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See that m oon, that book by SDG?
I see spots on it, like a rabbit.
Yeah, b u t see the  glow? T he sincere art? T he 

total— oh well, n o t total, bu t the a ttem pt to repo rt 
the struggle and  joy o f release from  sin by the 
process o f devotional service?

Yes, I see it. But where is he at? Is he approved?
Yes, gentle  reader, I approve it. I am writing for 

myself—for myself and  a ladybug, at which I can 
gently p u ff my b rea th , “You’re n o t in terested?  
T hen  go away. Spread your wings and fly. I heard  
your house is on fire and  your ch ild ren  w ant to 
play.”
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B r e a k i n g  the Si lence  
M e m o r i e s
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The reason I still rem em ber this family memory is 
because I once told it to a devotee when we lived at 
the Boston sto refron t in 1968. T he devotee appre­
ciated that I had m ade a personal revelation from  
my past and  had linked it to Krsna consciousness. 
This is the memory:

W hen my father would com e hom e from  work at 
the firehouse, we would ga ther a round  the d in n er 
table. O ur Staten Island hom e had  a small circular 
kitchen table w here the four m em bers o f my family 
would eat o u r breakfast, usually separately since we 
all had  to be at work o r school at d ifferen t times. 
D inner, however, was served a t the  d in ing  room  
table. Usually the meal began silently. It seem ed we 
were waiting for my fa th e r to speak. It was som e­
thing unspoken— it’s n o t th a t it was a family rule 
tha t we had  to be silent un til my fa ther spoke— but 
we always waited. Now what strikes me as I rem em ­
b er it is n o t so m uch w hat my fa ther said on any 
one  occasion, b u t my own percep tion  o f the m o­
m ents o f silence before he spoke. It seem ed as if all 
existence were waiting for my fa ther to speak, as if 
my father had to give everything else m eaning. T hat 
was certainly true  in my family: we lived in a void 
until my father took the lead.
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4 B reaking th e  Silence

T h at silence was heavy. It seem ed th a t u n con ­
sciously, my father was aware that he had to accept 
his responsibility and prove his power, and  usually, 
his conversation  w ent in the  d irec tio n  o f his 
workday.

As soon as he spoke, regardless o f the topic, we 
were released from  our im posed silence and could 
breathe. We were free to respond and  to engage in 
the give and  take o f norm al conversation. I t’s not 
tha t his conversation uplifted  us. In som e ways it 
g rounded  us o r b rough t us to som e subtle feeling 
of negativity. Still, it established our right as a family 
to converse. It seem ed difficult for him  to have to 
daily create  ou r identity. This difficulty was no t 
indicated by his tone. H e d id n ’t speak sadly o r with 
resignation bu t ra ther he appeared  cheerful. It was 
m ore an air that overhung the rest o f the evening.

T h in k in g  ab o u t it now in re tro sp ec t, w hat 
helped  create tha t air o f heaviness was that he had 
no th ing  new to say day after day. H e wasn’t able to 
instill new hope, the possibility o f change, into our 
lives. Even w orse was th a t we n ev e r fe lt 
d isappointed with him. He was m ortal and we were 
too . T h e re fo re , we w ere g ra te fu l fo r his 
predictability.

While telling this rem iniscence to the devotee in 
Boston, I m ade the po in t that I saw myself carrying 
this m ood with me in to  the Krsna consciousness 
m ovem ent. W henever we would gather, especially 
inform ally with P rabhupada in his room , I would 
initially feel that same silence. I t’s as if in that si­
lence we were perched  precariously on the edge of



M em ories 5

the abyss. Did ou r lives really exist? Was anyone able 
to actually give us definition? W ould the Swami be 
able to do that? I felt tha t sam e ache, th a t same 
silence tha t needed  to be broken so tha t life could 
go on and existence affirm ed o r exposed as disap­
pointing.

O f course, the difference between the two expe­
riences is tha t w hen SwamijI spoke, it d id n ’t create 
d read  or em ptiness in me. Actually, his breaking 
the silence held m ore at stake because Prabhupada 
was leading us into a life o f high aspirations to serve 
the all-blissful, eternal Suprem e Personality o f God­
head, Krsna. P rabhupada was always so certain  o f 
himself, so realized, and  what he had  to say was so 
ex traord inarily  positive th a t it b ro u g h t m e to ac­
cept on faith everything he said.

I d o n ’t know if this experience I had is com m on 
to all fam ilies o r was un ique  to my own. W hat I 
want to assert, however, is tha t P rabhupada repeat­
edly broke the  silence in a way th a t no  one  had 
ever done for m e before, and  he con tinued  to do 
so whenever I heard  from  him. I can ’t tell you how 
encourag ing  this was to me. Even the  fact th a t 
P rabhupada  so m uch con trasted  my experience  
with my father was encouraging.

I also think it’s a good exam ple o f how m em ories 
present us with a continuum  betw een what we call 
our pre-Krsna conscious life and  o u r life “in Krsna 
consciousness.” I t’s not that when we jo in  the Krsna 
consciousness m ovem ent we com pletely isolate or 
break away from  everything we were before. Ra­
ther, we becom e improved and eventually, we have



6 Breaking the Silence

to learn to integrate o u r condition ing  into positive 
devotional service. We d id n ’t d ro p  in to  this world 
as devotees o f Krsna; we becam e devotees th rough 
m any b lind and often painful experiences leading 
up  to ou r m eeting the pure devotee. T herefore, to 
be able to see the con tinuum  has its place and  its 
use in the furtherance o f ou r spiritual lives.

Now living in separation from  P rabhupada and 
following his vani, I have the responsibility to allow 
him  to b reak  the silence every day by read ing  his 
books and  chan ting  my rounds in his service. If I 
d o n ’t h o n o r his voice in the form  he gave to me in 
this life, then  I actually becom e an agnostic. I w on’t 
be able to receive the full im pression o f P rabhu­
pada the way I did when I w andered in to  his room , 
the way I did when I presented him  with my doubts, 
w hen I was submissive to his words. His words are 
still with us, however, and  we ourselves can reach 
o u t to him  and ask him to break the silence and the 
void in ou r lives, to fill us with his presence.
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I started walking and  had tiny flashes o f different 
times I was with P rabhupada. I no ticed  th a t they 
were mostly m em ories o f m em ories ra th e r  than  
vivid im pressions all on  th e ir own, b u t it still felt 
good to have them . Some o f the  m em ories tha t 
cam e were ones o f  taking walks with P rabhupada. 
Since I was walking, I tried to physically place myself 
beside him. I wasn’t afraid o f P rabhupada on  walks. 
I knew he loved me. I also knew it was unlikely he 
would ask m e to do  som eth ing  th a t w ould seem  
impossible to me. But it wasn’t all intimacy. T here  
was distance— philosophical questions and  answers 
exchanged between guru  and  disciples. I t’s n o t that 
asking philosophical questions denies intimacy, bu t 
I m ean tha t in his presence, th e re  was no  o p p o r­
tunity to feel doubt, n o t m uch opportun ity  to feel 
the wrong em otions, and  little opportun ity  to give 
way to spiritual weakness. H e was always th e re  to 
p ro tec t us from  all that, and  we d id n ’t always ex­
press the full range o f ou r personalities.

W hile rem em bering  Prabhupada on walks, it oc­
curred  to m e th a t I can ’t rem em ber chan ting  with 
him . From  that failure, I realized th a t expressions 
like, “We are requ ired  to know the in n e r form  of 
the spiritual m aster,” or, “Service in separation  is 
m ore ecstatic”— maybe they are true  in ways I had
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8 Breaking the Silence

n o t considered  before. Maybe w hen P rabhupada 
was presen t, we could only go a certain  distance 
with him because o f the circum stances. H e was in 
the m iddle o f creating  a w orldwide m ovem ent, 
blasting th rough  the rock o f ignorance and indif­
ference. We were his deputies. And we were stunt­
ed in o u r intimacy with him  because o f ou r own 
lack o f advancem ent. Maybe now we can feel m ore 
for him beyond the relationship tha t we had when 
he was here , b u t n o t in any way that negates or 
minimizes what we had, because what we had is the 
gateway to what we can have as we go fu rth e r in 
spiritual consciousness.

I ’m n o t speaking here  abou t rasa o r bhavas or 
anything like that. R ather, I ’m talking abou t love 
and  trust, personal feeling, the  freedom  to be 
whole people in his presence and to accept service 
at his feet from that wholeness. T hat will lead to the 
re la tionship  in the spiritual world. P rabhupada is 
the way to faith and  tru th  and conviction for me 
and  for all o f his followers. We n eed  to build  a 
bridge, therefore, between what we were and what 
we have becom e in his service.
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T h e re ’s a p roblem  with calling up  m em ories. 
T hat is, I rem em ber things I used to like to do that 
are now forb idden  o r considered  frivolous. For 
exam ple, I loved to listen to jazz— Gerry M ulligan’s 
b a rito n e  sax and  the whole host o f  jazz giants 
whose records 1 owned. Before that, I listened to 
Elvis Presley. And I used to love to listen to Allen 
F reed ’s rock ’n ’ roll show on the radio. If my pa­
rents had told me no t to, I would have done  my 
listening secretly, I was that attached. W hat do I do 
with that stuff that com es up  in my m ind? I t’s true 
tha t for me, those m om ents were the  only life I 
knew. But now I have more.

I ’ve dealt with this question  som ew hat in M y 
Search Through Books. T here  I adm itted  my love for 
certain  au thors and  the experiences I had  while 
re a d in g  th e ir  books, a n d  I gave a s h o r t 
com m entary showing how I th o u g h t each one  o f 
them  taught illusion. In the last chap ter I asserted 
that P rabhupada’s books were the ones I had been 
searching  for. W hile it’s true  tha t I could  have 
adm itted  m ore openly that I still m ain tain  some 
sem blance o f an addiction for literatu re , the facts 
are basically true as I stated them  there.

I have gone beyond trying to rem em b er the 
books that in fluenced  me in mv life to rem em -
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10 Breaking the Silence

bering  the non-literary experiences that influenced 
me. For exam ple, I adm it to liking w aterm elon and 
to feeling the thrill o f rom ance in my teenage years, 
b u t as I said at the beginning, th e re ’s a problem . 
T h a t is, as a devotee, why b o th e r  rem em bering  
those things? Is it so im p o rtan t to find those au­
then tic  m om ents in life w hen we felt fully alive? 
W hat value do they have? And why no t express our 
alive-ness now by selecting the Krsna consciousness 
and  elim inating the rest? Just leave it out, om it it.

Yes, th a t’s a good question. Still, I want to assert 
th a t th e re  are times w hen bringing  up all that old 
stuff has value. I want to open  it up  som etim es and 
adm it som ething. But what? T h a t’s w hat I ’m ex­
ploring.

O f course, I can throw the philosophy over it like 
a sm oke screen and  th en  fo rget ab o u t it. Hey, I 
liked sense gratification and  th a t was w rong, illu­
sion. I was in the m odes o f passion and  ignorance. 
W hen one  is in fluenced  by the m ode o f passion, 
th a t w hich he th inks is n ec ta r becom es poison 
(which translates in to  pain). Face it. T h a t’s where 
you were at.

Okay. Well said. But you sh o u ld n ’t th ink  I ’m 
looking to rom anticize my experiences by rem em ­
bering  them  here, and I certainly d o n ’t w ant to be 
foolish enough to be enam ored  by my own past.

A nd o f course, if I feel so driven to rem em ber 
the past, I can give the morals (m ore philosophy). 
A fter all, I was in maya  an d  I overcam e it by 
P rab h u p ad a’s grace. Isn’t tha t what we want to get 
o u t o f ou r past? Even if I were to m ake a list o f all
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my m aterial pleasures, the conclusion is still going 
to be tha t I was in maya tasting all th a t so-called 
enjoyment, pain, and illusion.

Well, throwing philosophy over it has its benefits, 
b u t I ’m still w anting to ask myself, “W hat was it 
ab o u t jazz th a t was so attractive?” I d o n ’t m ean 
abou t jazz itself so m uch, b u t abou t the n a tu re  o f 
the self search ing  for solace in this world. W hat 
solace could it possibly have given me? W hat was I  
looking for there? And w hat does th a t have to do 
with what I am looking for now? Can I honestly say 
th a t the  stim ulation  I was seeking  was actually 
fulfilled w hen I h eard  my first kirtana} A nd my 
second? A nd my third? Why, then , do I still find 
myself listening to the instrum entation  o f a kirtana 
an d  being  sensitive to the  way d iffe ren t singers 
lead? Am I still being led by my fickle senses instead 
o f the flow o f devotion as I may have assumed?

A nd th e re ’s a deeper question to ask: is it really 
im portan t to study the step-by-step approach  to the 
goal, detail by detail? I th ink  o f G opa-kum ara in 
Sanatana Gosvaml’s Brhad-bhagavatamrta. His step- 
by-step process took him  from  p lan et to p lan et in 
bo th  the m aterial and spiritual worlds. T h roughou t 
his sojourn, he  con tinued  to ch an t his m an tra  to 
M adana-G opala. H e was unab le  to feel full satis­
faction anywhere until he  arrived a t the  lotus feet 
o f Krsna in Goloka Vrndavana. In m inuscule, each 
of us, if we tell o u r stories, are trying to tell tha t 
story— how we are learning to develop a ttachm ent 
to Krsna, how we are chanting  the m an tra  Prabhu­
pada gave us, how we are working th rough  the past
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and  m oving into the fu ture  and  giving up attach­
m ents, dovetailing, surrendering, com ing to Krsna. 
D oesn ’t m ark ing  the pa th  a long  the  way have 
cathartic value? After all, I gave up  listening to Fats 
D om ino and now hear P rabhupada’s bhajanas. I ’ve 
moved forward. I no longer seek pleasure in m atter 
b u t in Krsna. T h a t’s got to be w orth som ething.

O f course, th e re ’s also a d an g er in trying too 
h ard  to in tegrate  past and present. Maya has her 
ways o f a ttracting  the co nd itioned  souls, and  we 
sh o u ld n ’t be titillated by w hat we were. I ju s t read 
an essay that was published in 1924 in The Harmonist 
and  was la ter rep rin ted  in Back to Godhead. It starts 
off saying th a t o f the two ways to p reach , positive 
and  negative, the negative is m ore influential. The 
article gives the exam ple tha t R am a’s glories were 
increased m ore by Ravana than  by H anum an, and 
K rsna’s m ore glorified by Sisupala and  Jarasandha 
than  by the Yadavas. A lthough the  article do esn ’t 
elaborate on this point, I understood  that; because 
Krsna has to dem onstrate  His suprem acy over de­
m ons, H e is therefo re  fully g lorified  even m ore 
than  w hen His faithful devotees praise Him. In te r­
esting concept.

Similarly, if I talk about som ething inauspicious 
o f which I have nevertheless becom e free due to 
the  power o f P rabhupada’s mercy, then  full credit 
goes to Prabhupada. We can look at it in tha t way. 
We d o n ’t th ink  about H iranyakasipu’s atrocities 
and  fall into maya; we naturally take shelter o f Lord 
Nrsirhhadeva. W hen we read o f Ravana capturing 
Slta, we d o n ’t becom e lusty to ourselves enjoy
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Ram a’s wife, but we m editate on Rama. Everything 
we are and  everything we have is m ean t to inspire 
us fu rth er in o u r willingness and  desire to glorify 
God. And that m eans everything.



4
I t’s na tu ra l tha t we w ant to collect im pressions 

from  the times we m anaged to be Rrsna conscious. 
It also seems natural to want to preserve a record  
o f o u r pain o r anything else th a t proves to us we 
are alive and  growing. Such m em ories and  im pres­
sions form  o u r dearest rem em brances and we tend  
to take them  with us over time.

T h e re ’s an old adage that we live in the past and 
fu ture  b u t never in the present. ‘T h e  past” doesn’t 
have to m ean hundreds o f years ago; it can refer to 
o u r rem ain ing  stuck on what h ap p en ed  to us two 
m inutes previously. Those who th ink  abou t these 
things have an extra  burden . They are aware that 
they are creating things by th e ir activities and  re­
sponses to life around  them  that will la ter reside in 
their memories.

I call it a bu rden , bu t it can also be a blessing. It 
gives you the  pow er to be m ore selective abou t 
w hat you will keep  and  w hat you will discard. I 
th ink th a t’s why people keep diaries. They live their 
p resen t and  then  save it as past so they have some­
thing to sift through later.

I ’m in Wicklow, staying in the  attic room  o f 
U ddhava and  H are Krsna dasl. They live in an A- 
fram e, and  there  is a skylight on the roof. I like to 
sit in the dark with that skylight open  at 1:30 A.M.

14
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Even on cloudy nights there  is light th rough  that 
window, and  I like to have it be the only light by 
which I chant.

I also like to stand by tha t skylight during  the day 
and  look o u t to H are Krsna dasl’s garden . Yester­
day I noticed I was standing there  for no  apparen t 
reason. I ’m n o t usually a person  who does things 
for no reason, so I had to adm it to myself that I get 
pleasure to see U ddhava’s poly tunnels and  vegeta­
bles on one side and his wife’s beautiful flower gar­
dens on the o ther— to see all the lush growth.

It also occurred  to me th a t I feel as if I am stor­
ing this vision up for the times when I ’m no t here. 
S tanding at the window in a sem i-unconscious state, 
seem ingly purposeless, I am  already tu rn in g  the 
presen t into the past and hoping  it can help  me.

T hen  I had  an o th er connected  th o u g h t while I 
was standing by th a t skylight. I suddenly thought, 
surprised , th a t we will all die. O u r ch ild ren  will 
grow up  to see us die. W ho will replace the woman 
who owns this garden? W ho will pull the weeds and 
pro tect the pride o f India tree?

Following that surprise was this one: I ’ll probably 
be one  of the first to go. T h en  I realized th a t my 
w anting to tu rn  p resen t in to  past is my way of 
searching for coherence in a life o f apparently  dis­
parate details. We move in the present with the past 
leaking— bursting— through us. I t’s 3:16 on August 
9, 1996 and  it will never be exactly th a t again.
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M em ories settle in to  the  psyche and  becom e 
w ooden things we can lift o u t and  look at as often 
as we like. Can we bore  th ro u g h  the wood and 
com e up  with Krsna conscious meaning?



5
I still carry with me both  the m em ory o f the Navy 

and  the  m em ory o f my im p o ten ce  against my 
father. I ’m glad I d o n ’t face tha t same im potence 
anym ore— that inability to speak up  for my soul, to 
know who I am and what I want. I ’m also grateful 
that I have a real well-wisher to guide me through.

Som ewhat touchingly, and  perhaps naively, Pra- 
ghosa dasa rem arked, “C onsidering your close con­
nection with your father from  the m aterial po in t o f 
view, and  given the strong possibility that he will go 
back to G odhead on the strength  o f being your fa­
ther, what are your thoughts o f him  now?”

I call his question naive because how can I think 
my fa ther will go back to G odhead  ju s t because I 
am his son? T h a t only hap p en s if you’re a pure  
devotee, Praghosa, a lthough  it’s sweet o f you to 
th ink in this way. I doub t I can benefit my fa ther 
m uch. Hey Dad, want to go back to G odhead? 
T hat m eans you’ll have to becom e a Krsna devotee. 
You think you can change? O h, you want to know if 
they’ll allow firehouse jokes and  obscenities in the 
spiritual world? No, you’ll have to leave those be­
hind . You m ust know th a t by now, since you’re 
dead. I be t you have a lot o f new perspectives now. 
Poor Dad.

17



18 Breaking the Silence

Your son wishes the best for you, 
wishes you could get a new suit. Hey Dad, get 

this—
I’ve got the tru th  and you’re in error.
Hey Dad, who the hell do you th ink you are? 
Dad, how wrong you were, 
and  how ignoran t I was too.
N othing to do now bu t go ou r separate ways
as two souls
and if we m eet again
I hope to offer you the best o f all possible gifts, 
Krsna consciousness, and maybe in ano ther life 

you’ll be able to hear from  me.
O h, Dad, poor Dad . . .



6
C h an tin g  in my First S tree t a p a r tm e n t and  

ou tdoors while sitting on the bench  on the traffic 
strip, it occurred to me that I m ight be pretending. 
W hat did I expect? I was so new at it. At the same 
tim e, I had  faith tha t the Swami was genuine. He 
was com pletely convinced. I m ight d o u b t what he 
said o r question his logic w hen I talked with the 
others later, bu t in his presence, he held his own.

My o ld  Low er E ast S ide f r ie n d s  n ev er 
understood  what suddenly hap p en ed  to me, how I 
becam e the  Swami’s m an. They accused m e o f 
answering every question by referring  to scripture. 
“T h a t’s a narrow -m inded  a p p ro a c h .” B ut the  
Swami d id  it too. We in tu rn  accused him  o f 
responding in that m anner, telling him  that original 
though t was where it was at.

“No, it isn ’t,” he said, and  a lthough  I d o n ’t re­
m em ber the  rest o f the exchange, you can im agine 
how adequately  he d e fen d ed  the  sastra and  de­
feated us with his strong and unre len ting  presence. 
He d id n ’t budge.

R ather, he convinced us tha t the Vedas consisted 
o f enough  books to keep us read ing  fo r twenty- 
four hours a day for the rest o f o u r lives. How did 
we m ove fro m  fe a r  o f  d o g m a tism  a n d  
institutionalism to faith?

I can ’t actually rem em ber. T here  m ust be a God.

19



7
He confessed his sins before the priests. H e said 

he d id  stuff—slept with w om en, in ju red  Pisces, 
fought with nieces, attacked mices, and  in ju red  a 
dog in the street. I d id n ’t read properly and  I trip­
ped  up  the nouns. I killed m any flies and  never 
overcam e my selfish habits. H a ted  an d  d id n ’t 
repent.

O Lord, I was insincere 
and never m ade am ends 
was
was and di-ed

Now I ought to stop this evasive wridng and give
thanks for the m em ories
o f SwamijI in his hat
and  Joey reciting
m ore stories o f what the
Swami did. He said to
Joe,
I ’ll dunk  you in the ocean 
o f milk.
He said to Frank dasa 
D on’t give the money back if 
it was once donated.

20
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He rem inded  us that we were afraid o f Mr. Nair 
but he wasn’t. “Krsna will protect us. Go th rough  fire 
for H im !” He taught us how to fight.

And he w orshiped and preached G od’s glories.
I wish to be spared, bu t do I spare myself pains? 

Do I preach His glories?





A F re e 'w r i t e  Piece from  
A  Poor M a n  Reads  

the Bhagavatam, V o lu m





Hog

Yeah, we know all a b o u t you in your tree  
hanging jock  straps and your saffron cloth drying 
on  the  clo thes line. We know the  R uru w asn’t 
satisfied with my repen tance. This can ’t go in to  a 
book o r even a b road  nook. You are too tired . 
Em pow ered to be the UF in a c h ild re n ’s play, 
Jo h n n y  W ise’s pink crepe p ap er dress caught on 
fire. His m om  was overweight, his father slid off the 
ro o f he was repairing , and  w hen he bum ped  his 
h ead  he woke up  to the  o ld  m em ory th a t he 
w anted to be an em pow ered saint. H e w ent ou t 
and taught about the incarnations and  m em orized 
the activities o f all forty-two M anus in a m inute o f 
Shakespeare.

H oney from  a hive. Well, miel no m ore. May the 
curse o f  N ature Cure be on you to taste no m ore 
white-powdered goodies. We have o th er rations for 
the soldiers. Lenny Silverberg drew  sordid  lives 
from  NYC streets— a m an on  c ru tches h itting  a 
m an  w ith arm  cast in  fig h t over a w h o re ’s 
possessions while I slid down ten notches by reading 
Celine.

T h e  em pow ered  saint, th e  em pow ered  an t, 
broadcast over village TV UF and  UFO— the differ­
ence between them , the past (1970s in Boston), the 
p resen t— me in Khargone with a lusty tongue bu t 
otherwise feet and desires immobilized.
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(This can ’t be what you m eant when you said af­
ter a Bhagavatam  lecture tha t one may switch to 
Krsna consciousness in various ways. This is com ing 
from  snide, no t contrite asserts.)

Balderdash wants to get back on track.
Krsna will em pow er me. Pick up your marbles. If 

you take a nap, maybe a dream  will come unsought 
an d  tell you som eth ing  ab o u t your Krsna co n ­
sciousness.

This:
I d o n ’t w ant to be the incarnation  o f gluttony, 

and  I d o n ’t w ant to com e back to this m iserable 
world o f cancer and  war ju s t for some dainty eat­
ables.

T he term  “h og” m ight be applied to me because 
I hog my share o f  p rin ting  and  I live high on the 
hog.

It seems o u r gurus are given facility to be hog­
gish. “They may give you big, b ig ,” said Srlla 
P rabhupada to a sannyasi disciple, “bu t you should 
take only litde, little.”

W estern  co u n trie s  hog the  resources o f the  
world— food, oil, everything. They are ignoran t o f 
the Isopanisad’s principle o f isavasya. Keep to your 
q uo ta  an d  you w on’t be a hog. Know to W hom  
everything belongs. T he U.S.A. should have the hog 
for an emblem.

R upa GosvamI describes atyahara, eating  o r 
possessing too m uch, as unfavorable for devotional 
service. N arottam a dasa T hakura sings that we may 
use lobha in Krsna’s service. How is that? We can be
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greedy to g a ther everything and  give it to Krsna. 
T he  Bhdgavatam  also tells us n o t to hog o u r 
spiritual realizations. We should  share them  with 
others.
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Krsna is kind. He allows us to th ink  o f H im  or 
n o t as we desire. O ften, unfortunately , we desire 
n o t to. We object to His power and  want to claim 
som e o f His suprem e con tro l for ourselves. T he 
m o re  co n tro l we claim , how ever, the  m o re  
d is trac ted  o u r lives becom e, an d  we lose th a t 
peaceful place inside ourselves w here we would 
have practiced  devotion. N ondevotees are gross 
abou t this, b u t devotees suffer from  it too. O ne 
devotee w rote m e th a t h e r life always seem s to 
com e down to the  struggle for control. T h en  life 
gets so quick— “a w hirlw ind”— that she has no  time 
to find satisfaction and taste in spiritual life. How to 
rectify?

Be simple and d ep en d en t on Krsna. T here  is no 
o th e r answer. O L ord, O Energy o f  the  L ord, 
p lease engage m e in Your service. O son o f 
M aharaja N anda, Krsna, I am Your eternal servitor.

*

O nce an astrologer o f the Bhrgu asrama told me 
that to rid myself o f headaches, I should no t say my 
spiritual m aster’s nam e. I p ro tested  and  the  as­
tro lo g er la te r to ld  som eone th e re  had  b een  a 
m iscalculation and he withdrew his prescription.

Nowadays, however, I th ink  th a t it is wise to 
restrain  from  too m uch use o f the  p ro p e r noun, 
“P rabh u p ad a .” I t ’s a little like R adha’s nam e, n o t
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som ething to cheapen  by constant use. “O ur spiri­
tual m aster,” I som etim es say, or, “my G uru M aha­
ra ja ,” “o u r founder-acarya”, even “h e .” O th ers  
know what I m ean.

*

We have to be conscious to perform  devotional 
service. In his p u rp o rt to Bg. 18.57, P rabhupada  
gives a wonderful insight as to how we can think of 
Krsna while engaged  in duties. H e says th a t we 
should  act u n d e r the  L o rd ’s d irection . T h en  we 
can know, “I have been  given this work by K rsna.” 
This brings the concep t o f “eternal servant” ou t o f 
the theoretical realm  and into the practical.

And we should think devotionally. If we sweep the 
floor m echanically  o r with o u r m inds in a day­
dream  state, tha t is useless. Krsna doesn’t need  the 
floor swept; H e w ants o u r devotion. Som etim es 
trying to find tha t devotion m eans taking a break 
from  sw eeping the  floor. We have to find  o u r 
attentive and  loving recitation  o f the  holy nam e, 
and  we have to learn to pray.

T he ability to know K rsna to som e ex ten t by 
th inking  abou t H im  is perfected  w hen it is dove­
tailed  with au th o rized  activity by the  Lord. We 
n eed  bo th : ju s t  th in k in g  ab o u t Krsna w ithou t 
serving H im  is incom ple te ; duty d o n e  w ithou t 
Krsna consciousness is practically useless. We m ust 
practice both.
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Srila P rabhupada wrote to a sannyasi disciple o f 
his—who had thanked  Srila P rabhupada for award­
ing him  sannyasa— “You are com peten t to spend 
your life traveling and  preach ing  as a sannyasi." I 
also travel and  p reach  on his order. I hope to do 
this service for the  rest o f my life. Most o f my 
preach ing  com es in the form  o f writing. Travel 
en h an ces  the  w riting  and  frees m e from  e n ­
tanglem ents and politics and staleness.

Srila P rab h u p ad a  was always en co u rag in g  so 
even though  we may be unab le  to describe the 
L ord ’s glories, we should do whatever we can with 
devotion. I may be writing with little fire and  no 
realization. W hen I praise, I tend  to soon slide back 
into my own m em ories o f a ttem pted  sense enjoy­
m ent. I can’t even whip myself with guilt.

This is the afternoon. Van parked in a grass field. 
T here  are some caravans parked nearby, b u t none 
o f them  seem occupied. O ne or two visitors like us. 
An o lder m an and his wife are cutting the hedges. 
M. and  I enjoyed long, h o t showers p roduced  by 
putting a coin in a m achine.

*

I read o f King P rthu  and  begin an o th er reverie 
o f my days as GBC m an, how we tried to reprim and  
o u r own leaders b u t they lied to us an d  w ere 
incorrigible. T h e re ’s a verse here, 4.16.13, which I 
lectu red  on one m orn ing  in L.A. w hen we GBC 
were gathered  for an em ergency m eeting  to deal 
with Jayatirtha. H e had lied to us; no  one knew he
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was tak ing  h a llu c in a to ry  d rugs to reach  his 
“ecstasies.” Jayatlrtha and  all the o thers  . . . No 
w onder we’re still reeling from  it. I hear things are 
completely different now at GBC meetings, tha t the 
devotees are cooperative and  gentlem anly, b u t I 
got out. No one  knows what actually hap p en ed  to 
me; I d o n ’t know myself. Anyway, no need  to go 
back. I t’s all in the  past. I ’m now free to w ander 
and stop in an afternoon in a grassy field. But when 
I go to read  ab o u t M aharaja P rthu , it surfaces 
again. I th ink  o f the  latest controversies. Everyone 
was satisfied by M aharaja P r th u ’s ru le. A n o th er 
G odbro ther once said, as he neared  the end  o f his 
powerful ru le  over his project, tha t he  was n o t a 
M aharaja Prthu. A nd myself, I am criticized for the 
silks I wore in those days and the meals I ate while 
ladies went ou t door-to-door to sell paintings.

*

Faithful, motive-less reading sessions are the root 
sustenance o f Krsna consciousness. They are m ore 
essential o r n o u rish in g , m ore ro o t work, than  
anything else. All spiritual inspiration com es from  
sravanam.

*

Yes, I tho u g h t this pain . . .  is o f the body and  I 
am the soul. Finally you can ’t even write. You never 
th o u g h t you’d be able to write so freely in Krsna 
consciousness, and  similarly, you d o n ’t th ink now
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that one day you w on’t be able to write at all. It will 
be said, sum m ed up, and  o thers will no t know what 
it m eans to you to n o t be able to write at all. Per­
haps then  if th e re ’s any rem ain ing  tim e, you can 
transfer your ded ica tion  to  the ch an tin g  o f the 
holy names.

=1=

We serve Krsna and  the devotees by ou r hearing 
o f His words and  o u r trying to e n te r them  with 
devotion. As we do it ourselves, we can encourage 
o thers  to do it too. In my case, I am a lecturer. 
Speaking the philosophy is a sannyasi's duty; it is 
also a sannyasi’s duty to write. W hat to write? In 
honesty, I am forced to speak o f my experience o f 
em phasizing chanting and  hearing  in my life. Since 
I myself am n o t involved in ru ral developm ent, 
train ing o f ISKCON m em bers, com m unity o r tem ­
ple organization, public affairs, book distribution, 
etc., I can ’t advocate these services to o thers from  
my own experience. N either do I get in to  con tro ­
versies o r try to push causes. T herefo re , I try to 
push the cause o f  bhakti itself and  the  n eed  to 
dedicate ou r lives to Krsna w ithout falling prey to 
maya. I realize tha t those o th e r services are vital to 
the success o f the m ovem ent, bu t it does n o t seem 
wrong to me th a t I and  som e o th e r sannyasis and  
devotees do n o t concern  ourselves with th a t b u t 
becom e absorbed in o u r own practices. In this way, 
we becom e a resource for o thers— for busy house­
holders struggling to m ake m oney and  m aintain
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family life, and  for pro-active managers. We rem ind 
everyone to rem em ber Krsna by sravanam kirtanam. 
Thus we preach to the family o f devotees.



Po etry





Just Visiting

In this van 
I hide. T he day 
is ho t bu t I ’m a cool guy 
hiding out,
in courtyard nestled, the
buildings on e ither side inhabited
by bright and gentle and innocent
young devotees o f ISKCON
whose authorities tell them
chant H are Krsna and  if Satsvarupa com es
(or som eone in his category)
give him  a nice reception— he
may use my room  and phone
but d o n ’t expect him  to fire
you up so m uch for book
distribution. For tha t you
need me.
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The Cloud o f  Unknowing

I chant the L ord’s nam es 
as I walk Saratoga State Park.
I know what the
cam pers d o n ’t know:
not to sizzle m eat
on a barbecue o r to h u n t deer.
I know be tte r than to
attem pt enjoym ent by diving into the pool
beneath  the waterfall. I w on’t
attend the New York City
Ballet, whose sum m er hom e is here.

Still, I d o n ’t know God, 
can’t see Him or love H im — 
not yet. I’m no t finished with 
a ttachm ent to the body as self.
I becom e disappointed and focus on 
pain when my ankle gives out 
on a short walk th rough the woods.
I finger my beads, chanting 
G od’s names, 
bu t no t knowing, 
no t yet.
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A ('rood Walk

“Did you have a good walk?”
“Yeah.”
The tops of pines are like 
the finger gesture
that vicious people m ake to h u rt you, 
but it also looks nonhum an, 
like a star, 
a green prickly top.
T h a t’s outside the window.
In here I study books 
telling o f the sanatana world.

I had a good walk bu t 
would you like to hear about 
R aghunatha dasa Gosvaml’s sadness, 
how he could n o t
keep the vision o f serving Radha and Krsna
always before his eyes, how
he laid on the bank of Radha-kunda and  cried?

My walk?
Cows in a meadow. Stopping by a pasture gate, 
looking at the w ater runn ing  over rocks, 
m urm uring regulative m antras, 
so com fortable I d o n ’t even notice my body 
in W ellington boots and green raincoat 
in a world where no one sees me except 
a startled white goat, some cows, 
and all I saw o f the hare was its 
rear leg as it flashed across my path.
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T e a ch in g  W h e n  N e it h e r  O f  Us A re  
Looking

If I d o n ’t fall asleep or
fall off the chair, and  if I
d o n ’t forget to be who I am and
be guided by sastra always
(alert b u t no t m ad enough to
cut my own th roa t o r som eone else’s— )
If I write with Seym our’s Miss Overman 
in mind
and Yadupriya dasl and Krsna-Balarama dasa— 
b u t wait!
I better forget them  while writing this poem  
or it will be derailed by the compassion 
of a priest listening to confession.

Dear disciples, the best thing I can do for you 
is to rem em ber the nice feeling I had while 

hearing 
krsna-katha and to sneak in 
teachings when neither o f us are looking—
Oh! let it land
right between ou r eyes—
that same talk about transm igration through
the eight million species, o r any
drop  from the ocean o f bhakti.



Poetry

Hearing From Prabhupada

My lecture on the gopis as teachers
for all hum anity got
rave reviews from  M adhum angala dasa.
O ur saffron cloth flutters on 
the clothes line.
Birds with Italian nam es chirp—
it’s 7 P.M.— are they still working on that house,
those builders?
I d o n ’t feel myself enough filled 
with P rabhupada’s teachings 
(although my belly is full of 
hot, honeyed milk).
But I ’m n o t full, n o t profound, no t devoted 
enough. W hen I collect thoughts it’s about 

things
like how my dentures pinch my gums or 
how suddenly the daisies, like tulips, 
close at night, and Italy has rich 
grass.

0  Prabhupada, let m e hear!
Just yesterday I heard  you say,
“Som eone asked me, ‘Have you seen Krsna?’
1 replied, Who has not seen Krsna?
Everyone sees Krsna,”
I heard  you say this, Prabhupada, bu t then 
my atten tion  faded and  I was lost.

Just that m uch— that everyone 
sees Krsna all the time—
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came back in a flash. W hat was that? 
W hat else did I miss? I t’s on the tip o f 
my pen.
Let me keep hearing
his sustaining voice, his expressions
worth m editating upon:
“W hen I say Krsna, I m ean G od.”



Poetry

Confidential

My God is everywhere— 
in the air, in the pillar, 
under the fan, 
in the whir-whir session, 
in the perfect book 
Srimad-Bhagavatam.
His smiling face 
is seen in Chapters 
29 to 34
and His flute in 21.
My God is yours but 
you know Him only as 
August Preceptor, 
W hite-bearded Sistine, 
Rage o f Almighty,
God at Death.
I know Him
only as I ’ve heard
from my spiritual m aster—
as Krsna the Suprem e,
who plays with His dearest
devotees
but I can ’t tell you ’cause 
you’re faithless.
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In Vrnciivana

Back and  forth  he walks the long roof 
I hope he can pay attention to the names.
O r m ore honestly, I ’m curious w hether he 
can pay attention. I know I can ’t.
Six enemies: lust, anger, intoxication, 
illusion, envy, and fear attack me, 
and plan-making. Maybe o ther devotees 
are doing better.

Radhe-Krsna, Radhe-Krsna, Ra-dhe!
A nother asrama, this singer an oldish 
man. T h e re ’s no place in the world like this.

Am erican poets—
too raunchy, too sophisticated, d o n ’t value 
Krsna consciousness, pure souls, o r the m ode of 
goodness. I can ’t understand  half their 
poem s and  some I w ouldn’t want to.
Strange to th ink of them  in Vrndavana and  then 
to blink, hear again that asrama, and 
turn  to this page.



S p i r i t u a l i z e d  D i c t i o n a r y





Axial
“Having the characteristics o f o r resem bling an 

axis. A round an axis, in the direction o f an axis, or 
along the axis. Extending the d irection parallel to 
the m ain axis o f the cyclo-hexane or similar cyclic 
structure, o r characterized by bonds ex tend ing  in 
this m anner. D istinguished from  equato ria l che­
mical definition.”

Comes from  the word “axis.” T he axis and allies 
in W orld War II, the axis o f dem ons.

O f course, circular things have p ro found  m ean­
ings. Shooting ou t from  the  cen te r o f the  circle, 
the axis o f the circle, the hub  o f the circle is where 
everything com es from. O f course, th a t’s Krsna. By 
m edita ting  on words in this way, even m u ndane  
dictionary words, we can always arrive a t K rsna’s 
lotus feet.

Like the o th e r m eaning  o f the w ord “axis”: “a 
d ee r o f Ind ia  and  o th e r parts  o f  so u th ern  Asia 
having reddish-brow n antlers and  a white spotted  
body.” I ’ve never seen an axis deer, bu t I have seen 
the  beautifu l nllagavya, the b lue d eer at Govar- 
dhana. I was sitting with B hurijana P rabhu  and  
D h anurdhara  M aharaja in a small grove read ing  
som ething about the hill when I looked up and saw 
them . T hey’re a rare sight, som ething  to treasure 
and  rem em ber always in the  m ind. I c an ’t always 
live at G ovardhana, b u t I can go there  still in my 
m ind  by the  grace o f those d eer and  this word 
“axis.”
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Mongus
“R otting .” I rem em b er th a t w oodcut som eone 

did once o f the barn at Glta-nagarl, and the stylized 
version o f an ox. They pu t it on T-shirts and you 
still see devotees wearing them . I w onder what state 
th a t barn  is in now. Is it mongus? Everything rots 
acco rd ing  to the  force o f inevitable tim e— my 
books, my body, drying out, decaying, then  getting 
soggy, drying out, ro tting  like com post. You see it 
with very old people, how their flesh hangs and sags 
and  dries, and  if they give it intensive care, it will 
last a little longer. In the end, they use em balm ing 
solution to preserve the sem blance o f full-bodied, 
well-oiled health.

Ju st th ink  o f  all the things ro tting  in this world. 
How long can the Sistine C hapel ho ld  out? And 
look a t the Sphinx with its weather-worn face, or 
the pyram ids in Egypt, the Nile itself, the land—all 
gone at the blinking of an eye.

But why look so far afield? W hat ab o u t one 
Satsvarupa dasa?

Thoughtfully, headachy, rocking back and  forth, 
I ’m thinking it over. T he brain moves two inches to­
ward facing death  an d  we consider it deep  po n ­
dering. Big arms, heavy thought. W e’re really such 
pea heads. Look, Brooklyn College is toppling over. 
Is th a t w here I claim  to  have g a in ed  all my 
know ledge? T he  W alt W hitm an A udito rium  is 
cracking. I t ’s finished. St. B ridgette’s Tower, even 
Tom pkins Square Park. Finished. Get it all the hell 
ou t o f ou r minds, because it’s dead.
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Quartpot
“A vessel holding a quart, especially an Australian 

tin vessel used for cooking and as a drinking cup .”
Can you d rin k  a quart o f w ater at night? O ne 

man went to Milton Erikson and said that all his life 
he had had trouble getting up  in the m orning. He 
slept till 11 A.M. T he therapist told him  to d rink  a 
quart o f w ater before he w ent to sleep and  then  
h e ’d have to get up. I t’s alm ost laughable, such a 
cu t-th rough  practical suggestion ra th e r  th an  to 
study the  m a n ’s psychology. A nd it w orked. It 
worked.

I wish I could com e up  with an idea like th a t to 
cu t th ro u g h  my headaches. T he  th erap ist would 
say, “W hat brings on headaches?”

“M eetings.”
‘T h e n  d o n ’t go to m eetings.”
“I have to go to m eetings.”
“No, you d o n ’t. O r if you do, then  you have to 

accept your headaches.”
Bang, bang— th e re ’s construction  going on  ou t 

there , ham m ering  and  sawing n o t far from  this 
house near the a irpo rt in T rin idad. I t’s hot. I d o n ’t 
even n eed  to w ear a T-shirt, b u t I do  anyway to 
h ide  my m oney p o uch  against my skin. M ore 
headaches.

O r to cu t th rough  in prayer.
“How can I pray to Krsna in my own way?”
“D on’t be du ll.”
T h a t’s a h a rd e r one for the therapist, probably. 

Who can cut th rough  to the  d eep e r layers o f self 
w here resides o u r love for Krsna an d  o u r true
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a p p rec ia tio n  for the  tra n sce n d e n ta l w orld o f 
Srimad-Bhagavatam? We do inherently  have the abil­
ity to relish spirit. “W hen, oh w hen will tha t day be 
mine? W hen my offenses ceasing, taste for the holy 
nam e increasing, when in my heart will Your mercy 
shine?”

Reward
“Som ething given in re tu rn  for good, o r some­

times evil, done for services o r m erit o r the like.” 
“G reat is your reward in heaven.” T h a t’s w hen it’s 
used as a noun.

As a verb, “rew ard” m eans “to give a rew ard.” As 
a rew ard for ou r service to Srila P rabhupada, you 
have som ehow  received the position  o f spiritual 
m aster. I was going to say you go t appo in ted , but 
th a t’s a buzz w ord because som e peop le  say we 
w eren’t appoin ted , that we m isunderstood what he 
said. If it was a m isunderstanding, it certainly wasn’t 
som eth ing  u n d e rh an d ed , as som e o th e r people 
think. We were ju st as covered over as the next guy.

We d ec id ed  to be the  e lite , to be suprem e 
am ong ou r G odbrothers. It seems that it m ust have 
been  a genuine lack o f humility, b u t maybe not. I 
th ink o f The Bead Game, H erm an H esse’s novel, and 
how gradually  the  h e ro  took h ig h e r and  h igher 
positions until he was the head guru  o f the mythical 
institution. H e took it upon him self as a duty. It was 
that simple.

Later o thers may say, “You fell for it because you 
wanted to be worshiped. We washed your feet and 
you accepted it. Now you m ust go to h e ll.” Upon
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hearing that, the guru m ight protest, “But I accept­
ed it as duty. You assured me that you d id n ’t see me 
as p ro u d .”

Life often backfires. We have so little vision and 
can ’t usually see how what we are doing  now will 
turn  ou t in the future. T he only safe th ing we can 
do is no t to live at all and  to stay anonym ous, bu t 
th a t’s no t the devotional way.

Reward, rew ord— reword how we define guru  in 
this in stitu tion . Re-analyze o u r too-easy rubber- 
stam ping o f maha-bhagavata.

Yes, P rabhupada rew arded his disciples, no t with 
m aterial gain b u t with m ore duty, heavier duty, 
no th ing  soft o r sim ple. Each rew ard included  so 
m uch potendal liability and difficulty.

A nd la te r so m uch m ud-slinging. W ell, m ud 
needed  to be slung. I did it too and  felt the acridity 
o f what we all went th rough together.

At this po in t in time, I will say this, however: it’s 
no t fair to such a com plicated history, which deve­
loped gradually from  o u r own collective anarthas, 
to single out any individual and hold him or her up 
for exclusive blam e. We had  institu tionalized the 
m isunderstanding and were suffering group and in­
dividual g rief at P rab h u p ad a’s disappearance. We 
were groping , we were foolish, we were juvenile , 
and we were wrong. We tried  som eth ing  and  we 
failed at it, and  as we all shared in the creation of 
the mistake, we all share in its painful rewards.
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Trail
A simple word. A trailing plant. “Ivy has sent trails 

down the steep banks.” “1. A ru n n in g  o rnam en t 
rep resen ting  leaves o r tendrils, as in Gothic m old­
ing. 2. A trailing arrangem ent o f flowers o r spray. 3. 
T he  rea r p a rt o f a gun carriage th a t rests on the 
g ro u n d  when the piece is un loaded. Trail arms. 4. 
Som ething that follows or moves along on the path, 
as in being drawn along. A train. 5. T he transitory 
lum inous streak in the sky p roduced  by the passage 
o f a m eteor.”

“Ah, the skiwing trail.” (Thom as Hardy) Prabhu­
pada blazed a trail and  left it for us to follow. 
W e’re  on  the  tra il, com bing  it, look ing  fo r 
direction.

Im agine a trail in a state park, th ree  h u n d red  
miles th rough  the m ountains, the trees blazed with 
o range arrows so hikers d o n ’t get lost. T he bhakti 
trail has been well beaten, although it’s no t w ithout 
its to rtuous rises and heart-thum ping  skids. W e’re 
walking th a t trail and  we know w hat w e’re sup­
posed  to do: keep  walking. O u r reach in g  the 
destination is n o t m ore difficult than  ou r ability to 
follow the blazes.

Som e say we can get lost even on  the  bhakti- 
marga. I know th a t’s true even walking around  Gita- 
n ag a rl’s forests, w hat to speak o f som eth ing  we 
have to traverse over lifetim es. T he  funny th ing  
about the bhakti-marga, however, is tha t we can ’t get 
lost if we follow the blazes. We may think we’re lost, 
bu t usually we com e to the realization that we have 
no t becom e lost on the bhakti-marga bu t th a t we
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only took a side trip down one o f the m ental trails. 
An im age springs to m ind: bogged down in the 
entrails.

All these m ental trails will one day be vanquished 
w hen we begin to follow the  dust trail leading to 
Vrndavana.

Unsportsmanlike
Adjective. “N ot sportsm anlike. N ot characteristic 

o f o r exhibiting good sportsm anship.”
It refers to a code o f behavior. W e’re expected 

to be good sports. T h a t m eans we should  play by 
the rules, respect others, no t take u n due  advantage 
over others, and lose gracefully w ithout malicious­
ness.

I rem em ber a rep o rte r once wrote an article in 
which he called the G erm an soccer team  “cynical.” 
T he rep o rte r said tha t the  Italians and  the Brazil­
ians played real soccer because they were en th u ­
siastic and loved the game. T he Germ ans, however, 
were cynical. I d o n ’t know exactly w hat he m eant 
o r how that translates in to  action on the field, bu t I 
w ould suppose it m eans the  G erm ans conserve 
the ir energies and  calculate for victory. In sports, 
that can b o rder on cheating.

I rem em b er once  we w ere playing a baseball 
gam e, o u r G reat Kills team  in a rough  area in the 
south o f Staten Island called Tottenville. T here  was 
little adu lt supervision there  and  these rough  kids 
would use dirty tactics. I rem em b er one  tim e— 
their team  was at bat— o u r p itcher was preparing  
to throw the ball to the catcher and  one o f their
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coaches called ou t from  the th ird  base line saying, 
“L et’s see the ball here. Throw  the ball over here. 
L et’s see the ball.” O u r p itcher threw  it and  the 
coach ducked out o f the way. T he ball went flying. 
T hen  the coach p re ten d ed  he w asn’t a coach, but 
a heckler. He heckled the p itcher to throw the ball 
and the pitcher did, so it’s a wild ball. Now the man 
on base can run hom e because the p itcher ju s t lost 
the  ball. T h a t was such dirty cheating , bu t there  
was no um pire. Unsportsm anlike. N ot good.

D evotees d o n ’t play sports, b u t they should  
cultivate sportsm anlike behavior am ong one an­
other. We all have ou r free will to cheat o r not, but 
if we are striving for spiritual consciousness, we 
should  play fair. Krsna is the greatest cheater; we 
c a n ’t ch ea t o thers  to a ttain  H im  w ithout being 
cheated  ourselves. And that includes the nondevo­
tees. O f course, Krsna H im self som edm es cheats on 
the battlefield, bu t although we relish His exam ple, 
we are n o t qualified to follow it. A fter all, H e ’s 
infinite; H e’s always going to win in one way or an­
o th e r. A nd the  resu lt o f His ch ea tin g  benefits 
everyone.

Being unsportsm anlike includes being unkind. As 
devotees sharing a path , we should also share the 
advantage. We are all going after the  same goal, 
Krsna; th e re  is no  ultim ate com petition . He has 
room  for us all and  His h e a rt is certain ly  big 
enough  to accom m odate everyone. A devotee who 
understands that is able to experience compassion 
and  to share K rsna’s m agnanim ity. Srlla P rabhu­
pada writes in the  Fourth  C anto  o f the  Srimad-
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Bhagavatam: “T he Krsna conscious m ovem ent is 
spreading now all over the world, and  som etim es I 
think that even though I am crippled in many ways, 
if one o f my disciples becom es as strong as Dhruva 
M aharaja, then he will be able to carry me with him 
to V aikunthaloka.” Even the spiritual m aster wants 
his disciples to ou tdo  him . T herefo re , those prac­
ticing devotional service cannot lose.

Xylulose
“I t’s a ketose sugar, C5 H 10O 5 , o f the pentose 

class tha t is form ed by isom erization and  w here 
defective transketolase has led to thiam ine deficien­
cy. Like ribulose, it plays a ro le  in carbohydrate  
m etabolism .”

Geez. W e’re lucky if we can p ro n o u n ce  it. This 
ju s t  shows o u r g en era l ig n o ran ce  o f  science, 
especially chemistry. God, Chemistry! How I hated 
it! I w ent to a com m unity college and  Chem istry 
was com pulsory. I got As in all my subjects, b u t in 
Chem istry I got a D. T he teacher was a real space 
cadet, too. Probably he was a lab technician in his 
off hours. H e goofed off and  we goofed off with 
him. It was really scandalous th a t he d id n ’t teach 
Chemistry considering he was getting paid for it. All 
we were expected to do was to study the textbook 
and take the exam , b u t it would have been  nice if 
the professor had  been  in te rested  in teaching  it. 
Most years we took Geology. All the  Liberal Arts 
studen ts took Geology because it was the easiest 
science course to pass. Those requ ired  classes seem
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silly— forcing people to study things for which they 
have no inclination.

Anyway, I rem em ber going into the lab and try­
ing to m ake whatever reaction  was supposed to 
h ap p en  happen . I rarely succeeded. I get solace 
from  hearing  Sadaputa P rabhu  say th a t even big 
scientists d o n ’t always end  up  with the expected 
results w hen they apply the  experim ents. O ften, 
they fudge it. They try a few times to m ake it come 
o u t as it is supposed to, and if they are still unsuc­
cessful, they agree to say tha t the experim ent work­
ed despite the facts.

U nderstanding  chemistry is no t p art o f my make­
up. T he m aterial constituents, the elem ents broken 
down and  discussed in term s o f building atoms and 
m olecules and  producing  new elem ents by mixing 
this with th a t—what has it got to do with my life? 
O r the  chem ical eng ineering  o f m od ern  techno­
logy. I ’m probably m ore like one o f those people 
who would th ink, “I w ant to live a na tu ra l life. I 
d o n ’t w ant chem icals.” C hem icals in th a t sense 
refer to food additives and  things they p u t in our 
clothes o r air o r water. W e’re righ t to vilify those 
chemicals since they poison the body. Still, thinking 
o f chem icals as only tha t is the nonscientiflc m ind 
speaking. T h e re ’s no such th ing  as life w ithout 
chem icals since ou r body is com posed o f them . I 
guess I ’m ju st no t a Sankhya-^ogz.



In Search o f  the ( kr and  
M e t a p h o r





I n t r o d u c t i o n

I t’s interesting to th ink (1) tha t the p o e t’s jo b  is 
to write o f actual things and  persons in his life and 
to write o f them  truthfully, and  yet (2) to discover 
an im age “large eno u g h  to  em body the  whole 
know able w o rld ” a b o u t h im . T h is  im age is 
supposed  to be w orked by the  a u th o r  to pull 
to g e th e r  iso la ted  o b se rv a tio n s  a n d  to  give 
“p ro fu n d ity ” to everyone’s experience . Such an 
im age (or them e o r allegory) can n o t be chosen 
arbitrarily. O nce it has been  chosen, it has to be 
worked with the p o e t’s full heart and endeavor.

For me, this m eans working in Krsna conscious­
ness, o r at least working while seeking Krsna con­
sciousness, and it means it should inspire or instruct 
readers.

A p o e t usually discovers such an im age in the 
course o f writing, bu t h e ’s even m ore fo rtunate  if 
he can discover it befo rehand . R eaders may n o t 
always understand  exactly what the poet is doing as 
the poe t enters deeper and  d eep e r in to  his image 
until his work is fulfilled. For exam ple, William 
C arlos W illiams says th a t the  city in his poem  
Patterson is “im aginatively conceived ju s t like a 
m an .” H e then  mixes d iffe ren t e lem en ts— early 
history o f the city, his own experience  there , his 
obscure, poetic art, etc. I could  never understand  
his poem  except in a fragm entary  way, b u t for
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Williams (and his sensidve, sympathetic readers), he 
achieves a wholistic release from  incoherence and 
gagged silence.

Kafka’s work provides a n o th e r exam ple, espe­
cially his books, The Metamorphosis, The Castle, and 
The Trial In The Metamorphosis, he imagines that a 
m an— som eone like him self—is transform ed into a 
roach. T hen  he takes the reader th rough the m an ’s 
experiences. In The Castle, Kafka imagines an elite, 
bureaucra tic  governm ent th a t assigns (or do esn ’t 
assign) a m an to a task tha t he canno t learn m uch 
a b o u t— all this with obvious overtones o f m eta­
physical reality, the unknow n, the unfriendly, and 
m aybe the  n o n ex isten t A bsolute. In The Trial, 
Kafka’s hero, K , is accused o f a crim e, bu t he can­
n o t discover with w hat he is charged. In  these two 
la te r novels, Kafka uses a fictional m e tap h o r— 
som ething large yet simple, personal to the au thor 
yet easily identifiable to the readers. Kafka pours 
his passionate self-expressive art into the form  of al­
legories.

For myself, I ’m no t in terested  these days in fic­
tion o r narrative. I p refer m ore the m ethod  w here­
by a poet pulls together isolated, local observations 
in to  some kind o f “Patterson’’-type image.

W hen my G odbro ther, Jayadvaita Swami, read  
the first volum e o f Journal and Poems, he com m ent­
ed  th a t it served m e the  way a large house with 
m any room s serves a m an with m ultiple interests: I 
could record  all sorts o f things all in one place. But 
I c a n ’t keep  w riting volum es u p o n  volum es o f 
Journal and Poems. As William Carlos Williams writes,
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“Let him beware lest he tu rn  to no  m ore th a n /  the 
w riting o f stale poem s . . . ” T h e  process has 
b rough t me to my search for a g rand  m etaphor.





C h ap te r  One

Chant One Round

Explanatory Note:
W hat follows is n o t “though ts  while chan ting  

japa."  It will be d ifferen t than  that. D ear reader, 
y o u ’ll u n d e rs tan d  m ore w hat I m ean w hen you 
read on.

FIRST MANTRA
Hare Krsna— “H are” and “K rsna” are two words 

th a t go to g e th er and  open  the  m an tra  and  the 
rou n d . If we could only say them  sincerely and 
su rren d er, w e’d accom plish o u r whole purpose. 
We d o n ’t have to be like M arkendeya Rsi and live 
to see the  ann ih ila tion . We d o n ’t have to suffer 
th rough all the Kali-yugas and  float on the waves of 
partial devastations until we finally reach the goal 
o f  Lord G aurariga’s safe lotus feet. But we d o n ’t 
seem to be so in telligent, at least no t in te lligent 
enough to immediately finish ou r business and get 
out. Therefore, for the time being we dream  stories 
and  live lives. And we always chan t H are Krsna no 
m atte r w here we are. T h a t will save us from  dis­
aster. H iranyakasipu said, “Since I am eternal and 
time is eternal, I will go on practicing austerities life 
a fter life un til I a ttain  my g o a l.” His goal was
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foolish— he w anted Lord B rahm a’s post— b u t his 
d e term ina tion  was adm irable. We ch an t to attain 
p u re  love o f Krsna, pu re  devotional service. Re­
m em ber the tiny bird who tried to em pty the ocean 
by tak ing  d ro p s  o f w ater in h e r  beak? W hen 
G aruda was im pressed with h e r determ ination  and 
agreed to take up h er cause, she was successful.

0  holy names, please forgive us. Please hear our 
plea. We are, for now, chan ting  sporadically in a 
wilderness o f  nam es and  places and  experiences. 
Many things still in terest us (and bew ilder us) in­
stead o f the O ne Suprem e Interest. Please hear ou r 
call and  h o n o r ou r request.

1 know, I d o n ’t have to instruct the  holy nam e. 
H e knows w hat H e is doing. I ju s t n eed  to be 
patient.

Hare Krsna— I adm it it was a dream  and  I have 
forgotten  m ost o f the details, b u t there  were about 
six o f us uniform ed, living in Santo Domingo. I had 
a sudden  in tu ition  tha t the  police were going to 
arrest us, so I fled with two com panions. We ran 
and  ran —on the lam. We disguised ourselves as 
Am erican hippie tourists. I decided to keep a diary 
o f o u r adventures, bu t I realized th a t the  details 
would incrim inate us if we were caught. I om itted  
som e details. T hen  on my little g ro u p ’s behalf, I 
decided  we should leave Santo D om ingo and  go to 
A m erica. T h a t m ean t ab an d o n in g  o u r cause in 
Santo Domingo. It m eant ou r cause would becom e 
each o f ou r lives, no t som ething larger than  that. I 
decided it was still worthy, and in America, with our
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identities unknow n, I could keep a diary filled with 
details.

Krsna Krsna— T h ere  are  two life m om ents I 
w anted to save from  yesterday, b u t they’re already 
getting old and stale. O ne had to do with a m an in 
the arrivals lounge at H eathrow  airport. We were 
sitting quietly, resting between flights. This man was 
oblivious to his fellow passengers, it seem ed, be­
cause he m ade a p h o n e  call righ t from  his easy 
chair. It was 6 A.M. and it was obvious that he  woke 
up a business friend. They talked strategy, he with a 
civilized British accent. I never looked at his face.

T he o th e r inc iden t had  to do  with the  carrots 
M adhu bought at an open  m arket. They were stub­
by, locally grown carro ts with bits o f ea rth  still 
clinging to them  and thick green  leaves. They were 
real carrots, no t like the ones you see in the super­
market.

I want to h o n o r these two “stories.” Do I have to 
apologize tha t th a t’s all th e re  is to them — an u n ­
know n British businessm an  an d  som e carrots? 
W hen I experienced them , they felt im portant.

T he words “Krsna Krsna” signify Srlmati Radha- 
ran l crying for Krsna in separation. “H are  K rsna” 
signify Radha and Krsna together. “Krsna Krsna”— 
R adha calling for Krsna. “H are  R am a” is R adha 
an d  Krsna together; “H are  H a re ,” Krsna alone, 
calling for Radha. I th ink this in terpre ta tion  o f the 
maha-mantra comes from  Jlva Gosvami. I can ’t think 
o f it w hen I chant. It seems I never think o f any of 
the dynamics o f the H are Krsna m antra, n o r do I
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feel any of it when I chant. But I believe tha t the 
H are  Krsna m an tra  is cin tam ani and  can yield 
whatever my heart desires. I hope He will give even 
what my poor heart does no t yet desire, and I pray 
to Him to do so.

Hare Hare— H ere we are. Did I abandon  read ­
ing the nectar? I rem em bered  th a t I first have to 
deserve before I desire. So here  I am, living with 
interruptions, but mostly quiet.

H ere is an incident telling you how we got here.
His car had a cracked
windshield, muddy interior, and
the seats were covered by a shaggy
stuff—a farm er’s car. His brother-
in-law, big-bellied, white-
hair and skin, big knuckles,
has seven children, a noticeable jerky limp,
and m ud on his shoes.
We chatted  to pass the time.
I already to ld  you a little  ab o u t the  arrivals 

lounge at H eathrow . T h ere  are num erous o th e r 
inc iden ts. Yesterday w hen my h ead ach e  finally 
c leared , I paced the  upstairs floor and  ch an ted  
japa  for an ho u r and  a half, counting  my beads— 
H are Krsna H are Krsna, Krsna Krsna H are H a re / 
H are Rama H are Rama, Ram a Rama H are H are. 
Ju st now I read the verse w here Lord Visnu speaks 
to Durvasa M uni and  tells him , “Saints are My 
heart. Because they are always thinking of Me, I am 
also in th e ir h ea rts .” If we offend K rsna’s pu re
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devotee, the Lord feels pain in His heart. Offenses 
to Vaisnavas are serious.

T hese  th ings pass th ro u g h  my m ind. Can I 
connect them  or bring them  together? O m it w hat’s 
no t favorable? Perhaps I should ju s t add som ething 
favorable to it. Im purities pass th rough  like a twig 
o r d irt th a t is ch u rn ed  along in a waterfall. T he 
best thing— to be taken seriously— is P rabhupada’s 
sta tem en t th a t we should  increase Lord K rsna’s 
happiness by bringing m ore souls to Him. T h a t is 
His infinite desire. He wants m ore loving servants 
because they increase His bliss in Goloka Vrnda- 
vana. T herefore, a pure devotee like Srila P rabhu­
pada has no  desire b u t to serve the L o rd ’s hap­
piness. W hen we c h an t H are  Krsna, we should  
please think o f how we can engage in preaching.

Hare Rama—Sixteen times 108 equals 1,728 holy 
nam es. Since I am pairing the nam es, I have eight 
units p er round . T herefo re , I ’ll have to write 864 
reflections o r vignettes. I could  do it quickly in a 
word o r two, bu t I d o n ’t want to write to fill space.

A fellow m ight drive up  in his car (as one did 
today) and dem and in quick loud peasant speech, 
“W hat are ya d o in ’?” I m ight say I ’m not ju s t filling 
space. I ’m recalling when life is dem anding  o r vivid 
o r touches me. I am . . . th inking how my spiritual 
m aster wants us to preach and how this writing may 
be construed as fulfilling tha t com m and.

Hare Rama— I fingered  and  rubbed  the bead 
between two of my fingers. This is what cam e— the
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little video screen in fro n t o f each passenger in 
business class. O ne guy was w atching the last mo­
m ents o f a W estern as the p lane descended on to  
H eathrow . A stun t m an in a white sh irt ju m p ed  
from  a stagecoach o n to  the racing horses. O n 
an o th er screen, one m an was pushing ano ther off a 
cliff. A nother screen showed a car rolling over and 
over on its back. S tunt m en raced stock cars and 
tu rn ed  corners so fast tha t the whole cars skidded. 
Movies need  action to keep viewers watching. I am 
a good person. T herefore , I avoided watching any 
movies except the few scenes I ju s t related  to you. 
Even so, here  those scenes are on my m ental video 
screen.

T he Art o f Prayer claims tha t m echanical recita­
tion o f the  Jesus prayer is alm ost useless: “Even 
though  we are reciting  the Jesus prayer, it is still 
necessary fo r us to keep  the  th o u g h t o f God; 
otherwise the prayer is dry food. It is good tha t the 
nam e o f Jesus should  cleave to your tongue, bu t 
with this, it is still possible n o t to rem em ber God at 
all, and  even to h a rb o r though ts  w hich are op­
posed to Him. C onsequently, everything depends 
on conscious and  free tu rn ing  to God, and  a bal­
anced effort to hold  oneself in this.” T heophan  the 
Recluse goes on to say, “T h e  essential, ind is­
pensable e lem en t in prayer is a tten tion . W ithout 
atten tion , there  is no prayer. T rue atten tion , given 
by grace, com es when we m ake ou r heart dead  to 
the w orld.” Aye, th e re ’s the rub. The world still lives 
in us.
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H are Rama m eans, “O Lord, O energy o f the 
Lord, please engage me in Your service.” O Rama, 
please attract me to Your pleasure pastimes. Please 
teach me that there  is no pleasure in the happiness 
o f tongue and  belly and  sleep (even with a h o t 
w ater bottle  by my side) and  dream s and  leaving 
the world o f dream s. Please teach me the h igher 
taste whereby I can leave this world o f illusion and 
woe. I d o n ’t want to go th rough  life chan ting  m e­
chanical rounds and stopping as soon as I finish my 
sixteen.

Rama Rama— I w ent next do o r to chan t a round  
with M adhu. As I began, the project o f writing 864 
vignettes o f  d irec ted  free-w riting evaporated. “It 
isn’t organic,” I told myself. “I d o n ’t want to do it.” 
I was selling it to myself as a m etaphor, b u t now I 
d o n ’t buy it. I t’s ju s t what I don’t want— confin ing  
and  contrived. I want som ething  natural. Let the 
m e tap h o r find me ra th e r than  me subm it to the 
m etaphor beforehand.

Besides, the holy nam e deserves . . . what I m ean 
to say is, the holy nam e . . .  I m ean to say, I found 
myself n o t able to relax and write what comes. Kept 
th in k in g  w hat will look good  an d  express the  
them e, “Life is varied and  dem ands ou r attention. 
T h ere fo re , w hen we go to c h an t hari-nama, we 
th ink  instead o f ou r worldly particu lars.” Still, we 
want to pray. It’s a good them e, actually, bu t to line 
up  the words o f the H are Krsna m antra  into pairs 
and say stuff like a p a rro t o r a p e t dog after each
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pair, “Rama Ram a,” is contrived and doesn’t let me 
sing. At least I ’ll finish this mantra.

Hare Hare—Tom orrow  I’ll chan t with no strings 
attached. I will write outside the boundaries o f this 
game. But it is a serious tru th  with which I still have 
to con tend : w hen I go to chant, I th ink o f many 
things and  I can n o t dismiss it all by saying, “I t’s 
may a." Rectification o f this dilem m a will have to 
com e in ano ther way aside from writing th rough  it. 
I need  G od’s grace and  pure  chanting. Call for it 
(and no t ju s t as a literary exercise). Please bless me.



C h a p te r  T wo

Song as Metaphor

H ere ’s an o th er m etaphor: Conceive the world as 
a ro u n d  ball o r a tree. (I’m only kidding.) How 
about a series o f poems? T h a t’s n o t a m etaphor. 
No, b u t i t ’s like— song. Song as a way to express 
Krsna consciousness. I t’s n o t a straight message as 
in prose; therefore, it’s an image. You are saying in 
effect, “My song is my message. T h ro u g h  it, I ’ll 
convey what I cannot ordinarily say.” Okay, le t’s try.

Song #1

Revolutionary doubts 
I slipped him a news clipping on 
religious violence.
But my kind o f poem s are like 
cellos and oboes, words that 
are no t yet claim ed by m e—

We walked (fifteen years ago) 
in Central Park and I was the new 
guru  for the whole o f New York.
Batches o f young people escorted 
me and I com m ented on life accord­
ing to Krsna conscious philosophy, imitating

73
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sincerely what Prabhupada had said.
They all believed I was a bona fide 
guru  o f ISKCON. Now 90% of 
them  at least are gone to me and 
many gone to bhakti-yoga.
Whose fault? Proudly and 
with w ounded feelings I say,
“At least I ’m still here  treading
the p a th .” And Rama Raya dasa, and
where is Seva dasl and Partha D hanurdhara?
Yeah, h e ’s here. Life has been
hard  for all o f us. T he changes.

Jackie Kennedy Onassis walked in 
that park too. She’s dead now.
Prabhupada walked there  and  
he is no t dead.
Back to words.

Old times in jazz clubs I paid 
to see and hear imm ortals like 
Thelonius M onk at the Five Spot.
I d o n ’t rem em ber it now.
O r Sonny Rollins after his two- 
year sabbatical, supposed to be 
like homegrown religious, his head 
shaved in a Mohican-like patch 
down the middle. A reviewer said Rollins 
doesn’t play well anymore, ju s t his 
personal presence is awesome.
A friend said Rollins “has gone 
to the happy hunting  ground  and
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h e ’s sending back
messages.” O r is this a fo rerunner of 
what was to happen  to me?

These are lines. I d o n ’t know
where they are going. They’re like the car ou t
of control in the am usem ent section
of A1 D eppe’s, a pre-com puter video
gam e for a nickel. You drove o r steered
a toy car cross country and it was
counted  against you how many times
you w ent off the road.
Is tha t a m etaphor for Life?
I m ean, how far can you go toward 
Vaikuntha? We could m ake a gam e— 
you stopped at Svargaloka o r you 
fell down to Patala.
They could make a gam e called 
“R eincarnation.” They probably already 
have.

T here , I ’ve done  it, som e Krsna conscious writ­
ing. O ur foundation  is always Krsna conscious acts, 
and  they begin with sravanam kirtanam. W hen ou r 
lives are thorough ly  K rsna conscious, we w on’t 
have to run  to the book like a p lane ou t o f fuel. 
W e’ll read , b u t spon taneously . W e’ll live an d  
b rea the  in story and  reading , in Bhagavatam  and  
song, and it will all be in terrelated and harm onious.

And we w on’t feel guilty th a t w e’re writing o r 
striving for art. W e’ll let ourselves spend time on it, 
knowing th a t the  a rt needs it. “A rt” isn ’t a dirty
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word. G io tto ’s angels and  his St. Francis frescoes 
are devotion. We need  Krsna conscious art. Call it 
p reach in g — a m ore  recognizab le  an d  accep ted  
term . To be proficient, daring, alive at this form  of 
preaching, we need  to give it time. I t’s a project we 
po u r ourselves into. I t’s no different than a seams­
tress staying up all n ight to sew a dress for the Deity 
o r a traveling sankirtana party selling books n ight 
a fter n ight. People  may criticize th em — maybe 
th e ir  tech n iq u e  is too ro u g h — b u t P rab h u p ad a  
wanted the books distributed and they know that.

I ’ve b ro u g h t up these exam ples to establish a 
con tex t for ISKCON readers (condescendingly?) 
and for myself—to know I’m on safe ground.

Now to go forward with my m etaphor, “song.” 
T hese free-versers are song, these m em ories, 

containers, and words tha t break out.

I d o n ’t want to hear 
bad ass talk in this place.
I walk through the room  aggressively 
because I d o n ’t know what I ’m doing.
T he slow-down and take-your-pulse 
school.
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Song #2

O nce, Red Riding Hood.
Sheriff. Krsna. I saw the words 
“H are Krsna” suddenly on the page of 
a jam es  W right poem . It m ade no 
sense at all to me. I cou ldn’t figure 
w hether it was favorable o r not— 
in his brain it certainly wasn’t like 
chanting the holy names, but there 
it was, due to P rabhupada 
and the preaching of the devotees.
It went like this:
“A while later,
H are Krishna, his cigar, his piano, 
and his orchestra
Forgive me for giving them  cancer.”
I could quote the surrounding  lines 
b u t it w ouldn’t m ake it any clearer. 
Let me be clear.

H are Krsna forgives you, Jim , 
b u t you can ’t give Him cancer.
You get that on your own and I ’m 
n o t cursing you, it’s karma.
I ’m a simplistic kid o f H are Krsna.
You never knew me.
A bitch, a penny for your thoughts 
I too can go obscure in a poem  
but when I say “H are Krsna,”
I m ean G od’s nam es and 
all becom es clear.
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The poem  is the m etaphor.
God is light, is love and 
is always a Person.

W hat I c an ’t m ean to say
I sing. You bebop it too,
like jazz, no message,
joy o f words o u tpou r—
your message in sound and rhythm,
to be alive is itself a message.
You ache and  com plain and want to 
sing th rough it, th a t’s what 
they call the blues.
Trouble and  shout and m oan 
and I ’m alive 
is the song.

But in Krsna consciousness, may we 
do that? D on’t ask me.
But can we ask sages and sastra?
No time for it.
But I say live KC always and then
when you sing, it will be no harm
if you d o n ’t run  to the book to
consult, “Has any devotee sung
like this yet?” Deities in Navadvipa,
klrtanas in Navadvipa, temples and devotees,
the learned tell us stories when
we are on parikrama.
T he Lord advented here.

Song  #3



And I sat there, bitten by a m osquito 
on my red-m arked ankle and 
I sat there and this song is 
boiling and welling in me, 
this very song.

Jazz m en of M emphis and 
Detroit. Me sitting in the Yoga- 
pltha hall before 100 devotees and 
I say, “I feel alien to all this 
religious culture. I ’m ju st a guy from 
Staten Island. Does anyone here know 
Staten Island? You’ve heard  o f the 
Staten Island ferry?”
They stare, Bengalis blink and an 
American lady laughs.
Listen girls . . .

I d id n ’t say that at the Yoga-pltha, 
bu t now I do.
G aura-G adadhara is the intim ate Deity, 
he said,
and  for the masses, it’s Gaura-Nitai. 
Well, give me the mercy of 
Gaura-Nitai and
Bhaktivinoda T hakura, Godrum a.
Give me the mercy to sing
the stones and weeds at G odrum a,
I wanted freedom  from  headache and
confinem ent. I did want
to speak parampara
but not always the same old thing.

In Search o f  th e  G r a n d  M e ta p h o r
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If only I could loose my tongue 
with som ething legitimate 
start funny and odd  and then 
from the heart
glorify Krsna and  Prabhupada 
not in obligatory fashion.
Do you understand?
T he song says what I cannot.

I t’s n ight. M adhu is tired— shadows u n d e r his 
eyes. I sat at the “fo rm ” (a white bench in Ireland is 
called a form ) and  drank  from a cup of h e rb  tea. 
H e to ld  m e he likes A tm a-tattva P rab h u ’s Gita 
outline. A big fly buzzed at the neon light. I felt I 
needed a typewriter, so I asked for one. M. phoned  
a stationery  sto re  m an he knows, an d  the  guy 
agreed to pick one up  in Dublin and deliver it.

A bsurd ru n n in g  on o f the m ind. W here is the 
m etaphor? I told you, it’s in the song.

Song #4

Light of Bhagavata,
pugamahone, me Irish m other
taught me that. See what I come from?
She said she and friends used to run into 
the M etropolitan M useum of Art and spit 
at a statue in a fountain.
She was a 1920s flapper.
She was young, now old as a p rune  or 
dead in Avalon. Sooner o r later I may hear.
But who would even bo ther to tell me?
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They think I ’m a dog looking for money.
I say my prayer for her.

Sing, sing Cole Porter, Duke Ellington, 
you m ean song is a m etaphor like Rosemary 
Clooney, “Come on-uh my house”?
O r H andel’s Messiah choir?
O r Beach Boys? T urrets alone 
lookout singin’ to him self in cold 
star night? Singing drunk, snow falls 
by light bulb ou tdoo r waiting 
for the Staten Island Transit?
No. Yes.

Song is only kirtana in Bengal.
Is only in an ISKCON temple.
Is only by males— no women 
may lead. Is only with H are 
Krsna m antra. Is n o t a song a 
b ird also, a silent tree m ere 
me, sweet b read  too 
with raisins and capital “I”?

Song is sad, you cry.
Song is bad rock music th rough a wall 
o r piped into the barracks o f 
U.S. Navy base o r prison cell 
w hether you like it o r not.
No! T hat is no t the song.
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I mean my poems.
Poems. If anyone can write them.
Geez, d o n ’t press me for an answer.

T he breeze was cool on your face.
The walk am ong sheep, is it like 
being in a concen tra tion  camp? He 
said avoid them  and try the soggy field 
down by the river.
Go ou t there  with your Gita verses 
and  hear Sri Krsna, the owner of all 
opulences. H e wants us to be with 
Him. H e’ll make us happy.

W ould you like that? Yessir.
I’d like to hear His Gita spoken 
by Lord Krsna. M. said, “O ne o f the 
most im portant things in my whole life 
was when I read Srila P rabhupada in 
his In troduction
say we m ust accept Krsna as God, so do 
it at least theoretically.” M adhu (fifteen 
years ago)
agreed, ‘T h a t m uch I can d o .” And still we
are going on that. Very nice. Glad he
told me. Better than anything I said today.
Thanks for the lunch. These lines are
a m etaphor for hunch, for Love,
for love I lack. For what I ’d
like to be— a Krsna conscious person.

Song  #5



C h a p te r  T hree

The Song is You

T he m etaphor is song. Explain it, b u t I know the 
particulars may n o t seem in teresting  o r p ro found  
to readers who want structured  books.

Wait a m inute. D on’t p an d er to readers o r con­
cepts o f Art. But the  Krsna conscious crite ria  is 
im p o rtan t an d  m ust be followed. If your little  
splayed o u t life-thoughts are all Krsna conscious, 
no p roblem . T o seek a m e tap h o r w hen you are 
already Krsna conscious in the multi-faceted way is 
no t required. I t’s maya. W ho needs it? Tell us your 
actual Krsna conscious life o r your sincere struggle, 
as I d id  in Journal and Poems, saying, “H ere I am, 
living at G ita-nagarl for the year because I have 
headaches and  I ’m trying to cure them , and  I ’m 
discovering the  birds and  plants in a Krsna con­
scious way, and  I ’m discovering the  g en re  o f  a 
Krsna conscious p ra c titio n e r’s d iary .” T h a t was 
structure enough. I d id n ’t need an allegory.

(N or do we need  one on the battlefield o f Kuru- 
ksetra. Lord Krsna is actually there  as the Suprem e 
Person talking to A rjuna. T he Pandavas are n o t 
symbolic o f the five senses and Kuruksetra does no t 
symbolize the body. It is an actual field.)

S3
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Hm m , you got me there. But song still says things 
I c an ’t say ordinarily. At least I break looser there. 
But wait a m inute , before you go to sing on the 
paper. Let me ask you, why should  you want to 
“break looser?” Why no t stay tight and m ore or less 
o rderly  in Krsna conscious thoughts? Why this 
breaking away like a wild horse from the gate? Why 
this ru n n in g  th rough  the meadow? W hat purpose 
does it serve?

Well sir, it lets us open to say things that maybe 
we can ’t w hen we are oh so careful to say at every 
step the perfect tru th . Maybe we could  use a big 
house for all ou r thoughts to live in.

Song#l

This song is you
guitar blue beats and rhythm  and 
litde boy me thirty years ago . . . 
listening at a phonograph.

Blue Boy H otel in Vancouver.
Reynolds’s famous painting. Is that 
his nam e? You are so puffed up you 
think, “If I write it, it’s good and 
should last.”
O h no, I d o n ’t say that. I say 
crooked lines . . . the tape recorder 
that d id n ’t work. And I rushed from 
the bath shivering, carrying all my clothes 
to dress in warm th of gas heater 
in these m ost precious hours.
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*
These hours before 6 A.M. are riches 
I want to spend fast and well.
On what? Charity for UNICEF?
Give to ISKCON brahmanas? “I
gave to th ree  different ISKCON charities,”
she said, “and I have money
left over for keeping a cow and
candy bars for my teenage son
(what else can you do with them )?”

“I d o n ’t und ers tan d ,” said my 
son, “why you write those poems.
They d o n ’t m ake sense.”
I could tell him some
aesthetic spiel why poem s are okay.
But if he said,
“Why do you beat around  the bush?”
I w ouldn’t have an answer for that.

Song #2

Peak to peak.
A boy lived in a Swiss m ountain and 
chanted H are Krsna to hiking Boy 
Scouts. He was jud g ed  by the 
book distributors o f Zurich (who 
are world cham ps) and just as he suspected, 
they found him wanting.
Yet they kept inviting him to their temple. 
Maybe, he thought, because I ’m an old- 
tim er who wrote the biography.
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But w hen he got there it was
so conservative— they honored  him
and guess what?— he began to praise
them  with five litde mouths, “You
book distributors are the best devotees and
I bow at your fee t.”
T here  was no Boy Scout pack to 
hear chanting and  it was a Active lie 
that a boy lived there. Only I and 
M adhu once paused en route at a 
P-stop in Switzerland and watched 
the waterfalls
drop  a huge distance you’d like to yodel.
H erm an Hesse lived there.

O Nrsim ha dasa, O m etaphor 
hun ter, d o n ’t you see what a song can 
do? W hat a break loose can do?
I’d never be able to say this in 
ordinary talk.
And I want to say it m ore and more.
Break loose in KC jazz.
(KC d o n ’t m ean Kansas City here.)

Dear Sir, tha t Zurich piece was about as close as 
you can get to a m etaphor, allegory-veiled tru th  
with the  sm irking shy lancer peek ing  o u t from  
b eh in d  his fingers. “T h a t young m an may be 
chastised,” for writing like that.

O h, break loose. I d o n ’t m ean ever leaving Lord 
N ityananda’s feet. I ’d even like to w orship nim  
D eities o f  G aura-N itai, b u t n o t dress T hem  in
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clo thes every day. I t ’s en o u g h  for me to dress 
Prabhupada. I ’m happy with that. T he murti is not 
a symbol bu t a fact. Fools d o n ’t u n d ers tan d  it. I 
d o n ’t understand  it e ither, bu t he is kind to com e 
back to me, P rabhupada murti, now overlooking 
me in his brown wool cadar in the precious early 
m orning  hours. H e’s n o t a symbol and  yet maybe 
he is. I d o n ’t know the way to his lotus feet by brave 
ways as I used to. I com e to him  to massage and 
bathe him.

Song #3

Looking for tha t m etaphor, 
looking for tha t truth.
Now writing time m ust relinquish 
to japa  in the kitchen— 
the white-walled place where 
heat comes from  the range and 
M. is chanting there  too, 
when h e ’s n o t reading his 
Atma-tattva Bhagavad-gitd study guide 
and pocket size Bhagavad-gita As It Is.
T he kitchen— a place, a time, and person.



C h a p te r  Four

Ha.ri-ka.tha:

Let us go m ore stately now. C onsider d irec t 
praises o f Lord Krsna, the Suprem e Personality of 
G odhead. T he Lord is n o t a m etaphor, yet the Vais- 
nava poets use m etaphors to convey the beauty of 
Sri Krsna, com paring His eyes to lotus petals and so 
on. Unless one is ex pert in m etaphor (and it used 
to m ean Sanskrit was re q u ired ), one  could  n o t 
describe the  L o rd ’s pastim es. For exam ple, the 
Krsna book portrays the full m oon night in the sarat 
season, w hen Krsna desired  to perform  the  rasa 
dance with the gopis: “W ith the rising o f the m oon, 
the whole sky appeared  sm eared by red  kunkuma. 
W hen a husband  long separa ted  from  his wife 
re tu rn s  hom e, he decorates the face o f his wife 
with red kunkuma. This long-expected m oonrise o f 
the sarat season was thus sm earing the eastern sky.”

T he  m e tap h o r is to help  us see the  absolute 
world o f which we have no experience. T he m eta­
p h o r draws from  experience o f this world and is 
always inadequate to fully describe Krsna’s pastimes 
an d  personal beauty. His eyes are m uch m ore 
beautiful than  the petals o f a lotus in this world, 
bu t we have no standard by which to view Krsna, so 
the worldly natural beauty gives us at least a po in t

ss
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of reference. P rabhupada com pares it to locating 
the m oon in the  sky by finding  it betw een the 
branches o f a tree.

Som etim es the  poets say frankly th a t K rsna’s 
beauty  defeats w hatever worldly exam ple  they 
m ight give. T he L ord’s beauty scorns the m oon, it 
spits at the  beauty  o f gold , it em barrasses the 
g ran d eu r o f a m oun ta in  top, it com es to peace 
talks with coral and  em eralds, and  it mocks the 
taste o f  heavenly necta r. “O L ord  whose face 
eclipses the sweetness o f the m oon . . . O Lord who 
sings like a m addened  cuckoo, O S uprem e Per­
sonality o f  G o d h ead , I pray th a t th e  restless 
bum blebee  o f my h ea rt may som eday m eet You 
face to face.” (Sri Astadasa-cchandah-stava, by Rupa 
GosvamI)

In describing Krsna, we d o n ’t seek for one grand 
m etaphor. Krsna is H im self the Absolute Reality; 
there  is no  tru th  h igher than Him. An allegory is 
used to allude to a h igher truth. An au th o r creates 
a fictive ch arac te r who em bodies som e h ig h er 
m oral princip les. His ch arac te r is a symbol for 
som ething else. T he principles the au thor wishes to 
convey— his message— are real, and no t the specific 
character o r story. This is n o t true o f Sri Krsna. 
Mattah paratararh nanyat, “All the worlds are strung 
upon Me like pearls strung on a th read .” Yes, even 
K rsna uses analogy. K rsna is the  th re a d  and  
“everything” is strung upon Him. But the analogy is 
ju s t a form  o f picture-m aking to enable use to see 
m ore clearly the absolute suprem acy and  personal 
truth o f the Suprem e Lord.
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Nityo nitydndm cetanas cetandnarh: He is eternal 
and we are also eternal, but He alone m aintains all 
beings.

I pray to approach , with full faith, K rsna’s per- 
sonhood , th rough  His pure  devotees. Devotional 
service is the m edium  for pleasing Krsna. We are all 
His e ternal servants. T h a t too is a reality and no t a 
m etaphor.

So m etaphors  serve as ways to express K rsna’s 
transcendental qualities. They are offerings m ade 
by sincere souls dedicated to serving and praising 
Him. We also describe devotees by using m eta­
phors. T h e ir m inds are clear like the sky in autum n 
when there  are only white clouds. T heir m inds are 
like candlelight in a windless place. T h e ir mercy is 
com pared  to an ocean, krpa-sindhu. They are like 
kalpa-vrksa  trees, aw arding w hatever we desire. 
They are as soft as roses, bu t som etim es as hard  as 
thunderbolts.

Do I dare  speak in my own voice about Lord Sri 
Krsna? I ’m no t so com petent. T hat is one reason I 
seem to write m ore o f  myself than  o f God. I am a 
fool and there is no harm  in splashing ink as I tell of 
my p a tch ed  career. But I can n o t draw  a funny 
looking  carto o n  o f the  S uprem e Personality o f 
G odhead. H e is n o t a joke o r plaything, at least no t 
for me. (T he gopis som etim es trea t Him that way, 
bu t they are com pletely and eternally pure. They 
have already passed th rough  the fire o f ordeal in 
o rd er to becom e His param our lovers.)
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Dear Lord,
Laksml-devi sits on Your chest, 
the tulasi leaves are pleased 
to sit upon  Your lotus feet, 
and devotees like Prahlada offer You 
prayers and  words o f pure 
devotion. W hat can I add?

Dear Lord, please accept me.
I know You wish all good 
for me. I want to take up 
my place in Your eternal service.
Srila P rabhupada wrote,
“If the Lord grants liberation even
to an enem y like Sisupala,
then  surely the preachers
o f the Krsna consciousness m ovem ent
who spread His glories,
who endure  insults and
even death  on behalf o f the Lord,
are guaran teed  to re tu rn  to Him.
O f this there  is no do u b t.”

Dear Lord, I am chanting Your holy 
names. I canno t get so far.
Please descend and penetrate  the 
covering. Please dwell in my heart. 
Give me the courage and strength to 
chant the holy nam es in earnest, 
crying for the real thing— 
service to nama.
Please teach my intelligence to
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serve my spiritual master 
with unstinting devotion 
to his order.

Dear Lord, when You appeared  
as Lord Caitanya,
You converted Sarvabhaum a Bhattacarya 
(and millions o f lesser scholars) 
and You happily declared,
“My mission in jag an n ath a  Puri is 
now fulfilled!
I have converted a person like 
Sarvabhaum a Bhattacarya. I shall now be 
able to attain Vaikuntha w ithout fail.”
I liked to hear Your exultation 
as a p reacher and Your expectation 
to go back to G odhead after 
converting one logician into a 
pure  devotee.
I ’d like to go too, and escape 
the horrors o f a Kali age.
But You may want me to stay 
m ore lifetimes. You may be 
arranging special mercy for me: 
crushing my material desires 
so that I may turn  to You only.

Inconceivable O ne Lord,
no one can know all o f Your glories.
But You are always a person and 
all energies and demigods are 
subordinate to You.



I feel relief and purification 
in speaking of You.
A lthough I can ’t claim to know You, 
I may speak what I have heard.
And it is right.
Parampard.
All glories to the Lord 
o f the universe!

Ill Search  o f  the  G r a n d  M e ta p h o r
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Improvisation

If I improvise, how does that relate to m etaphor? 
Well, I may improvise a m etaphor. T hat is, make it 
up as I go along. O nce, there  was a tower, and in it 
lived many princes who were k idnapped  by a de­
m on. Each prince  stood for a particu la r virtue. 
O nce, in a m onastery long ago, the  m onks each 
occupied a room  which had a sign over the door of 
a particular virtue, such as patience, silence, hum il­
ity, devotion, and so on. T he monks were advised to 
change room s every week so tha t they could m ed­
ita te  on the  various virtues. Nowadays in th a t 
m onastery, however, the m onks have so many per­
sonal belongings tha t it has becom e inconvenient 
to change room s every week. T he guy in “hum ility” 
refused to switch with the guy in “chastity.”

I can m ake things up  as I go along. Speaking of 
m onasteries, we visited one in Belgium filled with 
brow n-robed Carmelites. We were in ou r light cot­
ton saffron. We spoke with one who was friendly 
and  in terested  in Krsna consciousness, a Father 
Piet, bu t he never wrote back to me after and that 
was years ago. Each on his own p a th . No 
syncretism.

94
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*
I can create a m etaphor, bu t righ t now the im­

portance o f it e ludes me. I c an ’t even rem em ber 
what this is all about. T herefo re , I have to search 
no t only for m etaphor bu t for coherence. I wanted 
to p u t together particulars, rem em ber? T h a t’s my 
need  as an au thor. T hat, and  the need  to elevate 
my words to Krsna consciousness as I did in the last 
chapter.

I ’m writing this by the red heat o f the gas b u rn e r 
ju s t after bath ing  with a lota in the cold bathroom . 
My body is ho t on the left side and  shivering on the 
righ t side. A day o f chan ting  and  breakfast is still 
ahead. It is an im portan t them e o r question: how 
to pull toge ther the particulars? O ne way authors 
do it is to find a g rand  them e and  to th en  pu t 
everything into it.

Is it like a woman, like my m other, w hen I was a 
boy, taking a basket o f wet wash o u t to the back­
yard and  hanging  it piece by piece on the clothes 
line? My dad built that clothes line with two wood­
en posts and  a good cord  he b o u g h t at Brower’s 
H ardw are and  pulleys tha t squeaked like blue jays 
calling from  the oak trees in fron t o f the house or 
speeding with robins to the cherry trees in the back 
o f the yard.

You m ean the  clo thes are separa te  b u t hang 
together on the same line?
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Now you are nakedly 
em barrassed in spirit 
for having no  them e 
o r d eep  potency. T h eophan  
the Recluse says you m ust 
suffer o r you’ll never know 
God.

At least poem s d o n ’t n e ed  ju stifica tion . We al­
ready estab lished  in C h ap te r Two th a t a song can 
go  on  fo r aw hile, defy ing  th e  a rtistic  n eed  fo r 
m e ta p h o r  o r  fo r O n e  Big C o n ta in e r . In s tead , 
poem s sen d  o u t m any sparks an d  flam es o f Krsna 
consciousness.

H e re ’s a few (confiden tly , carelessly g u id ed  by 
G od, my tru e  Father, my sp iritua l m aster, my e te r­
nal fa th e r  too , w ho said th a t if  a p o em  is a b o u t 
K rsna, i t ’s good. You can even w orship  a dem igod  
fo r th a t  p u rp o se . A nd in ra re  in stances, you can 
even transgress m orality  o r  law, a lth o u g h  as I said, 
th a t’s in  ra re  cases).

H appiness in Ire land  I 
d o n ’t claim . Such a p o o r  
co u n try  a n d  we live n e a r  a m a n ’s 
litte red  land , a cow-killer.
B ut h ap p in ess  occurs in th e  
soul a n d  th e  h e a r t 
inside this o ld  house  w hen 
you re a d  o f  Sagara an d
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Bhagiratha and the G anges’ 
descent on the head o f Lord 
Siva.

“You believe that stuff?”
Sure do. And you—you 
believe Stephen Hawkings and 
Dr. Leakey and Darwin?
Come on now, you d o n ’t m ean 
that you d o n ’t think they’re cheating, 
that they fix the evidence to prove their 
theories?

#2

I d o n ’t have sharp pains 
o f poem-prize.
Never m ind, I am pleased by 
ho t porridge and honey and a 
smashed fig and a h o t cup 
of milk. Why not? It is 
G od’s grace.
And I am planning after breakfast 
to go o u t and walk in a bog 
and chan t the holy nam es on 
my red beads. Why should 
I make cries o f sharp pain 
o r envy those poets 
who do?
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#3

I’m sorry I have no one to talk to.
1 talk to myself. My master 
is many things to me. I especially 
seek him in his books and a 
con cep t
that he be pleased with me 
even while I do my own thing.
I seek him in the stories by his 
servants in their memoirs.

But no ready friend now,
not like N arottam a dasa T hakura
who could yearn for the past
dcaryas and then add— “And I
love to be with Ram acandra CakravartI”—
a pal, a friend o f his.
Yes, I have M adhu and disciples 
who are close to me.
So what if I d o n ’t have those 
who are equals and superiors 
as friends? So what?
I d o n ’t feel it much. I ’m just 
confessing that now.

Mosdy I ’d like to write like a
poet, evoke a mist on land
and you, dear reader, feel
what I ’m saying. I ’d put
you in my place and then  treat you—
in this coming-Christmas season,
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to ho t halava,
whipped yogurt drink,
and plenty o f Krsna conscious hopes.
I ’d give you a good time 
and you’d tell me later in 
a true letter,
“I ’m reading Prabhupada regularly.
Thanks for rem inding me. My 
chanting m ust be getting better.
At least I stay awake. I 
like to read your books and 
may see you at the end  o f the 
year. But d o n ’t worry, I 
w on’t take up m uch 
o f your tim e.”

Maybe lunch together if the 
controversies pass. I do like 
to sit with friends and watch 
one o f them  eat five icing-topped 
cookies.
But later I ’m alone
and I say you d id n ’t talk, we co u ldn ’t,
o f what is m eant for one—
but help each o th er
in Krsna consciousness.

In Srimad-Bhagavatam, Fourth Canto, Sri N arada 
M uni tells a long  allegorical story. H e uses the 
m etaphor o f a city to describe a m an. T he m an ’s 
wife is m aterial in telligence. T he  city’s parts are 
com pared to the openings o r “gates” in the hum an
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body th rough which one enjoys (and suffers) sense 
gratification. T he city’s ch ief o f police is the life- 
force in the body. T he city is finally attacked by Old 
Age an d  D isease p e rso n ified . T h is story o f 
Puranjana is a tour de force o f allegorical writing. Sri 
N arada has certainly found and  exploited a grand 
m etaphor.

I d o n ’t know what to say. My m ind is distracted 
by the newspapers. W hat do I want, that every word 
o f m ine be hailed as imm ortal? I need  a container 
for my thoughts, bu t I also need  good thoughts or 
w hatever you w ant to call th em —good writing, 
good Krsna conscious life.

A n o th er w ord fo r w hat I ’m seeking is “struc­
tu re .” NG says this about structure: “Each time we 
write som ething, we re invent struc tu re  to fit ou r­
selves and  what we w ant to say. This is n o t arro ­
gance. We h o n o r structure , bu t we d o n ’t becom e 
frozen by an old one . . . T h e re ’s a Zen saying: pu t a 
snake in a bam boo pole . . .  In a sense, tha t is what 
s truc tu re  is. You have all this stuff you w ant to 
express—you need  to pull yourself in to  a fo rm .” 
(Wild Mind, pp. 16-17)

T he tim ed writing session is a structure, a form, 
b u t then  I want this o th e r kind o f structure. Think 
about it. It will evolve. W hat do I feel akin to? W hat 
do I like reading? It takes tim e to find a true  form 
for myself. And even then , once I find it I have to 
push at the edges o f it. I can ’t get too com fortable.

Im agine a world like the  one  K. en tered , that 
snow bound village. He picks up  the telephone and
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tries talking to som eone at the  Castle. H ierarchy. 
All he hears through the p h one  receiver is a sound 
like angels singing. W hen he m eets them , they are 
like G erm an bureaucrats. So? You m ean you want 
to en ter a world o f your own? But you d o n ’t want 
to concoct it or build it from boards and nails (I’m 
not good at that). W hat am I good at? I can keep a 
schedule. I also like to eat. I can keep a schedule.

Listen, God is n o t going to give you a big m eta­
p h o r on a silver platter. I t’s no t so easy. You d o n ’t 
w ant to concoct? Okay. Do you know how St. 
Teresa o f Avila came up with the idea to write her 
prayer reflections in the form  o f an in terio r castle? 
St. J o h n  o f the Cross described  an ascent up  a 
spiritual m ountain . Srila Rupa Gosvami described 
bhakti in term s o f an ocean with waves going in four 
directions. Lord Caitanya com pared  spiritual p ro ­
gress to the growing of a p lan t up  and  up through 
all the universal coverings. It grows by chanting and 
hearing  (w atering), and m ust be p ro tec ted  against 
aparadhas (m ad elephants) on all sides with a fence. 
It grows up toward Goloka.

Maybe I’ll find my m etaphor in a dream . Dreams 
are certainly m etaphors, a re n ’t they, filled with 
strange stories and  places th a t have th e ir own 
reality?

Poems, finally, poems, 
homes with no excuses need 
forms with their own 
boundaries, improvised spaces . . .
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#7

A box arrived from America.
A box. I ripped it open.
T hree  weeks o f “The Week in Review.” 
A million inmates in U.S. prisons.
GOP won in the elections.
No place is safe. Those who were 
underdogs are now in power and 
those in power are now underdogs 
rising to power.
W hat’s happening in ISKCON? I 
make plans how and where 
to hide— the C entennial 
is reaching hysterical heights.
“Save $30: Prabhupada murti."

#2

Me, me. T he books about 
Prabhupada and Krsna— and Christ— 
are legion. T h e re ’s no shortage of 
corny, crummy prose to sell 
stuff: “Everything you w anted to know 
about Lord Nrsim hadeva bu t 
were afraid to ask.” Look, 
shut your m outh or you’ll make 
aparadhas. I t’s all because o f that 
box they mailed from America.
I ’d be better off ju s t looking ou t 
the window and writing quietly, 
taking the burden  of each day.
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How sweet it is here around  noon 
when I rush smoothly from 
writing session to Prabhupada puja to 
bath to lunch and then plan for the 
rem ainder o f the day.

By tom orrow, I w on’t be referring  to
the mail. But listen to this
from the international
com m ittee for observing P rabhupada’s
Centennial: “You are allowed to
make your own offering to Prabhupada.
But keep
in touch with us by our 800 num ber 
so that all offerings are 
co o rd in a ted .”
I ju s t m ade that up.



C h ap te r  S i x

D is tr ic te d

This is the beginning  o f a new chapter. This is 
story abou t how m etaphor may be used in K rsna’s 
service. I t ’s simple enough. I am a worker in an of­
fice and  I ’m telling the story in tha t context. This 
should be called hari-katha.

Krsna is the suprem e truth . I feel a little off key 
today because the mail cam e yesterday and there 
was so m uch stuff abou t elections. T he GOP won 
m any because they had good candidates, the pol­
itics professor said. Also, it’s because the C linton 
adm in istra tion  gave such a p o o r perform ance. It 
also shows that the country is again swinging to the 
right.

T he governm ents are also spending  lots o f m on­
ey on prisons and the equ ipm ent in prisons, such as 
chairs in which to strap violent prisoners. Aside 
from  that, th e re  was a New York Times ed ito ria l 
saying C uom o should be elected for a fourth  term  
(but I th ink  he lost). T here  is no  end  to it. I went 
th rough  them  as quickly as I could and  sent them  
ou t via the O ut Basket. Later I saw M. reading the 
World Press. W hen I came beside him , he said, “Are 
you th rough  with these?” And then  we pu t them  on 
top o f the range w here they quickly burned.

104
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But their im pressions rem ain  and  I regurgitate 
them  here ra th e r than direct hari-katha. All I know 
is what I read. I am now reading  the b rief descrip­
tions about Lord Ram acandra in the N inth Canto. 
I hope in the future when ISKCON puts ou t a new 
translation o f the Ramayana  tha t I will be able to 
read it. I want to en ter that world o f the L ord’s pas­
times and be charm ed  by it. I really ough t to stay 
away from  o th e r influences so th a t I d o n ’t think 
Krsna o r R am a’s pastim es are som e kind o f su­
pers tru c tu re  to reality, som e allegory. T he  Bud­
dhists and o ther materialists say these are definitely 
stories tha t people have m ade up. They say, “We 
d o n ’t see any spiritual world. It d o esn ’t exist. And 
we d o n ’t see the soul.” They are simply atheists. I 
want to follow the sages, Prabhupada.

T he Bhagavatam  goes th rough  R am a’s pastimes 
quickly, how H e w ent to the forest on His fa th e r’s 
o rd er, cu t off S u rp an ak h a ’s nose, and  how He 
built a bridge across the ocean to Lanka.

I am also listening to P rab h u p ad a’s Krsna book 
dictations. Now I ’m hearing  how Karhsa is calling 
Krsna to M athura for a wrestling m atch to kill Him 
by the  e lep h an t o r by the  wrestlers. Kamsa told 
A krura his plans no t realizing tha t A krura was no t 
in favor o f them . W hat else is there  to say? Karhsa 
w anted to kill Vasudeva w hen N arada to ld  him , 
“Child Krsna is the one who will kill you.” And then 
he asked him , “Why kill Vasudeva? I t’s Krsna you 
o ugh t to kill.” To ease his own w rath, however, 
Kamsa arrested Vasudeva and  Devaki and chained
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them  in the dungeon . W hen I heard  that, I was 
sorry tha t there was such a dem on.

This is w hat’s going on as I hear it. D ear Lord, 
this is alm ost the end  o f the twentieth century and 
people d o n ’t believe m uch in religion. They d o n ’t 
believe tha t the Srim ad-Bhagavatam  was spoken 
5,000 years ago. I get tired sometimes and I too may 
doubt. I ask You to please give me faith and intelli­
gence to com bat igno ran t doubts. I w ant to be a 
fighter, a p reacher on Your behalf. O f course, I ’d 
like to be able to write in teresting books tha t peo­
ple c o u ld n ’t p u t dow n, books th a t a re n ’t self- 
cen te red . I w rite ab o u t myself because I d o n ’t 
know anyone else. I read  tha t the novelist G raham  
G reene did n o t write au tob iography  because he 
said it would have inevitably involved incursions 
in to  the privacy o f o th e r p eo p le ’s lives. All right, 
b u t then  he had  to m ake up  stories th a t w eren ’t 
true, and  tha t seems worse. W hat I do is write act­
ual life— my own—b ut I d o n ’t discuss o ther people. 
T h a t makes it look self-centered. A no ther th ing  I 
try n o t to do is live m uch with o th e r people. Still, 
they are on my m ind. I can ’t take G raham  G reene’s 
path; i t ’s too dem anding . To becom e a k ind  o f 
literary Lord B rahm a by creating imaginative lives 
and  bodies and saying, “Bill was ra th e r short. H e 
had  a d im ple  and  creases a ro u n d  his eyes. H e 
lusted  over the c leaning  lady who worked in his 
apartm en t build ing”— I can ’t do it.

T h en  why n o t pay a tten tion  only to hari-katha? 
W hat m ore is there  to say? Everything has already 
been  told wonderfully by the perfect sages. I can
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gather it, I guess, bu t if I am com m itted to being a 
writer, I have to find my m etaphor, or failing that, a 
poem.

I  Am Better Than You

God, it would be nice— it is already nice— 
to write like this. I can keep doing it 
all day. It is my own endeavor.
The God who makes things happen 
can sing in me. He is in my heart.

I am not the God. You are n o t either.
God is beyond us. He is especially 
beyond you because you d o n ’t read  the 
scriptures with faith. I am be tte r 
than you because I have a spiritual master, 
the great swami whom you refuse to accept.

So I am better than you 
bu t you d o n ’t know it and 
neither should I say it.
Actually, I am n o t be tte r than  you.
I ’m trying to form myself 
into a Vaisnava.
Do you know what that is?

Even the Ambassador from  India to the U.S. 
knows it—he is from  Bengal. I read 
about him in ISKCON World Review and 
I ’m sick of the hype and  ads and  hoopla.
But I ’m no t be tter than  any one o f you.
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Still, 1 am sick of it and

that is why I can ’t write well today.
But still there may be a grand  m etaphor 
lurking and ready to com e ou t in my 

subconscious.
Robert Louis Stevenson said 
several of his best stories ju s t came to him 
in his dreams, including Dr. Jeckyll and 
Mr. Hyde.
H e ju st dream ed them  and wrote them  down. 
Lucky, huh?

I d o n ’t m ind working, I ju s t d o n ’t like you 
putting me down, saying I d o n ’t work 
the craft, d o n ’t re-write, ju s t ramble.
T h a t’s why I’m establishing that 
I am better than you.
It’s silly. I am who I am and you
are you. We are both  followers o f the Swami
and as for the others,
well,
they are for us to preach to.
T h a t’s the challenge.

I started  to read the th ird  volum e o f Transcen­
dental Diary. Srila P rabhupada was talking in the car 
as they drove from  P ittsburgh to New V rindaban. 
H e said if one-fourth  o f  the  p o p u la tion  could  
becom e Krsna conscious . . . But are we growing? I 
need  him here to tell us if the preaching is going all 
right. I d o n ’t listen to ISKCON’s severe critics (or
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maybe I do th rough  the  back d o o r) , bu t no one 
can assure me the way P rab h u p ad a  did. I work 
despite my doubts, bu t I w onder. T here  are h u n ­
dreds o f devotees in Russia, b u t w hat does th a t 
am o u n t to? Does the coun try  im prove? Does it 
offset Kali-yuga? I can speak about this w ithout feel­
ing negative if 1 am asked questions while sitting on 
the vyasasana, bu t this is my private tim e and my 
response may be different.

I doub t my brothers. I w onder if they are speak­
ing rh e to ric  an d  saying only  w hat they are  
supposed to say. I w onder how far into themselves 
they have explored. Does it m atter? A fter all, the 
holy nam e is absolute, right? Som e devotees will 
even say that whatever we ourselves think, whatever 
we dream , is un im portan t. T he  philosophy is all 
th a t’s im portant. They say Krsna consciousness is a 
living ideal. I can accept that.

But my question is different. W hat effect is this 
Krsna consciousness m ovem ent having? Are our de­
votees becom ing  purified? Why d o u b t that? It 
doesn ’t make sense. I ’m ju s t a w riter hun ting  for a 
m etap h o r. I d o n ’t have a very high  IQ. W hen 
o thers ask me too m uch abou t this, I find I c an ’t 
understand  the questions if they fram e them  in too 
m uch word jugglery. Maybe it’s a built-in virtue I 
have. I figure the question isn’t im portan t because 
no  one is going to change th e ir lives by hearing  
the answer. T hen  it becom es too m uch effort to 
answer.

W hat else? I read about Lord Ram acandra in the 
b rie f chapters. I especially like the  p a rt th a t de­
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scribes what happens after He re tu rn s  hom e, the 
sincere hom ecom ing. Sincerity! B harata perform s 
austerities all those years, eating  food cooked in 
cow urine. He walks to m eet Rama wearing Ram a’s 
shoes on his head. They em brace for a long time. 
This is real literature, no t G raham  G reen ’s carping 
o r Jean  C octeau’s hom osexual fantasies o r even big 
hum anist giant talents such as Shakespeare. Rama 
com es hom e and B harata turns over the kingdom . 
Rama shaves His head o f m atted locks. T he citizens 
waited fourteen  years. They are still young and life 
goes on. Rama rules the world. H e gives everything 
away to the  brahmanas, b u t they re tu rn  it to Him. 
T h en  H e has to banish Slta. P rabhupada says that 
as Rama tu rned  Treta-yuga into an o th er Satya-yuga 
(people d id n ’t even have to die unless they wanted 
to ), so we can change Kali in to  a golden  age by 
chan ting  H are Krsna. Lord Rama has appeared  in 
this age as G aurasundara. I want these things in my 
books and in my life. I d o n ’t want to be any kind of 
th inker o r even w riter who lives w ithout Krsna in 
the  cen te r. T hose o th e r w riters can go to hell. 
T h a t’s a harsh rem ark, and o f course I d o n ’t curse 
them , b u t their work is srama eva hi kevalam. It has 
no  value because it d o esn ’t provoke attraction  to 
h earin g  abou t the  S uprem e Lord. They are so 
afraid o f any recognizable o r trad itional religion; 
they th ink  no scrip ture  should  o b tru d e  in to  any 
p o e t’s work lest he becom e a propagandist. I have 
to som etim es say to them  all: “To hell with you. 
Sastra says one can n o t have any good qualities
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unless he is a devotee o f the L ord .” D on’t h ide the 
facts.

Ram acandra, the spiritual world, the tru th  o f the 
Vedas, and me, a little fellow pushing his pen across 
the page.

This chap ter is called “D istracted.” I d id n ’t find a 
m etaphor yet. They say the them e o f the P rabhu­
pada C entennial is, “H e built a house in which the 
wholfe world can live.” Again, it’s the concept that 
everything can fit in to  one place. Multi-activities. 
Will K. get in contact with the Castle? Will he find 
ou t abou t his trial? W hat will h ap p en  to the bug 
who was once G regor Samsa?

P rabhupada  said the  ch an tin g  o f H are  Krsna 
can transform  the world. I am d isappoin ted  that I 
d o n ’t have the  g u m p tio n  o r  vision to go on 
chanting  m ore and m ore. I can d rink  herb  tea and 
sit on the form  and talk with M. abou t prayer, bu t 
w hen it com es down to chan ting , I c an ’t keep 
going w hen there  is such absence o f feeling and 
taste. T h a t’s natural for a hum an, I guess. How can 
we plow ahead  w ithou t taste o r som e sense o f 
contrition , something besides m echanical counting? 
Instead I turn  to reading, w here there  is at least a 
sense o f in terest and  filling up. Forgive me, holy 
nam e, I will chan t again and  m ore, o f course, b u t 
during  this m onth , I am tu rn ing  m ore to reading. 
Reading will im m ediately help this writing, and  it 
may even supply the m etaphor.
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A guy was reading  and he wrote, and  whatever 
he wrote was within the experience o f his reading. 
Do you know what I mean?

The m an who came to the door 
parking his red van outside 
was what we used to call a “m ick,” 
an Irish man with that burbling musical 
rough uneducated-by-school speech, 
and he said
som ething about the cow. He was talking 
to M. who can also 
talk Irish. He was looking for 
ou r neighbor,
bu t he got the wrong house. As he 
walked away
he glanced into this ground  floor room .
Maybe he saw Prabhupada.
T hen  our eyes met. Did he notice 
my tilaka o r see ju st my skinny face 
u n d er knit hat and eyeglasses, a 
skinny, older person sitting down in 
an easy chair?
Maybe he noticed me wearing tight 
gloves and a
gray blanket on my lap. He w on’t com e back 
to m urder me; h e ’s ju st an Irish man.
I w ent back to Lord Ram acandra 
in the book,
bu t I was distracted, seeking ou t the 
tru th  I had come to drink from.
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Maybe th a t’s all I have to say. This is the chap ter 
o f distractions. T h ere  was an article in the news­
paper, showing th ree  pho tos o f people over fifty 
years old and still going strong. O ne was Mick 
Jagger, who looked crazed with his con torted  face: 
“He is still no t satisfied.” Little do they know what 
th a t actually m eans. T he second p icture was o f a 
bald prize fighter who surprised his younger oppo­
nen t, knocking him  o u t in the ten th  round . T he 
th ird  pho to  was of a woman m odel who still looks 
lovely w ithout make-up, although she is past fifty. I 
d id n ’t read  the article , b u t I psyched it out. It 
suggested that we can all be like these people and 
refuse to grow old. O f course, th a t’s ridiculous. By 
the ir karm a, these th ree  peop le  may hold  o u t a 
little longer than the rest, bu t it’s only a relative few 
m om ents. Trying for those few m om ents is ju s t 
ano ther distraction.

Srlla P rabhupada said tha t Krsna consciousness 
could  grow for 10,000 years. I w ondered  how it 
would be possible, how it was already going on. 
P rabhupada, d id  you know w hat would h ap p en  
after you left? You were optim istic in 1976. Is that 
optim ism  still justified? I d o n ’t know. O n the one 
h a n d , we are  e x p an d in g , b u t som e o f it is 
superficial and institutional. I definitely d o n ’t want 
to go overboard in my criticisms, bu t I w onder. For 
myself, I wonder.

I should m ind my own business. Brdhmanas d o n ’t 
possess land o r ru le citizens. I should simply prac­
tice Krsna consciousness myself because the  one 
I ’m really doubtful about is Yours Truly. Prabhu-
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pada, you were optim istic abou t us then . W hat 
about now?

Okay, th a t’s it. I could lead you on, dear reader, 
and  say the next chap ter will begin the m etaphor. 
It will be like the A strodom e, a big stadium  with a 
see-through roof. It will be a whole p lanet for ou r 
use, similar to the Pole Star. It will no t be resigning 
ourselves to hack work o r the accep tance o f an 
arbitrary  m etaphor th a t d o esn ’t touch the  heart. 
O r maybe there  will be no m etap h o r at all, ju s t 
lively, early m orning rhythm and blues.

T he tall tree adm onishes the poet.
The little ape in the jungle  o f a Chinese 
poem  calls out in the night while the white- 
haired poet, hom e from  a 
long journey, comes 
to the door o f his thatched  cottage and 
hears the ape in the m ountains.
He enters his house, his wife and 
children are sleeping (Tu Fu). O r is 
he a herm it
like Stonehouse o r Cold Mountain? He 
enters his place hum ble and quiet and he 
writes a poem  by candlelight 
some five hu n d red  years before 
Christ appeared.

Why do I pray with that?
Think o f Ram acandra com ing home.
Think of Krsna lifting the hill and 
think o f Krsna going as a young boy down
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to V aruna’s watery kingdom  and rescuing 
His father,
Krsna awaiting the arrival o f Akrura,
Narada saying, “I will see all these things 
happen  in the fu tu re .” Krsna whose feet 
are worshiped
by the gopis. “I will see those lotus feet 
today,” A krura thought. T hat same 
Krsna is in my heart and dwelling in 
this house. It’s inexplicable how H e is our 
near and dear friend. We are going 
headlong
in time to m eet Him despite
these present particulars
which d o n ’t appear so trem endous or holy
and which belong to 1994’s end  o f the year.
Despite my carping. Krsna is coming
to m eet us.
I’m going to m eet Him if I can— 
live a litde longer and take this 
reading of Bhagavatam m ore seriously.



C h a p te r  Seven

The M etaphor is Your Life

Feeling sad and lazy and unworthy. You can ’t put 
these words down and expect them  to be im m ortal 
o r to be worthy enough  to be called p a rt o f a 
book. T h a t is impossible. You can never know for 
sure as you write. I write it because it’s p a rt o f the 
process.

T he im proviser in me wants to practice his art. 
He doesn ’t know w hether he is at the beginning of 
som ething  new, in the  m iddle o f som ething still 
looking for itself, o r at the end  o f som ething that 
failed to find a them e. We ju s t can ’t tell. We d o n ’t 
know what it is like to p u t all o u r belongings on a 
cart and wheel it th rough  the streets o f a war-torn 
city. O ne m onth  the Muslims are fleeing with their 
belongings, and the next week it’s the Serbs. 1 look 
for some hope th a t the C linton adm inistration is 
doing som ething right, o r at least popular, bu t the 
newspapers give no hope for that.

This run-off sad song, sorry for myself that I am 
n o t a genius with som ething wonderful to say on 
each line. I sympathize. Do I need to suffer like the 
Bosnians o r the U.S. President? Take my life and 
pleas before Krsna? Accept my own life for what it 
is?

116
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It is all within the allegory o f m ortal beings. It is 
all within the tru th  o f im m ortality. It is all on this 
earth  p lanet tha t we are living. I t ’s all u n d e r the 
one hun d red  years called the tw entieth century. It 
is a male, Caucasian, it is all moles and skin and pus 
and  bones. It is all as a s tu d en t o f the  spiritual 
master. Proud to say, it is all as a H are Krsna person 
now, even though  I was som eth ing  d ifferen t for 
many years.

It is all to remove myself from  the false no tion  
tha t I am the cen ter o f existence o r tha t I do  stuff 
w hen it is actually the m aterial energy w orking. 
W orship Govinda.

W hat o f the puppy dog, 
that m ongrel collie
the neighbor owns, who prefaces the arrival 
o f his tractor
and who rounds up the sheep, 
an accomplice to those m urders, 
that fawning dog who is half-afraid 
o f us when we pulled up to the house, 
after the long car ride, 
after the long flight from India.
I tell you, a man in a 
white coat checked a list to see 
if we were on the plane and asked 
if we had any trouble connected  
with bubonic plague. But he 
m entioned it just as a joke.
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T he one I ’d like to write 011 is God, 
and  fortunately I have been able to write 
many lines on my spiritual master, but 
no t ju st now. And my friends, that is 
too sensitive because I love them.
So like it o r not, I ’m cursed (too strong 
a word?) to write o f this guy 
who is typing, who was worried this m orning 
and  th a t’s hum orous too, h e ’s worried 
that he can ’t find the m etaphor to tell 
the story o f his own life. He is worried 
also because the critics have got to his brain 
and he is forced to write, “I am a no good 
navel-gazer who refuses to do the work 
o f an actual p o e t.” Stands condem ned to die 
in a mock hangm an’s scaffolding.

I d ream t we were in the Brooklyn (or M anhat­
tan?) tem ple. I was visiting, and there  was a contro­
versy about how to h o n o r Prabhupada now that his 
disciples were gu rus with th e ir  own disciples. I 
called a com m ittee together to decide, and  then  I 
left the tem ple. I traveled by train  and  arrived at 
125 Katan Avenue w here my paren ts, in a m ild 
dream  shadow form , were there. I wanted them  to 
know th a t I was working responsibly to form  the 
com m ittee to decide on the right course. All those 
devotees in the New York City tem ple deserved to 
have this stra ightened  out. I was no t going to stay 
th e re  with them  and  get em bro iled  in the  con­
troversy, bu t I had done the right thing and would 
check back with them  to see how it was going. I
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would take part in it. W hat did my parents know or 
care about that?

Okay class, now we are go ing  to talk abou t 
Krsna. W hat did A krura say? I know! H e is the one 
who a tta ined  perfection by praying. H e prayed as 
he left M athura and  all the  way to V rndavana. 
“Krsna is the Suprem e Personality o f G odhead. I 
will see Him today and  tha t will be my perfection 
after many lives. I will see the one who is the cause 
o f  all causes an d  d e a r  to th e  re s id en ts  o f  
Vrndavana. W hen 1 en te r Vrndavana, I will fall at 
His feet. He will know that I am no t really an agent 
o f Kamsa, b u t I com e to worship an d  serve the 
Lord o f all, who lives in V rndavana and  is the most 
charm ing  cow herd person . I know this tru th  o f 
Krsna and  m ost certain ly  look forw ard to this 
darsana with all my heart. Today will take place by 
His grace.”

Yes, and  w hat else? W hat else? T here  is a three- 
ring circus awaiting Krsna in M athura. It is like a 
R om an co liseum  w ith its big w restlers an d  
e lephants and  ch eering  crowds. I w on’t tell you 
what happens until we get there. For now, I ’ll pause 
and write an o th er poem .

No, I w on’t. I haven’t got one. N ot one.
Did you now that they h ired  a bagpipe band to 

lead the Ratha-yatra parade in M elbourne in 1974? 
They did it to a ttract the crow d’s a tten tion . A fter 
the band full o f knee socks and skirts and screech­
ing bagpipes, they would th en  see P rab h u p ad a
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him self in fron t o f Jag an n a th a’s cart. I was with him 
and carried  his bam boo cane while he played the 
karatalas and sang ou t loud. He wore a knit cap on 
the  parade. I was th e re , b u t I d o n ’t rem em b er 
m uch else. We stayed in a cozy house, there  was an 
electric h ea te r in his room , and  the devotee who 
ow ned the  p lace cooked  pan ir . P ra b h u p a d a  
showed them  how. I had  a boil on my knee and  
P rabhupada  told m e to pu t honey and  salt on it. 
W hen I finally w ent to the doctor, he asked, “Who 
told you to pu t this on?”

“A friend .”
“W hat friend? W ho told  you to  do  th is?” I 

w ou ld n ’t tell him  th a t it was my d earest friend  
because he would have laughed. I d id n ’t laugh, 
Prabhupada. I would pu t honey and salt on my leg 
again if you told me to.

Do you rem em ber tha t house in M elbourne and 
the priests who cam e to see you? You said that one 
o f them  had liquor on his breath . R em em ber the 
various oppositions, the newspapers, and  you en ­
couraging your brave and  brash A ustralian disci­
ples to go on spreading Krsna consciousness? I was 
foolish. I was foolish.

H ere 1 am now, writing so far away from all that, 
outside the magic circle o f being innocent and with 
you.

A bout haiku m aster, Issa, it is said, “Not gifted 
with genius, bu t honestly hold ing  his experience 
deep  in his heart, he kept a simplicity and hum an­
ity.” W hat does that m ean and how does it apply to 
the Krsna conscious life? Experience is im portant.
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It is som ething m ore than ourselves. For exam ple, 
right now the n e ighbor is p a rt o f my experience, 
and the pu t-pu t o f  his old tractor, and  the  open  
curtains, and  my P rabhupada murti. (W hat would 
h ap p en  if the  n e ig h b o r looked in an d  saw my 
m aster in his murti form?) E xperience is M adhu 
cleaning up  after lunch. It is all the things tha t we 
are and know. It is o u r life as we may describe it. 
We d o n ’t have to keep elim inating everything bu t 
the soul. I read  o f Parasuram a and  th en  saw the 
painting o f him with his chopper. He d o esn ’t even 
wear a rm o r b u t a d e e r skin an d  black, m atted  
locks. H e fights with the  speed o f m ind and  when 
he gets a little tired, he  slows down to the speed of 
wind. H e is ever-victorious. H e is n o t w ithin the 
m aterial experience, b u t he is p art o f my experi­
ence o f reading Srimad-Bhagavatam.

I also read o f Pururava, whom I m ust say is most 
foolish for his a ttachm ent to the heavenly Uruvasi. 
She w arned him  that a w om an’s heart is like a fox. 
He w ent all over the  world for her and  d id  what­
ever he could in o rd er to have sex with her, even to 
see h er for one n igh t a year. H e put all his energy 
in to  yajna  n o t to please the Suprem e, b u t to be 
with Uruvasi. H e lived only for her. T h a t’s expe­
rience too, and  I hope to never share it. O m ighty 
Parasuram a.

Issa— simplicity and humanity. It m eans we d o n ’t 
becom e proud . We d o n ’t wish we were som eone 
else and we d o n ’t deny the origins o f ou r own lives,
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the actual position in which vve now find ourselves. 
We give thanks to God for what we hav \

W hen I read  the Bhdgavatam, I s te  the words 
“H are K rsna” again and  again. W henever yajna is 
described, P rabhupada  repeats the viaha-mantra. 
For a m om en t I thought, “Boy, this is repetitive,” 
bu t then I thought, “Why d o n ’t I heed it and  chant 
the holy nam e?” Indirectly, Prabhupada is telling us 
that all this stuff about Pururava is no t so essential. 
The real th ing is simply to chant— to chan t “either 
individually o r collectively.” Why can ’t I cry out to 
save the world, to chan t the nam es o f God and  to 
take that into my heart as experience? Why is my 
experience o f hari-ndma so dry? Have my offenses 
created  a cloud over me? Still, I should keep that 
experience close to me. My spiritual m aster gave 
me the holy nam e. I should keep my vow to chan t 
regardless o f the state o f my h eart and  my self- 
cen tered  whatever-they-are distractions.

Issa m aintained his simplicity. For me, simplicity 
means repeating  the cry, “O Lord, please help me. 
O Lord, I thank  You for w hat You have already 
given me. Please reveal Yourself to m e .” A nd he 
kept his hum anity. To me th a t m eans adm itting  
tha t ISKCON is som etim es abrasive bu t forgiving 
them  fo r it— th em , the  boys an d  g irls an d  
m anagers. I also forgive my own carping. I live in 
the m ovem ent and try to improve myself.

Prabhupada said we should be like a deep  cloud. 
T h a t’s a m etaphor. T he guru  is a deep  cloud that 
pours down the  full rain  o f  G o d ’s m ercy. We 
should all be like that. We should all preach. We
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should preach even if people  d o n ’t ask for K rsna’s 
mercy. For m e, th a t m eans creating an am bitious 
w riting plan. T h a t’s how I “p o u r down m ercy .” 
First, we becom e a deep  cloud, then  we po u r down 
the ra in— on rocks and  the  ocean, on hum anity, 
and on ourselves. T h a t is hum anity; tha t is caring 
for o thers. I w rite fo r them , I go to them , and  I 
forgive them  and forgive myself.

My real quest is how to en te r an honest Krsna 
conscious state. W hat do  I m ean by that? I t ’s no t 
enough  for m e to be like Issa. Issa was com pas­
sionate even toward insects. A pparently, he d id n ’t 
m ind if they b it him . H e d id n ’t try to kill them  in 
retaliation. (In th a t sense, he  was a be tte r Vaisnava 
than  me.) H e saw him self as one creatu re  am ong 
o thers and  com m iserated  with them  all. H e was a 
nice guy, a little  like the  L ittle T ram p  C harlie  
C hap lin  p o rtray ed . (I d o n ’t m ean  th a t in  a 
dem eaning  way.) Issa was great, too, in his gentle  
put-downs o f phonies. I d o n ’t rem em ber m any of 
his poem s, a lth o u g h  I re m e m b er he  to ld  a 
grasshopper (or som e o th e r insect), “D on’t worry, 
Issa is h e re .” U nfortunately , he d id n ’t teach  God 
consciousness. H e had  no  guru , so he c o u ld n ’t 
claim the experience o f su rrender to guru.

I can hold th a t experience close to m e because 
my spiritual m aster saved m e and  because I m ain­
tain my gen tlem an’s agreem ent never to disobey his 
order. I will hold that experience close to me until I 
die. It gives me the strength  to pray past the hoopla 
of com m ercialized or institutionalized “Devotion to
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P ra b h u p a d a !” P ra b h u p a d a  gave each  o f us 
genuine attraction , obedience, and rem em brance 
to cultivate, and  o f course, the o rd e r to study his 
words. T hat experience is ours.

Prabhupada spoke from  his realization and gave 
exam ples from  his experience o f how God is great. 
For exam ple, K rsna gives mercy b u t H e is also 
cruel. No one  can check Him. In an instan t He 
turns dark in to  light. P rabhupada even saw it once 
while flying in an airp lane— the night tu rned  to day 
before his eyes. This is the greatness o f God, and he 
saw it wherever he was.

Following gu ru  is a m etaphor. It is, o f course, 
also the  tru th , i t ’s factual, b u t it’s a m etaphor o r 
symbol for success. It is the way all hum ans should 
follow: go to God th rough  guru. I may sound like 
I ’m ram bling, b u t my quest is to cu t th rough  the 
ksatriyas o f  d istraction ju s t as Parasuram a leveled 
the evil-minded ksatriyas twenty-one times with his 
chopper.

T hat is me reflected in this glass, and  M. needs a 
shave. We talked again last night while sitting on the 
form. (I told you tha t in Ireland, a white bench  is a 
form, and six kids could fit on one, one next to the 
o th e r and  up  against the  table w here they eat 
potatoes and  little else, warmed at n ight by dancing 
and drinking and listening to a storyteller.) M adhu 
and I talked a little o f what we m ight do next year 
in the holy dhamas, n o t with the crowds, b u t almost 
alone. Can I im agine going to Gaura-kisora dasa 
Babaji’s bhajana-kutir? And what abou t G odrum a,
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Bhaktivinoda T h ak u ra ’s place? I barely glanced at 
it this year as I nu rsed  a h eadache  an d  walked 
a round . T he  m an showed us upstairs and  then  
waved a 100 rupee  no te  in fron t o f us (he co u ld n ’t 
speak English) to indicate tha t we too should give 
that m uch because he troubled him self to open the 
door for us so we could bow down while he looked 
on. I did bow down before Bhaktivinoda T h ak u ra ’s 
desk, then  again in the nex t room  at the writing 
desk o f B haktisiddhanta Sarasvatl Thakura. Maybe 
we could go again, and  this time bring writing pads. 
I am b o u n d  to write b e tte r  in a place like that. 
D on’t overlook this point. R em em ber Wild Garden, 
which is filled with d irec t percep tions o f V rnda- 
vana-dhama? I t’s too cliched, however, to say that I 
can ’t write Krsna consciousness in Ireland. P rabhu­
p ad a  said  th a t  L o rd  R am acan d ra  stayed in 
Ayodhya-dhama and  then  sent His b ro thers ou t to 
conquer, b u t th a t d o esn ’t m ean H e showed His 
b ro th e rs  less mercy. P rab h u p ad a  said th a t those 
who stay in V rndavana are p ro u d  o f them selves, 
b u t on e  who goes o u t to p reach  on b e h a lf  o f  
V rndavana-candra is doing  the best work. If  I can 
write here  and  seek ou t a m etaphor— it may even 
be a re tu rn  to V rndavana . . . I t’s no t that I endorse  
Ireland over Vrndavana, bu t it’s my “la trine” where 
I h ide and beg the dham a’s mercy. I have already 
been to the dhama so many times. Instead o f learning 
the dhama’s secrets, I always end  up em broiled  in 
some contem porary ISKCON scene. T h a t’s the way 
it is and  in 1996, it will be even worse. W ho could 
ex p ec t to find  a special way to w rite in an
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atm osphere  like that? Nevertheless, we spoke last 
n ight, m aking plans to go again to M ayapur and 
V rndavana and  to teach at the VIHE.

You are n o t a poet like A nna Akhmatova 
who wrote o f love for m en the way 
gopls love Krsna. She had misplaced 
her anguish, and her eloquen t tongue 
was spent on the m undane heroes 
she elevated to immortality with such 
intense and burning  lines.
Too bad.
W hat am I?

I have themes.
I have the experience.
I m et the guru  in Calcutta, although Carl Jung  
missed him. I d o n ’t have a cynical, bad tale 
to tell o f religion.
I can sing true songs o f trium ph, 
bu t I have to be careful no t to make 
falsely patriotic speeches and thereby lose 
my honest experience ju s t because so 
many people
are sitting in the audience and everyone 
is saying the same thing, “We love you, 
P rabh u p ad a .”

I d o n ’t seek to be the only one,
o r the best, bu t myself,
dedicated to true and sincere u tterance
and following him
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down the trail, carrying a few 
of his books, n o t free yet, 
writing a bit insanely, he m ight think, 
bu t I ’m treasuring the idea he gave—
“Be like a dark cloud and save the peop le ,” 
he said. “C hant the holy nam es.”





A Place for A r t





D e f i n i t i o n s

I will use a sim ple defin ition  o f “A rt.” I m ean, 
that which we did as ch ildren  in school during  Art 
class. We drew  pictures with pencils and  crayons, 
and som etim es we used larger pieces o f  pap er and 
paint. Som etim es we even constructed  things, bu t 
we d id n ’t call them  collages o r any o th e r fancy 
words. Fifty years later, I ’m doing the same activity, 
a lthough  perhaps from  a d ifferen t p o in t o f view. 
The m ain difference, I hope, is n o t the difference 
between childhood and  old age, bu t the fact tha t I 
have been  in troduced  to the  world o f Krsna con­
sciousness. T h erefo re , the  title “A Place for A rt” 
im plies the fu ller title, “A Place for A rt in Krsna 
Consciousness.”

By “p lace” I m ean tha t there  should  be a place 
for art in my life and  in the adu lt com m unity  of 
Krsna conscious devotees. A rt is n o t only for the 
specialists (the “artists”) in the ISKCON Art D epart­
m ent, bu t it is open to anyone.
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I am in Italy and I plan to do som e drawing and 
writing while I ’m here. W hat will I write? H ere are 
two starting ideas:

1. (from  an artist who m ade a free sketch of 
baby Krsna and Putana, which I found  in a book): 
“ . . . W rite a stream  of consciousness response to 
your co lors. Allow w hatever com es up  to be 
welcome: m em ories, dream s, fragm ents o f dialogue 
or story. To gain what your drawings have to give, 
you m ust witness them. T reat them  like friends. You 
w o u ld n ’t run  a ro u n d  and  ignore  a frien d  who 
com es to visit you. You would sit down and  pay 
attention, m aking the person feel welcom e.”

2. (from a le tter from  an artist): “W hen I look at 
some o f your drawings and  art, I th ink  o f the  en ­
ergy tha t was created. How did  you feel w hen you 
were doing  it? Sit down after a p iece and  write. 
Extend the experience.”

I rediscovered art (I m ean draw ing pictures in 
pencils and  colors) last January  w hen I suddenly 
started m aking posters and drawings on the them e 
o f re tu rn in g  to 26 Second Avenue. I did portraits 
o f P rabhupada and  Radha-Krsna, and  o f devotees 
doing a variety o f things. Som eone told me that my 
draw ings rem in d ed  h e r o f “naive a r t .” I felt at 
hom e seeing the figures drawn by prim itive artists. 
They looked so innocent and unskilled.

Soon, the bustle o f my travels m ade my drawings 
m ore occasional, bu t I kept at it, draw ing on A d-
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sized paper. I feel so lucky to be able to draw like 
that, free as yet from  the p re ten tious claim that 1 
am an artist. I ’m no t looking for p h o to  accuracy 
bu t the nervousness in my hand  and  brain when I 
draw.

Visual art is similar to the writing process. Devo­
tees d o n ’t want to see nice things b u t som ething to 
stim ulate their Krsna consciousness. W hen my hand 
feels the  urge to m ake figures (o r even abstrac­
tions) n o t apparen tly  co n n ec ted  to K rsna con­
sciousness, however, I give m yself perm ission. I 
know th a t this drawing will lead m e to the  m ore 
explicit work.

From  an artist: “Sure, we may n o t pa in t like 
M ichelangelo, bu t the time-consum ing skills are not 
the po in t here. Rather, we are simply doing what is 
natural. Why no t be happy with ourselves. W hat is 
w rong with joyful expressions o f  m em ories and 
thoughts in Krsna consciousness? T here  is nothing 
wrong, bu t everything right. Yes, it takes courage to 
draw like tha t.”
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This is an open-arm ed Pradyum na. I m ade it a 
realistic depiction, a simple illustration from  within 
my head  and  o f course, from  seeing in the past the 
ISKCON illustration. I w anted to give a h in t at the 
conjugal a ttrac tion  Mayavatl would la te r express 
for this boy as he grew up to resem ble Krsna.

O Krsna, I pray You will forgive m e for a ttem pt­
ing my crude drawings. Please see that I in tend  well, 
even if the execution is faulty. I really do it to praise 
You.

T he stuff o f this drawing is holy— bo th  the lila 
and  the  u rge  we have to draw  an d  to write, to 
create art. Is this drawing naive? T hat would m ean I 
can ’t draw an arm  th a t looks graceful. W hat the 
hell, techn ique  is n o t so im portan t. I ’m ju s t glad 
the child has arrived and been  found in the belly of 
the fish.
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I t’s a long story and I ’ll spare you the details, but 
I ’m visiting the  hom e o f p eo p le  with whom  I 
th o u g h t I had  a loving and  trusting  re la tionship  
only to find o u t I was wrong. In effect, they told 
me, “You have changed. W hen you speak it doesn’t 
ring true. We want openness. You speak like a con­
ven tional, dogm atic  ISKCON p re a c h e r .” I was 
shocked. T hen  I thought, “This is ju s t going on in 
this one relationship. I ’ll be on my way.”

Later, I laid down to rest b u t co u ld n ’t sleep, so I 
got up  and  found my oil-based crayons and  drew a 
p icture. In it I have th ree  heads— one inclined to
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go to sleep if only he could, one  h a lf asleep, and 
the o th e r insom niac. I also drew many tiny midges, 
in the room , bu t they were mostly m ental ones. The 
black bells— can you m ake them  out?— signify, 
“Your words d o n ’t ring  true, d o n ’t ring  true, d o n ’t 
ring tru e .” T he heads on the righ t are those per­
sons telling me that my lectures are disappointing, 
that I speak hard-line sastra, and  tha t if we want to 
learn  to love, we have to follow the  way o f Rupa 
GosvamI and Prabhupada. “You are irrelevant.”

T he insom niac with his big eyes awake. Yeah, I 
tried for artistic effect. Is tha t wrong? Picasso said to 
go ahead and imitate, and when you botch it, th a t’s 
actually you. I like the fact tha t I used an uncom ­
fortable feeling to p roduce  a drawing. Good! You 
can ’t sleep? T h en  tu rn  on  the  ligh t an d  draw a 
picture o f it. I would like always to do that—write 
or draw and unload feeling.
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This isn’t going to be easy. To find  w hat you 
w ant to pain t o r draw in a way th a t is pleasing— 
after all, I want to do som ething Krsna conscious, 
right? T hen  how? Why d o n ’t I let myself draw?

Ju st now I drew a circle th ing— abstract, I admit. 
It rem inded  me o f a chario t wheel o r a cakra, so I 
tu rn ed  the page and  drew the p ic tu re  o f a horse 
and  cart and  a m an. Suddenly I co lored  him  blue 
an d  gave him  an aura. Is it Krsna? Is it serious 
enough? Do I ju s t keep going like I ’m going? I say I 
want to do som ething that pleases me, bu t is that 
enough?

I th ink  it is. I ’ll have to go on tha t conviction. I 
am a servant o f Krsna. W ho can I ask for confirm ­
ation? I received a le tte r from  a devotee who is 
sorry th a t P rab h u p ad a  isn ’t h e re  to give him  
absolute direction. He says no one else can do that. 
I agree. T here  is no one else like Prabhupada. Now
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in separation  we have to do  it fo r ourselves. We 
can ’t do  it by being half-dead or “su rren d erin g ” by 
force. We have to go with the flow o f w hat comes, 
with the  d irection Krsna seems to be pulling us in, 
drawing the pictures tha t want to com e out. I drew 
a circle and  found  a chario t. I d id n ’t stop there  
and  I found  Krsna. We have to trust the  process. 
We are no t nondevotees.

Over the past weeks, I ’ve been  reread ing  a book 
I w rote an d  d id n ’t publish  called  Progresso and  
som ething happened  that I think is im portant. T hat 
is, I cam e to like it. I accepted it as the only reader 
o f tha t book, and I felt th a t I could  accept it even if 
o thers d id n ’t. In  o th e r words, I w rote som ething I 
liked.

Are you going  to ask m e if the  book  is Krsna 
conscious? You w ouldn’t know, would you, because 
only I can know. O f course, my sp iritual m aster 
knows too because he is m easuring  the essence o f 
my bhakti expression. This book was a private act of 
devotion. In it, I took whatever he taugh t m e and 
whoever I am and  ren d e red  it as service. I m ade 
rep ea ted  a ttem pts to express m yself an d  Krsna 
consciousness in a w holehearted  way. T h a t is the 
b o o k ’s them e, a lthough  o thers  may n o t see it o r 
appreciate  it. A nd from  this experience  I realized 
tha t it’s im portan t that we com e to accept o u r own 
offering m ade ou r o f o u r own devotion and  stand 
up for it, if only to ourselves.

C om ing  to th is u n d e rs ta n d in g  has b e en  a 
gradual evolution for me. I have w ritten millions o f
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words and  now I am drawing hundreds o f pictures. 
If I d o n ’t accept anything I have done  on Krsna 
conscious grounds, w hat m eaning  can it possibly 
have?

I find w hen I ’m drawing that, to m ake it Krsna 
conscious, I p u t tilaka on the faces. I draw a sun 
and  stick tilaka on it so tha t I d o n ’t have to worry 
th a t it has no  Krsna conscious imagery. But the 
d ep th  o f the expression has to have m ore to do 
with it than  ju s t tacking on tilaka. A nd m ore than 
obvious o r explicit depiction, done in the same way 
o thers would do it, o f some Krsna conscious topic. 
T h a t’s my point: take the  risk to find  the tru th  
before you speak it.



Art— the specific com bination o f words and  pic­
tures— is the best way to keep a cu ltu re ’s record. It 
will be favored by history.

W hat record  shall I leave? I start ou t with clean 
lines draw n in brown m arker, a p ic tu re  o f  Srila 
Prabhupada. H e oversees all I do. I want to follow 
him. T hen  I use paint to depict a tiny Statue o f Lib­
erty figure bearing a brush and  sign it, “the artist.” 
T hen  a cu tting  cartoon  labeled, “T ru th  seekers.” 
W hat do I want to say? Keep trying to express it.

In his book, No More Secondhand Art, Pe ter Lon­
don says tha t a rt used to be a sacred and  powerful 
practice for aboriginal peoples. A rt d id  n o t m ean 
c rea tin g  beauty , b u t c re a tin g  co n n ec tio n s  o f 
m eaning  betw een m an and  n a tu re  and  m an and
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God. Yes, God. T hat has m eaning  for a devotee 
too. Art can heal us. By that I m ean it can allow us 
to see ourselves. T he cavem en scratched elegant 
bison on the walls o f their caves to feel em pow ered 
to  h u n t  th em . My sc ra tch es  a n d  my little  
com m entaries on ISKCON and bhakti are my prayer 
for the em pow erm ent to keep going.

Did the pencil plan for “Krsna kidnaps Rukm inl” 
this m orning  and later sprayed white balls with the 
idea o f what to do with them  tomorrow. I painted  a 
brown lum p for Krsna lifting Govardhana. I release 
myself to do the childlike paintings o f which I am 
capable. I saw an old p rin t book filled with church 
art from  h u n dreds o f years ago in w hat looks like 
rem o te  (n o t fam ous) ch u rch es  in F rance an d  
Spain— Christs and  M adonnas and saints— all done 
by sim ple painters, n o t g rea t technicians, and  full 
o f spirit.

O u r K rsna consciousness m ovem ent and  its 
imagery seem lighter than the Catholic Church. We 
have joyfu l dancing  kirtanas  an d  Krsna killing 
d em ons in a n o n ch a lan t way. I spray layers o f 
pain t—yellows and browns and golds— and outline 
them  in black to cut a sharper border.

C u ltu re  is im p o rtan t. C u ltu re  is spirit. T h a t 
m eans every day you hear Bhagavatam lectures and 
th en  look a t p ic tures and  sing an d  dance. You 
celebrate  the spirit o f Lord C aitanya’s sankirtana. 
These things are no t the frosting on the cake; they 
are the  foun ta inhead  o f culture. Im agination and
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spirit in their pure  forms com e from  the desire to 
glorify God, to com m une with Him , and  to share 
His mercy with others.

Shall I tell you about the drawing of Lord Rama 
that cam e ou t in several stages? First H e appeared  
as a th ick  stick figure o f  g reen  pa in t, w hich I 
app lied  yesterday. Today I ad d ed  fea tu res th a t 
pleased me, even though  they were a little crude. 
Am I a naive artist? Well, I c an ’t actually draw or 
execu te  any th ing  expertly , so call it w hat you 
w ant— naive, a rro g an t, o r in d u lg en t. It d o e sn ’t 
m atter. I ’m simply trying to en te r the happy realm  
o f worshiping Krsna by painting His form. I am also 
pleased with how the  h u m orous scene o f Krsna 
k idnapping RukminI came out. I drew in the lusty, 
envious kings shaking their heads in bafflem ent. I 
hazed them  over in a g reen  mist and  drew  Krsna 
exiting slowly on His chariot, His arm  a round  His
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new q u een . H e is b a th ed  in a yellow ligh t tha t 
guards H im  from  the g reen  o f the stupid, falling 
princes and dem on kings.

My G ovardhana picture is still in the early stages. 
I t’s small and  it felt like I was decorating a birthday 
cake while I was drawing in the details. I d id n ’t feel 
pa tien t enough to com plete it.

Okay, m ate, get back to your paints.
If I can get a profusion of many—
dozens!— of drawings, solid as wood
lilas o f green Ram acandra
o r blue Paramatmas,
yellow Caitanyadevas
and  abstract backgrounds
on  which to write with delight
in m arkers and paint
the exact Gita sloka
o r some paraphrased gloss
o f a verse I ’ve assimilated
and believe in
and  want to propagate, like this one:
‘T h e re  is no tru th  higher
than Krsna. Everything
comes from  Him and is
sustained by Him. H e is the ultim ate goal.”

I ’m aware that these are precious days 
and  when I am traveling my main solace 
will be this rem em brance 
and  a new book
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com ing to catch the last rays
o f sum m er’s sunset—
this year’s creative flow
is crucial, I think,
to my Krsna consciousness
and  may be connected
to the crucial work of
the Krsna consciousness m ovem ent.

Tell m e, Sassafras, who is th a t funny-looking 
fellow in many o f your paintings, the one with the 
eyeglasses? We look at his eyeballs as they gaze on 
the pages o f the Bhagavatam and  som etim es see the 
retina diffusing the light back in to  the brain. Some­
tim es he appears in a scene with the  Swami and  
sometimes in o ther guises. Is he Charlie Everyman?

I have s tarted  sketch ing  b o th  Baladeva and  
M adhu. Doing them  gets m e past the level o f stick 
figures with balloon heads an d  sim ple lines for 
m outh  and  dots for eyes.
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T he m an in the m oon— I draw him too.
A nd Krsna, but not whimsically and I ’m never 

disrespectful. I often find myself praying for lines 
w hen I pa in t Krsna, the  way a p u ja r l dec ides 
w hether to choose a feather o f light blue or pink to 
place nex t to the peacock fea th er in the Deity’s 
crown. T he one Suprem e Lord kindly appears in 
hum an-like form for us to worship and  serve. We 
can draw Him and all His creation.

I am the m an in the m oon and I am the boy in 
the tan shorts with buttons on his pockets the way 
rich  tourists wear them  to p ro tec t th e ir  c red it 
cards. I am that m an who w anders into the walled 
city to see medieval pictures pain ted  by Christians 
o f  hell scenes. T he gluttons with the big bellies, the 
devils pushing them  to the d inner table and forcing 
them  to eat chickens, ba tting  them  on the head  
with clubs and  I d o n ’t th ink they can eat any m ore 
in hell.

Enough o f that. I’m no t really making such a visit 
to the  walled city. Rather, I ’m lying here  in pain. I 
am  a loyal ISKCON son and  I am thankful for 
affectionate friends.

T he epiphanies, the disciplines, the attem pts to 
rem em b er Krsna with every b rea th , the  perfunc­
tory practice o f japa  and  gayatri, the release, the 
heavens to Betsy real stuff. A nd o u r friends will 
have to go one at a time o r in a group. T hen what 
will be left o f us? W hat is the good o f all endeavors 
w hen the  soul has to go on to the nex t life? He
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should be doing som ething now that prom otesrhis 
Krsna consciousness. H e should  su rren d e r to the 
spiritual m aster, Srila P rabhupada said, and  d o n ’t 
try to cheat. Be plain and simple and  sincere.

Som eone asked me, “Did you feel you let your 
spiritual m aster down when you resigned from  the 
GBC?”

Maybe. But then  I reco u p ed . I th o u g h t, “All 
right, so I am no t working on one  o f the projects 
tha t was m ost dear to Srila P rabhupada, one o f the 
m ajor Ind ian  tem ples o r book d istribu tion , b u t I 
am working on chan ting  H are Krsna and  reading  
and  writing and  being a devotee. Isn ’t tha t one of 
his m ain projects?”

“O h ,” they may say, “b u t P rabhupada  w anted us 
to sacrifice ou r self-cultivation in o rd e r to push on 
the mission.”

“Well, too  many have d ied  to K rsna conscious­
ness in the  process. I want to keep m ine and  serve 
him  in the  way th a t makes sense for m e over the 
long ru n .” T h a t’s what I say.

W ant a rep o rt o f w hat I drew  this m orning? I 
followed up  on the primitive thick lines I p u t down 
last n ight before taking rest. I m ade those lines with 
th ick  b ru sh es  an d  bo ld  co lo rs— b lu e , o range , 
brown, red, yellow, green. They’re stick figures, bu t 
thick ones, and  b lobular o r g lobular shapes. I did 
one o f the GBC m eeting table with chairs and  a few 
figures. I was careful with that one. I d id n ’t want to 
ge t in to  satire o r cartoon . T h en  I ad d ed  a few 
saffron-shaped figures at the table. T here  they are,
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m em bers o f the GBC sitting a ro u n d  the m eeting 
table.

Last n ig h t I d id  black silhouettes on o range 
paper, indicating the protagonists at a m eeting I 
had last week. T hat m eeting held  some em otion for 
m e, and  this m orning  I tried  to let it go as far as 
possible. By looking at it, however, no  one will 
know what it m eant to me.

I also did a few rend itions o f a person  reading 
Srlla P rabhupada’s books. It was a way to satisfy my 
hunger. I wrote a few words on to  the page o f the 
book th a t the person was hold ing  so tha t I could 
read them  later, and I tried to lay down policies for 
myself to read  at least five m inu tes a day in a 
prayerfu l way as well as to re in sta te  my daily 
reading  program .

I know that when I look a t these drawings later 
th e re  will be no th in g  so w onderful abou t them , 
objectively speaking, b u t I w ant to ge t away from  
the  idea th a t w hat I draw m ust a ttain  a certain  
standard  o f beauty. They are my offerings to Krsna, 
my a ttem pts to be Krsna conscious. W hen I say 
“offerings,” I know they are n o t the usual polished, 
p resen tab le  offering. They are raw. We say you 
should  offer first-class things to Krsna, b u t what is 
first-class? My actual feelings are the  best I have; 
they’re the m ost sincere. T h a t’s what Krsna wants 
from  us, that which is m ost precious even though it 
may n o t look presentable to others. Krsna knows 
the heart o f the offering. Some viewers may see it 
th a t way too. O thers may be offended ; for sure 
som e people  will be offended. They may have a
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m ore conventional idea o f what Krsna conscious­
ness is about, and  I sh o u ld n ’t set o u t to d isturb  
them  or rebel against it. I ’m doing what I am.

W hen you d o n ’t have ta len t o r discipline, and  
when you d o n ’t have tim e to work toward gaining 
those things, then  all you have left to offer is your 
best feeling of the m om ent. T h a t’s why anyone can 
draw if they draw from  w ithin. We acknow ledge 
o u r desire to w orship the  lotus fee t o f  Krsna as 
Srlm at! R adharan! is doing . O urs is obviously a 
lower o rd er o f worship, b u t it is worship. I was able 
to write the w ord “G ovindam ” in thick, tan letters. 
T h a t’s my fo r tu n e . I know  w hat “G ovindam ” 
means, at least to some extent. It m eans Krsna who 
tends the  cows, who pleases the  senses, whose 
senses we should please by o u r service, and  who 
cares for the land. May He be glorified.
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Yesterday a fte rn o o n  I learned  th a t my fa ther 
died. I heard  about it in a le tter from a friend. He 
d ied  in Philadelphia  in 1988. H earing  this news 
stirred  som eth ing  in me. Last n ig h t I began  to 
ou tline  blobs o f paintings in a kind o f personal 
com m em oration of my father. I did a close-up por­
tra it which I started  o u t draw ing as a c rude  and  
ignoran t person. T hen  I ou tlined  one of the m ore 
heroic figure he was to me, big and  muscular, when 
I was a child and  we went to the beach together to 
swim in the waves. T hen  I d id  a death b ed  scene 
w here I fantasized that I was giving him  japa  beads 
and  h e  was chanting. I also drew a p icture o f our 
house on Katan Avenue. This m orning  I finished 
them , especially the  facial portrait, from  which I 
moved the ignoran t look on the figu re’s face. My 
fa th e r had  an artistic touch  which he called his 
“whim sy.” I im agined  him  saying to m e, “Please 
m ake my portrait nice. Give it a little character and 
go ahead  and give it your whimsical touch .”



A Place for  A r t 151

Art is such a thing tha t as you sm ear pain t on to  
the  p o ster boards, m any d iffe ren t feelings and  
images com e. It rem inds me of the Ouiji board  o r 
pendu lum  w here you wait for some kind o f mystic 
vibration to com e and give you an indication what 
to do. O u t o f the swirls, globs, and  strokes com e 
th o u g h ts  an d  the  in sp ira tio n  to find  how to 
connect them  with life. Perhaps you th ink o f death, 
o r the  need  to su rren d er, o r  you may th ink  o f 
P rabhupada, bu t no t one  o f those thoughts neces­
sarily produces a co rrespond ing  image th a t’s easy 
eno u g h  to draw. O f course, w hen you get bo lder 
and  m ore confiden t in pain ting , you’ll be able to 
go for the thoughts th a t give the  m ost energy and 
n o t be afraid you can ’t pa in t them . Anyway, in one 
way or ano ther, you com e to term s and  start to do 
som ething, bring form o u t o f your personal chaos.

Tim e to becom e the Visiting Sannyasi again. O n 
ou r way to Slovenia.






