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Introduction
The Adventures of Svevo, Revisited

In one day from now, I’ll have in my hand a novel by
Italo Svevo, probably his Confessions of Zeno. Let me tell
you about Svevo as an Introduction to our Summer
Marathon.

I first read Italo Svevo in 1964 when I was just dis-
charged from the US Navy and when I had gone dur-
ing the snow storm to live on the Lower East Side of
Manhattan. I rented my first apartment and felt that I
had attained a mystical heaven. I set up my room sim-
ply, whitewash on the walls, red curtains, and just a few
pieces of furniture. Prominent was a big writing ledger
I’d picked up while on one of our cruises in Italy. I'd
fancied somehow that this setting was something like
that of a monk. But unlike a true religious person, I
had an ample stack of “grass” (marijuana) to guide me
into my daily visions. I had no bed, just a cot, and no
girlfriend.

I wanted to write and was simply looking for the sub-
ject matter. It started when I began visiting new ac-
quaintances, Eliot and Anna. They lived together and I
used to visit them in their apartment where we would
smoke marijuana together. Eliot was an abstract paint-
er and sometimes we would assist him in a kind of “hap-
pening” by throwing paint onto the boards on which
he worked.

My involvement with Eliot and Anna is a long, pain-
ful story and now is not the time to tell it. Suffice to say,
I started writing of my visits to them. I also developed a
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romantic attachment to Eliot’s girl, Anna, who had
been born in Italy during the war, a couple of years
before I was born. My writing consisted of a series of
poetic, autobiographical vignettes. It was not an at-
tempt to make a developed novel with a plot. I was
writing things as they happened and included many
plain descriptions of events and places and my sense of
dedication to a hip artist’s life. I had been waiting for
this for so long.

During this time, I read Italo Svevo. I can’t remem-
ber right now so much about his actual book. I ad-
mired his truthfulness. I remember a scene in which
the main character went to work in the office and how
he blandly moved around the different objects on his
desk and the author captured a stream of conscious-
ness. The book was also anti-romantic. His hero was
pursuing a love affair but never got very far with it, and
his thoughts revealed his own emotions as sometimes in
love and sometimes not at all in love. It was a dedica-
tion in the writing to capturing the actual state without
fictional theme.

The most tangible influence I picked up from Italo
Svevo was his last name. I decided to use it for the main
character in my own writing. Why? Because the word
“Svevo” is very similar to my name at that time, Steve,
or Stevie, or Steve-0. So it was a way to thinly veil my
personae.

A new name for my character gave me impetus to go
at it, and a little bit of distance that helped. I’ll give an
example of a vignette. One night over at Eliot’s, we
painted a big board together. Eliot put a lot of black
into it and in the end, we threw raw eggs at it. The vig-
nette is mostly a description of the three of us walking
through the late night streets carrying the large board.
I saw my Svevo and his friends as something like the fig-

2



ures that Picasso drew during his “blue” period, like
graceful acrobats, sad, artistic figures.

Getting t-high everyday, my reality constantly
changed. It was like floating in air, so I thought. I lived
as much for my story as for my relationships with Eliot
and Anna. One day Eliot was with me alone and he
warned me that if I continued to keep his company, he
would “corrupt” me. By that he referred not to any
particular sinful activity, but he felt that he would de-
stroy my idealism, which I still had at that time. When
he said that, I felt somewhat confident that he could
not do that to me. Perhaps I should have been more
afraid. Eliot and Anna began reading bits of my manu-
script of adventures of Svevo. She said that I was “a
genius.”

I remember another conversation I had with a
friend at that time while we were walking west toward
the Village. My friend said that he wanted to get as
much life experience as possible before he began writ-
ing. Life came first. I said that for me, writing came
first. I said that life was the stuff that I would use in my
writing. My friend was alarmed and disapproved of my
attitude, and he said that even if I became a great writ-
er, it would be Pyrrhic victory. This refers to the Pyr-
rhic wars in which although one side was victorious,
their losses were so great that one could hardly consid-
er it a victory. So if one doesn’t live life and attain art,
my friend reasoned, it would be better not to have won
such excellence in art. In a sense he was right, because
I knew this martyrdom to art was not making me hap-
py. But neither did I want to lead the kind of life that
he was aspiring to, which was mostly a lusty kind of
sense gratification, which he admired so much in
Henry Miller.



I sent my novel-in-progress to a Chicago editor. He
wrote back and said it was “superb” and that he want-
ed to publish it, starting with an installment in his
magazine.

My actual life story grew dark and darker. I eventu-
ally broke off my relationship with Eliot and Anna.
About two years after I left the Navy, I was disillusioned
with the Lower East Side, and one night while on a LSD
trip, I jumped out of a window and broke both my
heels in the fall.

Now let me move ahead in this desperate story to say
that I met Srila Prabhupada in July of 1966 and be-
came his man. One morning during Prabhupada’s lec-
ture, Eliot came to the front door. I knew he was a
trouble maker, and so I chased him away and wouldn’t
let him enter. Anna came by one day with a crude invi-
tation and I repulsed her also.

A chapter of my Svevo manuscript got published but
I never got around to sitting down and reading the
magazine. I was too much absorbed now in the surren-
der of Krsna consciousness. One day, the Chicago pub-
lisher came to New York City and he visited me in my
First Street apartment. My apartment was now turned
into an asrama that I shared with Raya Rama dasa and
Hayagriva dasa. I spoke with the publisher in one cor-
ner of the room and I told him that if he liked, I could
write a sequel to the story about how I came to Krsna
consciousness. I told him a little bit about the chanting
of Hare Krsna. He said he would be interested in the
sequel. But I never saw him after that.

I wanted to talk to Srila Prabhupada about the se-
quel idea. So one day I went into his room when there
was no one else there. I said, “I have something prac-
tical to discuss.”



He smiled and asked me what it was. I told him that I
had written a book that somebody wanted to publish
but that it was not about Krsna consciousness. How-
ever, I could write a sequel to it, telling how this person
who was in so much illusion and suffering finally found
the true path of Krsna consciousness. Prabhupada said
yes, go ahead and do it. But he added that I should try
to make money from it. He said that just because we
are religious, that doesn’t mean people can take ad-
vantage of us and get something from us for nothing. I
was pleased that Prabhupada had approved the idea,
but somehow I never got down to work and did it.
That’s probably because around this time I was think-
ing that it would be better that I completely renounce
all writing. It all seemed to issue from the false ego.

One day, I carried all of my life’s writing up to that
point, about half a dozen short novels, many stories
and poems and diaries, and threw them all into the in-
cinerator in the hallway at 26 Second Avenue. The only
manuscript I saved was the Svevo story because Pra-
bhupada said I should do a sequel. Eventually I lost
that also.

So what does this have to do with the book I am
proposing to start now, The Summer Marathon? I'm not
sure. ’'m hoping that when I get a hold of the actual
novel by Italo Svevo, which I haven’t seen in over 30
years, it might spark something off. Aside from this, I
plan to start traveling to temples on July 29, and each
day I'm hoping to seek the truth. I want to write about
that on a daily basis, what I call a “timed book,” lasting
for the duration of the ISKCON summer book distri-
bution marathon which goes up to Janmastami. This
will be my sasnkirtana effort as a devotee-writer. It will
not be a Pyrrhic victory because whatever else hap-



pens, I'll be serving Srila Prabhupada and Krsna each
day.

I’ll have to see whether Svevo has any useful connec-
tion to these present day services. I had a hunch that it
might and so I've described it here. If it just gets
dropped here with no follow up, then so be it.



Pre-Marathon

July 20, 1995
My summer marathon begins July 29 and goes up
until Janmastami day, August 18, 1995. This doesn’t
exactly coincide with the summer book distribution
marathon in ISKCON, which I think begins earlier than
mine. But for both the book distributors and myself,
this is the home stretch of summer, our last chance to
pour on Krsna consciousness in the ideal, relaxed, and
climactic condition which summer brings. I will be trav-
eling to some ISKCON temples and giving lectures on
my way toward Belfast, North Ireland, where I'm
scheduled to attend the Janmastami festival.

We’ve been looking at Confessions of Zeno by Italo
Svevo, which arrived in the mail. The fictional preface
is written by a doctor of psychiatry, who told his pa-
tient to write his autobiography as a means of therapy.
Of course, I like this kind of thing, a fictional editor or
publisher who puts the whole story into a further fic-
tional realm. As I began to read the first chapter, I did
not remember any of this. Maybe all I really got from
this book when I first read it was the name Svevo. And
yet, I do recall that I felt affection and allegiance for
the author and his book. I remember telling my Lower
East Side buddy, Steve Kowit, how much I liked the
book, and he read it and shared my enthusiasm. One
time, in my presence, when Kowit was talking with an-
other friend, the name Svevo came up. Kowit said that
I liked him very much and that he was “like Somerset



Maughm but a genius.” That remark seemed to mini-
mize Svevo, and I didn’t like it for that reason.

Anyway, even if I don’t remember any of it, I find it
interesting as I read it now. Somehow or other I've
been drawn to look at the book, so maybe I can use it.
If I write some reflections on Svevo in The Summer
Marathon, it will enable me to dovetail my tendency to
be a college professor. I sometimes think that if any
material career was suitable for me, it would have been
to become a college instructor in English Literature or
World Literature. That probably would have been my
fate except that my father sent me into the Navy as an
enlisted man. Usually I curse my father for that, but it
may have been a hidden blessing. One college instruc-
tor who encouraged me in writing said that if I actually
became a college professor, it would be the death nil
to my life as a creative writer. And so I was spared, but I
still like to make classroom presentations in Krsna cons-
ciousness and sometimes dip into World Literature for
a comparative view, summaries of content, and so on.

The fictional set up, a narrative written in the first
person, by someone who is not trying to write litera-
ture but is writing therapy on the advice of his doctor,
is fascinating. At least theoretically it seems like a good
technique. Let’s see how it goes.

Aside from Italo Svevo, the literary reference which I
think of as a main theme for my writing during the
marathon, is this quote by Ralph Waldo Emerson:

These novels will give way, by and by, to diaries or
autobiographies—captivating books, if only a man
knew how to choose among what he calls is experi-
ences and how to record truth truly.

I'll let you know what I mean by that in terms of my
own odyssey and writing, during the course of this mar-
athon. But as a pre-marathon remark, I will say my in-
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tention is to try to find my truth on a daily basis. That
means the absolute truth of Krsna consciousness, and
my own honest perception of what is true to me each
day. Taking the opportunity of our travels, and the u-
rgency of awareness that this could be one’s very last
summer, I will try my best to choose from among my
experiences that which is most interesting and mean-
ingful, and I will try to record truth truly.

July 24

I imagine a critic surveying my writings and saying,
“You wrote mostly about writing itself. He struggled
with a guilt that he was not more active in ISKCON,
was not accepted as a writer by his peers.” Or the critic
might discuss the Pyrrhic victory I mentioned in the
Introduction.

Perhaps I should avoid playing the critic to my own
works. Yet I cannot leave the critical concerns behind.
These are important issues for me. And since I write to
purify myself, these concerns will come up repeatedly.




There is nothing to be ashamed about the fact that I
often write about writing itself. It is an exciting and
fascinating subject. I often ask myself, “What is the well-
spring of creativity? How can I write to please Krsna, as
a means of worship of Krsna and Prabhupada?” And I
praise the joys of writing and again seek to link it with
God who gives all good things. I also seek to fashion an
art out of writing, to make a poem or book that will
attract people and bring them to Krsna. I write to help
myself. I have an obsession to leave a record, as so
many mortals have had. But because of being connect-
ed with the pure devotee and with Krsna, my record
can have transcendental value. But it depends on how
deep I can go, it depends on some measure of success
and struggle.

As for being guilty that I'm not doing some other
service or that I'm not accepted by my peers or that
perhaps this is all an act of compensation—these are
not such wonderful concerns. I have nothing to say of
them right now, but I know they will come up.

Subject of the Pyrrhic victory, meaning that I may
succeed in the art of writing, but fail in the art of living,
is of course a crucial one. I like to take the positive ap-
proach and say that writing is an important aspect of
Vaisnava life, especially one who chooses it as his voca-
tion (or who’s chosen to do it).

So I don’t want to unnecessarily create a conflict or
dichotomy between writing and living. And certainly I
should not make a false distinction between writing
and devotional service. Neither does this kind of per-
sonal writing have to be branded as “false ego.”

As for this present book, I can only guess at what it
will become. But my guess is that the writing itself will
be the basic act which drives Summer Marathon. The
writing of the book is the main adventure for these
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home stretch weeks of summer. Keeping up the writing
of the chapters constitutes the marathon. We’re con-
tinuing it under all circumstances, travel, headaches,
temple duties, lack of subject and inspiration—that’s
the challenge.

As I prepare for this literary marathon, I have
thought of two books and today my friends in America
sent them to me. One is A Passion for Truth by Abraham
Heschel and the other is A Life of One’s Own by Joanna
Field. I don’t think I’'m going to have to study these
books or even read them in the upcoming travels. I've
read both of them before. There is something basic in
each of them that I wanted to employ in my daily writ-
ing during the marathon.

From Joanna Field’s book, I'd like to remember her
diary method for seeking the truth in terms of that
which made her happy each day. She started to do this
because of feeling an uneasiness that her life was not
being lived in her own way. She says, “I was so depen-
dent on other people’s opinion of me that I lived in a
constant dread of offending.” So she tried to get inside
into her own life and decided that if she could write
down each day what made her actually happy, that
would be a good indication of what was important for
oneself. So her method was to keep a diary, “melting in
it everyday when I had been particularly happy and
anything that I wanted. At the same time I would note
anything else that seemed important so that if it should
turn out that happiness did not matter I should have a
chance of finding out what was more important.”
Joanna Field’s emphasis was on trying to get beyond
other people’s images of you or just living a life be-
cause of the sense of duty, but actually finding out who
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you are through the method of self-observation. Here

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

I thought this had some usefulness for my own pur-
poses and hope to keep it in mind.

Heschel’s book is more profound. It influenced my
own writing of Truthfulness, The Last Leg of Religion. He
studies two teachers, the rabbi known as Kotzger and
Séren Kierkegaard. Both of them had the “passion for

truth.” Heschel writes:

. . . This was not a philosophical inquiry into the na-
ture of Truth but a scrutiny of men’s lives in relation
to truth. Religion, Kotzger maintained, as not simply
an act of adopting a system of beliefs and certain
modes of conduct; test and trial were needed, and
one had to ascertain through introspection whether
one’s beliefs were genuine or not, and whether one
acted out Truth or lived the life of pretense . . .

I doubt that I will have occasion to quote more from
Joanna Field’s book. But the Heschel book is record-
able, and I may at least remind myself of this passionate
discipline for undeceiving oneself and spice my chap-
ters with occasional quotes, even if I just pick them at
random from A Passion for Truth. And I hope that this
will help me in my own truth seeking.

I just tried reading Confessions of Zeno. 1 found it te-
dious and unappealing. I doubt that I’ll read any more
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of it or include it in my marathon in any way. But the
Introduction about Svevo may still be relevant. The
fact that I was a writer even before I met Srila Prabhu-
pada, and that I was writing an autobiography with a
fictive touch, means my “hero” Svevo—and my friend’s
accusing me of a Pyrrhic victory in the name of Art—
these ought to continue to have meaning. But I won’t
be attached to carrying out the Introduction or pre-
marathon themes. They are mostly to keep up my in-
terest during these last days before the starting bell
clangs and we begin the race.
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July 29

1 AM.

Nowhere to go but here. I hope to write at this time
each day. Maybe an hour later. If I have to stay up late
to give lectures, I'll still try to rise by 1. Then the first
activity will be to read Bhagavad-gita, as I did this morn-
ing. Lord Krsna says He is the transcendental chant,
the father of the universe, the mother . . . The pure
devotees seek Him out directly, satatanm kirtayanto man.
They are fully absorbed in glorifying Krsna. Why
should I do less? I don’t want to be considered among
the “others,” such as the non-mahatma impersonalists.
Follow the path of praising Krsna, with firm vow for
rules and regulations, bowing down, offering and wor-
shipping the Supreme.

Do I do it? Is this an ideal I cannot reach yet? Is my
writing fated to be something less? Let it climb, the de-
votional creeper. Let me sing with this voice and pen.

Free-writing, free expression . . . very well, but why
not freely in Krsna consciousness? Yes, yes.

Calm, fairly calm. We’re at a house in Italy. It’s early
Saturday. Cars go by regularly from Friday night mid-
night activity. I seek peace but should know you can’t
have it in this material world. But there is an abiding
spiritual peace. Those who know Krsna as the object of
sacrifices, the Lord of all planets, the best friend of
everyone—they attain “peace from the pangs of mate-
rial miseries” (5.29). Confidential knowledge of Krsna
grants relief from miseries. So it’s not wrong to seek

15



peace and solace and relief—even quiet. But the way
to do it is not material. Not just by going to live in the
countryside.

I'm going with Madhu in our van, driving all day
today to reach by night a country called Slovania and
within that a city whose name I can’t spell or pro-
nounce, where the ISKCON temple is. ISKCON tem-
ples sometimes get attacked by thugs. They sometimes
have their own internal lack of peace as devotees deal
with each other from as yet imperfect motives. But I
want to go there. It’s part of my duty as a sannyasi to
go and preach the scriptures. It’s for my purification
that I ride in this marathon. As you speak Krsna con-
sciousness in lectures, you will help others and you’ll
help yourself.

Non-stop marathon effort to be Krsna conscious.

It’s certainly summer. Sweating hot. Mosquitoes kept
me awake last night. Summer marathon . . . full of mos-
quitoes too. Everyone is active.

And so my friend, will you write out of your head
and hand and headache? Will you tell us of your jour-
ney?

Yes, I will do so. When I can’t think of something edi-
fying to say, I'll still speak because I live. My heart beats.
My material father is dead; he died eight years ago
from a heart attack. It happens. Was he thinking of
God? Is he my father?

Krsna is the father of all. The spiritual mater is the
real father. My master, father, teacher is Srila Prabhu-
pada. I can continue my relationship with him, even
after his departure from the world. I'm doing so.
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Following guru’s order. Taste of mosquito repellent
on my tongue. When I get bewildered by outer events
... I’ll try to gain hold of inner Krsna consciousness.

Last night, nightmares of cruel persons torturing us
in various ways. That’s the material world. Whatever I
get as a token of sinful life, I want to see it as another
way to make surrender to Krsna. Headaches are like
that, highway delays, inconveniences, mishaps. See
them as adventures for this soul’s attempt to reach the
lotus feet of Krsna.

And your Svevo, is he a puppet show you will put on
from time to time? ’

I hope it will be better, more real than that. We
declare no holds barred in this wrestling match. That
means the book can speak from many mouths. We are
not making a show for an audience. We are not an
ordinary audience.

Should you not be perfect before God? He knows
my heart. I am speaking, writing, it might be said, just
to keep myself busy. It’s something I do to pass the
time. I dig up things. I show off. I say I seek to go be-
yond pretense. Seek to find myself as pure self, eternal
servant of the Lord. As Srila Prabhupada writes (and I
want to repeat it), the devotee aspires to gain his eter-
nal association with Krsna in one of the five transcen-
dental rasas. That’s it. We are seeking Krsna conscious-
ness in this summer marathon record.

Toot-toot, we pull the train whistle. Get into our
white van. Chant, lie down, body bumps over the miles.
Think of friends and projects. Is it possible I'll have to
leave it all?

End of the road today is supposed to be a thriving
temple which in the last year has added 50 devotees.
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They will see old Svevo cranking into their courtyard in
his white van. “We have been on the road all day. We
just want to rest. See you in the morning.” Usually we
travel only about five hours a day. Today will be more
like eight. I’'ll try to catch a few note-times during the
day. Not so external? It’s all one, external-internal. I
will tell you something.

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

Road stops, mental jerks, ups and downs—all this
and more is ahead. Bumps with others. Ruffles within.
Concern of the body and its organs. Admitting the
truth. Seeking the absolute. Avoiding the fault-finding.

I read in Heschel that Kotzger wasn’t content to
week out doubts and faults, but wanted to face them.
I’'m not sure I agree with that procedure. If we know
things are not good for us, why not weed them out?
Even if it is done in a routine way? Oh, but nothing
should be done unthinking. Yes, but take the doubt of
atheism. There is no profit in it; in facing it, what can I
gain?

You could argue against it. Yes.

We too say that weeding out is not a sufficient way to
remove weeds. They have to be fried in their seed
stage, otherwise, cut-down fields will rise again. Kecit
kevalaya bhaktya—devotional service does the job. Ult-
mately, it’s not by my introspection or heroic acts to
undeceive myself. By srnvatam sva-kathah krsnah, hear-
ing about Krsna, the Lord who is in my heart, cleanses
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desire for material things and brings me to pure taste
in hearing of His acts, His form, name, etc.

So I will weed out wrongs. I'll have to cry sometimes,
and if at a particular moment when it’s time to write
I'm filled with complaint . . . I may say, “Ouch!” But I
prefer to say, “Gauranga!”

Svevo tied his bow. He put on the straw cap his
friend bought him, try it on for size in the mirror. Look
okay? It’s just in case you have to pretend you are a
nondevotee. I don’t think there will be occasion for
that in the next 21 days. Devotees are not hated or ille-
gal where I am going. But just in case.

O Lord of the universe,

O soul of the universe,

kindly deliver us from the pangs of death and disease
and old age and travel and fear of cruel persons. De-
liver us by enabling us to think of You.

Hare Krsna Hare Krsna, Krsna Krsna Hare Hare/
Hare Rama Hare Rama, Rama Rama Hare Hare.
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8:30 A.M.

(at a gas station where we
stopped for breakfast and rest)

You’ll have to do some writing even when you don’t
feel like it. Dreamt of Guarinos. One group of us ar-
rived at some place and had a car ride scheduled for
the next morning. Then Uncle Mickey who was physi-
cally big and another uncle arrived. They needed a
ride to the same place where we were going but Mick-
ey was considerate. He said maybe they couldn’t all fit
in our car, since I had my luggage including my —
Book. 1 said in the morning when our car actually ar-
rives we can try to all fit in, we will see. Then I wanted
to tell them my childhood memories of the Guarinos,
especially something my father used to say—that if the
five brothers had got together to form a business like
maybe a furniture moving business, it could have been
a great success. But they could not cooperate in that
way.
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Do I dream of them because only two days ago I
learned that my father died in 1988?

Svevo mourned the principle. He waited for words
that would be his own, not those of John Berryman’s
“Henry.” If he knew who he was, then he’d know his
story, what he did.

Is he the one right now ascertaining whether he has
indigestion? Is he hearing the highway sounds? Is he
afraid?

He has joined the Hare Krsna movement; that much
we can conclude. But that also is changeable.

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

Wait and hear in the highway. Speed. Not like the
surf on the beach. You hear distant death. Everyone in
ISKCON knows of the attacks on our temple in Arme-
nia. We dream of it. We see the photos of the wounded
devotees. I dreamt I saw a confidential file of photos
showing the men with bodily wounds.

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

No use recalling childhood.
It’s not that we now and
even at the time . . .

was not God conscious,
doesn’t help me except
I'was a self and so were they.
Hlusion of happiness is

also a kind of happiness?
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Srila Prabhupada said What if a man builds
a very nice house and you ask

him why he built it

and he says, “Just to set fire to it"—

you’ll think he’s a crazy fool.

Tortoise draws in limbs. Swami means master of
senses. I'll be listening to his lectures.

The dictionary says “marathon” is a foot race of 26
miles, 385 yards run on an open field, especially as an
event in the Olympic games. It’s derived from a legend
of the Greek runner who ran from Marathon to
Athens to tell of the victory over the Persians. A mara-
thon is also “any long-distance or endurance contest.”

Lie on your back and dream. On your side. The day
turns mild. You will reach your day’s end destination,
Ljubljana, it’s called. Zagreb is to the east and south of
it. I don’t go where there’s trouble. The shapes and
forms he drew in his art studio.

Prabhupada. Krsna book. “Who is Krsna and who is
the girl with Krsna?” You can’t expect to write so
smoothly in a life like this bouncing on the highway.

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

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

“I stayed one night at Tripurari Maharaja’s temple,”
he said.



Now words come to you from letters you answered.
You wonder why you are not more Krsna conscious.
This is why.

Why. Hot and cold, learn to tolerate.

Did it ever occur to you that you are not making
progress? Drive on, only two hours from the temple. A
place I've never been to. But I don’t get in anxiety
about that. I'm a faded, living legend, wrote the biog-
raphy, was there in the beginning, have no teeth, don’t
care so much what they may think. I anticipate but not
being thrown in a clink. Amnesty International.

You were saying what made you happy as a means to
find your unique self. But plenty of people would like
the wet rag on hot body, the whole wheat spaghetti
(no tomato sauce) with some veg. I looked over at the
desk in this van, my desk, my new desk lamp and an
index card I had taped there reminding me to write.
That made you happy?

True happiness is far away. Unique self is known by
revelation. The Supreme makes you happy. When you
serve Him, you can know a drop of His sac-cid-ananda
nature. No other process can do it, not introspection
or speculation.

Scratch the surface. That’s why, bub, these attempts
leave you cold or hot but not spiritually where you
want to be.

Get ready. Put on pouch with passport. Roll on and
over their border, they will probably not be unwel-
come, we guess. There at the temple, youngsters, initi-
ated by a Godbrother. They will receive you and give
you a spot to park your van. It’s a sign of bettering that
I don’t ask myself so much, “Why am I coming here,
what can I add to their lives?” You just go.
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I said to Bala early this morning, “I will be going to
two ISKCON countries where I have never been. But
even more important for me is this book, Summer Mar-
athon.” But when it gets hot, after lunch, you are mostly
melted, a body awareness, get more rest. I did look at a
1974 edition of Krsna book, hard bound, George Har-
rison and Satsvarupa dasa adhikari who helped with
the typing and preliminary editing. Eternally lucky I got
to do that. Read it again.

It’s a marathon in the sense that it runs until Janmas-
tami, like the book distributors’ summer marathon.
And I keep going. Twenty-six miles, twenty-one days.
The BBT “made up” their marathon, a competition, a
means to spur on the distributors who also like it, like
sports. Summer and winter contests. So I go with this
timed book.

You will find here the Krsna conscious movement in
microcosm. Worrywart outgrown. Turn to Lord Krsna.
Pray for a right thing. And try to learn from others, not
thinking you already know it all with your own brand
of Krsna consciousness. Learn, be simple, give a lec-
ture, and in the same way write it down.

Words bejammers, foot on the accelerator. Krsna is
the cause of all causes. If I don’t feel well, I'll have to
cancel something. But I expect to give a class, Srimad-
Bhagavatam. Now get ready to travel again.

It was important that I reinstated early morning
reading of Bhagavad-gita back into my schedule today.
Fight to keep it there. It’s like a compass fix, a firm
foundation to all else. You feel reassured in reality of
Krsna—which can so easily dissipate for me. And as-
sured that you actually have taste for it.
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You tend to say in your public lectures that we don’t
need anything or anyone but Prabhupada and Krsna.
The Lord says that and so does His pure devotee. One
can only say it, however, if he has experienced it. The
early morning reading does that even more than a
quick outline to give a lecture. And I don’t want to
state a duality between reading Bhagavad-gita and my
own writing, but suffice to say, I need to read. Charles
Mingus, “The Clown,” indeed. You will lose taste for all
things of this world in the proportion that you gain
serious attraction to the Lord.



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

We stop at Duino, an Agip station for refueling. Is
this the same place where Rilke wrote Duino Elegies? No
sign of it. Big motorboat on a trailer ahead of us on
the diesel queue. Pretty girl runs by. I'm no big poet,
can’t sacrifice on that altar following Rilke. Want Krs-
na consciousness this day and everyday.

Hello, hello, I imagine ahead to arrival at the tem-
ple, they look at me and me at them shyly. We ask for
electric hook-up. Go in and see the Deities? Not at this
hour? Too tired to lecture, you tell them. Head still
spinning from the road. First the border crossing. Bye-
ciao—Duino.
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6:30 P.M.
Ljubljana

Me, me, Svevo, Satsvariipa Maharaja, son of my spiri-
tual master from a long time ago before most of these
boys and girls were born. Weary-ing from traffic jams
and the long drive, strain, finally on a street near ware-
houses and railroad track our van with IRL license
plates and blue and stars flag of Europe finds the right
place. The sarikirtana men are just pulling in their van
coming back from a day’s book distribution. They are
all in Western clothes. They start a kirtana to welcome
us, maybe 12 of them and a few matajis. We are escort-
ed to a big guest room. We say no, first the temple
room. So we go there. A full-sized mirti of Srila Pra-
bhupada. I'm not so conscious or feeling, but know
what to do. Bow down. On the altar, a simple painting
of Pafica-tattva, picture of Radha-Madana-mohana,
and Lord Nrsimhadeva of German farm. Then a separ-
ate altar with their gurus on it. I bow before the pic-
tures and I recognize Harike§a Maharaja, Sacinandana
Swami, Rohini-sita Prabhu, Smita Krsna Swami, others,
others, the devotees watch as I prostrate before their
gurus, my Godbrothers, ISKCON. Then our whole
group moves back toward the guest room, but I re-
member, “Oh, we will stay in the van.” So we communi-
cate that and ask for electric hook-up. And one of
them, a young man, I think his name was Vi§va-maurti,
says that most of the devotees have gone to some
“camp” and maybe I will go there too. Madhu says I'll
stay here. Here we are. That’s the external arrival.

I’m bushed. Sticky, want to rest.

Then a FAX comes asking us to go to another place
two hours further to join the camp festival there where
four ISKCON guru sannyasis will be lecturing and hold-
ing bhajanas and 250 congregational members from
Slovania, Croatia, and Austria will be gathered. They
even expect me to go there toniﬁlst! Forget it. I'm tak-
ing rest and I'm going to stay in this place even if not so
many are here. Enough is enough.



July 30

- I'woke at 1 A.M. reading Bhagavad-gita. It’s very im-
portant, and while I want to keep the reading time invi-
olable, I can’t help but write here too, to capture some
of it. Krsna is the goal, the sustainer, the Lord, the wit-
ness, etc. We reach Him and perfection by taking the
elevator. In other words, if we consider Krsna in His
energies and approach Him in that way, it takes a long
time. “One should directly approach Krsna for that will
save time and energy.” One climbs a skyscraper step by
step? Srila Prabhupada encourages us to take the ele-
vator. He doesn’t say that Krsna is the supreme incon-
ceivable and you cannot expect a relationship with
Him, He’s unknowable, unreachable. Rather, he says
Krsna is the supreme goal but people don’t know it.
We (devotees) are supposed to know and get on the
elevator. This is also known (as described in today’s
Srimad-Bhagavatam verse) as the path of Garuda. Take
it, follow it. How? Prayer, chanting, service, association
of devotees.

Sacinandana Swami is among the devotees at that
camp two hours from here. He phoned to ask me to
go but he is also sympatheuc to my decision to stay with
the devotees here. He is going today to Serbia and
then Croatia, even though there is war in those coun-
tries. He and I exchange letters although we never
meet. In his last letter he wrote, “The art of preaching
is in my humble understanding in art of giving. Unfor-
tunately in this condition of material existence, a con-
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ditioned soul like me is only expert in the art of taking
—taking attention, taking respect, even taking nectar.
When I became more aware of this ‘wavelength’ (of
giving), I was overwhelmed with gratefulness and ad-
miration of Srila Prabhupada and his merciful mis-
sion.” He then tells me some of the practical strategies
in their zone to “make” devotees.

So am I giving or taking? I want to be among the giv-
ing. Remember that movie where St. Clare goes to join
St. Francis and she says something like, “I don’t want to
keep taking love for myself, I want to give love”? Okay,
I'll have to give right here. It shouldn’t matter so much
whether one goes to the summer camp where 250 peo-
ple are and five swamis, or he stays here and speaks to
20 or 50 people. It shouldn’t matter so much if you are
shy of Zagreb and stay in Ljubljana. Every place needs
Krsna consciousness and every devotee can be a giver,
a preacher.

To go like a bee after the nectar will also make you a
giver. Go directly to Krsna in His words in Bhagavad-gita
and come out “sticky” like a bee covered with pollen.

When I put on the light, I saw the little container my
ear plugs come in. On the road I'll be using new plugs
as much as possible. When I'm in quieter places, I em-
ploy the used ones. So the box of the pair of Classic
Ear Plugs has a little “classic trivia” label on the back
and this: “Elephants have a trunk so flexible that some
of them can even untie a knot with it.” That’s giving
t00, to tell you the trivia.

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

Somewhere in a dream I (or Svevo or someone) was
producing illustrations on a large scale of Disney-like
characters. It was well done and was offered to Pra-
bhupada and Krsna and the devotees. But in the
course of the dream, the artist said he came to realize
on his own that this was not the best offering. Srila Pra-
bhupada had been tolerant to accept it, but the devo-
tee-artist somehow figured out that although he liked
this art, it was not the first-class offering; it was more his
own indulgence, a whim. And so he told others that he
was giving it up and this discovery by him was enlighten-
ing to them. Wow—talk about pertinent dreams. Here
I'am. But I can’t yet give up my cartoons.

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

Machado wrote something like, “I don’t owe you
anything; you owe me for my poems.”

My offering, if I can concentrate and remember it, is
to record what’s happening and share it as nectar, as
instruction. Everyone is running through life, me too,
but some of us want to record the human and spiritual
essence of the experience. A poet senses the secret.
Preserves it. This may be vain, another way of taking.
But it can be giving too, if you do it right.

I not only want to do it, but I want to be understood
and appreciated for doing it. So I write and make
propaganda for the validity of writing. Or when I feel
less confident I plead or argue the case. I fight off in-
ner gremlins. I feel unworthy, “Oh, he is merely writing,
a writer. He doesn’t go to the summer camp or Za-
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greb. He doesn’t hanker to be with his Godbrothers
on a stage in a big tent staying up late singing bhajanas
with amplifiers. He doesn’t give in that way.”

Doesn’t give also in taking responsibility for face to
face encounters with new people or initiated persons.
Doesn’t get involved in zonal effort to actually convert
people. Where is his zeal to actually wrest souls from
mdya’s grip? Sacinandana Maharaja tells of seminars in
these temples and “We also offer the guests to take
walks where each devotee in the seminar preaches to
three or four guests and in the end we have a question
and answer session . . . ” He tells of street harinama with
Krsna conscious pantomime, after which, hundreds of
people stand around and are inclined to hear the swa-
mi’s five minute lecture. He also recommends Bhuri-
jana Prabhu’s The Ant of Preaching. He finds there
“many nice instructions which I find very valuable in
my preaching and also teaching of disciples.”

Sacinandana Swami is a generous and loving person.
Now I want to be like that in my own way. Be generous
in writing, you say. It seems strange. I produce so many
private edition books which people don’t read.
They’re not interested and also I write so privately that
I cannot share it, at least for now.

Shall I blow the writer’s horn? Tell how writing can
preach to people in the future? At least be sure it’s
your way and work it. There is pantomime, there is a
zonal seminar—and there is Satsvariipa dasa’s prolifer-
ation of books that sooner or later may reach people’s
hands with a special, private message. Lest someone say
that ISKCON is only concerned with vigorous prosely-
tizing and institutional life, they may see my “Anne
Frank” approach. The private person preaches.
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Sacinandana Swami also wrote me, “In our zone we
have a prayer devotees recite after the darsana of the
Deities and before the class. ‘My dear Sri Sri Gaura-
Nitai, please send us more sarnkirtana devotees. Our
only desire is to increase Your sarikirtana mission and to
do this, we need many more saznkirtana devotees.
Thank You for considering this prayer.’”

Am I a sarikirtana devotee that they are praying for?
Or are they praying for book distributors only, those
who go on the streets everyday carrying a book bag
and stopping people cold? Yes, they are praying for
those soldiers. An old writer may help too, but by the
zonal ISKCON jargon, he is not “going on sankirtana,”
and not a sankirtana devotee.

Leave that issue aside, but I'm aware of it. I would
prefer to pray for any devotee anywhere. And send
them these books. Tell them, “Get on your own sum-
mer marathon.”

It’s very important to me to actually realize Krsna. I
don’t mean this in a very advanced sense. I mean it’s
important I overcome agnosticism. When I read or
hear how Krsna is God, I don’t want to think, “This
may be a myth. It’s very hard to accept because there
are so many religions in the world claiming their God is
God, and they don’t think Krsna is God per se. He may
be an Indian cultural manifestation.” I can run here
and there preaching, but it’s more important that I be
convinced. One could say the only way I will get this
conviction is when Krsna becomes pleased with me and
the quickest way to catch His attention is to be a
preacher.

I agree. But there are ways to preach. It doesn’t
have to be on the stage at the summer camp. It cannot



be that for me. My health won’t tolerate it. I can’t live
like that anymore. I must find my way, Chota’s way.

Heschel is intellectual, involved, considers opinions
even by great Western philosophers and finally offers
the Jewish point of view. In his book, Passion for Truth,
he advocates what Kotzger and Kierkegaard said. I
don’t have time or capacity or desire to analyze it,
labor over it. But it is filled with themes relevant to our
ISKCON life. Maybe we needn’t bother with the moral
questions involved, the intensity of self-scrutiny. Maybe
it’s a deviation or distraction, like looking at the “clas-
sic trivia.” But I think there are sparks here. My mind
may be dull and limited and tend to go over the same
material. So I propose to occasionally write down a
fragment from Heschel and give a quick Krsna con-
scious fix on it, although I know this isn’t professional
philosophizing or even adequate.

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

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

Leave that for now, an incomplete thought. I also
noticed while pursuing this, that I fear too much rig-
orous thought will bring me a headache. So much of
what I do is shaped by that. Things have to go easy for
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me; I need to go with a flow and not create opposition.
Find truth naturally in Bhagavad-gita. This morning I
felt sweetness in coming close to Krsna in the Gita. In
Heschel, I sensed more opposition and a difficulty. I
know his teachers specialize in difficulty. Spiritual life
isn’t easy. But it és also easy. It’s the path of Garuda, on
his wings. Srila Prabhupada says that b1g speculators
fail to attain perfection in devotional service. (“Too in-
telligent for his own good,” was Bhakta Fergus’s com-
ment when he peeked into Nietzsche.) Srila Prabhu-
pada: “The path of devotional service is undoubtedly
very difficult to follow, but it becomes very easy if the
candidate actually wants to follow the path of the
mahdjana. In this age there is the path of Sri Caitanya
Mahaprabhu, who appeared to deliver all fallen souls.

This path is so simple and easy that everyone can take
to it by chanting the holy name of the Lord. Harer
nama harer nama . . . We are very satisfied that this path
is being opened by this Krsna consciousness movement
because so many European and American boys and
girls are taking this philosophy seriously and gradually
attaining perfection” (5.14.42, purport).

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

35



As far as a Krsna conscious relation—“Of secret
things I am silence” (Bg. 10.38). Srila Prabhupada:
“Among the confidential activities of hearing, thinking
and meditating, silence is most important because by
silence one can make progress very quickly.”

They said, “Only five devotees are at the temple.
They're all here at the camp. So come here.” But it’s
not true. They were maybe 25 devotees here for class.
One woman in Western dress asked, “Why does Krsna
sometimes respond to our difficulties with relief only
after a long time?” I said He is not slow or neglectful. It
is we who are slow to see Him acting in our favor,
which He may do in many ways. Have faith whatever
He does, it’s for our own good. Profound concepts of
the pure devotee’s awareness of Krsna in his life at all
times. I can’t claim to know this by realization. But I
spoke the ideal teachings, the ideal examples and what



e

I believe (by hearing) is the care and protection the
Lord affords to all His devotees. As I spoke—it was the
next to last question after an hour of lecturing—my
head pain was beginning. I lingered on the answer to
her question and then took one more. A smiling, very
young man asked, “What is the meaning of second initi-
ation?” I said I couldn’t answer such a topic at the tag
end of a lecture. See you later.

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

From A Passion for Truth: “While self-love or self-

interest may be regarded as a legitimate component in
the love one’s fellow man, it is incompatible with the
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love of God. If purity of heart is to wield one thing, and
that is to be the love of God, then desires must be
excluded, particularly erotic desire, Kotzger and Kier-
kegaard agreed.”

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

What to do about one’s inability to attain to that
stage? We say, “It’s a gradual process.” I like to write
books and I hope Krsna will like it and accept it as an
offering. I don’t know what He wants of me in that
regard; whether He might want me to give up that par-
ticular satisfaction of writing, or the solace of privacy.
And if I did know, would I be able to surrender? It’s
very hard to know. We accept what Srila Prabhupada
said, but now, who can you trust in that way, especially
in very particular and personal affairs?

De Kotzger discussion reminds me that we some-
times say things that are too heavy in mood for the
devotees to accept. Srila Prabhupada presented Krsna
consciousness sternly but with great optimism in the
ability of the average devotee to attain the pure state.
We just have to follow the mahdjanas. The difficult be-
comes easy, by Lord Caitanya’s grace. That’s a signifi-
cant difference between Krsna consciousness and the
Jewish and Christian teachers, K and K. We mostly see
K and K as struggling and struggling. The devotee is
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dancing in kirtana. I admit it’s not easy. Inner motives,
inner dislikes of the “devotee” scene plague my mind.
Sometimes I cut through to expose this side of things
not only for myself but for others. But mostly we don’t
speak about it. Sure, there are dark and cynical things
in our hearts. But it’s nothing a good kirtana, prasada,
and Bhagavatam class can’t drive out.

Travel in hot summer days bring out the fact that
much of what we call happiness is in staving off natural
miseries. Relief in our parked van if it’s a cloudy day,
even for a few hours. Absence of mosquitoes.

I think maybe the swamis, Godbrothers, may come
here today, return from the camp. They say I can
expect about 150 congregational members at the 5
o’clock Sunday lecture in the temple and maybe 60
devotees. I think I may speak from Srila Prabhupada’s
Jaladuta experience, the poem he wrote in Boston. But
what if the Godbrothers return? We’ll see them and
talk with them, that’s what.

One said, “We tried to get in touch with you for a
month but you were on retreat.”

“No,” Madhu replied. “We were (preaching) in
Sicily.”

Busy temple life. Lunch supposed to be at 1 P.M.
Cook says, “It will be 1:30. What can I do? I'm all
alone.” At 1:15, M. gets called out for a phone call. I
busy myself with crayons. “God is color.” At 1:24, a brah-
macari knocks on the van. I go up to the window. He
says, “Prasadam is ready.” And I say, “Madhumangala
went for a phone call. As soon as he returns, I'll tell
him to go.” Then I go back and try to stay calm, not
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think of hot prasadam getting cold. Just accept what-
ever happens. Van surrounded by voices, temple life in
Slovania. A voice I can’t identify against side of van.
Language I don’t understand.

Classic trivia: “A cheetah can achieve running speed
of 60 mph (96.54 km).” In class this morning, I gave the
example Srila Prabhupada gave, that bhakti is like a
bicyclist catching onto the back of a truck and going
faster than he could than by pedaling—going under a
power beyond his own. We latch onto Krsna and go by
His power.

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

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

40



-

If they ask me how do you feel, I thought of saying,
“I feel happy, fulfilled (or say optimistic, satisfied, crea-
tive).” And then add, “Physically I am the same.” I need
to remind them of my weak health so they do not over-
run me.

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

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

Chief. Components. I mean to convey the irritable,
ruffled surface of life in the temple courtyard in van,
everything is going okay as long as I can deliver that
lecture, Srila Prabhupada coming to America. The rest
is my private stuff and maybe not so important, huh?

Post-lunch dream: TKG in US Naval officer uniform
with full regalia. I come walking toward him in the
ship’s passage wearing dungarees and dungaree shirt
of an enlisted man. There is a stain on TK’s jacket
around the breast. I look at it closely along with his
mother and him. He concludes the uniform is ruined
by that stain. I was wearing a brown shirt over my dun-
garee shirt and TK Maharaja thought for a moment I
was imitating an officer. Then I’'m putting on a US Na-
val ensign’s uniform and looking into the mirror. Just
in case Lieutenant Richardson comes and see me do-
ing this, he should know I am not imitating an officer—
the uniform belongs to someone else—maybe Ra-
vindra-svarapa’s son—and I am just trying it on.

Are these dreams of a former GBC man?

Now you are up in reality of day. Your Godbrothers
here from the camp, don’t think they are dying in anti-
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cipation to see you, you behind the doors of the white
van. At lecture time, they will see me . . . But it’s a fact
we don’t have an intimate love or friendship.

The lecture of Srila Prabhupada onboard the Jala-
duta. I'll start by holding up the book, then say, “Any-
one coming to ISKCON will notice that Srila Prabhu-
pada is the center of attraction (except for Lord Krs-
na), and he is the final authority. His leading disciples
quote him for their own authority. So if you want to
take to Krsna consciousness, you will be following Srila
Prabhupada and it should be done not blindly or dog-
matically but with acquaintance and gradually love for
His Divine Grace.” I'll say that and then say, “One good
way to get to know him is . . . reading his books, of
course, but also hearing about his life.” The lecture as-
sumes a shape. I'm keenly aware that some senior God-
brothers are listening, as well as the others in Slovania.
“For those coming to Krsna consciousness, knowledge
and appreciation of Srila Prabhupada is very impor-
tant.”
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Fan running from sky light and I'm in my own world,
hear only some loud parts of the bhajana-kirtana from
temple. Srila Prabhupada in the Bowery loft, June
1966, said he was always busy there, working alone,
something reading or writing, something reading or
writing, and when I feel hungry I take some food and
when I get tired I take a snap . . . you can ask Mr. Paul
(he will tell you these are my activities).

Me too in this van. But I’'ll come out with Jaladuta
Diany.

“Hello, hello.”

“Can we meet and talk?”

“Sure, why not?”

How to prepare for each onslaught?

Ecstatic time in a temple lecturing on Prabhupada.
Godbrothers were there and that added to the joy of
1t.

Some of my notes are like spoil sport complaining
compared to the mood I'd felt when speaking just
now. It seemed like the ecstasy just increased more and
more as I was able to explain the verses of Prabhu-
pada’s poem which he wrote in Boston.

The questions afterwards were also excellent. One
of them pushed me to describe further how Prabhu-
pada combined the qualities of humility and yet great
confidence. For an answer, I turned to Prabhupada’s
poem which he wrote at sea. He described himself as
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the via medium. Through him the great confidence
surged, the victory that would occur on the order of
Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati Thakura. And yet Prabhu-
pada himself felt unqualified. I quoted Krsnadasa Kavi-
raja Gosvami who said that as one has love of God, the
first symptom is that he feels he has none. Then a
young man with stumbling English asked an excellent
question. He said, “What’s the difference between a
neophyte devotee who has no love of God, thinks that
he has no love of God, and the advanced devotee who
thinks that way?” I said that even in the neophyte stage,
that spiritual poverty is a jewel and that he can increase
on it. It’s better than having no love of God and think-
ing that you do have love of God. When I finally fin-
ished, the audience burst into applause, which is may-
be something they do for all speakers here in formal
settings. It was nice. Then the translator announced
that I would sign copies of the Prabhupada biography
and people came up respectfully and I wrote their
names and signed the book and the date. Partly their
piety seems to come by their national situation and
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their lack of being very puffed up materially. It makes
me proud to be part of the Hare Krsna movement. It
also makes me think that my life of running and hiding,
trying to spend time alone to develop attraction to Pra-
bhupada’s books and writing to attain self-honesty—
these can be used profitably so that when I speak
about Prabhupada, you can come out with some solid-
ity and some freedom from pretense. I like to think
that I pay for it by spending time alone, achieving in-
tegrity.

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

Happiness: underarms of kirta soaked from sweating
while lecturing.
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July 31

Yesterday you signed your autograph in books. To-
day you are back to point one again, asking yourself
are you humble, do you have love for Krsna, and are
you compassionate to preach? I looked at my essay,
“Krsna Recognizes the Preacher,” to see why Saci-
nandana Swami said it was good. The main thing he
found inspiring was the quotes from Srila Prabhupada
The essay focuses on the Vaisnava’s compassmn and
quotes one of the best references to preaching in Srila
Prabhupada’s purports. It’s no wonder that one would
find this inspiring. It’s Lord Siva’s expression when he
went to swallow the ocean of poison to save the uni-
verse. “It is said that great personalities almost always
accept voluntary suffering because of the suffering of
people in general. This is considered the highest meth-
od of worshipping the Supreme Personality of God-
head who is present in everyone’s heart” (Bhag. 8.7.44).

I should never desert the preaching field. Srila Pra-
bhupada said he wanted to die on that field, like a war-
rior who dies in battle. How I may preach, whether by
writing, taking care of disciples, and how to do that—
these are important details. But somehow don’t forget
that people in general are suffering and Krsna con-
sciousness is great mercy for them. Take trouble to give
it to them.

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

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

You have to risk and suffer for helping others. I so
much like to avoid the dangers of Croatia and Serbia. I
want to travel on the autostrade. 1 ask for medical ex-
emption. Concessions for senior devotees. Treat me
gently, 'm a writer. Don’t intrude on my privacy be-
cause in solitude I'm preparing a nice message for the
people—so don’t strain me or subject me to the wear
and tear of socializing. Yeah, yeah.

The Beatles sang, “She loves you, yeah, yeah, yeah.”
I’'m a devotee, I'm an angel, a special writer, a jewel of
ISKCON, yeah, yeah, yeah. I've got bad ankle, bad
headache, good purpose in prose and poem, I read
poetry books to learn from them, and as for why my
eye goes flitting to the face and form of a pretty girl,
well—

She loves you
and you really should be glad
yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

Now this early hour in prose run-on. The young boys
and girls in this temple look up to us. Bow down to
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them too. M. and I have so much inside strategy to get
through the entanglements. It’s a fact people and sit-
uations can entangle you and before you know it, you
get a headache or your time is wasted. So you plan how
to get through it without offending anyone but not
getting caught up in their games and trips. I’ll give the
lecture if they ask.

It’s important to be vigilant, cautious. Srila Prabhu-
pada says that in the purport for today’s verse. Maha-
raja Bharata was somehow not vigilant, and so affec-
tion for a deer fawn entered his life and eventually
ruined his worship of the Supreme Lord. Be vigilant.
Therefore I joke about my lack of pure Krsna con-
sciousness.

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

Heschel says that Kotzger and Kierkegaard were
criticized for not being concerned with the sociopoli-
tical dimension of religion existence. They regarded in-
dividual choice in its purest form as the key issue. I
seem to have a kindred sympathy for that way of life. I
focus on myself. I thus imply that everyone should fo-
cus on the self, on purity of inner motives. We see how
motives can be corrupted even while carrying out reli-
gious duties. I want to talk on that if they ask me to give
the Srimad-Bhagavatam class.

Maharaja Bharata gave up things that are hard to
renounce, and he surrendered his life for the spiritual
cause. But then he redeveloped material attachment. I
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think many young persons, such as those here in Slo-
vania, come to Krsna consciousness and give up ca-
reers and girlfriends, etc. But in the guise of religious
life, our material desires may resurface. Srila Prabhu-
pada called this “hippie seeds.” Or he gave the example
of the bed bug who appears to be dead but at the right
season he bites again. Dangers: pride as a preacher or
devotee, faultfinding, misuse of facilities offered to a
preacher, lacksidy in chanting and hearing. Follow the
two tracks, bhagavata and padica-ratriki.

So you ask yourself, “Am I a hoax?” You catch your-
self at something. One writer called this “catching but-
terflies.” Like a butterfly hunter (unseemly analogy),
you are always looking to catch the absurd and the in-
consistent anarthas in yourself. Ah, there you go again,
being a nonsense. See it at an early stage; be prepared
to nip it in the bud. Be able to laugh at yourself.

Even teaching, always thinking of oneself as the
instructor, can be a wrong attitude. I try to write for
myself to escape that. One has to teach and be a crafty
person (“the art of teaching”) when lecturing. But
then give us relief from that. The teacher has to be a
student also. At least I crave that. A student of whom?
Of Srila Prabhupada, of course. I do that by reading
his books, repeating his philosophy in new ways, in my
own words. And I am a student also—of life. A student
because I admit I am not a master. The teacher as-
sumes that he is better, somehow, than the students in
his class. At least he usually doesn’t focus on his own
improvement at that time. Teaching could do this,
however; the teacher is also learning and remaining
humble.

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

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

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

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

Skip to m’Lou.

Now you have to go put in time on beads. You are
making some good endorsements on your own meth-
ods, brother. I see you doing it. Do you see that black
bear in the woods? Look ahead to your own future.
There’s a deathbed ahead and you may not even get
the comfort of a bed, but it could be a forest floor or
the street macadam. Prepare here. Last will. Scatter me
ashes in the Yamuna, please. And my bank balance to
the cause of ISKCON, ashes and sparks my words
among mankind.

Free-write must be based on a life of simple prayer
and that’s done right now by chanting.

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

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

Dream: A split appeared in a temple community. I
give up my position of controlling authority. But we
decide we will have to kill one group of devotees or
animals using some kind of gas spray. They hold up in
one part of the temple and resist us. We can’t seem to
kill them.

I overhear two devotees talking outside, deciding
who will be the new authority. They notice I'm listen-
ing. I tell them don’t worry about me. I want to be re-
placed. It’s just a matter of who will replace me. I
explain to them how in the absence of authority a
country is turned over to the robbers as is explained in
the Bhagavatam. And now this temple has fallen into
chaos and I admit we have resorted to bizarre actions.

Tolerate being insulted by rude devotee. Don’t
brandish a knife. Give him a milk sweet.

Aside from what this dream may mean specifically, it
indicates to me the difference between public attitudes
in temple behavior and private thoughts.

Break loose in language. You are your own main
reader and you are willing and able to follow this when
you read it. Let it jump. Why? Because it is necessary to
get beyond the routine.

But aren’t appearances important? Don’t we need
to give devotees a straight presentation? What is the
Jjustification of this other?
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I told you. It’s private. Even so, it’s coming out Krsna
conscious, sort of.

I don’t know.

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

Srila Prabhupada says be very cautious. A little inat-
tention can lead to havoc.

There’s a stooly odor in the rear of the van, comes
from the toilet.

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

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

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

Question in class: How can ISKCON devotees pre-
pare themselves for marriage?

What do I know?
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Brr, brr. The forest is cold. The sentences are sup-
posed to make sense. But I don’t want to be confined
to that or else it’s just telling you a re-hash of what M.
and I have already discussed, which is mostly plotting
our way through the forest of social etiquette. If I
don’t give the evening lecture, will I have to attend it?
At lunch, if he asks me where I was before coming here
or where am I going next, what is the best reply?

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

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

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

In this van
I hide the day
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is hot but I'm a cool guy

hiding out,

in courtyard nestled, the
buildings on either side inhabited
by bright and gentle and innocent
young devotees of ISKCON

whose gurus tell them

chant Hare Krsna and if Satsvarapa comes
(or someone in his category)

give him a nice reception—he
may use my room or phone

but don’t expect him to fire

you up so much for book
distribution. For that you

need me.

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

What about lust? he asks.

Lust? Lust? Oh, it’s a bust

I say. Forget it. It brings

anger the all-devouring enemy

of the soul.

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

What made you happy?
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I cannot recall. Then recall now. The breakfast did
not make me happy. That made a distinct impression
on me, but I felt tongue-disappointed. He did not pre-
pare figs but I think it was my mind as well, dissatisfied
and could not feel perked up by taste of hot cereal
with milk and honey. Either too sweet or not sweet
enough, that was the problem. You better find your
happiness in something eternal.

Lunch won’t be so happy either because it’s a social
affair.

Happy, important—a little rest. This guy or beyond
this guy.

Svevo seems out of it, hardly a trace of him. Don’t
want to write of me before I was a devotee. And I'm
not any “Svevo” now, so it’s just dropped. You seem
most interested in A Passion for Truth but afraid it won’t
look good in your book if you get into that too much.
It will be another Satsvarupa trip—leading us into
something not exactly the Gaudiya sampradaya.

But it’s a cogent discussion of truth, truth-seeking,
and I'm interested in that and can give the Krsna con-
scious version. Don’t boycott it.

But . . . hey, watch out, no one is going to see this.
Don’t want bad times. Mediocre sort of fellow getting
ready to pretend. He’s on guard in social lunch. Can’t
speak his mind. Just eat some peas or bread with
adhesive-held teeth and don’t tell him your soul but
carefully calculated points in sensible and interested
talk. Fortunately we say in Vaisnava circles that talk
during lunch should be light and not controversial.
Get through it, return to your van.

. 1:06 P.M.
You know I think your little life reads well later if
rendered honestly in detail. Is it Krsna conscious
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enough? Well, the falling short is poignant. I can’t help
but reflect worldly stuff, how I learned to read and
write and imbibe literature. Words like stuff, poignant,
reflect, practically every single one, I learned them in
some school or context and it comes out now. You
can’t invent language. You borrow it all. So you are not
unique, original when you write.

But your soul is unique. You write, therefore, your
life as best you can and it may approach real self.
What’s the benefit of that?

You know. You want to love Krsna, tired of cliches,
can’t break through the norms of mediocre—but even
that word and that idea is borrowed. When you repeat
parampara, that’s not borrowed, it’s not like you are
being influenced by sastra and Srila Prabhupada. Rather,
you are repeating them without change. You are a lov-
ing tape recorder. But still, that is to be done in your
own words.

Shit and bathe. Put on tilaka, wait 20 minutes and go
up for the social scene. By 5 A.M. tomorrow we hope to
be rolling again, on our own up for a couple of days.

Nothing turns out quite as you anticipate it. So does
that mean that death and a next life—?

You’ll see. Or you won'’t see. The consciousness will
dim out and will come on again and it may not (will
not) be the same, not son of Steve Guarino again born
in Queens, December 1939. New, new something. But
self is same. You can’t expect to understand it. Don’t
try the ascending method. Yet you write in attempt to
be non-canned, not cliche-ridden. That’s an effort.

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

Now it’s 1:14. Gab. Gab. Maybe you’ll be able to
spontaneously say some good things with a Godbroth-
er. Respect him in his innocence and faith in ISKCON,
in his surrender to it. You are alike, two blokes; if one
of you lectures it’s not that different than the other. So
talk with him and be with him. Don’t make such an
obvious show of guarding your inner self from him but
make it look like “What you see is all there is.” I don’t
need to imply, “There’s more to me than meets the
eye. I'm a writer of private books.” That’s obvious, that
we have our own hidden self that dreams and that is
withheld from view of brothers.

5:30 P.M.

I told M. a recap on the social lunch and prefer not
to retell it here although it goes through my mind. He
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spoke at length on the virtues of Covey’s Seven Habits of
Very Efffective People. Said the author makes $40,000 a day
when he lectures. The methods of psychology can be
used in Krsna consciousness. We spoke how cheating
lines on book distribution have hurt our movement.
Sad to hear dwindling and oppression of our move-
ment in Russia. Sad to think we don’t learn lessons, are
not a fast growing religion like Jehovah’s Witnesses and
Mormons who agree to go door to door when they get
baptized. He squeezed two lemons on his meal but I
didn’t get one; didn’t speak up. I did ask at the end, “Is
there a sweet?” The vice president came to the door
and decisively said, “There is no sweet.” My Godbroth-
er didn’t settle for that and asked why they didn’t serve
the Lord a sweet. (I hoped the vice president didn’t
think by “the Lord” he meant us.) The v.p. said, “May-
be because we worship a painting of Pafica-tattva, we
don’t think of Him as a Deity.” The Godbrother didn’t
settle for that either. They later brought us sweets they
found in the fridge.

I didn’t get a headache. I insisted that he give the
Gita class tonight which begins about 8 and it’s my pen-
ance to stay up for it. He said what I am doing, travel-
ing as a sadhu and lecturing, is good service. I like that.
He asked if I wanted a copy of Seven Habits, and I mum-
bled that I don’t read many things. . .

So there. It leaves some sadness, some irony and wish
to move on in time so it will be my bedtime and get up
not too late tomorrow.

Wave the flag of the little life. Here are my seven
habits, jokingly, as quick as they come from my hand
and gauche slow wink:

1) to not get headaches

2) to write timed books



3) to read Bhagavad-gita and love it and not read
much else

4) to lie down when I am tired

5) to be a devotee of Hare Krsna and wear saffron

6) to give up bad things

7) to memorize a Sloka per day, seven in a week, nev-
er to eat pies or bananas or tell any lies

8) to abandon—something

That'’s it.
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August 1

2 AM.

I have been trying to take a new attitude toward my

old pain. Don’t resent it or fear it. Don’t even wish it

goes away. See it as sent by Krsna and as an oppor-

tunity to think of Him. But here it is again, impinging
on my desire to read Bhagavad-gita As It Is and to write.
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You do wish it would go away. It would be a relief,
“Ah, it has subsided.” Like the end of a traffic jam and
now you can go forward and flow. But in a subterrane-
an way I can try to commune with the Lord in the spirit
of the tat te nukampam verse. I'm getting off lightly. It is
a token of karma. The material world is a place of
misery.
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I went to rest last night—not attending the Gita class
lecture of my Godbrother—with only a small headache
in the early stage. Then I had a dream that I was
dressed in suit and tie and walking through the streets
of Great Kills Village. It was about 8 A.M. on a Sunday. I
heard coming from the other direction some drunken,
menacing singing from members of a young men’s
gang. They had been up all night. Some were singing,
“A hundred bottles of beer on the wall, if one of those
bottles would happen to fall, there’d be 99 bottles of
beer on the wall.” I thought of walking quickly in an-
other direction so they wouldn’t see me, but it was too
late. I had to pass by in their sight. It seemed they
would leave me alone, respecting that I was returning
from Sunday morning Mass. Some of them were blood-
ied. They had a gang leader. One old man in their
group objected to something in my appearance or
behavior. I tried to appease him saying we were like-
minded. Then I woke up and discovered a sharper
head pain. It canceled my early morning plans to rise
at midnight and read and then write and then chant
and then attend marigala-arati and lead the singing and
then be fit and happy for the drive. Things don’t go as
you plan. I probably shouldn’t even be writing this, it
make provoke more pain. But I want to keep my mara-
thon moving, and learn to enter deeper, spontaneous
states. The marathon is the writing itself, so I can’t al-
low the time to pass in silence; it’s my service. Also I
wanted to state something about my approach to see-
ing pain in a positive way. At least we are not driving as
previously planned today to see a prana therapy doctor
in Switzerland. My prana doctor is Srila Prabhupada
and Lord Krsna and I will try to think in that way. No
other cure except getting the spiritual body and going
back to Godhead. But also, healthier habits in this life.
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It’s important for me to write the mixture of abso-
lute truth and my perception of the world through
imperfect senses and intelligence. People may criticize
me for mixing it and presenting it as if it’s Vaisnava
literature.

I reply (for myself) that if I can go deeper with this,
the mixture can bring me to surrender unto Krsna. If
we look closely, we will find many §astric statements
also contain this mixture. Even examples to describe
Lord Krsna’s beauty and pastimes are analogies from
the material world. We are spirit souls but we now live
in the material world and can’t help but see what goes
on. Krsna says the liberated soul sees everything in
Krsna and sees Krsna everywhere. I hope for that vi-
sion. But now I'm bombarded.

When I can concisely write down a dream I had, it
seems a victory. When I can present honestly a mixture
of absolute truth and sense perception, it seems like a
gain, an addition to the Krsna consciousness move-
ment. And if I can present it clearly, then it’s a presen-
tation of Krsna consciousness through the art of writ-
ing. They may call this a Pyrrhic victory and say that
whatever I have gained I have lost the essence of
straight Krsna consciousness. But I disagree. If I can go
deep and remain pure and simple, the mixture won’t
be vain aesthetics or literary vanity. I pray for Lord
Krsna’s protection as I take some inevitable risks.

8:30 A.M.

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

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

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

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

but stay on the track.

He don’t accept me, he says, as absolute anymore.
What does absolute mean? That whatever I said, he ac-
cepted as true. He could do that if he believed the
parampara, Srila Prabhupada and the previous aciryas
and Vedic Sastras are absolute. But he doesn’t believe
that anymore. He says nondevotees may be more
evolved than devotees. I agree not every Hare Krsna
member is so deeply committed to the truth, to love of
God. But a deeply committed and realized devotee like
Riipa Gosvami and Srila Prabhupada knows more than
any highly evolved nondevotee. So you don’t accept
me as absolute anymore. You see me as just an ascetic.
And I seeyou ... and it hurt.
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Autostrade

This book is not being written at a retreat. There

should be some flavor of the road in it. Or I could

imagine I'm at a writing retreat, that house in Puerto

Rico and everyone leaves me alone. I write a story. You

wouldn’t know this was penned while moving 60 miles
an hour in the back of the van.

You get interrupted. The van stops. What’s up? Are
we in a traffic jam? Do I have to do something?

Surface: Khaki shorts. Sannyasi Godbrother wears
shorts and shoes, goes jogging everyday, what’s it to ya?

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

Krsna consciousness movement goes slow, repeats
same mistakes of burning out the public with ruthless

64

o



tactics of book distribution. They see the cult as made
of cheaters. One way to stop this is have seminars and
train the leaders. Impress on them how costly it is.
Better to be aware of quality, not just quantity. They
may not agree. Push on book distribution. Another ap-
proach is to quietly visit temples, speak on what Srila
Prabhupada writes in the purports, read his books
daily and write these books.

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

You bend over. You lie down. You stay away from.
The temple life in Slovania was a surprise in that senior
devotees were visiting. I interacted okay. They will say
to others, “He’s in the same ballpark as we.” And I saw
that I'm doing what’s regarded as simple sannyasi duty
and it’s approvable, although not regarded as tremen-
dous work to bring about change. Or some may say it
is. According to his book of seven habits, we empower
other people and forces to live our lives. We do what
pleases them. This is not good. But neither should we
go to the other extreme acting independent. He said
there is a quadrant of behavior divided into urgent-im-
portant, urgent-not important, not urgent-not impor-
tant, and not urgentimportant. Mostly, he said, we act
in crisis management and do urgent things but best is
not urgent-important. I guess reading of Srila Prabhu-
pada’s books and my own writing is not urgent-impor-
tant. So I'm okay?

I won’t get the book to find out more.

Stop for half a moment and the guy behind you

beeps his horn. Roll on, find a campground, shade
tree, please, we’ve got money, give us shade. Under

65



that shade I’ll read and write non-urgent-important.
Yes, I too have to watch out I don’t escape to non-
urgent-non-important trivia.

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

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

Get past that guy who writes.
But it takes so much
acceleration,

it will give me a head-

ache, I fear.

Apply wet rag to head.

One for Madhu too.

He’s passionately

seeking the campground and I'm
passionately seeking the
cigar?

No, the emblem, bull’s eye
of modern prose.

What they don’t know.

Do you like it?
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If someone were to ask me, “What are you looking
forward to in your life?” I'd say, “To getting up at mid-
night after a nice rest and going to read Bhagavad-gita
an hour in quiet, with notes and then writing in that
atmosphere. Feeling Krsna, the instructor-guru, the
divine friend, the all-in-all is with me. He’s in the book
directly and personally and He’s in your heart in a
friendly way. He never leaves you even though you for-
get Him. May He keep me aware of Him. Zaney, want
to surrender and even before I do, to help others.
That’s what’s nice about preaching. You can do it even
before you are perfect.” ‘

We went around and around, got trapped to return
to the autostrade before we found entrance to camp-
ground. The office just closed for Italian lunch hours,
12:30-3, but M. somehow roused up a white-haired wo-
man to enter the office. I am watching this from the
van. You have to pay for bringing your dog here. Tat-
tered American flag. Passport. Shade? Now we drive in-
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to the heart of the place, packed with campers, beware
of loose, exposed young flesh. I look out just so I can
decide it’s better to stay in back of van, my cell, my
reading booth.

Surrounded by radios and T.V.s, we turn on our
motor fan and drown it out.

5:15 P.M.
Fan motor blots out the world. Small space we live
in. If you had to stay here all the time in solitary con-
finement, you’d go bats. Imagine, writing, pushing the
microtapes out of small opening in the door, receiving
a plate of food through that opening, never going out-
side. You have all of Srila Prabhupada’s books and
tapes here and you can chant on your beads and write.
Maybe people write you letters and you reply. They
even publish your books and the books you write start
telling about the strange, limited existence in a space
about 12 feet by 4 feet. Could you do it if you had to?
Srila Prabhupada said he stays indoors and he’s satis-
fied with that knowing that he could go out if he want-
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ed. But if he had to stay indoors, he’d feel imprisoned.
He gave this as an analogy but I forget it.

We pass over some things that occur to your mind.
Teeth loose. Poor people who read you get weary of
same old particulars. Tell them, “I’ll be dead soon
enough, folks. Then this show will be over. Sorry for
the repeats.”

So you can make up something but you prefer not
to.

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

She split her sides laughing

the poet in the grave.

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

liver for the work it does.

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

it all function, why not pray
direct to Supreme Person?

That’s what I say.

Don’t eat all afternoon, don’t hear nondevotee mu-
sic or read their books or go out and look around at
their scene, have faith and keep on going.

This is the summer marathon. At the last place I
went, I heard severe criticism of certain lying tactics
used by book distributors. After all these years it’s still a
controversy. But next temple, Zurich, is world famous
in ISKCON for top scores and book distribution. I'll go
there and hear respectfully something of their spirit.
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Or will I? I'll mostly stay to myself and prepare the
lectures. Srila Prabhupada doesn’t directly talk much
about book distribution or “sarkirtana stories,” and my
talks are review and enlargements of what he says in a
particular purport. But if the sankirtana men have
something to say about book distribution’s glories, I'll
hear it and not bring up those criticisms I just heard.

This is the summer marathon. You keep going, ap-
proaching new sentences. Try to convey Krsna con-
sciousness from your heart and memory. I read how
Lord Krsna sat atop Garuda with Satyabhama beside
Him and He killed all Narakasura’s soldiers with incon-
ceivable display of military might.

This is the summer marathon. I avoid killing insects
as much as possible but sometimes it happens and one
appears in a bath tub and you don’t take time to pick
him out and he goes down the drain. You could have
taken more care like the ex-hunter Mrgrari who
brushed ants out of the way so he wouldn’t step on
them. Don’t burn your votive candle in a place where
moths fly into it. They have a right to live. You are
counting 21 days for this book and figure to write
many more, but an insect may not live even 21 days. Yet
you shouldn’t cut his life any shorter.

Summer marathon, Madhu chanting his rounds at
night, he drove seven hours this morning. I'm resting, I
told you. I'm avoiding subjects that don’t seem suit-
able.

What made you happy? That headache went down.
The quick getaway from temple at end of tulasi-arati.
The fact we crossed the border early (it seems so long
ago). The morning and the rest I was able to take on
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my cot, fact I wrote some while van was speeding along,
relieved (if not happy) that we reached our destina-
tion, a campground, and that we have all day tomor-
row with no duties except my private reading, chant-
ing, and writing. Happy to be a devotee and aloof from
many contentious struggles and disagreements about
this movement’s slow progress and also aloof from
sociopolitics of the material world. It’s important to
stay away from material influences or they leak into
your writing, your life, and dreams.

Sarny mariti, summer morn, summery merry, thong
of bath slipper. merry thong, merry song, summer mid-
summer’s night dream . . .

I’'m aware it’s 50th anniversary of World War II and
100th of Srila Prabhupada.

You keep atit.

Right now reduce moment to what is here in present
in this van space, fan motor above head, M. chanting
Japanext door, stay focused on a limited specter. Krsna
is here, this is your day what little is left of it. Select the
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best. Krsna, Krsna, the holy names said in chest in jest
and even inattentively have great power. I want to be
free of distractions to write a song of Krsna conscious-
ness, recalling good times I've spent as Swami’s student
and finding it right now.

Tomorrow may be a longer chapter reposed in
Como. You can tell whatever comes, the blank noise,
the blank wall, the Krsna conscious version of Zazen,
avoid all Christian centering when nothing comes and
you go on writing. You beg, you say, but even that is
just a word, a pen scratch, hoping to find a self that
feels real, your pen scratch, a trace of love, time pass-
ing, couscous, I’ll do a little exercise before anyone is
out and then the rest of the day in here.
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August 2

1:21 AM.
You are serving Krsna and the devotees by your
services of hearing His words and trying to enter them
with devotion. As you do it yourself, you tell others this
is valuable. You are a lecturer, that’s a sannyasi’s duty;
also a sannyasi should write. Then what to write? In
honesty, you are forced to speak of your experience of
emphasis on chanting and hearing. Since I myself am
not involved in rural development, in the training of
ISKCON members in terms of community and temple
organization, in public affairs, book distribution, etc., I
can’t speak of these in a way to advocate any point of
view over another. I don’t enter controversies or try to
push causes. I try to push the cause of bhakti itself and
the need to dedicate our lives and not fall prey to
maya. 1 realize the dimensions of social organization
and public affairs are important in spiritual life, but it
doesn’t seem wrong to me that I, and at least some
sannyasis and other devotees, do not concern ourselves
much with that. We become fully absorbed in our own
practices and thus become a resource for others, for
busy householders struggling to make money and
maintain family life, and to pro-active managers. We re-
mind everyone to remember Krsna by sravanam-kirta-
nam. Thus we preach to the family of devotees.

Hare Krsna Hare Krsna. In the van I have to whisper

my first rounds so as not to wake up my companion.
Bring those mantras somehow to the forefront of your
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consciousness; dwell in them. Make this mental and
prayerful effort. \

Krsna, Krsna. What else happened in Los Angeles? I
am curious to know the result of the GBC resolution
worldwide. Did you hear about the health of a sannyas:
who went to the hospital? What about the one who
went out of external circulation? What’s the latest
about this and that? I tell myself don’t be so curious.
Essential news of this world will eventually reach you,
although not with the speed it goes to those who
monitor COM and LINK. I try to tune in again and
again to what Krsna is doing in Srimad-Bhagavatam. And
now I propose to read Srila Prabhupada’s letters, start-
ing from 1967 because I'm curious to savor his sweet-
ness in personal dealings with disciples, his care for
them, his teaching, and his pushing them to preach
and expand ISKCON. Curious to read the eternal
Sastra and the life and teachings of our found-acarya.

Be a source person.

Linking process, devotional service.
You are a be-bopper, a kind soul, one who gets
awake early, you could sleep more, I know.

Svevo entered the deep precincts. He created indigo
coloring works. He drew lines and circles and then saw
in them possible pictures he could develop. Usually he
settled for some simple, cartoony human or animal fig-
ures. Brought them into shape. Sat back and watched
it, firmed it, and colored it.

Inner life, inner vision cannot be so easily depicted.

I dreamt one after another of prize fight matches.
We saw each contestant and their particular appeal.
Some of them seemed not so strong or young or likely
to win. But someone always won. Why should I dream
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of persons who never existed, whom I never met, these
prize fighters and their fans and the contests, dreaming
it seemed a long series of these fights and the opinions
and interests of the spectators of the gladiators? What
does it signify to me? That I too am one of the fighters,
am old, an unlikely one, build as part of a night’s enter-
tainment as I square off to battle someone? As I travel
and encounter ISKCON situations, temples and per-
sons, is it like that, a series of boxing matches? Do I
want this sporting life? How long can an old fellow
keep it up in the life of a boxing ring?

Devotion to Krsna, as He teaches in Ninth Chapter,
especially verses 29-34. I can’t bring it out in classes
when I lecture. Something escapes me as I read or lec-
ture, I’'m aware of that. The love, the bhakti, which Krs-
na says is the main ingredient in every offering—do I
know it? This is a typical question I ask myself. I ask it
sincerely and sometimes rhetorically for all of us. I say
this we must do, act with devotion, and now scrutinize
whether we do this or perform devotional activities
thoughtlessly or with wrong motives.

A - O ) arvey ce
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We serve the Lord almighty. Then we rest after ener-
gy is expended. But Krsna Himself doesn’t expend or
need to replenish Himself.

Campground finally quiet. Several times I hear dif-
ferent burglar systems go off, then they quieted. Peo-
ple living very closely to one another, tent by tent,
camper by camper. Breathing in the night air of sum-
mer. Then get up and putter around, try to control
your kids. Then we move on . . .

Krsna vision, Bhaktivedanta Manor and villa and desa
and cultural hall and library and T-shirt. T-shirts in Slo-
vania worn by young boys. One shows the arching capi-
tol M of McDonald’s hamburger stores and then the
word “Murder.” You get an odd impression seeing so
many young men with the word “murder” boldly on
their shirts. And another, “Have mercy on the ani-
mals,” and on the back a photo of a boy embracing a
calf and the words, “Don’t eat my friend.” T-shirt cul-
ture. Girls with young, firm breasts. Boys with their
hands in their pockets. Sannyasi with a big belly. One
with secret practices, all with secret practices of the ca-
joling, chortling, and fearful mind. Behavior symptoms,
patterns, and talk and finally you run out of time.

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

Transcribe the poet’s experience. Straight back,
sore buttocks, quotas, compilations, reviews, avoid the
big guys. Beat-thump, thump-thump, the rhythmic
heart. Better not bring into your mind anything that
will avert you from Krsna consciousness. Then memo-
rize again some verses. You don’t give your digester any
rest. The little heart muscle, like a generator engine,
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has to pump and never miss or stop—if it does, then
you die. Your whole show-effort is over and what really
matters then? It’s what you’ve done. Devotional service
is never lost. It’s added up and likely not 100% this life-
time. If you don’t have full faith and devotion in Krsna
and the spiritual world, how can you expect to go
there?

You see your own lack and falling short. The method
to improve is more applied sadhana. But Krsna’s mercy
is the main ingredient. Can you act to attract that
sooner?

10:30 A.M.

Day by day, you portion out your own existence,
with pitifully small awareness. The goal you say you
want, love of Krsna, in such a degree that it will carry
you at once back to Godhead, seems far off. You seem
to have to settle for something less. I’m not even brok-
en-hearted by that. You want peace of mind and posi-
tive attitude—and Srila Prabhupada seems to teach
that optimism—and so you don’t weep or bemoan.
You don’t care so much, it seems. You mostly care to
keep up at least the little devotion you do have, at-
tachment and obedience to vaidhi rules. For example, I
Jjust read the Tenth Canto chapter, “Krsna Teases Ruk-
mini.” It is sublime. I read it as a faithful follower. I did
that. But . . . just one chapter. Nor do the implications
for my own life strike me with force, such as why don’t
I have intense devotion for the Lord as does Srimati
Rukmini? Why don’t I at least love more to hear this
pastime or any pastime? Why doesn t move me more
and satisfy me more?

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

Write, write the purpose

is told

he wants to be bold

but cannot because he truly

hasn’t got what it takes,

never did,

and so should admit it at least.

But how different we are from the campers in this
campground. At least our concern is krsna-bhakti, or
our lack of it. Allude to it in private writing or mention
it in a passing way in a temple lecture, without sound-
ing a heavy, depressive note. Alas, we are far away from
the goal, or at least I am. And have no great wish to
rouse myself.

Want gentle treatment; not willing to strain. I may be
picking up some of this from looking at K and K.

They condemn the mediocre, compromising prac-
tice of their religion. What they say sounds harsh to
me, selling short the importance of the Vaisnava’s mer-
cy and the power of performing simple service in a
happy mood. There’s even a hint of doubt in their
negativity, as to why a devotee can’t make the supreme
effort to achieve surrender and give up all other pur-
suits except loving service to God. They are not clear in
their relationship with God or they are speculative,
breaking new ground. We don’t break new ground; we
say it’s all been charted by the munificent, expert pre-
vious acaryas, especially those in Caitanya-sampradaya.
Yes, we may be sunk in complacence and that’s not
good. But . . . don’t dwell in it. Sing and chant japa and
serve . . .
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Grr, brr, be pardoned awhile. Tune into the words
willing to come, more than your intellect or philoso-
phy. Dance . . . I hear the French speaking out back of
this van, young and old bodies. One in the distance, is
it the chest of a man or a woman, person lying on back
sunbathing? Do we have to leave here tonight because
they don’t allow you out of the camp before 7:30 A.M.?

Please, my heart flutters as in a jazz tune or bath tub,
Carroll’s nonsense, moment of no-meaning into Zen
haiku, bird on branch—I do see relief too in similar
way, call it breakthrough in writing. Remember you’d
take a word and see what it set off in you?

Parson. You can cluster with it. Parson leads to
pardon, to parsimonious, to persimmon. Persons and
prisms.

In person we saw the Rheingold girl. The poll as to
who was the Rheingold girl each year. Memory trip.
What is true and good? Let it go and pick up new
thread.

Parson Jones, a country preacher marries you in the
song “Winter Wonderland.” Parson—pardon me and
pardon my persliflage, small talk.

Leave trails and explosions like that. A little morning
exercise. Keeping private, we will travel as if with some
powder like gold or magic dust kept in a box. We open
it occasionally, not like sniffing a drug or calling on
hallucination. Then? A mystic doctrine? A personal se-
cret? A hope springing from the unconscious which
you cannot even express?

Something . . . drive and park in gas station parking
lots. Supply of new and used ear plugs. So many things
we use in our control, plug into, eat, “heart of the
palm tree” and couscous.
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Heart of the palm. Self, tongue, eating, scheduled
routine. I don’t want to rip up anything, just tell my
moral tales and

skip

skip to M’lou.

It should more interesting, a road book and maybe
less calm and with less continued train of thought.
More outward adventure you will get. Maybe less dar-
ing at heart of honest. I’ll have to camouflage so I
don’t express an offensive feeling to a brother I may
meet or in a temple. But don’t be too much like that,
please.

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

We are impersonal and unfeeling in ISKCON, he
said. Yes, yes, I replied politely. We say this so often it’s
a cliche. I don’t even desire more loving friendship
with them because how do you do it, in 2 mundane
way based on what Scott Peck or Mr. Covey says?

Can’t give me love,

etc.

they sang.

Love, love. I would like love of God, it seems. But
can’t pay the price. That significant verse—buy love of
God in the market right away but the price is laulyam,
not attainable for many lives. That says it.

Here at least you pick-axe at it. Your feeble shovel
digs at it. I don’t want love as they’re talking of it. I
want not self-love, however, in false ego sense.
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Thought (still do)

that love would come down
like suddha-sattva

while I chant and read
catching me unaware and
in meantime one is so busy
fending, keeping the bee
outside the van,

putting in ear plugs, waiting
for another meal and ability
to pass stool, to travel to
France and Ireland—it takes
all your attention sometimes and
you don’t concern yourself
with love of God.

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

Krsna Krsna Krsna Krsna he.

verse II in Kings 3:15:
As the minstrel played, the spirit of God came upon
him, “was rendered in this way by the Great Maggid:
When the minstrel was like the instrument—free of selfcon-
sciousness—the spirit of God came upon him. Only when,
like the instrument, the minstrel is neither self-seek-
ing nor self-conscious, can the spirit of God come
upon him.

—A Passion for Truth, p. 136

12 noon

I just listened to “The Clown,” Jean Shepherd telling
his story with Charlie Mingus band playing as back-
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ground. I had the tape with me and was putting off
playing it, thinking that it was maya. So I finally heard it
in a hiding way, listening on the earphones. It had a
positive, moving effect on me. I had a pretty good
memory of the whole thing, but the rehearing sur-
prised me. Shepherd wasn’t blatant, he was under-
spoken almost. He had a sad story to tell, one with a
negative view of humankind. One thing that caught my
attention was that I had a better understanding of jazz
in connection with the sad story that Shepherd was
telling. That is, jazz musicians play blues—that means
they have immersed themselves in the sadness and hard
times of life, which they almost claim as their birthright
as black people being mistreated in the white world, as
well as the fact that we all get hard knocks who live in
this material world—and they turn this blues reality in-
to a upbeat music. The music is entirely made up of
the bad news of life and yet it somehow shines happily,
is peppy, upbeat, and sings. It sings the sad life in a way
that makes us feel some kind of relief. That’s the pur-
pose of art. So the music was like the art of blues, and
the Shepherd story was a mark of philosophical com-
mentary on the nature of man. Of course, it was his
own story because he is a comic as well as a social com-
mentator. As he says about the clown, “All he wanted
out of life was to make people laugh.” And so the
clown learned that people laugh to see your pain and
your misfortune. That’s very funny to them. One who
learns this learns a kind of ultimate message, “He really
knew now, he really knew.”

What has this got to do with Krsna consciousness?
Perhaps nothing directly. But the reason why I wanted
to hear it again was to see if I could get some hints for
my radio shows type of talking. Also I think I gained
something by this understanding of blues. Because, as
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strange as it sounds, there’s a kind of ISKCON blues or
blues for the Krsna conscious sadhaka. I remember
Hayagriva writing a poem something about brahmacari
blues. We try to become Krsna conscious, we try to be-
come perfect, but we fail. We remain earthbound, we
still have our material desires after so many years of try-
ing. And the Krsna consciousness movement seems to
be going backwards sometimes, keeps repeating mis-
takes, and people leave it saying there’s no love here,
and so on. So there’s plenty of falling short and unhap-
piness and we have to admit a kind of dose of negativity
even in our perfect philosophy. The philosophy is per-
fect, but we remain imperfect. When Subhananda dasa
(Steve Goldberg) left ISKCON, he gave a parting kick
with an essay he wrote, “The Fading of Utopia.” So
maybe it’s true that a utopia has to fade, the miscon-
ception of how easily we would attain the perfect soci-
ety in ISKCON, but we can know make blues music,
real expression of our heart-felt attempt and determi-
nation to continue practicing Krsna consciousness,
despite all the discrepancies. I would like to be able to
express that cry more earnestly and maybe more fre-
quently. But does it include admitting maya into your
life? That I would not want to do. Listening to “The
Clown” is a rare exception in my daily practices. I want
to hear explicit Krsna consciousness in Prabhupada’s
books and teachings. But I want to be able to tell of
ours struggles in a way that won’t be just some more
ISKCON debate and #stha-gosthi, but something like that
music, alto sax, laughing and crying trombone, steady
beat.

3 P.M.
Whirr, whirr, mechanical sound of twin fans drowns
out chatter and song and radio of surrounding camp-
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ers. Don’t know if we’ll stay here for the night or have
to quickly pick up and cross over border into Alps. If
you do, don’t forget . . . you can write while you travel.
Swamiji was hopeful about his San Francisco center.

Wrote back to us in New York that if we are feeling his
absence, we should the know the sound vibration of
vani is the real presence of the spiritual master. But
you can place his picture in his sitting places and that
will give you inspiration.

When I gave up my self

I mean false self

I unclenched my fist and

thought of Krsna’s mission and

the Swami’s desires for me and

didn’t figure myself as the center

of existence.



When did that happen?

When I no longer considered this
body as my being.

When was that?

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

on chanting after sixteen.

Sigh. Killarney. Foot dust of Vaisnavas. Kavitra of saf-
fron color worn around Lord Nrsimhha’s neck. Foot
dust of Govardhana Hill and Ekacakra. You will go
there again? Many effort produces a flutter to your
head. I told you that could be a trigger to remember
Krsna and His instruction that the body is miserable
and we should not have come here. Hare Krsna, I
know it isn’t easy. Krsna consciousness is a solace. Hear
and be relieved. But you can’t expect smooth saxhng
Remember, Srila Prabhupada told you that in the
beach hotel room in Jagannatha Puri. He said Krsna
didn’t give Arjuna a magic ash (as some so-called incar-
nations give their followers). He did not say, “Arjuna,
Just sprinkle this ash and everything will be all right,”
or, “You lie down and sleep on the chariot or smoke
ganija and I'll deal with the enemy.” Arjuna had to fight
as Lord Krsna ordered him, but the Lord guaranteed
that Arjuna would be victorious. So you may think like
this when head twinge comes. We won’t unnecessarily
provoke it. Stay calm. Try to move to places to lecture
and rise early to read and write, although it’s a strain.
Then if the pain comes, as it seems to do of its own will,
you can be thankful it’s not worse and somehow think
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of God, Krsna, in prayer, slow mantras, Hare Krsna, ap-
propriate feelings and thoughts.

Little spurts one after another not connected; in this
way we bridge the marathon. Four days gone already.
~ Each day I can’t seem to write as much as if I were in a
retreat house with several one-hour sessions. Besides,
even if I had the time, do I have the long-range
stamina? You mentioned if the minstrel forgets his self-
conscious self, then God appears in his song. Whaddya
mean?

You may apply it to free-writing. But the self as ser-
vant always remains and through him God plays. He
becomes the instrument, like strings the Lord strums,
as He did when Ramananda Raya spoke to Lord
Caitanya.

The way he lets go.

Noting a stiff neck but words come despite it. The
van door sounds. You look up. Write despite it. Put pe-
riods at the end of sentences. Krsna, recently recalled.
Aside from what I read today, there is the backlog of
consistent acts and life molded so you can always serve
the Lord. Plug in. If you don’t feel always so enthused
and aware, “I’'m a servant of the servant, doing his duty
and inspired”—as you were through and through while
lecturing last Sunday—still, you are in the right place,
refraining from sins and doing what should be done.

I noted that when you were with a respectable
brother,

you are skinnier than him,

you bite your fingernails,

you can’t keep your schedule as they seem to be on
a looser schedule, in other words, by comparison you
feel you are doing all right in your own life. It’s not
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that I am off and they are on. Or that I am on and they
are off.

That Svevo fellow, I thought he was supposed to
help carry the burden of the marathon and also you’ve
dropped Joanna Field’s idea of telling what made you
happy each day.

Yeah, I don’t know.

Svevo hit a pillar. He was in one small car and tried
to merge with traffic just outside Ljubljana, Slovania,
and there was a crack-up. Back of one car crumpled
up, the other car’s glass was all smashed. And that car
was disabled in the middle of the highway causing traf-
fic jam. Svevo not hurt, no one else in need of ambu-
lance. They all sat down and waited. Cops arrived and
used their walkie-talkies. Svevo said this is my turn. It’s
like a numbers game. Everyone gets a turn in a car ac-
cident or delay on highway. It’s your turn when your
plans are stopped and you have to wait. You can be
grateful it wasn’t worse.

Well, that was a nice tale of the highway. Please feel
free to tell us more of Svevo.

As for Joanna Field, I threw out her book. I already
know the idea. Happiness—like listening to “The
Clown” and getting insight about blues. Or do I just
think, “This will pass as an item of happiness™? It’s just a
little perk of interest. Happiness, I'd have to think
deeply and carefully as to what would quality. But Ms.
Field’s point was that you can in privacy admit what
was happy even if it’s a silly thing, or sounds so to oth-
ers. Just note it in a scientific way as an observer.

Still, it’s not so easy.

You call that happiness that may be mistaken later
and which goes away? The man in hospital is visited
and he says, “I'm all right,” but what is that all right?
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The lunch made you happy, you say. The hot kicchari,
the raisins in the kicchari, the texture of the bread. Too
much exploring and you won’t be able to even say
what made you happy.

As for Heschel, I gave you some quotes, although I
see their mood is different than ours. Fact is I'm being
moved along by time and take the opportunity to write
anything I can. Therefore, outer moments seem impor-
tant. If I could become the minstrel one with song and
lose other concern—such as trying to perform in a
book, as a writer—I’d do it.

5:45 P.M.

They decided to let us out by 6:30 tomorrow morn-
ing so we’ll stay here overnight. Busty woman in green
bathing suit peering into our van. Shut the inner door,
put patches over front window as well as rear. Talked
with M. about hurts I received in Italy and our plans to
return next year. Complicated ISKCON with its differ-
ent subcultures and points of view. I walk into situa-
tions and speak what I do and sometimes am unaware
what they are thinking. We are aware that Zurich IS-
KCON is a stronghold of book distribution. So we will
be respectful to that. But I won’t strain to say some-
thing out of character for me. Look at the verse and
purport and say what you remember, what you’ve
learned.

Sweat, eye twinge . . . you can’t finish this day in a
blaze of writing. The marathon book won’t be so huge,
a fairly slim chapter each day, all I can crank out.
Avoid too much outside influence. Tell us instead how
many sons Lord Krsna begot to His queens. (161,080)



August 3

1:15 AM.

There was a “ladybug” on the page of Bhagavad-gita 1
was reading. Remember the song we would sing when
we saw one?

Ladybug, ladybug

fly away

your house is on fire and

your children—

your children are doing something
that rhymes with “away.”

And then you blow gently on the orange, spotted
body of the ladybug and she will fly away.

Wrote a note to M. that if I talk of my timed book in
progress, he should respond with something nourish-
ing to the creative process. I hinted last night to him
that I like reading my book, The Best I Could Do, as it is
helping me through the marathon, and I expressed ap-
preciation for the fact that Cddd can type such confi-
dential work without being adversely influenced. (I said
I believe that these writings are basically healthy for
spiritual life and that the outer covering of sometimes
raunchy or doubtful references to past or present con-
ditioned life, are not harmful provided one reads it in
the right spirit—it’s part of the purifying process.) He
replied in a sober way saying 1) not everything I write
should ever be published; these books are for my own
reading, and 2) Cddd might be adversely influenced by
what she types and so I should look after her and in-
quire how she’s doing. These were good advices but
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not accompanied with any encouragement for the cre-
ative process. That’s okay, you should expect that. Go
back at it by deeper conviction that it’s right.

Read api cet su-durdacaro. The devotee’s faults are like
the marks of a rabbit one sees in the moon. Glad I got
up early. The densely populated campground is mostly
silent now, campers breathing in and out in tents and
caravans, the pen scratches away, ladybug help me
through, the light of good desk lamp is like a trans-
parent yellow liquid that flows down onto the page,
welcome, and the ink meets it in a dance and rapture.

Krsna consciousness is not a tag you add on. It’s not
a label on a shirt or sweater, “made in a union shop.”
It’s the warp and woof of the threads themselves. It
either is or isn’t Krsna conscious. Of course, by deliber-
ate action you put Krsna in your sentences. But He is
already everywhere. I bow to Him and beg Him to in-
spire me. He said to Arjuna, “You should engage in My
devotional service.” He said it to Arjuna and everyone.
“Therefore having come to this temporary and miser-
able world, engage in loving service to Me.” We have
come here wrongly, most foolishly. Now we should
know it’s “not habitable for any sane gentleman.” Get
out as quickly as possible. “Take to My devotional ser-
vice and come quickly back to Godhead, back home.”

Why should my writing not have Krsna consciousness
at every step? Why should there be any question of
someone being adversely affected by the writing of a
Vaisnava? Because I admit to being sullied by the mate-

rial modes. Srimati Rukmini said the modes of nature

are the real rulers of this material world and the pow-
erful enemies. But Sri Krsna has defeated them and His
pure devotees also cross over the miserable ocean of
birth and death which is ruled by the gunas. Let’s recall
Krsna, let’s chant His holy names without stoppage.
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Bhagavad-gita 9.30 admits the power of the material
energy. A sincere devotee may accidentally fall down.
Don’t find fault with him. And 9.31 states that we have
come here to this dangerous place. My writing tells, un-
earths the worms of my past and tells us of the worms’
present proximity. I keep away from the dangers of
illicit sex which I may compare to poisonous snakes
slithering outside of our van in this campsite. But I may
mention it; I may say it’s here just so that we can avoid
it. (Some will object that I put down the material
world; that’s another kind of criticism of devotional
writing.)

I name the spade. Don’t be adversely affected. Dear
reader, if there is one aside from myself, if you are
quick to take objection, perhaps you better not read
me. Kierkegaard dedicated many of his books to “that
individual whom with joy and gratitude I call my read-
er.” I am the first reader; the one who draws the direct
benefit. See oneself in that way. And don’t think so
much about the rest.

Joy of creativity.

Responsibility of it.

Hey, you can’t just write whatever comes to mind
and expect a tender disciple to hear all this stuff about
the Navy and your past sins and the dangers in the
mind even today.

Why not?

Why not? Because that’s how it is. A guru has re-
sponsibility or you should not have taken that post. You
could have remained a writer only.

Fair enough. I don’t publish everything I say, but I
have to say it and need to risk that someone can type it
and be aware of what it is and not get confused. I can’t
be only an official and perfect and always careful guru
of others’ souls. I too have to cry out. It’s even part of
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the guru’s duty to look within himself and tell the
truth—if only to himself. He needs to undeceive him-
self regularly. I do it in writing. I call it blessed writing.
Blessed with the name of Krsna and the power phrases
of quotes from §astra and with preaching—and also
blessed with the attempt to throw off the clinging and
dangerous modes.

I did not—do not—seek any trouble or illicit
thoughts in this campground. But a woman looked in
at us. I cannot find a place in the world where there
are no impure women. Or where the mind does not
look for enjoyment outside of Krsna consciousness.
The world is full of danger. But I can be a healthy or-
ganism that knows how to throw off evil influences and
spells of demons. I laugh at them. I call them by their
names and diminish their power over me. Sometimes I
curse them in their own language, you frigging insult,
you turpid worm, I remember you. You’ll not get a
hold of me this time. I kick on his head, the serpent.

Got a good morning schedule, to leave at six, head
for a temple in a new country. I was there in 1974 with
my Gurudeva. We flew over the Alps from Rome. He
turned to me, we sat side by side in the airplane. Yet I
wanted to leave that service and go preach on his be-
half in America. O America, I don’t much hanker for
you now as a preaching field. I seek more isolation and
find it in Europe wanderings. But I do want to be close
to my own spiritual master (in his books especially) and
be part of his movement. So it’s crucial today to enter
the temple life and be welcomed and to speak to devo-
tees. I've got my eye on a Sunday lecture about “dove-
tailing yourself with the supreme consciousness,” tell
them the historical setting of Srila Prabhupada preach-
ing like that to hip musicians in the Bowery loft—and
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then relate it to today, to all of us. Do whatever you do
but do it for Krsna; it’s easy. And start by hearing from
him, even if you don’t change anything else in your life.
Everything will be adjusted (you’ll give up sinful habits
and become a devotee) just by hearing krsna-katha
from Swamiji. He has come to the West for this pur-
pose. Let’s take advantage, become his disciple. Write
your best for him. And don’t just label your writings,
“Another offering to His Divine Grace,” but make
them through and through attempts to serve him.

See that moon, that book by SDG?

I see spots on it, like a rabbit.

Yeah, but see the glow? The sincere art? The total—
oh well, not total, but the attempt to report the strug-
gle and joy of release from sin by the process of devo-
tional service?

Yes, I see it. But he sure talks a lot about himself and
brings in these mundane authors and stuff. Where is he
at in ISKCON? Is he approved?

Yes, gentle reader. I approve it. I am writing it for
myself, for myself and a ladybug. Or I may say to you as
I gently puff my breath at you, “Go away, you are not
my reader, spread your wings and fly off because I
heard your house is on fire and your children want to
play. Better you go and check them out.”

Life going by, it’s right to notice it. All folks will be
washed away, like dirt or food remnants on a greasy
plate. Gone in a flash, one by one. You don’t believe it
and that is the most amazing thing. Churn out your
books. Go join your spiritual master. “Among the
dead,” we say, join the ranks of the immortals. Kick the
bucket, curtains, die, die, kaput. But the factis . . .

What?

Gita says . . .
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And you believe?

Yes, I try to.

As an article of faith?

Oh bug off, doubter. I'll keep this book Bhagavad-
gita to my chest and worship and hope some devotees
may help me to remember it and to chant. Chanting
without stoppage is very good for the soul.

In days of old we used to write nine pages in a hour.
You can do it still. Oh, but me rear end hurts from
sitting so long. No, you can get relief, stand if you like
but just a little longer, stay with us.

Freer:

Discharge bullets. I will not partake in devil’s tempta-
tion. Won’t even mention it here. Won’t give him the
privilege of space in my book. Dear Lord Krsna says it’s
to “Me,” Himself, we should surrender and He will pro-
tect us. Even if one commits an abominable from the
past, in this war against mayd, Krsna will excuse and
rectify. Don’t deride the devotees.

Yes, you may return to Italy next year. Yes, you may
be allowed to travel and use your free will. The God-
brothers who are leaders are trying. Some say they are
not well trained and that’s why our movement floun-
ders. We are not organized according to sound busi-
ness principles and psychological principles.

I emphasis chanting. Is that hypocritical? No man, it
ain’t.

I heard you listened to a jazz tape yesterday.

That’s none of your business. This is a private book,
unauthorized persons not allowed to enter. Only lovers
of me, kindered souls with intelligence.

I'heard

You heard
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A cough from the campers. I don’t know or think
even what they are doing in their tents. Visions of su-
garplums danced in their heads. We will start our drill
sergeant’s chanting now. Secret sharer, be with me.
See you at the dance next Friday in lone sanctity of
your van’s rear section. Do write here, write as best you
can.

Fritter away. The remaining days. He writes what he
reads. He bows down and if he don’t love some of the
more troublesome and cantankerous and materialistic
or pushy ISKCON devotees, at least he tries not to crit-
icize them.

Svevo wrote khaki shorts in the campground. He is
not me. He is (can be) a scapegoat. He can be a Scot-
tish province. He can go get a job with Bhakta Bob.
Publish 20 books. Glances of Lord Krsna may fall on us
all, please worship Him, the real hero of books and
spiritual space

not your fictive hero

unless you’re going to construct

some tale to convince us of

the efficacy

of devotional service.

If you're going to write what comes, better warn
your readers that’s what it is and try not to claim it’s
perfect.

A good wish for health
and cooperation. May we reach
Zurich ISKCON
show sincerity to their
devotees and Deities and their
GBC direction

. and our master Srila Prabhupada
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who rules them and my heart.
(ten pages in an Ecology pad in an hour, like the
good old days)

Smooth border crossing, immigration guys wore no
uniforms, unshaven, spoke in Italian to Madhu. Agents
in the other lines wore uniforms and pistols in holsters.
I sat chanting, enjoying the 6 A.M. atmosphere and
high hills and harbor, trees, I saw high corn growing.

That’s the outward. Inward, a contented cat, he
looks at the tourists, thinks what is it to be a devotee,
could you attain love of Krsna? Could you even think
of that? By chanting.

Ask now—what would it take for me? I seem unable
to do much. Kierkegaard wanted Christians to admit
their failure. That was the first big step but they
couldn’t take it; too complacent, wanted a religion to
lull them in this unhappy world.

But I cannot do much more. And what austerities
would I do, eat less? Japa increase? Dive into ISKCON
front ranks? None of that? Write better?
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Rest here, dreams of Italy you have left. Dreamt
some Italian devotee-friend took us up above land and
we saw different portions demarcated and statues in
honor of not so great persons . . . If I could discern the
truth amidst all the deception and follow that truth,
I'd be a devotee according to the liking of the Lord. I
know that in theory, but it seems so hard. We act for
our pleasure. And in ISKCON, including its outer
reaches and its critics, everyone discusses issues which
mostly divert you from the real issue—your own indivi-
dual surrender and how to please Krsna. Or is it some-
thing easy to understand yet difficult to do? Something
like, “Live in a temple and push on this movement and
chant your rounds and go to Mayapur”?

8:40 A.M.

Now move on to Zurich. The last thing I wrote here
was rhetorically asking myself could I become a pure
devotee? Could I concentrate on that, make that at
least a main topic of this marathon?

How? By keeping asking yourself, “How can I do it?
Could I do it if I knew how?” And influenced by K. and
K., you ask, “Does it mean separating what others think
from what I am alone?”

Every individual has a unique vocation and task to
perform. He must be his own master, not rely on oth-
er people’s wisdom. Even when the Messiah and all
man, are redeemed, the Lord will still review each
individual to ascertain whether he deserves to be re-
deemed on his own merit.

— A Passion for Truth, p. 144

What if Srila Prabhupada and Lord Krsna want me
to try real hard and to preach to others, saying we
should all be pure devotees, look what it says in scrip-
ture? First preach it to yourself. Gain taste for reading
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excellently three hours a day which he said you could
do. Transform your own book.

Slow marathon winner.

I'm free to think of this while Madhu, in sunglasses,
sits up front studying the veins and arteries of the
Europe road map, to get us where we’re going. Back
seat driver to heaven.

I know it’s no joke, Lord. But I'm a sad joke. This
question, “How can I be more serious in this last part
of my life and make some tangible progress towards
surrender to His will?”—is not an insignificant thing.
But I tend to raise big questions, or hanker awhile for
bigger gains and then go back down to routine. Start a
going back to Godhead notebook?

Make some post-midyear resolutions. Pray now Hare
Krsna mantras this last stretch to Zurich. Krsna never
takes an insincere act as useless. He will listen to you.
But you've got to show you’re willingness to change
and sacrifice. Srila Prabhupada says the process has
been made as easy as possible by Lord Caitanya. But
you have to take it up seriously.

They say Switzerland is a beautiful country. I'm
sealed up in the back of the van as we speed along.
Often we go into blackness of a tunnel. I think maybe
it’s very beautiful out there, going through alpine
mountains. But there’s too much sunshine in the front
seat. So I prefer to sit in the back and look at the spines
of Srila Prabhupada Srimad-Bhigavatams and letters
from Srila Prabhupada and the holy pictures and
water bottles and think, “Wouldn’t it be nice?”
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3:45 P.M.

We arrived at the temple building around noon. It is
very elegant. I felt a little like a gypsy foraging around
in the resident GBCguru’s room looking at the books
and photo albums, etc. There was one letter from a
devotee who has left ISKCON and sends out his book-
lets on practical ways to improve material society and
ISKCON too. I've seen his pamphlets before, lots of
material research how to improve democracy by stop-
ping cheating. He mentions in his letter that in IS-
KCON, the brahmanas try to control everything while
they themselves live like demigods. People should have
financial incentives and not be expected to do service
for free while leaders live on a very high material stan-
dard and don’t disclose their own bank accounts. He
also says people need to see more practical results, not
Jjust philosophy and building temples. Hard hitting
stuff, but I couldn’t read through his plans for revived
democracy, American dream. As he himself writes in
his letter, “I chant my rounds almost everyday. Other-
wise I get mentally sick. I really can’t take the material
world. I study it too much and I’m getting to be known
as a very intelligent politician.”

I leave it but take warning not to live high on the
hog and ask others to sacrifice. Be truthful about mon-
ey, about everything. As for being impractical-practi-
cal, it’s not wrong for someone in society, namely
sadhus, to go around speaking philosophy of Krsna
consciousness. It’s what I do. And someone writes
books so we can have culture in our American dream
practical society and not get mentally sick.

So we are like two poor children in this suite of
rooms, trying not to stain the spotless rugs or think bad
thoughts—who knows, maybe thoughts are monitored.
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Don’t use the piano or the exercise bike, don’t break
the shower, and don’t be so nosy in the desk drawers
or at least don’t be a fault-finder.

I’'ve asked M. to bring the typewriter up there. May-
be I can bang away at it and reach some freedom. My
Prabhupada marti is here, bathed, and he ate and rest-
ed. I'm preparing for tomorrow morning’s class about
prayers to the Supreme Lord.

5 P.M.

I am sitting in Harike$a Swami’s chair, and a very
handsome and good back-fitting chair it is. But that
does not make me a hardworking, multifaceted leader.
I am still the toad, the handsome prince, the worry
wart. You want to say something that will come out on
the typewriter. You think they may hear you or see you
through a crick in the door and think, “He is a writer,
he is writing something in Krsna consciousness.” They
don’t know.

Listen, the cars are going by in Zurich. It is another
day in our life. I complain that I will have to stay up late
for me, two nights in a row, to give the Gita class here.
You know what it means. It means I won’t be able to
follow my schedule where I rise at midnight. Unless you
are willing to get up after only three hours rest. I could
try that. Anything, just to follow my schedule. You will
get up and read the Bhagavad-gita on your own in an
unmotivated way, or maybe I'll have to use the time to
prepare for the next Srimad-Bhagavatam class. Adjust to
it, man. It’s only for three days. It’s your dharma to do
this. It’s your tapasya in a summer marathon. The book
distributors here in Switzerland, led by the legendary
Harinamananda, have been out all week as usual and
will come back for the weekend. Why don’t you think
of their austerities and do a little of your own? Yeah,
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but my schedule is also my austerity. What if you told
those book distributors that instead of their regular
schedule for distributing books, they have to follow an-
other schedule? You see my point.

Yeah, but still you have to do it.

Tell us more how you are set up here. They have a
little balcony-porch with a chair and an umbrella over
it. I sat there for lunch but it felt too hot. They said,
“When you eat, you should go into another room
which is the dining room.” But I didn’t want that be-
cause I'm not after luxury but privacy. To go into the
dining room, you have to go first into a big hall. So we
said that I will take on the floor, Indian style. But that
may not be orthodox. I did get a little spot of dal on
the floor—but don’t worry! I wiped it up. Okay.

Then I was looking in another closet and found a
big collection of Back to Godheads over the years. You
can easily lose an hour in that. I saw the years of the 11
gurus, His Divine Grace Jaya-tirtha Goswami, His Di-
vine Grace Bhavananda Goswami, smiling and every
face in the room where he was initiating was smiling
back at him. That’s a trip to read through that, leaves
me dazed. You think, “Did we really go through all
that, where does it leave me now?” His Divine Grace
Gurupada, Visnupada, there are so many padas flour-
ishing and in Slovania the other day after my lecture
they called out, “His Divine Grace . ..”

I look at this and that . . . there is a nice painting
here by Puskara . . . there is a chance . . .

Let me tell you a little about the Srimad-Bhagavatam
class for tomorrow morning. In the purport, Prabhu-
pada says that Arjuna has just praised Krsna in four
verses and now he’s asking Him, “What is this brak-
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mastra coming at me?” In other words, he wants the
Lord to save him from the brahmastra. Prabhupada says
that before a devotee makes a presentation or a re-
quest of the Lord, he first praises Him with respectable
prayers. So I will discuss that these prayers are not
mere strategy. To praise the Lord in learned and heart-
felt ways is itself a service, called vandanam. The pray-
ers are very instructive, theological treatises. When you
read them, you can understand how the Supreme is
everything and everything comes from Him and He’s
always a person. And then we get to the requests. If we
analyze them, we’ll find that they ask for things to aid
them in their devotional service. I will give examples of
that. Rather than read from a stack of books on the
vyasasana, 1 will say, “I like to study these prayers and I
have written some down on index cards,” and then I'll
take a few and say, “Here’s one by Dhruva, here’s one
by Prahlada, here’s one by Devaki,” and I'll tell the re-
quests that each of them makes after they make their
respectful prayers. I will also mention Siksastakam as the
best. And then I'll say, “What if a devotee has material
desires?” I’'ll answer that by saying that he should still
pray to Krsna, and I will give examples of Gajendra and
the prayer by Kunti-devi where she asks that her mate-
rial desires be severed. Sounds like a pretty good out-
line, huh?

In Zurich, the door knocks, in Zurich. He enters.

Night Notes

You are about to take rest and say some things. What
made you happy? I told you I can’t claim or ascertain
that. But I’ll go over the day for some perks. When you
go to take rest like after breakfast in a P-stop just over
the border in Switzerland, you are glad you are making

104



regular progress with no breakdown. You have a quick
breakfast and M. says we have one hour. So he takes a
nap in front and I lie on the cot which is delicious be-
cause I have been up early and will certainly fall asleep,
and it’s not too hot or cold. I just go off to sleep in that
situation. It’s happy but it all passes so quickly you can
hardly grab hold of it.

Maybe that’s what I want to say—that you can’t grab
happiness. It just goes by. Now it is later and you look
back at it and proclaim it was happy. That’s the way it
is, I guess. Maybe that’s a sign of becoming free of false
ego. You don’t delve into this like something for enjoy-
ing. You do it and it’s nice. I liked the moment when I
read in The Best I Could Do and it seemed to work. I
liked when I wrote a new page and the scrawling draw-
ings. Sure, I didn’t like it that my chanting was.dry and
I wish I could read better. That’s the brick wall. It’s
almost too complicated to say that I like this and don’t
like that. What is lasting?

That train of thought that came while we were trav-
eling, as if a gift from the road—that I should aspire to
be a pure devotee, should pray for it, and it could be
done by chanting and I would be ready to sacrifice—
the state where I act for the pleasure of Krsna not for
myself, what about that? That theoretical line of
thought.

Happiness you call drinking water in the hot after-
noon. That’s more like a little gratification given by the
Lord to let you get through. Coping is maybe not the
same as ananda-mayo ‘bhydsat.

I will produce as much as I can on the marathon
that is taking us up to France. I'll get more shots at it.
Don’t complain. Give the lectures and be glad you
don’t have more physical pain. Be glad you are out of
that era of the 11 gurus, as you just read in BTG.
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August 4

Reading Bhagavad-gita, slowly only does it come, in
regular measures. The statements are full of potency,
they can touch your inner self. But there’s a covering
of matter, gross and subtle, the identification of false
ego. The statements—Krsna is the Supreme Personality
of Godhead. Devotees hear from pure devotees and in
faith and devotion they surrender to Krsna and He re-
veals Himself to them. Then they get out of this tempo-
rary, miserable world. Statements like that go straight
to the heart of the matter, but you tend to think, “I’ve
heard this so often .. .”

You are preoccupied, become insensitive. So you
need to find a way to be open again to these state-
ments and allow them to act on you with their potency.
Krsna becomes real for you. Your own faith and devo-
tion is activated.

As I read I think this is all I need. And I think how I
can tell the Sunday guests something like this. Krsna, in
the beginning of Tenth Chapter, says He will tell Ar-
juna even better things than He’s told him so far, be-
cause Arjuna is dear to Him. Lord Krsna is unborn, be-
ginningless, and the Supreme Lord of all. Great sages
and demigods cannot know Him by their mental pow-
er. He’s known by devotees. Nothing is auspicious in
this world except working under Krsna’s direction, by
guru, $astra, and sadhu.

The spiritual master and disciple don’t have to know
anything but Krsna. I've told you how I for one want to
stay aloof from the world of nondevotees and even
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from the world of wrangling how to improve ISKCON
and manage it. I can take this privileged position, free
of other responsibility, provided I actually fill it up with
chanting and hearing. Then it becomes a responsible
position.

I tell other devotees of our main priorities in chant-
ing the holy names and hearing about Krsna. I myself
write everyday out of a life of devotional service, my
flow of expression. Of course, this expression includes
my falling short, the facts of blockage and distraction,
the news of the world as it confronts my senses and as I
cope and experience. I am an organism like an insect
with feelers. The insect “thinks” or feels, “There is
something up there ahead of me, blocking me,” or the
creature smells, “Is that an enemy? Can I conquer it?”
But we are human organisms capable of hearing about
God and our loving relation with Him.

Forget self and those preoccupations, we sometimes
say or we hear that. Be absorbed only in God, Krsna,
His name and guna and lila and teachings. It seems,
then, that we are living in a basic big mistake whereby
we are concerned more with our petty self than with
God. We may be concerned with self in terms of how
to get this self to render best service to guru and Vais-
navas. But not another self-preoccupation.

Skip lines, skip heartbeat. You ask for a Kleenex and
pen refills. Your world phone bill has run up too high
and AT&T won’t pass the calls anymore. So we have to
plan a more economical way to communicate. Maybe
don’t demand such rapid back and forth every week
or more often than that between M. and our workers
in America. Be more sadhwlike, break loose from pay-
ing AT&T. Oh, but we live in the modern world.
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Beg money. Flatter to collect. Or drop out. But you
need fuel to travel. Stop at the temple and take your
meals and give lectures.

You started this chapter-day sublimely telling of Krs-
na from Bhagavad-gita and then “deteriorated,” drew a
sketch of your nail-bitten fingers on the page and said
I'm hot here, I write of coping, my phone bill is too
high. Can you climb to the summit again?

Krsna can’t be known by sages but only by devotees.
He invites us, He invites us. Having come to this tempo-
. rary miserable world, engage in My service. Think of
Me, bow down to Me, and surely you will come to Me.
The impersonalists say Krsna is not the one you have to
surrender to but the eternal within Krsna. Maybe in
ISKCON we sometimes say, “It’s not to Krsna the per-
son in Bhagavad-gita that we have to surrender, but to
the organization, community, development of the land,
propaganda, training, organizing, etc.” That’s true too,
devotional service is not just babaji absorption (alas)
but practical work to spread the mission. Think of all
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that Madhu has to do to keep our van on the road.
Keep me moving around so I can lecture on Bhagavad-
gita. But still, Srila Prabhupada said a sannydasi should
have a cool brain for philosophy.

My litde notes of my little life. I “solved” my stay up
late problem. I'll stay up past usual bedtime to speak
Bhagavad-gita in temple. Then I will rise an hour later
than usual and go straight to this writing, not reading
Bhagavad-gita in the unmotivated way. I’ll count my lec-
turing and lecture preparing as my reading time. Yes,
but you are able to start writing directly Krsna con-
scious this morning because you came from the read-
ing. That reading is primary for me. But yes, for a few
days I can suspend it. No time later in the day equals
the sanctity of midnight, reading in quiet in desk lamp-
light. But at other times, you might write down verses
on index cards or something like that.

Just read a poem in The Best I Could Do, pages 139-40.
It’s good. I should do them. I did one every chapter, as
an assignment. Keep that up. You first looked at a
poem by a published poet, to function as springboard,
then went for your own.

Lines divided,

hail to Lord Krsna,

my phony voice, chewing
fingernails again—why is that?
Maybe I'm aware

unconsciously, of my mortality—
something is reminding me.
Ilearned how to bite nails

with false teeth.

Leave red shreds around cuticles.
Nice guy, huh?
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Listen, you can relax and be
elegant like this Swiss
ISKCON temple. Did you see
their Prabhupada museum?
They didn’t crop my head
out of the photo of him in
Tompkins Square Park. I'm in
the picture and my books are
here. My place, Steve-o with
OVErgrown Crew cut.

Prabhupada includes me as one

of many. Don’t love yourself in
Narcissustic way. But whatever

you do it’s alone,

no one does it for you.

Krsna speaks Bhagavad-gita and says
now you decide for yourself.

Outside a bell rings, it’s 1:30 now. You better go
chant rounds. There is not so much time. Just one
more page. Krsna is God. He says unless you are sinless
you can’t know Him. The opposite is also true: if you
know Him, then you will be sinless. Receive what your
spiritual master says. He says discussion of Lord Krsna
can only take place among those who are really anxi-
ous to know Krsna. Don’t be guilty that you want to
simply hear about Krsna, apart from how to apply it,
and how to improve ISKCON, what’s your role, what
the GBC thinks of you, etc. Main thing is to hear from
Krsna and engage in His service.

I will, I will, I will die. I will not become president of
anything. I will browse through some more Back to God-
head magazines today, maybe tell Madhu (it’s on my
mind) that he may hear “The Clown” (it’s only 20 min-
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ates long, and it’s not Krsna conscious). He may hear it

some day after he’s been driving and needs to wind
down. But last night he said when he’s in a state like
that, the brain too fatigued, he likes to chant a round.
Said sometimes he wakes from sleep and discovers he’s
been chanting. So why should I insert “The Clown”
into that? It would be so that he could know more my
creative hankering to make an art for presenting Krsna
consciousness in entertaining, thought-provoking, im-
provised ways. And the point about the blues, singing
your sadness and failure into a tune that’s enjoyable
for others and speaks of what we all think? Yes, maybe
that.

Now go chant. I care for you; keep healthy and keep
priorities.

Is there a marathon personae? I don’t mean Svevo.
Is there? Yeah, I guess so. He is encouraging himself,
write throughout the day, keep at it, wherever you go
have a connection to this book, it’s very satisfying . . . in
dim light of Zurich temple room, 4:15 arati begins.

6:35 A.M.

Here they pray, they all pray out loud one time in
the morning in the temple room asking Gaura-Nitai to
please send them more new sankirtana devotees. They
say, “Our only desire is to spread the sankirtana move-
ment and for that we need new sankirtana devotees.”
What is a sankirtana devotee? That gets translated as
“book distributors.” So that is the prayer. It troubles
me somewhat, but I will keep my mouth shut. I will
keep my mouth shut on one side but I'll speak on the
other side.



You say the same things, you say these defects about
yourself but not deeper ones, and your praises . . .
Speaking of prayers, the Lord is praised by uttama-sloka,
beautiful prayers. It is not that all prayers are petitions.
Mostly they are praise, describing the inconceivable
qualities of the Lord, and then some request is often
made in a single verse. I will talk about that in the class.

Drowsy fellows push on. The beautiful temple room.
Then I came up and as usual took nap. Dreamt we
were producing little books by me all in one morning. I
would write it, it would get printed in color, and pro-
duced within a few hours. Yes, this is due to the high
state of tech, we said. At the same time, another group
of devotees were practicing rifle shooting. They were
gathered outdoors in a place like Washington Square
Park. Different groups of devotees were gathered
around the project that interested them. I roamed
around looking at the groups. I was producing liter-
ature all in one morning. Yes, it is due to tech, she said.
And then. ..

I woke on time for breakfast and the dream was not
going anywhere auspicious. You don’t have to tell all
this, is Madhu’s motto. But there was once a boy in
Switzerland who didn’t like being called “boy” because
he was 22 years old and could think for himself. That’s
why he joined the Hare Krsna movement. But when
the leaders insisted on calling him boy, he quit.

A bird was singing melodically just outside the win-
dow of the bathroom. The window is such that it’s half-
opened and you cannot open it more to look out. So
no chance of seeing that bird. He was there when I was
in the bathroom last night around eight, and then I
heard start up just before dawn. Very nice, not a wood
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thrush, it could be many kinds of birds because many
are melodic especially this time of year.

The big picture of Lord Nrsirhha on this desk. Look
into the dark inner sanctum of His darsana. A picture
of Prabhupada looking very quiet and to himself even
though he’s on the vyasasana with microphone in front
of him and probably many devotees out front. Still, he
is thinking thoughtfully not in a participatory way with
the group. Our Prabhupada away from us, within. In
the temple room, I looked on the altar for a picture of
Radha and Krsna in Vrndavana, but there is none. I
look for one in this room. . .

Who are you? I am the classic motor car, classic
Coca-cola, classic ear plugs, the classic joke on me is he
couldn’t go to Vaikuntha because he was not eligible
but hoped maybe some concession would be given to
him or at least in next life make it not so hard and
meet up with devotees as soon as possible, and ones
that I can live with. And let me get a good vocation in
the movement as soon as possible, prefer not to get
married, not to be a manager. I can have whatever You
think is best, Lord. It was best for Maharaja Bharata to
become a stag and associate with sadhus and then next
life to become Jada Bharata. Who would have known
that was the best position? Krsna knows.

9 AM.

Lecturing is not less than writing. You get into the
pure philosophy, no-nonsense. Any personal disclos-
ures are refined and are made just to make some point.
You use your brain to present siddhanta. Drive home
the points, make it palatable and possible. You go for
an hour, live audience. Are they paying attention? Are
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you enlightening them? It’s another side of life, differ-
ent than this kind of writing. I do both.

11 A.M.

Wrestled with a Bhagavad-gita verse to get a handle
on it for a lecture. Tonight is 3.17. First I look at it and
it seems academic, technical, about dtma-rati, one who
doesn’t have to perform the rituals of yajia. I think,
“What does this to do with me?” I find a copy of Pra-
bhupada’s verbatim Bhagavad-gita lectures and scan
through one he gave in 1966 and another in 1968
touching on this verse. He gave the example of Suka-
deva Gosvami as atma-rati. He walked naked, he spoke
the verse that you can lie on the ground and you don’t
need a bed, live in a cave and you don’t need a house.
How can I apply this to the devotees in this elegant Zu-
rich building and to their spirit of book distribution?

I struggle what to speak and I feel resistance. I don’t
like this life of constantly preparing a lecture.

I flail and grope. Then slowly the parts start to come
together, something I could say. I make a second draft
of an outline and it becomes clearer. Then I hit on an
idea that I could use the four rules and 16 rounds as an
example of yajiia given by Prabhupada. Follow this and
you’ll be beyond the duty of those who look for sense
gratification. Then the idea flashes to me of what I saw
here in the Prabhupada museum—the maurti holds in
his hand the “Notice” Prabhupada wrote in November
1966 telling what the devotees should do. If I read this
notice point by point, I can say that this is a practical
life for us. We cannot imitate the atma-rati as practiced
by Sukadeva, Sanatana, and Haridasa, but we can do
this. Then wind up the lecture saying that the perfec-
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tion of atma-rati is to work in the sankirtana movement.
Yukta-vairagya.

Okay, so you can wrestle the lecture into shape. Now
the morning has gone. Go worship Prabhupada murti.
After lunch and rest, start again preparing for to-
morrow’s Srimad-Bhigavatam lecture. Maybe tomorrow
night instead of another technical Gita verse on the
same subject of how the devotee does his work even
though no obliged, I can speak instead something of
Srila Prabhupada. But that also will have to be drafted
into shape. They would like to hear some nectar from
me.

Gaura-lila dasa introduced me this morning before
the class and said I've been a devotee for 30 years and
that I am able to give unending nectar of Srila Prabhu-
pada. Twice he said that I would be expected to speak
about Prabhupada, so let me think of how to do that.

5 P.M.

Rush of head pressure. I have now outlined three
upcoming lectures, that’s enough. Now you rest on the
bed. But now the door opens and there’s something
new to see, he is carrying something. And now he leaves
the room and I'm alone again.

Tell what it is like to live in this temple for a week-
end. You get good drinking water in bottles. One man
living here is Latin and he says the Swiss devotees are
very conservative, even skeptical, and he has very few
friends. They are slow to do that. When I lecture, there
is a man behind glass, like in a recording studio, and he
is simultaneously quickly translating my lecture into
German, I guess, and anyone who wants can hear it on
the earphones. Maybe he changes some words. I could
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eventually slip out of myself perhaps. Tell you stories of
people that are not me.

Gaura-Nitai, Jagannatha Deities. The background
this morning was a rainbow and Their clothes were like
rainbows. Not bad. The Gaura-Nitai have very attrac-
tive smiles. I can’t describe it in words. Pucker up. Kind.
The Lord in a turban, the Lord from Gaudadesa. I
thought, If you were in India, you would be nearer the
land where it all happened, but maybe you wouldn’t
feel any nearer. This temple can be just as near, if you
are devotional. You need to chant nicely and see the
Lord in His element, the dhama. Pray to Him, He can
reveal Himself to you anywhere. For some, they may
feel more at home in a Western country. And they are
not really living in that country, they are in Vaikuntha
in the ISKCON temple, Srila Prabhupada said. Is it like
that here? Yes, something like it. I spoke and felt confi-
dent and even put on a bit of a show, quite forget my
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self and made the points of the lecture with my Post-its
leading the way. I have three more lectures lined up
but now my head say enough, give us some relief. Lie
down and ask him to massage your feet, you need to
relax.

The afternoon is too hot.

Someone has brought a “hand deliver” letter for me.
I hope I will be all right. Prabhupada says even if a
preacher isn’t outwardly successful, he doesn’t feel
disappointed. He tries to please Krsna. You can speak
even without an outline. Sure, if I had to. But there is
no harm going in there knowing what you are going to
say and being well organized the way this temple is.
One one floor they have a large, costly sculpture of
Kaliya-Krsna, on another the famous Nataraja statue of
Lord Siva, and other costly works of art.

Going down to give lecture soon. Brain a little fried.
I kept trying to remember the topic but couldn’t get
into the groove. Maybe when you get older it will be
like that more. More reason then to just write whatever
comes; you may be helpless to exert discipline in a cer-
tain direction. Turn the weakness into a virtue or at

- least a way.

The way. Tao of free-write.

Harinamananda and his men have returned from
their week of distribution of Prabhupada’s books. I
weak? Hold danda, hold spine erect, look into book
and out at audience. You’ll do all right. Just relax your
inner head and if pain comes, that’s Krsna too in that
form.

What was it you wanted to say? That this day, August
4, is over. We decided not to use the telephone so
much. M. found out why our 1991 Renault won’t ac-
celerate; it’s a defect in the model for that year. But we
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can’t afford to do anything about it. And I ate lunch.
And I cooled down.

Svevo walked. I didn’t kill him; I’d never do such a
thing although Eliot and Anna are just as soon dead to
my life and my mother and father and sister and broth-
er-in-law. Dead, dead, and you live in the sound vibra-
tion of your spiritual master. And you have nothing
more than the present moments in each day and a
good reputation, “He’s been a devotee 30 years and
can tell us much nectar of Srila Prabhupada.” Yeah,
well, not so much tonight. But I'll talk a little bit about
that “Notice” he wrote November 1966.

Sorry, folks, got to close out now, may not be the
fattest chapter.
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August 5

1 o’clock, pen scratch, you couldn’t read first thing
this morning, but you’ll get your chance again to speak
twice today to the audience in the temple room. Told
them last night how the Swami shocked me when he
spoke against work, the karmi god. They laughed a lit-
tle. Afterwards, M. said that Srila Prabhupada said it’s
good to tell a story in your lecture. Once upon a time,
the time was like a sand dune and we rode up it in our
buggy.

I have asked Nandi-mukhi in New York City to find
me one book a month in the fabulous bookstores like
Brentano’s. Just give me one lunch hour a month, I
said, in which to go, and like a divening rod, you enter
the store and find your way to the book you think will
be most interesting and useful to me. I told her it
should be 1) something diary-like or autobiographical
but not written all in the long ago dead past tense; 2)
something with an interesting form to it which might
lend an idea to me for my writing; 3) a book of inte-
grity. I think of the books she might find. Might it be an
Ozarck journal kept by an educated person who re-
turned to Nature? Or perhaps an Amish person’s diary
or—a writer who has found a way, as Emerson said, to
select from his experience and to tell truth truly. Final-
ly, there is no book; it is my own book she is looking for
and no one can write it but me. This is the book I sent
her looking for, and this is the chapter. Don’t ask, “But
can I do it?” We have not sent a child to do a man’s
work or perhaps we wish we could do that. Child, write
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what you see and feel in this Krsna conscious world.
Without malice.

O Zurich ISKCON folk, do watch my smoke tonight
as I retell tales of Swami and we who went to him. I'm
planning to do it tonight if all goes well.

Last night, head was banging and I even mentioned,
we are so foolish to accept a body full of pain. We per-
form yajiias to purify our acts, but at best we get a
higher material body which must suffer. First-class and
second-class prisoners.

Firstclass gold chains.

Did you tell what the Swami

said and is it a legend or did

you actually do that back then?

I think I did it, left the

storefront in the morning like a

brave flag, headed north

wearing Lord Jagannatha around my neck
on my way to break the picket

line at the welfare office and

on Second Avenue I met Srila Prabhupada and
Kirtanananda coming back from a

walk. I bowed on the

pavement before him and he seemed

to be in ecstasy and touched me,

smiling, accepting me, his

son, his $isya gone off to

the war.

And did you really live it—
did you phone him one

day from your office? Tell us
the time you all went to

the Cosmic Love-in and after
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you escorted him walking back
to 26 Second Avenue.

I'd like to hear it again
provided it’s true.

Oh yes, it’s true, I can

relive it. Be there tonight.

During head pain while speaking, I thought some-
thing like, “This is what it is to grow old and it will in-
crease. When you were young you didn’t know of this,
didn’t know this would be your end or this isn’t even it
yet, your young old age.”

Seek your dreams even as they allude you. You are
not in practice of lassoing them with a golden noose
thread. Something about trying to enter some place or
some menace and a former wife . . . No, it alludes me
now.

Yes, I thought this pain . . . is of the body and I am
the soul. Finally you can’t even write. You never
thought you’d be able to write so freely in Krsna con-
sciousness and similarly, you don’t think now that one
day you won’t be able to write at all. It will be said,
summed up and others will not know what it means to
you to not be able to write at all. Perhaps then if
there’s any remaining time, you can transfer your
dedication to the chanting of the holy names.

Tell us more about that hot afternoon where your
brain gets stymied, tell us about the book you want her
to find, the one you are writing and what the Swami
said (or didn’t say), tell us where you are at and how it
is strange to be here.

In Zurich where Gaura-lila dasa asks you a question
after the lecture in the roomful
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awkward silence when no one else had a question.
He asked, “Arjuna followed his duty, didn’t he?” I was
saying that an atma-rati has no more duty. Perhaps they
took it wrongly as if I were saying something different
than what their guru consistently tells them about duty
to the sankirtana movement. I was saying no material
duty. We have duty. But in the higher stage you do it
because you love it, you cannot bear to do without it.
You no longer have religious obligatory yajiias to offset
your karma. No duty, you know what I mean.

Some dark Indian men in the class, from Tamil, were
like taxi drivers, insolent rascals, laughing and smirking
and showing their teeth and maybe not understanding
at all what I was saying or they were thinking, “Who the
hell does this whitey think he is posturing on the vyas-
asana as if he were a guru-sadhu?” I was on the verge of
sarcastic remarks like, “If you don’t wish to listen, why
don’t you leave the room?” They were like children.
Their wives, dark and seated in another part of the
room, saris and red dots on forehead, were respectful
in the presence of the temple room and Deity, because
of deep culture. Anyway, the men left during the lec-
ture and then came back like restless kids, not finding
enough to amuse themselves elsewhere. “Like children,”
I thought, and later I softened to them.

But the main audience had nothing to say. “I don’t
care,” I told myself, “I don’t care, my duty is to speak
the best I can.”

Krsna, Krsna, far beyond you.

Krsna in everyone’s heart. This temple is certainly
shelter. Where do they get the money to maintain it?
Mostly on the street selling books throughout Europe.

You carp, you smirk like those Tamil men, in your
writing. God may say, “If you are going to be a non-

122



..

sense, non-serious in the face of deep topics and death,
etc., then why do you not leave this movement?” When
I hear that I grow fearful and contrite and say, “Please,
don’t kick me out. I'll be good.” I’ll even stop writing if
that’s what He wants or I'll . . . shut my mouth? Or get
better at it.

The car went up the sand dune (you said). Yes, it did
that. Our van cannot build up acceleration. When it’s
passing another car, it only inches along and cannot
speed up.

I see. So then?

Then I go in the back of the van and leave it to the
driver.Igo inside myself a quarter of an inch under the
skin and I chant Hare Krsna a few times.

When you read that this body contains foul smelling
feces, urine, pus, etc., and the skin keeps it from being
horrible to look at and the feast for flies and others,
what do you think?

It’s absolutely true. Whether you like it or not. But
it’s the duty of a bhagavata speaker to be satyam bruyat,
to speak the truth in a palatable way. You didn’t do
that last night when you were saying, “Licit or illicit, sex
is the same and the Swami spoke many strong things
against marriage.” And you shrugged your shoulders
and you took no responsibility for your casual words
condemning people and you left it dangling like that,
you a tough, uncaring saennyasi as if you yourself can
bite the bullet, which you usually cannot. Just raise the
temperature a few degrees on a summer afternoon and
you cannot function. And you also are not above sex
desire, anger, and becoming cowardly. So why do you
put down householders who are your source of in-
come? Something hypocritical here? You bob along
from temple to temple with these messages . . .

123



I mean to be a better person but you see I feel con-
flicting motives and emotions. I want to be accepted,
to be entertaining, to show that I accept the absolute
words of guru and Sastra even when they are beyond
me. I want to say them without embarrassment or
showing myself superior to them. Dare to speak what
he said and leave it at that. Conflicting emotions as I
want them to like me and want me to return and speak
again. I don’t want to burn out temples so that they
don’t care if I ever return.

Temples are alibis for us so we can build an itinerary
and report to heads of the movement, “We went to
such and such a place.” We are not good-for-nothing.
But God sees, He is the witness. Whatever you do in this
VIP guest room and whatever enters into your head
and heart, He knows it. As Srila Prabhupada said, He
keeps an account. He sees what you didn’t give.

Please, Lord, let me speak better.

I should go now and pray maha-mantras while the
going is good. But this is the book I asked Nandi-mukhi
to look for and she knows it. This is the book—

my life (all I know)

a form (as best I can)

and with integrity. After the lecture, and before it,
when you have any energy at all, you come here, avoid-
ing smirking and say

We rode up the sand dune in our buggy chanting
Hare Krsna Hare Krsna, Krsna Krsna Hare Hare—
which we didn’t do in the more conservative forum of
the lecture in Switzerland.

$acinandana Swami is in Zagreb. A war has started
there. He’s trying to leave this morning to come here.
Phoned ahead to make appointment for lunch with
me and then he goes on to another city in Switzerland
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tonight and then return again tonight to Zurich. Mad-
hu replied to the message saying better we meet tomor-
row. If I meet with Sacinandana Maharaja today, I may
not be able to give the lecture tonight. He is a daring
preacher going to war zones. I want to comply with his
wishes. He is also well disposed to me, likes to read my
books. I want to be a friend as he desires of me, so if he
wants that we get together today for lunch or whatever
. . . But Madhu is right too, I cannot do so much in a
day.

Dim lit temple room just before margala-arati. New
day. Look forward to seeing the Deity and keep pres-
ence of mind in singing. You had heard of Zurich and
now here you are. Will the spiritual world be like that
one day—a place you go to? But it is happy and loving
there beyond your imagination.

A Vaisnava sadhu was going to die. I had some of his
last effects. Then he died. Stambha dasa said he could
calculate by astrology the exact moment of the sadhu’s
passing away, but the calculation would take a long
time.

Srila Prabhupada speaking from 29 years ago re-
served on tape. You hear his voice, his desire to con-
vince others to accept $ri Krsna as the Supreme Per-
sonality of Godhead. Explaining the points . . . the soul
never becomes inactive, we always have desires. We
have to change the desire to service of Krsna. Arjuna
didn’t want to fight, then later he was convinced by
Krsna to fight. Does that mean he was degraded by
hearing from Krsna? No, he was improved. He did the
will of the Lord. The pregnant meanings and their ap-
plications for us . . . Sri Krsna.
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Don’t live for sense gratification . . . words and
phrases pass through you while you eat a so-so break-
fast.

How is Sacinandana Swami doing in getting out of
Zagreb? How are devotees in Armenia and Miami?
How’s our family in Alachua? What are they desiring
and meeting to do?

When I arrived here the other day, only one person
greeted us at the door and helped us in. That was fine
with me, I don’t like welcoming committees. He ex-
plained, “The managers are at a meeting and could not
come to meet you.” Very well. Then meet and decide
what is to be done, how to arrange things so it goes on
in its efficient Swiss way. I crawl up to the suite they
have graciously provided for my weekend use.

Now you are ready to speak again, several different
sections to the outline, separated by Roman numerals.
While speaking you glance down at them. One woman,
much older than the others, smiles as you speak and it
seems she is following closely and approvingly. She
seems to want me to know that. I appreciate it. Better
that than the stone faces. Often devotees don’t make
any eye contact. One young woman in the rear was
talking to her friend. Men hear or don’t. I plow on.

The big bells ring for 6:30 A.M. News, news, of the lit-
tle world that concerns us. Remember when I was writ-
ing haiku and mailing it to the editors of magazines?
One prominent man who did publish me frequently in
Modern Haiku also turned down a batch of poems and
said they are more like news items of the events (Ratha-
yatra at Gita-nagari) rather than actual haiku which is
to catch a very special moment or feeling underneath
the events. Yes, I thought, but if I can’t catch or think
so deeply, then am I willing to wait two years for one to
come? I will tell you of the bird sitting on the fence like
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a spectator to the Ratha-yatra. We’ll tell you the man is
cutting down the weeds along the path the Ratha-yatra
will take. We’ll tell you what I can.

Hare Krsna. Freer. Free up the man inside. Let him
relax and say, “Although I am not going to a war zone
to preach and not moving so quickly, yet I think this is
important duty that I speak today’s verse in this pro-
tected temple and then on Monday morning drive out
of here. It is important to write and write. It is coming
out all right. It is important to feel that and feel love
for the writing. And it’s most important to be Krsna
conscious, to say what Krsna says, and I do that too.”

Material body, drowsy, pushed, needs rest, keeps
going, dress it up with some colored clothes, wash it,
don’t let it get sexually agitated, divert it from that, or
from anger or other non-spiritual behavior. Move it
around, like a donkey St. Francis called it, “Brother
Ass,” the cart, the cart bearers.

Jackson Heights, childhood, napes going past you.
They said the Studebaker for 1989 is built so that you
can’t tell the rear from the front. We used to pass
some of them on the highways when driving to Uncle
Sal’s house. They looked in Brooklyn just over City
Line but then bought their own salt box house in Rose-
dale, Long Island, near the airport where the jets flew
in low. Uncle Sal and cousin Steve Sessa who was an all-
star shortstop on the local league baseball team. Would
he grow up to be like me? Gone, ditch it, now come up
again here in Zurich Vedic center, Govinda Verlag. I
am going to close my eyes and rest before the class so
I'll be in good shape. This may not be a haiku moment.
I am a soldier or sportsman on a marathon and when
your energies start to lag, your supporters talk to you
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to keep you awake and tell you, “Keep moving, pushing
on.”

Writing this in japa time while the temple populace
hums with holy names. Let me go do a little more too.

8:45 A.M.

It’s Saturday, so the devotee audience was a little
bigger. But they seem less responsive here than in oth-
er temples. When I ask for questions, they’re all silent. I
wait and wait and then finally someone, perhaps out of
sympathy for me, asks a questions. And the questions
today were not on the points. I covered quite a few
topics such as neglect of duty, not being interested in
subtle science, the price of spiritual science, chanting,
etc. But no questions. Finally somebody asked, “In a
previous verse it states that Lord Siva once chased Lord
Brahma, can you explain that?” I said I didn’t know.
But then another devotee said that in the purport to
that verse it states that once Brahma lusted after his
daughter and Lord Siva became infuriated. So I was
embarrassed that I didn’t know it. But also why ask a
question that is already answered in the purport, and
it’s not even the purport of today’s class?

I spoke about the misuse of this planet’s resources,
but no one had anything to say. I said devotees some-
times misbehave on sarikirtana and while doing other
services, but no response. Maybe they are shy or this is
the Swiss conservatism. Anyway, I finally sighed audibly
and they let me go or I let them go. “Thank you very
much.” Big preacher crooning into the microphone,
can’t get any response. :

Freer:

Why don’t they ask questions? Because you didn’t
move them. You were not simple and profound. You
covered too many subjects, you were too well prepared
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with your Post-its, talking as if you were on stage per-
forming. You don’t know how to actually pray. They
think that their gurus can preach better than you. You
don’t go on sarikirtana or push book distribution and
neither do you work with managers or attend meetings,
and all this shows when you speak. They have your
number. They are not interested in what you have to
say. They prefer to hear it from someone else. Or may-
be they just don’t listen to philosophy so well. What the
hell, it’s breakfast time. You’ve been jabbering away 45
minutes so why should they prolong it when—if they
don’t ask you any questions—they can go right to
breakfast and then get on with the day’s work? You
have filled the air with your orations, now let’s give
silence a break. You know what it’s like when a class is
over and you (in the audience) are relieved and you

just want to get out of there. That’s what they felt like.

And they were all in agreement, they cooperated, so
none of them asked and therefore they could all exit
real quick. The joke is on you.

Besides, you too wanted to get away. Go upstairs and
now you have the remains of a late morning to do
something with—to prepare for the next lecture. But if
they don’t ask, if they don’t listen, then why prepare?
Because you don’t want to fail and fall flat on your
face. At least you do the job presentably. That's what
we all want. Give a presentable class, and then as soon
as it’s over, we can all leave.

Noon

Sacinandana Swami has safely arrived from Zagreb. I
wanted to see him at least briefly, but Madhu went and
saw him instead and arranged for our meeting tomor-
row. SS would be leaving Zurich this afternoon to go
Basel and return tonight. I was thinking, “What’s the

129



harm in squeezing in a spontaneous meeting or lunch
together?” But M. is probably right. He saw me yes-
terday getting the banging headache which put me out
of action all afternoon and I limped down to the lec-
ture and afterwards had a worse banging which went
away overnight. M. also saw me in Slovania where I can-
celed the evening lecture. So I can give two lectures a
day but not expect to squeeze in extras.Neither can we
say that a spontaneous meeting with SS could be con-
trolled and to just a short thing. I know all this, but it’s
making me feel a little . . . I won’t say sorry, that’s too
strong a word. But I feel that my life is denied certain
pleasures, that I'm something of a semi-invalid. I don’t
have adventures a normal person does. I have to stay
quiet. I like it that way. But for writing it means I have
to go more within. Otherwise, I have nothing to report.
Especially since my writing stories is mostly what actu-
ally happens with me. It’s not very interesting to say,
“Canceled meeting with vivacious, daring preacher,
but we’ll see him tomorrow at 2 P.M. for an hour.”
Madhu has changed our ferry tickets from France to
Ireland so that we will leave two days earlier than
planned. We would have spent those days at a camp-
ground at Le Havre, but now we can spend them in
the more controlled environment of living in our van
in the devotee community at Wicklow. That’s good,
but in terms of this Summer Marathon, 1 will have to go
inside myself more. I’ll have six days in Wicklow with
nothing much happening outwardly. You can take
walks in your new walking shoes, or you can look into
some nondevotee book if you like and tell us about
that. You can free-write. Don’t feel sorry. Don’t feel
denied. Read your spiritual master’s books. Go within
and find not just physical innards of colon and pan-
creas, but the spirit soul or at least the voice that calls

130



(-

out to the Lord. It is not necessary to run around and
do a lot of things. But you need to be alert and chant
and hear and, then you can be interesting. Is that what
you want, to be interesting? Would you rather be
someone else? Would you rather have a tale to tell of
how you were preaching in Zagreb but a war started
and so you canceled one lecture and came back early
to Switzerland but the plane was delayed and you
didn’t know if you could get out of the war zone?
That’s not your tale to tell. You are not moving so fast.
If you were, it’s likely that you would not be inclined to
write things as they happen. Think of it that way. It’s
compensation. Those books you liked, The Best I Could,
The Search for the Grand Metaphor, and Last Days of the
Year, were all done in situations where you deliberately
stopped outside action, in retreats. This summer mara-
thon, for me, is an active book caught in motion. It
may not be the motion of a SS, but it’s “on the run” for
me.

4 P.M.

Keep going, the day grows hot. You read along Lewis
Simpson’s poem or you glanced through it, about ac-
tion and death of soldiers in World War II. Then leave
it. Those were . . . you don’t know what it’s like. He
talks of war with no question of whether it was right to
fight. You just did it and tried to do the right thing and
be brave. Test of one’s character and guts.

But someone like William Stafford and other consci-
entious objectors, theirs is also a brave story. We devo-
tees say you should fight if Krsna wants you to. But we
don’t take these military organizations nowadays as re-
ligious. So you can do something to get out of it if you
can. Or if you have practiced as devotees in the Army.
But you can’t give up your four rules and vegetarian
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diet and chanting Hare Krsna. If that’s the case, then
the Army may kick you out. It’s up to them, but you
have to be a devotee.

I’'m lucky. I'm old now and those duties are behind
me. Someone might say I’m coasting in my senior citi-
zen years. Give a lecture and then another lecture at
night and nothing in between. “Two hots and a cot,”
you get your substinence. You speak the high-flown
philosophy, organize it into an applicable lecture and
you say if they don’t listen or ask any questions, that’s
not my business.

But what are you doing to insure as far as possible
that you can go back to Godhead? I haven’t spoken yet
with S. Swami but heard that he said bombs were being
dropped 50 meters from the ISKCON temple building.

What are you doing so that you don’t have to come
back in Kali-yuga and go through all this shit and grief
again? You don’t seem to be working very hard for
that. You say our philosophy teaches that a devotee is
not interested in his liberation. But then what is he
interested in? He wants to serve Krsna and guru in this
life or the next. “All I want is Your causeless devotional
service in my life birth after birth.”But I don’t find that
burning in you. It’s more like writing and—shall I say
it>—taking it easy. Taking it easy would be a sin. And
your excuses that unless I go easy I'll get headaches.

Prabhupada wrote in his “Notice” of November 1966
that his followers should not mix extensively with non-
devotees. And not waste time with idle talks or frivolous
sports. So I spend a hot Swiss Saturday afternoon stay-
ing in this VIP suite, not peeking out. Someone comes
to the door with a donation of 100 Swiss francs. Gives it
to Madhu. I don’t know what they are talking about so
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I don’t look up. M. said the man was peering in want-
ing to get my attention. Butif I'lookup ...

You got your outline for tonight and for tomorrow,
and that’s all the lectures you have to give here. They
are cooking biscuits for us to eat on the road. I keep
writing, and when there are no lectures to give, I will
return to unmotivated reading again. Find Sri Krsna in
His words and the descriptions by our spiritual master.
Read carefully what he says. There is nothing more
important. The wars are not as important. Prabhupada
says you need to adjust your life so it keeps pace with
the mission of the Lord. In other words, you may go on
doing your thing, working and being a family man or
whatever, but you have to adjust that activity so that
you can also chant and hear. It sounds relatively easy.
He says it’s not so hard; it’s been made possible. You
don’t lose the main purpose of life which is to always
think of Krsna and serve Him. You can do it while you
live your life even if you’re not a monk. But what about
me? I have given all time for this. I should be doing
better. I should be constantly absorbed . . . I should be

Where you go next life should be a concern of yours.
What will people say of you after you leave the earth?
They are survivors for a little while. You are all cycled
back, cycled back into the species. An astrologer said
Pandit Nehru in next life became one of two dogs in
Switzerland. It does not do him any good that there is a
Nehru museum in New Delhi and that he’s praised.
The actual person has gone to a dog’s body and that is
what counts for him. You want to come back and be
with devotees, try to pray for that—the perfect pattern
of life if you have to come back is complete dedication
to the unlimited Lord, association as friends with His



devotees, and compassion for all living beings. Repeat
these words and pray to mean them.

Krsna told Arjuna, “You already have the brahmastra
weapon, now use it to counteract the weapon thrown
by Asvattama.” You have to do it yourself and yet you
cannot do it without Krsna’s mercy and direction. Get
it?

They look back at me. Pack of girls on the right, in
the corner of the temple room, like a bank of flowers.
Don’t look long. Men occupy more space, spread out,
listening, but they don’t know me and I don’t know
them. We all know I'll be gone in a day. Are they glad I
have come? Am I glad I'm visiting Zurich? Is anyone
benefiting?

Do they mind that I come down to the give the class
and afterwards I go upstairs? They offer me respect.
I've got that. Tonight I try to relax with them and tell
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funny stories. Almost all the stories are about me and
my approach to the Swami. That may be a defect, why
not tell stories of others? Someone might think you are
puffing yourself up; too self-centered. But these are
the best stories. I could tell the story of Stanley asking
the Swami for five dollars to buy gasoline to burn him-
self to death and Swami says ask the treasurer. But I
was not a witness to that. I know my own stories actu-
ally happened. I think they did.

So I'll do it. Don’t build a big make-believe barrier
that Swiss devotees are especially unreceptive. Sure, a
room full of Hindu Haribols in Guyana, your own dis-
ciples, would listen with gleeful faces, dark faces in the
tropics. You could play guru and relax, tell your past.
Here it’s harder. But still, they don’t know you and
that’s an advantage.

Don’t apologize. Or do it here beforehand once
and for all. I'm sorry if my stories sound as if I'm trying
to cash in on my good fortune of meeting the Swami.
Sorry they are canned memories and the same ones
I’ve told before. Having said that, let’s go for it. Don’t
be afraid to say, “I read in Van Gogh’s letters, ‘Misery is
eternal.’” Just tell it cheerful, factual, tell it well, and be
sure to make Swami the main person and real.
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August 6

I'm scheduled to meet with SS at 2 P.M. Hope I am
clear of head pain to do it. I was thinking, “What shall I
present to him as an agenda for talk?” He expects me
to represent “the inner life.” Sometimes we speak of
this in a tantalizing, unclear way, as “mysticism” or “life
of prayer.” Sometimes we allude to private (secret) in-
terest in raganuga. But for me, inner life means con-
centration—saving optimum time for—reading Srila
Prabhupada’s books and chanting japa. And for me
personally, it means writing. This is the “babafi” content
of my life. I advocate it quietly as the inner life of the
preacher. It’s all up front and non-secretive. The se-
cret or private aspect of it has to do with taking retreat
time to accomplish this.

Reading Bhagavad-gita this morning, 50 minutes.
Good! Please do it everyday and seek ways to have taste
and disciplined practice for other readings throughout

‘the day, such as in Srimad-Bhagavatam, random reading
in Srila Prabhupada’s books and now his letters.
Throughout the years one may go from one book to
another, tasting nectar like the bee.

Secret life of me. I write.

Yesterday afternoon I typed two pages intended for
this “marathon,” but then I threw them away. It’s good
to be detached and not to think everything you write
has to be preserved. But usually I do include everything
in a timed book and don’t crumple it, rip it into pieces,
and throw it in the trash. So I have to ask myself why I
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did that. Mainly I don’t want to lose nerve and confi-
dence in the worthiness of recording as much as pos-
sible. That is the endurance in the marathon.

Sometimes a wild dance, words fly off like sparks
from a spark machine. That’s free-write. Sometimes
you write sarcastically, coyly, and often ironically. I pre-
fer to be more direct. But when you can’t find access
to a soft and sincere heart of devotion, you still want to
write. Srila Prabhupada gave the example that we
should be like businessmen who are expert to make
profit in either a strong or weak economy, by selling or
buying. I can be writing profitably on one level or
another.

Write for yourself. Here are some phrases from the
pages I threw in the trash (along with an empty bottle
of drinking water, tissues, filings from sharpened pen-
cils, gone-dead batteries, nervous hours, scraps of type-
writer papers left after I scissored them to fit them on-
to the legal page, etc. You can’t keep all; some is junk.)
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From trash: “He asked your secretary, ‘What is he
really like? What is he into?’

He said, ‘He doesn’t like to go to big festivals. He
likes to read and write alone.’”

Yeah, well, I like to do that, the man said. And he
likes radishes and polecats and words that have fur on
them...

Yeah, much of it can be trashed, I admit.

Last night went well, upbeat presentation of my rem-
iniscences of life with Srila Prabhupada in 1966. Oldies
but goodies; vintage incidents, the first time I went to
his room and asked questions, the time I purchased
Srimad-Bhagavatams from him, when I resigned from my
welfare job, the time I phoned him and said I'd be late
for lunch, I bought him a mango (“Very good boy”), I
donated my money, I missed the first initiation and he
said, “If you love me, I will love you.”

Afterwards, I said to M. that I may speak these re-
membrances in a place where they haven’t heard it.
He said—he was excited and happy—that he’s heard it
many times and he loves to hear it again. I think it
depends on my being prepared to really tell it and live
in it. When I went to Prabhupada’s an hour late for
lunch, he put the food on the floor and I bowed at his
feet for the first time. It’s a fact. Preserve the life of
these sacred, juicy memories by retelling them. All glor-
ies to Prabhupada and especially to those early days.

File past, march past, the moments and hours. In re-
cent years, I don’t write as the personae who gave up
all past impressions and became a simple and sincere
and bumbling Sisya of Srila Prabhupada Rather in a
book like Radio Shows, 1 plunge into the flow of my con-
sciousness. I'm sometimes talking of Srila Prabhupada
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and sometimes of my material parents, past, present
ISKCON person I am, etc. Is that more honest?

How can I do otherwise? But the presentation where
I focus exclusively on memories of 1966 is a special act.
Like special food, it cannot be served all the time.

In 1964, I wrote my Svevo book. Just previous to that,
I wrote a traditional short story, “On the Outskirts of
Gloria.” It told of the USS Saratoga coming into port. I
wrote it under the effect of marijuana, trying to be
vivid in details. Murray didn’t like it so much, I think,
because it was so restrained and formal, perhaps. It was
not poetry from my heart. It was constructed. Then in
the first flush of living in the Lower East Side, I broke
loose and wrote the fragments of my actual life, my vis-
its to Eliot and Anna, etc. Murray said this was it, now I
was waxing poetic. Kowit liked it too, he was enthusias-
tic and said it was terrific. But he thought that I was
showing him notes of an outline of a book I was plan-
ning to write. I said, “No, this is it, this is the book.” He
said, “Then I take back that statement that I thought it
was terrific. I liked it as a plan.”

I'argued, “Well, if you liked it, you liked it.”

But he said, “No, I don’t like it as a final.”

Eliot, however, loved it the way it was.

The fact is, when I write nowadays, I do include what
might be called writer’s notebook or plans for writing
along with the writing itself.

I’'m glad I thought of this just now because it makes
a link to today’s writing with the writing of Svevo. The
same “problem” or challenge is present. The same two
different schools of thought and theory are contend-
ing.

139



I want to go for the poetry, the actual life, sacrifice
on the altar of writing expression. But I want it to be
excellent and readable and Krsna conscious.

As in Svevo, I wrote what was happening, so I'm do-
ing that now.

In ISKCON, some critics said that it was very fine to
keep a detailed diary when you were serving Srila Pra-
bhupada. Tell us all that he was doing. But now what is
the use in our reading of your complaints, mediocre
thoughts and habits? They may say that.

I have to achieve an excellence in all I write, or a
higher percentage of good stuff. Write the timed
books. Homer nods. How often? In every line.

Nods. Awakes.

Breezes flow. Sometimes hot. The life of day. Avoid-
ing the headache. Chasin’ the 'Trane.

In The Best I Could Do, I went strong for two weeks,
- then lost heart and quit for a few days. Then I came
back to it and wrote, “You have to not give a damn
what any critics and readers will think, but give it your
best. These have been your own kind of books.”

I tell what I'm reading in Srila Prabhupada. It’s
harder to tell of the life of japa of Hare Krsna mantra
although that’s equally important as reading. In pre-
Krsna conscious days, I had no such auspicious activi-
ties. I descended to petty sins. I was becoming a louse,
fit for suicide or trash. Addicted to bad habits. Worse
was probably ahead, “You are a Greek tragedy waiting
to happen.” Manhattan and its big cats would crush
me, spoil me, eat me up and spew me out.

The little saintly spark that greatly expanded beyond
any hopes I had, by meeting Srila Prabhupada. Now I
am his man. But yes, you are interested to go on with
it—to write your pulse-beat, loves, pass the time and
practice expression.
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I tried looking at Lewis Simpson for springboarding
into my own poems. I've been slow to do it. Don’t want
to talk about hisand . . . you can divide lines if you like.

These poets can’t help me much, they want to be
“cunningly appealing.” They quote Baudelaire saying
that the more you write poetry, the more you’ll get
into melancholy. Geez . . . the art, the way to make it
come out right. If you speak a plain message, it’s not a
poem. All their theories and posturings. We appreciate
that their books took time to write and they worked to
make it come out nice in many drafts, and they keep
their poems, some of them, short, and they don’t write
too much.

But I write for myself

he said

in bed at twelve the alarm

goes off and I put on the

light and now I ought to

go in the other room to chant.

Skip lines and make a clear restart. Nondevotee
poets really can’t help you much.

I hope I'll be all right. Tell SS my open secrets. And
then hear from him. Don’t feel yourself superior to
him. Be a friend as best you can. You don’t expect, and
neither does he, that you will be soul brothers. That’s
all right; we are fellow travelers. I should appreciate he
is a rare soul. He actually likes to read what I write.
And I do admire that he is so active and giving as a
preacher, although I can’t do it myself. He has a great
taste for both active preaching and inner cultivation.
Don’t be thrown off by the fact that he smiles a lot.
Krsna and Srila Prabhupada do that too. It’s good if

141



you can be happy. And he has his suffering too, as we
all do.

Go now, thank you, thank you timed book and
timed book admirer.

“On the way back to the house, Prabhupada told us
that it is very good to tell a story in the middle of a talk.
He explained that in Kali-yuga people are less intelli-
gent, so the Bhagavatam is ideal for this age because it
gives instruction by way of stories” (Hari-Sauri’s Tran-
scendental Diary, volume one, p. 212).

Met SS in the temple before marigala-arati.

I said, “You’re keeping up a very heavy pace.”

He said, “It’s the pace of a desperate beggar.”

I wanted to say it’s the pace of a giver. His words
were true-sounding. He wore a sweater and knit cap.
He said he is overworked. Why should one overwork? I
sat like a pleased cat thinking of its milk—my marathon
writing.

I told Madhu I wanted a better pillow like the one
Harikesa Swami has on his bed here in Zurich. I was
serious about it. I said, “Unfortunately or fortunately,
I’m not like St. Teresa of Avila who had a wooden pil-
low” (which we saw in her cell in Avila). And I’'m not
like Sukadeva Gosvami who said, “You should use your
arm for a pillow.”

“But you quoted him the other day,” Madhu chided.

“Yes, but we can’t imitate.”

Don’t imitate. Don’t eat carob cakes either. Tomor-
row is Ekadasi and we travel. We started traveling today
by walking down to the van to pack articles away. And I
don’t think I’ll shave my head so I won’t resemble a
skinhead as we cross over the border into France and
two days later on the overnight ferry to Ireland. Today
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. . no more lectures for me. I'll attend the Sunday
afternoon lecture by SS, if he gives it in English.

After my lecture, he asked me how it felt to see IS-
KCON and Srila Prabhupada become less liberal, less
intimate. I said one had to internalize the relationship.
Also Prabhupada gave us assignments so we were able
to exercise our controlling tendency. Everything was
arranged by Lord Krsna for our good. If we stayed too
close to our spiritual master, maybe we’d have become
too familiar. As I spoke, SS took some notes. I told him
how Srila Prabhupada said, “ISKCON may be big, but I
am small.” In other words, Prabhupada said, “I’m still
personal. You serve and be with me in that way.” I was
still going strong telling stories at the end. SS. is very ac-
commodating, asking me to do what I want. He makes
you actually feel free to do that. Like a rose. Yet he
survives and thrives in this “heavy” North Europe zone
where preaching book distribution is the highest the-
ology and orders come down from the top for many
particulars. He likes it and they like him. He’s had some
bumps in the road along the way, but seems like he’s
going under his own steam now as guru and preacher
throughout Germany and many other places, especi-
ally Serbia and Croatia where he gets big audiences,
although it’s dangerous.

I 'am writing this on a toad’s back with a quill feath-
er. I have a haunched position. A hunchbacked girl
named Kibja went to the Lord at His request. He
straightened her out. Balarama’s appearance day
comes up in a few days and we will fast on the ferry
boat. We don’t have to observe the day by special
readings. I ought to warm up for Janmastami by hear-
ing Krsna book tapes on those chapters. I could wait
until we get to Wicklow to do that. I will not make fun
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of the Hare Krsna movement except in a way appro-
priate for one who is a member. I am happy to have
been with the Swami in the early years, especially 1966.
SS said it’s inconceivable how Swamiji treated us so
kindly and leniently, such as when he saved me a plate
from lunch. ‘

As you write, you surrender. The big brass bells
sound here in Zurich Sunday morning, 10 A.M. Mass
and now 11 A.M. Mass. Sermons given. Worshippers be-
fallen in their Sunday best efficient money in the bas-
ket.

Listen . . . I surrender. SS told Madhu he will speak
in his lecture something literary which I will like. What?
Will he tell us he studied Goethe in hisyouth or Proust?
Idon’t think. ..

The money is right. One hundred Swiss francs.
Chocolates, clocks, Swiss Army knives, pillows, Harikesa
Swami’s room, the bell gonging and gonging for 11
AM. Mass. All right already. And in the distance, anoth-
er church—tall, green steeple—does the same. Seems
you are not going to write as much today.

Got to go now. No story. A filet floundered. Svevo
got out of the Navy with severance pay around $600
and a Navy peacoat and black crewneck sweater.Those
things are now discarded in favor of saffron. I have to
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run now and do the pija for Prabhupada but maybe
later I can tell you a story how that lad gave up literary
pose. But he was not visited by an E.T. creature, so I
can’t tell you that or his adventures with prana therapy
or Reiki. He’s pretty straight.

No outstanding conflict

except his request

to God almighty.

4:30 P.M.

SS brought up the topic that ISKCON has many
deep-seated faults and it’s hard for a preacher to keep
up his enthusiasm. I said I preach on the importance of
chanting and hearing. He challenged that I could be
an instrument for misleading people. If ISKCON were
corrupt and I ask devotees to remain loyal and to con-
centrate on their sadhana, I could be displeasing to
Srila Prabhupada. I replied that it’s healthy to admit
wrongs and discuss how to reform ISKCON, but I want
to stay aloof to that wrangling. I think ISKCON should
not be abandoned and I have my niche, my contribu-
tion. I stress the essential priorities. I don’t say every-
thing is perfect, but I cannot tackle the problems. Nei-
ther do I expend my energies attacking persons I might
suspect of being manipulative. To some degree, I trust
the GBC, and I don’t speak against it. I trust that Lord
Caitanya’s will shall prevail.

I'am basically happy and simple. I encourage people
to practice bhaktz-yoga, either inside or outside of a
temple. Hear from Srila Prabhupada.

My Godbrother said we have enough preachers who
can make learned presentations of the philosophy. We
need people to face the facts such as that many devo-
tees don’t follow the four rules or chant sixteen, and
for many there is no life-long future in ISKCON.
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ISKCON may be in a sad state. Heading for a crisis—
either it gets well or dies. Maybe that’s healthy. But I
keep thinking that if and when the conservative GBC
leaders admit that plenty is wrong and may become
more liberal and want to improve—even then I don’t
want to be at their meetings, round tables, computer
Internets and seminars. I don’t think it’s wrong to sup-
port the ailing ISKCON. I think ISKCON’s good out-
weighs its bad. I don’t think Prabhupada wants me to
quit it. So as long as there are temples or groups of
devotees, they will need lecturers. Yes, simple presenta-
tions of the philosophy and books such as I am writing.

I too feel the pinch, the peer pressure. I am criti-
cized for being a little different. But I seek my integrity
while remaining connected to ISKCON, in an aloof
way. Don’t want to even discuss it at length in a timed
book. I'd just get swept along in the whirlpools of vari-
ous diagnosis and treatments. We need organization
like a good business has, as taught by Covey of Seven
Habits. We need community, we need varnasrama, and
so on.

We also need the pine trees

and a few maroon gladiolas

in a vase on a porch

in summer afternoon.

While SS lectures in Deutsch

we need someone sitting upstairs

writing in American-English mining

for his own fresh perspective—

who will travel tomorrow

to France and stop

to write. Please.

With all thy faults,

ISKCON, I make my

sermon-song within your precincts.
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I said to SS he should take care of his health, not
push himself so hard if he wants to live long. He said, “I
don’t want to live long; I want to burn out on the altar
of sacrificing myself to preaching.” He means it.

Do I want to live long? The last two hours of this
Sunday I coast. Sit back, don’t eat feast, don’t meet
guests, don’t try anything much, except maybe an
extra round. So tomorrow you can do the full yaj7ia of
travel.

I think I am more concerned to improve myself than
to improve ISKCON.

Is that wrong? SS. grimaced and said, “When I read
your books, I think, ‘Why does he doubt that they are
useful?’” He is sure that they help people. As Harikesa
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Maharaja manages his vast zone by writihg over the
computer, so I write in a different way.

An ominous picture of ISKCON in deep wrong. Like
an iceberg starting to crack from top to bottom.
What’s wrong? What will the outcome be? I can’t
figure it out, I'm too tiny. Neither do I want to accept
anyone’s opinion and follow their program for this.
Take time alone to seek integrity. Writing also helps.
Write for this purpose, to find out more what is right,
what is wrong, and what is best for you to do. I don’t
want to be manipulated by either conservatives who say
nothing is wrong in ISKCON but rather all its policies
must be supported by all its members. Neither do I
want to join the radicals who simply want to bash
ISKCON.

This subject matter of a book like Summer Marathon
may seem to be mostly irrelevant to these burnings
issues. But it’s not. It is more important for me to wake
early, read Bhagavad-gita, and then write some simple
lines from the self, and then to travel in the van and
keep chanting and writing and following a simple trail
... even though I don’t get spectacular results, I want
to keep asking myself in quiet way what Prabhupada
wants of me and what I can actually do.
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August 7

Write to purify yourself. Cut through as soon as pos-
sible. I've been keen to express my feelings, gut reac-
tions. But also cutting through means reach a Krsna
conscious expression. Touch it, a verse of $astra, a pro-
found and helpful statement by Srila Prabhupada—get
close to it, to them, throughout the day. Krsna is re-
vealed only to those who think of Him in parampara. So
my writing is for that. My self-expression and honesty is
for this. Otherwise, it may be a mundane exercise.

This combination of honesty and openness, even
when it means groping through confusion, and the
striking goal of Krsna consciousness by deliberate,
prayerful embrace of $astric words—can be possible in
the timed book, Summer Marathon. The book should
not confine me by adherence to some formula or
“story.” Speak to the heart of the issue directly. Some
of this feeling was aroused last night after talking to SS.
and sharing his feeling of the malaise of ISKCON. (I
referred him to words in his German language, angst
and berldshmertz—he seemed to be feeling them, an IS-
KCON-shmertz.) Madhu also encouraged me that my
personal writing should do this; whether it’s published
or whether it’s a book of chapters is not the point. I
need help, I want Krsna consciousness and writing can
serve me. It will be readable. Will it be art? Maybe. A
sort of art. And if it’s artless but vital Krsna conscious-
ness, what’s the harm in that?

This led me to think maybe the format of Writing
Sessions would serve me better, they are more of an in-
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vitation to write in the moment, whatever comes. The
process of free-writing can lead you to the heart of
concerns quickly. And doing them one after another
gives momentum. It’s similar to reading or chanting; it
brings its own reward as in, “Chanting produces chant-
ing.”

But I promise to endure for the marathon. It’s a nice
idea and has been going well. Don’t let it collapse and
don’t let it become conformity to a story (pretended)
of your travel and preaching-writing, a novel of autobi-
ography, a performance. Better each time you write
you be truthful, regardless of where it starts and stops.
Also each time hit a Krsna consciousness that nourishes
you.

This Post-it note to myself: “Try to write uncensored.
Be yourself in remaining days (of marathon).” One way
to do this might be to keep the book Marathon rolling,
but do it more as a series of Writing Sessions. Or think
of the “scrap journal” you kept. Or think of Writing
While Reading Srila Prabhupada’s Books. It can be a com-
bination of all these. Let’s say that you wanted (and still
want) to write a book to capture the summer-end ex-
perience as you travel and write in Europe while living
out of your van. Let’s also say that you have built up a
context, achieved it, in the chapters you’ve already
written. Now you can use this achievement to allow you
to go further. Your reader (again, I mostly refer here
to myelf as the reader, the one who wants to sustain a
book, to bring a book into existence, and to read that
book) is sympathetic, willing to go where you want to
take him. The reader mostly wants genuine experience.
If you can develop, go further than you have gone so
far, he is willing to adjust to changes in style, a different
kind of reporting, and he is capable of it. It’s silly to
think the reader can’t or won’t follow you and that
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you have to “dumb down” your writing instinct for him
to keep up his interest. What good is free-writing if it’s
not actually freer? And if you consider this a gamble—
and that it might fail—it’s still worth a chance. Better
to be bold and go beyond—if your heart leads you
there—than to keep a safe account, “Because I prom-
ised us I'd write a book in 21 days of life on the road, a
day by day until Janmastami.” You don’t have to shape
it; it’ already being shaped by time, by the fact that life
does occur in divisions of days and all the other
factors.

ISKCON, ISKCON. Remember the time a devotee
said to Prabhupada that the gurukula building in pro-
gress at Vrndavana would be for the ISKCON’s chil-
dren? Srila Prabhupada said, “ISKCON, FISKCON.” I
don’t know exactly what he meant by that, but we
needn’t be attached so much to any stereotyped or
limited idea of ISKCON. It lives, it continues, it grows.
Or it breaks down. It’s pure or impure. It’s sampradaya
or asampraddya. You cannot control it by uttering the
word ISKCON. Even the GBC (another word formula)
can’t control the reality and destiny of what we mean
by the International Society for Krsna Consciousness.
It’s Srila Prabhupada’s movement, a branch of the
Lord Caitanya tree. It’s our sacred cow. The institu-
tion. It has no written constitution. It sells pizza at
Mayapur. It exists in the temples listed in Back to God-
head magazine.

In Slovania, they don’t serve sweets daily to devotees.
But while I was there, I got sweets everyday. When I ate
lunch with my sannyasi Godbrother, it was served by
the temple devotees and they didn’t include a sweet. I
asked my Godbrother, “Is there a sweet?” So it was on
my behalf that he went out of the room and asked and
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created a fuss when they said they had no sweet. I asked
is there a sweet, but I would not have made a fuss. If
they told me, “No, there is no sweet,” I'd had left it at
that. But he lectured to the devotees how they should
always serve Krsna a sweet, even a little bit of sugar, it’s
one of the tastes. He described it in terms of Deity wor-
ship. But it also appears that we, at least I, was also
seeking to satisfy the tongue’s demand for sweets. I was
implicated in an embarrassing scene. It may well have
left the impression that we sannyasis who preach to
devotees how they should act, would be seen by them
as attached to sweets and demanding them, whereas
the other devotees go without sweets-gratification.

I need to be careful about my behavior so I don’t
come off as hypocritical or demanding when I visit with
devotees. I am a viksus tridandi, a beggar. Accept what
you are offered; “Beggars can’t be choosers.” The fact
is also that many devotees want to serve a sannyasi and
so they ask you, “What do you want?” When you indi-
cate you are attached to sweets, they may give you
plenty. But if you become attached to heavy, elaborate
desserts, that’s not good. I am attached to it. I weigh
around 118 pounds which for a man who is 5’11” is
certainly skinny. But that’s no excuse for filling your lit-
tle belly and allowing the pushing agents of tongue and
mind to be uncontrolled and greedy. Eat to live. Take
only what’s necessary. Srila Prabhupada: “The purpose
of food is to increase the duration of life, purify the
mind and aid bodily strength. This is its only purpose”
(Bg. 17.10, purport).

Write on, MacDuff. Scratching pen under desk
lamp, no other lamp on in this guest room, M. sleeps
on the other side of this desk. Now I should go and fol-
low a schedule for our departure by 5 A.M. Chanting
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until 2:30 and go into bathroom, then load up last ar-
ticles into van, including Srila Prabhupada marti. Can 1
worship him in Wicklow?

Dreamt we devotees—Kirtanananda, Jayadvaita, Jaya
Pataka were in the dream—were adjusting to life in a
rocky, desolate, offshore island where formerly Chris-
tian monks had lived. It was very austere. We examined
little cave-like cells that were built into the rocks. They
had a front and rear chamber to them. Periodically,
these cells would get flooded when the ocean water
rolled in. It would even flood over your head, but only
for a moment and then the water would recede. We
accepted it and so adjust to life there and found ad-
vantages in it. Extreme austerity in everything and a
hermit’s, babaji’s kind of existence while we practiced
Krsna conscious sadhana.

When I awoke, I asked why this dream had come. Is
it an aftermath of hearing my Godbrother’s anxiety
that ISKCON is deeply wrong? Was I imagining that we
would have to make a new start, maybe in this life or in
the next, something similar to going to a desolate rock
island for tapasya? Would Krsna force us to go there? Is
this a survivalist’s scenario? I don’t know for sure. I
seemed willing to make the best of it. The habits and
policies of the Christian monks who had been living on
this island in previous times seemed to shape and con-
dition our own attempts. Would ISKCON misleaders
repeat their same mistakes? Kirtanananda was there
and right away set himself apart with a separate group
and tried developing a community with more than the
others had. Jaya Pataka was found hiding under a car
so that he could sleep extra. Someone pulled him out
by his ears.
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You better chant and tell the truth quickly. Do what
you need to do to finish the marathon strongly. Put
anything into the book or convert it into a different
space, whatever. You know, despite this talk of chang-
ing it, that you probably cannot change it much. You
are who you are and when you go to write it comes out
like that. But yes, you can do more than following a
routine formula. Release from formalities and bounds
is good. Do what is best for yourself and Krsna con-
scious. Read, that’s very important. Keep Krsna con-
sciousness close to you, a foremost daily objective as
you will find it when you come close to Srila Prabhu-
pada’s books and embrace even a single sentence.

Border into France

Lady with chiming voice stops us. Other cars go
through. We pull to the side while she runs a check on
our passports. She asked, “Where have you been?”

He said, “Uh . . . Italy and we’ve been in Zurich for
four days.”

- “Pull over there.”

It’s five minutes now. Traffic flows into France and
we wait. Madhu studies map. It’s 6 A.M. and we have
made good time so far. I slept a half hour in cozy dark
of back van.

Why is she delaying us? Are we suspicious? I don’t
think she saw we were Hare Krsna devotees, but some-
thing caught her attention-intuition to give us some
special scrutiny. An Irishman and an American dare to
enter the Republic of France.

Srila Prabhupada, I want to read your books and
learn of your Krsna there. This morning, I read Bhaga-
vad-gita 40 minutes and that was nice. Krsna helps us in
the heart.

“Listen, young lady, we are on a mission from God!”
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Rain, pleasant driving talking with M. about my reso-
lution to see my headaches as coming from Krsna and
not to seek diagnosis and cures from the many mun-
dane paths.

P-stop, France
Got to roll on now, due to stop for the day 100 kilo-
meters short of Paris. Then very early tomorrow we
can drive through Paris (which has no good belt system
around the city) before traffic builds up.
No time yet for thinking nicely or writing. Later you
may get a chance. But you can utter maha-mantras
while you ride northward on the bonne route.

4:10 P.M.
After about six hour’s van travel today, I sit here well
fed, a bit dazed, after nap, in sweat pants, looking
around in back of van, hear traffic zoom by nearby on
the bonne route. Words like that on periphery of con-
sciousness, they go by and you hear them but don’t get
snatched by one enough to write it down . . . Harhsa-
dutta . . . root.

M. said while concentrating on driving, his mind si-

multaneously played a scenario where he was speaking
to a group of people being sympathetic to their criti-
cism of ISKCON yet presenting parampara and my side
of things. How would he speak? He went ahead and
did it.

What is wrong with ISKCON? Here are some of the
charges made by various parties.

Its leaders are cuckoo. They just want to control for |
themselves and they set up everything like that. It’'s a !

scorched hothouse. You can tell which house on a
street is the ISKCON temple—just look for the most
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dilapidated building. Not enough money. They cheat
while distributing books. Keep ruining their own repu-
tation that way. Sad case. All bureaucracy and no sense
even trying to rejoin it.

They took guruship but Srila Prabhupada should be |

\

i
|

the only one. He’s not in the center. The Padayatraisa
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