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CHAPTER NINE

Idaho/Traveling Northwest

July 23, 1987
Salt Lake City, Utah

My dear disciples,

Please accept my blessings. All glories to Srila
Prabhupada.

Since many of you are gathered in one place at the
Gita-nagari Ratha-yatra, and since I will not be physi-
cally present, I wish to take the opportunity of address-
ing you briefly.

I trust that the auspicious occasion of Ratha-yatra
will rejuvenate everyone who takes part. Itis certainly a
magical formula to mix the Jagannatha procession with
the environment of Gita-nagari in the summertime. I
will never forget the wonderful feeling of pulling the
ropes of Lord Jagannatha’s cart, climbing up
“Govardhana Hill” while the cows move alongside, and
all the devotees singing kirtana. . . .

It seems ironic that on the very day of the festival
at Gita-nagari I am heading for such a small preaching
engagement at Boise, Idaho. In fact, that engagement
isn’t until tomorrow. Today our assignment is to cover
most of the three hundred and fifty miles between Salt
Lake City and Boise. But that’s all right.
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Last night I became involved in management,
schedule, and travel—poring over the atlas, talking
with Haryasva, asking Madhu, “Do we have enough
money?” . . . What if the Kaimadhuk gets another flat
tire? What if we can’t get permission to drive the motor-
homeacross the Canadian border? And soon. Haryasva
smiled, “It's exciting this way. We never know what's
going to happen. It makes you depend more on Krsna.”

In addition to the variables, I wonder, Is this the
best service for me?, What else? Introspection is valid
but not if it becomes a constant dissatisfaction. For
example, once we are on the road to Boise, there is no
profit in thinking I should have gone to Gita-nagari
Ratha-yatra or San Francisco. Just go on and make the
best of it. As a result of my past decisions, today I get
Highway 84 West. Today’s travel is my nectar, my
Jagannatha procession, my communion with devotees
and Krsna. Why complain of the road you have chosen?
And I see by the map that one of the towns on the way
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is bliss—Bliss, Idaho. No matter where I am, there is full
opportunity. Also wherever I am I have to fight my old
enemies, riga, bhaya, and krodha. Thereis plenty todo.

Travel Notes

The silvery city before
sunrise—in the valley, the
lit-up Mormon temple.

Outside the cities,
many fields of wild sun-
flowers with yellow petals
and deep brown eyes. Bar-
ren flats, barren hills. Igoon
dictating letters to devotees
and friends.

The Chevron man in
Snowville, Utah, assures us
that the “Check EGR” light \(
on our dashboard means
smog control and it's nothing to worry about.

As we enter Idaho, we are greeted by a picture of a
baked potato. The prairie is greener with shrubs. Flats
and mountains.

Not much talking, either about Krsna or the mun-
dane. Hare Krsna mantra, wind whipping, and the van
engine vibrating . . .

Furtherinto Idaho, vast stretches of short hay-crop.
The towns are Burley, Heyburn, Eden, and winding
through them is the Snake River. More flats. The map
says “lava beds.” Later, more farming, green crops,
arches of water from irrigation pipes. Roadside stacks of
wire-bound hay. Now the land is no longer so forebod-
ing; it doesn’t create the feeling that we are small and
lonely in an impersonal universe. Varuna reads aloud
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from the First Canto of Srimad-Bhagavatam, where
Prabhupada writes, “The atmosphere is surcharged
with opposition.”
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its where the sign claimed that geologists have found
zebra and pelican fossils from 3,400,000 years ago. Now
ariver flows through a wide gorge (Maldan Gorge) with
green and fertile land on one side and barren hills on the
other. Ancient black rocks of lava are piled up on the
hillside. We shared the wonder like ordinary tourists
but with the added knowledge from the Vedas that time
goes back much further than we can imagine. Seeing the
geologic site gave us a hint of the hand of Lord Brahma
and Lord Visnu.

Creekside Camping, Hagerman, Idaho

A young boy came over to our campsite and asked,
“What did you say to me before?” He was about ten
years old, a tall blond all-American wearing a football
jersey and blue pants.
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“Hari bol! Hare Krsna!”

“Yes, Hare Krsna. That’s it. Where are you from?
I'm from Arizona.”

The boy’s manner was friendly and curious.

Sarad-viharl said, “We are traveling preachers
telling people about God.”

“I've been baptized,” the boy said, and then in a
lower, confidential voice, “My Mom saw you yesterday.
She said, ‘What the hell is that?"”

Bhakta Kent began preaching: “No one is actually
their body; we are all servants of God.”

I doubted whether the boy understood, but he
replied brightly, “Oh, you mean don’t judge a book by
its cover?”

“Yes, exactly!” said Kent. “You're smarter than
ninety-five percent of the world. Everyone judges. If
you're green, blue, black, or white, people judge you by
outward appearance. That’s wrong.”

“I'm not green,” said the boy.

“I know that, silly,” said Kent. “Even if you were
green, you're not the green body. Everyone is God’s
spirit soul.”

“What are your names? I'm Matthew.”

“I'm Kent.”

“I'm Sarad.”

“I'm Satsvartipa. It's nice tomeet you and talk with
you.”

Matthew looked away, “I have to go now.”
“When you see your Mom,” said Sarad, “tell her
we are priests teaching people about God.”

“And tell her,” said Kent, “she shouldn’t judge a
book by its cover.”

We all laughed, and Matthew ran off toward
home.
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Tattva-vit, who is visiting from New York, was the
first one of our group to go out for book distribution in
Idaho. He met alady who had visited India to see the Taj
Mahal twenty years ago. Now she runs the motel in
Gooding.

“So you’re one of the Hare Krsnas,” she said. “I
never met one of you before.” She took a Back to God-
head.

At the same motel, Tattva-vit met a man who had
attended Gonzago University, a Jesuit school. Tattva-vit
told him that he was a Catholic, and the man took a Back
to Godhead.

“Traveling with you,” Tattva-vit said tome, “pres-
ents a wonderful opportunity to go out and preach.”

Srila Prabhupada on Travel

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

—Letter to Kris, dated November 13, 1968

As I read this statement by Srila Prabhupada, we
are preparing to enter some of the most scenic country
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in the US.A.

Just yesterday I was looking at the map and in a
lively way talking with devotees about the upcoming
wonders of Washington state. In a few days we will be
near the rain forests and clear-water, glacier-view wil-
derness of Mount Rainier Park. It sounds like a wonder-
ful place to camp and write. But is it all maya, as
Prabhupada wrote to Kris?

It depends on how we see it. Our main purpose is
to visit the temples and the devotees. So if scenic roads
lie in the way, why avoid them? As we accepted the
desert stretches between Denver and Salt Lake, so we
can accept other changes on our way to ISKCON Seattle
and ISKCON Vancouver. And if certain lands actually
inspire us to think and write of wonderful Krsna whose
spark of splendor sustains the universe of mountains,
trees, lwaters, and wildlife—why falsely renounce it?

! 1 ButI must see and smell and touch ,
( | for Him and aspire to praise Him
|\ N | from all the mountaintops.

% i
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b
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Of lights  am the radiant sun . . . and among the stars
Iam the moon . . . I am the chanting of the holy names.. . . of
purifiers I am the wind . . . I am inexhaustible time and the
generating principle of all that is yet tobe . ... of the splendid
Iam the splendor ... am adventure and I am the strength of
the strong . . . Of secret things I am silence, and of the wise
am the wisdom . . . Know that all opulent, beautiful, and
glorious creations spring from but a spark of My splendor.
—Bg. 10.2141.

And Srila Prabhupada writes, “The Lord tells
Arjuna that there is no point in understanding how
things exist in their separate opulence and grandeur.
We should know that all things are existing due to
Krsna’s entering them as Supersoul.”

Going to Boise

‘Whiledriving (still on 84 West) we talked about the
Indian home program we attended at Salt Lake City.
When it was time for arati, the Indian mataji took the
lead and sang that bhajana with the refrain “Om Jaya
Jagadisa Hare” while waving a flameand clapping with
a one-beat rhythm. Today I asked Varuna the meaning
of the bhajana. He said, “A Krsna conscious devotee
may take the bhajana as praise to the Parabrahman or
Supersoul, but the impersonalists always sing it think-
ing of the Absolute Truth as the impersonal one.”
Varuna said the words include, “You are our father,
mother, and our everything. We surrender everything
to You.” Hesaid his family used to sing itevery evening.

“What pictures were on your altar?”

“T don’t remember,” he said with a laugh. “There
were so many! But it’s funny, most Indians don’t think
of Krsna as God. They tell the stories of His stealing
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butter and everything, but they don’t think of Him as
God as they do Lord Rama. When my sister first became
a devotee and told me that Krsna was the Supreme
Personality of Godhead, I argued with her for a long
time. But then she showed me Bhagavad-gita As It Is
where each time Krsna speaks it says ‘the Supreme
Personality of Godhead says.” I didn’t want to admit
defeat to her face, but I thought to myself, this must be
right.”

Theroad from Hagerman to Boise was very barren.
Except for a few irrigated valleys, it was all desert with
juniper shrubs and sterile-looking hills that appeared
condemned for previous impious acts. As we sped
along, I thought about Prabhupada’s letter on the use-
lessness of changing scenery, “somewhere a hill, some-
where a sandy beach, somewhere some water, but what
is the profit?” It made me wonder why I bother describ-
ing things as we travel. But it’s such a rare opportunity;
I don’t want to forget it.

Rather than keep my doubts to myself, I brought
up the subject with the devotees in the van—a good
topic for keeping Sarad-vihariawakeat the wheel. Iread
out loud Prabhupada’s letter—travel is useless unless
you go for the purpose of sankirtana. Sarad-vihari con-
fessed that he and Bhakta Kent have been taking “ad-
venturesome hikes.”

“Kent is really into appreciating nature, and so am
I,” said Sarad-vihari. “Years ago I was just about to
move into the temple in San Diego, but a friend asked
me to go hiking in the Rockies so I went. Sometimes
when we're at a campground, Kent will ask me to go
hiking. I told him that we have to dovetail such nature
trips. Since I said that, Kent will regularly say, ‘Let’s go
dovetail.””



10 LESSONS FROM THE ROAD

Sarad said the last
time they went hiking at
Rawlins, Wyoming, it
was really hard to
dovetail. They went up
into the hot and arid hills.
They could hear thesound
of rattlesnakes, and Sarad
kepttrying tothink, “How
is this Krsna conscious?”

“What about the
spirit of adventure?”
Sarad asked. “Is that wrong? I mean, Krsna was adven-
turesome, and we're His parts and parcels.”

“Thebestadventure,” Isaid, “is to go tonew places
to preach and meet challenges for spreading Krsna con-
sciousness. So what will you do the next time Kent asks
you to go dovetail?”

“Okay!” said Sarad, “Let’s go to the supermarket
and distribute BTG's.”

And it was right about here that we saw a rainbow
in the sky and a mirage of water on the highway.

5/ “How \s
Tris KesnA
Conscious T

Ananta-riipa lives in the suburbs a few blocks
away from Boise State University. As wepulled up tohis
house, a blonde long-haired man wearing a white dhott
and kiirta greeted us with happy, excited looks. He
shouted, “They’re here!” As we got out of the van, he
introduced himself as Bhakta Scott, an aspiring devotee
who has become attracted by the preaching of Ananta-
ripa and his wife.

Ananta-ripa is from Jaipur. He is about thirty-five
years old, and is married to Arudha, who is from Al-
lahabad. They have two small boys, Ravi Mohana and
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Gopala. He was religious-minded as a youth and used
to receive darsana of Govindaji in Jaipur, but he says “It
was all blind faith.” He got a Bhagavad-gita As It Isfrom
a devotee at the St. Louis airport in 1971 but didn’t read
it. He married Arudha in 1980, and in 1982 when they
wereliving in Chicago, she picked up the Bhagavad-gita
As It Isfrom their bookshelf and began reading it. “She
didn’t put it down for two days,” he said. “She started
visiting the ISKCON temple, even though I was a little
annoyed that she did.” Ananta-riipa is a marketing
manager, and he had to move for work to Los Angeles
where he and his wife eventually received initiation.

Arudha used to be a journalist. She has the bright
look of an ISKCON book distributor, and indeed I heard
that she goes out every day with her children and
distributes books on campus and holds her own kirtana
with harmonium. She has distributed fifteen hundred
pieces of literature in the ten months since they moved
to Boise.

Their temple room is a two-and-a-half-car garage,
converted into a comfortable worship hall. There are
three separate altars with Srila Prabhupada miirt,
Gaura-Nitai, and Jagannatha deities.

Ananta-ripa is a real ISKCON man. In his fairly
short devotional career he has already weathered many
crises and controversies, and he remains staunch and
enthusiastic. He told me about a devotee who came to
Boiseand heavily criticized ISKCON, confusing a few of
the Boise congregation. When Ananta-rapa finally
asked the swami to leave, he was told, “If you do this,
Prabhupada will chastise you.”

“That’s okay,” said Ananta-ripa. “It’s a privilege
to be chastised by Srila Prabhupada.” Ananta-rtipa
doesn’t relish these controversies, but he impressed me
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as a spunky, determined devotee.

Two American ISKCON initiates from Los Ange-
les are also joining Ananta-riipa’s household. They
hope to eventually open arestaurant. So the Boise center
isn’t merely a faithful Indian family who are willing to
receive traveling devotees. Boise is a vital, growing
preaching center. This is what Prabhupada wanted to
see from his countrymen. As spoken by Lord Caitanya,
bharata-bhiimite haila . . . : “Indians have a special duty
to help other people by distribution of Krsna conscious-
ness.”

“You have an advantage,” I said, “because you're
Indians. It doesn’t look like ‘the cult’ has moved to
Boise.”

“Exactly,” he said. “My wife and I participated at
the college’s World Peace Day, representing India. No
one turns us down in our requests for permission to
distribute books and prasadam at the college or down-
town, even though now they understand that we are
members of the Hare Krsna movement.

“When they see our bodies,” said Ananta-riipa,
“and see that we areIndian persons, they accept that this
is our religion. The people of Boise feel that they are
culturally deprived, so they want cultural additions.
The people here are nice, twenty percent are Mormons,
and there are many, many Christian churches. They
tend to be pious. But we also need American devotees
here, because the Americans want to hear from them.”

As for Bhakta Scott, he is thirty-three years old, a
carpenter by trade. He was also a hatha-yoga teacher
until recently. A few months ago he went to a “Whole
Art” exhibition where there were crystal balls, meta-
physical readings, palmists, and other New Ageadven-
tures. A friend there mentioned Krsna and said that
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there was a Sunday program in Boise. So Scott came to
Ananta-ripa’s house the next Sunday. According to
Ananta-ripa, the first time Scott saw the Deities, he
looked at Them for fifteen minutes, “and he fell in love.”
He started going every morning and evening to the
temple. Scott is divorced and lives with his daughter
who is thirteen years old. Within a few months, he has
learned how to cook gulabjamuns, read Sanskrit verses,
and he fasts on Ekadasis. He is also a preacher and
distributes books at the university. He said he would
like to travel with our party, buthe has responsibility for
his daughter. His parents think devotees are all fanatics
and drug addicts and that he is brainwashed. But Scott
says, “Krsna consciousness is for me. There’s no doubt
about it. I am into it.”

None of the brahmacaris on our party thought of
our visit to Boise as small-time preaching. It was a
wonderful evening of sharing Krsna consciousness
with Sunday guests who liked prasadam and wanted to
hear about Krsna. I spoke privately with a couple who
put me through intricate, demanding inquiries about
the exact nature of the falldowns and schisms in the
Krsna consciousness movement and raised questions of
doubt from their association with Ekankar. They
seemed to accept my explanations and grew more posi-
tive as we proceeded. According to Ekankar, they said,
Krsna died at the hands of His enemies, shot by arrows,
and He is the sun-god. I cleared up those doubts by
showing them the beautiful picture in the new Back to
Godhead of four-handed Lord Krsna along with His
personified cakra, lotus, club, and disc, with the hunter
bowing at His feet and the arrow in the ground.

“You cansee He's God,” I said, “and He’s assuring
the hunter, T am not a man you have wounded with
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your arrow. I am four-armed Visnu, and these are My
expansions.” Krsna had decided to leave His earthly
pastime, so He chose this way, that's all.”

“What about out-of-the-body experiences?”

“A yogican do that, but it's temporary. It's not the
same as going back to Godhead.”

Camp, Outside Boise

This morning I continued the summary study of
Raghunatha GosvamI’s Sri Vraja-vilasa-stava. Just by
repeating these pastimes of Krsna, I felt myself uplifted
to pure personalism, krsna-katha. Even when I'stopped
writing and took up other activities, the relish contin-
ued. I chanted japain the dawn light, walking back and
forth with other devotees, and felt sweet lightness just
by looking at the tents and vans of our party. But then I
began to think of management. I wanted to remind
Haryasva to phone Nagaraja in Philadelphia and ask
him to mail me a package of Back to Godhead essays.
But I checked myself in order to give Haryasva some
peace in brahma-muhurta. However, when I saw Jaya
Baladevastartup the vanengine, Icouldn’tresist. Iwent
up to him and asked, “Are you taking care of the
maintenance of this van?”

“Tt’s overdue for an oil change,” he said. “Madhu
told me we don’t have any money for it. The other vans
are also overdue. If I could get the right wrench, I could
do it myself.”

We spoke a few minutes about vehicle mainte-
nance, and thenIwentback to chanting and pacing. And
it occurred to me: Taking care of these vans is also
spiritual. Prabhupada told us not to be impersonalists.
Anything used in the service of Krsna is spiritual; noth-
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ing should be rejected. As I continued chanting and
pacing, Ibegan to understand better that all our regular
activities, such as the early-morning dictation describ-
ing the affairs of Krsna and the gopis, as well as the plans
for our oil change for our vans, are within Krsna con-
sciousness.

Brother Tree, Sister Water

Question asked by a Franciscan seminarian: St.
Francis of Assisi found God in the material world, and he
used to address the aspects of the material world as brother
and sister, “Brother Tree,” “Sister Water,” like that. What is
your view of this?

Srila Prabhupada: This s real God consciousness, real
God consciousness. Not thatlam God conscious and I kill the
animals. That is not God consciousness. To accept the trees,
plants, lower animals, insignificant ants as brothers. This is
explained in Bhagavad-gita: brahma-bhiitah prasannatma
na Socati na kansati/samah sarvesu bhiitesu. Samah means
“equal.” Equal to allliving entities. To see the spirit soul in
everyone, it doesn’t matter, either he is man or dog or tree or
ant or insect—they’re all parts and parcels of God. They are
simply dressed differently. One has the dress of a tree, one
hasthe dressof a king,and one has the dress of an insect. That
is also explained in the Bhagavad-gita: panditih sama-
darsinah. One who is pandita, learned, his vision is equal.

So if St. Francis was thinking like that, that is a higher
standard of spiritual understanding. A similar expression is
there in the Caitanya-caritamrta: sthavara-jangamaq dekhe,
nd dekhe tira marti/ sarvatra haya nija ista-déva-spharti
(Cc. Madhya 8.274). When a spiritually advanced devotee of
the Lord sees the trees or the animals or the stones or
anything he sees, he sees the energy of God. Just like your
mirti or my mirti—marti means form—maybe a little dif-
ferent, but you are made of the same ingredients as I am. If
your body is surgically operated, the same blood, bone, flesh
is there.
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Similarly, our outward covering is this material
element but within is the spirit soul. Therefore, one who is
advanced, he does not see that this is dog, this is cat, this is
elephant, thisis plant. ... No. He sees the soul, partand parcel
of God. That is his vision. Panditah sama-darsinah. God is
supreme spirit, and His parts and parcels are the living
entities. That is real vision.

—From a lecture at a Franciscan seminary,
Melbourne, 6/28/74

Srila Prabhupada’s answer to the question about
St. Francis began with nonviolence to animals, a lesson
most Christians havenotlearned. Srila Prabhupadaalso
acknowledged that there is a soul in each creature. The
individual souls are everywhere (sarva-gatah), and the
Supersoul is all-pervading. So there is nothing but
Krsna.

If scenic views in travel make you think of Krsna,
then the landscape is not material. Wherever you look,
you see His energy, It is all His picture, His form. The
Idaho-to-Oregon route will be a darsana of the Su-
preme. Of course, an alert devotee can see Krsna even
without traveling. But travel helps to wake us up. Espe-
cially when the great elements go beyond man, such as
when we are out under the sky or where the elements
themselves do the work, as in erupting volcanos, shift-
ing riverbeds, moving clouds, the carving of stone by
wind and rain over thousands of centuries—in the
presence of these scenes we appreciate God's greatness
more than when we pull into a Chevron station.

A topmost devotee sits in one place and directly
links to Krsna by hearing and chanting. But we admit
that travel is refreshing to us, maybe because of our
restlessness. Somehow it helps to move to a new place
and chant there, looking out at “new” mountains or to
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sit down with Srimad-Bhigavatam in an unfamiliar
place, knowing that your time is running out. . . .

Best of all is the ever-fresh opportunity to speak to
new people. They find the traveler interesting, and they
are willing to hear from him. That's the most rewarding
part—seeing the alert faces and eyes of those who are
curious to hear from you because you have traveled to
see them.

Travel Notes

As we turned onto 84 West, we saw a billboard,
“Enjoy Nevada’s Greenery,” with a close-up of a green
gambling table. It was early morning, as dark as night,
and Sarad-vihari dasa soon began to look sleepy-eyed.
Ireached for the spray bottle and washed his face. I put
on a tape of a Krsna book reading, but that didn’t help.
When Sarad dasa gets sleepy, the only recourse is to
involve him in direct conversation. So we began speak-
ing about Ayur-Vedic diet.

In between our talk of dosas, pies, and parathas, 1
tried noting the scenery. For a brief spell, the Snake
River appeared close by, clear and rippling like a silver
mirror for the sky. But then it was gone. Encouraged by
recently hearing Srila Prabhupada affirm Saint Francis’
vision of “Sister Water” and “Brother Sky,” I was pre-
pared to see the whole creation as His parts and parcels.
As we approached the Oregon border, the brother hills
grew bigger.

“This is Big Foot country,” said Sarad dasa.

“What do you mean?” |

“There’s supposed to be an apeman, like an abomi-
nable snowman, who has been spotted in parts of Ore-
gon, near Mount Hood.”
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Keeping up the conversation but changing its
course, Varuna dasa told of the campground owner
who camelast night to talk with thedevotees. Shestayed
for two hours asking many interested questions about
God consciousness.

Driving through Baker on the right side of the
highway was the Oregon Meat Company; outside were
the open stalls for the animals, inside was the slaughter-
house. Across the highway, a tent—"Home of Christian
Assembly.” Leaving Baker, we saw many herds of cattle
grazing, flicking their tails as the morning sunshine
poured down on the fields and hills.

Further into Oregon more cattle were grazing. The
scene seemed pleasant. The cows and bulls were not
tightly penned in, but were allowed ample space to
wander over the hills. We saw them ambling along,
twitching their ears, seeking out the best grasses, just as
any living being who is looking for peaceful life. After
passing a full-grown, dead deer by the highway Sarad
remarked, “The animals are innocent. But man is so
dissatisfied that he has to kill them.”

“It’s not just a matter of stray deer hit by accident,”
Isaid. “All these cows...” A truck passed us with cattle
inside. The trucker had whimsically painted a small
sign on the back, “The Last Ride.”

Entering La Grand, a sign announced “Scenic
Wayside.” These are the same hills that we have been
seeing since Utah, but suddenly they're filled with
evergreens. And a quick-running stream alongside the
highway. :

On the route of the Oregon Trail, we passed
through the Blue Mountains. The firs pressed in closely
on both sides of the road. The tree nation. They stand
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and watch, tall, straight, and silent. If the trees could
walk, and if they had bigger brains, maybe they would
kill us, just as we kill them and the cows, and whatever
else we like.

When the highway entered the Umatilla Indian
Reservation, we spoke about the native Americans and
how they were pushed off by the Europeans. More
reminders of rapacity. Ilooked for the Indian tribes, but
saw only junk cars in a field, a satellite dish for TV, and
an abandoned schoolbus on a hill. Exit 228, “Deadman’s
Pass,” Exit 224, “Poverty Flat Road.” Heading down a
six percent decline, we saw a broad vista of the valley
below, and in the distance, our day’s destination, Pen-
delton, Oregon.

A Movable Feast

Prabhupada is light,
encouraging me

even though I didn’t wake him
exactly on time in the afternoon.

As I place him on his throne
his pranama-mantras spring
from my throat.

Circling the incense

before his Guru Maharaja

and Gaurakisora dasa Babaji

and Bhaktivinoda Thakura,

my hand sails up to Pafica-tattva,

as sunlight filters

through their cream-colored backdrop.
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Lord Jagannatha wears no cloth,
just His pure self,

because when it’s hot

and when we travel all day,

we don’t dress Them.

Laksmi-Nrsithha wear no jewels or crowns,
but They are perfect and confidential,
allowing my eyes to wander

into Their lines and curves.

And behind Them—

young Radha-Krsna

on the shore of the Yamuna.

I thank Them

for the peace and power
of arcana-siddhi,

as I turn to other work.

Thoughts While Swimming in the Columbia River

We went for a swim in a near-perfect spot on the
Columbia River. No one was around, except young
children at a safe distance. Thad seen a dozen large carp
at another spot but none where we entered to swim.
Three ducks quacked and moved aside as we took over
their beach. On a small hill there was a chunk of solid
lava about twenty feet high and twenty feet across
which they say oozed up from the earth millions of years
ago.

The water was cool and refreshing. But here is
what I want to say: In Krsna consciousness, you don’t
completely surrender at any moment unless you can
directly see Krsna and devotional service there. Imean,
everything was beautiful in this swimming spot—even




Idaho/Traveling Northwest 21

our van parked in the distance was sparkling metallic
brown and waiting for us like a friend. And the trees
were making that whishing sound. Not a cloud in the
sky. Everything was agreeable, but 1didn’t fall forit. The
setting wasn’t false—it's Krsna’s—but my goal goes far
beyond the tiny moment of exercise in the river.

The near-perfect spot and my reluctance to enjoy it
also made me think of India’s tirthas, where you can
more securely surrender, body, mind, and soulin ariver
or on the land. The West doesn’t have that Vedic spirit.

I also thought how our Krsna consciousness tran-
scendentalism alienates us from most people. Our view
is extreme. They are looking for the ideal swim. But I
know it will never happen. We are saving our love for
direct union with the Supreme.

While playing in the Columbia River, I noticed
white butterflies and the late summer crumpling of the
leaves on the trees. I also remember how I surrendered
to natural surroundings when I lived at Gita-nagar. I
am often astonished at how far I took shelter there,
resting in the lap of Mother Earth.

All right, break the spell—the sunshine and the
cool water—the lure of the tree sounds which seem to
say, “Stay hereforever...drinkitin now.” We are doing
that also, but only briefly. Go back now and hear
Srimad-Bhagavatam.

Appreciating the Supreme in the Practical Field

The wonderful potency of the Supreme Personality of
Godhead is bewildering even to the jugglers. That potential
power is unknown even to the self-sufficient Lord, so it is
certainly unknown to others.

—Bhag. 3.6.39
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Purport

The most wonderful puzzle for the mundane wran-
glers is that while they remain calculating the length and
breadth of the unlimited potency of the Supreme Person, His
faithful devotees are set free from the bondage of material
encagement simply by appreciating the wonderful jugglery
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