he? I don’t know. But he’s 
definitely not supposed be extremely self-conscious or too 
concerned about his origin. He’s supposed to be, as far as 
possible, like a flesh and blood heart-beating human who eats 
and sleeps and defends and sometimes thinks about God or 
doesn’t. The most important of all, he has some conflict or 
obsession.  

“Putting aside these speculations, let me tell you my story. 
Before you met me in chapter one I was born in County Clare, 
Ireland, and was raised by my father, who was a shepherd, and 
my mother, who took care of the five kids, in a cottage. I was 
raised as a Catholic, went to the local schools and church and 
played with kids in a simple way. We were far removed from 
the sort of heavy influence of Kali-yuga you find in Dublin. 
Therefore, I didn’t take drugs or have much illicit sex. Right 
now I can’t remember much of my days at home, and when I 
think of them, although I have some nice memories, I realize I 
was as covered over as a tree. Things really started happening 
the day I met the devotee and got the magazine. According to 
what the devotees say, someone who comes to Krishna 
consciousness in this lifetime must have practiced it before. On 
the other hand, that’s not so important, provided we get the 
mercy from a pure devotee. I had an initial impetus to be a 
devotee, so it’s auspicious, but I still have to make that desire 
solid. I don’t think I’ve even begun. How easily I got knocked 
off track and left that traveling party over a little quarrel and 
false ego! The real question is: Where do I go from here? 

“I think I’ll stay here for a while. It doesn’t seem important for 
me to go back to Ireland. Better I get fixed up as a devotee. I need 
a spiritual master. There’s plenty of preaching to do here in 
Antwerp. This center is small, and it has a nice family feeling to it. 
But the people in town are pretty materialistic, just like everywhere 
in Europe. There are curious people too, searchers. People visit 
the temple regularly, and the harinama, book distribution, and 
prasadam distribution are unlimited. Everything depends on our 
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willingness to go out and meet people. I would like to please 
Prabhupada by becoming a humble preacher, a chanter of the holy 
name, and a reader of his books. I’m sure that, by his pleasure, all 
the mercy I require will flow to me. I’ll get further guidance too, in 
the form of guru, the Vaisnavas, and the scriptures.”  

Then, I write an epilogue and tie up loose ends, make final 
apologies, obeisances, good wishes, and hopes for the future. I say 
it has been an apprentice story in which I’ve explored what fiction 
is and how much I actually want to work in this genre. I’ve learned 
some things and had some fun. Rather than just shut off one part 
of my brain by “suspending disbelief” and writing a make-believe 
story, I tried to stay awake, even on the page, to non-fictive reality. 
I wanted to stay open and, in the name of a higher truth, admit my 
reluctance to play the deceptive game, the lie that is fiction. At the 
same time, I keep yielding to the lure of fiction, to wanting that 
power of imagination whereby I could write to you, dear reader, 
and carry us both along in a Krishna conscious narration. 

But the most important thing for me is the substance and 
relevance of whatever I write to Krishna consciousness. That is the 
real “problem” of this story. As I understand it, this substance will 
be given to the writer as a natural consequence of his full practice 
of Krishna consciousness. One has to be an actual devotee to write 
and make a literary career out of it. Again, I request the reader to 
please accept my humble obeisances, and may you always 
remember Krishna. Thus ends Introducing Bhakta Bob. 
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