





Lessons from the Road

I have noted your several complaints against the
devotees, but it would be better to set the example
rather than to criticize the defects of the devotees....
Try to reform the others not by criticizing but by
friendly behavior. If sometimes there are any dis-
agreements, we should try to forget such incidences
and be always in friendship with each other.

—Letter by Srila Prabhupada, 14 October 1971

Neither speak ill of others nor well of yourself.
The moment you open
your mouth to speak,
the autumn wind stirs
and chills your lips.
—Buson
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
Jamaica

January 12, Departure from Miami

This was my first visit ever to Jamaica. I had heard
contradictory reports. From early letters by Rksaraja,
who did pioneer preaching in Jamaica, I received the
impression that Jamaicans were hostile to devotees
(especially devotees in white bodies). I heard of row-
dies harassing us, even while we were in our temple
building, and of fanatical Christians and Rastafarians
interrupting hari-nama on the street and insulting our
women. But from other devotees who had gone to
Jamaica, I had heard that the people were naturally
philosophical (more so than Americans) and that even
a simple farmer in Jamaica would be inclined to hear
and inquire about karma and reincarnation and God.
Also, Vijaya dasa, who distributes books at Miami
airport, said that he found the Jamaicans to be par-
ticularly sweet and that they often take books.

First impressions, Kingston, Jamaica

I'm not a swami with a lot to say. My uncle Jim
used to call me Gary Cooper because all I would say
was “Yup,” like a taciturn cowboy, while Uncle Jim
talked on and on. So in the backyard in Kingston I
tried to pull sentences of conversation from myself,
but after a few minutes I figured it was better to go
inside. If a visiting “sadhu” has nothing special to say,
he should remain silent.
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But while I was out there, Bhagavatananda
showed me the national fruit called “ackee,” which
grows in their backyard. He said it tastes like cheese.
Then his son Bahulasva dasa, who is seventeen years
old, came out to see me. “Did you see that Vrndavana
gurukula newsletter?” I asked. “While I'm here I'd
like to talk with you.... Your father told me some of
your plans....”

Bahulasva brightened and said, “I was elected boy
of the year at school.”

“For your class?”

“No, for the whole school. They interviewed me,
and it was published in the Gleaner. They printed that
I was trained at Bhaktivedanta Swami school in India.
They asked me what are the greatest problems facing
teenagers, and I said material and spiritual poverty. I
said that the parents have to impart these spiritual
values to the children.”

Bahulasva looked great, now grown into a young
man, boy of the year with a sikhi and smile.

I also met Mr. Hughes who drove us recklessly
from the airport in an old Mercedes car. He was
somewhat grey-haired, gentle (but not gentle in
driving the car). He met Srila Prabhupada in Miami in
1975. He's the most loyal Jamaican ISKCON congre-
gational member. Bhagavatananda kept referring to
him as “Mr. Hughes,” even when we almost ran into
the car in front of us, “Mr. Hughes! Mr. Hughes! Slow
down!”

We're staying in a nice airy apartment adjacent to
the temple. No rug or fancy lamps or hot water, but
mango and ackee trees in the backyard, and I sense
an easygoing pace that’s to my liking. In such a sim-
ple, bare room the devotional pictures stand out
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appealingly. Lord Caitanya is alone on a dirt road
with His arms upraised; the kirtana party stands far
behind Him and ladies worship Him from the other
side of the Yamuna; Gopala Krsna is sitting in the
woods surrounded by affectionate animals in $anta-
rasa; Srila Prabhupada is seated on a pillow on the
lawn at Bhaktivedanta Manor, chanting his japa; and a
portrait of Radha and Krsna commands a whole wall
with no other distractions, just His manly tri-bhanga
stance and Her pure love for Him.

I asked Mr. Hughes about his meeting with Srila
Prabhupada. He said that he had met some ISKCON
devotees in Jamaica. One time they said that
Prabhupada was coming to Miami and Mr. Hughes
should come and meet him. So he did. Abhirama also
arranged for a personal meeting. I wanted to ask Mr.
Hughes about every little detail of his meeting with
Srila Prabhupada, but I thought it might distract him,
and so I concentrated on the questions and answers.

Mr. Hughes asked Srila Prabhupada a question
about the different religions in the world. Prabhupada
replied that there is one religion only, love of God,
and it can be practiced within any religion that teaches
about God.

Mr. Hughes asked a question about polygamy:
“In some countries polygamy is allowed, and in some
countries it’s illegal....” Srila Prabhupada answered
this by saying, “Can you take care of more than one
wife?” Mr. Hughes laughed recalling it. “That was the
answer he gave,” said Mr. Hughes, appreciating
Prabhupada’s unique approach.
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“I also asked Prabhupada how Krsna conscious-
ness would develop in Jamaica,” said Mr. Hughes.
“Prabhupada said, ‘When these young men come to
Jamaica, you should help them. Develop it in that
way.”” Mr. Hughes laughed again. He was aware
that by this answer Srila Prabhupada had entangled
him in the network of devotional service. “He gave
me my order for life,” said Mr. Hughes. And so he is
taking it seriously, helping Bhagavatananda on an
almost daily basis with Jamaican laws and customs
and rendering many personal services. He’s an insur-
ance man but is always on call to help the cause of the
devotees.

On short notice, Devakinandana dasi, Bhagavat-
ananda’s wife, made an engagement for us at Gayn-
stead high school. We arrived around ten o’clock,
dropped off at the front gate by a taxi. The school is
made up of old buildings on an unpaved lot. As we
entered, it seemed like the whole school was gathered
in the yard, and it was very intense to walk into their
midst. The girls were dressed in yellow and blue
dresses, the boys in khaki, and many of them gawked
with amazement at our shaven heads and tilaka.
Their reaction to us was restrained by the British
decorum of the school, but still, it was a lesson in
detachment, to find our way into the principal’s office
through the groups of Jamaican students.

The principal, Mr. Gaynor, who is also the founder
of the school, was busy writing in a ledger, sur-
rounded by teachers and assistants. He had an
elderly, gentle, scholarly appearance. Bahulasva is one
of his prize students, and Devakinandana dasi is a
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counselor at the school, so Mr. Gaynor has a good
impression of Krsna consciousness. He shook hands
with us, and we sat opposite him in the somewhat
dilapidated room.

“What is your impression of Jamaica?” he asked.

“I find the people to be gentle,” I said. “Not so
violent as in America.”

“But there’s another side,” said Mr. Gaynor. He
told about “a spate of murders.”.Recently some reli-
gious preachers were shot down with machine guns,
while they were innocently holding a meeting. “Be
extremely cautious,” said Mr. Gaynor, “during your
stay here.”

Principal Gaynor receives Bhagavad-gita from SDG
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He asked Madhu the same question about Jamai-
cans, and Madhu replied, “I know Jamaicans from
London where I grew up. I found them to be happy
and friendly.”

“Yes” said Mr. Gaynor. “That is their nature.
Jamaicans like fun. But—" he told us of the frustra-
tions of Jamaicans due to unequal distribution of
wealth. The businessmen are “exceedingly rich,” but
masses are confined to ghettos. He said that usually
foreigners visit Jamaica but are just taken to the nice
places. “You should go and see the ghettos.”

Mr. Gaynor lamented that teachers are ill-paid. He
said that teachers in America get fourteen times what
a teacher gets in Jamaica. He said that sometimes he
meets a businessman who used to be the slowest stu-
dent in his school but who now passes him up on the
road driving a Mercedes. Mr. Gaynor, who seemed
like a poor brahmana, said that he would rather have
knowledge than wealth.

Mr. Gaynor also expressed his interest in Krsna
consciousness, especially the gurukula. He had read
Jagadisa Goswami’s handbook on gurukula. He par-
ticularly liked the concepts of discipline and separa-
tion of boys and girls above ten years old. He was
also interested in the study of Sanskrit.

“I am in favor of children learning abstruse lan-
guages at an early age,” he said. He said that by
learning Greek one can know the roots of many
words and thus better understand English.

Reverend Morris, a pastor of the Anglican Church
of Jamaica, then came forward and took us to his class
where we were to lecture.

It was a typical third-world school engagement in
which the students behaved politely within school
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discipline. But they couldn’t help laughing when we
began our kirtana with harmonium, drums, and
karatalas. It was quite a shock to their old school hall
and such a change from the sounds they usually hear
there. After the lecture they asked many questions.
Finally, one of the girls stood up and made a formal
speech of appreciation for our visit.

Before leaving, I returned to talk with Mr. Gaynor
and gave him a copy of Bhagavad-gita As It Is, which
he was very pleased to receive.

Calling Out to the Holy Name of Krsna
January 15, Trisprsa Ekadasi

O holy name of Krsna, please allow us to call on
You and be with You, even though we chant only the
shadow of the full name;

O holy name, whose glories are known to sincere
chanters, whose potencies are repeatedly described in
$astra, You are the form of all-attractive Krsna
appearing in sound;

O holy name of Krsna, You are the most com-
passionate of all of God’s forms, and You are de-
livered by the compassionate spiritual master;

O holy name, coming straight from Krsnaloka,
You are easy to call upon, but the full secret of Your
qualities certainly eludes the offensive chanter who
maintains material attachments, who doesn’t have
faith in the holy name;

O holy name, please never leave us; although we
are foolish and unfaithful, we realize that You are our
only hope for crossing the ocean of birth and death.
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O holy name of Krsna, You are always available,
especially to those who have been duly initiated into
hari-nama;

O holy name of Krsna, I prostrate myself before
You and pray that my tongue may learn to utter the
maha-mantra constantly and not just to fulfill a quota;

O holy name, all glories to the Ekadasi vow for
allowing us to overflood our minimum quota;

O holy name, all glories to Your servant Srila
Prabhupada, who has induced us to chant at least six-
teen rounds a day, without which we would be like
pigs in sense gratification;

O holy name of Krsna, especially for we who are
too entangled in material desires cultivated from
many sinful lifetimes, and who cannot yet compre-
hend the amorous pastimes of Krsna and the gopis,
we pray that we may vibrate Your names increas-
ingly—please grant us more numerical strength
and—at last!—a taste for chanting.

How Bahulasva dasa came to Krsna consciousness

His father got a BTG at his job. At that time his
father was a Rastafarian, with long dreadlocks down
his back. He told his wife that they were going to visit
the temple at 55th Street in Manhattan. And they took
with them their son, Bob, who was only eight years
old.

“I'walked into this tall building,” Bahulasva recalls,
“and saw monks dressed in robes. We went to the
restaurant. And then to the temple room. My parents
stood in the back, but I just plunged into the kirtana.
The devotees encouraged me. I didn’t know the
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words, but I enthusiastically danced, just as if I was
one of them. After three or four visits, my father
bought a full set of books and we got Deities of
Nimai-Nitai. One night there was supposed to be a
video of the Ramayana, but it wouldn’t end until
11:00 P.M. My parents said we had to go because it
was dangerous to travel on the subways late at night.
But I said I wanted to stay and watch it. My mother
said, ‘But you've got to go to school. You can’t stay
here, and who's going to take care of you?’ I said I
could stay with the devotees, and the bhakta leader
said, yes, he would look after me and make sure I
brushed my teeth and went to school. My mother
was real angry, but she didn’t express her anger, and
so my father agreed and just left me there. From that
day I started going to school straight from the
temple.”

Bahulasva is not only “boy of the year” but he is
the captain of the debating team and is leading in
many other academic committees and fields. His plan
is to get further education and to become a lawyer.
Even if he has to go away for education, he wants to
come back and live in Jamaica. It isn’t very hard for
me to imagine the day when he could become a very
prominent citizen, yet accepted as a Hare Krsna man
with gikha. He says, “Wearing a sikha gives me pro-
tection.” Bahulasva appreciates the fact that he was
trained at Bhaktivedanta gurukula in Vrndavana. This
has been a real solace for me to hear, since I've heard
so much negativity from the other boys who speak of
Vrndavana like Vietnam veterans telling about the
war. Bahulasva knows that Vrndavana gurukula has
given him a considerable academic edge among the
other boys, and he is also aware of his spiritual iden-
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tity, and therefore he’s not afraid of the typical
teenage group pressure. He emanates something
special, and the other boys admire him for it.
Bhagavatananda and family (his wife, Devakin-
andana, Bahulasva, and two young girls) are very en-
livened about the preaching field of Jamaica. Devakin-
andana dasi has become a recognized hatha-yoga

Bhagavatananda and family
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teacher, with her own group of women students. She
also regularly lectures as a member of the PTA of the
local high school. Her recent lectures on topics such as
chastity, crime, and self-esteem were very well re-
ceived by students and faculty. She is also friendly
with church leaders and is hoping to get ISKCON
accepted on the council of churches for Jamaica, with
opportunities for regular TV appearances. Jamaica is a
small place (population two million), and these activi-
ties of Bhagavatananda's family are gaining them a
wide reputation. The people of Jamaica don’t see the
Hare Krsna movement as a cult. They see Mr. Mere-
day’s (Bhagavatananda’s) family. The family breaks
the stereotype of ISKCON.

Last evening in Jamaica

Gaura-Nitai Deities were on the porch, and fifty
people, almost all Hindus, were sitting on folding
chairs on the front lawn. I described Lord Krsna as
the Supreme Truth and as the goal of the Bhagavad-
gita. I also asserted my right, although Western-born,
to preach to Hindus, based on evidence from Vedic
scriptures. Then came a “dramatic skit.” Six bare-
chested boys appeared, giggling as gopas. They
played ring around the rosy, but then Bahulasva beat
the drum and Bhagavatananda came out as a huge
Pralambasura. With evil laughter, he joined the boys
and took Balarama on-his back. After he was killed,
there was mild applause. And when Bhagavatananda
rose up from the floor, one of the Hindu-Jamaican
boys said, “You're supposed to be dead, mon.”
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By now it was dark outdoors. Bhagavatananda
made an announcement, a membership drive: “Who-
ever joins, gets free books.”

Later, in my room, a few men came to see me.
Soon I was left alone with Louie, a big muscular man.
He asked me, “Who is Srila Prabhupada? I mean what
is Prabhupada’s spiritual identity?” And he asked,
“Can we really aspire to go to the spiritual world?”
And, “Why do we get depressed to think of the end
of the temporary life?” I suspected a sentimental tinge
to his inquiries, but who am I to judge hastily? The
questions were good ones, and Louie expressed a
very strong attraction to Srila Prabhupada. “]I think in
the future,” he said, “we will appreciate Srila Prabhu-
pada more and more and come to understand he is
like Lord Caitanya.” I confirmed that Srila Prabhu-
pada can be seen as saktygvesa-avatara, as stated in a
Caitanya-caritamrta verse, krsna-Sakti vind nahe tara
pravartana. Louie took it in, and then left me alone
contemplating with my cup of milk.



CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
Puerto Rico

We were delayed at customs when they wanted to
cut open my danda because the agent thought it was
green bamboo. It was a passionate scene as we tried
to cut off the plastic surrounding the case with the
custom man’s knife. After five or ten minutes, when it
still wouldn’t come open, he asked me about our
Sunday feast. Then he calmed down and under-
stood—and I also calmed down and communicated.
“The bamboo is a religious staff, I carry it all the
time.”

“You carry it all the time?” he asked emphatically.
He apologized and let us go once he knew that it was
not green bamboo. His change of attitude was also
because he realized we were religious, and because he
remembered something about our Sunday feasts at
‘Gurabeo. -

At the customs check,

on the order of the Puerto Rican agent,
Madhu slashes with a knife

at the plastic covering

to my precious tridanda,

which refuses to rip,

and neither can the customs man

cut it through or undo

the tar baby of black bag and tape.
“What is inside?”



14 LESSONS FROM THE ROAD

“Three rods,” I say,

and I hold up three fingers,

“they stand for body, mind, and words
dedicated to God.”

“..body, mind and words—=—=—="
cedicated to God.”

We should have been more open and simple and
religious and said more and preached, because the
customs man was simpatico. But while it was hap-
pening, all we could see was delay and hassle. I kept
dreading the cutting open of the danda and was
preparing myself to be resigned to it. But next time,
unless the country is officially atheistic, I'll say, “Body,
mind, and words dedicated to God.”
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January 17

In Gurabo, Puerto Rico, we are staying at Bha-
tadi’s house. In all my previous visits we stayed in a
smaller cottage nestled on the hillside, closer to the
trees and birds and with no nearby neighbors. But
right outside Bhiitadi’s, the workers are constructing
a new sidewalk. At least they don’t use pneumatic
jackhammers. Neither are they working at a killing,
passionate pace. Everywhere you see bananas grow-
ing on trees, and coconuts, even mangos. A man
could live off that fruit. When you drive around the
sharp corners of Trujillo Alto, you often come upon a
group of six or ten people just standing there for no
special reason.

The battered briefcase

of Bhiitadi dasa,

regional secretary for Puerto Rico,
bears a sticker of Sri Krsna with flute,
“AMO TU SONRISA.”

“Devotees aren’t cooperating,”
the temple president says,

but I have to be impartial,

and that’s the best service

I can render

so devotees won’t think

“the authorities put him up to it.”

This pillow’s too big,

the neighbors are too loud,
the squash unspiced,

a toe has a splinter,

the body is too weak.
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But I'm learning to love
Srimad-Bhagavatam,

I want to chant,

and I'm duty-bound

to the spiritual master.

So this petty stuff—

“I have no time to myself,
people don’t understand me,
there are too many to talk to,
or there’s no one to talk to,
the water is too hot, too cold,
the diet is too strict—"

is to tolerate.

And today I found this line

of Rapa Gosvamr*,

“O Lord, even though I have now come
to the time of life that brings

blindness and old age, Your

auspicious mercy has not yet

come to me.”

In Puerto Rico ISKCON, in the temple on the
Gurabo hill, Lord Balarama leans and relaxes His arm
on His brother’s shoulder. Krsna is smiling upon His
devotees.

* Govinda-virudavali, no. 46
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Requests from a Devotee Community
to a Visiting Sannyasi

Can you help us to pay the rent?

Do you know how we can stop quarreling?

How can we have more faith in ISKCON?

Can you revive our inspiration

to go out daily and meet the nondevotees,

to give them books, prasidam, and the holy name?
Can you overcome the ennui?

Do you know what’s wrong with us?

Can you impart some wisdom?

Do you have cures for rheumatism,
or at least relief from boredom,

relief from doubt and envy?

Can you create a taste

for reading the sastra,

Can you crash through the reluctance
of laziness

and the suspicion

that if we work hard

the others will remain lazy?

Can you convince us—and not just
by theoretical words of logic or

by quoting scripture, and not just
some momentary relief—but can you
make change that will last,

can you give us a new vision?
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Can you bring back old days

when Krsna consciousness was happy and fun

and we served without much thought for ourselves?
Can you lead ecstatic kirtanas,

give inspiring classes?

Will you sit and share prasadam with us?

Can you stay with us?

Or are you also

part of the problem?’

January 22, reality in Puerto Rico

For two consecutive nights I forced myself to give
evening lectures even though I had headaches. As a
reaction, I was forced to stay up each night listening
to the clanging of the alarm system in my head. This
was not an intended part of our visit to Puerto Rico. It
also means that I will be cheated from going on hari-
nama today. Lesson: you often cannot do what you
want, because of the limits of your body, but at least
in every case you can choose to remain Krsna con-
scious. And maybe, even by staying confined to this
house on a busy corner of rural Gurabo, Puerto Rico,
I may think of something worth sharing.

In travel writing there is a precedent for sharing
disappointments on the road in Basho’s A Visit to the
Kashima Shrine. The poet tells us that he will make a
journey because of an irresistible desire to see the rise
of the full moon:over the mountains of the Kashima
Shrine. Poets of the past had celebrated the moonrise
at this spot, and so Basho wanted to join the tradition.
But when he went to Kashima Shrine, “It started to
rain in the afternoon, and in no way could we see the
rise of the full moon.” Basho stayed up all night wait-
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ing, looking to the clouds and listening to the sound
of the rain. But the moon didn’t show, and therefore
he couldn’t write any moon-viewing poems. He
writes, “It was really regrettable that I had come such
a long way only to look at the dark shadow of the
moon, but I consoled myself by remembering the
famous lady who had returned without composing a
single poem from the long walk she had taken to
hear a cuckoo.” As readers of Basho, we feel satisfied
with the reality of his rainy night, and with the shar-
ing of his disappointment, and we appreciate the
honesty of the man. It was better that he share with
us what actually happened at Kashima Shrine. On
another occasion, Basho wrote:

In a way

It was fun

Not to see Mount Fuji
In foggy rain.

There is also the Bhagavatam account of the pros-
titute Pingala, who discovered that disappointment
leads to the greatest happiness.

Facing reality, even after the disappointment of
expectations, was also the theme of last evening’s
reading and lecture. I read from Caitanya-caritamrta
about Lord Caitanya’s first meeting with Raghunatha
dasa. Raghunatha dasa saw Lord Caitanya and was
able to serve Him when the Lord visited Santipura.
As a result, Raghunatha became mad with ecstatic
love, and would run away from home trying to join
Lord Caitanya. But Raghunatha’s father assigned
eleven people to keep constant guard over
Raghunatha so that he would not run away. Finally,
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Raghunatha’s father allowed his son to at least visit
Lord Caitanya briefly. At that time, Lord Caitanya
assured Raghunatha, “Be patient and return home.
Don’t be a crazy fellow. By and by you will be able to
cross the ocean of material existence.”

After this reading, the devotees asked many
questions to distinguish between artificial and real
renunciation, and we read further examples in
Prabhupada’s purport, such as markata-vairagya (the
“renunciation” of monkeys who live in the forest)
and $masana-vairagya (the temporary sentiments of
renunciation which arise in the mind of a man who
goes to a crematorium ghdta) and phalgu-vairagya
(the shallow renunciation which only has an appear-
ance of depth). These examples all prove that renun-
ciation is not a cheap thing, but has to be pursued as a
life-long plan. And within this plan, discretion is often
the better part of valor. Lord Caitanya cautioned
young Raghunatha that the ocean of material exis-
tence is very wide and not easily crossed. Just by
impetuously jumping into the vast ocean and making
a few mad strokes, we cannot expect to reach
Krsnaloka.

So we won’t be disappointed if our body prevents
us from participating in a single afternoon of hari-
nama. There will be another chance, if not here, then
in Santo Domingo or Trinidad. The moon will shine
again over Kashima Shrine. Following Prabhupada’s
intelligent plan for the long crossing, we will persist in
swimming across the ocean of sarisira.
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With diminishing of pain
I'm chirping again
like the coquies* in the rain—
Hare Krsna, Hare Krsna.

Waking Up

Like children

waiting for me

to pick Them up,

my Jagannatha Deities are sleeping in bed.
In another bed, under the sheets
is the larger form

of Nrsimhadeva at rest.

The Prabhupada mirti

is already awake,

sitting chanting japa,
occasionally shaking his beads,
looking to me

from his chair

just two feet away.

* Spanish word for small frogs, whose chirping sound is heard
constantly at night in Puerto Rico.
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Advice from a Sannyasi
to a Temple Community

Sankirtana is the yajfia

for the people of this age.
We're the first to get the mercy,
but as Prabhupada tauglit,

a devotee desires to share

with the people in the market,
on campus, at the airport—
chanting and prasiadam,

giving out his books—

by this performance of sacrifice
Lord Hari is pleased.

You can’t do it daily?

Only once a month?

You have to raise money?
There are only a few of you?
Ten Deities to worship?

But hari-nama yajfia

comes first.

Aspire for it,

like next week

for seven straight days

there is the Saint Blass festival
in downtown Coamo.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE
Santo Domingo

January 23, travel day, to Santo Domingo

As devotees, we don’t see as much of a city or
country as do other visitors, such as tourists and
political and social workers. We don’t go to the
beaches, hotels, museums, and nightspots, nor do we
inspect the housing for the poor or make political
intrigue. But we do travel for the benefit of the people
in each country, even if we don’t meet them in an
ordinary way. By performance of sankirtana-yajia,
we have faith that Krsna will be pleased and supply
necessities for all the living entities of the planet. We
do mingle with people and go visit places, but in con-
nection with our hari-nama, lectures, and other Krsna
conscious yajiias. We meet people on the basis of
presenting them Krsna consciousness, and thus our
exchange is in terms of their response to God con-
sciousness. And we make quick and lasting friend-
ships with the devotees in each country, on the basis
of our relationship in the family of ISKCON.

We floated as U.S. citizens, with money, with caps
on heads, without the soft, attractive saffron, “that
cloth which is better than a king’s.”

In the airport, syrupy piano music pulling at your
heart. A bubble-dream at the duty-free shop.... Here
is a white-bearded fellow and a middle-aged wife and
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here are two covered-up monks. (He’s even got his
danda in a fishing rod carrier.)

The Muzak is playing “Baubles, Bangles, and
Beads.”

Trying to say Gayatri
while stewardesses

talk like birds—

on a short flight,

and we're covered

so they don’t even know
we are religiosos.

But I'm happy to be

a God’s man

traveling for Visnu

in the service of His pure devotee.

Happiness is

stopping at the gas station

to change from karmi clothes to saffron,
emerging in the same style Narada wears,
a little son of Prabhupada, on the road

to the Santo Domingo temple.

Happiness is

hearing kirtana at the airport,

dancing with devotees,

relaxed, as an elder,

preaching through a translator,

shaving off a three-week growth of head-hair
ready for a cool bath

in Dominican Republic.
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Yesterday when I arrived at the Santo Domingo
temple, I lectured about sankirtana-yajfia. 1 referred
to passages in the Third Chapter of Bhagavad-gita,
and from Srimad-Bhagavatam, Fourth Canto, “Prthu
Maharaja Milks the Earth Planet.” Prabhupada states
that even to get material necessities, there must be
sankirtana-yajfia to please the Lord. Therefore we can
conclude that even the small sankirtana-yajfia which
ISKCON is performing is offsetting the world’s bad
karma, in terms of world war and other holocausts.
But if the devotees don’t perform more sankirtana-
Yajfia, or if the people refuse to accept the offering of
sankirtana, the karmic reaction will come full force.

After my arrival lecture, I asked the devotees for
questions, but there were none. Some questions
might have been: How do you know that God is
actually in control? How do you know that the real
solution to suffering is to follow the laws of God?

s 09 . . 1
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How do you know that Krsna is God and that san-
kirtana is supplying man his necessities? How do you
know that we are all spirit souls and that there is a
spiritual world? I have faith in the answers to these
questions as given in the Bhagavad-gita. My faith is
not so deeply realized or inspired, but I hope I am not
just bluffing my way through life, saying these things
just because they are the policies of my religion. I
don’t want to be like the followers of Prakasananda
Sarasvati who admitted to Lord Caitanya, “We're not
really convinced of Sankara’s philosophy, but these
are the policies of our sect, so we just repeat them.”

I want to deepen my conviction of basic philo-
sophical truths of Krsna consciousness, with strength
to think and speak in defiance of all philosophies
which are in opposition to the Bhagavata conclusion. I
already have some debating adroitness in argument,
but that is mostly intellectual. I want more heart con-
viction. When we say, “Sankirtana-yajfia is essential
even to supply man’s eatables,” we should know it
with our body, mind, and soul.

January 24

Sunday afternoon:
a brahmacari sewing
on the sunlit porch.

Sunday festival:
before the crowd comes,
someone’s singing Gopinatha.
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January 25

In Santo Domingo,
the Gaura-Nitai Deities
are childlike.

No matter how I lead,
the devotees respond
with their own melodies.

Hari-nama, downtown Santo Domingo

There was a drunk with a wine bottle. He kissed
his crucifix, he lay on his back, he took off his camou-
flage shirt, he put the bottle between his legs, he sat
up and glowered, he lay back again... harmless. Only
a few people paid him any attention. Perhaps a hun-
dred people formed a thick semicircle around us. To
our backs was the wall surrounding the presidential
palace. Although ISKCON Santo Domingo is rather
poor, they have great sankirtana equipment, a Honda
generator, an amplifying system with two speakers,
harmonium, rug, big bowl of cookies, ten young men
and ten young women out for hari-nama.

The Santo Dominicans were receptive, although
they didn’t seem to know much about us. A friend in
the crowd, who drove us home in his car, said people
kept asking, “What are they singing?”

They stood and watched. I guessed they were
simple people, not prone to displays of cynicism or
offense before a devotional group like ours. They saw
us as offering something nice and interesting. That’s
how the interaction looked to me. And the fact that
they ignored the wino. The show was ours, and they
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felt we earned their audience, with our amplifiers,
organ music, drums, dancing, bright faces, and what-
ever it was we were singing in varying tunes, Hare
Krsna, Hare Krsna, Krsna Krsna, Hare Hare/ Hare
Rama, Hare Rama, Rama Rama, Hare Hare.

At dusk a devotee turned to me and said, “We
have to stop now while they lower the flag.” To our
right a group of soldiers in khaki uniforms and hel-
mets stood in formation at the entrance to the presi-
dential palace. A bugler played a tune like “taps.” Our
big audience stayed in place but looked over toward
the flag lowering. The devotees also stood respect-
fully quiet, but the moment it was over we started
again, Hare Krsna, Hare Krsna, Krsna Krsna, Hare
Hare, and the crowd turned their attention back to
the main show, $ri krsna sankirtana, which liberates
whoever hears.

Two girls join us

singing the maha-mantra
from a Krsna book,
laughing shyly,

for the time being,
liberated.

In the crowd, a muscle man
wearing tulasi neckbeads
sways to the rhythm

of hari-nama,

and tells his neighbor

to put out the cigarette.
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January 26, Santo Domingo

Disciples’ meeting:
Garuda dasa with knife wounds,
a woman wearing lipstick.

I felt like
I could’ve preached all night
through a translator.

A Visit with Gobhata Prabhu
Santo Domingo, January 1988

After the car accident

he learned tolerance,

three months in a total cast,

now he can’t feel from the neck down,
but from the neck up he’s all right.

He laughs, his eyes wetting,

“Because Prabhupada was with me

I was able to get through it.”

He thought “This is death,”

then he knew it wasn’t,

but that he would have to live

in a body that can’t move.

All this he accepted without trauma
within a few moments.

“My chanting wasn’t from the heart,
but it helped calm me down.”

He still doesn’t know

how well he has adjusted:

“I'm lonelier now.”

Gobhata was never one
to accept service from others,
but when you can’t move....
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He goes to the office now

six hours daily,

“I would still like to buy a farm,

and form a Krsna conscious community.”

I was going to say,

“Now you can concentrate on bhajana.”
But I didn’t know what it’s like

when you can’t finger beads.

“You don’t know what it’s like,” he said,
“when you can’t bow your head

on the floor of the temple.

I used to actually do it

with feeling, sometimes,

especially when I was feeling bad.

Now I bow in my mind.”

He can translate,

so I spoke with his guests

on the topic of nonsectarian religion,

and he laughed at the funny parts.

And when a devotee placed a glass of water

on the floor beside him, as if he could reach down
to pick it up, Gobhata laughed, just as he used to.

He has reminded me

that putting your hand into the beadbag

and touching the beads

is an enormous advantage for chanting,
which he can’t do now.

But he chants within the moments and hours
“And that has been very good.

In many ways, nothing has changed

But I really can’t find words

to explain it.”



CHAPTER THIRTY
Trinidad

January 27, Trinidad

In order to save money we arrived in Trinidad late
at night. The customs men here were very thorough,
even though we were the last ones on the queue. The
agent was a Trinidadian of Indian descent, and he be-
came interested in our devotional paraphernalia.

“Have you got a Bhagavad-gita?” he asked. When
he saw the Gita in its zippered case he said, “like a
Bible!”

“Have you read the Bhagavad-gita?” 1 asked.

“No. I can’t read Hindi,” he said.

He asked to see the danda at
close quarters. When Madhu told
him it was a symbol for the “high
priest” the agent said, “I won't
touch it. If it’s religious, I'll just look
atit.”

Madhu told him that I was the
high priest connected to the danda.
When the agent looked at me to
confirm this I replied, “I am just a
low priest. We're both priests.” And
so it went, as we identified karatalas
and Vaisnava tilaka and explained
why a priest would want to use two
microcassette recorders. When we
asked him to visit the temple he
replied, “If God will it, right?”
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We stayed at a nearby ISKCON preaching center
where we had planned to sleep in a little late. But as
we arrived we heard live sessions of Trinidad pan
music coming from two different buildings adjoining
the preaching center.

“They’re practicing for de carnival which is for de
next two weeks,” said Rajarsi. It was amazing how
the two bands produced such loud, rapid melodies
right near each other. They were very fired-up by the
upcoming carnival and were practicing to perfection.
But between the pan music, the heavy car traffic, and
my old complaint, we found very little rest on our
first night. As I lay awake, Spanish phrases- and
rhythms of Santo Dominican speech passed through
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my head, palabra, afortunado, mejor, etc., as well as
fond memories of the submissiveness and attention
during lectures of the Dominican devotees. I also
recalled the pleasure of speaking philosophy through
a translator, and how the pause after each sentence
affords one a wonderful opportunity to think before
speaking.

When we rose at about 5:00 A.M., my main con-
cern was to get more rest during the day so that I
would be fit for the next day’s observance of Bhaimi
Ekadasi.

We set out at sunrise to drive to the ISKCON
temple in South Trinidad, an hour from the preaching
center. Once outside the congested city, one can
appreciate how flat the land is, and the sky and air are
very clear and fresh, even with morning clouds on
the horizon.

“So this is your first visit to Trinidad?” I asked
Madhu and Rksaraja.

“Yes.”

“There is a game you can play,” I said. “As you
look at all the different names on signs and stores, see
if you can spot the Sanskrit. There, see? ‘Persad Stop
and Shop.” So that’s probably derived from prasi-
dam.” Soon we saw signs for “Chankar’s Beer and
Wine,” “Johnny Mahavir Auto Mart,” “B. Narine Bar-
becue.”

But none of the men in the car took me up on my
invitation to play games. Either they were more
interested in their japa or silent for other reasons.
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“See that?” I said, “ ‘Roti Highway Stand.” The
roties are popular even with the native Trinidadians.
Isn’t that right, Bala Krsna?”

Bala Krsna, who was driving, said, “Yes. Every-
one.”

After a while, when I saw no one was interested in
my game, I thought, “This isn’t very important,” and
so I tried chanting more seriously.

But I couldn’t resist commenting when I saw the
tall towers of the Divine Life Hindu temple.

I asked Bala Krsna, “It’s still not finished, is it?”

Bala Krsna explained that the temple construction
began eight years ago, but people have lost faith in it
and there have been personal squabbles and accusa-
tions of leaders taking money from the building proj-
ect. The unfinished temple was a grand symbol of
Hindu disunity. We partly took it as proof of the
invalidity of hodgepodge philosophies, but also as an
ominous sign. ISKCON in Trinidad has also been
plagued by divisiveness among its own members.

Calling Out to the Holy Name
Bhaimi Ekadasi, January 29

O holy name, I have nothing to say aside from
chanting; O holy name, I'm counting the quota; O
holy name, this is namabhasa, or worse; O holy
name, at least I am not in illusion that I am at the
highest stage; O holy name, unless You wish to
embrace me, this day’s japa is simply work; O holy
name, I am ready to counterattack anyone who
insults You;
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O holy name, I know You are here; O holy name, I
have been speaking of You to the devotees and
guests; O holy name, Lord Caitanya several times
avoided big crowds and chanted alone all morning, as
in Amli-tala, Vrndavana, and in the afternoon, when
He allowed people to see Him, He spoke on the holy
name; O holy name, please give me a drop of Your
mercy;

O holy name, this Ekadasi makes me aware how
poor my chanting is; O holy name, I seem to be con-
demned to the lower stage; O holy name, even now
as I chant towards sixty-four rounds quota, I cannot

pray.

O holy name, it gets better as the day goes by and
we keep on chanting; O holy name, I'm eager for
more rounds; O holy name, I would have quit long
ago if we were chanting “rose-rose” or “Mr. John”;
O holy name, my teeth are falling out but I don’t care;
O holy name, I want to pronounce better, but I don’t
seem to know how to chant with reverence and
attention to Your presence; O holy name, please edu-
cate me in the ways of chanting;

O holy name, nothing beats the actual experience
of chanting; O holy name, even the hibiscus are
looking better; O holy name, Srila Prabhupada said
that just as the moon seems to follow us as we walk
down the street, so the holy name of Krsna can fol-
low us everywhere.

O holy name, please maintain our bodies and pro-
tect us while we chant; O holy name, I should stop
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petitioning You for my personal benefit and start
praying, begging as Bhaktivinoda Thakura does for
the humility to distribute the holy name; O holy
name, You know my best intention—to become fully
absorbed in the sound of Krsna’s name, and then I
can preach without the painful gap between theory
and realization; O holy name, I'm going back to
work.

Because I am not much practiced at it, staying up
all night was still difficult. At 10:00 P.M. I told Madhu I
was getting waves of nausea. But afterwards, I felt
better. Twelve of us crowded into the little room and
sang selections from Songs of the Vaisnava Acaryas.

Observing the all-night vow:
mosquitoes and barking dogs
endure with us.

Up all night,
we discover Bhakta Dennis
plays harmonium well.

Two women join,
high voices
in kirtana.

‘Round midnight
singing “Prayers to the Six Gosvamis,
forgetting all pains.

4
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January 31, Lord Nityananda’'s appearance day

The temple at Longdenville is in such serious debt
that the building may be auctioned by the bank. The
devotees in the South Trinidad temple have agreed
that if the worst happens, they will accept and wor-
ship the Deities Radha-Gopinatha and Gaura-Nitai.

Radha-Gopinatha,

You already know what will happen,
but You await our action.

I was the priest that evening
when we asked You to come
to live in Longdenville.

If we must ask You to leave,
at least we have to move You
for worship somewhere else,
and never let You fall

into the hands of the mlecchas.
Please help us to protect You,
spare us from the worst.

Despite financial threats and differences among
devotees, we could not help but join in happy
kirtanas on the appearance day of Lord Nityananda.
In the morning devotees danced wildly, especially
Ananta-$esa who puffs out his cheeks, bulges his
eyes, and dances like an aquatic sporting in deep
water, sometimes jumping clear from the ocean like a
shiny porpoise! Compared to Ananta-$esa, all others
were quiet, but even old Bhagavata dasa, who signs
his letters to me, “Your toothless dog,” moved into
the center and turned round and round in internal
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bliss. This morning I led the singing. I felt like I could
go on without effort, chanting chorus after chorus of
Hare Krsna mantra and then varying to “Nitai-
Gauranga” and “Jaya Prabhupada.” When I finally
stopped, it was not from fatigue or boredom, but in
order to follow the temple schedule.

At night we again joined for a rousing kirtana. In
this temple everyone sweats up fast, and the vigorous
Trinidadian dancers and drummers raised all of us,
Hindus and a few Americans, into more active par-
ticipation. We couldn’t resist. Of course, we cannot
solve all of our financial and personal problems by
kirtana, but it is a river of bliss that we can always
enter, no matter what else is going on. There will
always be problems, and always the relief of kirtana.
Maybe one day we will learn to leave the problems
behind and stay submerged in the kirtana-rasa.

February 1, 1988

A cock crows at 3:00 A.M.,
In the alley,
Ananta’s japa.
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Shower again, tilaka,
darsana of Radha-Gopinatha:
these may be the last days.

The next-door neighbors of the Longdenville
temple have had a long-standing feud with us. They
“combat” the loud Hare Krsna kirtanas by playing
even louder radio songs. At least in the morning
hours, the neighbors fight back with good Christian
tunes, black spiritual music. This morning while in my
room, I heard a combination of krsna-kirtana and
“Sweet Jesus” tunes, and they sounded quite
complementary.

So many people doubt Him,
I can’t live without Him,
That's why I love Him so
He's so real to me

It don’t matter what you say
I'm going down on my knees to pray...

Hare Krsna, Hare Krsna
Sweet Jesus, Sweet Jesus
Krsna Krsna, Hare Hare
Once the morning is over, the ISKCON temple

quietens, but the next-door neighbors go full-blast—
reggae, calypso, and American rock.
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In order to get a visa for Guyana, we had to spend
half a day going to downtown Port of Spain. While
passing the tallest building, a bank, I caught myself
indulging in national pride. In American conscious-
ness I was amused to see the inferior buildings of
Trinidad. When I am “home,” I take it for granted
that every city will have solid, tall buildings. Although
I don’t even like the U.S. cities with their false
splendor, yet when abroad, my inbred national
attachment comes out, and I think “None of this is as
good as in the U.S.A.” When I filled out the visa I also
wrote “U.S.A.” with confidence that other people
should be impressed with my citizenship. But all this
is foolishness. According to the Bhagavad-gita, it's
Krsna I should always think of, not me, mine, and
America. Similarly, my Northeast dialect differs from
Caribbean Pidgin English as dry stoo<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>