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Preface

Here Is Srila Prabhupada was written using the
“free-writing” technique. (I also used this method
in writing Shack Notes.) Free-writing is a method by
which the writer gets past his or her internal editor
and just records everything that comes to mind. By
not stopping the flow of surface concerns, the writer
soon finds himself delving below the surface into
deeper areas of himself.

I use free-writing in my devotional service as
part of my sadhana. It is a way for me to enter those
realms of myself where only honesty matters; free-
writing enables me to reach deeper levels of realiza-
tion by my repeated attempt to “tell the truth
quickly.” Free-writing takes me past polished prose.
It takes me past literary effect. It takes me past the
need to present something and allows me to just get
down and say it. From the viewpoint of a writer,
this dropping of all pretense is desirable.

Although the “vow” of the free-writer is to re-
cord everything that comes to mind, he is also
aware that much of what comes out will not ulti-
mately be printed. Therefore, a Krsna conscious
“free-writer,” while giving himself permission to
write down everything that comes to mind, also
goes through an extensive editing process to pre-
pare a Krsna conscious book.

I hope that the readers of Here Is Srila Prabhupada
will find some benefit in its pages and will discover
their own methods to come closer to Srila Prabhu-
pada.
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Augusc 6, 1991,
(Unheklow, Treland

1 am looking for a way to start remembering Srila
Prabhupada again. I feel apart from him, with no
way to connect.

In the Antwerp temple this morning, I found my
way back to him. During the tulasi-arati, the pijari
finished offering the ghee wick to Tulasi and hand-
ed it to a grhastha who was standing nearby. The
devotee hesitated for a split second, then turned
and offered the flame to me. I knew the flame
should first be offered to Srila Prabhupada, but I
reached out and touched it anyway. I didn’t want to
embarrass the devotee because he didn’t follow the
proper etiquette. But I should have said something.
The flame should have first been offered to Prabhu-
pada.
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So here I am, beginning another book about
Prabhupada with a feeling of regret. Prabhupada
should be the center of my life, but I continue to
take his place. Still, I am hopeful. I vow to improve.

D
%*

The Antwerp temple worships a painting of the
Pafica-tattva as their main Deity. To the right of it,
they have placed a small photo of Srila Prabhupada.
He is sitting, relaxed, in a chair, wearing a red cable
knit sweater. His garland is made of fragrant garde-
nias. Prabhupada is clapping his hands and holding
them forward. When the lighting is focused right
on the photo, Prabhupada’s hands look like they are
coming right out of the picture. It gives the photo
an amazingly life-like effect. Srila Prabhupada’s eyes
are shining and he seems pleased, thoughtful, and
grateful at the same time. I think he was looking
out at a gathering of his disciples when the photo
was taken. He looks deeply moved at how these
fallen Westerners have been transformed into the
servants of the Vaisnavas by Lord Caitanya’s mercy.

The photo was distributed to the temples in this
zone during the Prabhupada Marathon last year. It
has a printed statement at the bottom: “If you want
to please me, distribute my books.” I think, “Oh,
this photo was put together with that statement to
create some propaganda about book distribution,”
and I find myself losing touch with Prabhupada in
the photo and becoming distanced by the mood it
was distributed in. But then I realize I am sorry I
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to finish, hoping I don’t get a headache—Srila
Prabhupada doesn’t know about my headaches. But
maybe he does know about them and he will say,
“You get headaches?” It would be a big relief just to
hear him acknowledge them.

“Yes, sometimes, Srila Prabhupada. It's tempor-
ary though. Something to tolerate.” I philosophize,
but he is kind and personal.

He says, “I too would have pains. Headaches
too.”

I feel that my headaches are “approved” by Srila
Prabhupada’s remark. Not that I should go on
having headaches and think it's okay. But he says
he knows and he has pains too. It’s not just a
psychosomatic trip. Not hypochondria.

I want to say, “Srila Prabhupada, the headaches,
when they were bad, taught me to accept things. I
learned something about myself. I learned to be
alone. I started writing more.” But I don’t say that. I
don’t have to. I glance at my watch. I'm getting
tired. I've been doing his back for fifteen minutes. It
could easily go another fifteen or twenty minutes.
Should I ask him something as I used to? Is this the
time to do it? Or should I wait? Remember, Srila
Prabhupada probably knows all about ISKCON. He
didn’t come today to learn basic news, but more to
hear how you, Satsvariipa dasa Goswami, feel about
it. He wants to make you right and strong. So don't
tell him what he already knows.

Srila Prabhupada is rocking slightly under the
movement of my hands as I massage his back. The
strong smell of mustard oil in my nostrils, the
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Srila Prabhupada is sitting in his room wearing
only a gamcha. He comments as I enter his room
and offer my obeisances that the arrangements in
the house are nice. I am also wearing a gamcha. I set
out a straw mat on the rug, so as not to spill any
mustard oil on it. Srila Prabhupada wants it that
way. He sits down, in the half lotus position. I
kneel, facing him.

I start by putting a few drops of mustard oil in my
palm and rubbing my palms together. Srila Prabhu-
pada watches. I know he will comment if I use too
much oil and he won't like it if I spill even a drop. I
rub his scalp with a quick “pinching” movement of
my fingers. It's as if we've both stepped into a
groove of past association. I know what to do and
he accepts my service. This is symbolic of our entire
relationship, if I can only let its meaning permeate
my entire being: I know what to do and he accepts my
service. At this rate, Srila Prabhupada won’t have to
even speak to me. I'll learn the lessons he has come
back to teach me: “Serve me as when I was here. Be
a simple devotee. Be certain that I am with you
receiving your service. Don’t demand any special
recognition. Do the needful. But be ready for me to
correct you. Be ready to accept it.”

Prabhupada signals that I should stop massaging
his head and do his back. I move behind him and
start the heavy exertion of rubbing his entire back
up and down.

“Harder,” he says, “massage harder.”

I'm sweating by now, hoping I have the stamina
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cook their own favorites today—grilled cheese over
potatoes and lots of whipped cream. No, soft, tender
capatis. Do they know how? I haven’t cooked a full
meal in many years. I can’t experiment today. The
capatis have to be tender and thin. We better invite
some Indian matdjis. They know how to do every-
thing—dal, rice capatis, sabji, and samosas if they’re
done expertly. Sandesa, rasagulla. Maybe an apple pie
with an Irish touch, whipped cream. He sometimes
likes a surprise, as long as the main preparations
are there.

Oh, do we have enough flowers for garlands?
We'll need several of them during the day. And
someone to wash and iron his clothes.

How much time before he takes lunch? “I'll clean
the rice.” I look at the recipe book again to get the
right proportion of rice to water, then set it to boil. I
ask the cooks, “What do you need?” I wash the
vegetables and start cutting them, but then Prabhu-
pada’s secretary comes in and says Prabhupada
wants me to give him his massage! I get someone
to clean the stove and run out of the kitchen. Half
an hour until the massage. I try to quiet down.

I'm afraid it will be such a whirlwind of “pas-
sionate” arrangements that Srila Prabhupada will
be here and gone before we have time to think
much about it. So far, we seem to be mostly con-
cerned that he is pleased with our arrangements for
his personal conveniences. That’s proper. But I
have to keep a cool brain. After he has rested I have
to go before him. In fact, I have to go now for the
massage.



113/ WeekOne

simple method you can become perfect and escape
the horrible effects of Kali-yuga and repeated birth
and death.”

He asks the young men and women present to
take part in preaching. He hesitates to call the place
we are in a temple. I speak up and say it is a house
we procured for his visit, but in Ireland, there are
three permanent centers. He accepts the inform-
ation. It seems to be what he wanted to hear. Yes,
there are regular centers in Ireland. So we can live
there and serve, or one can practice Krsna con-
sciousness in one’s home. Try to tell others about
Krsna consciousness, whoever you meet. In this
way you may all become gurus.

“I thank you for this invitation . . . I shall talk
with Satsvariipa, and if there is time . . . ” He looks
to me again and to his secretary. We don’t want to
dictate to him what his schedule is. He wants to
extend himself to others. We want him to do what-
ever he wants. But for now, we suggest he go to his
room, take his massage and bath. We are preparing
his lunch.

Srila Prabhupada then leaves the room, first
bowing down to a picture of Pafica-tattva. It is a
reproduction of the Bengali painting he brought to
America in 1966. Everyone prostrates themselves,
sincerely saying, “Jaya Srila Prabhupada.”

2
%

Who will cook lunch? Who is expert enough?
Perhaps some of the Irish women, but they can’t
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few from Belfast, and two new Irish lads who
helped us prepare the house. They are ruddy-
cheeked and amazed to see Srila Prabhupada in
person. Some ladies are here too, 1nclud1ng a few
new ones. In fact, I am the only one in the room
who knew Srila Prabhupada before 1977. So Srila
Prabhupada sees this as an opportunity to speak, a
short arrival address.

He recites prema-dhvani prayers and mangala-
carana prayers. “My dear boys and girls,” he begins,
“I thank you very much . . . ” He mentions my
name, “My disciple, Satsvariipa dasa Goswami . . . ”
He says that these young Irish devotees are also his
disciples, as long as they follow. He speaks of the
parampara from Lord Caitanya. He speaks of his
unfinished work. He talks of Krsna consciousness
and the great need for it. It is needed now more
than when he was present. He refers to corruption
that has occurred in ISKCON since his dis-
appearance. The references are indirect, but we feel
the weight of them. We are inspired to take up
Krsna consciousness by his words. Yes, that
sensation comes—this is the same Srila Prabhupada
as on his tapes and in his books. We are never
without him. Now he has come back to update us
and correct us. This afternoon is specifically for
working on me. What will he say when we are
alone? Listen now, he’s glorifying the holy name.

“1 have nothing new to declare . . . ” Srila
Prabhupada says. “Chant Hare Krsna.” It is the same
mantra he introduced to us in 1966. It hasn’t
changed. “It is Lord Caitanya’s desire that by this
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him. His secretary holds Prabhupada’s few belong-
ings. Prabhupada is now barefoot. The temperature
in the room is perfectly comfortable and a window
is open. Birds are chirping. He sits and looks at a
big, framed picture of Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati
Thakura on the wall, and gorgeous paintings of
Lord Krsna and Lord Caitanya in Their lilas. We
start an drati and the devotees sing Sri Gurv-astaka to
a mellow tune, accompanied by harmonium. Pra-
bhupada plays karatalas.

As I offer the arati articles, I feel rushes of emo-
tion. Srila Prabhupada doesn’t have to read my
mind; just by standing before him I am exposed. I
see my activities since his disappearance—my
attempt to become a guru and some of the excesses
of that, my reading in Christian saints, my publish-
ing my own books, my seeking lonely places, my
hurts. He also sees my desire to serve him . . .

He glances over at me once or twice—inexpres-
sible confirmations of love that smash my foolish
pride. I'm shaking so much I think I'm going to
drop the ghee lamp. Prabhupada looks the other
way. He looks within, lowers his eyes. “What about
Krsna?” I think. “What will I ask Srila Prabhupada
when I get the chance? Should I ask him to tell me
what to do?”

The arati comes to an end and Srila Prabhupada
looks up at me and asks, “What is next? Shall I
speak?”

“Yes, Srila Prabhupada. That would be nice.” But
there are only a half dozen devotees—some Wick-
low men and women—Manu dasa from Dublin, a
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second floor entirely for his use. The big, modern
kitchen is stocked with everything we need, accor-
ding to what we know of Prabhupada’s tastes. There
are fresh flowers in the vases. This will be a blessing
for the old sod, which is so ripe for preaching.
Prabhupada never visited Ireland, so that's a good
reason for him to come now.

2
%

Now Prabhupada is arriving. He pulls up in a big,
comfortable BMW. We run out and prostrate our-
selves in the gravel driveway at his feet. It’s Srila
Prabhupada back again after so many years. We just
accept it. It’s his mercy. He’s wearing those saffron
canvas shoes and a silk dhoti. He’s smiling more
radiantly than we have ever seen him smile. He is
glowing with health. He is coming straight from
the spiritual world, just as Narada Muni does, and
he will only be here for the day.

“Thank you, Srila Prabhupada!” I suddenly feel
embarrassed that I haven’t gathered his leading
disciples here and that there is no big reception. As I
start to apologize, Prabhupada gestures to me that
it’s all right. “I have come here for you,” he says. I
feel instantly better.

We usher him in the front door. The hallway is
spotlessly clean and sunshine (!) is pouring in the
windows. We have arranged a room for his recep-
tion, for foot-bathing and arati. We bathe his feet
with five kinds of milk products. He accepts it
gracefully because he knows our desire to worship
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drafty halls and scuffed floors. The whole place
must be made nice for him.

I would tell about six devotees that Prabhupada
was coming so they could help fix up the house.
We would set it up according to Srila Prabhupada’s
needs. One room would have a low desk, a dicta-
phone, and his Sanskrit translation books. One
room would be for work and interviews. The bed-
room would need a bed and a rug so he could sit for
his massage. We would put in a modern bathroom.
Unfortunately, there isn’t much sunshine in Ire-
land, but we would put in a skylight to capture
whatever sunshine we could. The servant’s quar-
ters could be a separate building, apart from Prabhu-
pada, and there could be a car ready so someone
could get whatever Prabhupada needs.

Prabhupada would come in late spring when the
hills are a beautiful green. He would come in the
spring on a day filled with soft sunshine and warm
breezes. We would build a glassed-in veranda onto
the back of the house so Prabhupada could look out
at the hills and the lake in the distance while he
chanted japa. We could also plant colorful flowers
in beds all around the house. (Srila Prabhupada
used to call them “Krsna’s smile.”)

(The more I think of it, I worry about the Irish
weather. He would look out at the gray skies and
say something like, “Let’s go to Mayapura. It's very
dreary here.” Ireland is good for seclusion, but the
weather is always terrible.)

When the house is ready, we can put attention
into the finishing touches. Prabhupada has the
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raja Nanda, Yasoda and the gopis. If we can sim-
ply follow in their footsteps, even to a minute
proportion, our lives will surely become successful,
and we will enter into the spiritual kingdom,
Vaikuntha.

—Krsna, Vol. 2, p. 61

Prabhupada is not bluffing. If we want to attain
the result he is speaking of, then we have to prac-
tice what he says.

Actually, it is very encouraging. Even though we
are drowsy sometimes, there are moments when
we hear with pure mind. Similarly, at the end of
life there will be many physical and mental dis-
tractions. (Even now, I lose my happy attentiveness
as soon as I feel a little pressure in my head.) All the
non-Krsna conscious things I have gathered over
the years will visit me at the time when I least want
them, because I am distracted by my mind and body.
But Srila Prabhupada assures us that if we practice
hearing Krsna’s pastimes throughout our lives,
“We will have every possibility” of entering pure
mind and remembering Krsna at least some of the
time—and Krsna will save us.

&

Sometimes I imagine Prabhupada has come back
for only one day and he has agreed to see me. I
imagine inviting him to a secluded place in Ireland.
Ireland isn’t an opulent place, but we could find a
modern house here—no peat-burning hovel with
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11:00 A.QD.

Che readers and hearers were drowsy again to-
day during the Krsna book reading. We began the
chapter, “Uddhava Visits Vrndavana.” I said, “It’s
not possible for me to make comments on this
chapter. We can say something in an analytical way,
but we don’t even have a drop of the bhava felt by
Nanda Maharaja and Mother Yasoda. While Nanda
described Krsna’s uncommon activities to Ud-
dhava, Nanda Maharaja gradually became over-
whelmed and could no longer speak. As for Mother
Yasoda, she sat by the side of her husband listening,
not saying anything. Tears poured from her eyes
and milk ran from her breast. So how can we speak
glibly about this from the lecturer’s point of view?
Fortunately, Grila Prabhupada comes to our rescue
by preaching to us who are trying to hear this ex-
alted section of Krsna book.

Uddhava then glorifies Balarama and Krsna. He
says that one can go back to Godhead by remem-
bering Krsna in pure mind “even for a moment” at
the time of one’s death. Prabhupada comments:

This is the result of Krsna conscious practice.

If we practice Krsna consciousness in this present
body while we are in a healthy condition and in
good mind, simply by chanting the holy maha-
mantra, Hare Krsna, we will have every possibil-
ity of fixing our mind upon Krsna at the time of
death. . . . Therefore, to remain always absorbed
in Krsna consciousness was the standard of the
inhabitants of Vrndavana, as exhibited by Maha-
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Wise devotees see Krsna

in a gnarled tree trunk,

in the nude body of a tree,

the moving dress of leaves,

in the thin cloud layers.

A white chimney, a sheep’s pasture plot,
you name it, He is there . . . A rock,

a barbed wire, sunshine on a portion of hill.
This is the world.

And then there is another world, eternal.
This one comes from that one.

I space out and almost

fall into the typewriter.

What was it you saw?

Come back to this world

of fresh senses—you see,

I cannot avoid this world.

I have to stay awake in it.

If I daydream I simply space out.

So let me see this “Universal Form”—

A rose bush leaning against a white-washed
wall,

stomach hankering for breakfast,

the world in the body, let me use it

as service to the Lord

who comes to this world

to accept our service.

After resting, we will hear His book.

Krsna will appear

in the words of vrajavasis,

Krsna will appear.
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was when He responded to it by kidnapping her,
lifting her onto the chariot and making her His
eternal wife.

Writing gives us dar$ana with the rare and ad-
vanced souls of the past. How else could we know
Ripa Gosvami’s heart? He writes, “Although I
have not the dimmest shadow of pure devotion,
which is the only way to attain You, still, because
You are the master of playful transcendental pas-
times, please be merciful to me.”

Lord Caitanya has been very kind to arrange for
these great devotees like Riipa Gosvami, Bhakti-
vinoda Thakura, Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati and
Srila Prabhupada to leave us the fruit of their de-
votional research and realization in the written
word. Reading the writing of such great souls is so
moving that it is no wonder that even Srila
Prabhupada’s typist gets it into his head to try to
write something Krsna conscious too. “All of you
write.”

9,
¢

KD
*

See heaven or Viraja as you call it.

It’s the horizon, like an old Chinese print
or a flatland Wordsworth might see.

It's nirvana, the morning mist

not mixed with carbon monoxide.

The Creator is not far away—

if you want to know Him.

His hand has caused all that you see,
indirectly through His energy.
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their hearts, destroy with the shining lamp of
knowledge the darkness born of ignorance.”

But again, the Bhagavad-gita doesn’t specifically
mention me, Satsvariipa dasa. My case is included
in those eternal instructions, and I am not an
exception to those rules of bhakti. But where do I
stand? I don’t seem to know. I can’t seem to realize
it to my satisfaction. Is Krsna helping me? Am I
doing something wrong?

To get this information, I simply have to read the
map. Although my specific case with Srila Prabhu-
pada may not be delineated, the map points out
exactly: “You are here.” With this information, I
can then advance in my relationship with my
spiritual master.
<

Two hours a day with Prabhupada’s books is not
enough.

2
%

Writing can be a deeper communication than we
usually get in person. The symbols on the page
don’t convey less than spoken words. They convey
more because they are shorn of ambiguous and
confusing bodily gestures and undue emphasis
given to things that happen when we speak face to
face.

But writing cannot replace spoken words. Srimati
Rukmini wrote a letter to Krsna, but the best part



103/ WeekOne

a bona fide spiritual master, accept initiation from
him, and receive instruction in Krsna conscious-
ness while serving him with faith and confidence.
But even Riipa Gosvami admits that he is speaking
only basic principles. Prabhupada comments, “For
example, a basic principle is that one has to accept a
spiritual master. Exactly how one follows the instruc-
tions of his spiritual master is considered a detail” (Nectar
of Devotion, Chap. 6, p.53, emphasis added).

In a sense, my relationship with my spiritual
master is not mentioned in the scriptures. It is
uncharted territory. The details have been left up to
Srila Prabhupada and me. The outcome is still
waiting for further development. Will I surrender
completely? Will I receive more grace? Without
the authorized books I would not know how to
conduct myself, but the books cannot cultivate my
relationship with Prabhupada for me. I have to
make the attempt myself every day. I have to
choose good association, control my senses and
mind, do the work which is fit for me as approved
by Srila Prabhupada. There is much work to do in
my individual case. This is true for every disciple.

Another dynamic factor: Krsna helps the sincere
disciple from within the heart. He promises to help
the sincere devotee: “To those who worship Me
with love, I give the intelligence by which they can
come to Me.” If I cannot take full advantage of my
guru’s instructions and the direction of the spiritual
institution, then Krsna will enlighten me in my
heart. Krsna guarantees this in the Bhagavad-gita
verse: “To show them special mercy, I, dwelling in
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Drabhupéda’s books teach us about the spiritual
relationship between the disciple and the spiritual
master. Prabhupada’s books are like the map, but I
still have to undertake the journey myself. I study
the symbols on the page. They refer to a situation
like my own, describing what is required of me as a
disciple in giving my whole life to Srila Prabhu-
pada. The map marks out hazard areas—don’t be
whimsical, don’t disrespect the spiritual master,
pray to him, inquire from him . . . But it remains
general.

Each of us has to make our own journey guided
by the map of the sastra. The journey is meant to be
long; one has to pass through all phases of life in
this body while he traverses the path. But still, the
$astras give us only general guidelines. The Nectar of
Devotion states that one should accept the shelter of

102
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everything will be done just as it is in India. Krsna
consciousness will have its Western flare:

Sometimes our Indian friends, puffed up with con-
cocted notions, criticize, “This has not been done.
That has not been done.” But they forget this
instruction of Narada Muni to one of the greatest
Vaisnavas, Dhruva Maharaja. One has to
consider the particular time, country and con-
veniences. What is convenient in India may not be
convenient in the Western countries. Those who
are not actually in the line of acaryas, or who
personally have no knowledge of how to act in
the role of acarya, unnecessarily criticize the
activities of the ISKCON movement in countries
outside of India. The fact is that such critics
cannot do anything personally to spread Krsna
consciousness. If someone does go and preach,
taking all risks and allowing all considerations
for time and place, it might be that there are
changes in the manner of worship, but that is not
at all faulty according to sastra. ... The for-
malities may be slightly changed here and there
to make them Vaisnavas.
—Bhag. 4.8.54, purport
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Oh, those crazy dancers!

Staid devotees leave the kirtana hall
as the young ones stomp.

My writing is like that, a wild dance,
with happiness expended

and energies expended

in service of the Lord before His altar,
with guitar and Western drum,
leaping as high as I can.

I have seen photos of Srila Prabhupada smiling at
the antics of his Western disciples. In one picture it
looks like he almost wants to refrain from smiling.
His teeth aren’t showing, but he can’t help but be
amused, and his eyes show that he is pleased to see
that the devotees are at least enthusiastic. He
permits them to sing and dance in their own way,
as long as it’s within bounds. They work hard, so if
they look a little strange and don’t dance exactly like
Gandharvas, and if their Sanskrit is sometimes
wrong, pronouncing “goru” (cow) instead of “guru”
(spiritual master), Srila Prabhupada overlooks it.
He says, “I am guru, not a cow, but I realize they
don’t mean it wrongly. They cannot always pro-
nounce the Sanskrit correctly, that’s all.”

And sometimes we ate too much, some of us.
We had lots of faults. We’re working them out. We
know we need to be more cultured. And we want to
increase our family members. As the movement
grows in many countries, we cannot expect that
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suffered from palsy. These years before old age are
the most crucial. The light will fade. Write as much

as you can.
Tomorrow I'll rise early and come here to write.

Srila Prabhupada’s books are stacked on the desk
and maybe they will speak to me. I was going to say,
“They’re on the desk and I can reach out to them.”
But it's more like they’ll reach out to me.

Prabhupada, your devotees live all over the
world. Sometimes they get in car accidents and they
die. They want to think of you and Lord Krsna.
You've taught us what to do in life and at death,
“Whoever thinks of Me at the end of life—he
comes to Me.” You have taught us what we need to
know, but we need you to stand by us, to come to
us. “Everything is there,” you said. No one is ex-
cluded. Let us serve you.

My crazy dance,

my kirtana dance.

I whirl around

like a young man, happy.

In the center for awhile,

and then another bhakta spins in,

and I stand on the edge clapping

before the Deities and Srila Prabhupada.
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Vaisnava sannyasis visited Abhay’s home. The aged
Gour Mohan De mistook them for Mayavadis and
was unfriendly. When Bhaktipradipa Tirtha Swami
started to speak, Gour Mohan De realized his mis-
take, “Oh you are Vaisnavas!” he exclaimed, and
bowed at their feet.

Ganga said, “Prabhupada’s father set a good ex-
ample for his son to follow.” The chapter ends with
a description of the photo of Abhay with shaved
head, observing his father’s passing away: “There is
a mysterious, spiritual air about him, as one might
expect in a meditating saint . . . He looks as if he is
and always was a sadhu and he has suddenly been
revealed as such on this day.”

There is so much to learn about Prabhupada.
Ganga added, “I have seen some deaths and killed
animals. I've also read about the passing away of
Vaignavas. But the Vaisnavas’ passing away is quite
different. They do not suffer like the others.” After
he said that we were all quiet. This Wicklow house
is very peaceful, so it was a real silence—no wind or
birds, no cars or planes or people. I waited in that
silence, wondering about death. But then I thought,
“There’s still time for me to work. Let me go to the
porch and write.”

7:00 p.QD.

According to the photo, when Gour Mohan De
got very old, his eyes dimmed and he might have
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“Did Srila Prabhupada ever say anything about
Ireland? It rains here almost all the time.”

“There’s a letter to Prabhavisnu who went travel-
ing around Ireland and who sent a good report.
Srila Prabhupada replied that if preaching is not
good in one place, you can keep traveling and go to
places like Ireland. But he never went there him-
self.”

“He spoke in Rome with the Irish poet, Desmond
O’Grady. He told him, “You Irish are always fight-
ing.””

“And now we are here preaching on Prabhu-
pada’s behalf. His books are being distributed, his
mirti is being worshiped. So he is here. He’s here in
Ireland and it’s raining.”

6:00 p.QD.

Chis evening we read the chapter about Abhay’s
business and family life in Allahabad. Madhu said
he appreciated hearing how Srila Prabhupada
applied himself to his duties in making money.
Prabhupada employed his money-making ability
later as founder-acarya of ISKCON. We followed
the thread of spiritual life through Prabhupada’s
business days as he traveled and opened his phar-
macy in Prayag.

Two charming scenes: When the Gaudiya Math
sannydsis come to Abhay’s Prayag pharmacy, he was
joyful to see them again. At another time, Gaudiya
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Another devotee said, “Krsna sends the rain at
night so it won’t disturb the farmer’s day, but the
ungrateful man wakes in the morning and com-
plains that it didn’t rain enough. That’s in the Krsna
book, ‘Description of Autumn.””

“Isn’t there something about the demigods rain-
ing down the benefits that people want?”

“Demigods shower flowers from the sky.”

“Rain is one of the elements, water.”

“Rain comes from yajiia.”

Playing this game during prasadam always left us
with a nice feeling for each other. It was better than
fighting among ourselves or talking prajalpa.

Let’s play it now. Can you think of anything
connected to Prabhupada and rain?

“One time Prabhupada walked outside in the
rain without an umbrella. Govinda dasi took the
shower curtain off the shower and ran out and
covered Srila Prabhupada with it.”

“When it was raining one day at the time he
usually took his morning walk, Prabhupada said,
‘Today we shall take our walk sitting down.” Karan-
dhara drove him around Beverly Hills in the rain
while Srila Prabhupada closed his eyes and rested.”

“He walked in the snow in Manhattan in 1965.”

“He told us about Krsna who held up Govar-
dhana Hill in the rain. And he told us that Krsna
went to collect wood for His guru and the rains
came.”

“He said that ISKCON sarikirtana in India stopped
the drought.”



95/ Wleek One

it takes practice to know how to use them properly,
how to understand their subtleties. It can only be
taught by a master.

KD
0‘0

Prabhupada loved to write because it was an
effective way to spread Krsna consciousness. He got
good results from his writing. He also communed
deeply with the previous acaryas when he wrote.
He felt their power, even when his essays weren’t
being read. Writing seemed to be his dharma. Even
his spiritual master encouraged him to write. So
Srila Prabhupada became occupied with writing
books and he saw temple construction as not
important for him, especially in the years before he
first came to America. He saw himself as following
his guru’s example and his order, “If you ever get
money, print books.” Prabhupada said the first duty
of a sannyasi is to write books.

0
%

We are like children trying to remember the
spiritual master. In the old Boston temple, some-
times we played a game during prasadam. One day it
was raining outside so I said, “Think of something
Krsna conscious connected to rain.”

Someone said, “When it rains, Krsna and His
friends sit in a cave and have lunch there, talking
until the rain stops.”
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neatly and just right. He knows exactly how to do it;

it’s another art that should be done the right way. In
the third photo, Srila Prabhupada has the cadar and
Srutakirti is watching. I imagine Srila Prabhupada
said, “Not like that. Give it to me.” Prabhupada is
meditative, absorbed in the moment of cadar fold-
ing. I love Prabhupada in that mood.

Prabhupada is always the instructor for his dis-
ciples There is usually an edge of chiding in his
voice, but it’s still gentle and loving. Of the disciple
Srila Prabhupada writes, “ . . . a disciple cannot
disobey the order of his spiritual master. That is the
relationship between a disciple and his master.” He
gives the example of Arjuna who surrendered to
Krsna “without any vanity regarding his own
erudition, and without any reservation.” If you re-
lax your defenses and allow him to instruct you,
even in how to fold a cadar, then your relationship
will be smooth. You will not become aggravated
and neither will he become displeased; you will
quickly learn how to do things his way. The spiri-
tual master is supposed to train you to be expert in
spiritual activities, including the details of how to
fold a cadar. As soon as you resist, thinking you
know how to do something or that he is too de-
manding, then there will be trouble.

2
%
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Words like “lover,” “disciple,” “guru,” “ser-
vice”—these are strong words. One has to know
how to use them. They have specific meanings and
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that I am spiritually immature and that I might die
at any moment. One who thinks like this will util-
ize his remaining days and hours to become more
mature. Make some progress, make a contribution.
Don’t be caught sleeping.

K
%*

When “Dere Is Srita Prashupada’
Comes o Oespair

1 1ove Prabhupada. I'm always defending myself.
It is not necessary. I love him.

“Goshes”—a comic strip character used to say
that. I guess it’s pseudo-cute. Maybe it was Dondi,
that Korean refugee boy who appeared in the New
York Daily News. Instead of “gosh” he said

“goshes,” and I'm saying it now.

“Goshes, Mr. Dugan, I really did want to paint
portraits of Srila Prabhupada even while looking at
the Wicklow hills.”

4:00 p.Qo.

I have a series of three photos——Snla Prabhupada
and Srutakirti are folding Prabhupada’s cadar. First,
Srutakirti holds it while Srila Prabhupada folds it.
Then Srutakirti folds it while Prabhupada watches.
Srila Prabhupada is attentive. He wants it done
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stacked together. I can’t tell for sure. The photo has
a wonderful, old quality to it, like a Nineteenth
Century daguerreotype. The space behind him on
his right side is black. His arms are so thin I can see
his veins. He stopped for a moment and posed at
the photographer s request. I could tell it was a
warm day in Calcutta when the photo was taken—
Srila Prabhupada wears no shirt, just the sannyasa
top cloth and dhoti. He looks noncommittal—it’s
hard to see what he’s thinking.

11:00 A.QD.

Car’lga dasa surprised us with potato pancakes
(decorated with cheese and tomatoes) for breakfast.
As a result, we all drowsed off during the 10:00 A.M.
Krsna book reading. Unfortunately, it was one of the
most emotional scenes—the gopis protest as Akriira
takes Krsna away from Vrndavana.

At least I have Srila Prabhupada’s Krsna book
dictation tapes. Although he dictated them just for
typing, his narrations are full of the gopis’ feelings
of separation from Krsna, protesting cruel Akrira.
Saved again by Prabhupada.

Time is precious and it is quickly running out.
Srila Prabhupada told me once that I should never
think I was mature. He said I should always think
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Truths are given to me as axioms

of the Vedas. I'm glad for that.

As Prabhupada said, “Should I listen
to Krsna when He says

I eat, or should I listen

to a loafer like you?”

I repeat the axioms,

and this is my footnote to prove

that I'm alive—I see

ablack plastic garbage pail outdoors,
next to a grass-covered stone wall,
mist moving in like smoke,

the bend of the path going down hill,
Ganga’s kitchen noises and

my hope of breakfast and rest,

Here Is Srila Prabhupada

while swallows wing out across the meadow.

2
*»*

7:00 A.QD., Che captured moment

Chere is pus in my gums, but that’s not so
important. The smell of ink emanates from the
pen. I have a photo on my desk of Srila Prabhupada
sitting in a chair in India. Behind him, a calendar,
“Calcutta Trading,” with a picture of Lord Visnu
surrounded by Sesa’s many hoods. Where was this
photo taken? It appears to be someone’s house or
office. The garland Srila Prabhupada wears could be
rose petals, or it might be cut pieces of leaves
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cannot enter deeply into pleasing Srila Prabhupada
through book distribution. It is not just propaganda.
This is a way to please Prabhupada. And yet. .. you,
dear reader, and I too—we can please Srila Prabhu-
pada. We can distribute his books. We can read his
books. We can please Srila Prabhupada by the sim-
ple devotional acts we perform under his direction.
Srila Prabhupada is glancing compassionately at all
of us from this photo—because he is pleased by our
offering. We should never doubt this.

0y
%
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Srila Prabhupada, I accept this method you have
offered me to resume meditation on your lotus feet,
through the regret I feel for having taken the flame
before you. Nevertheless, I have confidence that I
will rectify my wrongs. And I have confidence that
this service of writing you have given me will help.
You said, “Keep on with this business of writing
articles . . . go on writing something glorifying the
Lord and put our philosophy into words. Writing
means to express oneself, how he is understanding
this philosophy. So this writing is necessary for
everyone.” Let me write the true story of coming to
you each day despite the distractions and forget-
fulness and poverty in my heart. Let me glorify you.
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of Prabhupada, or our understanding of his instruc-
tions, or even our feelings toward him, are per-
manent and will never change. But they do. Our
perceptions change and we change. We have to be
sensitive to those changes in our approach to Srila
Prabhupada.

All of Prabhupada’s disciples want to be true to
him, yet each of Prabhupada’s disciples has a slight-
ly different vision of what being true to him means.
Therefore, we have to discover for ourselves what
Srila Prabhupada means to me.

There is a danger of creating an illusory Pra-
bhupada. It is all too easy to worship a malleable
Prabhupada, one who changes his orders to suit our
own needs and deviations. We can tell ourselves
that we are pleasing Prabhupada without even
knowing what Prabhupada wants from us.

We tend to love the features in Prabhupada that
are easy for us to relate to. But who is the real
Prabhupada? Where can we find him? Do we find
the real Prabhupada in the letters he wrote during
the 1970s? Yes, he is present there, but he still has to
be approached within the context of the situations
he was facing. He is also in his Bhagavatam pur-
ports. Ultimately, we can only find the real Prabhu-
pada by surrendering to him and asking him to
reveal himself to us. It takes constant, gradual
surrender.

0.0



7/Wleek One

Occasionally I look at a random paragraph about
Prabhupada in one of my own published books.
Sometimes it looks wrong. Not quite wrong, but
too colored by my own view of Prabhupada. I al-
ways regret seeing these things in print, but ulti-
mately, I have to trust that Prabhupada’s followers
will look everywhere they can to find out who
Prabhupada is. He is not something one person can
possess in his entirety. He means different things to
different people. I do not have a monopoly on
Prabhupada-realization. Prabhupada is unlimited.

I have to repeatedly approach difficult topics. One
neat paragraph on “Illusory Prabhupada” doesn’t
free me from the danger of false worship.

2
*%*

Nothing is perfect, and nothing I can ever say
will be perfect. If one says that he has taken the
perfect breath and there is no longer any need to
breathe, then he will die within minutes. The last
breath is your dying breath. So I am not claiming
perfection. As Lord Brahma says, “As long as there
is sunshine within this material world, kindly
accept my humble obeisances.” I am no Lord Brah-
ma, but as long as my seasons endure, I offer my
prayers and I use writing as a means to stay alive
and to improve.
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11:00 A.QD.

prabhupéda consciousness should come na-
turally. It should be like an explosion that floods
my mind with the presence of my spiritual master.
Our Krsna consciousness is dependent on Prabhu-

ada.
P Just before I wrote this, Madhu and I were read-
ing and discussing Krsna book. We talked of feeling
separated from Krsna. Suddenly, there was a loud
knock on the door. Madhu went to answer while I
sat there blinking, trying to keep a wisp of a hold on
Krsna in Vrndavana.

It was a member of the Irish Army. He wanted to
know if the owner of the cottage had any objections
to the Irish Army performing maneuvers on his
land.

The demanding world appears to be so real. It
comes right up to your door and bangs the big brass
knocker. Talks of Krsna sometimes seem evan-
escent, like mist after the sun comes out. But the
material world is temporary, no matter how real it
seems now. Krsna is eternal, even if it is difficult to
concentrate on Him. )

How does all this relate to Here Is Srila Prabhu-
pada? Prabhupada wants us to understand the dif-
ference between the temporary, material world and
the eternal, blissful world of Goloka Vrndavana.
This is the life work that Prabhupada wants from
us, to somehow fill our minds with more and more
Krsna and less and less maya. And Prabhupada is
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with us in our attempts to hear about Krsna. It is
the basis of our relationship with him. Srila Pra-
bhupada spoke specifically of Krsna. He described
His flute and the feelings of separation the gopis
experienced. Prabhupada was fully absorbed in
krsna-lila. He wrote in Krsna book, “The spiritual
masters should enrich the devotees to the highest
devotional perfection. Feeling constant separation
while engaged in the service of the Lord is the
perfection of Krsna consciousness” (Krsna, Vol. 1,
p- 231).

I cannot expect Srila Prabhupada to again come to
where I am in the material world. He expects us to
love him enough now to go to him. That’s how it
should be—the disciple should go to his guru and
render service and hear from him. For now I'm
doing that by reading his Krsna book. But the day
will again come when I can sit at his lotus feet and
hear him speak of Krsna and the gopis or any
number of other transcendental topics. It will just
take time and conscious endeavor, by Prabhupada’s

grace.

2
%

Prabhupada, you are not a play thing. You are the
solemn director of my life, the boss I report to. More
than that, you are my angel-guide, the represen-

tative of Supersoul—my only access to inconceiv-
able Krsna.
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You are the one who will meet me at the end. I
am trying to limit my baggage so that I can rush to
your lotus feet unencumbered.

2
o

One should go to the gurunot with nonsense,
but to surrender. The $astras state, “Who needs a
guru? That person seeking the Absolute Truth.”

Yet even the seeker of the Absolute Truth has
problems. He doesn’t want to take his problems and
dump them at the feet of the guru, but where else
will he put them? He has to be honest, not just the
picture-perfect disciple who puts on neat tilaka and
bows down reciting properly enunciated pranamas.
The disciple has to let the guru get at his heart.

My point is, I just want to find as many ways as
possible to enter Prabhupada consciousness and to break
through the barriers that prevent me from loving, surren-
dering to him, enjoying his books, and serving him
twenty-four hours a day.

%
o>
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Dear Srila Prabhupada, you are the best teacher

of Krsna’s pastimes.

You explain it all nicely

in words we can understand.

You know Krsna and love Him.

You went for Krsna’s mission to the Western world
where no Vaisnavas had ever made an impression.
Your gift of Krsna’s Bhagavad-gita in 1968

and Teachings of Lord Caitanya in 1968,

your gift of Krsna book in 1969

and Nectar of Devotion in 1970

and Srimad-Bhagavatam from 1960-1977—

are unexcelled Krsna conscious acts.

The Lord is known because of you.

I thank you again and

I plan to read your books

many more times in this lifetime.
Please grant me the mercy to relish them fully.
If you make me fit

to relish your books then I'll be able

to give the same to others.

I'm asking Lord Krsna for this boon,

but it’s through you our prayers must go
reaching the Lord in parampara.

In any case, I praise you

for giving Krsna in ready, clear ways

to whoever will accept the best thing.
All glories to His pure devotee.
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4:00 p.Qo.

Chis writing project is new for me; I don’t know
much about it yet. How can it transform the men
and women who read it into lovers of my spiritual
master? Why should I want to turn everyone and
everything in his direction? What voice within me
is saying, “You can’t put everything into a book
about Prabhupada. There’s a point where Srila
Prabhupada ends and the rest of the world begins.”
Who is that voice?

2
0.0

Srila Prabhupada, I want to tell you some things.
Prabhupada, I love you, although sometimes your
voice seems harsh and your tone heavy, and it
scares me a little. I know you are inconceivable and
cannot be judged by ordinary standards. You cannot
be judged at all. But I want to peel off a few more
layers of my official understanding of you and face
some truths. I am not trying to ruin the insides, my
solid, parampara worship of you. I just want to make
sure that the person underneath all the layers is
awake and alive to you, that he is responding to
you in a real way and not mechanically, like a
telephone answering service.

D
%
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The two things I fear most in living for Srila
Prabhupada: (1.) To offend him by any minimizing
or blasphemous thoughts, and (2.) to praise and
obey him only out of habit, or out of fear, or only as
a response to the institutionalism of ISKCON.

I have heard devotees who reject their disciple-
ship say they feel release by letting go of Prabhu-
pada. I want to feel release in my obedience to him.
I want to sigh with relief as I discover my surrender
is well-founded.

It's not Prabhupada who is being tested or ex-
posed here, it’s me.

<

<

6:00 ..

Oear Srila Prabhupada,

Please accept my humble obeisances.

Madhumangala and I were just reading your
Krsna book, the chapter on the gopis feelings of
separation by the gopis. We thank you for present-
ing this. Madhu says you give us details about
Krsna in a way we can understand, such as when
you say, “When He plays [on His flute], the clouds
stop their loud thundering, out of fear of Him.
Rather than disturb the vibration of His flute, they
respond with mild thunder and so congratulate
Krsna, their friend” (Krsna, Vol. 1, p. 233).

Prabhupada, this Krsna book is you. It is what you
want us to hear as much as possible. That is why
you wrote it as early as you could. I love the fact
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that you want us to hear Krsna book. You preach
strongly to chase away demons that may disturb us
in our hearing of Krsna book. You wanted the
whole world to have this book and therefore you
asked George Harrison for $19,000 to publish it with
the color illustrations painted by your young
disciples. You write, “If you simply read Krsna book,
although it looks like stories, yet you will become
delivered from the clutches of repetition of birth of
death. It is so nice because you will understand
what is Krsna.”

The sweetness of Krsna is also your sweetness,
Prabhupada. And His propensity to kill demons is
also your own desire to fight His enemies. As I
have failed to love Krsna, so I am failing to love
you. Sometimes I think, “This description of Krs-
na’s jewelry or ornaments doesn’t attract me.” In a
similar way, sometimes I fail to appreciate some-
thing you say. But like the cloud over Krsna’s head,
I am afraid of offending a great personality, so I
apply myself in your service. Surely, one day I will
be cleansed of this dirt.

Your eternal servant.



August 8, 1:30 A.D.

In Sack Notes, I dialogued with inner critics who
doubted the value of my writing. Here Is Srila
Prabhupada will prompt me to dialogue with voices
who doubt my service to Prabhupada. Those voices
want to open a chasm at my feet—make my body
tremble with feelings of unsurrender. They want
me to be miserable because I am unsurrendered.
What's needed, they tell me, is to give up my pres-
ent activities—my style of writing and preaching.
They say these activities are useless concoctions and
products of a self-indulgent madness. They pre-
scribe hard and unreasonable ways. The result is de-
pression and inertia. That’s the sum-up of the
dialogue as I see it, so I am trying to avoid them.

K2
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I used to think I was a special devotee, but now I
know I am not. Srila Prabhupada once said that we
should not crave to be recognized by the spiritual
master. We should not advertise ourselves. We
should be silent workers. One thinks, “If Srila
Prabhupada were to recognize me, he would see
what a nonsense I am. Why demand his attention
and favor?”

Prabhupada has changed my life, given me pur-
pose and duty. Why should I demand that he con-
tinually pat me on the back and flatter me into
thinking I am special? I should be more satisfied
and grateful in his service; I should worship and
serve him, and be content and confident in my
connection to him.

Srila Prabhupada said of himself that he was a
tiny servant not worthy of direct service for many
lifetimes, yet he was a confident preacher. (He has
asked me to preach, although I am not so confident
of myself in that service. At least not confident in
the way Prabhupada was confident.) I shouldn’t
clamor for special mercy from him, but should sim-
ply serve him—cook for him, write for him, travel
and preach; think of him, inspire others by speak-
ing of his greatness . . . If I am grateful, I will do this
without seeking to be noticed by him.

KD
**

During the rainy season, all living entities, in the
land, sky and water, become very refreshed, ex-
actly like one who engages in the transcendental
loving service of the Lord. We have practical ex-
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perience of this with our students in the Inter-
national Society for Krishna Consciousness. Before
becoming students, they were dirty-looking, al-
though they had naturally beautiful personal
features; but due to having no information of
Krsna consciousness they appeared very dirty and
wretched. Since they have taken to Krsna con-
sciousness, their health has improved, and by
following the rules and regulations, their bodily
luster has increased. When they are dressed with
saffron-colored cloth, with tilaka on their fore-
heads and beads in their hands and on their
necks, they look exactly as if they come directly
from Vaikuntha.

—Krsna, Vol. 1, p. 139

2
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Prabhupada, my inner censors tell me you are far
away and I can’t reach you. I wanted to dream of
you last night but I couldn’t, or I can’t remember if I
did. They say I displease you too much and there-
fore I can’t know you. They claim that a special
meeting with you is taking place but I am not
allowed to attend. They say I can’t even think of
you. Is this so? Why are you so far away?

O Prabhupada, please let me think of you. You
are everyone’s friend; you are my friend. Soon I
will hear you again on tape. I'm listening to your
lectures. Everything you write and say is infused
with truth and can save us.
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Prabhupada, where are you now? Am I being im-
pertinent by asking that question? I am only asking
you this because I want to be with you.

I know one answer to that question: you are in
my heart. We are still together at 26 Second Av-
enue like in the old days of ISKCON. I still have my
duties assigned by you—I still have garbage to
empty and dishes to wash, guests to talk to and
devotees to counsel. And I still have my writing
and reading. My service to you is ongoing. You
haven’t cut me off. You are with us if we want you
to be. There is no need to feel apart.

Prabhupada, I want to serve you with love, not
just out of duty. Please teach me to give myself to
you.

9
%

Low Flame

Prabhupada with his cane is walking in my mind
and walking across this padayatra T-shirt.

I also take a quote by him

to support self-expressive writing.

And the book distributors quote, “If

you really want to please me. . .

distribute my books.”
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We are running after Prabhupada

who is walking with his cane.

I talked about him on my walk, big words.
Now I'm on Pragosa’s porch.

With an hour to go before breakfast,
trying not to fall asleep,

pushing myself to write.

Don’t go inside to talk to Madhu, don’t look

at automobile manuals, recipes,

or what's written on boxes of soap powder.

But go inside yourself.

I'd recommend reading Krsna book

but at this hour of the morning

you are likely to fall asleep.

Although forces are trying to squelch you out,
keep the flame burning.

Prabhupada with his cane is walking in my mind.

2
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7:00 A.QD.

Oo you know what we mean by “jack-in-the-
box writing”? When you write a topical article, you
first explain a problem in the world, such as the
Mideast politics or the dissolution of the Soviet
Union. Then suddenly, you introduce Bhagavad-gita
as the solution to the problem. When it’s done
awkwardly, the preaching pops out of the essay like
a jack-in-the-box. This happens when the preacher
does not integrate the material and spiritual worlds.
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He doesn’t apply the Gita’s teachings or think out
how it can actually work—he just smooths texts
over the problem and calls it fixed.

I thought my Prabhupada consciousness might be
a species of “jack-in-the-box” thinking. I start by
saying I feel sleepy. Then I say, “Prabhupada is the
answer.” Or I start with the Irish countryside—the
long streaks of clouds, the chill air in August, the
sheep looking at me as if I'm crazy—and suddenly I
say, “This reminds me of Prabhupada and Krsna.”

I want to improve in the way I cross over from
anything to Prabhupada. Sometimes I fail to cross
over at all, or I cross abruptly, as if suddenly slap-
ping myself, “Don’t think that! You're supposed to
be thinking of your spiritual master.” It would be
nice to demonstrate smooth, integrated transi-
tions—to prove the harmony and all-pervasiveness
of Prabhupada consciousness for a disciple of Pra-
bhupada. But I guess my abrupt turnings to Prabhu-
pada are also real moments, like the sleepy driver
suddenly jerking the steering wheel to keep from
going off the road.

If I catch myself wandering from Prabhupada’s
shelter, I will have to come back as fast as I can,
even if that return is like popping out of a jack-in-
the-box. Sorry about that rough transition folks, our
pilot just spaced out for a few moments.

I am just a tiny bug in Prabhupada’s hand. From
his hand, I move to his field and back again. I ex-
plore the vast cosmos on a forty minute walk. I
come back singing his name. Veering off and re-
turning.
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The fact is, I still don’t know what to make of the
cosmic manifestation, or at least the little bit of it I
can perceive with my senses. I can see sheep in a
field and start lecturing how cruel it is to kill them,
how karma results from animal slaughter.
Prabhupada taught us this. But when I first en-
counter the sheep, the cosmos, the world—sky,
field, air, and myself as someone (I don’t know
who) in a body (of which I know little except that
it's working)—when I encounter the morning and
my place in it, I can’t figure it out. I am not that
Krsna conscious. I start to think with moral sense,
“Is this Krsna conscious? Is this maya?” I want to be
Krsna conscious and think in a Krsna conscious
way, but gradually I pop out like a limp jack-in the-
box, slowly, hanging over like a bent flower on a
broken stem.

9
o

715 A.QD.

here are some recent dreams in which Srila
Prabhupada appeared. I was in a room with Prabhu-
pada, helping to serve him. I went to wash my
hands in a sink that was filled with water. Prabhu-
pada saw it and said, “No, not there. That’s dirty
water. Use clean water.” So I left the room to find
clean water.

In another dream, I was in a room filled with
devotees. A rocking chair had been placed at the
front of the room for Srila Prabhupada. Most of the
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devotees sat on the floor, but I had a rocking chair
for myself near Srila Prabhupada. There was also
another empty rocking chair. When Prabhupada
entered, he indicated (without words) that I should
have been with him as a servant and accompanied
him to this room, rather than be waiting for him
with the others. (Did this mean he had to come
here alone?)

Then I was looking out a window and I saw Srila
Prabhupada being massaged on the roof of a tene-
ment building. I tried to see who was massaging
him but couldn’t tell. Then Srila Prabhupada no
longer looked exactly like himself; he was someone
else. When I noticed this I felt some relief. If I
couldn’t massage him, at least no one else was do-
ing it.

Earlier in the dream, I was talking either with
Srila Prabhupada or with devotees. I told them that
Prabhupada’s presence among us is very rare, and
therefore we should take advantage of any personal
service we can offer. I also saw devotees on another
rooftop chanting, and I understood that it was
because of Prabhupada’s preaching that they were
practicing Krsna consciousness.

I think my envy was manifesting in the dream
when I was glad to see that the person being mas-
saged was no longer Prabhupada. If I'm not the one
doing it, then better there is no pastime I don’t like
to see that attitude in myself, but I can’t deny I have
those feelings. Why didn’t I take care of Srila
Prabhupada as his servant in the dream? Is this a
replay of my 1974 period as Srila Prabhupada’s ser-
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vant? Am I feeling regret that I left him? I am grate-
ful Srila Prabhupada appeared in my dream, but
when I analyze it, I see mostly my own anarthas.

What else could the rocking chairs mean except
that I still desire to be seen as a special disciple? Is
this why I abandoned being his servant—although
that is the most special service of all?

The appearance of Srila Prabhupada in dreams is
a shaky kind of evidence. They cannot always be
held as absolutely true, free of all symbolism or
mental concoction. I often don’t like to hear other
people’s dreams about Prabhupada, especially when
they claim that they are literally true. If Prabhupada
appears in a dream and says, “There’s going to be a
world war. You should immediately go to South
Italy”—it may mean many things. It may not be a
literal order from Prabhupada himself.

Still, dreams are worth pursuing. Much of my
conscious life is spent trying to capture Srila
Prabhupada’s presence, but so much time is spent
in sleep. If one can dream of Prabhupada and Krsna,
then that time will not be wasted. And in fact,
dreaming of Prabhupada or Krsna may be a good
sign that Krsna consciousness is finally infiltrating
one’s heart. Also, forgetting all one’s dreams is like
losing a third of one’s life, or spending that third in
unconsciousness. My own dreams of Srila Prabhu-
pada are only a small percentage of my total dream
life, so when they come, I often wake excited and
tell myself, “It was Prabhupada! Write it down.”

What do I get out of my dreams about Prabhu-
pada? They are usually shrouded in mystery and
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often have an aura of not being the real Srila
Prabhupada. Still, he is present. He was present in
my dream last night, but then he faded like vapor.
Then he appeared to be someone other than Pra-
bhupada. This indicates that my receptive mind is
uncertain, or that Srila Prabhupada sometimes
appears and then chooses to disappear. He is not
subject to my desires. When the authentic presence
of Prabhupada disappears, I cling to a false one, but
then I realize it isn’t real.

Prabhupada wants me to serve him in a personal
way. This theme has come to me in repeated
dreams. I'm offered the opportunity but somehow I
fail, just as I failed in 1974. I didn’t like being so
domestic, cramped in his back room and carrying
his karatalas and spectacles, listening to him lecture
for many hours daily. I wanted to go out and preach
on his behalf in the expanded sankirtana field of
1974. Perhaps these recent dreams are a re-visiting
of that situation.

I like to think of it as Prabhupada coming to
order me to serve him now, giving me another
chance. But can I serve him personally like I did in
1974 now that he has disappeared? Can I only serve
him in his mirti form? Should I go to his Radha-
Damodara room and take up some service there?
Should I write? Will it be revealed to me in future
dreams? One who craves to be with him will accept
whatever he can get, even infrequent, inconclusive
dreams.
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You cannot associate with Prabhupada by attemp-
ting to lord it over him or trying to consume him
as a subject to write about. You have to approach
him humbly.

D
%

Sea gulls screaming overhead. The farmer next
door is roaring around on his tractor. Ganga dasa is
coming to join us today, so there will be three of us
in the reading sessions. Baladeva phoned to say,
“Consider readmg Srila Prabhupada -lilamrta instead
of Krsna book.” But the phrase * ‘instead of Krsna
book” doesn’t sound right. How can we dispense
with this precious Vrndavana-/ila?

Today Madhu and I were more inattentive, even
a bit drowsy, but it was still wonderful. Aristasura
was so gigantic that clouds hovered over his hump,
thinking it to be a mountain top. I lost attention
when Krsna started to fight with him. How did He
actually kill him? I did hear that all the cows fled
the village in fear. The residents of Vrndavana
called to Krsna for help. How can we give up
reading about Krsna? Yet if we want to keep Srila
Prabhupada more in mind, maybe hearing Srila
Prabhupada-lilamrta is also good.

I feel like I'm writing my way into the unknown.
Prabhupada is unknown in dreams, but neither can
I claim to know him in my conscious, waking life.
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Krsna consciousness is unknown to me, as is exis-
tence itself. We don’t know how our bodies work,
how our hair grows or how our hearts beat in that
steady rhythm. We don’t know the extent of the
universe or even the extent of this planet. The
scientists don’t know, the psychologists can’t tell us,
and the philosophers can only philosophize about
the unknown. Even the pure devotees cannot
know Krsna in full, although they know more than
anyone else. Only Krsna knows everything.

So it’s fitting that I write my way <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>