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“Just as Krsna does not take a step away from Vrndavana, Krsna’s
devotees also do not like to leave Vrndavana. However, when he is
tending to Krsna’s business, he may leave Vrndavana.”
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Chapter One

So Far Away From Vrndavana

“Today the ship is plying very smoothly. I feel today better. But I am
feeling separation from Sri Vrindaban and my Lords Sri Govinda,
Gopinath, Radha-Damodar. The only solace is Sri Chaitanya-
charitamrita in which I am tasting the nectarine of Lord Caitanya’s lila.
... I depend fully on Their mercy, so far away from Vrindaban.”
—From the Jaladuta diary of Srila Prabhupada, Sept. 10, 1965, quoted in
Srila Prabhupada-lilamrta, Vol. 2, p. 1

December 28, 1991, Gita-nagari _

I want to keep a journal which will be true to my experiences since coming back
from Vrndavana to the West. The point of this journal will primarily be self-
discovery as I read rasika books and continue to think of and hear the teachings of
Narayana Maharaja; self-discovery as I again encounter Srila Prabhupada’s books
and teachings with the increased understanding I gained in Vrndavana. My two
main themes since coming back have been how to assimilate what I learned from
Narayana Maharaja, and the separation I feel from the dhiama.

A brother told me that our development toward riganuga is gradual; it cannot be
rushed. And yet I must go forward. This inner life may die if it is not given atten-
tion.

I realize I cannot write of Vraja as the Six Gosvamis do. Visvanatha Cakravarti
Thakura writes in $ri Vraja-riti-cintamani, 1 yearn to be able to write as well as Lord
Caitanya’s Riipa Gosvami, but I cannot write as well as he, and neither can I write as
well as his followers who wrote many wonderful, perfect books, which everyone
should read and remember. Compared to their books my little book can hardly be
considered poetic” (text 4). A few verses later he says, “Although I am not qualified
to describe Vrndavana I shall describe it a little bit, just as someone unlearned in
music may strum a lute and pick out a few melodic fragments here and there” (text
32).



This is my experience of re-entry into the - West: I was more or less alone in
Vrndavana, but now I am plunged into a crowd of my disciples who are here to cele-
brate my Vyasa-piija. I am prepared to tell them that I am practicing Vrndavana-
‘bhajana. 1 want to tell them all to do the same, but I hear their concerns—their
struggles to make money, their going to psychologists to find out what went wrong
in their childhoods, their attempts to remember Krsna in a non-Krsna conscious
world. They tell me that those endeavors sometimes don’t leave much time for
even the minimum practices of chanting and hearing. How can I tell them to prac-
tice Vrndavana-bhajana when their hearts have other concerns? What is
Vrndavana-bhajana? It is going on parikrama to Kamyavan and praying in the dust
there, “Please forgive my offenses. Please make me a ddsi of Srimati Radharani.”

What I do not dare say to them I want to record here. What does it mean to live
within? What is it like to be an inscrutable wise man who doesn’t reveal his mind
to those he talks with?

December 29

I have a new sleeping bag. It’s a cold night, but this bag can take twenty degrees
easily. I crawl in and within an hour I have a vivid nightmare. “This is hell,” a
dream character says, and then the dreamscape changes rapidly. Everything becomes
alive with threats and punishments. (I read this line just before taking rest: “A
devotee sometimes accepts a sinful person as his disciple, and to counteract the sin-
ful reactions he accepts from the disciple, he has to see a bad dream” [Bhig. 8.4.15,
purport]). I even suspect the new sleeping bag for causing my nightmare. But now I
am awake, staring into the dark.

Later in the night, I dreamt of ordinary times, riding on the Staten Island ferry. It
seemed to be going to Vrndavana. Someone, a Siva worshiper said, “Siva-pi;ja is not
prominent in Vraja.”

%

Assimilation: “The process by which nourishment is changed into living tissue;
constructive metabolism.” This is the definition I am seeking to achieve—turning
my Vrndavana self into a real person.

There is another dictionary definition of assimilation which I don’t like: “The
process whereby a group, as a minority or immigrant group, gradually adopts the
characteristics of another culture.” If I “assimilate” in this way, gradually I will lose
the distinctive feature of an aspiring follower of rasika life. No, let it not be true!
Before that happens, I will go back to Vrndavana if I can.



Riipa Gosvami says one should live in Vrndavana, but if that is not possible, then
one should live there in one’s mind.

The dictionary’s definition of “separation” doesn’t carry the meaning of union in
separation, of vipralambha. The dictionary refers only to becoming disconnected or
severed, as in “discharged from employment or military service.” As in, “You were
in Vrndavana for a few months and now that is finished, bas.”

Let it not be true.

2

It's after midnight on this rainy winter night. I put on the earphones and hear
Narayana Mahardja commenting on the sahajiya who cheaply tells a disciple his
siddha-deha. It cannot be taken like that from a sadhaka babaji-guru. It comes from the
ragatmika-jana themselves; it descends; it is given internally.

This reminds us that internal Krsna consciousness is to be cultivated privately. It
should be kept “so sacredly.” We don’t claim we know our eternal rasa or our par-
ticular form, but our desire to pray has been awakened. We repeat the slokas of Riipa
and Raghunatha Gosvamis and pray, “When will there be a day that I will be like
so?”

“O Raghunatha dasa Gosvami, O Visvanatha Cakravarti Thakura, I am standing
by your side. You are seeing all these things. May I see like you all these things and
may I serve behind you?”

“We are only praying, we are not going to merge into that pastime.”

8
December 30

The assimilation will be demanding. A heavy schedule of meetings and classes
means you have to use up living time. Does this mean I will exhaust the nourish-
ment I have gained from Narayana Maharaja in Mathura? No, it doesn’t work that
way in Krsna consciousness—when you give out, you don’t diminish. But I will
have to keep in touch with my private life. I can continue speaking in a covered
way, drawing on a secret center (the fact that I have heard much rasika talk from a
rasika Vaisnava and the fact that I have been invited to practice it), but I will not be
able to continue drawing from the bank unless I keep making deposits. And for that,
I need the peaceful time, more than the sixteen rounds chanted “to get them done.”

When we used to see Narayana Mahardja, especially during Karttika, he com-
plained, “I am so unfortunate, I have no time for reading, writing, nothing. I have
not chanted my rounds. I have no bhajana.” He was meeting people all day long. We
admired his self-sacrifice, but I didn’t want to live like that. I think at the present



time (late December and early January), Maharaja is enjoying more his own time
and maybe working on the five small books of Visvanatha Cakravarti he is trans-
lating into Hindi.

3

I can’t pretend. I don’t have much depth at all, but a willingness to read of Vraja
and to recall recent good association. After all, I only visited India for four months.
Am I not like any other ISKCON devotee with good feelings from a pilgrimage just
passed, but doomed to be assimilated into the demanding pace of life in the West—
the way an immigrant is doomed to lose his home culture when he interacts in the
new land? As Vraja is powerful, so the West (non-Vraja) is also powerful (mama
maya duratyaya).

Y

Maharaja said: “One cannot put limits on greed [for raganugal. It can come at any
stage, whether right or wrong. But when greed comes, there are so many symptoms
of asakti.”

Desire to have greed is also a sign of greed. It is coming from Riipa Gosvami and
Raghunatha dasa Gosvami, and by hearing the pastimes of Krsna in Srimad-
Bhagavatam.

7

A disciple of mine is reading Govinda-lilamrta. It is on sale at the Sunday feast in
the New York temple. I heard about this while I was in India. I wrote her that she
should be guided by the spiritual master in her reading, so today she came here and
showed me my letter and asked about it. I cautioned her about reading Govinda-
lilamrta, although I didn’t forbid her. I invited her to write down any questions she
had and I would answer in a letter.

Now I have to guide disciples who want to enter rasika thought. They have heard
that the conjugal affairs of Radha and Krsna are the summit of Vaisnava philo-
sophy. If T don’t guide them, they will continue their studies on their own. I will
have to ascertain the adhikari of each person, and determine whether he or she is
qualified; whether they have greed.

T told her that Govinda-lilamrta is a very advanced work. It would be better that she
gradually enter rasika topics and allow me to give her step by step advice and a
recommended reading list. I wasn't really prepared for her request—none of us are
prepared—yet I have access to very valuable guidance. What would Maharaja say in
this case? What would my Godbrothers from our Vrndavana group say? I cannot
ask them now. I must be guided by what I have learned in their association. I told



her, “Govinda-lilamrta isn’t something to be advocated. We don’t preach to people to
read it. It is read privately.” Tell her also, “No kalpana (imagination),” no meditation
_that you are with Krsna in the asta-kaliya-lila.

1 2
Dec. 31, 1:15 A.M.

Last night I spoke covered versions of pranama prayers. As if I know the un-
covered versions! I don’t know anything. Someone asked me how to observe ekadasi
... And some in the audience think even fifteen minutes of prayer before begin-
ning their japa is too much.

Where is some sign that my sadhana is being improved as a result of my “know-
ledge” of the rasika life of a devotee?

. %

Around ISKCON, various devotees delve into sacred books as they become
available. Do they know what they are doing? Other devotees issue blanket condem-
nations of this practice. I thought, “The two big dangers are mayavada philosophy
and the practice of sahajiya.”

What was confidential in Vrndavana remains confidential in the West. How can
I continue to write books for six or seven people?

Sri krsna caitanya prabhu nityananda sri advaita gadadhara . . .

;%

The sahajiya’s mistake is that without knowing his svariipa, he meditates on
Radha-Krsna’s asta-kaliya-lila and imagines himself a participant in a specific liberated
form. Another mistake the sahajiya makes is to take his svariipa by the process of
siddha-pranali. He wrongly cites examples from Bhaktivinoda Thakura’s [aiva
Dharma, in which the guru gives this information to his disciples. The aciryas warn
us not to practice siddha-pranali; learning of one’s svariipa-siddha should not be taken
cheaply. We can hear about the pastimes of Radharani and Krsna and the gopis, but
we have to recognize that our greed is very undeveloped in the beginning stages.
We have to enter very carefully.

. 2

Vrndavana: land of monkeys, land where a neophyte gets sick and doesn’t apprec-
iate the dhama, land where men with sticks beat Western devotees and steal their
fortunes from their money belts. Vrndavana is a land of extreme temperatures—it is
so cold and then so hot. ISKCON is the same in Vrndavana as in other parts of the
world, yet it is different.



This writing hasn’t proved itself yet, hasn’t proved its right to exist. I have some
inner turmoil. I know that for a long time, I will have to be patient and wait and
accept my neophyte condition. Wake to the truth by humble admission.

I am waiting to admit to myself and to the holy name the simple fact of my
position as a poor chanter. People criticize me—*If he has doubts, how can he lead
you back to Godhead? People who committed so many sinful activities in this life
cannot be pure. Srila Prabhupada was pure from birth.” Let me admit it. I have to. I
cannot bluff. I even told them at the initiation lecture that we are all cheaters. I am
also a cheater if I claim to be a pure devotee—but let us all minimize the cheating.

" .

I have no access to the woods for walks where I am staying at Gita-nagari, but I can
read. I gather books like a squirrel and put them here and there in boxes. I cover
some of them with protective paper or tape the edges to prevent dog-ears.

Y
This lake is known as Kusuma-sarovara because of the many blossom-
ing flowers, destined to become gopis in the future, that grow in its
waters. Simply by once bathing in this Kusuma-sarovara, Narada Muni
attained a gopi-form. This fact is directly confirmed in the words of the
enchanting Supreme Personality of Godhead.
—Sri Vraja-riti-cintamani, Chapter 3, verse 27
2 0

I can no longer forget that Krsna is the lover of Radha and the gopis. Even when I
hear other pastimes of other incarnations, I cannot forget that the real Krsna never
leaves Vrndavana. My knowledge is theoretical in any case . . . but . . .

Keep it a secret! Even from yourself! Don't dare to say, “I have a special interest
now.” And yet cultivate it. There is nothing to declare because as yet I have nothing
in my heart. But I need to associate with someone—out of loneliness and to remind
myself that it is not a dream—because I did hear repeatedly from a rasika Vaisnava.
He taught the siddhanta. To remind myself, I write.

n

I beg a drop of mercy for chanting. “I will beg, borrow, or steal the nectar of the

name.”



January 1, 1991

Be as honest as possible, but first, pause and put a drop of Radha-kunda water on
your head. Admit you have no greed, yet you are interested. Don’t mock whatever
interest you do have. Don’t write a hype journal of “separation.”

Rama-raya dasa has come to Gita-nagari at my request. I proposed that we read to-
gether for an hour a day for the next two weeks. He brought some things from
Vrndavana—a tape of Jagadisa Goswami singing on the night of Prabhupada’s
Disappearance Day, 1991; a framed picture of Radha and Krsna in which Krsna is
serving Radha. We used to think Radharani was important only because Krsna fa-
vored Her. Now we have heard the speciality of our parampari: we are interested in
Krsna only because He is the beloved of Srimati Radharani. Rama-raya also brought
color photos of the Deities at Krsna-Balarama Mandira. Seeing the bare legs of the
Brothers and the rose garlands on Their bare chests reminds me that I want to re-
turn there in the summer. He also brought a small necklace of gufija-mali and sug-
gested I use it as a garland to attach to the picture of Radha and Krsna, which I have
done.

Taking gentle, deliberate steps to revive the mood of Vrndavana is desirable.

t:

A note to myself: “Write on fears of minimizing Srila Prabhupada—how I dealt
with it in the beginning, how I feel about it now.” Yes, that is a topic, and I am will-
ing to write on it, a bit at a time. I remember going to the second floor of the
samadhi-mandira and praying in my notebook, “Prabhupada, please protect me.” In
the beginning I saw that my approaching Narayana Maharaja might be a threat. I
said to Srila Prabhupada, “If you just indicate that it is not pleasing to you, I can stop
on a dime and turn the other way.” But now I have crossed beyond that doubt. Why
am I still worried? A change has occurred and I need to examine it carefully, but
how can I look at it carefully as I rush through the day keeping appointments? I am
waiting for a quieter time (in two weeks) to be able to discuss this with Baladeva.

n

That same disciple who is reading Govinda-lilimrta expressed to me her interest in
the advanced stages of Krsna consciousness where one is always meditating on the
pastimes of Radha and Krsna. In her own way she is already practicing various
kinds of smaranam, based on pastimes in rasika books. She needs a guide, but her
present course is not inauspicious. Since she is going to Vrndavana soon, I gave her
the names of two ladies there who were part of “the group.” I advised her to serve



them and inquire from them. I said, “By hook or by crook, by begging, borrowing, or
dacoiting, get their association.”
;9

Our sampradiaya has produced a vast ocean of literature but our minds are so
small. At least let me recognize that there is no time for diversions, even diversions
which appear to be edifying in some way. How much can you read and absorb in one
lifetime?

Narayana Maharaja: “Any $loka which has even a little scent of vrajavasi is most
priya to Krsna. Krsna likes these and not slokas by Brahma and the demigods. Slokas
by Visvanatha Cakravarti Thakura or Raghunatha dasa Gosvami where Krsna is
attached to Radhika and Krsna is serving Radhika, these slokas make me so happy.
Bilvamangala has prayed to Krsna, but Radhika is seen as inferior and subordinate,
always trying to please Krsna. Radha is doing arcana of Krsna. Our gosvamis are not
in that mood, but Krsna is giving puspa-mala on the neck of Srimati Radhika and
She becomes so much pleased.”

. %
From a lecture by Srila Prabhupada, San Francisco, 1968

Tamal Krishna dasa brahmacari: Prabhupada, you tell us wherever Krsna is, that is
Vrndavana. If Krsna is present within our hearts, does that mean within our hearts
is Vrndavana?”

Srila Prabhupada: “Yes, one who has realized, he is living in Vrndavana. A
realized saint is always living in Vrndavana. Sri Caitanya Mahaprabhu has said a
devotee may seem to be living in some place which is far from Vrndavana, but he is
living in Vrndavana. That is a fact.”

Y

No time for that inner life? Don’t complain. You will get back to it. Now get up
and greet a man and his wife and baby. I will get back to this. And the meeting is
service: if I don’t begrudge it, it can be an asset.

n

I don’t claim I am practicing raganuga-bhakti. I am praying or aspiring for it; I
haven't attained it. But I am attracted and prefer it over all discourses and interests
in Krsna consciousness. Mostly this depends on the association of Maharaja. He says
it depends on our past and ongoing guru-seva, our faith in and service to Srila Pra-
bhupada. Based on association, one wants to hear these discussions exclusively, like
a bee drinking honey from a flower.



The question arises: “How can such a devotee keep his inner, private meditation
alive while addressing devotees on a lower platform? How can he speak on the
same subjects he has always spoken on but fill them with his inner, deeper reali-
zations?” I don’t know much about any of this. I am not attempting to write a
manual on riganuga. I am recording my neophyte attempts. I do this to help myself
and to leave a record for those who will also be attempting this.

So far, it is like a game. I speak of one thing while thinking of another. I fear to
speak too openly, not only because the audience is not qualified, but because I sense
it is too tender and sacred even within myself. It will not sound right if I try to voice
my new realizations to anyone but those who already know what it is or who have
the greed. (Thus I am writing for the most important audience—those who care for
me and with whom I can share this important part of my life.)

Maharaja has discussed how descriptions of Radha are more beautiful when they
are covered, if they are pure, as in Srimad-Bhagavatam.

But the question is, does that “secret” energy enter the normal discourse? And if
not, isn't it a bit unfulfilling or dry to speak of lesser instructions? Others have asked
this question. They have responded to my own asking like this: we will learn how
to infuse the energy of parikiya-rasa into all our discussions as we ourselves enter the
energy, not before. Compassion for jivas will inspire us to instruct them on the lower
levels. We also have to be realistic: we too are on the lower level. We ourselves
need to hear about humility, sadhu-ninda, and the rules and regulations of devo-
tional service.

As for preaching “lesser” instructions, there is an art to staying enthused even
when speaking basic Krsna consciousness, and an art to experiencing a spark of the
inner dimension even in those instructions. Srila Prabhupada was a master at this.
Narayana Maharaja said that when there is no scent of that inner mood displayed
outwardly, that is a sign of genuine bhakti. It is just the opposite of showy fervor.

I am obviously at an awkward stage. I need times of undiluted immersion in
rasika texts and hearing. I need friends. I need to keep it alive.

: Y
7:30 P.M.

After an hour of singing songs by Bhaktivinoda Thakura and Visvanaitha
Cakravarti Thakura in the temple with devotees: what are you waiting for? The
pure state is already here, already flowering, the secret is out. “One day while
performing devotional practices, I saw my house transformed into Goloka Vrnda-
vana..."”



“O companion of Srimati Radharani, please be merciful to me. Now that I have
attained Your reddish lotus feet, please do not push me away. Except for You, who is
my shelter?”

Longing, attainment—both are experienced by the dcaryas. By hearing—just by
hearing—our hearts open up.

On my way out of the temple, a devotee handed me the bouquet which Radha-
rani had held in Her hand as an offering to Damodara. “Except for You, who is my
shelter?”

January 2, 1:30 A.M.

The electricity has gone off in this small trailer. India is not the only place where
such mishaps take place.

When I first arrived back in the West, I wanted to share my Vrndavana bhajana
mood. Aside from the standard reasons for confidentiality, other obstacles arose.
The devotees in the West are faced with the problem of money-making. This
“rasika” journal may not be the place to discuss that problem, yet what does rasika
mean but emphasis and priority in life given to sravanari-kirtanari krsna-smaranam?

If one works thirteen hours a day in a shopping mall (they call it “getting
mauled”), then where is the life of chanting? The old ISKCON answer to this prob-
lem was to share all expenses communally. “No longer feasible,” they say. But liv-
ing in one’s own house also does not seem feasible for one who wants to claim his
or her own life. Thoreau says, “Superfluous wealth can buy superfluities only.
Money is not required to buy one necessity of the Soul.” Also, marriage and children
create great obstacles.

It appears that great devotees like Rimananda Raya and Pundarika Vidyanidhi
developed their sublime level of spiritual thought even while engaged in house-
hold life.

Enough from me. I am naive. I am not a perfect example. But I have the privilege
of sannydsa and must use it now. Gratefully use your time to write and help others.

»

Madhu, Rama-raya, and I had our first reading of Vidagdha-madhava. It was deli-
cious. You have to be simple and pure and faithful and that sometimes takes some
adjustment. You can’t be cynical or be demanding entertainment like a TV audi-
ence. Vidagdha-madhava has drama, but it is rural, pure-hearted, the story of a beauti-
ful boy and girl and Their village friends. The main characters are the Supreme
Personality of Godhead and His pleasure potency, Radha. Their friends are all pure

10



devotees who are free of the modes of material nature. The setting is the forest of
Vrndavana, the unlimited ocean of spiritual bliss. It takes adjustment, but we are
doing that. I like the company of the devotees I am reading with—just to see their
faces as they hear!

I noted that Riipa Gosvami began by describing his audience. He said that those
who are unacquainted with rasa will be indifferent to this drama, whereas those
who are qualified will be very pleased to hear it—he is writing for them.

As the drama begins, we discover that Ridha and Krsna have never met. On
hearing the name “Radha,” Krsna loses His composure and is embarrassed. Even be-
fore seeing Krsna, Radha first hears His flute and She is overwhelmed with a desire
to meet Krsna.

9

Hearing from Narayana Maharaja is always a direct hit: “When will the day come
when I will serve Srimati Radhika in rasa as Ripa-mafijari and Rati-manjari and
Tulasi-manjari do?” When you hear this with faith, it knocks you out, charms you,
calls to your inner self. It strikes as the culmination-yearning of all we have been
striving for in ISKCON—it is what Prabhupada has been training us to do and
which he has expressed repeatedly. Now we see his statements everywhere in a new
way. In his Introduction to Krsna book he states, “Before death comes, we must be
fully Krsna conscious.” Go back to Godhead and dance with Krsna.

Krsna never leaves His flute. When the gopis steal it, He becomes anxious, but
when He sees Radha, His varisi falls from his hand and His peacock feather falls
over. When Krsna sees Radha looking at Him from the corner of Her eyes, “He
becomes faintless.” This is the superiority of Radha-prema. Krsna has prema, but His
prema is divided into all the rasas and bhaktas. The gopis are single-minded, so their
prema is higher. We always remember Krsna as Radhakanta.

n

Any sloka describing Krsna is simply asking for the rasika commentator to explain
it. If Krsna is described as kandarpa-koti-kamaniya, then we may ask, “How does Rad-
- ha figure in this mood of Krsna? What pastime is involved?” The slokas (like that of
Brahma-Sambhita) are like siitras. Visvanatha Cakravarti Thakura and Riipa and
Raghunatha Gosvamis, and Prabhodananda Sarasvati, come and give us that nectar.

This discovery has paralyzed me and bewildered me in a nice way. My pen doesn’t
know what to do. I too want the rasa and don’t want to write of lesser things. But I
can’t. For now I want to write down what the rasa masters have said. I am only a
child running to the edge of the waves as they break on the beach. Just when I

11



thought I could write endlessly on many topics as a maturing, Krsna conscious
literary artist, I discover that I am a complete neophyte, unqualified to write in the
most important subject. This discovery is very good for my spiritual life.

.

I write this in between a reading of Vidagdha-madhava and the lecture I have to
give in the temple. During the reading, I reached over and wrote on a pad: “I must
write or I'll lose touch.” I am anxious that I may lose the sweet and strong con-
victions I had when in the presence of Narayana Maharaja. A little later I wrote, “If
‘honesty’ means admitting I don’t have attraction [for cultivating raganugi], then I
don’t want that honesty.” | .

Vidagdha-madhava is about intense new love. Radha and Krsna are just meeting.
It’s delightful to take a turn and read aloud. It’s a pleasure to see the emotions on the
other devotees’ faces. How nice to raise your voice and express the words of Krsna
and the gopis. Radha wrote a love letter to Krsna saying wherever She turned, She
saw Him. On behalf of Radhika, Visakha gave a garland of red and black gufija
berries to Krsna. He was bewildered by love and took the garland off and returned it.
Then Krsna and Madhumangala realized that Ridharani might feel rejected when
She received the garland back. Therefore, Krsna decided to write Her a letter. “In
what color ink shall we write the letter?” Madhumangala asks. Krsna tells him that
there are red roses in a certain grove that He will use for the ink. As they go to that
rare grove, Radha and Her friends also go there, and They meet.

But just as They are coming closer in Their new love, Jatila enters like a cloud to
cover the moonlight, just as the cakora bird was about to drink the nectar of the
moon’s rays.

Gray Pennsylvania, leafless tree branches against the sky. I have many little duties
to attend to, but at least I took the time to write this.

n
January 3, 1:05 A.M.

Do what is favorable for my Krsna consciousness; avoid what is unfavorable.

Remember Maharaja describing the paroksa-vada method of praising? I can do it
too. “I love a person. He lives mostly in Mathura. He was an intimate friend of our
Srila Prabhupada. He is very fond of the writings of Visvanatha Cakravarti Thakura.
He is also a staunch follower of his spiritual master. Lately, Western ISKCON devo-
tees have been going to see him and he speaks to them from sacred books like
Vilapa-kusumarijali. He wishes he had more time to write and to translate the five
small books by Visvanatha Cakravarti Thakura, but people are always taking up his
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time. He says many of the people he meets are visayis with no greed for transcen-
dental rasa. The Western devotees are persistent too; they also take up his time. He
kindly agrees to see them because although he says they too have no greed for
raganugd, yet he detects some interest, and a lean and thin form of shadow greed. He
sees them, we think, as a service to his friend and $iksa-guru, Srila Prabhupada.”

In a similar, indirect way, Srimati Radharani is described in every chapter of
Srimad-Bhagavatam. You have to go deeper and see it, but Sukadeva Gosvami has
put it there. I saw it last night when reading the exalted Siksdstakam to devotees, in
the verse, “Ayi nanda-tanuja kinkarar.

We may take the meaning in a general way, that all souls are eternal servants of
God, but I recall that Maharaja loved the word “kirnikari.” He said it is a “soft,
fragrant” word that has no English equivalent. It means a sakhi or gopi friend of
Radhika. Thus the Siksastaka verse means, “O Son of Nanda, I yearn to approach
You in gopi-mafijari-bhava, but now I am suffering in a fallen state. Please give me
direct service at Your lotus feet by granting my prayer to become an assistant of the
gopis in Radharani’s camp.” The sannyasa-mantra, recited three times daily by all
ISKCON sannyasis, says this directly.

7

I told someone just a little bit of what I am thinking. I explained the difference be-
tween imagining oneself in Krsna’s Vraja pastimes and praying to Raghunatha dasa
Gosvami to one day enter the pastime, but for now, not visualizing oneself as a par-
ticipant. My friend responded, “It would seem that one would want to see oneself in
the pastime rather than just watching it?” Fools rush in. The hearing is itself enter-
ing and tasting. It is an act of wanting to see oneself in the pastime. But there is no
kalpana, no imagination. Participation comes in svariipa-siddha by direct indication
from one of the [ila participants. Show your greed now by hearing the gitas of the
Tenth Canto. Delight in the freedom from mundane association. Pray always to be
free of that, and act strongly in favorable practices of vaidhi-bhakti.

Don’t imagine. This is the way.

»

“Go on trying. Go on preaching. I think all this is going on by the mercy of your
spiritual master.”

In India, following him to Mathura, Vrndavana, Bombay, or Delhi, we waited all
day to sit with him for an hour. At the time, it was a test of patience for me. I had no
other duties except for that one hour of hearing from him. I wanted to fly away to
places where I could pursue my own duties. But I stayed nearby so that I could get

13



that hour. And now that I am away, the so-called tapasya of waiting is forgotten and
I am thankful for the amassed treasure.

“Today it is good that we are meeting only five. Yesterday, so many persons
came.” Yes, it is very good. The crows are cawing outside. We sit on the edge of our
seats. How attentive and eager!

Y

I'am hopeful that the demands of hearing rasa-s@stra will be good for keeping me
humble and a firm practitioner of those acts of vaidhi-bhakti which are favorable to
raganugd. You must control the senses and avoid bad influences, as described in the
first and second $lokas of Upadesamrta. So I start each day more clearly admitting I
have not attained the desired state. And yet while being humbled, I speak strongly
in lectures, urging us to strive, and speaking of the wonderful nectar we aspire for.
Raganuga aspirations, therefore, when properly guided, make for a healthy sadhana-
bhakta. Now beyond mere duty—for-duty’s-sake, there is meaning worth living for.
And this much greed: I will not let this day go by without giving myself the tonic of
rasika-sastra.

“Devotedly follow the path of the great devotees in the past. Properly using your
body and mind, don’t neglect either the regulative devotional practices or the re-
membrance of the Lord’s pastimes.

“Always reject the company of the impious. Give up attraction to nondevotional
songs. Leave the karmis and jfianis far away. Only associate with the devotees. Take
pleasure in hearing the nectar descriptions of pure love for Krsna. Become flooded
by the nectar of the narrations of the Lord’s pastimes in Vraja” (Prema-bhakti-
candrika, Narottama dasa Thakura, Verses 2-3).

»
4:45 P.M.

Our reading in Vidagdha-madhava began with me at point zero. I listened, unable
to enter. I felt left out. My companions laughed happily at what the gopis said, but I
couldn’t understand the conjugal humor. I recall Lord Caitanya saying to Sanatana,
“Vrndavana is very soft due to the conjugal rasa there.” I lack the softness and the
clear intelligence.

I don’t know whether Krsna is being shy or taking advantage to touch Radha. I
don’t know Radha’s mind—is She afraid or bold? I can’t understand the poetic and
clever explanations of Visakha and Lalita. Like a dolt, I miss the points and puns.

Due to my past conceptions of mundane sex which are still clinging to me, I stumble
and am left behind.
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We are not qualified to hear Vidagdha-madhava, but still we want to hear it. It is
not bad for us to hear, but we can understand only a fraction of it.

Now I want to keep far away from those worldly sex-mongers who think sex
enjoyment is everything and who think srigara-rasa is merely a by-product of ma-
terial, illusory kama. Let me not see their faces, even in dreams. O rasika-gurus, O
mind, please protect me. Keep me always in the company of my brahmaciri friends
who worship these loving dealings.

“O friend [Visakha says to Radha], You do not know how glorious You are.
Although Syamasundara has become affectionate toward You because of Your in-
tense love for Him, You still nevertheless fear that You are impure.”

t: 9

Go do your duties and speak to a room full of expectant devotees. Talk with them
about how to be loving and to help one another. I shouldn’t pretend I am above the
problems that entangle them. And if I am free of marital distress and economic
hassle, that is the privilege of sannyisa—it’s not some great merit of my own.

1 2
January 4, 1:20 A.M.

At least I am up looking for it. M. mentioned that we shouldn’t be pursing rasika
narrations with the spirit of enjoyment, so he tries practicing little austerities. As
soon as he said this, I guessed, “He’s going to say he is trying to eat less sweets.” Sure
enough. But is that foolish? No. What do I do to curb myself, to demonstrate that I
appreciate the devotional vairdgya of Raghunatha dasa Gosvami? You can’t follow
the path of material enjoyment and at the same time become a follower of the gopis.
“As long as the mind is too much absorbed in materialistic thought, one cannot
enter into the kingdom of Vrndavana.” I thought, “Maybe I can offer penance by a
cheerful willingness to do those duties such as counseling; although they appear to
drag me away from study, they are necessary.”

»

If a devotee is committing no ninda (offense to others) and is always thinking of
Krsna’s pastimes one after another (like a garland of smaranam), we should serve
such a devotee as our life and soul. How should we serve? By the upadesa-saram, the
essence of all advice (Upadesamrta, text 8). That means vraja-tisthan, living in Vrn-
davana, and especially following the guidance of rasika Vaisnavas. How lucky are
my brothers and all others who actually live there! (Why do we live elsewhere? Is it
actually my duty or am I just asserting my independence?)
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If the rasika devotee is merciful to us, and if we always remember the names of
Krsna in His pastimes—Damodara, Radha-kanta, Ridhanitha, Gopinatha, Rasa-
bihari.

The pastimes will be merciful to us. The lilds are Krsna Himself and they will
appear in our hearts. We cannot buy these lilas, but by the grace of the hladini-sakti,
remembrance will come. Maharaja explained all this when comparing raganuga-
bhakti to the eight steps of Pantafijali yoga, beginning with yama-niyama. Describing
asana he said, “To be in a place, not going hither and thither, always remembering.”
Try to remember. The mind won’t be fixed on a certain /il or name, but when we
try, anything is possible . . . '

t

My friend Baladeva is traveling around the United States. We will meet in a
week. A week after that, we will go to a writing-study retreat. On the phone I told
him, “I’'ve gone through internal changes. I can’t tell you over the telephone.”

“I understand,” he said. But when he comes here, what should I say? Should I tell
him to read Pilgrimage? Better I convey it briefly right now. But that won’t do my
experiences full justice. And how much have I actually changed?

Say: “I met a rasika guide and I left him in Vrndavana.” Baladeva has always
known me as guided only by Srila Prabhupada; thus he has faith in me. I hope to
express to Baladeva things as yet unknown to me about my new relationship with
Srila Prabhupada. At first, I will feel hesitant to express it to him—the possibility
that anything could have changed in my attitude toward Prabhupada, but he will
hear me out patiently and realize that all change isn’t bad. In fact, it’s inevitable. We
will admit that my meditation and love for Srila Prabhupada wasn’t perfect, that it
needed something more than a doggedly loyal following. We will admit together
things I am afraid to admit alone, but I hope to find the very thing Narayana Maha-
rdja said to me, that we are now pleasing Srila Prabhupada more than before. Srila
Prabhupada is guiding us. The invitation to hear rasika topics comes by his mercy. If I
can see this, then I can go forward wholeheartedly by praying to Prabhu-pada: “I love
you as you appeared to us, and I follow your teachings. Please reveal your inner
mood to me.” Srila Prabhupada’s teachings are not on a lower platform. I have to
think out the actual situation; what did Prabhupada teach us, why did he teach it,
and to whom did he address his teachings? It is with his blessings that I hope to
study his books deeply, and to study the books he has recommended to us.

Srila Prabhupada writes, “Narottama dasa says further, riipa-raghunatha-pade hoibe
akuti. "When shall I be very much eager to study the books left by the Six Gosvamis?’
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Akuti means ‘eagerness.’ Because Riipa Gosvami is the father of devotional service,

he has written a book called Bhakti-rasimrta-sindhu . . . These topics are also dealt
with in Caitanya-caritdmrta and other books, and we have given the summary of
those directions in our book Teachings of Lord Caitanya. . . . Narottama dasa Thakura

directs us not to try to understand the conjugal love of Radha-Krsna by our own en-
deavor. We should try to understand this yugala-piriti, conjugal love, under the
direction of the Gosvamis” (“Lalasamayi,” purport, Vaisnava Songbook, p. 65).

.
4:45 P.M. _

How easy it is to let a day go by without your attention fixed on rasika pastimes.
Time grips you and doesn’t let you breathe freely as your secretary arranges for you
to meet one person after another with no space in between. And of course, you eat a
big meal and then sleep. Whenever you stop to think about Radha-Krsna-lila, it is
something else you haven’t done, something else you have to do.

Fortunately, we kept our appointment to read Vidagdha-madhava. It goes over my
head. Why did Krsna go to Candravali? How should we feel about this? Now Radha
has stolen His flute. He places His crown on the ground before Her and begs Her to
give up her mana. Lalita instructs Radha to remain firm in Her anger. Krsna acts
like a debauchee; like a bumblebee, He goes from one gopi-flower to another. What
to make of it?

9

Be grateful to your friends who want to hear this from you, and who want you to
advance into the nectar lake. Thank them who tell you, “Whenever you get a
chance, record the real life. This is a unique time for you—it won’t happen again
quite like this, so capture the moment, even if it’s just a midday lament.” I am for-
tunate to have such friends.
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Chapter Two

“A Strong Sense of Love is Required”

“If he doesn’t practice remembering Krsna while he is struggling for
existence, then it will not be possible for him to remember Krsna at the
time of death. . . . A strong sense of love is required here.”

—Bg., Introduction, p. 28

January 5, 1:15 A.M.

I'am trying to remember the whole thing—my change of life in Vrndavana and
my entrance into hearing Krsna’s amorous pastimes—with tender feelings. Kick out
the demons. But how is it possible for a busy person? This can’t become a complaint
page. Too many complaints or too many arguments means you have no greed.

Y

At first, remembrance comes only intermittently. Later it comes like a stream of
honey—no break in the flow. When we sit near Radha and Krsna with no anxiety,
“in the same stage as They,” this is called yoga-upasana (coming near to hear).

Where do I get such expressions? I just heard them from Maharaja.

. 9

Of all the arnigas of the body, the eyes are the best. Lild-vilisa can be done with only

the eyes, especially by glances from the corner of the eyes.
. 2

I attempt to concentrate on the practices of raganuga-bhakti while following a busy
schedule in the West. I want to report success. A devotee asked me how one can
practice constant remembrance of Krsna if he or she has plenty of work to do? (She
was implying that I am free to practice smaranam because I am a sannyasi.) Then I
had to defend the right to be busy and admit the possibility of success under those
circumstances. I quoted Narada-bhakti Sitra. In verse 36 Narada says, “One achieves
bhakti by worshiping the Lord ceaselessly.” Then in the next verse he says, “One
achieves bhakti by hearing and chanting about the Supreme Lord’s special qualities,
even while engaged in the ordinary activities of life in this world.” The outstanding
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example of a person who remembered Krsna under stress is Arjuna. Srila Prabhu-
pada told us, “The Lord never suggests anything impractical.” It requires a strong
sense of love. Then it will be possible to discharge our duties and at the same time
remember the Lord. (“ . . . we should always remember the supreme lover, Sri
Krsna, and at the same time perform our material duties very nicely” (Bg., Intro-
duction, p. 28).

But what if I lack that love? The only recourse in that case is vaidhi-bhakti. I have
to find some time, although my time is stolen by rising early and writing in a rush. At
least we have that hour’s reading in our afternoon schedule, by hook or by crook.
Even now when someone needs urgent counseling, three of us sit privately as if
“doing nothing” and read aloud from Ripa Gosvami’s drama.

No love? Complaints? Arguments against? Doubts? Then you lack the
qualification. To you we say, just practice vaidhi and you will eventually come to this
point. (But who will allow himself to be dropped lower like that?) No, once we have
been allowed to enter, we can never go back.

This week (and the coming weeks scheduled for travel) will be a test. I will have
to fight for the right to hear of Krsna’s smiling and His sometimes embarrassed state
when Madhumangala declares something he shouldn’t have. Insist: “I've got a
phone call coming,” and then run and hear about Lalita reprimanding Radh3,
“Don’t give up Your mana if You want to control the mad elephant, Krsna.”

1 9

Maharaja explains and describes the amorous pastimes with affection and no trace
of worldly conception. Radharani’s youthful body is “very beautiful.” It is necessary
to be with Maharaja—to hear him speak and to see him speak. Although we read
the verses on our own, either we feel shamed by our own material conditioning or
the verses seem abstract. Association is required. I will have to go back to Vrnda-
vana. I do remember, though, that Maharaja said that even if we hear no more from
him, we have already heard enough to proceed. It reminds me of 1967 when Srila
Prabhupada went back to India in ill health, perhaps never to return. How would it
be possible for such fledglings to fly on their own? But Prabhupada came back to us
and gave us more.

Anyway, don’t worry too much about it. Practice, travel away from Vraja because
you have duties in other places, but plan to go back to hear from a person who is
very faithful to Prabhupada and who speaks of Radha’s youthful beauty—and of
Krsna’s scratch marks on Her body—with pure smiling and spiritual enthusiasm.
Full of wonder, we drink it in. We lap it up like starved kittens drinking milk left at
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the doorstep (or like the dogs at Radha-kunda who follow the circumambulating
pilgrims’ leaking milk pots).

Now I have run out of time. If only I could take some of these thoughts into my
japa. And while I teach.

Midday lament

What if the taste disappears? Could it all just go away? It could, yes. But it won't. It
is the most substantial spiritual conclusion of Gaudiya Vaisnavism. It is Lord
Caitanya’s mission and His inner mood. He wants us to have it—the service of
krsna-prema. So in that sense, it is not going to disappear like something I found in a
dream.

But is the special entrance I was granted going to be taken away? No, you can keep
it. But I heard Srila Prabhupada lecturing today and he said you have to pay for
something valuable. You can’t go into a store, ask for their best product, and pay
only ten cents.

Radha-Krsna, I have not yet entered Your intimate service. But I have been given
a special chance.

n

I have to prepare my course (a seven-day seminar) which begins tomorrow. I
must get into my subject even though it isn’t stressing parakiya-rasa. A teacher
should be compassionate enough to teach students on their own level. And in any-
thing related to Krsna, the seed of gopi-bhiva is there. It is always close, especially in
this course on “Krsna’s Vrndavana Pastimes.” I pray to teach it with love. Srila Pra-
bhupada writes, “In the preliminary stage of devotional service they relish the trans-
cendental pleasure from the service itself, and in the mature stage they are actually
situated in love of God” (Bg. 10.9).

aradhyo bhagavan vrajesa-tanayas tad-dhama-vrndavanar
ramya kicid upasana vraja-vadhii-vargena va kalpita.

The Supreme Personality of Godhead, Lord Sri Krsna, the son of
Nanda Maharaja, is worshiped along with His transcendental abode
Vrndavana. The most pleasing form of worship for the Lord is that
which was performed by the gopis of Vrndavana.
—Caitanya-matta-manjusa, by Srinatha Cakravarti,
»
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January 6, 1:15 A.M.

As the feeling of separation and riganuga become integrated, a wholeness may
occur. Nevertheless, I have to make a pointed, specific reading of the literatures
which remind me that the dcaryas are Radha-dasi and that I aspire for that too.

But when I don’t consciously want this, no alarm signals to tell me that
something is wrong. One simply dies and doesn’t notice. I come to this page to pinch
myself.

Among the devotees, Krsnadasa Kavirdja Gosvami is extremely expert
at relishing the transcendental nectar of love of God (rasika-bhakata).
When the stones hear his Caitanya-caritamrta. and Govinda-lilamrta,
they begin to melt in ecstasy. In spite of this, I have no appreciation in
my heart.

Furthermore, I refuse to even associate with the friends and com-
panions of these great souls. How sad is my tale. I have spent my life
uselessly. Fie, fie on Narottama dasa!

—Prarthana, Song 3

Narottama also says, “na bujhinu ragera sambandha . . . I am completely unable to
understand the sambandha of raganuga-bhakti.”

What is my relationship with Srila Prabhupada? What is my eternal service?
None of us know this. But at least we should be going forward and hearing with
eagerness from those who are ragatmika-jana—the Six Gosvamis, Nanda and
Yasoda, Subala, Sudama, Balarama, and especially the gopis (vraja-vadhii). I am
pinching myself. Unlike Narottama, I cannot even lament. Neither will I imitate it.
I sit wondering, “What would it be like to lose sleep because of suffering from love
in separation from Govinda (govinda-virahena)? 1 would not like to have my rest
intruded.”

L 3

The kajjala (black ointment) around Radha’s eyes is very important. Rati-mafjari
wants to apply that kajjala to Radha’s eyes because by just a glance from Her eyes,
Krsna will be bound up tightly like a mad elephant in spiked chains.

'This is my exercise book for writing down the lessons of lila-vildsa. I am a very
young schoolboy learning spelling and basic composition: “John meets Mary. John
gives the ball to Mary. John and Mary run and play.” In this way, I begin to learn
who they are and what they do, and I learn to speak of it. The lilis come into my
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mind. I learn what kajjala means and how it is w‘orshiped both by Radha’s dasis and
by Krsna Himself. Kajjala is very important. Indeed, anything black reminds us of
kajjala. When the gopis asked Krsna, “Why are You black?” He replied, “Because I
was born during a dark midnight.” No, they said, this isn’t the main cause. Another
8opi said, “Your mother gave You milk from a black calf.” No, that is not the main
reason for His blackish color either. He is Syamasundara because He is always ab-
sorbed in thinking of the kajjala-annointed eyes of the gopis. He wants to kiss those
eyes and He doesn’t know anything else. A glance from Radha stuns Him. This is
called netra-vilasa and the marijaris want to apply that kajjala to Srimati.
' »

I want to remind myself of Radha-Krsna’s pastimes as much as possible, especially
before chanting japa in the morning,. It isn’t a failure to need this reminder. Neither
is my japa a failure. Whatever I do is to my eternal credit. But there are awkward
moments where I trip up, or gaps in my practice. Don’t be embarrassed by them.
When I first tried to ice-skate, my ankles turned in and I fell constantly. I just had to
endure that until little by little, I gained strength and became graceful and confident.
Now again I am the laughing-stock among those who taste rasa. Ask them, “What
does it mean? What if I still have lust? Can you give me some proofs and argu-
ments that the stories of Krsna are not myths?” These are useless attitudes, but they
still come to mind. So I must keep coming into the association of rasika Vaisnavas
and learn by faithful hearing. I also want to render service. I desire to assimilate
their instructions and repeat them in my own words.

t 9

Can this writing itself produce greed? I just saw a bottle of Dawn dishwashing
detergent in the kitchen. The label reads, “Keeps Grease Cutting Power Longer.” Can
writing do that?

A devotee asked, “What is the relationship between patience in Krsna conscious-
ness versus greed for advancement? When can you step forward? And when you
think you can step forward, where do you get the confirmation that it is right?” 1
answered, “You need the association of a rasika Vaisnava. As for greed, it simply is.
You either have it or you don’t. When the server offers us seconds on sweet rice,
some want it (and thirds!) and some don’t. Greed can be developed. Even if one is
not so good in other areas of life, even if he is a sinner, greed can come to him by the
mercy of gurudeva. If it is actual greed, he rises at once to dsakti.

Thus it should be obvious that we do not have any real greed; we have only a
lean and thin shadow of greed.
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Greed for raganuga knows no wrong or right, but it needs to be guided. I am being
guided. Why do I hesitate? Can I go faster? Maybe not. I cannot abandon my regular
duties. In fact, vaidhi is never abandoned, as long as it is favorable. But the writing,
does it pdssess grease-cutting power? Can it bring the dawn? Prabhupada used to say,
“You can’t bring the dawn no matter how powerful a flashlight you beam into the
sky. You have to wait for the sun to rise.” Then let us cry out in the dark before
dawn (brahma-muhiirta)—"“O master of my life, this person places an appeal before
You. O Govinda, O moon of Gokula, O source of all transcendental bliss, O beloved
of the gopis, please cast Your glance upon me” (Prarthana, Song 5).

“O Devi, with the medicine of the red lac from Your lotus feet, please bring back to
life this person now dead from the bites of the black snake of not seeing You”
(Vilapa-kusumarijali, text 9).

n

An unnameable feeling during japa—a little regret, a little longing—but if I relax
too much, I grow drowsy. Seems like I have to keep wide awake, shouting from a
rooftop, “Hare Krsna! Hare Krsna!” I am a lookout to chase away the demons. No
scope yet for slackened heart and tears. I play a Bengali bhajana low in the back-
ground. I am seeking a genuine mood.

1:00 p.M.

I catch myself becoming proud of my advanced, secret knowledge. This is follow-
ed by shame and a hollow feeling—my position is shallow.

This morning I gave the Bhagavatam lecture. Then I gave the first lecture in the
week-long seminar on “Lord Krsna’s Vrndavana Pastimes.” In both talks I let out
some rasika information. In the Bhagavatam class I quoted the verse spoken by
Raghupati Upadhyaya in C.c. Madhya, 19.106: “The form of Syamasundara is the
Supreme form, the city of Mathuri is the supreme abode, Lord Krsna'’s fresh youth
should always be meditated upon, and the mellow of conjugal love is the supreme
mellow.”

I praised madhurya-lil as the superlative siddhanta of Krsna consciousness. After
the lecture, a senior devotee asked me whether a mature devotee absorbed in the
10th Canto madhurya-lila like Rimananda Raya or Svaripa Damodara has any inter-
est in or use for the earlier cantos of Srimad—Bhﬁgavatam. I replied that for preaching,
pure devotees pay attention to all the cantos of $ rimad-Bhagavatam, as Srila Prabhu-
pada advised. Then I repeated an example I heard from Narayana Maharaja about
how the teachings of Dhruva and Prahlada can be compared to offering grass to a
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cow to entice her to follow you, in this case, to the 10th Canto. I said, “Another an-
swer is that a mature, rasika devotee can see madhurya meanings even in the earlier
cantos. He sees them even in the first word of the Bhagavatam.” The devotees seem-
ed pleased to hear this. In the seminar lecture, I mentioned that Visvanatha
Cakravarti says that when Krsna praises Balarama (at the beginning of the fifteenth -
chapter of the 10th Canto) when They are in the forest of Vrndavana, He is actually
praising Radharani by an indirect method.

Pride is foolish. If I am not humble, I will lose everything I have gained. From
time to time, I may “leak” out some nectar and share it, but cautiously. Also, I
shouldn’t think I am the sole repository. Others know too, from reading the avail-
able literature and by their sincere service.

2

Even now during this teaching session, we are planning to go somewhere for an
extended period of study. Do I dare set aside seven weeks for it? There is plenty to
read. I have many volumes of Jiva Gosvami’s Sandarbhas and a method for studying
Bhakti-rasamrta-sindhu—using three or four different reference books, and using
nectar books and tapes. Maybe I will do a $astrically-based writing assignment.
Maharaja recommended we follow “the line” of his teachings. By doing our home-
work, we can be with him. Even if we cannot personally associate with a rasika Vais-
nava, we can improve by eagerly studying and worshiping the books left by the Six
Gosvamis. I hope this will deepen my commitment. After that, I can travel and
preach because that is equally necessary.

Seven weeks is not too much. I won't be idle. I look at it in terms of my remain-
ing life duration and it seems to be a necessary investment. It is Krsna’s mercy—the
road ahead is clear.

n

A disciple writes me, “Is it that we just have to keep struggling on the vaidhi
platform, chanting, hearing, waiting for mercy? What can we do to really help our-
selves?”

My response:

“Dear Prabhu,

“You ask, “What can we do to help ourselves?” To make the japa time more than
vaidhi, the early morning bhajana is crucial. And read in this area. Associate with
friends who will share this, if you can find them. Maybe think ahead (even if it takes
years) when you and your daughter might visit Vrndavana. (But don’t go if it turns
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into a heavy austerity—i saw this with several mothers with children in India. It
was almost hellish for them and their children and they were glad to leave. OK—
then make your home-life like Vrndavana. Narayana Mahardja said thinking of
Vrndavana while away from India can be even better—the mind is what counts.)

“Keep working at that early morning bhajana. Sounds like you have a good start—
2 AM. chanting and stopping to read books.

“Other books? They divide into two—theory and tasting. Both are needed.

Tasting: Songs of Narottama dasa Thakura |
Stavamala by Riipa Gosvami
Stavavali by Raghunatha dasa Gosvami

“You mentioned gopi-marijari. In a sense, there are very few books directly on this.
But it is the main focus in our line. So Vilapa-kusumasijali—from Stavavali, Vol. 1—is
hard to understand without commentary. But some of it can come through for you.
Read it again and again, aloud. Or make a tape of yourself saying it. The prayer is to
serve another mafijari in service to Radha. Raghunitha dasa Gosvami is Rati-
mafjarl and he desires to serve Riipa-mafijari (Riipa Gosvami). Another rare book
in this same mood is Sarikalpa-kalpa-drumah by Visvanatha Cakravarti Thakura. To
grasp this point even intellectually brings great happiness—our goal is to enter
parakiya-rasa, but not to be directly with Krsna—a marfijari would never accept that.
She wants to serve Radha.

“Go on learning from books and inquiring if something isn’t clear. (I know very
little, but will try to help.) Keep your basic sidhana clear—and life free of sin, pray to
chant with regret at your fallen condition. (Please pray for me that I may do this.
This first stage of spiritual regret is profound.) Humility is the foundation—or else It
is all vain talk of ‘raganuga.’

“Enough for now.

“P.5. You ask, “Do we just go on struggling in vaidhj, chanting and hearing,
waiting for mercy?” In one sense, ‘Yes.’ In the three key verses on raganuga which
occur in Bhakti-rasamrta-sindhu, the third verse stresses the continuation of basic
practices:

sravanot-kirtanadini vaidha-bhaktyuditani tu
yanyangani ca tanyatra vijiieyani manisibhih

‘As hearing and chanting is done in vaidhi-bhakti, know that it is useful in raganuga
as well.” But it should change in nature, from mechanical to yearning. How to
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specialize in a way that is favorable, even in chanting and hearing, is taught in
Raga-vartma-candrika.
“Enough of this. As if I know! But this is the way, rest assured.”
n
January 7, 1:15 A.M.

Come here and write as a way to help yourself. Soon I want to listen to Narayana
Maharaja on tape. I already wrote that I am looking forward to a study retreat and
hope that the study will also stimulate writing.

The period of traveling away from the dhima in separation from my $iksa-guru
(it’s the first time I've written that word outside Vrndavana) is full of positive
potential. I simply have to use it well. Keep with the momentum. It is a matter of
following Maharaja’s instructions to read. While we were in India, one of the
brothers said of himself, “I keep going to hear from Maharaja, but I never do any of
the reading he recommends.” They say that I have an opportunity to read since I
have no management responsibilities. “You have a clear road ahead.” It is true—a
clear road. I also have limited time left in this life. Move on, brother. Don’t look for
more confirmation than you already have. Run after the lotus feet of the Six
Gosvamis. Know you have the order to do this from Srila Prabhupada.

n

Assisting Radharani by putting black kajjala in Her eyes, Rati-maifijari knows that
it is like putting Krsna in Her eyes. It is better than decorating Her with jewels and
gold. Krsna doesn’t kiss gold. “‘So for Your happiness and for Krsna’s happiness, I
want to worship Your eyes by this kajjala. When she puts the kajjala in the eyes, so
many pastimes come in the heart of Rati-mafijari. And by Rati-maiijari’s remem-
bering, Srimati Radhiki is remembering all these pastimes. She becomes so happy
and gives Her necklace to her.”

»

An old college “friend,” who calls himself “an atheistic karmi,” read my poems
and said, “I suppose you know they are fatally parochial.” People in the late 20th
Century don’t want to hear from a “weird cult of Hinduism.” I say, “Okay, I am
writing for the devotees. I am satisfied with that.” But now I am writing things that
are not to be told even to most devotees. It may seem like I am not interested in the
audience, but ironically, my risk now is that I am popularizing too much.

This week, the cover of Newsweek announces: “Talking to God.” It is an overview
of the private prayer trends in America. The photos and journalistic treatment, with
emphasis on polls (how many people pray according to Gallup, what percentage are
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women, what percentage blacks, etc.) tends to cheapen prayer. I am afraid, as Maha-
raja is sometimes afraid, of uttering the sacred thing.

But I have brought my readers this far by my writing self. I have told them of so
' many struggles and about my frustrations and pleasures in traveling in my van,
rising early and not being able to chant from the heart, and I have lamented my lack
of direction, my dryness, and my bankruptcy. One reader even said, “I like your
honesty, but when are you going to win?” So how can I suddenly become silent just
when there is finally some good news?

Be careful, jiva, this may be an excellent trap set by Maya to capture the elephant in
a pit of pride. “Just see, I'm becoming successful in love of God! In my old age, I am
providing the happy ending to the autobiographical opus!” Oops! Falldown. Over-
exposure. Cheap popularization. Worse—offensive to the tradition of privacy for
these subjects.

But there are indications that I can share these topics carefully and gradually with
qualified persons. May those who have no greed never read these lines or else find
them unappealing and turn away from them. I hope to preserve a sincere record for
a few. And I don’t guarantee that I am making great gains. But how can I keep silent
when I promised to share?

. 1 9

Maharaja: When Rati-maiijari offers Radha an ornament or personal service, she
always remembers the pastimes of Ridha and Krsna which are connected to that
ornament. “So when we are praying all these things, we may remember. May we do
sevd like this under the direction of guru-sakhi.”

Sarasvaki upasana: A chain of remembrances. When a qualified devotee does this,
he remembers one pastime after another, like flowers in a garland. Even if he
meditates on only one $loka (mantra-upasand), he continues in a chain of lila-
smaranam. Our experience is different. When we sit and hear nicely from Mahar3ja,
our remembrance is like a chain, but on our own, we are constantly interrupted by
the caricala mind.

Maharaja said we should not attempt sarasvaki now, “It will come of itself.” He
said when we meditate on a verse, it is neither sarasvaki or mantra-upiasana because
we have not entered the pastimes. We are only hearing. “After this, effect will come,
that we will go into this. Surely it will give fruit now and then. I hope. You have
served so much your gurudeva. He has mercy upon you—by and by. You have not
done any effort for this. It has come by his mercy. You never tried for it . . . And so
easily it is coming.”
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A brother said, “Someone is making it very easy.”

Maharaja: “Your gurudeva is making it easy. I think that seed has come and it will
grow on. It will sprout and leaves and flowers will come. And at last fruit will come,
first unripe, then half-ripe, and then it will be so sweet. It is not sahajiya, because it is
coming by the grace of guru. We should go slowly and slowly.”

It will go on. Greed will come. The seed needs water and if you are thirsty, you will
seek the water and find it. |

8:00 A.M.

In the question and answer period after Srimad-Bhagavatam class, several ISKCON
brahmana-intellectuals discussed the need to “fight fire with fire.” They referred to
the Western intellectual criticism of Vedic $astra. In fact, the mundane scholars take
us as naive for even using the term “Vedic,” which they say applies only to the first
nine books of the Rg Veda. The Bhagavad-gita, they say, is a product of evolution. So
ISKCON has to defend against this with rigorous logical and historical arguments—
just as in former times, Vaisnava acaryas fought the logical attacks of Buddhists and
Sankarites. Today, one of the devotees said, “Sometimes we may think that we are
not supposed to get embroiled in these arguments, but Srila Prabhupada states—
when discussing the inability of Tapana Misra and Candrasekhara to defeat the
Mayavadis—that a devotee’s advancement in spiritual life is tested by his ability to
use logic.”

I accept all this. I look up to the strong intellectuals in our movement and hope
that they can actually get down to work and produce the treatises which they say are
needed. They constitute a very important arm of the ISKCON movement, which
Prabhupadda personally pushed and asked for in the form of the Bhaktivedanta
Institute. Prabhupada said that he himself was not a scientist, but that his disciples
who were scientists should take his ideas and present them in the bombastic
language of scientists in order to convince them.

And where does this leave me in my life of approaching raganuga-bhakti? We all
take shelter of the great dcaryas of the past, and we are indebted to the arguments of
Ramanuja, Madhvacarya, Baladeva Vidyabhiisana and others. My personal faith is
based on hearing from Srila Prabhupada, the Six Gosvamis, and now from Nara-
yana Maharaja; in these cases, the teachers did not emphasize logic and argument.
The sastras state that in matters which are inconceivable, we cannot know the truth
by logic and argument. There is territory to be covered by all different devotees in
ISKCON, according to their talents and capabilities. I am thankful to have big

28



brothers who can fight with Western speculation when it is blasphemously applied
to Krsna consciousness. But I am thankful for Prabhupada’s pointing out that the
Western intellectuals are, in one sense, irrelevant. We don’t have to listen to them.
They are poking their noses into a place where they have no jurisdiction. When I
have my own doubts about the spiritual world, I will attack them with the presen-
tation Prabhupada has given us, a positive method of entering more deeply into
spiritual experience. I honor those who are fighting the intellectuals of the West, but
I can’t be intimidated. It is not that we cannot worship Radha and Krsna until our
men present their treatises. We can go forward with guru, $astra, and sadhu as our
authorities. If nothing else, this morning’s discussion made me quite aware again
that preaching in the West is different than living in Vrndavana, India. By hearing
the discussion, I have contracted a headache. I am more suited to accepting Krsna
consciousness in a simple way, and it is best to fight in a way that is suitable for me.
2 2

7:30 P.M.

I mentioned to Madhu that my relationship with Srila Prabhupada is going
through a change. It is a delicate thing, difficult to talk about. I said that I would
write about it in Returning From Pilgrimage. Madhu suggested that maybe it wasn't
something I should attempt to write about even for a few confidential friends. I tend
to agree with that, but I will at least hint at it.

For many years I have been professing loyalty to Srila Prabhupada. I am still loyal,
but now my loyalty is taking a different shape. I am loyal to his desire that I make all
advancement in Krsna consciousness. If I do that by taking help from Narayana
Maharaja, that is not in opposition to my loving debt to Srila Prabhupada.

n
January 8, 1:10 A.M.

I shy away from the most open form of free-writing. I want something to say. But
I could wait forever. Go forward, spirit soul.

Vaidhi-bhakti is “the same old thing,” devotional service performed under fear of
transgression. But it is also the bedrock upon which we rest when the raganuga
yearning seems nonexistent. Also, there is such a thing as enthusiasm for vaidhi, for
rules and regulations. But when spontaneous utsahd occurs for hearing and serving
Radha and Krsna in their madhurya Vraja pastimes, then there is hope for raganuga.
Without that Vraja inclination, one has not aroused his desire to “go back to God-
head” in the fullest sense of what Prabhupada means by going back home, back to
Godhead.
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There is an isolation for me now. I am not with any members of our group who
went regularly to Mathura. (According to the calendar, many in that group will
gather in Vrndavana again in a week and start visits to Mathura, but I won’t be
among them.) Partly, I write here to remind myself of basic precepts. This used to be
accomplished just by exchanging a few words with those like-minded friends in
Vrndavana. There are devotees in the West who like to read and speak of intimate
Vraja-lil, but it is not the same without affection and $raddha in hearing from
Maharaja. Now Madhu has reminded me that some things ought not to be put even
on paper.

;2

It seems nebulous to some. They ask where to connect. The connection is when
we recognize and feel that mahajanas like Visvanatha Cakravarti are our $iksa-gurus.
And we turn to our spiritual master as diksd-$iksa-guru to guide us and bless us for
entering further into Krsna consciousness. Riipa Gosvami is the $iksa-guru of all the
siksa-gurus. Srila Prabhupada said when we devotedly study Nectar of Devotion, we
are worshiping Srila Riipa Gosvami. And this recognition of Gaudiya siksa-gurus
ought to be done in preference over all other Siksa-gurus, such as psychiatrists, astrol-
ogers, Christian mystics, newspaper men, poets, and philosophers, healers, and so
on. Riipa Gosvami is not just a shadowy figure in our lives.

Narottama dasa Thakura says that Krsnadasa Kaviraja’s Caitanya-caritamrta and
Govinda-lilamrta can melt the stones. I want to enter that process of submitting my
stone-like self to the heart of this fire.

Furthermore, each of these Siksa-gurus has an identity as a marijari. I don’t know all
their names, even theoretically. Maharaja says they will all manifest as one makes
advancement. They will all be merciful to us when we reach a more advanced stage.
We have come a long way up from our previous, sinful life. Now we aspire to
traverse an equally long distance to the stage of pure love of God. We continue
hearing, chanting, and preaching with an understanding of what the advanced stage
will bring. We continue doing the same activities, but, we hope, with a new effect.

Maharaja: “In vaidhi-bhakti, we will hear hari-katha of Prahlada Maharaja, Citra-
ketu Maharaja, Dhruva Maharaja, Narada, and Vyasa up to 9th Canto. This is srava-
nam, when we have greed that only this hari-kathda (Radha-Krsna in Vraja) will
satisfy us. And we will go to certain persons, not everywhere. In vaidhi-bhakti, we
were chanting Hare Krsna, but now something will be chanted according to
Visvanatha Cakravarti Thékﬁra or Gopala Guru Svami, Bhaktivinoda Thakura, etc.
Gaura-kisora dasa Babaji used to chant loudly with tears in eyes:
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kothai gaura me prema-mayi,
radhe, radhe, radhe
krsna vakshe vilasini
radhe, radhe, radhe. . .

“This will create more greed how to do all the sadhana and bhajana of Srimati Rad-
hika. Eventually it will come to a fixed point where one is Radha-disi. This is called
raganuga.” |

“By your mercy.”

Maharaja: “Not my mercy, but the mercy of Srimati and gurudeva who has
brought you from hell to this stage. Everything is going on by the lotus feet of that
spiritual master. He was so merciful. At that time, he could not give you, but he has
willed to give you.”

2

Now do your own bhajana, haunted by your own karma and bad smell of linger-
ing aparadhas. Churn out imperfectly composed maha-mantras, yet under the aus-
pices of Prabhupada and the parampara.

.

Madhu wrote me a note after the night’s reading session. I wrote him back:

January 8, 1992

Dear Madhumangala dasa (You are lucky to have such a rasika name),

Thank you for taking the time to write that note appreciating our evening read-
ings in Vidagdha-madhava, etc. I think both you and Rama-raya are helping me—we
are helping each other—to cross the ocean of lusty desires. We are still hampered by
memories of that mundane sex—but I like your prayer in the morning for a clean
heart (ceto-darpana-marjanam). And I can see in your faces and hear in your voices
that you are crossing over the lust-ocean when we read together. Let’s continue
slowly but surely. I respected your previous reluctance to read with us and it hum-
bled me. But I much prefer your being with us.

»n
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January 9, 1:10 A.M.

Passionate writing, pushing, and seeking to say something. (I don’t even know
what—what use does such vagueness have in the life of this devotee right now?).

I get up early to read and immerse myself in Krsna’s pastimes. I have to keep try-
ing to get beyond superficiality. Ordinary empirical doubts, or just preoccupation
with troublesome relationships prevents me—I can’t cry out. The end result? Krsna
does not reveal Himself to me or invite me to participate in devotional mellows. He
does not see enough desire, enough willingness to give up material attachment.
When Krsna awards someone pure devotional service, He gives Himself. Therefore
He doesn’t award it cheaply. He has to trust the devotee fully.

I have to face my unworthiness. That is the first stage. I have come so far by
Prabhupada’s grace. I have climbed free of the suffering that results from disobed-
ience to God’s law. But in terms of pure love and surrender and nonenviousness, I
have barely progressed at all. The proof is I cannot call out, “O Gopinatha, this sin-
ner who is weeping and weeping begs for an eternal place at Your divine feet. Please
give him Your mercy.”

2 2

The raganuga-sadhana of Raghunatha dasa Gosvami was ideal, inspiring even for
a vaidhi-bhakta.

Perfection comes from the ragatmika-jana. Sadhakas hanker for this perfection.

Raghunatha dasa Gosvami is simultaneously in gopi-mafijari-bhava and practicing
as a sadhaka. This is described in “$ri Sad-gosvamyastaka.”

I want to go deeper into the flower of rasika devotion. I want to learn how Krsna is
the topmost nagara—how He renders service to the gopis. Associate with the descrip-
tions of their activities, and then tell us something genuine.

n

Raghunatha dasa Gosvami controlled all his senses and his eating and sleeping.
He also visited all the holy places in Vrndavana and made dandavat-pranamas to all
the Vaisnavas and associates of Krsna. Bowing down for Sanket, Yasoda, and other
associates of Krsna, and weeping, “You should give me Vraja-prema. O Lalita! O
Visakha, where are you? O Krsna, where are You?” Praying to Giri-Govardhana,
Yamuna-devi. This is raganuga-bhajana.

He didn’t talk with anyone but an intimate associate. He was always thinking he
had no time to speak hari-katha to ordinary persons.

A raganugd-bhakta has a shadow of siddha. He has some connection with the ragat-
mika-jana. He has some idea of perfection. Therefore, if we hear about Raghunatha
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dasa Gosvami, if we hear how he prayed, then bhava will arise in our hearts: “He
becomes joyful, how beautiful those bhavas are coming.” In raganuga practice, there
is no worldly disturbance.

. B

I may laugh at my infant-sized devotion, or better, I should cry. But I must go on
with the attempt to practice raganuga-bhakti. I want to impress upon myself, “Dear
mind, take this up firmly. Clasp the feet of your superiors and beg to serve them. Be
satisfied in chanting. Be, however, unsatiated with your inability to remember
Krsna and be always ready to hear more pastimes of Ridha and Krsna. Store those
pastimes in your memory. This is my advice to you. Follow in faith and then you
may keep an inner diary.”

There are some things I can’t think out all alone. I would do better to discuss
them with friends, except I have very few like-minded friends. For example, is it
true that Srila Prabhupada wanted us to learn how to advance past vaidhi-bhakti to
spontaneous love of God? He seemed to stress vaidhi-bhakti, and he definitely stress-
ed becoming a preacher on the madhyama-adhikari level. Is this different than what
Narayana Maharaja teaches us? I think I can see my way through these “dilemmas,”
but I can’t explain it well if it becomes a debate topic.

Is the “assimilation” diary the place to come out with such shocking reflections?
After all, you do anticipate readers. Should assimilation go on quietly or privately, at
Krsna’s pace? Yet I must work for it also. Right now I am unsure what to say and
what to withhold. Also, even if I speak, it will be awkward; it will be painful for
some to hear; it will be controversial. Some things shouldn’t be discussed.

n
January 10, noon

For two days I have been knocked out with the flu. This puts me in a new place,
having to reconsider some things. I was taken away from the evening readings with
my friends and I couldn’t write in this journal. Furthermore, I am getting increas-
ingly swamped with letters to answer, homework papers to read and grade, devotees
to counsel, and so on.

January 11, 1:55 A.M.

This morning I spent my writing time in prayer. I want to pray to Srila Prabhu-
pada. Narayana Maharaja advised me in my first meeting with him last year that it
is more important to pray to Prabhupada than to pray to caitya-guru.
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Chapter Three

Resuming Writing
w

“One should write transcendental literature to purify oneself, not for
credit. By writing about the pastimes of the Lord, one associates with
the Lord directly. One should not ambitiously think, ‘I shall become a
great author. I shall be celebrated as a writer.” These are material
desires. One should attempt to write for self-purification. It may be
published, or it may not be published, but that does not matter. If one is
actually sincere in writing, all his ambitions will be fulfilled.”
—C.c., Adi 9.5, purport

January 15, 12:30 Noon, 3 1/2 days after ceasing to write
“Returning From Pilgrimage”

The sight of a stack of “Ecology” legal pads turned me on. I am gearing up to re-
sume Returning From Pilgrimage.

I stopped writing because I suspected it was not true enough to my actual exper-
ience, but that’s not a reason to stop writing, is it? Better to keep writing and make it
true.

I also had a feeling that my experience should be private. It seemed too intrusive,
to dig into sacred areas like my relationship with Srila Prabhupada. The soul should
be allowed a quiet time, seven weeks to read rasika works and to do whatever is best
for my growth. I thought, “Why am I so eager to write a book?” Thinking like that, I
convinced myself to focus the retreat on reading and japa reform. I decided to leave
the “ambulance chasing” journalist behind.

Now that I have arrived at Samika Rsi’s and I am pleased to live in the new room
he created for my use—the writer doesn’t seem to be such a bad guy after all.

»
Was I trying to write a romantic version of my re-entry into the West? Does that

now make me a post-romantic? Still I read of Vraja; I am still true to what happened
there.



4:25 P.M.

This is my japa chair. It is probably a bit too comfortable, but it is placed before a
small table that is filled with pictures of holy Vrndavana. It also holds two votive
candles. I plan to sit here and chant in the early morning. If I catch myself yielding to
the too-soft nature of the chair and falling asleep, I will get up and walk. Other aids:
a tape player and bhajana cassettes which I will play on low volume to help set the
mood.

As time drew near for this scheduled retreat I thought, “Why not use it for the
most important thing—the thing I do so poorly—japa? Make a sustained effort at
improvement and take advantage of this solitude. It is more important than writ-
ing.”

But it is inevitable that I turn again to writing. I don’t want to write at the expense
of my desire for japa reform. Therefore, I write about j japa.

Maharaja has helped me to understand the stages in japa. There is more to it than
merely paying attention to the sound. But since I am still committing pramada, 1
have to strive for attention.

My goals:

1) Attention to the sound of the names as I speak them clearly.

2) Regret at the fallen state of myself as a chanter.

3) To mix the recitation of harinima with remembrance of Radha-Krsna-lila. This
can be aided by interspersing readings, looking at pictures from time to time, etc.

4) To intersperse japa with prayer, and before I begin, offer pranama-mantras to the
parampara.

5) To do japa-writing for self-help. Nama cintamanih krsnas . . . “The holy name of
Krsna is transcendentally blissful. It bestows all spiritual benedictions for it is Krsna
Himself, the reservoir of all pleasure. . . . ” (Padma Purana).

n

Hear and remember the mild December evening when we sat beside Maharaja on
his bed. Some of us sat on the bed beside him while others sat on the floor. It was a
rare chance to have him to ourselves for over an hour.

I asked him if I could write commentaries on Prema-bhakti-candriki for Western-
ers. He proved that they who don’t even practice vaidhi-bhakti and who don’t know
the ABCs of spiritual life, cannot possibly relish the sriigara-rasa. He said the poems
of Narottama and devotees like him are exclusively for devotees who have that
bhava in their hearts. Maharaja invites us, when we hear $rrigira-rasa from him, to
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pray that we too develop in our hearts the pure predilection for service to Srimati
Radhika.

It is essential to hear this again on tape and to recall and recapture it. Keep the
flame alive.

January 16, 2:00 A.M.

I am an efficient chanter as I move through my japa, fingering the beads and
reciting the holy name. I think of some Padyduvali verses I read yesterday, that as soon
as one begins to chant, Yamaraja goes far away. His accountant, Citragupta, worships

‘the chanter’s feet. Feel your way along.

I thought of reading about the life of Gaura-kisora dasa Babaji, if I could find a
reliable biography in translation. Great sadhus like him completed all their bhajana
in intense japa. They lived outdoors and had no duties to perform in order to secure
food and shelter. He gave his full time to chanting. I am not on that level, but it
makes me think, “What duties do I perform in order to be given food and a place to
rest?”

At present I have given japa good priority. You know you have slipped below the
minimum level when you chant just to get the rounds completed. The chanting is
Krsna Himself. Everything you desire in spiritual life can be accomplished by fully
serving the pure name—all Radha-Krsna’s pastimes will manifest and everything
will be understood. Pray: “Please let me use this precious early morning time, brief
as it is, for the best activity.” Pray not to lose or misuse these hours. Keep trying to
enter the ocean. (I don’t mean the ocean of namaparadhas where I usually helplessly
dwell.)

»

It is the life I have waited for, to be alone and read and chant without pressure. If I
actually have no inner life, then there is nothing interesting to say in this routine—
but if I can enter a better world . . . sravanari-kirtanam.

»

Last night, Madhumangala and I took turns reading aloud from Krsna-bhavan-
amrta. It was fun hearing Krsna’s breakfast pastimes, and before that, the private
joking between Kundalata and Radharani. I think we will read it again at the end of
day. I am putting together a routine of sublime activities; if I actually do them, then
all I have to do is write them down. (But don’t do them just so you can record them.)

Krsna’s minister of joking, Madhumangala, invented his own analysis of “rasa”
based on eating food. His ecstasies involved separation from sweet rice, and the fac-
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tors which stimulated prema included seeing well-cooked samosas, etc. It reminded
me of the jokes ISKCON devotees sometimes make; we take a few swipes at tran-
scendental humor, but Visvanatha Cakravarti expertly created a whole Sanskrit
parody. Thus even pure devotees have fun in the company of Krsna and His
friends.

S

When I was in Vrndavana, a Godbrother said that the abrasion I feel by mixing
with my brothers is good for me. He said I should laugh at myself for being so sensi-
tive, and stay in the association of equals—how else can I learn of my shortcomings?
He said that if I choose to stay alone or with a few disciples, then I will not have
such problems, but neither will I be able to overcome my faults and make spiritual
advancement.

I accept this line of reasoning, especially when there is some tangible gain in the
association of peers. I stayed with them in Vrndavana because it was required if I
wanted to hear from Maharaja. I tried to serve them and take my subordinate place.

On the other hand, I don’t think I should conclude that I shouldn’t be alone. One
shouldn’t be afraid to mix with others nor to be alone with oneself.

My theme is not confined to reviving memories of Mahardja in Vrndavana.
There is also the theme of solitude: being alone with oneself to assimilate Krsna
consciousness. Being alone allows one to feel separation more fully. The scriptures
say that one should practice rasika-bhajana by living alone and chanting and hearing.

1 9

I have begun a comparative reading of Nectar of Devotion and Bhakti-rasamrta-
sindhu. The second verse by Riipa Gosvami states, “Although I am the lowest of
men and have no knowledge, the Lord has mercifully bestowed upon me the inspir-
ation to write transcendental literature about devotional service. Therefore I offer
my obeisances at the lotus feet of Sri Caitanya Mahaprabhu, the Supreme Person-
ality of Godhead, who has given me the chance to write these books” (Bhakti-
rasamrta-sindhu 1.1.2).

Verses like these inspire even tiny writers who aspire to follow the path of Riipa
Gosvami. I shouldn’t doubt that Srila Prabhupada has ordered me to write.

. 2

When we arrived here two nights ago, my room wasn’t ready and I had to wait in
Sarvesh’s room. He is a freshman in college and has paperback books on his shelf
which I knew were part of required reading in some American Literature courses. I
saw Winesbury, Ohio, by Sherwood Anderson, Black Boy, by Richard Wright, The
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Pearl, by John Steinbeck, The Old Man and the Sea, by Hemingway, The Great Gatsby by
Scott Fitzgerald, and about ten others. He also had a few “Cliff Notes” (those little
booklets that tell college kids the plots and meanings of the novels, so they can pass
the exams without having to read the novels themselves). Why do I mention this?
Because just now while chanting my thirteenth round and looking out the window,
I felt drowsy. In that state of bondage I thought, “My chanting is like Sarvesh’s
reading of the American Literature Classics. They are essentially foreign to him and
he is reading them only because he has to.”

n
Listening to Maharaja

Krsna is atmarama and aptakama. Although Krsna is self-satisfied and all His de-
sires are always fulfilled, yet He becomes hungry when He see His Vraja bhaktas. He
goes to the lap of Yasoda and takes her breast milk, and He goes to the lap of Nanda-
baba to receive kisses and hugs and a laddu. When He sees Balarama walking with
the cows, and Sridama, Sudama, and Madhumaﬁgala ready to go to the pasturing
grounds, then He at once runs out of His parents’ house to taste sakhya-rasa. When
He sees the gopis, He tries to satisfy them by doing whatever they want. “But when
He sees Radhika, He becomes “out of sense.” He forgets everything and he begins to
serve Srimati Radhika and to taste His prema. The gopis taste krsna-prema, but Krsna
is tasting radha-prema. (And to fulfill this idea, He came as Gauranga Mahaprabhu.)”

2
4:00 P.M.

There is always pain somewhere in the body with only brief respites in between.
No pain can be stopped permanently. Time is getting shorter and my death is com-
ing closer. There is no time to waste.

I try to spend my time in these two rooms constantly, enjoyably, studiously,
prayerfully, moving from reading to writing. Let there be no duality between my
search for Krsna consciousness in japa and hearing and my expression of that in the
written form. Like most ISKCON devotees, I am following Srila Prabhupada’s direc-
tions to maintain Krsna consciousness in places all over the world. “Vrndavana is
inspiration only. Our real field is worldwide preaching.” I am at a stage where I had
to leave Vrndavana, yet for the first time in my life, I am seriously trying to
maintain the mood of Vraja which I tasted on my recent pilgrimage there.

2 2

Mabharaja is so strongly inclined to gopi-mafijari-bhava that just by being with him,

one takes on that inspiration. If the audience has some greed, then Maharaja exudes
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the nectar of Radha-Krsna pastimes in the mood of Visvanatha Cakravarti Thakura.
His personal association is the crucial element for me.

L 2
January 17, 1:15 A.M., A dream

We were on our way to the San Francisco temple. It was a very rough neighbor-
hood. We were stopped again and again and gradually robbed of everything we had.
There were people in the neighborhood who didn’t attack and rob, and they agreed
to accompany us for a few blocks if we paid a “protection” fee. Then we stopped and
did some work pushing carts underground, but there was so much traffic from
people and horses pushing carts back above ground that it was difficult. We were
treated just like horses. Then we had to spread paint. In the group I was with, there
were always some who were interested in going to the temple, but it didn’t seem we
would ever arrive. As we discussed it, we realized that we didn’t know where we
could stay once we did arrive. Although I may have had some status as a senior
devotee, that seemed to diminish and finally disappear as I became another strug-
gling person just trying to avoid being knifed or robbed or thrown into perpetual
distress.

When I awoke from this, I thought that my desire to practice Krsna consciousness
is based on my attempt to avoid suffering. It reminded me that if I can’t go back to
Godhead at the end of this life, I might be thrust into this hellish material world
where everyone is fighting.

I also thought of the theme of being far away from Vrndavana. Going to the San
Francisco temple was a Western scene. Once you are in the West, this is what you
have to face. There was no question of savoring rasika books now. This makes me
think that while I have retreat or study time, I should use it completely and
thoroughly.

I also have to understand the value of periods of solitude. Someone might say
that real work means struggle, and that in solitude, one is trying to hide from that
reality. One of the persons in the dream was a controversial, ex-ISKCON leader. I
remember he was there even when I went to Vrndavana. My experience of Vrn-
davana was not one of getting away from the world—the ISKCON world is full of
mixing. There is value, therefore, in finding a place alone. Being alone can give one
strength. It is a luxury, a privilege, the blessing of guru. It can be used to build a
foundation for the inevitability of coming out and dealing with the world.

t;
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When you start to think more of Prabhupada, it will be obvious that you are deep-
ly indebted to him and that you get all your strength from him. Narayana Maharaja
never said otherwise. If you think Prabhupada’s influence is less, that is your own
immaturity.

.

What about the challenge that savoring the bhakti-rasa of Vraja is hiding from the
real world? Srila Prabhupada used to face the challenge that his disciples in the West
were becoming escapists. We disciples used to sometimes reply that if one is in
prison, then it is good if one can escape. Why stay? Why disbelieve that there is
freedom once we get over the wall?

So the land of Vraja is the place one goes—never to return—once you escape the
world of repeated birth and death. It is Krsna’s abode, not a nirvana or void or tem-
porary suspension of ego. One goes there by knowing and loving and serving Krsna
in this world. Loving to serve Krsna in His Vraja feature is imperative. Knowing
His topmost Vraja feature is the teaching of Lord Caitanya. By the highest attraction
in the spiritual world, we will be pulled out from the lowest attractions and suffer-
ings of the material world. Certainly it is a great blessing conferred by the guru-
parampard. Don’t refuse it or say, “This is too good for us; we are fallen. We don’t
want to escape from the sufferings of this material world.”

The charge of escapist might stick if we avoid the duties our guru has given us
and if we do not preach.

. 1

Let the fear of the street remind you not to space out during your protected time
for japa. Pray to the holy name for deliverance and to be released from sin and sinful
reaction. Pray for the higher taste, you who have been constantly bounced around in
the material world. Stay awake now during the time for spiritual enlightenment.

Always feel gratitude to your spiritual master and to all the bona fide Vaisnavas
in the Gaudiya line. Never think Prabhupada gave you something less. Your cur-
rent intellectual-spiritual understanding of this may not be accepted as the official
conservative policy of the institution, but we hope the time will come when it will
be accepted. Don’t be afraid to face your current conclusions, to refine them, and to
be progressive. Prabhupada wants nothing less than that.

: 2

Was it only a month ago that I was hearing Maharaja speak in Bombay? It seems
longer. He says Krsna is the Kalanidhi and Radha is the Kalavati. The conclusion is
that although Krsna possesses all the arts, Radha is the superior artist. “When there
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is comparison, Krsna will have to learn something from prema-guru Radhika. What
to speak of Radhika, He will also have to learn from Visakha and Lalitd. So He
comes to Godavarl and meets Visakha there and learns so many things. Then He
returns to Gambhira and tastes all these things. Without their help, He cannot taste
all these things.”

In this verse of Vilapa-kusumarijali, Krsna is called Muradvisa. Why is Krsna called
by this name in a rasika verse? If one’s heart is like Mura, he is not qualified to read
the lila of Radha and Krsna. He will have to first remove the demons. I pray that my
Mura demons of sloth, past lust, and so on, may be driven out . .. I want to hear as I
did that night, honor it with faith, and continue hearing.

2 2

I don’t feel up to a heavy, disciplined study right now, but at least I should read
regularly, both the books filled with philosophy and those that are pure nectar. That
includes Prabhupada’s books.

Restlessly looking for something to start, I pick up Volume One of Bhigavata-
sandarbha. Jiva Gosvami begins by defining Brahman, Paramatma and Bhagavan. He
refers to Vyasa’s trance (as reported in Srimad-Bhigavatam 1.7.4-10) in which Vyasa
saw that the Lord is different than the jivas.

I think I need a diet of this sort and not exclusively parakiya. My lacking is the
same no matter what I try to read and hear. I fail to love Krsna as Radhakanta and I
fail to love Him as the controller of the jivas and the material energy. Srila Prabhu-
pada writes, “The living entity is also required to revive his natural love and affec-
tion for the Lord and that is the highest perfection of the living entity. Srimad-
Bhagavatam treats the conditioned soul with an aim to that goal of life” (Bhiagavatam
1.7.5).

I stand in danger of being like the man who lost his caste by eating with a Muslim
but remained half-hungry. I have somehow lost my religious practice of reading
Prabhupada’s books and yet I cannot enter the rasika texts.

Another problem: I read and forget. The more I read, the more I forget. Even if I
spend all my time reading, I will recall very little of it. Yet that little bit . . . Any
remembrance means I am in touch with Krsna.

This is what I am seeking at this retreat—to connect deeply with reading and japa.
I just want to return to the basics.

It is a great transcendental science and begins with the process of
hearing and chanting the name, form, glory, etc., of the Supreme Per-
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sonality of Godhead. Revival of the dormant affection or love of
Godhead does not depend on the mechanical system of hearing and
chanting, but it solely and wholly depends on the causeless mercy of
the Lord. When the Lord is fully satisfied with the sincere efforts of the
devotee, He may endow him with His loving transcendental service.
But even with the prescribed forms of hearing and chanting, there is at
once mitigation of the superfluous and unwanted miseries of material
existence.
—Bhag. 1.7.6, purport
t;
I try to keep up with Maharaja’s pace, butI can't. ..

During risa dance, Krsna leans against Radha and She leans against Him. He
holds His vari$i in His right hand and His long left arm goes around Her left
shoulder. His hand hangs down. Krsna is in a very pleasant mood and is tasting all
maha-bhava. He is changing colors.

Krsna is sitting in the eyes of Srimati Radhika, and Radhika is sitting in the eyes
of Krsna, and They are talking only by the eyes. They speak by the corners of Their
eyes what the tongue cannot speak. ‘

When Krsna sees all the gopis playing with Him and dancing with Him, and
when He removes the sweat and dust from their faces with His hand, then He is the
supreme rasika-nayaka. He is not behaving as Bhagavan, but as the best nayaka in the
whole world. Even Rama and Narayana are not so beautiful. And yet now, the gopis
think, “He is under me.” The gopis become fully mad, drinking this wine of
possessive happiness.

Radhika saw, “Krsna is such a cheater and a liar, dhiirta . . . ” Krsna tells Her that
She is His best beloved, but now She sees He is loving all equally. “I will not look at
Him or talk to Him.” She became manini. Krsna tried to think of what to do.

He took Radha forcibly and disappeared from the risa dance. The other gopis began
to search for Krsna in their gopi groups—Candravali’s group, Syamala’s group . . .
But Radha’s group sought both Radha and Krsna.

The Bhagavatam describes it indirectly. “Surely Krsna must have loved this gopi
the best.” Krsna is controlled by Her. Visakha, Lalita, and the marijaris see Radha’s
footprints and they become cheerful that Krsna has not gone alone, but with their
svamini.

Then from a distance, Radha’s group saw Radha and Krsna in the forest. Krsna
said, “Oh, the gopis are coming. At once we should go to another hidden place.”
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Radha said, “I can’t move.” She was thinking, “I am so ungrateful to all my sakhis,
leaving them who are serving nearly and dearly to me, who give their lives to Me,
leaving even Krsna, they want to serve Me. So I am now tasting krsna-prema alone,
leaving all of them? Here is no Lalita, Visakha or My Rati-mafijari, Vilasa-mafjari
-+ . I don’t want such love. I am the creeper and they are the leaves.” So She
pretended She could not move, hoping they would come.

But Krsna saw that if the gopis came and saw them together, they would become
envious. They would quafrel and there would be no rasa dance.

All this is being seen in an internal mood by Raghunatha dasa Gosvami as Rati-
maijari. He wants to serve and worship the all-fortunate shoulders of Srimati
Radharani whom Krsna embraces. Coming to his outer senses, Raghunatha dasa
Gosvami begins to weep.

2

It is evening and I have nothing to say. After all, this is not Vrndavana. There is a
soft, white moon in the blue sky. It is mid-January, 5:00 P.M. Isn't this also God’s
country? But it is not Vrndavana. I burn a votive candle and feel the quiet of this
house. The moon is so white and full through the branches of the leafless trees. The
heat creaks through the wall panels and a neighbor’s dog barks a few times.

In Vrndavana I knew I could write whatever I observed and it would be close to
Krsna. Vraja is special. Where am I now? Is it worthless to record my vision of the
full moon because it shines over Pennsylvania?

n
7:00 P.M.

When I was in India, one of the devotees wrote me several times that I shouldn’t
allow myself to fall back into my former vaidhi conception of things just because I
was becoming bewildered—as when I made awkward steps in my relationship with
Maharaja, or when my patience was tested in various ways. That advice occurs to
me again. It seems easier to go back to former ways and to justify it as loyalty to
Prabhupada. How can I imply that the rasika cultivation is unreal for me? But the
fact is, something new has happened to me. I will have to make a significant
adjustment in my life. This is a separation phase now. The white winter moon is
picturesque and within Krsna consciousness, but don’t forget Vraja.
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January 18, 2:20 A.M.

I overslept. Last night was filled with dreams of no special import. When I finally
awoke, I recalled that at least once during the night I heard the word “Radhika” as if
spoken by Maharaja. Or maybe I heard it on waking.

1

Doing rounds at a faster clip. So what? But I can’t be cynical about small improve-
ments. Sitting straight up on the floor instead of on the soft rocker was a big im-
provement. And I didn’t drowse. But I don't listen. It's no wonder because I don’t put
any feeling or prayer into the words. I recall a line from Prema-bhakti-candrika where
Narottama dasa Thakura says, “Tell the ear to listen and it may rebel.” I am fighting
against strong, old habits. These habits are not just from the vast stretches of time in
my pre-Krsna conscious lives, but the years of mechanical japa. Hope for reform is
quixotic, it seems. But if I persist sincerely, then Krsna may help, and all mountains
of doubt and bad habits can be smashed to powder.

Besides, even if mountains aren’t leveled within the next few months, I have to
give japa priority time. Keep noting it, without fear of repetition: “You don’t actually
feel or hear what you are doing”.

5:00 A.M.

Girirdja Swami speaking on Nectar of Devotion: one of the six characteristics of
uttama-bhakti is its rarity. Even if one performs many years of sadhana, one cannot
attain bhava-bhakti until Krsna is pleased. Girirdja Swami said that pure bhakti occurs
in the sadhana stage too, as does the guru’s mercy, but we receive that mercy in
installments. Some mercy comes in the sidhana stage, some in the bhava stage, and
some in the prema stage. The science is all laid out; gradually, slowly we traverse the
ground. But it is rare. Also, Krsna has to give Himself to a pure bhakta, so He wants
to be sure of the bhakta’s purity before allowing Himself to be conquered. What if the
devotee actually wants something from Krsna? Krsna sees what is in our hearts.

2 2

“What?”—Maharija says it bluntly, and yet he is soft. As I write here, I find it
hard to think anything that isn’t borrowed from someone else. Last night, Madhu,
squint-eyed and puffy-faced from the flu said, “I am trying not to be attached to this
body.” Sickness teaches us that all bodily identification results in misery. So that's
our fate—attached to the body and not to Krsna. We push on with our vaidhi-bhakti.
Pure devotional service is very rare.



Remember shovelling snow? Get out there and work. The snow keeps falling and
I'will have to shovel again in a few hours. I relate this to my sadhana attempts, my
chanting and reading. Everything is getting blanketed in heavy forgetfulness, but I
keep going out to shovel. I have new, warm gloves now.

Y

You can think of Maharaja, but you can’t go and see him in India without a great
endeavor. Did you think you could nod out at your desk and walk in your mind
across seas and continents to be outside his door? In your mind’s eye, you can see
the brown Berkey shoes Giriraja Swami gave him, and beside them, the wooden
slippers with some flower petals thrown on them. You can put your head there. But
in any case, it wouldn’t be easy to speak with him alone. Besides that, I don’t have
much to say. “I am trying to assimilate. I hear the cassettes. I have to travel.
Iwrite...”

(On the Nectar of Devotion tape, someone asked G.S. a question about who is
referred to by guru. G.S. said, “All Vaisnavas are gurus. Raghunatha dasa Gosvami
bowed to one hundred and eight Vaisnavas every day just to get the dust of their
lotus feet on his head. So the more dust from the more Vaisnavas feet you can get, It
is good for you.” I liked to hear that. It is so simple and clear in Vaisnava siddhanta.

9

“Child Krsna approached a gopi and carefully placed His lips against her lips, His
neck against her neck, His eyes against Her eyes, and His forehead against her
forehead. Speaking sweetly, He explained that He was, after all, only a small child
... " (Padyavali, verse 136)

L 3

Have faith in each little step you take. Each step is sadhana; it is bona fide, it is
sincere. You read a few verses from the beginning of Bhagavata-sandarbha. You don’t
write an essay on it or memorize it or turn to read a similar section in Prabhupada’s
purports. Those would be additional, ambitious acts, but they don’t negate the little
good of your own reading. Similarly, you write down something and you keep on
chanting. All these little goods added together will equal daivi-saritpat, accumulated
spiritual assets. That is how I am looking at it.

;3

Am [ trying to launch too many reading boats at once? Maharaja said that when
he reads Gita-Govinda, he doesn’t want to read anything else. He goes on living in it
and re-reading it exclusively. Then when he is reading the Gopi-gita (or whatever
else), he experiences the same absorption.
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I am trying to taste different books. I can’t taste every book to the full extent yet, so
sometimes I think reading a different book will be more suitable for me right now.
So I have turned to Srila Prabhodananda Sarasvati’s $71 $ri Radha-rasa-suddha-nidhi,
as it is translated by Dasaratha-suta dasa. His introductory material is appealing. He
quotes Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati Thakura, “ . . . it is without a doubt matchless in
the entire universe. By reading this book, one experiences a happiness that has no-
thing to do with the happiness felt by those who are fond of reading ordinary
books.”

I have heard criticisms of the translation, but I want to enter this ambrosia. I begin
with faith. T am voluntarily hopeful. Also I have some trust that my critical faculties
will separate what is good for me from what I cannot use.

I began reading aloud, a good method if you can do it. I want to pursue the mood
of Radha-dasi and this is one of the main books.

R

A working principle in all that I am doing, as described in Bhigavata-sandarbha:

“O Supreme Lord, because You are self manifest (svanu bhavat), unless You choose
to reveal Yourself to someone, there is no other means to understand You” (Bhag.
10.14.6). To this Jiva Gosvami adds, “Although no one has, by his own merit, the
ability to understand Krsna, if one worships Him by performing devotional service,
the Lord voluntarily appears before that devotee.”

n

Maharaja tells how Krsna gets up in the morning:

“He is sleeping late because He was up all night with rdsa dance pastimes. Mother
Yasoda is calling to Him, ‘O Lal, wake up! Sridama, Sudama, Madhumangala, and
Baladeva are here, and the cows are waiting.” She leans over Him and sprinkles
some water on His face. Paurnamasi is with her. Yasoda carefully examines Krsna’s
body to see if there are any scratches. The boys sit on His bed.

“Mother Yasoda asks, ‘How did You get these scratches?”’

“Madhumangala replies, ‘He was playing with the sakhis.’ (Sakhis in Sanskrit can
mean either masculine or feminine.) Krsna signals to him with His eyes ‘Don’t tell.
These waking pastimes of Krsna are being told at Yavit to Ridha by one of Her sakhis
who witnessed it at Nandagrama.”

Hearing the sound is not as full as being there with Maharaja and the others—and
yet the softness and fragrance is there. Faith comes by hearing. This is what I want to
tell my friends, that Maharaja creates the reality of Krsna’s pastimes for us. I don't
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want to lose this. But I don’t know how to keep it except to hear it, tell you, and then
go back for more.
;2
I explained to my intimate friend whom I haven’t seen in six months: my
spiritual life is composed of ninety-eight percent vaidhi ( like a big land mass that
starts underground and rises up like a mountain). On the top of this is a new two
percent flourishing aspiration to hear rdganuga topics. I want to acknowledge my
ninety-eight percent identity and yet not jeopardize the little creepers blowing in the
breeze who desire to push out flower buds like tulasi-maiijaris.
. 9
Hopes the night before
I always feel hopeful about the next morning’s japa. Maybe It is not warranted. Let
me not analyze it so much; just accept it. See the sitting mat, votive candles in
glasses, three shelves of pictures, boxes of memoirs from Radha-kunda and other
places, a bottle of Radha-kunda water, incense, my beads . . . .
Try tasting some of it directly now, harinama-japa. And your humble plea in
writing, “O Harinama, please forgive my offenses. When I come to You in the
morning, please overlook my mistakes. Please appear in my heart.”
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Chapter Four

Letting Go

“We have not taken a vow to boycott the gopis.”

January 19, 2:45 A.M.

I finished eight rounds while sitting up in a darkened room. The votive candles
illumined the holy pictures, and the moon shone full through the windows. A few
times, I tried recalling that my nature is very fallen.

This is a brief report of it: Hare Krsna Hare Krsna.

I may not make full progress in this lifetime. It isn’t the worst thing that could
happen to me, but it seems likely that I will have to take birth again. Will I ever just
accept it as a matter of fact, that the higher powers will transfer me to my next life?
Let it be, as Bhaktivinoda Thakura prays, as an insignificant life in the family of
devotees. At least give me proximity to the pure chanting and hearing of Lord
Krsna’s name and pastimes.

As I wait for death, I don’t want to waste my time in defeat. Go forward expectant
that someone like me can still make significant gains. Be happy to begin to taste the
nectar.

But you have to admit this (and care about it): so much about me seems closed
and implacable, like a wizened Chinese man. Who knows what goes on within his
mind and heart? Is there a warm heart at all? Before I can feel regret, I will have to
admit that I am closed to those feelings. Why don’t I open to the truth about myself,
the real truth, and live in that? Why am I living in the back room of my self with
only a small light on?

. %

My mornings are long and filled with the heavy training befitting an Olympic
athlete. Be alert. Even as I run through my japa like a conscientious runner, there
may be moments when I find myself on my knees begging to serve. Watch for that
moment.
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... Conversing with the Lover of Vraja . . .

Each and every syllable

discharging oceans of sweetness

swelling with the purest honey-nectar of rasa

Sri Radhike!

When will I ever hear such talks of Yours

from close by?

—Radha-rasa-suddha-nidhi

We are usually so busy that we don’t even notice we weren’t able to read books
like this in the past. Now, we might also fail to appreciate that this “little” gain is
worthwhile: “I slowed down and was able to hear the nectarean music of Krsna con-
sciousness.” After a class last week, a serious devotee asked me, “When I read about
Krsna's flute, there is no way I can relate it to any experience. What can I do?” I want
to be able to answer such questions from my own experience and realization.

;"

I have to become more humble. You say you want to improve chanting? Then
the most essential element is trnad api sunicena . . . For example, guruship is a great
responsibility. You cannot goof off and be silly with hundreds of people expecting
you to guide them in the most important way. There are many ways to be a silly ass;
you have to strive to avoid them.

But humility doesn’t mean being focused on yourself as grave, as guru. You have
to be able to laugh (or cry) at yourself. Humility includes being a well-loved servant
of the devotees. It means not indulging in sensual or mental gratification. It means
not living only for yourself.

Think of what it means to be humble. If you have no idea and no practice, then
how can you chant the holy name? How can you read in that mood?

»

One thing I would like to write of is Prabhupada talking about the sahajiyas in
1976. I heard it on a tape this morning. I felt annoyed that a few of the ISKCON lead-
ers seemed to be setting Prabhupada up to “kill” a deviant group. The leaders them-
selves did not seem fair or even learned about what it meant to hear and chant the
Tenth Canto pastimes of Krsna. Still, with all those possible distortions of time,
place, and persons, Prabhupada gives a heavy warning against the prakrta-sahajiyas.
He emphasizes that hearing Krsna’s rasa-lil is for liberated persons.
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There are different statements to this effect in Prabhupada’s books. Sometimes
Prabhupada writes liberally that the hearing of Krsna's madhurya pastimes will cure
our material disease. Other times, he states that we should not hear madhurya-lila
until we are completely cured of the disease. If hearing is properly guided as in the
Krsna book, and if the hearers are at least qualified by following the rules and
regulations and by being serious in Krsna consciousness, then Prabhupada allows it.
“We have not taken a vow to boycott the gopis.” In Prabhupada’s quick response to
the “sahajiya menace” in 1976 in L.A., he criticized people who didn’t follow the
rules and regulations and who were interested only in hearing about the rasa dance
in order to support their own illicit sex.

Prabhupada’s morning walk in 1976 has a historical context. It cannot exactly be
applied to devotees now, more than sixteen years later. Those very same devotees
who were condemning inquiry into the Tenth Canto, and who were citing to
Prabhupada the reference that we should not read past the First and Second Cantos
until we become free of material desire—those same devotees are now sixteen years
older. It may be that they have studied the first nine cantos of the $rimad-
Bhagavatam and are ready for the Tenth. It may be that if Prabhupada were present
and they approached him now, not with the aim of lynching a group who were
misusing their new-found curiosity in Krsna consciousness, but to sensitively in-
quire about rasa, he might have responded differently than the impromptu smash-
ing he gave the “Gopi Bhava” club in 1976.

Some of the points that Prabhupada made were no doubt in the category of per-
manent instructions. For example, one should be very careful not to listen to
Radha-kunda babajis who disagree with the conclusions of Bhaktisiddhanta Saras-
vatl Thakura. There are still babajis at Radha-kunda who propagate conclusions
opposed to the conclusions of Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati Thakura. Prabhupada’s
warning still stands. But we can study the bona fide teachings of Bhaktisiddhanta
Sarasvatl Thakura, who is favored by Radharani, whose teachings are described in
his pranama-mantra as “enriched in the conjugal mellows of Krsna consciousness,”
and who is a follower of Riipa Gosvami. The time has come that we may under-
stand with proper guidance Prabhupada’s teachings in the fourth chapter of Adi-lila,
the eight chapter of Madhya-lila, and most of the Antya-lila.

3

I can’t tell of that round I just chanted because it was devoid of krsna-katha. Some
things were better today, like when Sarvesh asked me to help him write his term
paper on the history and literary value of the Vedas. Or when Samika Rsi asked me,
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“What is siddha-pranali? Is it required for one to go back to Godhead, or can you learn
all that when you enter the spiritual world?” I repeated to him Srila Prabhupada’s
criticism of the so-called siddha-pranali, but I told him he would have to know who
he was before he could serve Krsna directly in Goloka Vrndavana. These were some
of my better moments today, although it meant being interrupted by meetings.
Y

Unlike Shack Notes, I seem to be waiting for a particular mood before I can write. I
keep thinking that I have to first build up credit before I can spend it in the writing.
But that’s not true, is it? Shouldn’t I go on living and writing in any mood? There is
the example of the expert dancer who dances even on a hill. The unqualified dancer
reported that he did not perform his art. “Why not?” “Because there was a hill.”

Don’t be so distrustful of yourself that if an hour goes by without reading, you will
have to cancel your contract to write about your study retreat. Don’t doubt your in-
tentions so much. Just try to describe whatever little drops you can capture from the
ocean of bhakti.

January 20, 1:30 A.M.

I am not waiting until I look cute or have fresh tilaka on my forehead. Later I'll
bathe and dress, but now . . . Srila Prabhupada told me that although it is all right to
prepare my lectures in advance, I should be ready to speak at a moment’s notice.
Prabhupada, you know I love you. You know you saved me from hell. You know,
Srila Prabhupada, that we are born miecchas and have deviation and quarrel in our
blood. You wait for me patiently. You had to be stern. I am working my way back.

1 9

Cintamani-prakara-sadmasu kalpa-vrksa . . .1 wake with the strains of Jagadisa
Goswami’s melody in my mind. I want to hear it again as he sang it in Prabhupada’s
room on the anniversary of his disappearance this year. They asked me to do the
arati. 1 blew the conch in long, sustained “trumpet” sounds filled with feeling.
Someone said that that time in the room (1991) changed his life permanently. I
thought to myself, “Permanently? How can you say? Time will test you.”

Keep going. Worship your Lord. First offer dandavats. Pray to Prabhupada and then
to the parampara, going back through the acaryas to Krsna. I try, but I become restless
before I reach Yavat and Nandagram. What? No time to think of Krsna milking the
cows and blowing on His flute? No time to think of Radha swooning in happiness
when She hears His flute song? “Well,” I think, “better get to actual japa. Start
counting them. I'll think of Yavat later.”
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Cartoon: A boat on the water. One big smoke stack, smoke blowing eastward. Two
stick figures on desk. One asks, “Where are we now?” The other replies, “Just keep
going.” Far to the left we see the word “Goloka” surrounded by effulgence.

. L 7

Caution and greed.

n

Greed don’t mean eating sweet balls and muffins. You can’t digest so much, and
Prabhupada said, “An old man can’t eat too little and a young man can’t eat too
much.”

Prabhu, I like to hear you say “Prabhupada said.” You say, “A young man can’t eat
too much!” Do I have a young man in me too?

Sure you do. We're all young boys.

‘ Y

On my tenth round, I drowsed. Better quit for now. I'll be back. Know who you
are. Pure devotees with ruci don’t do as you do. Their taste is not distracted by other
thoughts that come into the mind. It is Krsna they think of, and Radha, in the com-
bined names, Radha and Krsna.

I advise you to keep distant from so much mail when you want to chant. I know
those other thoughts are sometimes useful in service, but they do frighten away the
birds of harinama that were resting in your tree. “You invited us to chant and then
you got distracted. You disappoint us. But we are coming to expect it.”

You know those “home programs” in ISKCON congregational life where Indians
and others come together for kirtana, lecture, and prasadam? Often there is more so-
cial mixing than anything else. It is beneficial in any case, since a sannydsi speaker is
usually present, and the meal is offered to Krsna and honored as prasidam. But
mainly it’s socializing. Well, my japa is something like that. The deep purpose is
missing.

I can’t keep awake.

Krsna and Radha appear in Their names. It’s the hardest thing to do, to control
the mind. It's like trying to control the wind. So you try to stimulate your attraction
to Krsna by hearing of Him.

Woman trying to attract a man: she walks by in his mind. Sleep visits him and
throws a fistful of “sand” in his eyes. He starts thinking sleep is good, it is wakeful-
ness which is violent and unnatural. No. . . I don’t want to slide over. Sleeping is a
wasteof . ..
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That man has his head forward, leaning toward his chest. I don’t know what we
can do for him. Give him a spoon of Chyavan Prash. He needs krsna-bhakti, but you
have to stay awake to take it.

1 ¥

Maharaja’s accents, expressions, how he sometimes softly claps his hands. “Rad-
hika says, ‘I don’t remember anything of what Krsna did with Me. I don’t remember.
I know We met, but I was in such a state then that I can’t remember it. Going to see
Krsna was like wandering on a dark, moonless night. Meeting with Him was like
seeing the sudden flash of lightning in the dark. It has blinded Me and left Me in
even deeper darkness. But I am feeling great separation from Him.’

“Syamala then says, ‘Radhi, You should go again to Your prema-guru and He can
teach You what You say You have forgotten.’

“Radha says, ‘O Syamala-sakhi, you are so brilliant. You remember everything. So
you should go to Krsna.’

“Syamala says, ‘I have come to see You this morning just to bathe in prema-
sarovara (the ocean of prema which is Radha’s love for Krsna).””

. 2

Maharaja encouraged me to repeat in my own words what I have heard from
him.

Mother Yasoda is worried that Krsna seems to be growing thinner every day. How
will He grow stronger and wiser? So Yasoda calls Paurnamasi and asks her what to
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do. “My son doesn’t eat anything I cook. He just picks at it indifferently. But I have
heard that Jatila’s daughter-in-law has received a benediction from Durvasa Muni
that whatever She cooks will be delicious and give long life and power to whoever
eats it. Therefore I want Radha to come here and cook for Krsna. I have loved
Radhika as my own daughter ever since Her birth. Can you arrange for this,
Paurpnamasi?”

Paurnamasi says, “Jatila is very quarrelsome. She will take it as a lowering of her
prestige to send her daughter-in-law to you at your request. But I will try to arrange
it.”

Kundalata went on behalf of Mother Yasoda. When Jatila heard the request she
became furious. “Yasoda should send her daughter-in-law to my house! I won’t send
Radha there.”

Then Yoga-maya went to Yavat. Jatila and the young gopis all came out and wor-
shiped her feet. Paurnamasi returned the blessings. “May you be blessed with your
desires.” For Ridha this meant, “May Krsna come under Your control.” Radhika
and Her companions smiled and returned to their rooms.

Then Paurnamasi said to Jatila, “Are you all right?”

Jatila replied, “No, some of my cows have died and my son has no child, so I am
unhappy. My wealth isn’t as great as Nanda-babi, or Vrsabhanu, so I pray to you to
give me all these.”

“Oh, you want my blessing? I have heard that Vrajarani sent a message to you
and you rejected her request. That is why your cows have died. And I see in my
meditation that if you don’t carry out Yasoda’s orders, then all 'your cows will die
and everything will be spoiled. If you give Yasoda her request, you will have every-
thing: a grandson, wealth, cows, and so on.”

Then Jatila ordered Kundalata to tell Ridha She could go to Yasoda’s house to
cook. Kundalata says, “I told Her but She said, ‘I will not go in any case. I am not a
cooker of anyone. So I shall not go. They abuse Me, especially my mother-in-law,
that I have an affection for some black person. I don’t want to see His face. I will
never go.””

Jatila thought if Radha didn’t go, then Paurnamasi’s predictions would come true,
so Jatila requested all the sakhis to convince Radha. Jatila also heard that Yasoda had
many gold ornaments and would give them to Jatild. This made Jatila’s mouth wa-
ter. \

The gopis requested Radha, but she still refused. In the end, she agreed.

(B
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Radha looks at Herself in a mirror. She thinks, “If Krsna sees this beauty, He will
be cheerful.” Rati-mafijari knows this inner mood of Radha. Rati dresses and deco-
rates Radhika.

In this mood, Radha, Rati, Lalita, Visakha and all the sakhis go to Nandagram.
Halfway there, they reach Ter Kadamba where Krsna is wrestling with the boys and
showing affection to the cows and calves. When Krsna sees the gopis he thinks,
“How shall I reach them?”

Lalita addresses Radha, “We should go by another path. This path is dangerous
because of that black boy. He is like a black snake who can bite.”

Radha says, “I am not afraid of Him. I will go by this path.” Krsna is milking on
the side of the path, waiting anxiously for the gopis to come near enough for Him to
do something. When they come close, Krsna squirts milk from the cow’s teat and
Radha’s face becomes white. All begin laughing.

;"

Tufted titmice fly onto snowy branches. New snow weighs down the evergreen
boughs. The neighbor’s young prince is pulled around on a plastic sled in his back-
yard. I feel a twinge in my eye, so I won't go for my walk today. A friend sent a new
medical book saying the source of headaches could be anger. “So when you feel the
first signs, stop and think. ‘Am I becoming angry? Why?’” Even if you can't trace
your anger, the doctor claims the headache goes away. Sounds too simple.

The breeze blows snow into the air. The path leads into the woods where my
summer shack is. I received a letter from a Christian whom I wrote to while I was in
Vrndavana. I had alluded to him that I was entering further into specifics of Radha-
Krsna worship and I tried to hint that this was much better than the impersonal
speculation he was indulging in. I also wrote him frankly that ecumenism didn’t
interest me so much anymore. Today he wrote back to tell me he has given up
impersonalism in favor of simple devotion to God the Father, as exemplified by
Christ. He is feeling new gratitude to Srila Prabhupada for teaching pure bhakti. He
wrote, “I want to become a Krsna conscious Christian.” He says that my speaking of
my own adventures in Vrndavana gave him “shivers.” Maybe he thought I was
saying I am becoming very advanced, so to correct that I wrote him today, “I have
come back to the West and discovered I have the same anarthas.”

Tufted titmouse, will you return?
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6:10 P.M.

I have to push myself to do this free-writing. Is it vaidhi or raganuga? Am1 a big
husky guy or am I skinny and sallow-faced? Who am I? When the body dies, can the
soul speak of its own journey as Narada directed him to do when the son of
Citraketu died, or the son of Srivasa?

It snowed a bit in the afternoon, just a few slow flakes. My headache gradually
eased and I was able to resume my reading of Nectar of Devotion. It has been a quiet
day. I hope to be better tomorrow. Nothing extraordinary may happen, but at least I
can keep going. That’s the important thing—not to stop. I may have the face of a
monkey, like a vanara assistant of Rama. Why do I think that? Why does that image
hover so palpably in the air?

n

O Vraja, I am so far away from you. Please, can I directly address someone? My
spiritual master, Srila Prabhupada? Don't say (who says?) that I cannot address any-
one because if I can’t, then I am utterly alone. And God doesn’t want me to feel that
way.

It is cold out. That means a bottle of whiskey for some, or crime—the jagged panes
of anger. All are told, “Love God and be kind to others.” What can it mean to some-
one shivering in the cold of illusion? There are millions of cities—all bigger than
that little dirt town of Vrndavana in Uttar Pradesh, India. Vrndavana has poor elec-
trical lines—sometimes they glow and flames shoot out—it has no central heating; it
is an insignificant place. But from our viewpoint, Vrndavana is the hub of the
world. Boston is not the hub, or Chicago, or New York or Los Angeles or London,
Paris, Moscow. A small town named Vraja is the hub.

When that earth tremor occurred, all the Vraja-vasis started shouting, “Radhe!
Radhe!” and running to the Yamuna. They took it as a divine manifestation of
prema-bhakti and were ready to die in some lild. The poverty and elegance of New
York City are appalling and ignorant compared to Vrndavana.

»
January 21, 1:10 A.M.

Tambula is also known as pan or betel. The mafijaris prepare it by finding the fresh
leaf, putting spices on it, and then folding it into a cone. Respectable Vaisnavas don’t
eat it nowadays, at least not where I come from. But in India it is a little different.
We are so far away from the traditions. One day we were sitting with Maharaja and
a follower presented him with a tambula leaf. He broke it into small pieces and gave
us each a bit. I put mine in my mouth and since I avoid chewing leaves (even tulasi
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leaves) because they stick in my teeth, I took it out while no one noticed. Later a
brother said to me, “That was a first-time experience, eating tambula. What did you
think of it?” I had nothing to say.

.

“Dear Lord of the bhaktas, I don’t want to go back to Godhead leaving behind the
poor fools.” That’s what Prahlada said. But Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati Thakura also
said we should ignore the demons, as is befitting a madhyama preacher. Mixing with
demons only increases their ridicule of the Supreme Lord, “thus further deterior-
ating their polluted existence.” The preacher should avoid imitating the Lord’s
pastimes of apparently hating the demons and he should avoid them because “there
is danger that his mind will become bewildered by such association [of powerful
atheists]” (Bhag. 11.2.46 purport). So the Vaisnava preacher meditates how to save
envious people, but he discriminates in how he gives them mercy.

We follow directions like these. Tricky decisions have to be made constantly
along the way. Mahajano yena gatah sa panthah.

I pray my hesitating pen will find the right course.

But what conviction do I have that today will be any different than yesterday?
What hope that I will become that much more advanced? Partly I could tell myself,
“Have faith in the process itself.” We all have to have that. Then I could tell myself
to apply myself more. Reading sacred texts will have a good effect. As for making
huge, quantam leaps ahead, why should I expect it to be so easy? Prayer is prayer.
When it is sincere, it always seems to bring us back to the beginning stage. We have
to admit we are struggling to remember Krsna, that we don’t really love Krsna, and
we have to beg for tears of remorse. Our goal is to one day assist Krsna’s intimate
associates. We need to practice more and more.

Pray to serve, and serve, and serve. I heard Srila Prabhupada say with convic-
tion—and experience—in his voice, “The preacher is not afraid to go to heaven or
hell for Krsna. He will go to hell to preach.” The devotee-preacher will do whatever
Krsna wants; he takes the holy names and distributes them to everyone he meets.

For me, this preaching spirit should be nondifferent than my internal cultivation.
They are both ultimately part of the same state. They are both part of spontaneous
love. Neither preaching nor prayer is external. Bhaktivinoda Thakura prays, “My
offenses ceasing, taste for the name increasing, when in my heart will your mercy
shine? . . . When kindness to all beings will be appearing, with free heart forget
myself comforting, Bhaktivinoda in all humility prays, now I will set out to preach
Your order sublime” (Kabe ha’be bolo, verses 1, 8).
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Vrndavana is the place to become Krsna conscious, the best place to relish Krsna

consciousness. It is what we hope for those to whom we give free meals at our
“Food for Life” booths.

Japa report

While chanting early this morning in the perfect quiet, I began to hear the far-
away drone of a small-engined airplane. I wondered, “How could such a small plane
fly at 3:00 A.M. over an unlit area?” Then I thought of the lonely pilot in the cockpit.
Somehow, I too am hovering high above, lost, not focused.

I don’t think and feel when I chant. I get up and restless, turn on the light. A verse
from Padyavali: Krsna’s tricky flute music stuns the gopis. They leave their homes
without consideration of family or protection. But I wonder, “What has that got to
do with me chanting my fourth round?”

The purpose of this written “report” is not to hit myself on the head. Poor japa is
punishment in itself. I am thinking of my thoughtful Godbrothers who also work to
improve their japa, and of younger devotees who look to us for a sign. How can we
help each other?

I have no doubt in the process, but for myself, I can’t seem to focus. I wander like a
little plane in the sky with no worthy mission, it seems.

“Why fly at this hour? You're just an amateur. You have no radar. There is no-
thing you can do that can’t be accomplished better by the big jets. Why don’t you
come down and stop disturbing our sleep?”

That pilot won't listen. He must fly. He’s a vaidhi-bhakta. He is deeply impelled by
something beyond himself.

I ask forgiveness. “Where am I in comparison to the all-auspicious chanting of
the holy name of Lord Narayana?” (Bhdg.6.2.34). Srila Bhaktivinoda Thakura says,
“I fall at the Lord’s feet having taken this mahi-mantra” (Arunodaya-kirtana).

' n

Olympic decathalon: they go from swimming long distance, to running cross-
country, to leaping hurdles, to lifting weights. We have our own devotional deca-
thalon—our japa and prayers and reading and kirtana and writing . ..

So what do you want, a gold medal? Radhe! I hear Prabhodananda Sarasvati’s
verses of glorification. I want to hear more and more, to go on hearing even when I
travel in airplanes, even when I am walking or meeting others or alone in my van
in Europe. I want to hear how Radha plays a duet with Sri Krsna, She on vina and
He on flute, as They sit on the banks of the Yamuna. I want to hear how Ridha’s

58



mafijaris want nothing else but to stay near Her forest cottage and to hear the soft
tinkling of Her bracelets as She speaks softly to Madhava.
Y

Not waiting for inspiration, no time left in this life for studying Sanskrit, not
much use left for English structures either.

My morning sadhana practice is like practicing jump shots in a big empty gym-
nasium. I used to practice those one-handed jump shots until I got good at it, but I
was always too short and too shy to be a “jockstrap” in my high school days. Ah, if
only I had known of devotion to Radha and Krsna then. If only I had known the
protection of my guru. What a wasted youth! So now in the swiftly diminishing
hours of my life, I burn a candle and wish I could pray. To become a deer living in
Vraja, or a peacock messenger, something connected to matijari service, to guru-seva.
Thank you, Gurudeva, for rescuing me. Please allow me, O Lord of the senses, some
life duration and concentration on chanting and hearing the most splendid pas-
times, beyond all study; let me practice my Radha-Krsna mantras and one day please
You in a simple way.

n

Raghunatha dasa Gosvami said that every creeper, every tree, every creature in
Vrndavana is an eternal associate of Radha-Krsna. They help Radha and Krsna’'s lila
of meeting. I bow to them all and desire the dust of their feet.

Maharaja said that he heard from a reliable source about a man who came to Vrn-
davana to do sadhana and bhajana. This man used to pass stool in the groves. But
once when he sat down, he heard a sweet voice saying, “What are you doing here? I

am doing devotional service for Srimati Radharani and you are so shameless? You
are passing stool here?” The man did not answer but felt ashamed. He realized that
every creeper in Vrndavana is a devotee. He bowed down and cleaned the area.
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So many things are seen in Vrndavana. If we want to do bhajana there we should-
not see faults in the residents of Vraja. Lord Caitanya Mahaprabhu warned devotees
not to live for many days in Vrndavana because they will commit offenses. They
will think the residents ignorant fools. We should offer pranamas to all.

‘When Sanatana Gosvami went from village to village, he would ask people,
“How are you? Your sons are better? Your daughters and wife?” He collected all the
news even though he had no relation with such worldly matters. Raghunatha dasa
Gosvami said, “If I am invited to Dvaraka or Vaikuntha, I will never go, but I will
go to the doors of the vrajavasis and hear of their family matters. I will take the rem-
nants of their food, even dry rotis. I will be in Vrndavana, in Radha-kunda, and
never go anywhere else.”

Maharaja spoke in this mood one night in Bombay, but I had forgotten about it
until just now when in my room in Stroudsburg, I heard the tape. I cannot estimate
Vrndavana or appreciate it, but at least I can hear the praises spoken by the devotees
of Vrndavana. Maharaja wants us to hear, not only some nebulous descriptions of
Vrndavana spoken by those without love; he wants us to hear of the aprakrta realm,
the place one can apparently travel to today.

, Y
Reading remarks

Bhaktivinoda Thakura’s “Ripanuga-bhajana-darpana is filled with crucial inform-
ation on rasa, all worth memorizing. Am I capable of that? Write it on index cards?

The joy of reading—you advocate finding that ]oy even though you don’t put in
such long hours searching for it yourself.

Without regular reading, how do you expect to recall Krsna’s Vraja pastimes?
And if those pastimes are not on your mind, then what is? You know.

I have to use my eyes to read. The optician said my vision is like 40-80, but with
glasses, I see 20-20. He gave me a glossy pamphlet about glaucoma and other eye
diseases with hard-to-pronounce names and told me they are likely to come with
old age. If one is not careful, one can gradually become blind, but even for one who
takes good care of his eyes, the light will gradually dim. When this happens to me, I
will be forced to listen to others reading. And if my hearing goes, I will be dependent
on my memories. Ultimately, I can just touch the lotus feet of the Vaisnavas and
run my fingers over the stones in the dhama. I can just smell the air and feel the
breeze and try to remember as long as my mind allows.
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Krsna, I want to be Your devotee as the $astras direct. I want to follow the new
indications. A friend reads what I am doing and says, “Who can begrudge you for
this attempt at entering the ocean of nectar . . . Seems to me you are attaining a sort
of spiritual ‘puberty.””

2

Make a setting for another early rising. It is the way of the Vaisnava saints and I
will follow them. A mat is placed before the altar. Matches, incense, candles, pic-
tures, japa-mala, the room itself is solitary, the house quiet . . . The scene is set with
external details, but the bhava-seva, the inner arcand, cannot be substituted by creat-
ing an atmosphere. You must have heart, attention, prayers of contrition.

The page and pen await me too. As in japa, so in writing, the pen is merely the
medium: there must be a person praying to gurudeva, praying to Prabhupada, “Please
accept me. Give me the taste of my unworthiness. Please give me the holy name.
Keep my greed to hear of Radha-Krsna alive. May I write from bhava-seva. May I
write from anything you like, whatever is serviceable.”

n
January 22, 1:15 A.M.

I dreamt of undergoing many hardships while living on a farm. It started out
with me searching for my candana piece in my siici kit. Then there was no light and
no mirror to see if I was applying my tilaka neatly to my forehead. The cows were
wild and dirty. The man in charge assured me that when this new farm got organ-
ized in the future, I would be recognized for my spiritual qualities.

Out of this dream, where to go? Mentally stumbling, I splash my face with cold
water. Can I wash those thoughts away with the shock of the cold water hitting my
face? I am so far away from Vrndavana.

Remember how at the Krsna-Balarima Mandira guesthouse, the floor is made
from Indian cement. There was no rug and every time I moved the wooden chair at
my desk, it made a loud scratching sound. I kept thinking I must be waking every-
one up on that floor. What could I do? I tried writing anyway, and sometimes it
worked, although I filled some pages with the sound of pigeons flapping their
wings. I was trying to get beyond the externals, although I know I didn’t always
succeed.

The sastras are vital to my life. They are the key to leaving behind my dreams and
the pigeons and to entering the association of the rasika Vaisnavas. I have so many
unnecessary demands, but one sincere moment with the $astras, or the sincere offer-
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ing of dandavatas, or the sincere recitation of prandma-mantras, can take me beyond
those demands.

I will not be saved simply by returning to Vrndavana. I have to prepare myself to
meet the same obstacles and probably new ones, and to practice deep, purifying sad-
hana. How can I engage my mind and senses in Krsna consciousness and awaken
bhava? This retreat is supposed to give me some practice at that.

»

Lord Caitanya wandered in the Radha-desa portion of Bengal thinking He was
headed for Vrndavana. That is sannydsa. “As Sri Caitanya Mahaprabhu was en route
to Vrndavana, all the ecstatic symptoms became manifest, and He did not know in
which direction He was going, nor did He know whether it was day or night” (C.c.,
Madhya 3.10).

“Still in His ecstasy, the Lord began asking Advaita Acarya, ‘Why did you come
here? How did You know that I was in Vrndavana?’

“Wherever You are, that is Vrndavana’” (C.c., Madhya 3.32-33).

Srila Prabhupada states that Vaisnava sannydsa means going to Vrndavana. It is
not a matter of a formal change of dress, it is service to Mukunda. Sannyasa is for
preaching. The preacher, Sri Caitanya Mahaprabhu, sought out Krsna’s land instinc-
tively in so much ecstasy that He did not bother to consult maps. We signify this
mood by taking taking a sannyasa-mantra, recited three times a day, aspiring to be-
come the disi of Srimati Radhika. These are the inner meanings of sannydasa.

Why do I state them again? I am prodding myself. I am trying to make a political
argument against those who don’t think a sannyasi should go to India or reside in
Vraja-dhama. I am making propaganda with my greatest opponent—myself. Tell
him will you?—Oh my dear Satsvariipa, “do not be afraid. Go to Vrndavana, for
there you will attain all things.” (C.c., Adi 5.195)

(A friend wrote me? “The air is filled with caution and delight. It makes me want
to say to you—go to India as much as possible. . . you've got to get more now. . .
otherwise, what chance is there for fools like me. . .”)

And don’t forget this one—“My dear friend, if you are indeed attached to your
worldly friends, do not look at the smiling face of Lord Govinda as He stands on the
bank of the Yamuna at Kesi-ghata” (BRS 1.2.239, quoted in C.c., Adi 5. 224).

n

I am telling about the scraping chair in my room at the guesthouse—and I want to
mention the heat of summer and my headaches and my losing weight. Sometimes I
was too tired to move. There are so many diseases to be caught there, although I

63



Beg, borrow, or steal to get the nectar of the name. I will be back for more; there is
hope. I can simply chant and hear, driving single-mindedly into the place of no
return, the place where I will simply hear like a madman. Krsna takes pity on the
lost fool trying to chant harinama.

3

Stumbling on the Sanskrit of Radha-rasa-suddha-nidhi from 4:00 to 4:30 A.M. I am
recording it so I can hear it later on the plane. The authors often say, “When will I
be able to accompany Radha to Her tryst, or when will I fan Her or speak on Her
order in this way?” As for me . .. I am tired of apologizing for my presence . . .

Reciting the sublime verses is good for me. Despite my skeptical nature, and my
selfishness, bad qualities, and doubts, surely it does me good to chant and hear of the
splendid activities of Radhika:

Bowing and touching Your feet
a festival of rasa for Govinda
deep-hued like the blue lotus. . .
—To go and submit Your messages to Him
—To go and clean up
Your most pleasant solitary bower-houses
—To bring and offer flower garlands, sandal paste,
perfumes, luscious betel and divine drinks
O sole deliverer of rasa!
When will I ever become Your maidservant
fit for running so many errands for You?
—S&ri Radha-rasa-suddha-nidhi, verse 61
n
Krsna played the purohit (brahmana boy priest) at the Surya worship. No one could
recognize Him due to His disguise. No one recognized Madhumangala either. Jatila
brought her daughter-in-law to worship the sun god, and she was very impressed by
the beautiful brahmana boy who refused to accept any alms and who said He could
not touch her daughter-in-law because He was a strict brahmacari. He chanted man-
tras and Radha responded, but the Sanskrit had double meanings by which Riadha
was able to worship Krsna through the so-called worship of the sun god.
When the pija was completed, Jatila offered the priest some gold and laddus, but
He refused. Madhumangala, however, stepped forward and said, “I am His assistant,
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I can take it. He does not have a good stomach for digestion, so He cannot take.”
Madhumangala took the gifts and tightened them in a knot in his gamcha.

Then Krsna went to Kusuma Sarovara where all His gopa friends were waiting. It
was now midday and they sat around Krsna for taking prasadam. They sat in many
rows around Krsna, and each boy thought Krsna was only with them, exchanging
and laughing only with them.

Madhumangala sat gravely in their midst, not giving or taking. He was guarding
his treasures (from the Surya-p#;iz) with a stick in his hand. Baladeva guessed that
Madhumangala must have something. He said to the other gopas, “Do like this.” So
Subala and Sudama came up from behind Madhumangala, pushed him and took
his laddus and gold. They passed it around and divided it up. Madhumangala be-
came furious and like Durvasa, took his brahmana thread in his hand. He said, “I
will curse you all! I will go and complain to Kamhsa Maharaja. I am a brahmana!”
- Then he began to cry.

Krsna then fell at the feet of His brahmana friend and asked forgiveness. Krsna
brought more yogurt and laddu and they all played together.

Raghunatha Gosvami prays, “May 1, Sri Radhika, be Your aid in these Surya-piija
pastimes and carry the ingredients for the arcani? May I always be with You and
when You order, I will take off Your ring, and whatever You order just by Your eyes,
I will do. Please be merciful and allow me to write my name in the register of Your
ddsis so I may taste all these pastimes and see them with my own eyes.”

. 2

It is exactly 32° Fahrenheit. The sun is shining. Time to go out for a walk. I have
full support from my friends to go on writing. My editor says I sounded melancholic
in the last chapters of Pilgrimage, written just before having to leave Vrndavana. I
am mining it now. Looking out the window at a beer bottle thrown on dead leaves.
In Vrndavana it was just as bad—I couldn’t even get up to look out the screened
porch because it was likely I would see monkeys fornicating. I had to turn within . . .

I am not afraid of the world, but I don’t enjoy it. I seek out like-minded friends or
I seek out solitude.

The air is for breathing; it is a gift of God. Before I go, Lord of my life, let me see
You in my heart. Let me see You in every atom. Draw me to Your abode.

»

Seems like a stricter criteria now. Not anything that passes through my mind is
worthwhile. And what the senses perceive—like the Bush and Coor beer cans
strewn in the woods where I walk, indicating night beer-drinking (also indicated by

66



the tire tracks), or the neighbors’ dogs barking—so many things are not worthwhile.
But neither can I claim that my reality is focused on Vraja. So a question is, “Should
I write only of Vraja, or is that untrue to my present experience? And if you want to
admit more of your actual experience, then where do you begin and where do you
cut it off?”

It is good to admit shortcomings, such as the perfunctory way I bow before the
plate of bhoga and say three pranama prayers. I was doing that better before I went to
Vrndavana. I was praying with thinking-words to Prabhupada to please take the
offering so that I wouldn’t be eating sense gratification but krsna-prasadam. I asked
him to make my prayer to him more significant to me than my eating, my relishing
with the tongue to fill my belly. Please make spiritual love more important.

Then somehow—I don’t blame it on Vrndivana or what I learned there—but
somehow, I have become a bit confused about speaking to Prabhupada to accept the
food. I have lost my patience and simple faith in this act. It is due to a lusty tongue
and impatience. I dismiss the time needed to pray and tell myself, “After you say
this prayer, you can do more important rasika duties than this offering. You will be
forgiven if you don’t do this offering carefully.”

So writing which exposes some defect like this is useful: You need simple acts of
devotion (patrarir puspari phalari toyari) if you want to go on to rarer acts.

I think I may have become confused, thinking I can’t pray to Prabhupada like that
in his sadhaka form. I have to hear more about it. Who eats? Previously, my prayer
was simpler, less demanding in terms of theology. It is not “Christian” or “vaidhi”
(although it may be called neophyte). It is not rasika, unless you count the rasa of sub-
mission and hope in that category: “I don’t know how to do these things, but please
accept this food. They made it for me, but I want to offer it to you, just as when I
sometimes worked for you, Prabhupada, in the days when I was your servant.”

I don’t want to abandon these moods and memories.

n

I don't think there is a great mystery at work here. I have so little to say; I am just
a tiny devotee. Inner censors continue to carp at me.

I would like to prove those censors wrong. They think that my attempt to write
more freely and to pour out in my writing is a waste of time. They tell me I have no
depths to plumb. But I want to exhaust myself to the point of surrender. I want to
run out of words so that the Lord will teach me what to say. I surrender.

1 9
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Madhu and I just read the swing pastimes of Radhiki and Krsna. It reminded me
of Jhulana-yatra in our temples. At Giti-nagari, we take Radha Damodara outdoors
to swing. It is more than vaidhi-bhakti. Now, having read these lilas, I will be able to
attend Jhulana-yatra with more understanding. By hearing Krsna-bhavanamrta, I will
see a red worm and think of the red on the gopis’ feet. Who can see blue flowers and
not think of Krsna? Who can see goldenrod or black-eyed susans and not think of
Radha?

n

There is a wonderful communication going on between Srila Prabhupada and his
avid, serious readers. Srila Prabhupada delivers faith in Krsna and the experience of
Krsna consciousness. His readers receive it wholeheartedly. They can attest to his
mercy in their lives which they in turn, dedicate to Srila Prabhupada.

Srila Prabhupada does more than point in Krsna’s direction. He gives more than
academic knowledge. He gives more than spiritual knowledge. Only his readers
know what he gives them, and they share it with one another. They also desire to
share it with the whole world by taking his books into the streets of the world and
distributing them to everyone.

There has been abuse by persons citing the authority of Srila Prabhupada’s books.
There have been quarrels between those who differ as to what Srila Prabhupada
actually meant. But Prabhupada’s wonderful gift will persist and be available to
future generations. That gift exists in private reading where it creates faith and in-
timacy with Prabhupada, and understanding of Prabhupada’s presentation of Krsna.

As devotees read more in Gaudiya Vaisnavism, and as more books become avail-
able to us in translation, there is a tendency to compare what Srila Prabhupada
wrote to what the commentators said in their original writings. There is a science of
Krsna, and Srila Prabhupada did not invent it. He comes to us as a representative of
parampard. Yet when we read him, we come away with his understanding. When we
explain the science, we have to account for why Srila Prabhupada said things exactly
the way he did, why he simplified certain points, why he omitted other points, or
why he gave a particular expression with an emphasis that may differ from the pre-
vious acaryas.

This should not be a cause for bewilderment. Reading privately, deeply, with
submission, opening up to him, making no critical comparisons—Krsna becomes
revealed to us. He settles deep within us. We become convinced.
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Prabhupada’s books carry this gift for each of us. I don’t ever want to lose this gift,
even in the name of searching for more thorough explanations of Gaudiya Vais-
navism. I want to regularly read him.

January 23, 1:17 A.M.

Expressing some dissatisfaction with your writing, you used the word “pose.” You
fear, deep down, that your rasika cultivation may be a pose. The dictionary calls this
“a sustained posture,” especially “one assumed for artistic effect, an adapted way of
speaking or acting. (The dictionary is heavy and wild—on my way to see pose, I saw
“prayerful” and “posthumously.”)

What do I mean? Rasika interest is not wrong, but I refer to a fear that I may be
deliberately “adapting it.”

' n

Which activity of mine suggests “pose”? Maybe the fact that you label yourself as
experiencing a period of “separation,” like a person in official mourning.

I 'am impatient with myself, desiring more honesty, more excellence—more good
results. But I have to accept my daily self too, and not rip up my sense of nistha.

I think I am are experiencing some waves of separation. I miss Narayana Maha-
rdja. But right now I don’t want to reach out—especially by telephone or by breaking
my solitude—to seek relief with a like-minded, influential friend. This is a time put
aside to hear within myself and to ask Prabhupada and to pray for answers.

One symptom of my restlessness is my desire to write more freely and openly. It is
a sign that I need to think.

1 2

Prabhupada, I read something in Pilgrimage that said the $iksa-guru is more a
friend, not one served out of fear. I don’t want to imply any criticism of you or my
love for you by that remark. You handled me expertly, with love and with the stern-
ness I needed. I worship that relationship. If things are a bit eased up with Narayana
Maharaja, that’s all right. There is nothing like the strong order you gave me, Srila
Prabhupada, which sustains me in all cases. You too are ready to receive me in a
spiritual sakhi friendship. But as you often pointed out, “Where is the question of
such all-liberated sakhi behavior and talk if we still have lust and envy? And where
is the preaching mood to save others?”

There is so much inner tension that it is hard to take. I do love Narayana Maha-
raja, and I am taking to the path he pointed out. Neither do I want to jeopardize my
relationship with Srila Prabhupada, call it vaidhi or whatever. Intellectually, I see no
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conflict, although there are definitely some differences, but emotionally, it is
sometimes difficult. This difficulty is on an unconscious level and is hard for me to
deal with.

9

I am not just looking for any old loosening up. I want a deepening. Send a signal
now to my unconscious selves: “Please meet and discuss the issue of possible con-
flict in my obedience to Prabhupada and my new love for Narayana Maharaja. Don’t
be afraid to discuss this. What have we to lose by being open and honest, at least
among ourselves?”

At the same time, perhaps I can discuss some of this openly with others or in the
writing, but I have to recognize that it is mostly an emotional issue, not an intel-
lectual conquest.

I don’t have enough time or energy, even on a retreat, to accomplish all I want to
do on a daily basis. Also, it seems there should be an element of relaxation here, too.
I don’t need to be all revved up, pushing the accelerator to the floor, reading,
reading, reading rasika books, Prabhupada’s books, writing books. And writing. And
throwing myself at the feet of the holy name. And writing. Trying to gain back the
weight I lost in India, trying to avoid headaches, resting, editing, answering at least
some mail . . . “Again I cannot chant with love.” |

2 2
After japa
We know you don’t chant attentive japa. You don’t have to tell us that.
’ 0

I read in Padyavali that Radha and the other gopis were disturbed when they first
saw Krsna by the Yamuna and He glanced at them. “Since that time, My heart is
always very agitated. It no longer allows me to do My household duties.” This
reminds me that those who have plunged into love of God are not exactly peaceful.
It is different than the santa-rasa meditation of the peaceful yogis in the Himalayas.

Unfortunately, my agitation is not like that.

I prayed in between a round to all the dciryas and to Radha-Krsna and to hari-
nama: “Please let me chant.” Prayer is one way to stop thinking so much of one’s
self-image. As a tiny, simple worker in this world, call out to God in His Names. “O
Holy Name, You alone can render all benediction to living beings.”

I played a tape of Srila Prabhupada singing but then thought he would rather I
simply heard the maha-mantra as I vibrate it with my own tongue.
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“O my Lord, Your holy name alone can render all benedictions . . . You have in-
vested all Your energies in Your holy name. . . unfortunate as I am . . .
Real progress is when I can break down crying, “I don’t want this crazy mind stuff.
I want to do better. I am sorry. Please teach me.”
n
Aho! Before I move into another frame of mind,
now while the rhythms of Radha-rasa-suddha-nidhi still
vibrate, say something, brother.
Indescribable, sweetness, my goodness! Allowing for
excesses in our translator, yet I like him,
and as for the nectar that is Ridha’s maid service,
just consider her sakhis speak so boldly they
don’t even worship God, they say
their Swamini’s service is desired but unattainable
for Narada, Siva and Sukadeva. . .

I think by intoning out-loud the Sanskrit

of delirious sober Prabodhananda Sarasvati who is
sakhi Tungavidya in eternal service,

I too am uplifted beyond service cares,

don’t care for lines in my forehead,

I just want to recite. That's greed—

and wish to hear it every day,

the rhythms of Radhika’s poet dancing,
outpouring his own mood of

dumbfounded wild. . .

Worship Her lotus feet, approached by worshiping
the lotus feet of Her maidservants, approached by
worshiping the lotus feet of the rasika-gurus,
the dust of the feet of all followers
of Lord Caitanya’s Riipa Gosvami.
Radha is approached by me and you
by worshiping the holy names.
L 9

71



9:15 A.M.

The air is foggy gray. The snow has melted off the roofs and from patches of earth.
If T stop to listen, I can hear the endless whoosh of the highway, can imagine the
rumble of wheels on concrete. If I stop to listen.

But I am tired. I consider this person I have to work with. There is a photo I keep
with others that tells me his story, at least in part. It is a snapshot taken the day our
group discovered Gauri-kunda and Maharaja sat with us there for a few minutes.
The picture shows Maharaja smiling, his face and body turned to one of the most
prominent brothers. I am on the left side, receiving no direct attention. The look on
my face is unmasked pain. It was a hard day. I am wearing a wet gamcha around my
neck, applying it sometimes to my head to stave off a headache.

Why does that person within me recoil at the necessity of being a “thief” to get
attention from Maharaja? Now that inner person has come with me to this quiet
retreat. He puts no pressure on me now. The words of one brother come back to me:
“When you go to your retreat, there is no pressure, no problem, but you don’t make
advancement.”

It isn’t true. In the end, I found a way to capture his attention, despite my lackings.
Maharaja says I am sincere. I am lean and thin, but I write books. I sent secret mes-
sages to Mahardja and went to see him on off-days with my assistant. We accepted
his food remnants; we made a contract with the servant of the rasika Vaisnava and
gave him an empty tiffin as well as things he needed for his service to his spiritual
master—raisins, containers, pens. You can’t buy love. But you can steal it.

I am savoring that stolen nectar now, alone. I call this “assimilation” and “separ—
ation.”

And I have to admit, I am enjoying my $anti, santi, omn $anti alone by the highway
in the gray winter fog.

. 3

Things to think over: why don’t we feel Prabhupada’s presence more? If I felt his
presence more, would I still be interested in taking siksa elsewhere?

Narayana Maharaja called me on that point the first time I inquired from him last
year. I asked, “In the absence of Srila Prabhupada, I find myself turning more to
caitya-guru. This seems normal to me.” He said, “I never once thought of this ques-
tion. Your gurudeva has not left. Pray to him. Supersoul is already taking care of you
and watching over you. Pray to your ever-present Prabhupada.”

The fault, dear Brutus, is in ourselves. But even if I say I feel Prabhupada’s
presence strongly, I think he wants me to hear from his friend and ease the ache of
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his absence in that way. I am dissatisfied with my mechanical japa. I am dissatisfied
with my preaching. I ache to love Krsna. I ache to hear of Radha-Krsna’s sweet pas—
times; I ache to experience the wonder of this new territory in my Krsna conscious—
ness which has been charted by the acaryas and which is the essence of Gaudiya
Vaisnava perfection. And the ache is to confirm all this with my dcarya, Srila
Prabhupada.

Y

After two days of trying to chant japa in the thick-cushioned rocking chair, I gave
it up. Now Isit on the floor. That's a gain.

1
Afternoon japa

What is it? It’s so subtle. Hold onto the sound of Hare Krsna, Hare Krsna. Hold it
in your mind. It is not like the breeze or the rain, not sensual like that. The mind is
more subtle.

The mind eats up plans, ruminating like a great beast. Recent impressions carry it
away.

My prayer is feeble. I utter my prayers and my inattentive japa at the base of
Tulasi’s table. She sees me chanting without attention, staring blankly.

. %

I “finished” my rounds for today, a bare sixteen. I also finished breakfast, a walk,
lunch, brushed my teeth. Tonight I'll swallow a spoonful of triphalla. Japa is one of
those things I do; it's part of my sadhana.

What is blocking me? Did I commit a serious offense to a Vaisnava? Did I split an
ant with a straw? Am I suffering some past life karma or is it something in this life I
have forgotten or that I refuse to face? We say atonement is unnecessary, but where
does that leave me?

There is a stone in the throat of my desire to love Krsna by serving His holy
names. Brothers and sisters, please pray for me to unlock this mystery. Let me be
free.

Do you doubt that anyone chants nicely? Do you look to see if they get bodily
transformations of ecstasy? No, no, I can’t know what they do or feel. That's not my
business. Bowing at the base of Tulasi’s table, please let me pray to remember Nama
Prabhu and to ask, “Please let me chant sincerely, as service. Let me know what I can
do to improve and give me the strength to do it.”

2
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5:00 p.M.

It came! Something from India. Why are you sitting here as if there is nothing to
say? On my desk was a parcel from California containing shoes, a book and letter
from New York, and a small envelope with no stamp at all. This was from India
from one of the devotees in our little group. It contained a tape of a meeting with
Nérayana Maharaja, December 22. I already had a copy of it. Then some beautiful
photos: the one on top was of the Siva-lifiga in a new dress, Gopisvara Mahadeva.
Another picture I recognized, “Pathway beside Govardhana,” with red flowers
blooming on the bushes. The path worn down by the feet of the parikramers.
Another photo of Govardhana with little rocks and stones piled up. A photo of
Sridama at Varhsivata where Sridima waited and waited for Krsna to return—and
where we went with Maharaja the day I felt the agony of envy and neglect.

With the pictures was a short note written on December 26:

“Things here are quiet. We went (my husband and I) to see Maharaja. Maharaja
was catching up on mail, and it is very cold. The Math was quiet and sombre (maybe
it's the weather). The flurry of activity that came with our visits seems to have died
down. I am feeling close to him, but obliged also to do some catching up on general
devotional duties. The study of the tapes and trying to get the transcripts ready is
essential now. But I don’t feel separate from him—even though that intensity isn’t
there. Like he said—we have to work on the nistha to create a foundation, only for
this.

“I'hope your experience is similar. It’s easy to slip back into a very general mood,
but immediately I feel some lacking—you may also experience something similar?
That lacking pushes us to try and particularize our understanding of bhakti. Al-
though we are trying to do so now individually, I find that Krsna helps, and guru
helps very much and it gives confidence.”

» .

I can’t comprehend the lilas, such as Krsna drinking honey with the gopis and their
becoming intoxicated. I have heard that great devotees like Laksmi-devi aspire to
enter the pastimes of Krsna with the gopis in Vrndavana, yet Laksmi is unable to
enter because she cannot relinquish her status as the opulent wife of Narayana.
Entering the Vraja mood means becoming an assistant of the gopis in Vrndavana.

I drink nectar although I have no knowledge, but still the experience is sweet. I
hear of the supramundane mahi-bhiva of Radha and Krsna without understanding,
but I pray for blessings. And I don't stop hearing. The confusion is due to identi-
fication with the mundane—with this male ego and body.
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I don’t feel this misidentification so strongly when I hear from Maharaja. Yet he
has asked us to study the rasika texts and commentaries on our own. Reading them
without Maharaja’s charming enactment of the lilds is much harder. I totter, but I
sense the benefit, so I continue. Let me at least remind myself, that Krsna, who be-
haves like a debauch in the kufijas with the gopis, is the supreme, original Person-
ality of Godhead. He is worshiped by all the great sages and dewvas, either in His form
as Krsna, or in one of His many Visnu-tattva expansions. He is the eternal, tran-
scendental, supreme Person who exists alone before creation, who alone sustains
creation by His energies and agents, and who after cosmic annihilation, remains
alone. When He desires to enjoy His own spiritual pleasure, He associates with His
dearest devotees, especially the gopis of Vrndavana led by Srimati Radharani. Krsna
gives the gopis cups of intoxicating honey and forces them with His glances, “Drink!
Drink! Drink!” It is the same Krsna.

January 24, 1:00 A.M.

In my dream, it was very important to have a gun. I lost a hand, but I had a gun.

I'm making such small gains it seems. When I slip into unconsciousness during
sleep, the dreams come. Most are devoid of Krsna. I have to wake up and piece it all
together again—my desire to be a devotee, my desire to investigate rasa, to talk it
out. I glanced into the other room to the table where S$rimati Tulasi-devi comes to
visit me every afternoon at 3:00. The japa puzzle comes to mind and I chant: Hare
Krsna, Hare Krsna, Krsna Krsna, Hare Hare. (I once read an interview with the poet,
William Carlos Williams, when he was seventy-nine years old, just before he died.
It ended with his wife showing the interviewer new editions of the poet’s works in
foreign languages, and Williams saying, “I'm alive! I'm alive!” Because I read that, it
comes back to me now.)

n

Yesterday I attempted to look more deliberately at what has happened in terms of
my relationship with Srila Prabhupada. As a result, I feel relief and a reconfir-
mation. I immediately wanted to tell some Prabhupada stories; I have known him
so long. He has always protected me. N othing can replace Prabhupada in my life.

And then in the afternoon, suddenly a little envelope with pictures. Do you know
the story of Sridamai at Varhsivata? Did I tell it before? Please listen. When Krsna
left for Mathura, Sridama accompanied Him as far as Varsivata. Krsna said He
would return by the next day, so Sridama decided to wait at Vamsivata until Krsna
returned. “Otherwise, I will die here,” he said.
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Krsna told Sridama not to worry, He would be back the next day or the day after.
But Sridama had to wait a long time. Today, there is a deity of Sridama at Varhsi-
vata, playing a flute and still waiting in acute separation, hoping Krsna will return
to Vraja.

When Sri Caitanya Mahaprabhu came to Vrndivana, He visited Vams$ivata and
called out to the deity and embraced him, “Sridima! I have come back.” Many other
great acaryas visited there in that mood.

So we shall have to wait while we perform our bhajana. Our gurudeva and the
scriptures have told us that if we chant the Hare Krsna mantra, Krsna will appear
and dance on our tongues. They have also told us, in the words of Sri Caitanya
Mahaprabhu, to “tell everyone you meet about Krsna.” In that way, Krsna will
always be with us.

But although sometimes we preach to please Prabhupada, and sometimes we stay
somewhere to try and improve our meditative japa, it still seems that Krsna is far
away. Why is that? Why doesn’t He come closer? It is because we do not chant
nicely. We commit nama-aparadha. So we go on chanting, just as Sridima went on
waiting, and we try to remain cheerful and patient.

There is also the story of Mukunda. Lord Caitanya stated that Mukunda had
displeased the Lord by attending Mayavada lectures. Therefore, Lord Caitanya said
that Mukunda would not be able to intimately associate with Him for millions of
births. When Mukunda heard this, he began to dance jubilantly, thinking that at
least at some point in the future, he would again be allowed into the association of
Lord Caitanya. Then Lord Caitanya embraced him.

We may have to wait longer than this one lifetime for the pure name to appear in
our hearts. In my case, the diary tells of what I'm doing while I'm waiting.

»
Japa talk

It seems advantageous to lead a simple life and to chant in that way. How is it
possible to chant nicely when a million thoughts press through your mind while
you are trying to chant? Of course, even in a quiet, mode of goodness dwelling, the
mind can be filled with extraneous thought. But as the Beatles used to sing, “Give
Peace a Chance.” The peaceful life is helpful.

t: 2

It was windy outside, but I didn’t notice it until after several rounds of japa.l

suddenly heard something bumping outside and realized it was the sound of the
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wind. Trees silhouetted against my dark window were swaying back and forth. Then
back to the holy names. '

A young devotee wrote that he’s been having a rush of serious troubles lately.
The immigration is threatening to deport him from the U.S., he’s being laid off at
work, he is being forced to consider marriage to avoid the deportation, and his
roommate is defecting from ISKCON. Yet through all this, he is becoming detached
and is taking shelter in Krsna’s names. “I am savoring simply hearing the syllables
of the mantra.” So one can be driven to that shelter—just the opposite of arranging
for a simple, quiet life.

Sometimes busy devotees with karma-kandiya inclinations, regard the chanting as
unimportant. The real world is for making money and for family life. Chanting,
they think, is for later in life. They think it would be irresponsible on their parts to
give time to the chanting when they have to provide a good standard of living for
their families. They say, “Besides, even if I wanted to . . . ” Or, “It just isn’t
possible ... ” Or, “There’s no time. I am cursed.”

I'should do better than that. But this is another sad predicament: the sannyasi who
cuts off the ties of family life, is given alms to live, secures himself a silent, protected
time for praying harinama—and is as distracted (almost) as the morning-rushing
worker. No, to tell the truth, the sannyasi is much better off. At least he is grateful.
He is even attached to this life of freedom from worldly care. But, pleased as he is
with the religious reclusive life, he understands that he is not a recipient of the full
mercy of the holy names.

Therefore, Krsna is pushing us all to cry for the mercy. Krsna, do not elude me, do
not avoid me. You have given me such nice facility. You give the karmi a pretty
wife, nice children, credit cards, and a passion to work. You have given me peace
and religious prestige. But we cannot allow ourselves to be “bought off” with Your
payment for our petty desires. We want You, we want pure service. We have tricked
ourselves and You can see this, Lord. So please, teach us what to do. Lead us to
surrender by the method You have prescribed for all souls in Kali-yuga.

If before I can taste the names, I have to pass through some scorching, dry period,
then let me do it and not fail. I have no strength to face such a task, but whatever it
takes, I want to do it. Be with me and lead me on, Prabhupada, you who gave the
Hare Krsna mantra to this fallen soul.



Aho! Aho! Radhe! I am not fit to utter
Radha japa, Radha-nama,

yet we say Hare Krsna Hare Rama.
I 'am not fit to hear yet my

spiritual masters allow it.

But be careful! Pray to drive out
the polluted male mentality.

In vain I tried to enjoy in this life—
curses on what it has done to me.
Never knew it would bar me

from rasa in Vrndavana.

Forget me and hear of Them;

pray to follow your guru maharija,

his path as a sakhi-gop1 leads you,

pray now as you hear

Tungavidya’s praises of Radha’s beauty.
Kana’s forceful enjoying of Radha
viewed through the lattice in the kusija by
- pure-hearted maidservants. When?

Will I be able to hear it and

not come under the dark cloud of my old passion?
Free me, Radh3,

by killing the demons in my chest.

I should not have spoken addressing

myself to You, but I am under the spell

of Prabodhénanda Sarasvati’s magic—
spinning firebrand dancer of rasa-prema he is,
and we’ve come within range of

his songs of the parrot, songs

of the gopis. Now, let’s go back
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to the rudimentary japa that earns
guru-nisthai—
chant God’s names praying one day
I may hear Radha-rasa-suddha-nidhi
in the mood of a dasi
who lives only for the service
of her Queen.

;9

There is a slight powdery layer of snow, very slight, on the cement walk. The
wind is up.

I want to write as much as possible. I read mundane writers in books like Writers
at Work and it knocks me off the transcendental platform completely. Then I scurry
back to hear from Maharija on tape, as if I had never read the Writers. But as the
ghee of rasika words sticks, so does the other. |

In an interview, Celine starts out saying a writer doesn’t have many books he can
write, maybe two. Why do I listen to that? So many opinions. It isn’t even true. I read
Writers only to get tips for my craft. One Godbrother who also writes and who also
reads about writing, said we crave this outside reading because we have almost no
devotee friend with whom we can discuss writing. But it might be better to be lone-
ly, with Krsna and guru and one’s pen—and the readers and the world (reflected
world) and the spiritual dimension.

Celine says we only have two books in us, but Bhaktivinoda Thakura had a hun-
dred. Srila Prabhupada had over sixty volumes. Prabhupada says we cannot even
count the volumes written by Riipa and Jiva Gosvamis.

n

Prabhupada says that tears are a way of expressing the consummation of Krsna
consciousness. In another place he says tears are the price one pays for love of God,
meaning that one should cry to have one’s specific service revealed. Now with the
recent changes and teachings, it comes up again in a very basic way. We understood
gradually from Narayana Maharaja that one of the primary ways to practice ap-
proaching raganuga-bhakti is by one’s bhajana, and that bhajana mainly consists of
chanting the Hare Krsna mantra. But now, as with other practices, there should be
special emphasis on practicing it, not just mechanically, but by raising it to the point
where one can think of Krsna’s pastimes. One is supposed to hanker to live in
Vrndavana, and feel real separation for Vrndavana and the vrajavasis.
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But before one can feel these things, he has to pray for the mercy of the holy name
and cry in the mood of Bhaktivinoda Thakura’s “Gopinatha” prayer about our un-
worthiness and our sinfulness. This is relevant to us now because it faces us just
where we are at now—we do chant mechanically, and we don’t know how to feel
deeply when we chant the holy name. Of course, crying and spiritual emotion
cannot be imitated. Spiritual emotion is given to us by Krsna’s grace.

I realize that it is one thing to study the texts and to try to assimilate them, and it
is another thing to get below the surface, below the intellectualized-verbalized dis-
cussion and emerge as a new person with deeper convictions in Krsna conscious-
ness and a very definite focus. What that means is breaking through my mechanical
attitude and attachment to practicing Krsna consciousness in a certain way—in a
vaidhi way—and trying to make specific advancement. Intellectually, one can grasp
the raganuga teachings without fully surrendering on the spiritual side. I expressed
this to one of my Godbrothers in Vrndavana when I was first becoming caught up
in the meetings with Narayana Maharaja. I told him that I saw the danger of
becoming “hip” to rdganuga without really surrendering. Surrender means a change
of heart. It would be like knowing about the latest music or literature, what was
happening on the avant-garde, without taking it to heart and actually making ad-
vancement in chanting and bhajana. In the material world, just being “in the know”
constitutes realization, but devotees want to go beyond the intellectual into the soul.

.

When I last wrote at this desk, the fir trees looked chilled in the early morning
cold. Now the sunshine pours in. Can I drag myself back to the disciplines—to the
studies I want to pursue?

My day goes up and down. I have the most exalted books in the world within my
reach; at least physically I can take them off the shelf and try to read what’s written
on their pages.

7:00 P.M.

Before our Krsna-bhavanamrta reading, I read Lord Caitanya’s statement to Vyen-
kata Bhatta as to why Laksmi-devi could not partake in the rdsa dance in Vrn-
davana. Lord Siva, Narada, Vyasa, and Sukadeva are also excluded. Therefore, we
should be aware that Krsna’s sports with the gopis are the topmost sacred activity of
the Supreme Lord and His internal energy. Keep this in mind and defeat your own
tendency to see Krsna’s water fights and honey-drinking with the gopis as material
affairs. I am the one who fails, it is not the fault of the /ilas.
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After that introduction, I was able to hear better tonight. I read with animation
and fun, pleased to hear the witty words of the gopis teasing Madhumangala when
Krsna lost in the dice game to Radhika. One day, I will be able to give up all the
doubt in my dirty heart.

I petition You, O Lord of rasa, Sri Krsna, You are so omnipotent and loving that
You satisfy all the gopis at once while simultaneously responding to the sadhakas of
this world. Please help me to hear about Your pastimes and to relish them with
love.

2

Oh Radhika, when Lalita reprimanded you and spoke harsh words, I understood
a little of how You undertake any humiliation in the cause of Your loving service to
Your beloved. You are the most chaste girl and yet you relish all for Krsna.

;2

I have been asking myself the question whether my heart is big enough to accom-
modate Nardyana Maharaja along with Prabhupada, but I am realizing that what I
really should be asking is, “Is my heart big enough to accommodate the Six Go-
svamis and all the servants of Srimati Radharani along with Prabhupada?”

To answer this question, I have to look to Prabhupada’s own example and teach-
ings. In ISKCON, there is a general conviction that all of the acaryas are available
only through Prabhupada. If we attempt to reach them on our own, separately from
hearing their teachings from Prabhupada, our association with them or our respect
for them will only be theoretical.

I think that that conviction isn’t necessarily wrong, but I also think it may be a
little distorted due to our neophyte interpretations. We have to grow in our
understanding without in anyway diminishing our faith or our affection for Pra-
bhupada. Prabhupada himself was a staunch disciple of his spiritual master. Still,
Prabhupada often conveyed to us his own faith and devotion to Krsna. He had a
relationship with Krsna—through his spiritual master—but it was very personal. He
expressed his relationship in various ways, and mostly we saw him express his love
for Krsna by glorifying and defending Krsna against the atheists. Prabhupada repre-
sented Krsna by how he presented Bhagavad-gita; he defeated Krsna’s enemies, the
atheists, demons, impersonalists, and so on. When we think of Prabhupada, we also
think of Krsna.

But what about the other acaryas? Did Prabhupada have a relationship with
them? When we study Prabhupada’s purports, we can see that Prabhupada was fol-
lowing the commentators on $astra. When we read Bhagavad-gita, we can see that he
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dedicated his book not to his spiritual master, but to Baladeva Vidyabhiisana. He
told us that his father was a pure devotee, and he dedicated Krsna book to him. He
spoke of himself (and us) as a riipanuga, a follower of Riipa Gosvami. He also lived
at Radha-Damodara temple. We can understand that he had a relationship with
Ripa Gosvami as he wrote his books there.

Beyond this, it may be difficult to say exactly what Prabhupada’s relationship was
with other aciryas because he kept so many things private. But I think it is safe to say
that through his spiritual master, he had access to all the great acaryas.

By following Prabhupada’s example, then we also should not think that being
faithful to the spiritual master means not developing a big heart. Of course, Prabhu-
pada is a mahatma, he is great-hearted, and he expressed this in his compassion for
the suffering of the world. It's not that he thought he was following his guru and
therefore, that was the only reason he came to the West. He had his own personal
conviction that the world needed Krsna consciousness.

So we are growing up. Why shouldn’t we develop relationships with other spiri-
tual personalities? In one sense, ISKCON devotees are so cautious with Narayana
Maharaja because he is a contemporary figure. We were so insulated and protected
by Prabhupada that we practically don’t know how to understand contemporary
Vaisnavas. But Riipa Gosvami is worshipable and he is accessible to a devotee who
grows up. Radharani and Her followers are also accessible. When we understand
that, then we can extrapolate that to appreciate and understand contemporary Vais-
navas. If we have captured the essence of Prabhupada’s teachings, we will give up
our xenophobic version that, “Yes, I'm a follower of Prabhupada. So when I see gen-
uine krsna-bhakti in another person other than Prabhupada, I spit on it and I'm
afraid of it and I make bad stories about it and I don’t want anybody to hear from
that person because it’s a threat to my spiritual master.” Who trained us like that?
Where did we get these ideas? What other Vaisnava thinks like that?

Of course, we have to discriminate between a Vaisnava who is favorable to our
spiritual master—one who is genuinely willing to help us make advancement—and
someone who is envious of Prabhupada’s movement. But how can I say there are
no Vaisnavas outside ISKCON from whom I can learn? The test is this: does this
Vaisnava strengthen my faith in my spiritual master and not diminish it in the
name of leading us into krsna-lili? Fear of deviation is a genuine fear, but we should
not allow that to cripple us or paralyze us from following the actual Vaisnava sid-
dhanta. Our siddhanta is to serve the guru and the Vaisnavas. When we find a Vais-
nava to whom we can surrender, we should hear from that Vaisnava and serve his
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lotus feet. We should advance in Krsna consciousness under his guidance—that
includes advancing in our guru-nisthi—and we should thus please Prabhupada.
t: 2
January 25, 1:10 A.M.
It has been a month since we left India.
»

Improve the quality of prayer. Hardly an inch do I pray. Or maybe I pray and don’t
credit myself for it. Krsna will decide if I am praying.

Then how much can I help myself? I recall a devotee asking Srila Prabhupada,
“You say we should surrender to Krsna, but then you write, ‘God helps those who
help themselves.” So?”

Srila Prabhupada replied: “How does one help oneself? By surrendering to
Krsna.” That's the only way we can help ourselves.

This is not Vrndavana where I can write with the awareness in my heart and
body and being that I am in the special place. The advantage to my retreat here in
Stroudsburg, Pennsylvania is that I have to become more internal. Is Vrndavana
within? Yes. Pennsylvania forces me to g0 within because I cannot just stay focused
on how I took my walk on Brislin Road and how I felt when the cars passed me.
There is junk and distraction in Vrndavana too, but it is totally different. If I could
have had more presence of mind there, I could have written like a madman, noting
down all the details. I would have captured many motes of Vrndavana dust on
paper. Somehow I didn’t quite do it. I also have to go within in Vrndavana.

Outer Vrndavana doesn’t seem to tally with what we read in Krsna book. Nara-
yana Maharaja also writes in the beginning of his Vraja-mandala Parikrama: “You
cannot go to Vraja on your own. You need the guidance of a Vaisnava. It cannot be
seen by mundane eyes, cannot be experienced by the mundane senses, cannot be felt
by the mundane body. S$ri Vraja-mandala can only be realized by the mercy of a
Vaisnava . . . revealed within the heart and mind of a devotee.”

Head on in—pray to write truth as best you can.

Dear Srila Prabhupada, I place my head on the floor and pray by reciting your
pranama-mantras first thing. Get me out of the dream-stuff. Please guide a sleepy-
eyed person where to go. And now, face and mouth washed, sitting at a desk writing
by reflex with a professed good intention, please tell a covered, frightened person
what to write.

. ¥
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Lord Caitanya, while experiencing the mood of vipralambha said: “What should I
do? Where shall I go to find Krsna? Who will tell Me?” The watchman in Jagan-
natha Purl temple took Him by the hand and said, “Come quickly, Your Lord is
here!”—and led Him in for darsana with Lord Jagannitha.

My bewilderment is not like that, a blazing fire of maha-bhava. “O Lord of the
Universe, O Master of the senses”—the words run through my generalized, im-
paired memory.

n

Prabhupada, please somehow keep me honest. I cannot live forever in this body.
How can I expect to go back to Godhead at the end? You once lectured, “Death-
lessness begins at initiation.” You say going back to Godhead at the end of this life
can be done. You speak of “devotees” and seem to include all your sincere followers.
You say Yamaraja cannot touch them. When death comes, you say, it is “merely
official,” just a quick transfer, a waking up and discovering we are in Goloka-dhama.
You said we would experience this because we love and serve Krsna. I believe what
you say—I know it is not an exaggeration—but you yourself know it applies to some
and not all. You warn us, “Don’t leave this Krsna consciousness.” You want us to
constantly preach hari-kathamrta. You are calling us for complete surrender.

1 9

When I think of prayer I think, “You would pray if your life was threatened. You
are too comfortable for that now.” But I don’t want the high tension of a physically
dangerous, oppressed situation. At least I don’t want to pray for that. I think it is
valid to desire to pray in an outwardly peaceful place. Many devotees have an
opportunity for it. Srila Prabhupada wanted us to be regulated and that means
peaceful life in his temples. Prayer should be impelled not only by danger, but by
meditation on Krsna’s qualities, lild, and paraphernalia. Not just crying out because
the crocodile has his teeth clamped on our foot when we we’re trying to enjoy.
Those moments will come, but in this rarely attained human life, we have the
opportunity to pray with composed mind, body, and words. Time is so fleeting.

When we can actually pray and remember Krsna during a time of relative peace-
fulness, we will be better equipped to remember Him during crisis. King Kula-
sekhara prays, “Now is the time to pray, when I am not harassed by death. Because
when death comes, it will be so physically difficult that I won’t be able to pray
nicely.” He even says, “So now let me die when I am able to chant in a blissful
kirtana with devotees, and when my mind is sporting happily in remembrance of



Your Pastimes by chanting and hearing.” He desires the state of Krsna conscious-
ness. '
Prayer is not only for oneself, but for helping others. Use a brief respite from ills
and oppressions to help others. This is inner life.
2

I cannot approach the kusijas and

the nectar love pastimes, and

you know why—

dirty heart and lack of love.

But I won’t dwell on that, I'll

hear as the acaryas allow,

hoping the downpour of ecstacies as sung

by Tungavidya-devi,

will wash me off

from hundreds of lifetimes of filthy mind.

I wish I could sing and

tell-of times together with friends

who are eligible to relish Radha-dasi,

who laugh when the gopis defeat Krsna,

who smile at Madhumangala’s jokes and his
conniving to get the biggest sweets.

The day is already here when I

spend my time enjoying the conclusion

that Radha-dasi is the topmost.

One no longer wants to hear Vedas,

or saints’ characters, varnasrama, etc.,

but hears with a friend the fierce

water battles of Krsna with the gopis,

while sakhis and Madhumangala watch from the shore;
cheering on Krsna and Ridha

to victory in the Yamuna!
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The day is here,
[ grasp at it,
the secret religion—
worshiping the Youthful Lovers.
I cannot hear it,
but I hear it and vow never to
sully my devotion with sin.
n _

I need to think about the difference between Siksa- and diksa-gurus. Narayana
Maharaja told us that the siksa-guru tends to be more of a friend to the disciple than
the diksa-guru. The relationship with the diksd-guru is that he trains us in vaidhi-
bhakti. Therefore, he may tend to emphasize discipline and obedience and the
disciple may feel more awe, even fear, of his guru. Narayana Maharaja told us that
Bhaktivinoda Thakura discusses this point in Kalyana-kalpa-taru.

But what does that mean for me? In my case, Prabhupada gave me diksa, but I also
consider him my main $iksa-guru. The scriptures say that there can be many $iksa-
gurus, so I am not wrong in seeking additional $iksa from Maharaja. I think Maha-
raja‘s instructions are an extension and enhancement of Prabhupada’s instructions.
We weren’t ready to understand raganuga-bhakti when Prabhupada was here, so in
that way, Narayana Maharaja is directing us to go deeper into Prabhupada’s (and the
Vaisnava siddhanta’s) teachings. In that sense, he is like a near and dear friend to us.

I spoke to Baladeva about this. He suggested that I don’t see Narayana Maharaja in
conflict with Srila Prabhupada, but that I try to see from the positive side how they
are enhancing each other. He said I could see the distinction between them—that
they have different roles in my life—rather than see one as usurping the other. His
suggestion made me clarify my fears a little more: I don’t want to relegate Prabhu-
pada to the role of stern master in my life. I have to see him as someone I can
exchange love with, not that our relationship is limited by his role as heavy teacher.

Some of my Godbrothers have commented on this. One Godbrother said that we
weren't able to express our love for Prabhupada in a very familiar (but not contemp-
tuous) way. For example, we didn’t touch Prabhupada’s feet. Prabhupada certainly
didn’t invite us to do this basic act, and we were too much in awe of him to even
consider it. We see with Maharaja that everyone touches his feet—ladies, children,
everyone. They visit him practically just to do that. As we saw so many people
behave with Maharaja like that, we gradually began to touch his feet too. It increased
our love and respect for him—it seems right to touch the feet of the person you
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regard as your spiritual master. Someone said that if Prabhupada were here now, we
would insist on touching his feet, but we never did it in the past because we too
afraid to express that kind of love for him. And it is true, at least partially. Since I
started touching Maharaja’s feet, I have crossed that barrier in the temple room and
begun to touch the feet of Prabhupada’s mirti.

Prabhupada had a very different role in our lives. Maharaja said, “He saved you
from hell. He had to clean out the dirty pot.” I responded, “Yes, it was a very dirty
pot.” Prabhupada tackled our marijuana-smoking, our LSD-spirituality, our gross
lust. He spoke to us when we had never even heard of Krsna. He gave us love, and
he also looked through us and convinced us of our nonsense. He didn’t give us too
much rope. His technique was to give us a little freedom and then jerk us back to his
lotus feet when we looked like we were misusing it. When I was at Villa Vrn-
davana last time, I told some stories about my association with Srila Prabhupada.
Afterwards someone asked, “All your stories were about being chastised by Prabhu-
pada. Could you tell any stories where you had some affectionate exchanges?” But
we needed him to give us mercy by disciplining us.

Now twenty-five years later, I have met someone who is part of my spiritual
family, literally a cousin. We sit with him on the same level on the floor, and
although we see him as guru, we enjoy the relaxed atmosphere. It would be too
difficult to try to replay our relationship with Prabhupada with Narayana Maharaja.
The more I think and talk about it, the more I realize that there is nothing wrong
with these differences between Narayana Maharaja and Srila Prabhupada—they just
have to be understood.

n

From 1:00 A.M. to 7:30 A.M. is a long stretch. I flag toward the end.

I am reading Nectar of Devotion and Bhakti-rasamrta-sindhu with the commentaries
of Jiva Gosvami and Visvanitha Cakravarti.

Baladeva just suggested two Projects: a biography of Narayana Mahardja and writ-
ten commentaries on those sections of Prabhupada’s book which teach raganuga-
bhakti. I wrote back to Baladeva, “Once you get the scent of the trail, you really go for
it, don’t you?” They are bold ideas. Coming out of the closet. It reminds me of the
night we spoke at Narayana Maharaja’s math in Vrndavana before many ISKCON
devotees. ISKCON sannydsis were asked to give brief speeches. One gave a
particularly affectionate talk of appreciation for Maharaja. I thought, “But this same
brother told me we have to keep the lid on this.” Later I wrote him a note and said
his lecture reminded me of a popular song which went roughly like this:
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Once I had a secret love,

that dwelled within the heart of me. . .
all too soon my secret love

became impatient to be told.

Now I've told it from the highest hill,
even told the lowly daffodil . . .

Now my secret love’s no secret anymore.

He wrote back and said there was nothing wrong in expressing appreciation for a
“friend,” and that this didn’t compromise the need for secrecy regarding seeing
Maharaja as guru. But my brother said he also had been thinking of a song like,
“You've got to hide your love away.”

But, “How long will they keep it in?”

A biography. Maharaja would probably not like the idea and I would have to
write it almost without his cooperation. It wouldn’t be easily or quickly accom-
plished. A natural assignment for me. An excuse to go see him. But a secret.

And gathering Srila Prabhupada’s statements that vaidhi-bhakti doesn’t please the
Lord as much as raganugi—and that we are meant to follow Riipa Gosvami on this
high path—hmmm.

1T

The kids (I guess it was them) piled rocks on the desk out here. They have frozen
to the surface.

What else? Don’t mind the cold for awhile. Come and write.

But what?

Iread ... in Bhaktivinoda Thakura . .. raginugais. . ..

But that's just repeating a book.

Yes, but not an ordinary book. Raganuga is impelled by love. It begins when you
are attracted to hearing the Vraja pastimes from a rasika Vaisnava.

I heard that before.

Well that's my message. Like a backyard Daniel Boone, I have come out in sub-
freezing weather to note it. Last summer, I didn’t know what I know now, so I am
informing myself in the shack. I also notice the ghosts of my inner censors are out
here, but I am willing to face them and get past them.
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Prayer is no longer vague. Let me come nearer to those faraway figures. Let me
hear—wild claims!—the flute, the shouts, the tinkle of ankle bells. Or let me hear
the words spoken by the Vaisnava on these topics, from their pure desire.

O Krsna! Can one fool utter Your name and call to You? I do so through Your
representatives, on their order. O Krsna, Hare Krsna. Please help me to help others.
Am [ too attached to the ‘art’ of writing and to books with my name on the cover?
Let my karma-yoga become pure bhakti. Let my male ego dissolve and become pure
servant of you and Radha. Let the gurus find me an eager young aspirant to carry
out their order. Let me stop to hear others and give them some direction based on
my own experience.

I pray—You know—to chant the holy names. I won’t be too embarrassed to repeat
this petition (“What, he still has problems with japa? He must be an offender.”) Put-
ting shame and fear aside and looking within for a grain of undulled sincerity I pray,
“Let me break up the frozen indifference. Your servant is calling You. Please find
the way to bring me back to You.”

.

Learn what it means to live within. Did you ever do it before, maybe as a child?
Children have their own worlds. Those worlds are real and children sustain them,
but they are internal. Now my own inner world revolves in thoughts of Krsna, of
Vrndavana, of chanting and praying,

I have heard of people entering a cave that opened into a world of lakes and skies
and trees. They had to enter deep within the cave to find the interior world. They
had to crawl through the dark crevices and hear the bats screech overhead before
they found their paradise. I am entering the cave of my mind. I sing bhajanas to ward
off the bats and I hear and remember pastimes to get past the obstacles of my mind. I
write my way in. The obstacles try to convince me that the “real” world lies in a
realm of the senses. “Step aside,” I tell them, “my guru wants me to hear the Hare
Krsna mantra and the sounds of Krsna’s eternal realm.”
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Chapter Five

“The Whole World is Waiting, Mr. Mitra,
for Our Spiritual Revolution”

“Caitanya-caritamrta advises those who are neophytes to give up all
kinds of motivated desires and simply engage in the regulative
devotional service of the Lord according to the directions of scripture.
In this way a neophyte can gradually develop attachment for Krsna's
name, fame, form, qualities and so forth. When one has developed
such attachment, he can spontaneously serve the lotus feet of Krsna
even without following the regulative principles. This stage
is called raganuga-bhakti . . . in the madhurya-rasa, characterized
by conjugal love, one can become like Srimati Radharani or
Her lady friends such as Lalita and Her serving maids
(mafijaris) like Ripa and Rati. This is the essence of all
instruction in the matter of devotional service.

—Nectar of Instruction text 8, purport

January 26

One realizes that humility is the great attainment; to be personally humble. Yet
who can write better books but devotees of Krsna? Devotees understand that the real
credit belongs to guru and Krsna, and some of us are embarrassed that we don't
write something brilliant considering we have received the gifts offered by being
connected to the parampara.

It impels me to continue despite my lackings to read Writers at Work. I read these
books so I can improve my writer’s craft. All those writers don’t seek the connection
with Krsna, don’t even want a connection with Krsna, but they are sincere writers,
sincerely writing themselves into the void. Devotees of Krsna, even beginning

devotees of Krsna, can do something vital—they can point the way to surrender and
loving service.
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No doubt all the best books have already been written, yet there is room for more.
More readers are coming—the children born into this world are growing up. We

have to write for them.
n

Krsna, You live in a warm climate with Radha, although I read some mention of
a chilly season in Krsna-bhavanamrta. Down here in Pennsylvania, it is a hellish cold.
But how warming it is to the heart to hear of Your daily activities, Your coming
home in the evening. I like to hear how Radha and the gopis go up on the watch
tower at Yavat and look over to the gosala at Nandagram. One gopi comes from
Nandagram to tell Radha the details of the latest dialogue between Sudama and
Krsna, how they proudly boast in front of each other and the other cowherd boys, or
how Mother Yasoda and Nanda-babi love to encourage Krsna to eat supper nicely.
Hearing this latest krsna-katha keeps Radha alive in her devastated feelings of
separation.

2
What was I going to say? Oh yes, when will I cry?
1
Srila Prabhupada writes we should long for the day when tears will come to our
eyes by chanting Hare Krsna. Imagine trying to squeeze out a few tears—ridiculous.
And yet the dry, macho resistance to this is also ridiculous. I don’t think of my
desire to cry as a hankering for an advanced stage; more, it is an awareness that I am
stuck at a very preliminary point—an inability to feel regret. Sometimes I don’t feel
anything.

Shall I appease myself and say, “This is a nice stage of advancement. This is a time
for patience and don’t you know, patience is a virtue t0oo?” You think, “Krsna
doesn’t give me a chance to feel anything in His holy names. One day, He may
choose to reveal to me the reasons why the nectar of the name isn’t mine. He is in
the heart and from Him comes remembrance and forgetfulness. Until He does this, I
will go on faithfully counting rounds.”

The Vaisnava kavi prays that he could not attain the nectar of the holy names. He
thinks he must be cursed by Yamarija. What is the sense of living? Bhaktivinoda
Thakura states, “With every rising and setting of the sun, a day passes and is lost.
Then, why do you remain idle and not serve the Lord of the heart? This temporary
life is full of various miseries. Take shelter of the holy name as your only business.
- - . Drink the pure nectar of the holy name. There is nothing but the name to be had
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in the fourteen worlds. It has filled the soul of Sri Bhaktivinoda Thakura” (Aruno-
daya-kirtana, verses 5-6, 8).
t: 3
Be patient, be patient. Don’t be dull. Pray to your gurudeva to reveal his form in
krsna-lila to you. Pray to be able to speak. Pray to go beyond timid conservatism. Don’t
be idle for a moment. Forget your comforts. Care for others. Give them Krsna
consciousness.
Be patient. It may take many lifetimes. Sit down and chant and praise Krsna
without worrying how advanced you are.
Be patient. Be happy. Be satisfied and grateful. Tell Prabhupada stories if you can.
Be like the lady of the house who makes capatis every day, and simple sabjis, dal,
and rice. And yet . . . we think of Srila Prabhupada impatiently telling the medical
students at Jhansi to “Join this movement.” We think of him up all night speaking
and practicing harindma harindma harinama eva kevalam. “The whole world is wait-
ing, Mr. Mitra, for our spiritual revolution.” What follower of Srila Prabhupada
doesn’t feel at least a little of this?
I have hundreds of disciples, but still I am patient. Patient and looking for deeper
humility. But, Mr. Mitra, the whole world is waiting.
t;
Japa
It is 3:00 A.M. Sirens sounded as I chanted my seventh round. At first I thought it
was sounding from the local fire station, or maybe it was a burglar alarm. Then I
thought of air raid warnings—nuclear war, bombers on the way. Then I thought,
“But the Cold War is supposed to be over. Remember in the 1950s how we had
regular air raid drills?” As school children we hid under our wooden desks and
schools displayed posters that showed what to do if an air raid horn sounded while
we were walking on the street. The poster showed a picture of a fiery cloud gener-
ated from an atomic bomb. We thought that disaster could strike at any moment.
The mind roams and roams.
O holy name.. ..
;8
I appreciate the words of the sastras regarding the mercy and power of the holy
name. Great devotees chant day and night, even when eating and sleeping. They
have discovered that all attractive-Krsna and Riadha are fully present in Their
names.
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My chanting wasn’t much improved today, but I watched the holy name. By that I
mean [ gave my time to it, just'as I give time to writing. I recognized that my offer-
ing was broken and probably of little value, but I offered my chanting anyway, with
hopes for the future.

I have to not be afraid to see how much I actually need the holy name. Life is
fearful, therefore I need to take shelter. Krsna is beautiful and friendly and present in
harindma. Let me take shelter. Please give me courage to see the necessity of pure
chanting.

9

“O My Lord, Your holy name alone can render all benediction to living beings
and therefore You have hundreds and millions of names like Krsna and Govinda.
In these transcendental Names You have invested all Your transcendental ener-
gies.”

I don’t want to always be praying, “and therefore I have no attraction for Your
holy names.” Please teach me surrender. “Please pick me up from this ocean of
death and place me as one of the atoms at Your lotus feet. O my Lord, when will my
eyes be decorated with tears of love flowing constantly when I chant Your holy

- names?”

t:
Give us abundance,
he’s truly a madman,
Prabodhananda Sarasvati—lover
of Vrndavana, a sakhi who serves
Radha and Madhupati.
And we are pummeled by his words,
He calls one poem, “An attempt to describe $ri Radhika’s
Golden Face,” and another,
“The Impossible Dream—To Become
Sri Radha’s Disi”—
“A Meditation to Awaken One’s Spiritual Body
of a Maidservant.”

Accept it, roll with it,

you’ll find yourself involved,
gushing torrents of love sports, prema
nectar rushing . . .
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Tungavidya and her translator are trying
to convey to our little hearts

the nature of maha-prema

and plunge us into that ocean.

Bees in the kufija (friendly nectar bees),

witness the intimate scenes we're not qualified
to see. We can follow the eyes

of the gopi-marijaris who see

what’s unknown even in Vaikuntha.

Radha-rasa-suddha-nidhi
rubs onto me
and leaves me spinning—he’s got
the ultimate subject and he won't let it go,
the lotus feet of Sri Radha.
“In that place which is surcharged
with grand ambrosial tidal waves
of talks about Radha’s love sports
—within the temple grove’s lovely terrace
by the bank of the Yamuna.
May my mind frolic playfully.”
t

Maharaja’s line of thought isn’t always easy to follow because it rejects argument
(yukti). Where there is doubt “whether I am qualified to hear of Krsna and the
gopis,” he sees it as lack of greed. When greed is present, one doesn’t care if one is
qualified of not. He gave the example of Prahlada Maharaja who went on hearing
and chanting krsna-katha even though his father and others objected. Similarly, we
shouldn’t raise our own objections—not if we have genuine greed, or at least
shadow-greed, to hear raganuga topics.

Maharaja said that Ripa and Raghunitha Gosvamis didn’t speak of Rama and
other bhaktas; they only spoke of Krsna and Radha in Vraja, as in Dana-keli-
cintdmani and Vidagdha-madhava. As one advances, the interest in other teachings,
even other parts of the Bhdgavatam, subsides.

I asked him, “What about preaching this? Can we tell others?”
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He said we should carefully select who we speak to. He gave the same example
Srila Prabhupada gave. Lord Caitanya gave harinama to the masses, but He spoke of
Radha-bhava only with a very few intimate devotees. Lord Caitanya didn’t even
speak about Radha-bhava directly with Riipa Gosvami, but spoke of it only in sitra
form. Still, everything became manifest in Ripa Gosvami'’s heart.

For us, we give the teachings of Prahlada Maharija to the general masses, and also
teach them the same instructions Lord Caitanya gave to Sanatana Gosvami. Special
topics can be shared with special persons.

I am still working this out. It is difficult not to speak about what I am going
through, especially when I am feeling some inner turmoil. How can I pretend that
there is nothing churning within me in the early morning as I read Radha-rasa-
suddha-nidhi? Still, the injunction is to keep silent. If someone follows my example
without qualification, they may ruin themselves. Or if they are not inclined toward
gopi-bhava, they will not hear what I have to say. They may even criticize.

But my tendency over the past six years is to be open and honest about my
experiences. I have told of my headaches, my pride, my reform attempts as guru, my
shames and inadequacies in japa, my wanderings into the realm of Christian saints
and haiku. Now that I have reached the pinnacle of good fortune and “right on”
siddhanta under the best guidance, now that my search for Srila Prabhupada has
opened up and been rewarded in Vrndavana, now I am supposed to be silent?

Maharaja himself “tells,” even at the risk of being criticized. So perhaps another
symptom of greed is to speak, even if others say don’t speak. If I speak purely from
sastra without elaborating on my own intimate pastimes with Krsna, what is the
harm? |

Remember the story of Rimanuja? His guru told him not to share the mantra
which had the power to deliver the conditioned souls. Ramanuja transgressed that
order thinking, “If the mantra can benefit others, then I must tell them, even if I
will be punished for it.” But in my case, I have to examine whether my motive is
really to save souls.

Maharaja explained that for different types of devotees, Lord Caitanya manifested
Himself in His various incarnations. For Srivisa, He manifested as Laksmi-
Narayana, and sometimes He became Rukmini in a drama for Jagadananda Pandita.
(His point was that we should deliver the various Krsna conscious teachings
according to the mood of the audience.) Lord Caitanya also made efforts not to
express His views, as when He was with Vallabha Acarya in a boat crossing the
Yamuna. “So we also should subside our views.”
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The mission and meaning of raganuga stirs in you and develops as your main
interest, yet no one knows it!

Maharaja also told us that sometimes the intimate devotees cannot “subside”
their feelings of intense love for Krsna. He gave the example of the physician
Mukunda who fainted when he saw the peacock fan. Maharaja said that valuable
things should be given only to those who are grateful.

I said, “This explanation helps us to understand our Prabhupada because he was
very grave and private.” _

“He used to tell us and talk all these things,” said Maharaja.

Maharaja’s position is apparently paradoxical. He’s not afraid to “tell” Vilapa-
kusumarjali to us, and yet sometimes he is afraid.

So I have to pick up the various precepts and examples from Srila Prabhupada
and Nardyana Maharaja, and assimilate them according to time, place, and persons.
Then I will speak or not speak according to what little I know. I pray for guidance,
and pray that since I am bent on writing about what I am going through, I write it in
a way that I and the teachings will be protected from harm (and blasphemy).

. Y

Today I came upon a paragraph in Bhaktivinoda Thakura’s Shri Chaitanya
Shikshamritam which jumped out at me, regarding the importance of self-
examination and truthfulness:

Aspirants for devotion should always notice carefully their own state.
They should consider what they were yesterday, and what they are
today, and what improvement they have made. By noticing for several
days if they come to know that no improvement has been made
according to the above evolutionary method, then it will be under-
stood that some hidden evil or offense stands in the way. Detecting that
offense they will try to avoid it and by the company of devotees they
will rectify it. By constant cultivation and supplication to Krishna they
will guard themselves so that such offence may not reappear. Those
who have no eye for this evolutionary stage, their unnoticed obstacle
will cause delay to their improvement. Therefore, O devotees! Take
special care about this.
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Noon, \l\l

I don’t like having to hear the daddy’s loud voice outside. Of course, it’s a lovely
winter day with a little less than an inch of snow from last night’s snowfall. It’s a
sunny Sunday, a day of rest, so what do I expect? I mind my own business. Some
ride on snow buggies and some come to pray and ask themselves pertinent
questions.

I haven't got very far, the rasika teachers make that quite clear when they delineate
step-by-step progress (as in Madhurya-kidambini). Where are you on the bhakta pro-
gress chart? Bhajana-kriya? Your “nistha” is unsteady. You have some terribly neo-
phyte symptoms in japa and hearing. Unsustained interest in krsna-katha. Attraction
to women, food, comfort. All right, I haven’t come out here to list all that. But take
stock quickly and admit: I am not very advanced.

The dcaryas bring us down to reality, yet they encourage us to go up by the bhakti
elevator. Srila Prabhupada used to use so many encouraging analogies: take the
elevator, don’t walk up the stairs; hitch your bicycle onto the back of a moving truck;
accept a million dollars from the magnanimous Lord, and all your ten dollar
troubles are over; catch hold of the rope lowered into your well. Just chant Hare
Krsna and dance, and when you get tired, take krsna-prasadam. Plant roses for Krsna,
write an essay, dovetail your consciousness in the service of the Supreme. “It is not
at all difficult. Not at all.”

Y

Kids looking for a good hill to sled on. Fine powdery snow falling off the branches
in noon sunshine. Shouting as they play. The highway is clear for commerce. Why
shouldn’t I play and make commerce too, in my own shack?

Such a pure blue sky. I need to breathe long enough to clear my head. My breath
evaporates in a frosty puff. This body is quite a contraption, and it doesn’t last long.
Just see how mine is gradually wearing down.

n

Back indoors. Girirdja Swami gives a basic definition of vaidhi-bhakti in his class:
following the rules and regulations without spontaneous attraction. Obedience to
the injunctions of the scripture and the spiritual master without spontaneous liking.

That's the problem. It seems to me I should be beyond this—I should like it by now.
I do like sweet rice, beautiful Deities, early morning writing, and many other things,
but the very basic activities of chanting and reading my spiritual master’s books I do
without bhava. Until I went to India last Karttika, I thought “spontaneous attraction”
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meant being enthusiastic about the same duties. But now I see better: spontaneous
love, bhava-bhakti or prema-bhakti, is a specific, spontaneous absorption in Krsna’s
intimate service in Vraja.

My aim is right now; I have a clear idea of the goal. Still, I am a vaidhi practitioner,
although I see more clearly than ever the nature of its inferiority.

But the problem remains: I am stuck in vaidhi due to my offenses. Simply reading
advanced texts doesn’t do the job in itself. Even the association of a rasika Vaisnava
doesn’t work automatically. I have to practice, do siadhana. Not just vaidhi-sadhana,
but raganuga-sadhana.

I know all this already, but I am repeating it here because it is elusive. Especially
for one who lives outside Vrndavana, unless I tell myself again and again, it is easy
to slip back into the generalized way of practicing Krsna consciousness. “Repetition
of something is necessary in order that we understand the matter thoroughly,
without error.” (Bg. 2.25, purport)

'

Srila Prabhupada told us to make a vow to practice something without fail, some-
thing we can actually do. Performing that vow will help us advance. I am trying to
gradually focus and pray for improvement.

In Shri Chaitanya Shikshamrita, in the chapter called “Nama-bhajana,” Bhakti-
vinoda Thakura eloquently advises us how to improve the quality of chanting: “At
the time of taking nama, the true meaning of nama should be cultivated with fond-
ness, and prayer should be made to Krsna with piteous cry” (p.203) He also instructs
us on the meaning of the words in the maha-mantra: “Hare” means “She who can
rob the mind of Hari by Her unprecedented love and affection, and this is applicable
only to Srimati Radhika.” Krsna means all-attractive. And according to the Puranas,
“The meaning of Rdma is He who is God of transcendental, erotic /ili and who is
always engaged in amorous play with His eternal playmate, Sri Radha. So ‘Rama’
signifies Krsna only and no one else” (p. 202).

n

In “Nama-bhajana,” Bhaktivinoda Thakura seems to say that as one increases in
taste for the holy names, he will also increase the quantity of his chanting. In other
Places, he states that the cure for nama-aparadha is to chant constantly. I think I
should chant more, but I don’t want to give up precious hours that could be used in
writing and reading. Then I read this balanced statement in Nectar of Devotion:
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- - . one should not neglect following the principles of devotional ser-
vice, nor should one accept the rulings of devotional service which are
more than what he can easily perform. For example, it may be said that
one should chant the Hare Krsna mantra at least one hundred thous-
and times daily on his beads. But if this is not possible, then one must
minimize his chanting according to his own capacity. Generally, we
recommend our disciples to chant at least sixteen rounds on their japa
beads daily, and this should be completed.
—Nectar of Devotion, p. 63
1 9
7:45 P.M.

In Delhi, we stayed at the home of the Buddhi Rajas. While we were there, Maha-
raja said I could write about raganuga. Rimacandra dasa prodded him in that direc-
tion by saying that I was hearing from Maharaja now, so I would probably write
about it according to my realization.

Maharaja replied, “He can do.”

Then I asked, “But previously you said it has to be kept hidden. So if you tell me,
then I can do it.”

Maharéja said, “You can do. I am giving not so hidden things. This is also for the
mass. The level should be high. Only siddhinta you can give, what I am telling.”

Ramacandra said, “If he doesn’t give us hints, then how will greed come in us?”

Then I said, “Another reason why it is good you are doing this is that older
ISKCON devotees know that rdganuga is the culmination of our philosophy. So if
they don’t find raganuga practice in ISKCON, they will go to the Radha-kunda babajis
or someone else.”

Mahar3ja: “That is why I am giving. At first they had an idea that their guru, Srila
Prabhupada, was only of sakhya-rasa and could not give these things.” Maharaja said
that he had proven in open lectures that Srila Prabhupada was certainly of gopi-
bhava.

Remembering this now firms up my resolution to write what I know. It is
important, it is needed, it is not forbidden. I have been asked to do it.

n
January 27, 1:10 A.M.

Hurry along, hurry as they rush you through the Indian temples—you can only
see the Deity for a moment or two. Life is short and everyone has to pass through
these doors, your father and mother, and before them, their father and mother, and
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before them, their father and mother ad infinitum. It is a wonder people don’t think
they are going to die, as if anyone is an exception. I can preach on this point using
myself as an example, then after the lecture, some people will touch my feet. Like
other sadhus 1 will then ask, “Where do we honor prasada?” It is the most wonderful,
amazing thing in the world.

And who likes the old, the feeble, the dying anyway? Don't they get in the way of
our vigorous lives? Don’t they disrupt our plans with their measured slowness?
Don’t they sometimes act in disgusting ways? Srila Prabhupada detected this dis-
parity in his own followers and he commented on it: “They don’t like me. They
think I am contaminated?” We faithfully went to his bedside and chanted with him,
but there was no activity. He wasn’t speaking. So we went back to Delhi and caught
our flights back to Los Angeles or Germany or London, back to work on Prabhu-
pada’s behalf. Business as usual. |

Why these ‘morose’ thoughts on this cold winter morning? My Lord, my guru, I
pray that on my deathbed, I will think of You. I want to savor that verse as I savored
it during my outdoor walks in Ireland near Clare Island—“Whoever, at the end of
his life, quits his body, remembering Me alone, at once attains My nature. Of this
there is no doubt.” (Bg. 8.5)

Now Narayana Maharaja has pointed out, with reference to Raga-vartma-candrika
that the destination, “My nature,” may refer to many different abodes and relation-
shipé with the Lord. It does not automatically mean one goes to Vraja. We are
meant not only to cultivate Krsna consciousness, but Vraja-consciousness. We
hadn’t thought of that much, but now we will never forget it. Srila Prabhupada
writes, “Anyone who quits his body in Krsna consciousness is at once transferred to
the transcendental nature of the Lord.” This statement is like a siitra. If you put it to-
gether with all the other statements in Srila Prabhupada’s books, we will understand
that he also is telling us to think of Krsna in a particular way—according to the
mood of the residents of Vrndavana.

Of course, Srila Prabhupada first had to convince us of the basics in Krsna con-
sciousness. “If one wants to achieve success at the end of his life, the process of
remembering Krsna is essential. Therefore, one should constantly, incessantly chant
the maha-mantra—Hare Krsna Hare Krsna, Krsna Krsna Hare Hare/Hare Rima
Hare Rama, Raima Rama Hare Hare” (Bg. 8.5 purport).

At the end of the Gita, Srila Prabhupada makes it clear that by “Krsna” and “Hare
Krsna mantra,” he is referring to Krsna in Vrndavana—* . . . the very form with two
hands carrying a flute, the bluish boy with a beautiful face and peacock feathers in
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His hair. . . . One should fix his mind on this original form of Godhead, Krsna. One
shc?uld not even divert his attention to other forms of the Lord” (Bg. 18.65 purport).

Srila Prabhupada had to first gather us in. He had the responsibility of gathering
in the whole Western world. Therefore, when someone asked about Krsna, Srila
Prabhupada would sometimes respond in a debating spirit, “Why talk of Krsna?
Krsna is far, far away. First understand that you are spirit soul. Do you agree?” Often
the guests did not agree that they were eternal spirit soul or that Krsna was God.
How could Prabhupada speak of Radha-Krsna with such persons?

[

I praise my spiritual master and fall at his feet again and again. I worship his
preaching mood and beg from him a drop of that vigor so I can represent him wher-
ever I go. May he bless me to go on learning in the unlimited science of Krsna, to
become fit for guiding his many followers over the long haul of human life. Let us
appreciate the wonderful depth and playfulness and beauty of Krsna consciousness
in all its varieties. O Prabhupada, I am a fool. But I desire to join you in your nitya-
lila pravista, if there is a place for me, and if I can rid myself of anarthas. Fortunately,
there is so much work to do in this world preparing ourselves and others from the
lower stages upwards. Seems like we will never get done—so much to do!

I say “fortunately” because we need to be busy. We don’t need time to waste. No
shortage of favorable engagement, no dearth of topmost welfare work. No shortage
of people who want to hear, or need to hear. Never a dull moment. Working to
return to you (including Krsna and all His Vraja parisads) led by my eternal spiritual
master in his form in Krsnaloka.

L .

So now when I look at you imploringly, still begging favors and begging ques-
tions, what do you think, Srila Prabhupada? I like to think that you are welcoming
me in my interest in raganuga.

You told the story of the day-dreaming potter who had only a few pots for sale.
The potter began fantasizing how he would eventually become a millionaire. Then
he would get a wife, and if his wife dared to argue with him, he would kick her. The
potter kicked out his foot and smashed his only pots!

I don’t want to smash my basic sraddhd, my obedience as your sisya, my place in
ISKCON. But it’s time to go forward.
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I tried reading aloud,

the most intimate descriptions of Sri Radha's love.
It was good for me.

But can I sing a song?

Srimati is far beyond me,

but I am hearing from Her rasika devotees.

Spiritual master, you have brought me this far.
You know the sinful state I was in

and you know I am still not

cleared of the scent of sin.

“When I hear the name of Radha I think of
Radha, the barber’s wife.”

Those fools, perpetrators

of licentious paintings

and the perversions of Indologist scholars . . .
I leave them behind.

By hearing, enter a kuiija,

hear maijaris talk of cleaning up the bower
and what Radha and Krsna did.

Let me look sharp, be ready

to take any service they may give me.

Don't just stand there, take some water
sweep up broken flower garlands.. . .

No! Don’t imagine anything,

but hear and pray.

“Glorifying Him in so many ways,
cleaning His most lovely temple of sports,
sprinkling sandalwood-scented waters all about—
Will I ever become drowned
in a lake of liquid rasa?”
n
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6:30 A.M.

It is still dark outside and way below freezing. I am looking for the right combin-
ation of circumstances. “Act in such a way that Krsna sees you.” My walks don’t
mean [ am taking a vacation from prayer, although it's good to get out and not con-
centrate for awhile, just be who I am and be easy about it. I look around and think of
Krsna. He’s in my heart—not in the street or the beer can-littered forest. He’s not
even loitering in Loi Bazaar.) |

»

They say I should face my feelings. My relationship with Srila Prabhupada is the
major thing—for me and for every disciple.

I heard a devotee say in a lecture, “I think Srila Prabhupada wrote Nectar of
Devotion with neophytes in mind.” The statement sounded offensive to some. But
as he explained it, it was all right. Nectar of Devotion is deep, true to Riipa Gosvami
all the way. But to appreciate that Srila Prabhupada was encouraging Westerners
who had never heard of Krsna, assuring them that even their first efforts at “dove-
tailing” were pleasing to guru and Krsna—this is not to slight Srila Prabhupada but
to praise him for his work. He did what no other dcarya did, and he stayed and gave
of himself and worked with compassion.

But he didn’t give us all the esoteric madhurya-rasa in detail—he didn’t even
emphasize it—because it wasn’t right for us, we couldn’t take it. That doesn’t mean
we have a perpetual vow to remain unqualified to hear the full message of Ripa-
Raghunatha. But it is touchy, sensitive. I want to bring out my feelings and face
everything in relationship to Srila Prabhupada—if it will help me to love and serve
him.

w

Why do I doubt that what I am doing now—my writing and my interest in
raganuga—will be pleasing to Prabhupada? I have learned to serve Prabhupada from
Prabhupada himself. I have learned that serving him has more to do with
surrendering to his will than with the particular form of service a disciple may end
up performing.

Here is an example: a disciple of St Francis of Assisi, St. Bonaventure, was quite
different in temperament than Francis. Francis was simple and he distrusted theo-
logical scholarship—unless it directly developed love of God. Bonaventure was a
scholar and became the head of a worldwide mission of Franciscans, but he loved
and served his master, Francis.
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The disciple can grow with a different temperament, but he should use it to serve
his guru. He should also understand that there may be awkward moments in the
process of serving.

s B

As soon as [ hit the street this morning I thought, this is it. This is the best time of
the day to walk. It is cold out, but I am warmly dressed. The sky is beautiful, as the
sun just crowns the horizon and the pale halfmoon is still visible. There’s no one in
sight.

Entering “The Woods” I got some ideas. It occurred to me that the different drives
should contribute toward one goal. The writing should push the chanting and read-
ing. The writer-self can tell them, “I am being honest with myself and really trying
- to cry out. So why can’t you do the same when chanting japa? And why can’t you
read with reverence even though you've read the books before?” Similarly, the
reading and the chanting can help the writing. Otherwise what do I have to write
about except my own self-centered ruminations? I can write about the absolutely
important subject of chanting the holy name, and reading can supply me with accur-
ate siddhanta. Each part of me should fuel and support the others.

I saw a deer and its fawn while I was out. It was the first time I have seen such a
sight in all the years I have been coming here. This morning’s walk felt so good that
I decided to take such a walk every day, even though it meant delaying breakfast a
little. But when I started back and was about a block from Samika Rsi’s house, I
entered a scene that ruined everything. The first thing I saw was a man with his dog
on a leash. He was standing in the middle of the road, looking in my direction.
Then I saw a few kids who I guessed were waiting for the school bus. As I came
closer, I saw four different cars parked, motors running, all with parents inside wait-
ing with their children for the school bus.

My first impulse was that this was going to ruin my plans for a daily walk at this
time—too many people—but I tried to make the best of it. When I came quite close
to the man, [ raised my hand and said, “Good morning!” He just stood there staring
at me without the slightest acknowledgement. I then looked down at his dog who
was straining on the leash toward me, so I tried making a slight comical acknow-
ledgement of the dog. But all I got was stares from the father, and the kids seemed to
join in a xenophobic dressing down of the stranger who suddenly came out of the

woods and walked down “their” block. They probably continued to watch me after I
walked passed.
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So now I have several alternatives. If I like I could continue to walk the gauntlet
each morning and try to just brush off the negative vibrations—the walk is the
spiritual world, but coming back means re-entering through the material world. Or I
could just cancel these early morning walks. Another alternative is to have Madhu
pick me up in the car after I emerge from the woods. I can play the suburbanites’
game and ride by in the car.

11:20 A.M., ﬁ

I hesitate to place The Nectar of Instruction on the desk because it is so cold. You
don’t want to freeze up Radha-kunda or Riipa Gosvami’s samadhi. So alien, in exile,
is this land.

1

Everything is a pose, or tends toward pose, and one has to fight to be real. In the
prema stage, all pose is destroyed. Then one can be sincere without a care. Prema
means riding up and down on the waves of Radha-Krsna rasa.

n

[ did this, I did that. Writers at Work—they got me all eight volumes. I go through
an interview in about two minutes, just glancing at the questions mainly: “What is
your daily routine for writing?” “Do you use a typewriter?” Those are the ones that
interest me.

As usual, [ want to get it out of the way. Same with Henry Miller. I wanted to get
the Colossus of Maroussi because he said it was his best book and that it was full of joy,
but I was immediately disappointed. The book is just about him telling where he
went in Greece and his heavy opinions on everything—himself the last word, the
“Vedanta” on everything in the universe. Why even read these books in the first
place? The answer is not, “I need the association of writers.” The answer is I am on a
much lower rung of bhakti which can be defined as one who is interested in Krsna,
who professes Him to be the Supreme Godhead and all-attractive Person, but who
still has other interests and cannot sustain constant attraction to the Lord and His
katha. The advanced devotee is always Krsna consciousness and has no interest in
“secular aestheticism.”

Maharaja told us not to get discouraged. If a devotee knows it will take hundreds
of births before he can attain krsna-prema, then he thinks, “Good, it is fixed. I shall
attain it one day.”

At least I am mad enough to come out here in the snow and write.
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Sri krsna caitanya prabhu nityananda. Dead leaves poking through the snow, every-
thing bleached like a black-and-white movie. Where is summer’s green? The only
constant is truck traffic, as long as America lasts. And daddy and mommy and the
kids and houses and cars and suburbs, the American way.

Nectar of Instruction, please don’t mind that I have put you on the cold desk. I need
to look at something to remind me. You are transcendental to the weather, yet I
should not expose you to the cold outdoors. Just stay with me a few minutes. Give
me your warmth, the voice of my master:

Caitanya-caritimrta advises those who are neophytes to give up all
kinds of motivated desires and simply engage in the regulative devot-
ional service of the Lord according to the directions of scripture. In this
way a neophyte can gradually develop attachment for Krsna’s name,
fame, form, qualities and so forth. When one has developed such
attachment, he can spontaneously serve the lotus feet of Krsna even
without following the regulative principles. This stage is called
raganuga-bhakti . . .

... in the madhurya-rasa, characterized by conjugal love, one can
become like Srimati Radharani or Her lady friends such as Lalita and
Her serving maids (mafijaris) like Riipa and Rati. This is the essence of
all instruction in the matter of devotional service.

—Nectar of Instruction text 8, purport
9

What next? I am slow at 9:00-10:00 A.M., tried reading and dozed off. But still I saw
valuable information. Srila Prabhupada writes (and Ripa Gosvami also in Nectar of
Devotion and Bhakti-rasamrta-sindhu) that the injunction, “Don’t take many disci-
ples” applies to recluses, not to preachers. If gurus don’t make disciples, then the
sampradaya will die out. But they also say that taking many disciples leads to the
tendency for priya, adoration, pride—and that is opposed to bhakti. No one should
think, “I am a guru.” One should think, “I am a postal peon (mailman) delivering a
check.” If one takes even one dollar for himself, he will be dismissed.

Also—a big question—what is permissible to accept as facility for one’s service? A
snowsuit? Another hat? Two sweets or only one? When does watchful renun-
ciation become dour and counter-productive? What does a writer need? Who will
judge?
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I have to cast across the continents, as with a short wave radio, “Vrndavana are
you there?” I sit in an attic like a ham radio man who knows nothing else, or who
cares for nothing except his contact with that output ten thousand miles away.

“Hello! Vrndavana, this is Satsvariipa dasa in Stroudsburg. Hello? Can you hear
me?”

“Yes. Please accept—" ’

“Please accept my humble obeisances.”

“What are you doing there?”

“Thinking of Vrndavana. Sometimes. And eating a lot. And writing—and read-
ing when I don't fall asleep. And you? Are you going to hear from Maharaja in
Mathura?”

“Yes, we'll send you the cassette. Here’s the news . . . ”

My fingers are getting stiff from the cold.

Nistha: it is a complicated, technical, Sanskrit term. Srila Prabhupada gave us this
definition of nistha: “No matter what nonsense anyone says, you remain steady.”
Narayana Maharaja says guru-nistha is the basis for being eligible to hear raganuga-
bhakti.

I have been steady for twenty-five years. But I want people to honor my silver
jubilee. Hmmm, isn’t it ISKCON's jubilee? Anyway, nistha isn’t enough. I may be
steady, but there’s more to go. Keep alive and keep on working.

There are Godbrothers who are so technical in their discussion of the steps of
bhakti: ddau $raddha, tatah sadhu-sanigo ta bhajana kriya . . .up to nisthd.” They stand at
the blackboard and ask the students, “Measure yourself. Who has attained it? Who
dares to say they are steady in faith? Do you know all the symptoms listed in
Madhurya-kadambini?”

Japa
Sleepy-eyed boy, spacy-eyed boy, can’t stop THE MIND.
It is Prabhupada’s order and I love the emphasis he gave to the names.
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Japa go on

japa at death

again and again

on red beads,

your noose-rosary,
Cry—sing—walk,
talk—vibrate—Hail!

It is a fight with those two heads, the one with his eyes closed, “Sleepy,” and the
one called “Spacy.” They always grab hold of me and lock with my mind.

But things can change. Revolution can occur—like Communist Russia that
changed for something else. Why not a japa revolution to topple the powerful
regimes of Sleepy, Spacy, and their evil union with The Mind? Pray for the day for
such a change to occur.

Imitation

It is called kalpana in Sanskrit, and it’s not good for the practice of raganuga or
vaidhi. The sahajiyas imagine, making believe they are gopis with breasts and saris,
even though they still live in their male bodies. They say, “Oh, I love God! Oh, I am
a gopi follower.” It is imitation, not the real thing.

I am defining it for you. It is a bluff, just cheap affection—so don’t do it. Beware.
The phoney will finally be exposed.

We are followers. We are meant to be obedient, to do what the spiritual master
says, humbly, like a soldier. We are meant to live for facts and not for dreams. But
we can yearn. We can pray for love of God to become a reality. We don’t want to |
become so fearful of imitation or of deviation that we don’t budge in our spiritual
emotion. That is how we will become repressed. We are meant to feel.

Being afraid to be real means you won’t allow yourself to be real. We shouldn’t
pretend we are better than we are or worse than we are. We should yearn and pray
and follow the advanced, kind-hearted rasika Vaisnava who leads us into the safe
realm of hearing about Radha and Krsna, who guides us in our hearing. It is pos-
sible that in this life, we may become an anuragi, a follower, a kintkari maidservant,

real and humble and begging to serve the guru in his mafijari form. For that, we
should dare to aspire.
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January 28, 1:15 A.M.
.. madhurya-lila-guna-riipa namnam, prati-ksanasvadana-lolupasya vande guroh $ri
carandaravindam.

They ask, “Does the guru actually always chant the glories and pastimes of Radha-
Madhava? Does he assist the gopis in making tasteful arrangements in the kusjas for
the conjugal pastimes of Radha and Krsna?” Every day we sing our praise of the
guru who assists the gopis in the kuiija. Maharaja says that this song of praise for the
spiritual master is Visvanatha Cakravarti’s realization; we may not share this realiz-
ation at our present stage. Still, we accept the prayer for Prabhupada, and we esti-
mate that all bona fide gurus should measure up to this. All ISKCON devotees do
insist the verse nikufija-yiano rati-keli-siddhyai ya yalibhir yuktir apeksaniy ya does apply
to Srila Prabhupada. That itself is proof that he is in gopi-mafijari-bhava. And since
we follow Srila Prabhupada, we should follow him in making arrangements in the
kufija.

One popular interpretation of the verse is that “assisting the gopis” means arrang-
ing for book distribution, but how can we avoid the direct meaning as well? All
glories to Srila Prabhupada, to whom we sing with wholehearted faith all the verses
of $ri Gurvastakam.

By signs like these I see I want to make a case for pursuing the path of the gopis.
And the gopis” assistants are the best of all. That's the way of Riipa and Raghunitha,
Visvanatha Cakravarti, Bhaktivinoda Thakura, Bhaktisiddhinta Sarasvati Thakura,
and Srila Prabhupada who is their representative. Why should we prefer to study
the Upanisads or the Mahabharata? Are we so unqualified?

.

A little spot of time, a little frame of bones and flesh and thumping heart. It will
be wiped away like a drop of water on my desk. While here, hold on to that which is
eternal.

9

O Santa-rasa, 1 do aspire to stay in a solitary room and keep the trucks and noise
and thumping of people far away. I do want the quiet prayer hours with no other
duties. But now I cannot accept as guides, those who contemplate on the feature of
Time or material illusion or God’s inconceivable nature or a kind of inactive eternal
union with Him. I want peace from material agitation, but as a basis for hearing the
daily pastimes of Radha and Krsna in Vrndavana. And those who actually partake
in these pastimes are ever-active and often not so peaceful. They suffer in separation
from Krsna and they are very fond of associating with like-minded lovers of Krsna.
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Because in the time of pain from separation, only the devotees can give peace by
pouring the nectar of Krsna’s pastimes into our ears.

7
Japa

Are you afraid to meet God in His holy names? Afraid to meet yourself? Is that
why I turn away from full attention? Do your fear Him as Arjuna feared the Uni-
versal Form? It isn’t something I have thought much about. Why am I reciting His
names day after day if I want to avoid meeting Him? But even great devotees like
Dhruva Maharaja were speéchless and afraid when they first got Krsna’s darsana.

According to this theory, as soon as you seriously begin to approach Him by His
holy names, you become afraid. Therefore, you allow your mind to go off. A whole
lifetime could be spent in this way—afraid of what you will become in comparison
to Krsna when He manifests. So you prefer to keep it all distant, as a ritual, and you
candidly confess, “It is very hard to control the mind.” You expect your friends will
sympathize because they also find it hard. I don’t think my fear theory tells the
whole story, but I glimpsed at it today.

Otherwise, I am left with my over-familiar, stay-on-the-surface bad habits. There
is no way to bypass them it seems. Neither am I working hard to change them. I
humbly accept a low state and count my blessings that I am up earlier than most, I
am awake, and there are other services that I can do with more competence than my
chanting. It's like accepting the fact that you lost your legs in a car accident or that
your wife is unfaithful. You live with it: “I'm a poor chanter.” Is that the way to go
through life?

They have retreats now at Gita-nagari in addition to the academic seminars. I
suggested to the devotee in charge that retreats could be used for attempting con-
version experiences. Ignatius Loyola introduced retreats to the Catholic Church
hundreds of years ago. One person (or a group) goes into seclusion for a few weeks,
and by guided prayer and counselling with an advisor, and by hearing lectures and
practicing solitary prayer, one tries to meet God and make amends. Try to do some-
thing practical and internal so that when one comes out of it, he is better, healed, or
whatever.

For me, I turn to writing. But the idea of a japa retreat . . . I don’t want to devote
time exclusively to this one yajfia because I doubt it would change much. I have
done thirty-two round yajfias for a few weeks before. It is special, but I come back to
sixteen. The other activities seem equally in need of attention, like my reading. And
my writing, and my preaching. Prabhupada didn’t recommend or practice extended
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japa in seclusion. Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati Thakura wrote against it, but in his
youth he practiced it intensely and got the darsana of Lord Caitanya, who inspired
him to come out and preach.

I am writing these things down without taking full responsibility, however, to at
least say it and admit that I could devote more time to an increased japa quota—it
might be helpful—but right now I think it is better to be more balanced in all the
parts of my life. Perhaps in the future I will go off and chant more, with the bless-
ings and permission of the Vaisnavas. It won't be a fruitive expedition. I won’t be
thinking that after a few days, the Lord will appear. I will do it because “chanting
produces chanting.” And because I am sorry I have offended the most merciful holy
name.

g -
Tungavidya is ecstatic, I fall far behind.
This book of Radha is meant for
those who can taste rasa.
But I have picked it up and read—
something charms me,
the rhythm, the words like “nidhi nidhi”
maha-rasa, prema’s ocean, billowing waves,
even my dull brain is roused,
and I float along allowing
the Sanskrit magic of Vrndaranya, kufija Radhe—
words like a river current, and
concepts like Radha’s dasis
falling asleep massaging Her feet, -
who delight to hear Her play, and
who asked Her for confidential advice: what to do
when Krsna is following a dasi asking for
a chance to meet with Radha?

I might as well not read, I am so out of it,
but I go on with it,

and expect a day in the future

when my taste will be free of avidya.
When it comes,

I'll already know the pastimes
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and persons and the place.

Especially I like to read how

dasis no longer care for other parts of the Vedas and

how Krsna forgets Narada, and even his gopas and parents
as He worships the paths leading

to the kufijas where He plays with Radha.

This morning even my tape recorder

was unqualified and broke down,

and the tape also broke.

Am | being told not to enter?

But I keep thinking of that book—

where a blue cloud comes together with golden lightning,
where a golden vine embraces a black tamala tree
and the bees go mad and parrots sing—

the topmost Vedic nectar

leaving behind

all ordinary studies.

6:30 A.M.

I just read Ravindra-svariipa Prabhu’s essay on going to the annual Mayapura
GBC meeting. He said he joined Krsna consciousness thinking he would be a mystic,
a visionary saint, and here he is now carrying overweight baggage full of complaints
and proposals to the land of spirituality, India. Alas, he has become a bureaucrat in
what Max Weber called the “routinization of charisma.” But it is a duty not to be
shirked, Ravindra reasons. The vision has to be upheld by doing all the nitty-gritty,
detailed work. So he meets fellow GBC men at the airport and they discuss the
upcoming meeting.

Everyone in ISKCON is a servant of the GBC, although not everyone does or
should serve on its board. I am an ex-GBC man; therefore, I may sometimes have
doubts whether I gave up my responsibility or whether I should still accept serving
on the GBC as my duty. But I realize that I have a different role now.

Ravindra doubts, “Have I become a religious bureaucrat?” And I may doubt

whether my writing is beneficial. But we all have to buckle our dhotis at the waist
and go on with confirmed duty.
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Winter Walk Poem by A Serious Guy:

My new full-suit gear by Carhartt

is “as rugged as the men who wear them.”

A 120-pound hulk, I veer down the road
hoping the school kids won’t come out yet

so I can enter the woods alone.

As for my serious purpose,

I have already told: someone has to chart this
new territory. Don’t take yourself too seriously,
but still, you’ve got to justify why you're out here
instead of at a temple and why

you don’t sit on a committee.

So I told you: I am charting the unknown,

and I'm trying to pick up a poor japa standard
and making an open book for a serious purpose.
All this on the order of guru and sastra

just as you too, brother, work under that order.
(Please excuse me if this poem has no music.)

As for play, yes, the deer tracks are fresh,
I raise my arms to the sky. I<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>