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Author’s N ote

D urin g  the  1994 Karttika season I was in Mayapur, 
Ind ia  partic ipating  in a parikrama an d  series o f  lectures 
with Bhakti-caru M aharaja  an d  a g ro u p  o f  devotees. I 
fo u n d  it a rew ard ing  ex perien ce ,  b u t  as o u r  t im e to
g e th e r  cam e  to  an  end , I b eg an  to look  forw ard  to 
f in d ing  m o re  a lo n e  tim e to write. As Karttika e nd ed , 
M adhum angala  a n d  I d ec ided  to re tu rn  to Ire land  and  
to r e n t  an  inexpensive  h o u se  w he re  I co u ld  do  a 
writing retreat.

D uring  the  first days o f  tha t  re trea t,  I strove to write 
a b oo k  which s im ultaneously  h a d  a s t ru c tu re  while 
a llowing fo r th e  w riting  o f  sp o n ta n e o u s  p ro se  an d  
poetry. I chose  as my topic the  search  fo r such  struc
ture  itself, a n d  the  book  becam e In Search of the Grand 
Metaphor. (Excerpts o f  this b ook  have a p p e a re d  in the  
Books A m ong Friends volume Breaking the Silence.) Days 
later, I fo u nd  I had  hit a stride in my search for them e 
in writing, then  began to feel the  s truc tu re  limiting me.
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After all, I h ad  given myself p recious time to write full
tim e; I w an ted  to e n te r  th e  e x p e r ie n c e  as fully as 
possib le. For m e, this m e a n s  free-w riting— w riting  
sessions with n o  p red e te rm in ed  shape, them e, o r topic. 
I s to p p e d  the  “se a rc h ” a n d  p lu n g e d  in to  a series o f  
writing sessions w ithou t titles, d is tingu ished  o ne  from  
a n o th e r  simply by a n u m b er .  We were in a place with 
n o  d is trac tion s ,  so I th rew  myself in to  the  w riting  
sessions a n d  again  an d  again  w rote  in  the  sp irit  o f  
writing down the  bones.

This writing—-just the  opposite  o f  w hat I was looking 
for in Grand Metaphor— is p re sen ted  in this book, Last 
Days of the Year.

, T h e  r e a d e r  shou ld  u n d e rs ta n d  th a t  even w hen  an 
/  a u th o r  delibera te ly  a b a n d o n s  th e m e  o r  s tru c tu re  to 

allow in the  chaos, words a n d  them es  con tin u e  to fall 
in pa tterns . We tend  to be  p reo ccu p ied  in o ne  way o r  
a n o th e r  n o  m a t te r  w hat else we are  do ing , a n d  such 
p reoccup a tio ns  tend  to em erge  th ro u g h  even the  most 
r a n d o m  a p p ro a c h e s  a t  w riting  a n d  flavor th e  free- 
writing with them atic  structure . I h o p e  the  re a d e r  will 

1 enjoy Last Days as a  piece o f  h igh  energy  free-writing 
\ d o n e  sincerely by a person  w ho is trying to m ake his 
\ spiritual vocation the  writing art.
L



Notes #1

M. asked, “W h at if we h ad  to stay h e re  for th ree  
m o n th s?” W ould  I get sick o f  Dennis? W ould  I be able 
to to le ra te  the  sheep? No, I w ould  n o t  be  able to. I 
w ou ld n ’t w ant to stay here.

But h ere  is w here  we are a n d  I look forward to using 
my tim e here  for the best.

F reer  writing. Forthwith areas o f  football fields. T h e  
natu ra l wealth o f  an a b a n d o n ed  cave w here  n igh tm are  
p ro p o r t io n s  were d iscovered. T h e  all-new transversal 
shift o f  S adapu ta  am used , an d  the  dry wit, the  words, 
Hari Sauri used well.

T h is  is the  Associated Press wire. I am  within the  
ticker tape, com ing  across as they used to in the 1960s. 
I d o n ’t know how they do  it now, b u t  i t ’s com ing  o u t  
from  my bra in  an d  I h o p e  th a t  the  Supersoul will talk 
to me.

1



Various voices within, subpersons, are  im portan t.  I 
will p lan  to let them  take the  mike for awhile in this 
work— even the  censors, g rem lins, and  critics. I ’m not 
a lone here. T h e  scribe likes influences.

This is a firelight sonata a 
song o f  sputtering  flames.
I am n o t  going to give unseem ing  jest 
w hat we call prajalpa because

this is a song for shivering
as you pull on  your long underw ear—
I apologize for dressing in fron t  o f 
P ra b h u p a d a  b u t  the re  is 
no  o th e r  place an d  I c a n ’t ju s t  
s tand  o n  ceremonies.
I am  a fool.

This is the  poem  o f  an inveterate vertebrae, 
a p o e t  with a violin and  no  squeak, 
writing in a m o d ern  age w ithout cat gut 
the  hom ogeneo us  milk 
o f  hum ank ind .

N ot a careful poem . It c o u ld n ’t wait, b u t  shivered in 
my body, im patien t to be born . O  Krsna consciousness, 
I w ant to serve you. You are in m e and  outside o f  me. I 
know ju s t  a little o f  you. You are  infinite a n d  in d e p e n 
d e n t  o f  m e, b u t  w ithin myself. I own you, love you, 
p ro tec t  you, you, my best and  m ost familiar friend. No, 
I ’m a fool, b u t  we d o n ’t have to always stand on ce re 
mony.
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T hese  are my last days. Did you know tha t  each n igh t 
I go  in to  the  k itchen  h e re  (I s h o u ld n ’t tell you such 
things, b u t  I have a yen to speak as m u ch  as possible 
ju s t  to preserve the  experience . Is it vain to th ink  life is 
full o f  potentia l Krsna conscious m om ents , lived in the  
simple things?) a n d  share  a cup  o f  tea  with M adhu. 
Should  we m ake the  Irish salute, “T o  your health , an d  
may your m o u th  always be w et”? W hile we d r in k  tea, 
we p lan  o u r  lives for nex t  year.

“Is this som e con trac t  I c a n ’t change?”
I th o u g h t  he  w ould  say I cou ld  change  my p lans on  

any whim, b u t  instead  he  said, “Actually, o nce  we buy 
o u r  airline tickets and  inform  p eop le  o f  o u r  in ten t ion  
to a t tend  this o r  tha t  sem inar, and  after we have asked 
p eo p le  to p re p a re  fo r o u r  visits, etc., th e n  it will be  
difficult to reverse the  p lans.”

“O h .”
T h e n  I tried go ing  deeper:  “I am p lan n in g  a year o f  

my life. Is this nex t  year go ing  to con tribu te  to the  plan 
I have fo rm ed  for how I wish to spend  my rem a in in g  
life d u ra t ion ?”

A nd  d e e p e r :  “Is it e n o u g h  to be  j u s t  a n o t h e r  
sannyasi m oving  from  tem p le  to  tem p le  a n d  giving 
lectures?”

And do  you know what I said? I said yes, I do  th ink  it 
is enough. My life is full an d  privileged w hen I live a few 
days on  the  highway, using the  time to write an d  read  
and  pray, and  then  arrive at a tem ple  to p reach . New 
th ings  c o m e  o f  it. I look  fo rw ard  to such  travels 
th ro u g h  E u ro p e  a n d  th e  C aribb ean , even th o u g h  I 
m eet the  same devotees an d  the  same quarre ls  an d  my
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sam e inability to chan g e  any th ing  for them . 1 pray to 
go d ee p e r  into  those sam e things and  to actually taste 
Krsna consciousness th rou gh  the  routine. Yes, I said, it 
is enou gh , and  I accept it.

H e r e ’s a san n yasi with a shaved h ead  w riting  a 
shaved poem:

“T h e  End o f  the Year” is a good  title.
I always look for titles and  even
illustrations for books, and  customers. But
I seek the words . . .  I seek the time
when I will step aside, o r  as T h eo p h a n  says,
w hen “involuntary long ing” will take over
and  Krsna in my h ea r t  will decide I
am good  enough , o r H e gives His causeless mercy
a lthough  I am n o t  good  en o u g h
a n d  takes over, masters
my senses, my heart, my m ind, and
I flow to Him.

P rab h u p ad a  knows an d  he  knows how to teach 
b o th  newcom ers a n d  o ld  students the 
brilliant and  dull, the best o f  us still struggling 
com pared  to what we might be if we had  becom e 
like the pure  devotees in Lord  Caitanya’s time. 
P rabhup ada  sees us with his com passionate 
eyes and  says, “Let them  dance, even peculiar, 
as long as they have life. W hat can we expect?”

“T h e  Last Days o f  D ecem b er”— a good  
concept, leaving room  for a blessed fortress 
o f  unintelligible words all leading



to Krsna consciousness, the real song.
T h a t  song is no t m an u fac tu red  from  air, 
but from the h ea r t  o f  prayer and  
freedom  from desire.

W hat does this year hold? N arada  
and  Vyasa, a sem inar— tha t work, 
and  the work o f  these no tebooks and  pens.
Surely my soul will rem ain  in my body a little 
longer and  be able to write stuff tha t helps people.

I t ’s delicate how writing comes. M. says it’s a p lan t 
tha t  require  a protective env ironm en t.  If  peop le  smash 
what I ’m doing— anyway, i t ’s sensitive. I have to follow 
my own way. Even K rsna d o e s n ’t d is tu rb  us w hen  we 
p u rsu e  o u r  persona l  o ffering  a t His feet, b u t  lets us 
work at it and  b eco m e  purified . H e  does, however, re 
m in d  us o f  the  p rice  we m ust pay for the  offering  to 
b eco m e worthy.

I ’m looking forward to  the  new year because  it’s so 
unsullied, ju s t  waiting to be  used  up. I pray to use it in 
devotional service. But w hat if d u r in g  this year I am  
severely tested? T h a t ’s th e  exp ress io n  P ra b h u p a d a  
u sed  in discussing Bali M aharaja . H e said th a t  Bali 
M aharaja  was being  “severely te s ted ” by Krsna. It h ap 
pens. If  it h ap p en s  to m e, I will have faith tha t  Krsna is 
b r ing ing  the best o u t  in m e th ro u g h  tha t  test. I will be 
c h a n g e d  for the  b e tte r .  W hat will I do  th ro u g h  the  
test? I will h ea r  a b o u t  Krsna. I h o p e  to be  h ea r in g  
abou t Krsna up  until my end .



6

T h e  fire ca tch ing  in the  fireplace. Am I looking for 
symbols o r am 1 p re p a re d  to live w ithout m e ta p h o r  in 
the  immediate? C han t  H are  Krsna.



Notes #2

We have n o  water an d  I have charcoal o n  my hands. 
D ennis  will fix the  w ater p ro b le m  later today. D enn is  
said h e  has had  a h ard  week.

Srila P ra b h u p a d a  teaches  th a t  we have n o t  c rea ted  
anything. Rather, we have taken  the  in g red ien ts  th a t  
G od  created . I know this is also true  o f  my writing o r  
any th ing  else I do. We are  servants. G od  p rov ided  us 
with ingredients— life, senses, intelligence, and  material 
e lem en ts— by which we can  serve H im . We have n o  
independence .

So, d ea r  friends, d ea r  nobody, d ea r  fill-in-the-blank, 
d e a r  Natalie W ood, d e a r  knock  on  wood, kno ck  on  
head , be glad this is a book. It cou ld  have been  a cat.

Listen, d ea r  Notes, I w an t to  a t least tell you tha t  I 
missed you yesterday. I love you, b u t  c o u ld n ’t write 
h ere  because I had  pain b e h in d  my eye. N ot only that, 
b u t  lunch  was late an d  my sch ed u le  d isrup ted . Yes, I 
missed you so m uch tha t I th o u g h t  o f  you d u r in g  japa.

7
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So m any of my spiritual practices are thoughtless. I 
th o u g h t  being  with you would be different. W hat do  I 
find? Is it the  same? L e t’s m ake it better . Looking  for 
solace and  the  so ften ing  o f  heart.  Still n o  water, b u t  
th a t ’s no  reason to dry up.

W hat is it to cut th rough?  It m eans  to say things that 
a re  really in your heart. T h e r e ’s a fireplace on my left, 
a n d  o n e  day I will write a story for you folks, b u t  in the 
m ean tim e , these notes, because I ’m looking for what I 
really feel. I t ’s n o t  ju s t  tha t  i t’s cold in here . My body 
has to be used  in K rsna’s service. If o u t  o f  a morass o f 
e x p e r ie n c e  a n d  fee lin g  a n d  silly th o u g h ts  I com e 
th ro u g h  to a g e n u in e  Krsna conscious topic, som e
th ing  that really matters to me, then  writing these notes 
w ou ld  be  w orth  it. You know, I h e a rd  several big 
ISKCON leaders  talking with P ra b h u p a d a  in 1974. A 
few years later they were all scattered, gone. W hen  they 
spoke in ’74 they were serious. They  w anted  to m ake 
th e ir  p o in ts  su p rem e  over the  o thers , a l th o u g h  they 
were all simply repea ting  w hat they h ad  already h eard  
from  Srila P rabhupada .  Maybe we w e ren ’t realizing so 
m u ch  in those days. So it’s im p or tan t  to cu t th rough .

I ’m re p ea t in g  too, b u t  writing  isn ’t a b o u t  only re 
peating , and  it d o e sn ’t always ru n  a long sm oo th  tracks. 
It sure is cold in here.

T h e  Lord  speaks to m e in the  blue-covered 
book, T e n th  Canto. I too was there  in tha t  shack 
in Bhubaneshvara, tha t  early m orn ing  
w hen P rab h up ada  began the  T en th  Canto.
A rat c lim bed on the beam s above and
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we saw him  and  d id n ’t see P rab h up ada
on  the  o th e r  side o f the  wall. But we were listening
and  h eard  the beginning,
o u r  young spirits happy, living
with o u r  spiritual master.
We th o u g h t  he  would stay with us 
to com ple te  it. T h en  on the m o rn ing  
walk as the  sun rose, January  1977, Orissa, 
on  a d ir t  road, we said, “P rabh upada ,  we heard  
you begin  the  T e n th  C an to .” H e  was shy, 
sweet, “O h, you h ea rd ?” T h e n  he  said,
“In the  T e n th  C anto  you can h ea r  
K rsna’s flute . . . ”

D o n ’t tea r  o u t  your hair, even figuratively. I t ’s all 
right. Keep going, th en  c h a n t  in the  k itchen , p u t  in 
your tee th  m o re  firmly, th en  go upsta irs  to  exercise  
(m aybe n o t  today, I feel too  so re).  I am  n o t  fee ling  
sorry for myself, b u t  n ee d  en co u rag em en t,  th a t ’s all, to 
sing.

O n e  tim e I went to Atlanta an d  Bhakta Bill 
and  his wife were so young, yet he  was 
tem ple  president.
They th o u g h t  I was special, 
a GBC in white,
and  I enco u rag ed  them  to go on  with 
the ir  p reaching.
They were d ea r  to P rab h u p ad a  an d  still are, 
a lthough  Bill’s now a full-dme lawyer.
So m uch  water has passed u n d e r  o u r  bridges.
Listen to your h ea rtbea t  and  n o t  to tha t  o f  others.
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T r\ to be who you are. P rabhupada  
left us an d  we scattered  
o r  took the  reins and  
no  o ne  could  tell us otherwise.
Now we’re each here. All I can say
to justify my own existence is
tha t  I ’m reading, P rabhupada , I ’m read ing
your books.

Now tell everyone, Stevie, tha t  y ou ’re ab o u t  to write 
stuff tha t  com es into  your head. Cornwall Wallace, if 
you d o n ’t u n d e rs ta n d  it, tough. “Lift your skirts, ladies, 
we are  go ing  th ro u g h  hell ,” he  said. Finally, the  fire is 
w arm ing  this room . I m ean , the  fire o f  the  heart.  T h e  
Lord  will allow us o u r  freedom , no  doub t,  a lthou gh  we 
are  te th e re d  like cows on  a rope. T h e re  is an e n d  to 
freedom , an d  tha t  e n d  is called death . Each and  every 
one.

Prince Yadu said, “I am young and  I n eed  to enjoy or 
how will I r e n o u n c e  la te r?” H e w ould  n o t  give his 
youth to his father. No one  is criticizing h im  for that.

I say ab o u t  myself, an d  I ’m sure  we each  ask o u r 
selves the sam e question: “How m uch  lon g er  will I live 
like this? Do I th ink  I m ight live until the  e n d  and  only 
then  reg re t  tha t  I d id n ’t becom e a devotee?”

O u r  h eroes  push  us forward, som etim es righteously 
with m achism o. W e’re frank abou t that. Sensitive devo
tees usually get overrun  by the  perfec tion  o f  o thers . 
Som e get sick o f  it an d  leave. This is a tough  problem . 
“T h e  Lord  is my sh e p h e rd  an d  I shall n o t  want. He 
leads m e to g re en  pastures. A lthough  I walk in the  
shadow  o f  the  valley o f  dea th , I will fear no  evil. Thy
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rod  an d  Thy staff they com fort m e .” O  Krsna, Krsna. I 
have faith.

Actual life is som etim es too  difficult to p u t  on  the 
page, so we take she lte r  in re m e m b e r in g  evergreens. 
R e m e m b er  the  sh in ing  balls h u n g  from  b ranch es  o f  
the  C hris tm as tree? T h e re  was a p ic tu re  preserved  in 
o u r  p h o to  a lbum . It was taken the  year w hen  the  m en  
were at war. Only cousin Ray was hom e. H e  was young 
and  wore a white sh irt  and  suspenders . My m o th e r ’s 
Steve was o u t  on  a ship pu tt ing  o u t  fires. I was too little 
to know— knew n o th in g  bu t h e r  a rm  a n d  a few crazy 
movies an d  H o ffm an ’s soda and  b an an as  an d  the  fear 
o f dogs and  mice.

We live in the  past sometimes. It feels easier.
Well, i t’s not. T h ere  is n o th in g  g rea t  ab o u t  the  past. 

I t’s a waste o f  life to spend  too m u ch  tim e there . Better 
to be  a p u r e  devo tee  in the  p re se n t ,  a b s o rb e d  in 
prayer and  honesty  and  o th e r  such stuff.

G ood  p eo p le  we are, basically, b u t  we have an u n 
ders ide . I know tha t  n o th in g  I am  saying is clear. I 
d o n ’t know w h e the r  to be h u m b le  a b o u t  tha t  o r  to be 
p ro ud . L e t’s stop cultivating b lindness by avoiding the  
tru th . I t ’s n o t  c lear because  I have to s top  short: I 
s h o u ld n ’t even be discussing myself. Lord  Krsna is His 
n am e  a n d  I p re fe r  to chan t.  Still, I am  m ad e  in His 
image, m ad e  by the  Swami too. H e can p u t  m e down 
and  I will n o t  walk ou t on him. I have to take what goes 
on in this place. See w hat I m ean?  I c a n ’t m ake it 
clearer.



12

As the  wind howls
and  my d ea r  friend makes h o t  tea
in this house  where  we have no  water
I look forward to the days
passing o n e  by one  while 1 do  my projects—
p rep a r in g  classes where we read Gita texts and
write. And I will read.
I am  on  a third-class express train to heaven.
This is the suffering of
no  com pla in t,  the  babble  o f  the  brook,
the  stones an d  m u d  never frozen
the  sheep  who have to die splashed with b lue dye,
the  land lo rd  and  his Christmas all a lone
with n o  w om an and  no  celibacy,
so d runk .

This is the  free, the d o esn ’t-know- 
what-he-should-do-sometimes show.
But h e  behaves, acts cool, collects quotes, 
and  som etim es clowns, “D o n ’t tread  on  m e !”
This is the  barefoot, the black knuckle skin 
floor o f  kitchen song. This is the  fire 
in the  stove and  the fireplace, the 
wind with cold fingers that 
always finds us. This is the little bit 
I p u t  on  the page.



Notes #3

Irrita ted . Read Forgetting the Audience, which I wrote 
last year. I liked it. Now I ’m here ,  i r r i ta ted .  Why? i  
ruffle myself because I want to achieve som ething , then 
b eco m e  an g r ie r  w hen  I cannot.  T h a t ’s w hat the  Gita  
describes: from  lust com es an g e r  w hen  the  desires a re ; 
frustra ted . I am  covering  lim ited g ro u n d  like a sheep  
who has to walk over the  sam e trails an d  boggy m arsh  
because  it is fenced  in by its owner. It m anages, and  
clips the  grass even closer. T h e  sheep  becom es flexible. 
It has to.

Krsna is th e  p erso n  w ho is b e h in d  all things. H e 
appears  in the  universal form  to awe th e  materialists 
in to  subm ission . M ore  in te l l igen t  d evo tees  a re  n o t  
in te res ted  in the  universal form  b u t  in the  attractive 
S uprem e Person in His m ed ium  size. Srila P rabh up ad a  
exp lained  this on the  beach in Bombay while they read 
the eleventh ch ap te r  together.

Now I am serving the  same Krsna. We all are. But 
how persona lly  may we serve Him? In Forgetting the

13
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Audience I faced som e fr igh ten ing  things abou t the  po 
tential faults in my service. I also d e fen d ed  my service, 
n o t  always in its particulars, b u t  in its ability to help  m e 
pray. R ead ing  it again, I ad m ired  the  even tone , the  
firmness, the willingness to adm it my lower position.

So why am  I irritated? Is it because my progress is so 
slow? Yes. But I c a n ’t stop writing ab o u t  my slow p ro 
gress. If  I did, I would have to fall silent. I want m ore  
for myself.

O u t  o f  this funk, on  this gray, windy, misty, wintry 
Irish day, I ask, “W ould you like to sing and  dance?”

I lo o k ed  a t  those  c louds ea r l ie r  a n d  th o u g h t  o f  
b itterness, how I d o n ’t have it in my life. I h av en ’t been  
fo rced  to d r in k  o f  ex trem e  adversities. My adversities 
a re  my blessings; they have enab led  m e to live m o re  
hum bly  an d  to b e  w ho I am , ex p lo r in g  my writing, 
alone.

Maybe th a t ’s why I ’m irrita ted; am  I feeling som e 
loneliness? T h e n  p u t  it aside o r  accep t it, accep t this 
day, accep t these notes.

H e carries in the  wood in a
c a rd b o a rd  carton
and  I ’ve go t my share  to do.
I have to b u rn  tha t  w ood from 
m idn igh t till breakfast.
W hen  I n ap  after dawn, the 
world is still dark, the room  illumined 
by the  rays o f  the  last o f  the logs.
W hen you m easure  sleep by no  m ore  than 
fou r  hou rs  at a time, as I do, you are 
always hopeful, always jus t  rising.



O h, I have my share  and  I d o  care
to im prove bu t have to accep t
the  wind an d  rain an d  tha t  t h e r e ’s n o  water
and  the  sheep  will die.
M. is axing wood and
Dennis is com ing slowly up  the hill in his
tractor (one  headlight missing).
My lot is to write and  n o t  to be 
irritated  tha t  I am  forced  to tell 
o f  the  o n e  them e  o f  wanting  to sing to 
chan t,  seeking the  w riter’s way.

Looking for voices to help.
W hat do  you want, the  shou ts  o f  a sh e p h e rd ?  H e  

whistles a n d  shou ts  as if h e  were a rowdy look ing  for 
action.

I ha lt  in my tracks w hen  I h ea r  tha t  s h e p h e rd ’s yells 
as if I too  were a tim id sheep  ru n n in g  in the  rain. This 
s h e p h e rd  ro u n d s  his sh eep  a n d  dyes th e m  re d  to 
distinguish them  from  D en n is’ sheep , w ho are  blue. I 
ha l ted ,  t im id  a n d  even e m b arra ssed  th a t  this m an  
shou ld  see m e walking a ro u n d  his lan d  with a hazel 
walking stick, n o th in g  b e t te r  to d o  th an  to look like a 
coun try  g en tlem an . Maybe he  d o e s n ’t look at m e like 
that, I d o n ’t know, b u t  i t’s how I see myself th rou gh  his 
eyes. Better I stay in the  hills w here  no  o n e  will see me, 
a lth o u g h  i t ’s likely I ’ll h ea r  the  trac to rs  even there . 
W here can this p rayer m an  go a lone  who d o e s n ’t even 
pray b u t  g ro u n d s  o u t  an ex tra  two ro u n d s  over the  
bare  m in im um  and  then  goes inside to write, to write?
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G etting darker. I gave M. this note: “Yon m en tio ned  
tha t  at the  end  of o u r  tim e h e re  I would be g lad  to 
leave. I have th o u g h t  over w hat you said, a n d  it oc
c u r re d  to m e tha t  maybe you were m aking  a sugges
tion. We could leave earlier. We could  leave in less than 
a week, ju s t  after my birthday. W hat do  you th in k?” I 
d o n ’t have a th em e  h e re  anyway, and  I could  co n tin u e  
these notes even if we were traveling. T he  structure  will 
be easy to m aintain : i t ’s a simple, silver, m etal trough  
s tanding  on four legs. W hatever you have, you throw  it 
in. T h e  m an  w h o ’s w riting  it can look  serious any
w here , an d  he  can m u m b le  ab o u t  artistic in te n t io n  
an d  how he  fused it with the  religious. N o t only that, 
b u t  the  idea  tha t  I am  writing these notes d u r in g  the  
last days o f  the  year— well, it will be  the  last days o f  the 
year n o  m atte r  w here  we are.
f Maybe th a t’s why I was irrita ted  earlier: I c a n ’t take 
ithe isolation an d  obscurity we have here. T h e  austerity 
is too  sweet, so I was inventing  an excuse, an  escape, 
from  this w onderfu l  p lace  I have found . I sh ou ld  be 

/resting in the  grip  o f  fate (Krsna, o f  course), a n d  hap- 
I pily using this opportun ity  to write in an old house with 
no  o ne  to b o th e r  me.

We will discuss it, M. and  I, b u t  I expect he  will have 
an o p in ion  bo th  d eep  a n d  practical regard ing  cars and  
w he the r  p lane  tickets can be changed . My guess is we’ll 
stick it ou t  here.

T h en  see it as precious.
T h e re ,  now, I feel better . I feel these notes are  b e

c o m in g  a series, g row ing  like c a rro ts  o u t  o f  th e  
g r o u n d — a series o f  days, o f  cold  m o rn in g s  w ithou t
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heat, days w ithout shape  o r  d irec tion , bu t writing what

P rabhupada  is here  with me, I imagine he is 
laughing  at me o r  even scornful. A b ro th e r  
said that if P rabh up ada  were h e re  now, physically, 
he  would pulverize me, c o n d em n  m e 
as a nonsense, useless, concoc ted— thun derb o lt  
guru  and  no  denying it.

0  P rabhupada , your murti has a mild smile.
H e d o e sn ’t seem to m ind  that
1 sit a lone u n d e r  a light bulb  and  
type. You know tha t  at least I am 
practic ing  to write. You d o n ’t read  my
work, b u t  see tha t  I am reading, being  reasonable,
self-controlled, and  tha t  I have a h ea r t
which I offer to you. I may be
crazy to th ink  my words can be
used in your preaching  mission,
b u t  th a t ’s my professed desire.



Notes #4

L e t’s start with the  squeak ing  an d  hissing o f  the log 
in the  fire. T h e  logs u n d e rn e a th  are  red  em bers  now. 
T h e  squeez ing  o u t  o f  liquids is n o t  all water b u t  the  
rem a in in g  sap in the  wood. D o n ’t feel sorry for dead  
wood. I t ’s long  gon e  now. Can I claim that since I am  a 
devotee, the  log has ben efi ted  by b u rn in g  to keep m e 
warm in my devotional labors? Perhaps, if I am actually 
glorifying God.

We h ea rd  P rab h u p ad a  speak on  his 1974 E uropean  
tour. I was blessed to be the re . H e said it was always 
g ood  to rem e m b e r  Krsna. Even if a conversation is go
ing  tow ard  sense g ra tifica tion . T h is  was in Geneva. 
P ra b h u p a d a  was praising Bengal as the  most beautiful 
place in India. He said all the Europeans love Bengal. It 
used  to be all garden , bu t has since been  spoiled. He 
said o n e  Bengali novelist w rote  a story o f  an officer 
who fell in love with a Bengali girl. H e was ench an ted  
by h e r  black hair and  black eyes. W hen P rab h u p ad a

18
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said that, Yogesvara dasa in te r jec ted ,  “Krsna also has 
black ha ir  and  black eyes.”

P ra b h u p a d a  said, “Why do  you b ring  in Krsna? We 
are discussing sense gra tifica tion .” T h en  he add ed  that 
it was good  Yogesvara re m e m b e re d  Krsna. I liked that 
m om en t.  I spoke up too and  said, “So it is all right to 
m en tio n  Krsna even if the  exam p le  we give is n o t  so 
clear o r g oo d ?”

“Yes,” he  said, “as long  as we som ehow  re m e m b e r  
Krsna.”

So this writing may be like that. At least we know to 
turn  to Him. Make the  best use o f  a bad  bargain.

I am happy.
Really? O r  are your words spoken as convention?
No, happy  tha t  on  the  tape  from  J u n e  ’74 in G er

many, my voice was raspy b u t  han g ing  in there , knock
ing o u t  Sanskrit  verses. I guess Nitai was away tha t  
m o rn ing , o r  g on e  to America. Anyway, I h ad  to stand  
in as rec ite r  o f  Sanskrit for the  assembly. P ra b h u p a d a  
h ad  m e ch an t  fou r o r five verses in a row. I m ade  few 
mistakes. T h an k  you, P ra b h u p ad a ,  for le t t ing  m e be 
the re . A nd  th an k  you for accep tin g  me. You h ad  so 
many devotees; how could  I o r  any o f  us d e m a n d  m ore  
from  you? At least for a little while, a few m on ths , you 
carried  m e a long with vou. Little d id  I know. And now?

Keep living in the  p resen t,  th in k in g  o f  His Divine 
Grace. 1 want to renew  the con trac t  I s igned as his dis
ciple. I want a new relationship  with him , o n e  in which 
I read  his books a n d  re p re s e n t  h im  as best I can 
a c c o rd in g  to my age  a n d  re a l iz a t io n ,  a n d  th e
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c ircum stances within ISKCON. A nd yes, acco rd ing  to 
mv proclivity.

As I write, I pause to see how the fire is doing. Looks 
like I w on 't  have to tend  to it for the  next hour. O n  my 
righ t is P ra b h u p a d a  in murti form. This is n o t  a m ere  
statue. H e is the re  for the  o n e  who loves him. Do you 
want to serve him? H e has kindly com e in this form. As 
the  Lord  can do  it, so can the  pu re  devotee. P rab h u 
p ad a  is w orsh iped  all over the  world by his followers. 
Please stay with m e, P ra b h u p ad a .  I am  foolish, b u t  
desire to see you and  to h ea r  from you.

If  asked to choose  a subject and  sing in the  august 
assembly o f  GBC m e m b e rs  a n d  sannyasis an d  m o re  
friendly disciples o f  His Divine Grace, I would probably 
leaf th ro u g h  the  Bhagavatam, as we do  w hen asked to 
give an  im p ro m p tu  lec tu re ,  such  as o ften  h a p p e n s  
w hen  I first arrive at a tem ple , a n d  choose  som ething . 
R em em b er  w hen  tha t  h a p p e n e d  at New M ayapur this 
sum m er?  I w an ted  to s tand  by the  white R enau lt  van 
an d  talk to w hom ever a p p ro a c h e d — smile, relax, and  
tell o f  o u r  adv en tu res  on  the  road. I w an ted  to ask 
each  o n e  how they were d o in g  and  enjoy the  sunlight. 
Instead, the  tem ple  p re s id en t  insisted tha t  I accept an 
official reception . H e cam e o u t  with a klrtana party to 
g ree t  me, consisting o f  persons  I d id n ’t know. “Follow 
m e ,” he  said, “an d  com e into  the  tem ple  foyer w here  

I we will wash your feet. Even th o u gh  som e o f  us are  
your G odbro thers ,  we will h o n o r  you. We wanl to do  
it.” I had  to follow; the re  seem ed little likelihood o f  my 
refusal being respected.
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Well, on  tha t  occasion I gave a lecture . 1 said som e
th ing abo u t  the  real revolution. O h , and  I said, “This is 
the  50th anniversary  o f  the  libera tion  o f  France  from 
the Nazis, D-day, bu t France is still n o t  l ibera ted .”

It appears  tha t K enm are is 
a small town, it d o e sn ’t even have a p h o to 
copy m ach ine  an d  no  courie r  service.
But they have a health  food store. M. 
b ro u g h t  back
a small bag o f  couscous. I d o n ’t look 
into the bags because tha t  would be sense 
gratification— to see what we will be  eating.
But I know i t ’s couscous. Also, he  told me,
“For the  nex t  two days I’ll be th inking
how to cook  special p repara tion s  on  Ekadasl.”
T h e  13th is my birthday this year, 
ju s t  the  two o f  us here , so I w on ’t 
have to lecture , ju s t  walk 
outside an d  com e to this page 
for my usual.

W hen I was a young m an  in my p a ren ts ’ h om e I used 
to gaze in to  th e  fire. T h ey  lit fires especially  a t  
Christmas, ju s t  as I have a fire go ing  now. W hen  I was 
old en o u g h ,  they invited m e to d r in k  with th e m — a 
high ball from  the  bar. It mellowed things, m ade  every
thing  a hazy lie, like soupy music o n  the  p h o n o g ra p h  
and  the  am en ities  for which they had  paid  so dearly. 
T h e  little King Christ in my m o th e r ’s b ed ro o m  d id n ’t 
have m uch  sway over that household . She was lucky she 
was allowed to keep him there  at all. So m u n d an e ,  and



the  te le p h o n e ,  an d  m e ge t t ing  o u t  of it all th ro u gh  
Brooklyn College and  all that, as if 1 h ad  a secret love, a 
secret com m unity  to jo in , to look forward to resistance 
o f  infamy, to liberation th ro u g h  the  likes o f  Jo a n  Baez 
singing, read ing  the Village Voice, and  h earing  what my 
Jewish fr iends  had  to say. T h e  ferry to M anhattan  left 
m e n o  way o u t  o f the flesh and  the  dem ands. I knew all 
this while I gazed into the fire.

T oday  I am  th ink ing  o f  w atchm en , p e rhap s  similar 
to the  ones  in the  Navy w ho stand  watch over the  ship. 
No, they d o n ’t stare into fires. In India , everyone has a 
little  fire o u td o o rs  ign ited  from  a few sticks. They 
g a th e r  ro und . I ’m n o t  p a r t  o f  tha t  fire-gazing. I am too 
m u c h  the  fo re ign e r  an d  c a n n o t  s tand  o r  c ro u ch  the  
way they can. I am  m e a n t  to  e n te r  the  gates o f  the 
K rishna-B alaram  M and ir  with the  o th e r  white m en , 
a n d  to  feel my fire-warmth in the  fo rm  o f  m oney  and  
passport an d  the  knowledge tha t  soon I will be released 
f rom  this teem ing  country  o f  poverty and  Hindi. W ho 
w ants  to  lea rn  H in d i  w hen  you know English, the 
language  o f  P ra b h u p a d a ’s books an d  the  language o f 
ISKCON politics? T herefore , I d o  n o t  even try to stand 
befo re  fires on  the  street. As for the  fire o f  devotion, 
for th a t  I only aspire. I still d o n ’t d are  to light myself 
with the  yogic fire o f  devotion tha t  would drive m e to 
please His Divine Grace and  Lord  Caitanya at any cost.

I prefer, I 
p refer,
I p re fe r
to write abo u t  it while
sitting by a fireplace at
an isolated house in Ireland. I prefer.
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God will decide. I know it in my bones.
Please, Lord, accept my offering. In the  m idst o f  this 

sense g ra tifica tion  an d  specu la tion , I tu rn  to You as 
Yogesvara d id  on  tha t  walk in Geneva: “Krsna has black 
hair  a n d  black eyes to o .” You swallowed the  forest fire. 
T hey  b e a t  th e  s e r p e n t  w ho was d e v o u r in g  N an d a  
M aharaja with flam ing logs. W ould I have d o n e  it if I 
had  b een  there?

H ere  is a n o th e r  no te  from m e befo re  I go  nex t  d o o r  
into the  k itchen. I like the  p resen t,  b u t  p re fe r  it to be 
spiced with a little future. I c o u ld n ’t s tand  the  intensity 
o f living only in the  present. T herefo re ,  I am  telling you 
tha t  in a few m o m en ts ,  I will go  in to  th e  k itchen  to 
chant. T h a t  will n o t  go unabated :  I will b reak  my japa  
after half  an  h o u r  an d  eat a spoonfu l o f  chalky-tasting, 
pow dered  m edicine.

Never m ind, I ju s t  said I prefer this.
T h e  upstairs is cold and  smells a little musty. I ’ll do  

fifteen m inutes o f  yoga before  breakfast.
Breakfast is brief, a lm ost too brief, an d  the re  is little 

o f  it, bu t  the  fact is I c a n ’t digest m ore . So the  p resen t  
keeps m oving  a lo n g  in to  the  fu tu re ,  o r  th e  fu tu re  
moves into the present, and  I will rest after all that.

Sleepy eyes. Before you d ie— the  w ords com e  in to  
my head. W hat abo u t  tha t  d ream  last night?

Rasaraja dasa and  a n o th e r  straight-edge young  devo
tee had an e n g ag em en t  at a high school. I cam e a long  
as an o ld e r  devotee. T h e  p re sen ta t io n  was, “How to 
lose weight by practic ing  bhakli." W ithin tha t  topic we 
would give the  kids Krsna consciousness. I b eg an  to
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speak straightforwardly  ab o u t  how to m ake offerings 
to the Deity even in your mind. 1 was th inking  o f  telling 
o f  the  brahmana from  S outh  Ind ia  who offered  sweet 
rice to Lord Krsna in his mind.

But som e envious p eop le  tried to destroy us. While 
the  college s tud en ts  were s leep ing  in the  d o rm , o u r  
enem ies  cam e and  said, “If you h e a r  this stuff ab o u t  
m ental offerings, you will be ru ined . Your h ead  will fall 
off.” A nd  so it went. T h e  sleepers th o u g h t  we were voo
doo  workers and  p re p a re d  to attack us. W hen  I awoke, 
I discovered I had  a new headach e  in the left eye.

Bee-bop-aroo
tha t fellow in the  zoo
knows you too, please be my Valentine
before  i t’s too  late. See you at Christmas.
We have chosen  to live alone.
Dear ones, the  music I send  you is 
Krsna conscious, from  alone, 
please, Lord, be pleased with m e 
and  d irec t me.

If one  day I can go out
as Bhaktivinoda T h ak u ra  says, forgetting  my 
own cares— that will be  a new o rd e r  o f  bravery.
I can give myself a m edal for that.
Until then , from this sheltered 
place o f  alone, I pay my dues and  
p repare  lectures, polish outlines, sing 
b roken  songs by the 
fireplace, and
make my offering to you all.
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O holy h o t  cereal,
O  fr iend  who serves P rab h u p ad a
by serving me, O  rains and  winds,
this place is as good  as any o th e r
and  I will use it to celebrate  the  last
days o f  the  year in notes as a com pensation-offering
from  o n e  who d id n ’t dare  ap p ro ach
peop le  cold on  the  street to sell
them  a book, a lthough  tha t
is the  best and  m ost app rop ria te
th ing  to do  d u r in g  D ecem ber.
No d o u b t  h u n d re d s  are do ing  it.



Notes #5

T h e  cow is peeing. T h e  black cow licks h e r  lips like 
the  child  o n  the  label o f  the  H ajm ola, “Tastes g o o d !” 
M. saw the  not-p re tty  gray an d  white o n e  licking h e r  
calf; th e  ca lf  was h u n c h e d  u p  a n d  “en joying  every 
m in u te  o f  i t .” Bhagavatam  says how  these  h o u seho ld  
anim als a re  very m u ch  like o n e ’s own children . T h e re 
fore, the grhastha sh o u ld n ’t kill them.

In  my seq u en tia l  read in g ,  I ’m  u p  to V asudeva’s 
speech  to Kamsa a b o u t  why we s h o u ld n ’t fear dea th  
b u t  shou ld  be  careful to act so tha t  we may n o t  trans
migrate. I read, b u t  n o t  as deeply as I would have liked. 
I cou ld  read  slower, b u t  I am also eager  to finish the  
cantos. P roduction  mentality.

But ju s t  con s ide r  this: if  we th ink  always o f  Krsna, 
th en  we will serve H im  with o u r  senses. At the time o f  
d ea th ,  Krsna will take con tro l.  I f  o u r  m in d  flickers, 
Krsna will force H im self into  o u r  minds. We will need  
H im . We n e e d  H im  now. T h e re fo re ,  h ea r  with a t
ten tion . T h e n  close your eyes and  th ink  o f  what He is
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saying. W hat does it m ean? No o n e  can tell you how 
K rsna is ac ting  o n  you r own h e a r t .  T h is  c a n ’t be 
u n d e rs to o d  by pu tt in g  it on  an ista-gosthi agenda , al
though  discussing it with o thers  m ight help. Ultimately, 
however, we have to  find G od for ourselves.

Everyth ing  is like that. We also have to f ind  o u r  
personal expression  o f  loyalty to ISKCON. This m o rn 
ing I wrote myself this no te  as it o ccu rred  to m e while I 
was do in g  my little yoga exercises in the  d a rk  room : 
“Loyalty to ISKCON shou ld  com e from  the  h ea r t  in a 
p e rso na l  way. We d o n ’t have to show it off. Sure, 
loyalty will have recognizable shapes, b u t  d o n ’t do  it to 
gain  c red i t  with o thers. Act u p o n  in n e r  motives an d  
p rinc ip les ,  n o t  o n  p e e r  pressures,  w hich  a re  always 
shallow. Live from  real conviction.”

G reen  hills s tr iped  with b row n belts. T h e  day, wet. 
Crows on  the  g ro u n d  as I walked a ro u n d  the  per im ete r  
o f the marshy field, my steps sinking into the  earth.

S u n day  today. M. m a d e  c h ic k p e a  p u d d in g  fo r  
dessert. R ead ing  H ari Sauri P r a b h u ’s book . P ra b h u 
pada  in his M anh a ttan  suite, m ee tin g  guests. S om eone  
leaves h im  with a copy o f  Time m agazine. Later, Srlla 
P rab h u p ad a  sits a lone  browsing th ro u g h  it. W hen  Hari 
Sauri enters, P ra b h u p a d a  pushes the  m agazine  toward 
h im  a n d  says, “No o n e  shou ld  read  these  magazines. 
They  p re sen t  it in such a way th a t  the  m ateria l world 
seem s r e a l .” P ra b h u p a d a  answ ered  a le t te r  a b o u t  
w h e th e r  we may s tudy  c o m p a ra t iv e  p h i lo so p h ie s .  
W asn’t my question. I d o n ’t want to be a g rea t  philoso
pher. I want a sim pler path.
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These  little bits I re ad — I p u t  them  to g e th e r  for my 
life.

I d re am t I was exposed  to rock music be ing  played 
by devotees. It was as if the  en t ire  w orld  were being  
c o n d u c te d  as a k ind  o f  rock  opera . M ailm en, every
one , w hom ever I m e t— all would be sing ing  this rock 
music. It was as if the  sp reading  o f  Krsna consciousness 
was occu rring  d e p e n d e n t  on the  spread  o f  rock-’n-roll. 
I shouted , ‘T h is  music stinks!”

W h en  I lie down to die, will I be  able  to b r in g  my 
m in d  to  Krsna? At th a t  t im e th e re  will b e  n o  m o re  
books to write, and  my mistakes will have to be forgiven 
o r  paid for in the  fo rm  o f  a n o th e r  body.

T h e  tracto r down in the  gully nea r
a line o f  trees and  m e  u p  here , u p  here.
In the twinkling o f  an  eye, he  writes
a line, in a sweatshirt and  a knit h a t . . .
I had  b e tte r  start again. False start.

Now first go to your m en  who play th e  m usic with 
you.

O h ,  th a t  was in a n o th e r  book. I ’m  in  a d if fe ren t  
p lace  now. T h ese  a re  n o te s  for the  last days o f  this 
year.

I t ’s n o t  so cold today. I wrote som e m in o r  no tes  for 
a m ee tin g  with M. ton igh t,  th en  pau sed  an d  allowed 
myself to feel the  deliciousness o f  time. Felt an u rge  to 
use my time to see if anything passes th ro u g h  my m ind  
that will d eep en  my Krsna consciousness. I have already 
settled  m ost o f  the  im p o r ta n t  m atters  re la t ing  to o u r
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leaving here. 1 have time to live w ithou t those  worries 
now. L

W hat came? “W hat does Krsna want m e to d c v ^ s .
I know I am  stuck, o r ien ted  to p e rfo rm an ce .  ThX 

trick is s im ultaneously  to n o t  care  who is lis tening to 
m e while speaking  responsibly because  p eop le  are lis
tening. W hen I b roke  my ankles in my youth, I used to 
play a w ooden  reco rde r  for myself, b u t  also for anyone, 
else w ho m ig h t  be  lis ten ing . 1 im a g in ed  my a u n t  
hea r in g  m e from  h e r  nex t-door house. L a te r  I fo und  
o u t  tha t  she had  heard . She said, “I h e a rd  you playing 
and  it was b eau tifu l .” But I h ad  b e e n  playing to seek 
God and  peace, and  to revive my sha tte red  soul, which 
h ad  left m e  crazy e n o u g h  to j u m p  o u t  a window. 
M iraculously I h a d n ’t d ied . I lived lo n g  e n o u g h  to 
browse th ro u g h  sacred books an d  to  pray to G od  for 
d irection . I was a weak and  sensual bug, b u t  the re  was 
so m e th in g  inside  m e  like w hat I h a d  re a d  in th e  
Upanisads, a Self, a light.

Life m eans to think  o f  Krsna, bu t 
who is He? And where is He?
Why is He still so elusive?
I d o n ’t know Him? God is invisible
the Christians say, and  T h eo p h a n  says
w hen you pray, remove all forms and  images
from your mind. They want only a simple regard,
to be n ea r  the  majestic, fearful God
who is invisible and  so great we can never
know Him. He is certainly great,
infinitely m ore  than that, bu t
He has a fo rm — a spiritual form — and
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we can th ink  o f  Him, see Him, 
and  love H im  like that.
W hen He speaks in the  Gild He 
removes all doubts.
0  Lord, please show Yourself to me, o r 
at least let m e think  o f  You. Please 
pull m e  to You, captivate m e with 
Your unsurpassed  sweetness.
W hatever is good  in m e and  my writing 
com es from  You because You are the  source o f 
creative arts. Wish I could see my a ttachm en t  
to lesser concerns, wish I could wish . . .

T h e re  a re  th ree  young  m en  living in the  Baltim ore 
tem ple. I expec t the nex t  time they write, they will have 
m oved out. T hey  all like to read  my books and  are  all 
ask ing  m e  to  in itia te  them . T h in k  a b o u t  w hat tha t  
means.

No, n o  m o re  in itia tions for me. I have ju s t  d o n e  a 
few last excep tions they may have h ea rd  about.

But w here  does th a t  leave them ? T h in k  ab o u t  tha t  
too.

T h a t ’s a n o th e r  th o u g h t  tha t cam e while I was feeling 
the time to think.

In this age P ra b h u p a d a  says a m an  c a n ’t even take 
care o f  o ne  wife. Krsna had  16,108 wives.

Why b ring  tha t  up?
1 was w on d erin g  how I could p resu m e to have even 

o n e  disciple. In two days it will be  my b irthday . In 
Baltimore, a t  Jaya G au ra su n d a ra ’s house, disciples will 
be g a th e r in g  to speak the  traditional offerings and  to 
express the  traditional worship. S om eo ne  m ight won
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d e r  where we are, especially me, the  subject of all this 
worship. Jaya G au rasu nd ara  knows, but he w o n ’t tell.

I was walking the  m arshy bog  and  th in k in g  th a t  in 
the  fu tu re  I will be with those p eop le  g a th e red  at his 
house. Why? Is it that I want to play at being  h o n o re d  
while sitting on a big seat?

No, an d  so we are h e re  alone. M. will probably  write 
m e a “Happy B irthday” note , and  I will probably  write 
him som eth ing  back. I hop e  I’ll read an d  write as usual. 
Give m e tha t  blessed, usual rou tine , free o f  p o m p  and  
indigestion.

And? W hat is it you were going  to say before  tha t  girl 
stood in your line o f  vision with h e r  offering o f  flowers?

I was go ing  to say tha t  I d o n ’t n e e d  big b ir th day  
parties. B etter I show up  later, give a few classes, and  
talk th ro u g h  my false teeth. U nlike King Khatvariga, I 
d o n ’t know how m uch  time I have left. I n eed  to spend  
some time looking for Him.

Ding-a-ling, in the mail comes a ring 
from T om  Mix and  the  H oopla-doo. H ere  
com es the mail
m an with a gift for T hee . And 
from a helicop ter com es Baladeva to surprise you 
with a newly published  book 
a trinket, an hourglass, a jazzy song without my 
having asked. H e ’ll b ring  a fizzy drink  and  
tasty prasadam a long with som eth ing  
to digest it all— a new bu t harmless pill.
It will also help  m e live longer. H ere  comes 
the  m ailm an with a c a rdb oard  box (like one  
carried bv Jimmv D uncan, full
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o f  things o f little value
except the time m om  told him what to send: 
a Schwinn bicycle, mailed 
first-class). H ere  com es 
the  ca rdb oard  box with a Bhagavalam.
Be grateful.

H ere  is the blue sky, now getting darker.
M. p o n d e r in g  a cookbook  to m ake EkadasI preps. 
I d id n ’t ask him  to, bu t he  wants to.
I will be happy to write 
a nonbirthday-b irthday  ode.

A nd  on  Christmas, who knows?
Maybe n o th in g  b u t  rou tine,
then  leave he re  on  time, bags packed and  head ing
for the long drive to S hannon , on
over the  Atlantic, always chan ting  the
L o rd ’s nam es for p ro tec tion— Krsna, Govinda,
H are  Krsna, Nrsimhadeva, dea r
P rabh upada , I m ean  the  real one,
n o t  the false,
the  real o n e  and  me
the  real o ne
who is a servant o f  the Lord 
proven by service to His devotee.
I t ’s go t to end  that way as I 
have said several times.



Notes #6

My no tes  a re  n o t  like M adhvacarya’s n o tes  a t  th e  
e n d  o f  the  first ch ap te r  o f  the  T e n th  Canto. T h e re  he  
tells us fu r th e r  w ha t the  L o rd  said a b o u t  t ra n sm i
gration. Why d o n ’t I talk o f  tha t  too?

I can, b u t  only if I repeat. P ra b h u p a d a  in G erm any  
says material civilization is ju s t  digging an d  piling. (The 
a u d ien c e  lau g hed  at his express ion . A baby m a d e  a 
noise. H e  said, “T his  baby knows m o re  th a n  any o f  
you .” T h e n  the  baby m ade  a n o th e r  noise, a n d  P ra b h u 
p ad a  said, “It is d is tu rb in g .”) H e  w en t on  to exp la in  
th a t  fools d o n ’t u n d e rs ta n d  a n d  c a n n o t  a c ce p t  the  
facts o f  na tu re .  I listen a n d  repea t.  T h e re  is n o th in g  
w rong  with it. W hat else have I co m e  h e re  to write? 
Som ething  else? You know.

Awoke and  faced again the  choice  tha t I could  leave 
h e re  early and  spend  a few days at  Samlka Rsi’s house  
in America. I dec ided  to stick it o u t  here. I am looking 
for som eth ing  here, and  I d o n ’t want to give in before

33
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find ing  it. S om eth ing  im p o r tan t  could  h a p p en  du r in g  
these nex t two weeks in my relationship  with Krsna an d  
my sp iritual m aster ,  my o u t lo o k  toward myself a n d  
toward life. I d o n ’t m ean  . . .

I c a n ’t force so m eth ing  to h appen . I can only accep t 
w hat Krsna sends. I know that. Still, I ’m n o t  ready to 
escape.

T hese  thoughts . Now I have a good  fire go ing  in the 
f irep lace , b u t  have n o  inf in ite  supply  o f  w ood. My 
h ea d ach e  w ent away overnight. T h e  p leasu re  o f  lying 
th e re  knowing I h ad  g o n e  to b ed  forty-five m in u tes  
early, so d id n ’t have to  rush  to fall asleep— I was able 
to ju s t  b re a th e  a n d  relax. I know such p leasu res  a re  
tem porary . W hat ab o u t  your soul, sir?

Am I shivering because o f  the chill 
o r  d ue  to the  power o f  A nna  A khm atova’s poems? 

r She writes sharp  as a knife, and  grieves 
with such power 

over friends dead  an d  the  two wars h e r  g en era tion  
suffered. Brings images right 
before  your face on  the  page, from  h e r  life 
and  dedication. I d o n ’t think  she 
w ould run  away from  a house  where the  writing 
was going good. R em em ber Rilke 
speaking from the  D uino  castle 
for weeks? H e was also, like me, homeless and  
a beggar, b u t  som eone  gave h im  a place 
for awhile. H e wrote and  waited for 
a g rand  inspiration. It came. W ho could  tear 
h im  away while he  was writing Duino Elegies? 

i H e  d id n ’t care  that som eone  helped  him  to keep
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the  house  and  cook. No, 
he  would ea t  air to h ea r  O rp h e u s ’ flut^x

I am  n o  poet, ju s t  a hack who 
enjoys putting  o u t  lines and  knows h e ’s got 
the  ra re  goods o f  Krsna consciousness. If 
only I could weave them  in to  wreaths o r 
garlands, o r  sew clothes for the  Deity. 
P rabh up ada  is stern, yet he  allows me.
T h e  fire is contro lled  in the  fireplace.
My wits c ann o t  immediately  fashion 
strong lines o f  English verse 
so I resort  to the  jazz image, the  
h o rnp ipe ,  the dribbling, the 
half-wit pose, and
rip u p  pages by writing them  this way.

L ord  God, I see in my m em ory 
words that impressed m e an d  
m ade  m e twitch— dehino ’smin.
We are  n o t  the  p ro p r ie to r  o f  o u r  bodies b u t  
simply the  ones who occupy. A m an  cam e to see 
P rabh up ad a  in Geneva. H e was a biologist, h e  
said, b u t  in the  conversation it cam e o u t  
tha t  he  had  a deceased  g u ru  an d  h ad  b een  nam^ 
R atnananda , “o ne  who learns the  tru th  
a little at a t im e.”

P rabhupada: “W hat is tha t  t ru th ? ”
Man: “I c a n ’t express it.”
P rabhupada: “T h en  you d o n ’t know i tJ  
T h e  guy had  an old voice and  gentle,



36

bu t  bewildered. W hen you analyze it, 
he  kept saying the  tru th  could  not.be  spoken. He 
resen ted  that P rabh u p ada  asked him  for proof, 
asked him to define it, said, “If you c a n ’t say, 
then  you d o n ’t know.” They  are used to saying 
the  Way can n o t  be  expressed.
Prabhupada: “At least say something. We 
d o n ’t claim to know all o f  Krsna, b u t  you 
say at least som eth ing  o f  G od .”

“We can n o t  say anything,” they said,
“b u t  p e rhaps  we know as m u ch  as you .”
I falter while hearing, b u t  stay with it,
my gu ru  strong,
m e his follower.*
I repeat: I woke an d  th o u g h t  I cou ld  go to A m erica 

if I wanted. T hey  will be nice to m e  and  buy m e a new 
sweatshirt if I ask for it, a n d  a kn it  cap. T h e ir  houses 
are  warm, an d  they are b e t te r  cooks than  M adhu. He 
w on ’t have to spend  all day in the  kitchen, a lthough  he 
says he  d oesn ’t mind. H e is facilitating me.

T h e  real factor is how m uch  I can use this time. Can 
I en te r  fu rth er  into  myself?

Maybe n o t  fu rther ,  b u t  a t  least I can retain  the  level 
I am  feeling  now. I c a n ’t force Krsna, b u t  only await 
His mercy. Rilke, too, knew he had  to wait. 

f  I am n o t  a d em on  worshiping Lord Siva. I have m ore  
'pa tience . I d o n ’t have to cu t off my h ead  to b ring  my 
worshipable Deity to me.

No. I can sit and  write and  go o u t  for a b r ie f  walk 
a n d  love the  tim e I have to wait. I know I have been

V
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given a million dollars, an d  tha t  I c a n ’t quite  h and le  it 
all. 1 am  still covered. I am  n o t  the  repository  of the  
dem igods .  I ’m h o p in g  to  use my tim e  well an d  to 
im prove h o u r  by hour.

Why d o n ’t you explain it?
Okay. You see, it is voice an d  m o d e rn  art. In m o d ern  

a r t  the  conversa tional ton e  is set loose. T h e  artist is 
himself, n o t  ju s t  an official figure. O r, I d o n ’t know if 
i t’s art, bu t i t’s hum an.

A h u m a n  speaks and  o th e r  h u m a n s  o f  like n a tu re  
hear ,  soul to soul. A h u m a n  can  call o u t  with a c lear 
voice, a n d  ap p ro ach  what he  actually knows a n d  feels 
from  his personal exposure  to Krsna consciousness. H e 
has m e t  the  p u re  devotee. H e  has n o t  yet fo u nd  Krsna 
in his life, b u t  h e  accepts th a t  K rsna reserves the  r igh t 
to reveal H im self on His own time. H e  will do  so w hen 
o u r  h u m a n  be ing  is p u re  a n d  serious. H e  first has to 
free h im self  from  material desire. Still, as a h um an ,  he  
reach es  o u t  a n d  tells o th e r  h u m a n s  w hat the  p u re  
devotee has said: com e to Krsna.

P ra b h u p a d a  writes tha t  we have to discover the  self. 
T h e n  autom atically  we will s u r re n d e r  to the  S u p rem e  
Self. Why? Because o u r  self is p a r t  o f  Him. H e wants us 
to re tu rn  to Him. These are im p o r ta n t  things to feel.

In the  c o n d it io n e d  state, all we d o  is covered  by 
fault. T h e re  is a self within, and  w hen  we find it, we will 
be able  to tu rn  to Krsna a n d  say, “I b e lo n g  to You.” 
F inding self includes find ing  an  au th en t ic  voice from  
which to call to Him.

In o ne  sense, we can n o t  have an au th en t ic  voice as 
long  as we d o n ’t know o u r  t ru e  spiritual form , b u t  in
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a n o th e r  sense, we can  have an a u th e n t ic  voice— we 
have an  au th en t ic  voice— an d  it’s tha t  p a r t  o f  us tha t  
feels o u r  own sincerity. I t ’s tha t a u th en tic  voice which 
gives everything we d o  value.

0  Krsna, Krsna,
Krsna, the  word.
Krsna, the
chant, the  in ten tion  
m ust be  there .

* * *

W arm  w ater pou rs  over my head.
Poets an d  fr iends write to o ne  a n o th e r  
in secret codes as if they were the only ones 
who cou ld  express the  age and  what they 
suffered. Maybe they are  right.

But I say
the  warm water over my head  
and  o u r  living in this room,
D ennis n o t  b o th e red  with us, 
a lthough  I c a n ’t trust a m u rd e re r  
o f  sheep  an d  cows, n o r  his 
brother-in-law, the  ignoran t Irish Catholic.
1 too have a s trong  Catholic background  
from  bo th  fa the r  an d  m o th e r ’s sides, b u t  
what does it a m o u n t  to? I have moved 
designation  an d  ado p ted  the one  tru th , Krsna.

See if you can look at som ething  
beyond yourself for a minute.
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T h e  cheery  fire, feel the  cold.
If you stop the  racket
o f  the  typewriter, y ou ’ll h ea r  the  hiss
o f  wet logs, the  clock moving.
Krsna knows my heart.



Notes #7

They say an a u th o r  should  write the  k ind  o f  book  he  
o r  she w ould  like to read . I like rangy, room y books, 
b u t  n o t  books tha t  waste my time. I want to be  with the 
a u th o r— th a t ’s a  first criterion. If  th a t ’s n o t  possible, I 
guess he  has to win my respect.

But h o w ’s h e  g o in g  to  d o  th a t  e x c e p t  by b e in g  
himself?

T h en  I w ant to e n te r  a life o f  prayer.
O n  the  fron t  o f  Karen K arper’s book, the  b lu rb  says, 

“She tells h e r  story with qu ie t  honesty  . . . ” I th o u g h t  
h e r  c h a p te rs  w ere  too  well p la n n e d ,  trying fo r  an 
effect. A c h a p te r  a b o u t  how the  d ee r  com e n o t  w hen  
you call them , b u t  on  the ir  own, and  th a t ’s how God 
a pp ea rs  in the  life o f  a herm it.  A n o th e r  c h a p te r  on 
wild roses an d  how she tried  to get rid  o f  them , b u t  
they were so s tub b o rn  she finally dec ided  to live with 
them . Similar chap te rs  with the ir  well p la n n e d  topics 
and  themes. Everything finished in 119 pages. I d id  like

40
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being  with her ,  th o u g h , an d  cou ld  have sp e n t  m o re  
time.

And by the  t im e N atalie  G o ld b e rg  p u b l ish e d  h e r  
th ird  book, we were ready to read  at least 400 pages o f  
selections from h e r  writing practice notebooks. Instead  
we received a well p la n n e d ,  e d i ted  au to b io g rap h y . I 
was th ink ing  o f  Dostoevsky’s House of the Dead. I d o n ’t 
re m e m b e r  how he  wrote it o r  w ha t’s in it, b u t  I im ag
ined writers like h im  telling us a lot— a lot— a n d  telling 
it better. They  write mostly in the  p re sen t  tense— w hat 
they ’re  g o in g  th ro u g h .  As far as I can  r e m e m b e r ,  
H enry  M iller’s books are  all told  in the  def in ite  past, 
the  d ea d  past tense, so to  speak, excep t  fo r Tropic of 
Cancer, which was h a p p e n in g  as he  w rote  it. So m u ch  
literary talk from  m e on this gray day.

M. is e x p e c t in g  a package  from  A m erica , w hich  
am o n g  o th e r  things will con ta in  bhoga fo r h im  to cook  
for my Ekadasi b ir thday  tom orrow . I w ro te  a  n u m b e r  
o f  agenda  topics for us to discuss ton ight, mosdy a b o u t  
travel and  initiations. I will m en tion  tha t  I th ink  we will 
have n o  special func tion  a t all tom orrow , ju s t  life as 
usual except for lunch.

I c o u ld n ’t go  ou ts ide  w hen  I w an ted  to  a r o u n d  3 
P.M. because ju s t  at tha t  m o m en t,  D ennis  a n d  a  w orker 
were p u tt ing  ex tra  d ir t  down o n  the  road. H e  also h ad  
some slop in a bucket  th a t  he  w anted  ce rta in  cows to 
eat, probably  the  o nes  w ho h ad  recently  calved. O n e  
o f  the  “w ro n g ” cows w ent to investigate th e  b uck et ,  
and  I saw Dennis in action, swinging his bucke t  savagely 
and  h it t ing  h e r  in the  face. Even in V rndavana , you 
may see a s to rekeeper  angrily chase a cow, b u t  I knew
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in D e n n is ’ h e a r t  was a m u rd e ro u s  in ten t .  O r  so I 
th o u g h t ,  an d  I tu rn e d  away. Still, the  m usic o f  his 
speech  is in my m in d  as I write because  som etim es I 
h ea r  h e  an d  M adhu  speaking outside.

Kitchen needs  to be cleaned.

S ho u ld  I go  o u t  a n d  tell h im  n o t  to whistle Kerry 
slide tunes? I t ’s n o t  b eco m ing  o f  a m o n k  in solitude. 
But am  I n o t  batting  o u t  som eth ing  similar at the type
writer?

Still, I feel se rious a n d  n e e d  c o n c e n tra t io n ;  the  
whistling d o esn ’t help.

I ’ll to le ra te  it— k eep  my ears  o p e n  a n d  n o t  stuff 
th e m  with ea rp lu g s  aga ins t  my ass is tan t’s chee rfu l  
whisding.

After this m o rn in g ’s session, I wrote down some cues 
for this session: .

Cue: “Try to  get o ff the  topic  o f  yourself, aware it 
may be disgusting to be  so self-centered.”

Do you really believe that?
I believe the re  is such a th ing  as egotism, and  I d o n ’t 

th ink  I ’m  suffering from  it ju s t  because  I say I ’m itchy 
in my Irish sweater an d  my slippers leave m uddy  tracks 
in the  bath room .

Cue: “Praise Krsna. All I can d o  is rep ea t  what I read 
in books. T h a t ’s okay, and  I can add  a little to it.”

Waiting for lunch I had  ten m inutes  
an d  picked up  the T e n th  C anto  to read  quickly 
an d  alertly— this is heaven, the  scholars, 
all the  com m enta to rs ,  how they view words 
amsena and  uttama-sloka, so m any others.
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Amsena m eans “p a r t”, b u t  it d o e s n ’t m ean  
Krsna is a part
o f  Visnu. It m eans H e is full, b u t  we can never 
entirely describe His pastimes. W hen H e 
com es to the
world, H e  manifests only a p a r t  o f
His infinite pastimes. Uttama-sloka can also
refer to M aharaja P ar lk s i t . . . R eading  it
in the  “N otes” section at the  en d  o f
T e n th  Canto , C h ap te r  O ne , the
p r in t  in thick paragraphs on  the  page—
maybe a dozen
pages o r  m ore , n o t  b roken  up  as usual 
in P ra b h u p a d a ’s books, with verses an d  purports .
I th o u g h t  P ra b h u p a d a  felt th a t  th e re  was so m u ch  

im p o r ta n t  n ec ta r  in this c h a p te r ,  h e  w an ted  to  give 
m ore. Som e readers  (myself inc luded) may feel ted ium  
w hen faced with the  long  paragraphs, b u t  today I loved 
it and  tho u gh t,  “P rabh up ada ,  you cou ld  have written 
whole books like this and  I ’d  have loved to read  them . I 
ju s t  n ee d  to be attentive.”

Cue: “Any clear m em ory  is g o o d .”
I r e m e m b e r  five m inutes  ago walking outside  th ink

ing abou t writing the  books I ’d like to read.
I was g lad  to g e t  o u t  an d  b re a th e  w ithou t  feeling  

in tim ida ted  by Dennis and  his fr iend . I fo u nd  my own 
little patch  and  walked over it on  this gray day, the  wet, 
g reen  earth  a sponge.
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Cue: “T u rn  to A khm atova  an d  WCW as they are  
clearly serious writers. But go beyond them  to an d  for 
Krsna.”

W ho are you talking to, I ask myself.
If  Krsna revealed H im self to you, w ould you 
tell your friends? Is tha t  forbidden?
If the Lord  asked m e not to reveal som ething, 
then  I ’d keep  it secret, b u t  I would be chan ged  and  
that would com e o u t  in my writing.

I do  yearn for tha t  secret, that change, a lthoug h  
we sh o u ld n ’t yearn for highs.
If  such inspiration comes, descend quickly, 
hum ble  an d  contrite . Anyway, 
n o th ing  m u ch  is likely to happen .

I ’ll stay until the  e n d  o f  the  m o n th  and  I d o n ’t 
expec t  anything  m o re  than  w hat’s 
already h e re— the  wet earth , the rou tine , 
the  chance  to write each  day, 
and  P rab h u p ad a  sneaking  m e nectar 
in his books.

M. was glad to  find  a verse last n igh t  while we were 
reviewing texts. It was this one: tad vijndndrtham sa 
gurum eva abigacchet. In the  translation it says o n e  must 
app ro ach  a g u ru  a n d  carry wood for fuel. H e was glad 
because th a t ’s what he  was doing. I rem in d ed  him  that 
Krsna also ca rr ied  w ood after search ing  for it in the  
forest with Sudam a on  His g u r u ’s order.
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I ’m sad to repea t  myself w hen  I w ant to be a s tan
dard  b ea re r  for expansively written books.

P rab h u p ad a  writes that Krsna d o e sn ’t reallv descend  
into  this world. H e is already h e re  in everything. He 
manifests from  time to time. Yes, He is in Goloka, bu t 
w hen H e com es here , Goloka is n o t  vacant. He is also 
the re ,  a n d  H e is everywhere a t once . D o n ’t restric t 
H im  in your u nd e rs tan d in g ,  an d  d o n ’t read  co m p a r
ative literature. Jus t  be with Krsna.

H e is a person  as g ood  as we are  persons. However, 
it is n o t  easy to know Krsna. Manusydnam sahasresu. It is 
difficult. But to know Him at least a little we can do. 
T h e  devotees a re  happy  for tha t  m uch. Kamsa at least 
knew th a t  Krsna w ould  probab ly  ge t  His way an d  kill 
h im. For tha t  m uch  knowledge o f  Krsna, h e  was liber
ated. O th e rs  d o n ’t even know th a t  m uch . For them , 
Krsna stays away. H e  gives them  w hatever m a t te r  they 
want an d  leaves them  to their suffering.

If  we cou ld  know o u r  real form , a t  once  we would 
crave to s u r r e n d e r  to G o d — because  we are  p a r t  o f  
H im  a n d  n o t  h ap p y  w ithou t H im . It  is vain to walk 
a ro u n d  w ithou t  seeking  H im . Poets who write m elli
fluous l ines r e m e m b e re d  by o th e rs  a re  the  b lin d  
leading the  blind. “Flow gendv, sweet Afton, am o ng  thv 
g reen  b raes  . . . ” T h e  b e t te r  lines re m in d  us o f  the 
Lord. ‘T h e r e  where clinging to things ends, the re  God 
begins to b e .” Let mv m ind  go like a bee  to the  nec ta r  
o f the pastimes o f  Sri Krsna, killer o f  Agha.

Cue: “W orship  Govinda somehow. W hat was a nice 
m om en t todav o r  anv time?"
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Getting my hair cut while sitting on the  bath  tub, the 
gas h e a te r  on  to warm us, an d  P ra b h u p a d a  singing 
from  Dr. M ishra’s asrama on  the  tape  recorder.  T h ere  
was a guy who sang very low. M. asked, “W ho tuas tha t?” 
It was som e guy at Dr. M ishra’s, a n d  I im ita ted  him. 
This was before  I had  m e t  the  Swami. It was o ne  o f  the 
first kirtanas in America. P rab h u p ad a  was happy to see 
th a t  they  liked it. Maybe it was co ld  th e re  too  in 
upstate New York, the  winter o f 1965 com ing  on.

H ere  is the first cue  from  this m orn ing : “This m o rn 
ing  I was a ttack ing  myself, saying I was n o t  a g ood  
writer, tha t  this form  o f  ‘a r t ’ writing is n o t  devotional. 
Better I accept myself and  allow myself to write .”

Well said, sailor. Even w hen  they  called  G enera l  
Q uarte rs ,  you d id n ’t have to work, ju s t  c ro uch  in an 
obscure  par t  o f  the  ship  a n d  p re te n d  you were do ing  
som ething. O the rs  h ad  key jobs, b u t  you were a typist.

W hat else? I d o n ’t r e m e m b e r  how I go t  d ischarged, 
b u t  I rece ived  sev e ran ce  pay a n d  an  h o n o ra b le  
d ischarge, then  w en t dreamy-eyed to the  Lower East 
Side, d e te rm in ed  to live a life o f expiration: I was p lan
ning  on killing the pure  self.

But you cam e to m e, Srlla P rab h u p ad a .  You were 
already on  your way, a l th ough  I d id  n o t  yet know it. I 
h e a d e d  up  from  F lorida  to New York City, a n d  you 
were com ing  from Ind ia  to New York City.

No o n e  else cares ab o u t  tha t story, b u t  I do. Almost 
night. I c a n ’t see th rou g h  the window. This is the  sixth 
page I have written. I owe an o th e r  song.
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O nce  the re  was a p u n ch  to life 
and  I read  w ithout sleeping, 
left b eh ind  that com plain ing  fellow 
and  worries o f  the  grave.
O nce  I en te re d  Bhagavatam  and  d id n ’t care 
to boast, b u t  fo und  my 
Lord Govinda in those pages.

T h en  I did a g ood  turn  . . .
Ah, d o n ’t m ake it up. Can you sing
or not? T h e  tru th  is tha t  I n o d d e d  o u t
in the  carrel an d  b u m p e d  my head , then  recovered
read  for two o r  th ree  hours, wrote a s tu d e n t ’s
p u rp o r t  to my m as te r’s
words. T h e n  Ghanasyam a cam e to the
library to pick m e up. H e ’d  b een  ou t
distributing books.
I wasn’t asham ed. We loved each o th e r  as 
bro thers. We drove back to the  house  w here  
we stayed in B oulder Creek. Years ago now.
Now h e ’s guru , cha irm an  o f  the N orth  
A m erican GBC, an d  I—
I am  limping alone 
in wet fields 
writing stuff.

I t ’s b een  real, I guess. A m en. All g lories  to L ord  
Krsna. T h a n k  you, Srlla P rab h up ad a ,  for allowing m e 
to w orship  H im , my real solace. I c a n ’t so u n d  true  
notes. You’ve got to forgive me.



Notes #8

H appy quie t  fifty-fifth birthday. I ’m n o t  dying yet. At 
least th a t’s my opinion.

I let myself write freely because  it’s a g o o d  m e th o d  
to lead m e to in teresting  thoughts . I m ean , to provoke 
helpful tru ths  to a p p ea r— tru ths  to live by and  all tha t 
rot.

I write words too s trong  to h u r t  myself, w ords o f  a 
m udslinger, bom b-throw er. I say “r o t ” an d  I say “foo l” 
and  all that, b u t  actually I am a ten d e r  fillet o f  sole. See 
w hat I m ean? W hen  you write w ithou t con tro l,  th a t ’s 
what comes.

H ow it com es is th a t  several subpersons  th row  in 
the ir  points. I t’s like several artists pain ting  on  the  same 
canvas. I t ’s n o t  the  best a rra n g e m e n t.  O n e  wants to 
pa in t  so m eth ing  ten d e r ,  while a n o th e r  throws on  the 
alkaline, throws sand  into  the  sweet rice, a n d  laughs 
like a m adm an.

Still, I have faith tha t  if I can write with my whole 
self, digest experience , and  speak with conviction, the
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whole m e will com e out. H ari Sauri P rab h u  said tha t  
w hen  Srila P ra b h u p a d a  was g o in g  down the  elevator, 
ab o u t  to leave the  New York ISKCON b u ild in g  and  
never com e back, he said with co m p le te  gravity an d  
clarity, “I simply want the  b en ed ic tio n ,  like Arjuna, to 
fight fo r Krsna to the  last b r e a th .” C om ple te  convic
tion a n d  clarity. My whole self writing: it will be g ood  
for me. N oth ing  squeaky o r  he ld  back. D o n ’t let those 
points scream ing for a tten tion  lie by the  wayside. G et it 
all out.

I t ’s M oksada Ekadasi today a n d  the  flames a re  ju m p 
ing in the  fireplace. I ’m  fee ling  okay to be  here . We 
have p la n n e d  no  b ig  escapes  a n d  e x p e c t  n o t  b ig  
revelations from  Krsna o th e r  th an  w hat H e  is kindly 
giving. P ra b h u p a d a  said we have to b ec o m e  fire  to 
e n te r  fire. We have to have a suitable body to e n te r  the  
spiritual a tm osphere . W h en  we are  fully serving Krsna, 
then  Hrslkesa will reveal H im self to us, b u t  if we rem ain  
unchanged , then  how can we e x p e c t . . .

I d o n ’t expect, a l th o u g h  I asp ire. I w an t the  full 
darsana, as N arada received, an d  I w an t to have it as a 
follower o f  L o rd  Caitanya. T h e re fo re ,  I pray in the  
sannyasa-mantra every day to offer myself as a seed into  
the  yajnic fire o f  gopi-bhava. I w an t to be  p u re ,  as 
P rab h u p ad a  expected .

Since it is my b ir thd ay  today, I ’m  g o in g  to allow 
myself the  gift o f  free-writing. But first I n ee d  a sponge 
with which to wipe my floor, a n d  som e p ap e r  towels, 
and  ex tra  pieces o f  wood for th e  fire. Give m e tha t  
b en ed ic tio n . Allow m e to let o ff  s team  an d  to talk
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ton igh t  in a the rapeu tic  way abo u t  why I allowed my
self to b e c o m e  g u ru  in New York a n d  what subse
quently  h appen ed .

I also w ant to th ink  a b o u t  how I can write m o re  
sensitive letters to my co rresponden ts ,  take m ore  time 
at it, an d  o f  o u r  travel plans. I would like to th ink  over 
w hat so m e o n e  said: “You may like the  exc i tem en t o f  
traveling to Sicily o r  Glta-nagarl each year, b u t you will 
n o t  always be able  to do  it ju s t  because it h ap p en s  to 
enliven you. Your health  may n o t  p erm it  it.”

I c a n n o t  im ita te  P ra b h u p a d a  (I j u s t  read  how 
P ra b h u p a d a  vom ited  twice in the  car to Bhaktivedanta 
M ano r  a n d  asked fo r a w hee lcha ir  o n  the  p lane, b u t  
w hen  it d id n ’t com e im m ediately , he  walked . . . ). I 
c a n ’t keep  going  as relentlessly as h e  did, and  n e i the r  is 
my traveling w orth  so m uch. T h e  m o v em en t does no t 
d e p e n d  o n  m e to do  it. I have to con sider  all that. My 
h ea l th  slows m e, an d  my lack o f  adv ancem en t. I am 
n e i th e r  a  g rea t  p reach e r  n o r  an absorbed  babaji.

This junk-a-long song— speak clearly so everyone
can u n d e rs ta n d  the  words. But
music is clunk-a-lunk, the bea t  o f  a bass line.
I played the  bass at the St. G eorge ap a r tm en t  
until the  w ooden  bridge broke  and  my friends 
laughed . Forget tha t and  feel now your 
real freedom . No reason for old tunes. Sing 
the  kirtana o f  your p resent self.
Well, this is my present self.
I would n o t  talk like this in public, b u t  to myself, 
beside the  fire, P rabhupada  to my right, 
bu t  h e ’s silent, d o esn ’t read  this.



“You should  write an d  act as if God 
were watching your every m ove.”
I do. I know He sees m e playing and  
it’s n o  jo k e  to rem em b er  tha t  St. G eorge 
apartm en t. I am h au n te d  by it, to 
tell the  tru th , and  my m ind  strays back, 
looking for sense, cohe rence  
with my present self.
It was the sum o f  my life at tha t time, 
and  I was head ing  for death.
I ’m still head ing  for death, 
so what is this, this kirtana?

Since this is my birthday, I am  allowed to be a little 
self-centered. T h a t  m eans  I can  take the  occasion to 
o ffer myself as I am  to  my sp iritua l m as te r  a n d  his 
mission. I know I ’m a slightly w orn (m o re  th an  that) 
c rea tu re  in his rem a in ing  days. I w an t to finish up  my 
life for P rabhupada .  At least let them  say I never left. I 
wore a dhoti to the  grave (o r c rem a to r iu m ).  I h e ld  my 
h ead  h igh  because  I saw my spiritual m aste r  d o  that. 
T h r o u g h  b l in d in g  tears , th e  J o h n  W ayne-insp ired  
refusal to cry will be  overcom e by the  pow er o f  bhakti, 
the pow er o f  love o f  God.

P rab h u p ad a  stepped  o n to  the  soft clay an d  m ade  an 
impression. He allowed Hari Sauri to press down quite  
firmly on  his feet so tha t  even the  lines on the  bo ttom  
o f  his feet showed up. We still have tha t  impression. I 
p lace  my h ead  the re .  A n o th e r  b ir th d ay  p re se n t  to 
myself. I pray to h ea r  my ro u n d s  today, to b ring  the
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head  dow n in to  the  heart. Let m e feel. T h en  a tten tion  
will follow in its wake.

M easure o u t the  logs— we d o n ’t have so many.
Live with a chill b u t my
com pan ion  will tell m e to  expend
the  logs, especially today. I have worldly com forts
and  the g rea t com fo rt o f  know ing G od is
true. I have the Vaisnava smrti,
Snmad-Bhagavatam especially, and  
I will g e t back to Bhagavad-gita in prayer 
so o n e r o r later. I am  learn ing  how to 
pray today. L ord , let m e serve you.
I have said this so m any tim es 
it m ust sound  sickening. I say it 
in to  my K leenex as I blow my nose, I say 
it even w hen my body aches.



Notes #9

I said  I w ould  be perm issive o n  my b ir th d ay  a n d  
w ould  w rite w hatever I felt. T h e re  is a lim it to  th a t, I 
know. T h ere  was an ISKCON g u ru  w ho was supposedly  
falling  dow n w ith a w om an even w hile h is Vyasa-puja 
cerem ony  was going  on. Such is the  tendency  to m isuse 
th e  free  will. We n ee d  to  b e  g u id ed  by ru les an d  reg u 
lations an d  the  s tand ard  e tiquette .

T h ere fo re , I o ffer my b irthday  to  L ord  Krsna. I o ffer 
m yself as a seed  in th e  yajnic fire . I w an t to  b e  th e  
servant o f my spiritual m aster.

In  the  m ean tim e, M adhu  cooked  sweets an d  we cele
b ra te d  by ea ting  them . We w ould have d is trib u ted  the  
leftovers, b u t D ennis says h e  d o e sn ’t ea t sugar o r  salt. 
T h e  cows, how ever, w ere  h ap p y  to  rece iv e  so m e 
prasadam.

I read  in H ari S au ri’s Transcendental Diary th e  des
c rip tio n  o f  P rab h u p ad a  in d u c in g  G eorge  H arrison  to  
ea t m o re  and  m ore , up  to the  neck. W hen H ari S au ri’s 
p aren ts  visited the M anor, H ari Sauri was d isap po in ted
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th a t the  tem ple had  n o  prasadam  to  o ffer them . W hen 
Srila P rab h u p ad a  la te r asked H ari Sauri if his p a ren ts  
received  prasadam, H ari Sauri said no. Srila P ra b h u 
p a d a  lo o k ed  d isa p p o in te d , w hich H ari S auri in te r 
p re te d  to  m ean , “T h en  w hat was th e  use o f  th e ir  visit
ing  th e  tem p le?” I believe P ra b h u p a d a  la te r  issued a 
le t te r  to  all tem p le s  saying they  sh o u ld  have full 
prasadam  ready fo r even a casual guest.

It has been  a slow, q u ie t day, b u t I g o t som e w ork 
d o n e — polished  classes to give a t d iscip les’ m eetings in 
Jan uary , read. A h um b le  track  o f day’s events.

C ue: “S peaking  from  th e  h e a rt is even b e tte r  th an  
free-w riting, b u t free-w riting is to  g et you th e re .”

N o m oo n  yet. T oo  cloudy, a lth ou g h  from  h e re  I can  
see m iles away a sunshiny  p iece o f  land . I th o u g h t o f 
b e in g  in W icklow  m o n th s  fro m  now  a n d  th e  
d ifferences I ’ll notice . Wicklow has th a t family sense o f 
security. H ere  I am  m o re  alone.

B ut h e re  has its advantages. J ib b e r, jib b e r , j ib b e r—  
my H are  K rsna m a n tra s  com e o u t w ith n o  fee ling . 
T hey  are  a k ind  o f “free-w rite” also, I suppose. I c h a n t 
w hatever com es. I c a n ’t go back  an d  sta rt th e  ro u n d  
over because it d id n ’t com e o u t rig h t o r I ’d be saying 
the  sam e ro u n d  all day, never getting  it right. You c a n ’t 
“rew rite” japa, a lth o u g h  you can increase  you r q u o ta  
with the  sam e motive.

T h e  heart?  W here  is the  h eart?  W hat does it m ean  
to c h a n t vocally, th en  fix the  so un d  in th e  m ind , th en  
b rin g  th e  w hole package (m ind  and  words) dow n in to  
th e  reg ion  known as the  h eart, and  th e re  feel a te n d e r  
w arm th? T his is th e  language o f  O rth o d o x  C hris tian



prayer, an d  I ad m it I find  it a ttrac tive , b u t I c a n n o t 
m an ag e  to e x p e rie n c e  it. T h e  H are  K rsna m a n tra  
vaporizes in the  a ir w hen  it com es o u t o f  my m o u th . 
You see it, you feel something, som e sense o f w orship , 
b u t n o t q u ite  in th e  a rea  o f  th e  h eart. Because if y ou r 
h e a rt is already crow ded like th e  sm oking  section on  a 
p lan e , how  can you e x p e c t to  receive th e  S u p rem e  
L ord, all-pure, in th a t cham ber?

C lean it out.
A nd w hile y o u ’re  a t it, sw eep an d  wash the  k itchen  

floor.

W hen I sing it’s
Bing Crosby all over again.
I spen t tim e in Ja g an n a th a  Puri 
(was it last year?) w riting o u t lines 
from  ’40s an d  ’50s p o p  songs— N at 
King Cole, Tony B ennett. I was having a 
good  tim e seeing the  lyrics from  a 
Krsna conscious view point b u t 
my ed ito r d id n ’t publish  it.
Ju s t as well.
W ho d id  I th ink  I was?
Som ehow  it occupied  m e th ro u g h  days o f 
personal crisis, find ing  my way back 
to P rab h u p ad a  an d  ISKCON. I w on ’t say 
th a t c red it is d u e  to  “S om ew here A long the  Way,” 
a w hispered tune , b u t . . .

W alked today. T h e  pastu res w ere filled with strollers. 
I fo u n d  a n o th e r  p a th . I h ad  ch o sen  th re e  d iffe re n t 
ro u te s  fo r such  a s itu a tio n . O n e , th e  closest, was
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th ro u g h  a field o f  sheep . D ecided against it an d  struck 
o u t for a p a th  in back o f the house. It was m uddy, b u t 
sheepless.

In co n seq u en tia l— my day. But I ch an ted , m oving my 
c o u n te r beads. C ircum scribed  event.

T h e  six b ro th e rs  w ho w ere killed by Kam sa have an 
in te restin g  history. Srlla P rab h u p ad a  drove h a rd  in his 
speeches aga inst th e  n o tio n  th a t th e  Vedas a re  myths. 
H e drove h a rd  aga inst th e  m o d ern  scientific  n o tio n s  
th a t G od is n o t  n e e d e d  to explain  life. H e  said  th e re  
m ust be  a F a th er. T h e  six garbhas w ere sons o f  the  
d em o n  K alanem i in  th e ir previous lives, a n d  g rand so ns 
o f  H iranyak asipu . T hey  p e rfo rm e d  an  in d e p e n d e n t  
w orship  o f  B rahm a an d  received th e  b en ed ic tio n  th a t 
they w ould  n o t  b e  k illed  by various enem ies. W hen  
H iranyak asip u  fo u n d  o u t th a t they  w en t b ey o n d  his 
shelter, h e  cursed  them  to  be b o rn  in a fu tu re  life and  
be k illed  by th e ir  fa ther. T h a t fa th e r was Kamsa. Kala
nem i was re b o rn  as Kamsa, an d  he killed th e  jiva s  w ho 
w ere o n c e  h is sons. V isvanatha C akravartI T h ak u ra  
draws an  e lab o ra te  analogy which symbolizes Devakl as 
bhakti, Kamsa as m aterial fear, and  the  six sons as the six 
c h ie f  anarthas. By fea r o f  falldow n, th e  anarthas a re  
killed an d  bhakti appears.

I am  a b o u t to  read  the  section w here th e  dem igods 
pray to the  L ord  in th e  womb. My own p rayer is to  go 
on read ing  as best I can, with a tten tion  and  devotion.

L ater: P icked  u p  W CW ’s lo n g e r  p o em , “D esert 
M usic.” W ho can u n d e rs tan d  it? It starts o u t saying tha t 
th e re  is a shape  lying on a bridge, b u t he d o e sn ’t know



w hat it is. T h en  he goes on  to  say th a t th e  poem , the 
poem , the  poem  is the  th ing  th a t will say w hat has to be 
said, and  it will im itate natu re . O r som eth ing  like that.

As I g la n ce d  at th a t, g e tt in g  n o w h ere , I h e a rd  
D en n is’ n o to rio u s  trac to r app ro ach ing . I t ’s alm ost sur
real how  it m oves u p  th e  hill. M aybe he  will see m e 
th ro u g h  th e  window. H e has com e to  load  w ood in to  
o u r  sh ed . I th o u g h t h e  m ig h t be carry ing  a parce l. 
M other K aum odaki m ig h t have sen t Ekadasi sweets by 
m ail, o r  a t lea s t sh e  p ro m ise d  to  se n d  E kadasi 
ing red ien ts . No m atte r, th a t package is too  late. M ore 
im portan tly , how ever, th e  parce l con ta in s th e  Srimad- 
Bhagavatam volum e w hich I will be  ready to read  in less 
than  a week.

T h um p, thum p , the
w ood pieces go in to  the  shed.
If he sees m e w orking, he  may g e t the  idea  th a t I am  

n o t a b u m  with m oney  w ho sits in d o o rs  an d  d oes no  
lab o r

as he  does, a strange
cu ltis t w ho prays to  th e  s ta tu e  D en n is  p ro b ab ly  

g lan ced  at on  this b u reau , su rro u n d e d  o n  b o th  sides 
by p ic tures o f  the Six Gosvamls an d  N rsim hadeva.

I d o n ’t really care w hat h e  thinks. I ju s t  w ant h im  to 
leave us alone.

A nd he mosdy does.

T h u m p , th u m p  the  w ood—  
this qu ie t day I m ake no  farce.
D idn ’t s tand  u p  on a vyasasana and  
say, like M uktananda said, ‘T h e re  is 
M o th er’s Day



and  F a th e r’s Day, so why n o t G uru  Day!?”
I d id n ’t say I was G od o r th a t you w ere, th a t we 
a re  all G od, d id n ’t roar,
“T h e  m ercy o f L ord  C aitanya!!” I ju s t 
w alked an d  read  an d  told  you abo u t it, o r 
a t least as m uch  as I could. W hat I d id n ’t say,
I d id n ’t even know myself.

My fuel box is em pty and  I n eed  m ore  wood.
M. com es in— does he  have the  parcel?
A q u ie t day, n o  b loodshed , no  
political coup , n o  falldown.

M adhu  w rote the  only hom age 
I received today. H e prays I can  co n tin u e  
a life d ed ica ted  to  sincerity an d  honesty.
I reply, “I w elcom e those words.
T hey d o n ’t em barrass m e because 
I w ant those virtues an d  d o n ’t claim  to 
have them  yet.”
Also faith fu lness to  P rabh up ada .
Yes, I reply, I w ant th a t b u t n o t o u t o f 
sentim ent.
A nd com passion 
acco rd in g  to  my capacity.
In 1995, le t us try to  go forth.
W e c a n ’t c o u n t o n  always traveling and  lecturing
o r w riting books like this,
b u t while we can, as the  new year com es,
take it for w hat it is and  le t’s go on
serving o u r m aster
w herein  lies o u r happiness.
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I p lan  to  teach  th e  s tu d en ts  a t G ita-nagarl to  w rite 
th e ir realizations o f  the  .s /ok  I first w ant to teach  them  
how to w rite w hat com es. They will n o t be as p ro fic ien t 
a t it as I am  b ecau se  I have p ra c tic ed  fo r days and  
weeks.

I an tic ipate  th e ir questions: “W hy shou ld  I w rite any
th ing  th a t com es?”

L et m e g u id e  you. H ere  is a Bhagavad-gita verse. It 
says G od is in th e  h ea rt. Do you feel it? W rite  w hat 
com es. D id you ever have an in tim a te  fee lin g  fo r a 
Deity, the  way K rsna describes in 6.47?



Notes #10

Hey, N otes, go t a m inute? I ’d like to talk with you. I 
was ju s t  w ith W riting  Session ea rlie r this m o rn in g , and  
it cam e o u t th a t he  th inks h e ’s less p re te n tio u s  than  
you, w hich he sees as a tim ed  book  ca te rin g  to an au
d ience. W hat do  you th ink  o f that? H e also says you are 
m o re  likely to com e u n d e r  th e  in f lu e n c e  o f  n o n 
devo tee  w riters, such  as th e  a u th o rs  o f  those  books 
u n d e r  the desk— WCW and  A khm atova.

I’ll tell you so m eth ing  else. We h ea rd  you d o n ’t want 
to  tell Krsna b oo k  pastim es because  you d id  th a t in 
Grand Metaphor. Is th a t true? W hy d o n ’t you tell the  
w onderfu l story o f the  tim e K rsna w ent to  Ja ra san d h a  
d isgu ised  as a brahm ana? H e w en t w ith A rju n a  and  
Bhim a. I like th e  way Ja ra san d h a  figured  o u t th a t they 
w e re n ’t brahmanas by th e  m arks on  th e ir  sh o u ld e rs  
from  carry ing  th e ir  bows and  th e ir  s tro n g  bod ies and  
com m an d ing  voices. O f course, Krsna cou ld  have easily 
d isguised H im self w ithou t Ja ra san d h a  fin d ing  any trace 
to  th e  con tra ry , b u t H e d id n ’t b o th e r . H e only half-
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disgu ised  H im self, an d  Ja ra sa n d h a  th o u g h t, “I have 
seen these m en somewhere.”

T h e n  K rsna suggested  th a t J a ra s a n d h a  give them  
charity  to  e n su re  his own fam e. J a ra s a n d h a  ag reed , 
even w hen h e  was conv inced  they w ere n o t brahmanas. 
Krsna said, “Actually, we are  ksatriyas. T h is is Bhim a, the 
second son o f P andu , and  this is A rjuna, th e  th ird . I am 
your o ld  enem y, Krsna, the  Pandavas’ c o u sin -b ro th er.” 
I loved  how  H e in tro d u c e d  H im se lf  as “y o u r o ld  
enem y .” H e h ad  actually  b ea ten  th e  p u lp  o u t o f  J a ra 
san d h a  a t least e ig h teen  tim es by th en . Ja ra sa n d h a  was 
such  a foo l, a lth o u g h  a g re a t f ig h te r  a n d  g iver o f  
charity. H e lived in the  L o rd ’s pastim e.

F ee lin g  g o o d , a lth o u g h  chilly fro m  b e in g  in  th e  
b a th ro o m  w here  th e re  was w arm  w ater, b u t  n o t  ho t. 
T h e  b irthday  party  is over. Last n ig h t was the  e n d  o f  it. 
You c a n ’t h o ld  on  to  those days w hen you a re  h o n o re d  
as special. So m uch  fo r Satsvarupa. N ex t w eek will be 
the  d isap pearan ce  day o f  Srlla B h ak tis id dh an ta  Saras- 
vatl T h ak u ra , a g re a t sa in t an d  leader. W hat am  I by 
com pariso n?  Ju s t a kid w hose p a re n ts  in d u lg e d  h im  
with a b ir th d ay  party. M ine u sed  to  fall on  D ecem b er 
6, so I c o u ld n ’t exp ec t a real hau l o f b ir th d ay  p resen ts 
s ince p eo p le  w ere saving u p  fo r C hris tm as. “W ell, 
Stevie, w e’ll be gettin g  you a n o th e r  p re se n t fo r C hrist
m as.” I d id n ’t m in d . D ecem b er 6 seem ed  like a n ice 
tim e o f the  year to have a b irthd ay  because  D ecem b er 
was such a good  m o n th , w hat w ith C hristm as vacation 
and  snow on  the  way.
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I go t a slow bo a t to  China.
I g o t a Y udhisthira com plex and  a 
fo u n ta in  pen  o f
g reen  o r b lue , go t a sem inar too  to teach 
chilluns and  b righ t ones like 
P aram p ara  dasa who 
every year com es from  M urari-sevaka,
Tennessee,
with som e o f  his family m em bers from  there .
H e sits u p  stra igh t and  b righ t in class 
on  th e  floor o f  the  G lta-nagari tem ple  room .

I do  ap p rec ia te  those devotees tram p in g
in with boots, the ladies in saris despite
the cold, guys in w hite and  saffron khadi,
som edm es over long john s,
b u t th e  tem ple  room
is w arm  from  the huge stove outdoors.

Hey, m an, you call this p re ten tious?  I was willing to 
p u t my fo o t in to  my m o u th , as they say. B ro ug h t up  a 
to p ic  I c o u ld n ’t h a n d le , t h a t ’s n o t  fo r a u d ie n c e  
display, an d  then  let it d rop.

A n o th e r  top ic  like th a t is those  days in New York 
w hen  Adi-kesava P rab h u  asked m e, “Will you be g u ru  
fo r New York? I used  to th ink  o f  you as an ideal devo
tee  w hen  I w ould  w atch the  kirtana  party  in Boston 
b efo re  I even jo in e d  the  m ovem en t.”

“O h , yes,” I said, g rabb ing  the  bait. I h ad  b een  asked 
by a d ev o tee  in V rnd avan a  if I w ould  be  g u ru  o f 
A ustralia, b u t I was p u t o ff by his b iceps and  th o u g h t 
he  d id n ’t respect o r love me. H e was simply looking for
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/
so m eo n e  because  he h ad  n o  o ne . I ju s t  c o u ld n ’t be 
exp ec ted  to do  it u n d e r  those circum stances.

B ahudaka P rabh u  asked m e too, an d  I w ent fo r it. It 
o cc u rre d  to m e, how ever, th a t it w asn ’t g o in g  to  go 
well in New York because w ithin a few years, the  lead er 
th e re  w ould w ant to  take his own disciples. In  those 
days, we c o u ld n ’t conceive th a t th e re  shou ld  be m o re  
th an  o n e  g u ru  p e r  tem p le . Call it w rong , b u t  th a t ’s 
w hat we tho u gh t. I said, “W h at’s the  p o in t if I move in? 
You’ll move m e o u t la te r .”

“No, w e’ll never m ove you out. O nce  the g u ru  is in, 
th a t’s it. If  you d o n ’t w an t to do  it, th o u g h , m aybe we 
sh o u ld n ’t.”

T h en  I tho u gh t, “New York City is th e  city o f  w riters. 
I am  a w riter, so I o u g h t to  go th e re .” W hat a foolish 
idea. I la te r th o u g h t it w ould be n ice to  be th e  g u ru  o f 
Ire lan d  because my m o th e r  cam e from  Ire land . M ore 
nonsense.

S en tim en t ru les. I w an ted  to  m e n tio n  th a t  h e re , 
ab o u t the  New York m istake. L ater, my fears w ere rea l
ized. T h e  lead er th e re  d id  decide  to becom e g u ru , and  
he  had  a lively following o f  tem ple  devotees. I g o t ugly 
and  said, “T his isn ’t good . T hey  a re  p u llin g  th e  rug  o u t 
from  u n d e r  m e. I am  th e  beloved a n d  e te rn a l g u ru .” 
My disciples p icked  u p  on  it an d  in th e ir  faith fu lness, 
sp lit w ith th e  o th ers . T h a t d id n ’t h e lp  th e  s itua tio n  
because the  tem ple  was already  in tro u b le  financially, 
and  it caused fu rth e r  isolation . H e sold th e  skyscraper 
tem p le , a lth o u g h  P ra b h u p a d a  h ad  asked  th a t  it be 
kept. I had  b ro ken  th e  solidarity . M aybe th a t w asn’t 
the  reason why New York failed, b u t I was im plicated.
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I th o u g h t o f m en tio n in g  som e o f this last n igh t to M. 
d u r in g  o u r  k itch en  talk  as a k ind  o f b ir th d ay  c o n 
fession, ju s t the  o pposite  o f  the  usual Vyasa-puja ritual 
w here  they say, “You a re  g re a t ,” an d  you to le ra te  it 
m ildly. N o t m any o f  th e  p eo p le  w ho w ent th ro u g h  
those days a re  even a ro u n d  anym ore. D evotees d isap
p ea r  so quickly an d  a new  b atch  com es in. Som e still 
rem em b er, like P u ru  dasa P rabhu , and  even my o ldest 
d isciples who filed it away in th e ir subconscious m inds 
w here  it p ro d u ces  an  ed g e  o f  uneasiness. Jayadvaita  
Swami knew  a b o u t it a n d  forgave m e my m isu n d e r
standings.

Anyway, we have to  c o n tin u e  living. I b lu n d e re d  
th e re  an d  in  Ire land  in  certa in  ways, b u t it c a n ’t all be 
solved now. Everyone has th e ir  take o n  it. Som e p eo p le  
h ang  a heavier guilt on  m e than  I th ink  I deserve.

A nd  w hat do I deserve? How willing am  I to pay for 
my m istakes? H ave I d o n e  e n o u g h  to m ake u p  fo r 
them ? Have I d o n e  anything a t all?

At least I have taken  m yself o u t o f the  seats o f  power. 
ISKCON is also qu ite  d iffe ren t now. I con tin u e  to  m ake 
forays in to  th e  areas o f  sensitivity an d  sham e an d  see 
w hat I com e u p  with.

L e t m e tell you how  th e  flo o r w ashing w en t last 
n igh t. I used a dishw ashing liquid , b u t it had  no  pow er 
to cu t th e  d e e p e r  stains. Maybe we can get som eth ing  
m o re  pow erful. Anyway, I d id  a surface jo b , and  so it 
b ecam e  obvious. I t  was a w orkout. M. sat w atch ing , 
ch an tin g  gdyatri, as I w iped away, go t w arm ed up, took 
o ff my sw eatshirt a n d  hat. I d id  tu rn  buckets o f  w ater



filthy b lack, so it was n o t fo r n o th in g , b u t 1 n e e d  a 
s tro n g e r cleanser.

Ju m p in g  flames 1 move the  logs.
Always th ink  o f  your g o o d  fo rtu n e  
w hatever it may be. Last n ig h t 
th ink ing  o f the  books to be pub lished  and  
the  d eligh t o f seeing new  covers.
P lans to write b e tte r  le tters
and  B haktivinoda T h ak u ra  with his hand
below his
chest— you know the pose. D hrstaketu  w rote 
P rab h up ada , “W hy c a n ’t we w ear long  hair?
Did you say your disciples d o n ’t have long  hair?
B ut I see p ic tures o f th e  acaryas w ith b ea rd s .” 
P rab h u p ad a  rep lied , “T h a t is Caturm asya, 
Ju ly-O ctober, an d  it’s n o t ju s t  beards, b u t licking 
u nsp iced  food from  th e  floor and  o th e r  austerities. 
T hey  usually d id n ’t keep  beards. I d o n ’t 
w ant long-haired  disciples.” N o h ippies 
was the  point.

I shall be happy; a devo tee  is happy. Visvam purna- 
sukhayate: the  universe is in tu n e  with God. A devotee is 
th e re fo re  brave.

Burn b righ t little flames.
I am w anting to be with my m aster.
I w ant to  see the shape o f  the  H are  Krsna w ords 
in the  m an tra , it’s Krsna an d  Ram a 
and  H are com bined  
and  a rran ged  . . . see it an d  taste it
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on  your tongue . . .  be with the sounds 
and  d o n ’t m um ble an d  ju m b le  them  and  
subm erge them  u n d e r  o th e r  though ts 
and  schem es.
Serve the syllables. Krsna
is G od, all things—
a n d  we are  b u t b lades o f  grass,
no  h o n o r d u e  us,
no  pose requ ired . Be sincere,
hum ble , and  forge in your smithy
kindness.

I am  rig h t now n o t so m uch  in te rested  in poem s p er 
se, b u t in tread ing  the  r ig h t p a th  an d  n o t m aking a  big 
m istake  (o r even a little  o n e ) . C atho lics call th em  
m oral a n d  venial sins. A sober (dhira) life is req u ired . I 
d o n ’t w an t to  ju m p  o u t  o f  any m o re  w indow s o r  
a p p e a r  n ak e d  fo r th e  sake o f  a few m o m e n ts  o f  
in d u lg en ce . T o o  m u ch  tim e is lost in  those few m in 
utes. C atch  you la te r, if th e  L o rd  allows m e, w ith  
responsib le words and  lines.



Notes #11

It is sunny  this a fte rn o o n . I w alked in th e  p astu re . I 
cou ld  walk o n e  way back  a n d  fo rth  a n d  face th e  sun 
p lanet. D o n ’t th in k  m uch  a b o u t it. Was up  ea rlie r than  
usual a fte r my post-lunch rest. You w ant to h ea r this?

W ho are  you asking?
I ’m  n o t  ask in g  M ike R ob b in s, w ho in te rv iew ed  

P rab h u p ad a . G et b ack  to  th a t  la te r. D ear folks, w ho 
like to  h e a r  the  daily news, th e re  w ere som e negative 
items.

I read  o f the  e n c o u n te r  H ari Sauri P rab h u  h ad  with 
a nasty A m erican  o n  an  a irp la n e . H e la te r  tr ied  to  
barge in to  P rab h u p ad a  on  th e  m oving ram p, b u t H ari- 
kesa Swami g o t in his way an d  they tang led  fo r awhile,- 
cu rsing  a n d  g rab b in g  each  o th e r. I w on ’t g e t in to  it 
here . I d o n ’t have to m ake it c lea r to anyone b u t my
self. Please excuse me.

T h e n  this: d istress is caused  by K rsna. A dev o tee  
u nd e rstand s that.
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T h en  I h e a rd  of the  kings im p riso n ed  by Kaiiisa. 
T hey  w ere p riso n e rs  in a c o n c e n tra tio n  cam p. T h e ir  
b o d ie s  w ere  slack, an d  fo r years they  h ad  to live 
w ith o u t hop e . Still, they received tran scen d en ta l rea l
ization  th a t th e ir  p u n ish m e n t cam e from  th e ir  own 
fruitive activities as kings. A fter, they g o t to  see Krsna, 
w ho freed  an d  re s to red  th em , a n d  they m ad e  th e ir  
prayers.

S om etim es you h ea r o r read  deeply  an d  som etim es 
kou  live in a fog. I have to keep going  even in the fog. A 
c lea r tim e o cc u rre d  w hen I was ea tin g  lun ch . I was 
lis ten in g  to P ra b h u p a d a  speak ing  a b o u t th e  rajasuya 
sacrifice, w here  they e lec ted  K rsna as th e  first person  
to  receive w orship. Sahadeva p raised  the  L ord , and  the  
sages an d  d em ig ods ap p lau d ed . Y udhisth ira  M aharaja 
took  this as a c lea r in d ica tio n  an d  b eg an  to  w orship  
fx sn a . T h e n  S isupala stood  an d  began  to  b lasp hem e 
K rsna in a lo u d  voice. Krsna h ea rd  h im  lou d  and  clear. 
T h ose  w ho c o u ld n ’t stop  S isupala ran  from  th e  hall in 
p ro te s t. O th e rs  p rep a red  to fight. Krsna killed him  with 
His sudarsana-cakra.

/ I h ea rd  it all and  was so p leased by it tha t I w anted  to 
tell M adhu  im m ediately . Crazy Sisupala, ra iling  against 
Krsna. It p leased  m e to know th a t K rsna w ould pun ish  

i h im  an d  th a t H is suprem acy  w ould re ign . T h a t’s how 
[we like th ings to h ap p en , we devotees.

For exam p le , the  guy w ho harassed  H ari Sauri and  
tr ied  to  b u m p  in to  P ra b h u p a d a , h e  k ep t g o in g  on , 
cursing  an d  yelling back at them . I m igh t have liked to 
have h ea rd  th a t the  L ord  go t him  with His sudarsana- 
cakra. No such luck.
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M. cam e in to take p h o tos o f  P rabh up ada .
T h e  heavens are
the m o tif is
you ju s t  read  A khm atova again.
I have throw n o ff w edd ing  rings an d  th e  b race le ts  o f  

w om en. I have loo k ed  in to  th e  keys o f  this typew riter 
and  fo u n d  w ords th a t com e easily, th a t d o n ’t d isrup t. 
K eeping  the  h an d  m oving. D ear au d ien ce , th is is an 
exercise an d  I am  n o t resp onsib le  fo r every w ord th a t 
ju m p s  o n to  this page. T his is no  serm on given from  the  
hills o f  Cul n a  copog, in a valley o f d ead  sh eep  an d  an 
unclean  yard. T h e  p o o r guy, D ennis.

O u r package n ever cam e from  A m erica.
I adm o n ished  m yself a n d  said, “D o n ’t w rite only o f 

w hat h ap p en s  th ese  days. D alus W eir said  h is cell is 
twelve foo t by six, m aybe a b it b igger, and  w ithin  those 
walls h e  has all o f  S rila P ra b h u p a d a ’s tra n sce n d e n ta l 
books— all he  needs. H e said i t ’s n o t a bad  life. I have a 
room  also, and  can roam  in to  a  p rison  yard, you cou ld  
call it. I c a n ’t go fu r th e r  becau se  cars will pass a n d  I 
d o n ’t like it. I p re fe r to  be  a lone. I d o n ’t b e lo ng  h e re  
anym ore  th an  D alus b e long s w here  h e  lives. I m ean , 
these are  n o t my peop le .

T h en  I th ink  o f  w hat it was like fo r M erton . H e  lived 
o n  a hill in th e  w oods, b u t  th e  m onks lived nearby . 
S om etim es a h u n te r  passed  by, a n d  h e  saw SAC a ir
planes. H e said w hen he w ent a lone, he  was with all the  
peop le  even m ore  an d  b e tte r  than  a t o th e r  tim es. You 
have to seek so litude for the  righ t reasons, h e  said.

So d o n ’t write only o f  th e  m arsh , th e  walk, th e  tigh t 
b o rd e rs  th a t enclose  you. Now th a t I th in k  o f  it, I ’m 
p en n ed  in h ere , b u t n o t like the  sheep . My sp irit can
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roam  w herever I need . It is n o t th a t I w ant to  go  into  
town to  play v ideo  gam es, see a film , read  th e  news
papers, o r walk som ew here else. T h e re  is now here  to 
go on  this e a rth . W herever I go, I will m e e t p eop le . 
T h e o p h a n  th e  Recluse stayed com pletely  a lo n e  in his 
room  an d  never w ent out. H e chose th a t life because it 
enab led  him  to  c o n c e n tra te  his m in d  a n d  h e a r t  and  
devotion on th e  “invisible L o rd ” and  h is je su s  prayer.

I d o n ’t w ant to  m ee t folks. I too  am  look ing  fo r co n 
c e n tra tio n . I co u ld  live in V rndavana o r  som ew here  
like V rndavana  if I co u ld  w an d er a n d  p eo p le  w ould  
leave m e a lo n e , b u t th a t d o e sn ’t seem  possible. T hey  
w ould say, “W e w ant you to a tte n d  a m eetin g . We are  
g o in g  to  heavy o u t a sannyasi a n d  tell h im  to leave 
V rndavana. We w ant you to be p re se n t because he will 
listen  to  you. You be th e  q u ie t o n e  in th e  g ro u p . You 
sh ou ld  d o  so m eth ing , you know. You are  n o t  on  the  
GBC, b u t you shou ld  coo p era te  with us an d  n o t always 
th ink  you shou ld  live a lone  to  w rite your crazy stuff.”

I w en t to  th e  m ee tin g  a n d  said so m eth ing . I h ea rd  
o n e  G o d b ro th e r  say to  th e  p o o r sannyasi, “You are  
ind u lg ing  yourself. If  P rab h u p ad a  w ere h e re , h e ’d say 
m ove your b u tt .”

O h, let h im  stay in V rndavana.

B ee-bop-adoro  the  misty dew 
perm its m e to  sing a rusty-blade tune.
I m ean  no  harm  on the farm — the 
best organized, he said, is in 
Pennsylvania. H e said th a t in E ngland 
at the  M anor
w here he ind u ced  G eorge to ea t and  ea t un til
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“No m o re !” he said and
sang a song
h e ’d  w ritten based
on som eth ing  they tau g h t h im  in V rndavana,
Jaya Sri Krsna, Jay a
R adha. A nd the storm y gates and
the  rain and  winds, oh , please m ake
som eth ing  clear
to me.

I only w ant, he said, to  learn  devotional service, 
to do  it as H e wants, a lth o u g h  I too  w ant to 
w ant it.
T h e  stakes are h igh, dea th  is nigh,
th e  poets c a n ’t help— the  g u ru  is
the  answer and  lim p, lim p
dow n the hill,
h o p in g  fo r a package
with biscuits, a Bhagavatam, anything
to deliver you from  yourself and
your penned-in , nonm yth ical, unc lear—
hold  on! I d o n ’t m ean  all that.
But I w ant to sing like M onk and  the  big b an d  
w ho p u t to music his im provisations.
I used to h ea r them  a t the  Tow n Hall
and  the  n ex t day told  Nick Stabulas
at the  Tottenvilla. No o ne  knows these things,
they’re h id d en  in code
and  the  w orld will fo rget it com pletely
w hen I die. 1 wrote som eth ing  in a small n o tepad
at the  dm e (circa 1962) th a t Stan Getz
(th en  obscure)
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was playing h a rd e r than  I th o u g h t he played and
at interm ission, in the  Tottenvilla sticks,
w andered  in the d irec tio n  o f
M oun t L ore tto
w here he saw large-eyed cows.

But all th a t’s gone, I know, and  I only 
m ean  I ’ve left it b eh ind , 
b u t n o t  the m ood
o f th a t im provisation. I w ant to  tell o f Krsna, 
w hose ap p earan ce  destroys im aginative iconography  
and  to  set a b e tte r exam ple  than  those 

b ig-band days.
O f course, I ’d never say this from  the  vyasdsana.
I ’d  h o ld  my ton gue  and  n o t
slobber o u t m em ories, even m em ories to  help  m e 
find  my present. I w ould say only 
I w ant to  be a devotee o f my 
spiritual m aster,
ea t only krsna-jrrasada, sing only Krsna tunes, 
an d  it w ould be true.

In my d ream , H itle r’s n am e  k ep t com ing  up , an d  
d ream s o f  Bhagavan dasa— th a t m o o d  he had . T hey  
com e, o f  course, b u t I toss them  aside and  say, “W h at’s 
the  use?” T h a t’s sensible, I suppose.

W hat w ould  P ra b h u p a d a  say? A G o d b ro th e r says if 
he  w ere h e re , P ra b h u p a d a  w ould  pulverize us— th e  
w ords w ould fly, “N onsense! C oncoction! U seless!” 

M aybe.
A p o e t cap tu res m usic, WCW says. T h e  second  p art 

o f  “D esert M usic” I liked . H e speaks nakedly , says
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honestly  th a t he  is a poet. But I am  em barrassed  to see 
th a t he d o e sn ’t m en tio n  a sh red  o f G od consciousness, 
n o th in g  a b o u t e te rn ity , ju s t  m usic a n d  skill. I w ant 
m ore  th an  that.

You have to be a true-b lue  devo tee, o b ed ien t, an d  a 
little sad-faced to get it right.

I ’m n o t telling the w hole thing.
D id n ’t like the  e ig h t h o u rs  o f  P ra b h u p a d a  bhajanas 

b ro ad c as t over lo u d sp eak e rs  a t M ayapur-dham a, al
th o u g h  they th o u g h t it was w onderfu l. T hey  w ere ju s t  
too  loud . I c o u ld n ’t th ink . Ever since th e n , I h av en ’t 
b een  able to tu rn  on  my tape  o f P rab h u p ad a  chan tin g  
jap a  w hile I chan t. I th in k  fo r now I w ant to  h e a r  my
self. I know  P rab h u p ad a  is w ith m e regardless, an d  he 
w ants m e to  a tta in  successful japa.

Im agine I m eet som eone silent 
like Jagadlsa Swami.
T his tim e I am  m ore silen t th an  he. H e  w onders, 
“W h at’s u p ?” T h en  I b reak  the  silence, b u t w hat 
do  I say? “I h ea rd  you w ere go ing  to  stay a t 
Saranagati in 1996.” T h en  I stum ble fo rth  
baloney an d  blarney, ‘T h a t  sounds like 
a good  way to
spend  the C entennial. D oing 
som eth ing  p ractical.”

P eople  say such things to m e too  
with the sam e insincerity and  tep id  air, 
shoo ting  the  breeze because we c a n ’t rem ain  silent 
w hen we stand  with som eone. We have to com m ent 
on  th e  w eather o r the w eather-beaten
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face o f  o u r  b ro th e r. Did you know,
P rabh u , th a t your face is falling in?
O h, I lost my teeth.
W hat d o  you th in k  o f your son?
W here  is your wife?
W hat is going  to h ap p en  to us? Everyone dies, 
us too. W ords, b u t w ithou t m uch  m eaning. 
A lthough  som etim es we m eet, 

exch ange  a few words, 
sincere  en o u g h , th en  reach  fo r so m eo n e ’s 
h an d  and
say, “Sorry I o ffen ded  you. I w an ted  to  be 
a c c e p te d .”
But o ften  it’s already too  late.

W hat K ulasekhara said: Now while I 
live, le t m e be sincere.
L et m e n o t speak the  naked  tru th  o f  
the  shortcom ings o f  o thers, b u t 
say I love Krsna, and  I do. I love 
G od b ro th ers , even tho u gh  I have 
litde  to  say.
I d o n ’t m in d  th a t they d o n ’t read  my books 
as long  as they leave m e to the  m arshes, 
w hich they do.

I will com e back from  the  m arshes with two books
and  som e kids will like them
by the  ligh t o f the m oon,
by w hich the  window is lit w hen I
wake a t m idnight. By tha t light
I can refo rm  this m onk.



R em ain ing  days o f  th e  year, a sym posium  attendefck 
by p ro fesso rs  an d  devo tees. S atsvarup a  is a b o u t to 
speak in the  two m inu tes he has b een  allo tted.

A hem . Yes. Well, in the  last days o f  1994, I con fined  
m yself to less than  an acre  an d  d isco ursed  on  poetics 
while disallow ing polem ics. It was an in te restin g  case. I 
read  th e  T e n th  C an to  and  w ords a p p e a re d  in th e  in 
dex o f my m ind. It is, uh  . . .

Krsna b oo k  we read  every n ig h t and
started  m any good  program s
to be ca rried  o u t in ’95. T h a t is th e  sum  and  total o f

it.
A p ro fesso r o f  R elig ion  a t R em orse  C ollege  said, 

“W ho do  you th in k  you are , a prissy p o e t o r  p o r t  o f  
wine, a m ouse, a tub , o r gill o f  fish? I m ean , who do  you 
th in k  you are? You a re  a G uarin o , a re  you not? I re 
m em b er th a t  b lo n d  to t I saw in my rearview  m irro r  
o n c e .”

I assured  h im  I cou ld  n o t re sp o n d  to  such a ramble,*' 
and  sat dow n a t th e  re a r  o f  th e  ro o m  in th e  co ld  
m o o n lig h t w hile snow flew fast aga inst th e  lam p  o u t
doors. It was always co ld  as h ell o n  tho se  tra in  p la t
form s. I re m e m b e r th e  S taten  Is land  R apid  T ra n s it’s 
big h ead lig h t flashing, th en  the  tra in  stop p in g  fo r m e, 
such a sm all-tim e ra ilroad  o p e n in g  its d o o r  fo r m e to 
e n te r  a stale d ream , a n ig h tm are , really. A nd I d o n ’t 
know why I go back.

In th e  last days o f  th e  year, I re ad  w hen I am  n o t 
writing. I w an t to m ake g o rg eo us m usic an d  find  se
crets and  copy an d  steal and  soun d  like a writer. I want 
to write a m illion bucks.
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W hat do  you m ean?
T o finally stop  and , as 1 said, w hen I b ecom e d irec t

ed  by Krsna, I will a t least be in practice to write.



Notes #12

A t th e  ra ja su ya  sa c rif ic e  c o n d u c te d  by K ing  
Y udhisth ira, th e  Pandavas a n d  o th e rs  too k  cha rg e  o f  
d iffe ren t d ep artm en ts. B hlm asena was in  ch arg e  o f  th e  
k itchen , A rjuna saw to  th e  care  o f  th e  elderly, Duryo- 
d h a n a  was in ch a rg e  o f  th e  treasury , a n d  th e  m ost 
aston ish ing  th ing  was th a t L o rd  K rsna took  charge  o f 
w ashing the  feet o f  th e  arriv ing guests. Jaya Sri Krsna.

D ream : A sm all, p re c o c io u s  ch ild  was o n  a  b ig  
a irp lane . I was th e re  too  w ith m any o th e r  passengers, 
in c lu d in g  devo tees. T h e  c h i ld ’s m o th e r  was b lack, 
p ro u d  o f  h e r  child . I took  th e  o p p o rtu n ity  to  p reach  
to th e  small girl a b o u t P rab h u p ad a , w hile th e  m o th e r  
loo k ed  on . L ater, th e  ch ild  was dying. T h e  m o th e r  
n ee d e d  help . She w ent to  a psychiatrist an d  to ld  h im  
ab o u t the  child  an d  inc lu d ed  th a t she had  h ea rd  ab o u t 
P rab h u p ad a . T h e  psych iatrist th en  p ro d u c ed  a p iece 
o f  p a p e r  with th e  w ords “pain  so ften e r— th e  so o n er, 
th e  b e tte r” w ritten on  it.

77
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W hen I awoke I th o u g h t m aybe this was a m essage 
ab o u t my own suffering. My fu tu re  includes suffering, 
and  the self is telling m e how to face it. Pain is a natu ra l 
s ta te  o f  life. A ccept it. D o n ’t try to  be rid  o f  it. Go 
d irectly  to  it an d  th en  get past it. P rab h u p ad a  is som e
how a key to this.

List o f th ings I have to do:
1. I have to sham poo  my hair, a lthough  I have none.

I 2. I have to w ear slippers.
/ 3. I have to ro u n d  u p  reca lc itran t calves, j 4. I have to take charge  o f the  rajasuya fo r little folks.

/ 5. I have to  p re p a re  th e  sp rin g  rites, w hich  will 
'relieve us.

6. I have to find  o u t w hat M. d ec id ed  as he d re am t 
all n ig h t th a t  he  was trave ling  a n d  w orked  o u t  o u r  
itinerary.

T h ings to accom plish in  these last days o f the year:
1. U n d e rs ta n d  th e  c rucifix ion  o f  C hrist. F ind  his 

p lace in y our life so th a t he  is given d u e  h o n o r, love, 
re m e m b ra n ce , b u t in  n o  way d istrac ts  from  th e  d e 
m otion I feel fo r L o rd  K rsna, w ho so e n d e a rin g ly

J/ashed  the  guests’ feet. K rsna is the  cause o f all things, 
he o rig in  and  m a in ten an ce  and  d issolu tion. H e is the 
ijne  w hose a p p e a ra n c e  b an ishes th e  false n o tio n s  o f 
G od , th e  L o rd  w ho p icks us u p , th e  D ec id er, th e  
Dackground . . .

2. I have to  wash th e  flo o r and  stop  cavorting  in 
w ords long  en o u g h  to see w hat I am  supposed  to do.

You m ean , in the  last days, two weeks o r less, you 
th in k  you can  find  o u t w ho you a re  a n d  why th e  
h ree fo ld  m iseries a re  giving you troub le?  You th in k

1
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y ou ’re  a tiny B uddha w ho can sit u n d e r  a tree  an d  gain 
en lig h ten m en t?  T h a t’s n o t possible fo r th e  likes o f m<e.
I am  too  a tta ch ed  to  sweets a n d  p u b lish in g  b o o k s.\l 
m ean , I c a n ’t even stand  it if som ebody  shou ts, “Hev 
H are, ge t a jo b !”

Such a cornball th in g  they sh ou t— th e  sam e th in g  al 
over the  world.

Why d o  such corny  lines cu t your h ea rt, O  sensitive\ 
one? H ard en  yourself to b oard  the  ship. See if in these! 
last days you can b reak  th ro u g h  a n d  arrive  a t krsna- \ 
prema and  kirtana-rasa.

O h no , I d o n ’t th in k  it is possible. N o big  th in g  is 
possible, b u t pa tience  an d  this, p lus th e  w illingness to 
en ter  ISKCON places an d  n o t be  in tim id a ted  by big 
shots (o r m o ld ed  by th em  e ith er) o r little shots o r kar- 
mis o r  vikarmis. So what if som eone  m ugs m e an d  takes 
my passport? I refuse to  be afraid.

In  th ese  last days, th is very sm all p e rso n  w ho is 
absurd  to  co m p are  h im se lf to  B u d d h a  a tta in in g  e n 
l ig h te n m e n t prays, “P lease le t m e be free  from  th e  
com p u lsio n  o f  freed o m  fo r f r e e d o m ’s sake a n d  th e  
u n d ilu ted  p u rlo in ed  le tte r o f Poe and  literary  idols o n / 
postcard  pho tos, th e  best novelist was M arilyn M onroej 
and  H en ry jam es  D og.”

I'm  te llin g  jok es. I ’m p ray ing  fo r p u re  devotiQpr, 
always.

W hile ch an tin g  japa, I w ent slower and  was p u ttin g  
a tten tio n  in to  ten d in g  the  fire. I wish instead  the  fire 
cou ld  be in my own h ea rt an d  I cou ld  ten d  it and  find  
the  right logs to m ake it blaze.



80

C onfess you played Big G uru . I th o u g h t only o ne  
p erso n  cou ld  be g u ru  in any o n e  place, so I w anted  to 
be g u ru  fo r everyone in New York City. They shou ld  all 
com e to  me. I w ou ld n ’t to lera te  anything  else. I was the 
fall guy. It was set u p  fo r m e an d  I w en t fo r it. Yes, why 
n o t?  I m ay have b ee n  th e  Sw am i’s typist, b u t th a t 
d o e sn ’t m ean  I c o u ld n ’t be  th e  o n e  a n d  only gu ru . I 
cou ld  b e  th e  savior fo r all souls in New York (o th e r 
places to o ) . I laugh  at it now. B etter th an  crying. I was 
p a rt o f  th e  system and  I will never do  th a t again.

I a d m itted  last n ig h t to my fr ie n d  a t th e  k itchen  
tab le  th a t I was e s tran g ed  from  my cou n try m en  an d  
th a t’s all th e re  was to  it. W hen  I w ore a Navy u n ifo rm  
an d  traveled  by p lane  o r tra in , I fe lt I was o n e  o f  them , 
an d  I w an ted  to be respectab le . I w an ted  to  be able to 
check  in to  a m o tel a n d  be h o n o re d  as a respectab le  
citizen to  w hom  a clerk  w ould give keys. So m any things 
like th a t— a citizen  has a jo b , buys a n d  w ears shirts, 
jack e ts, pan ts, shoes. Maybe h e  has a  wife and  ch ild 
ren — no, n o t m e.

I was cast o ff to  sea in K rsna consciousness— n o t 
\m ean t to  be long  to any country. T h a t’s the  m eaning  o f 
sannyasa and  service to L ord  Krsna.

N ot belong ing  to  the h ea rt o f 
a city. A khm atova writes with such 
devotion  fo r Moscow and  o f life on  ea rth , 
and  G oldberg  says, ‘T h e  p resen t m o m en t 
is en o rm o u s and  it’s all we have.”
I look  beyond th a t
fo r the spiritual world. T h e  sages told
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and  P rabh u p ada ,
o f such a p lace w here  L ord  Krsna lives—  
beyond this w orld o f death .

We follow it, we p eop le , yes, the  ones 
who stop  you a t a irpo rts  and  hassle you 
fo r m oney, selling you a book, the 
ones w ho drive a ro u n d  a fla tbed  truck, 
chan tin g  H are  K rsna in M anhattan , 
the ones you read  o f  in the new spaper 

described  as a cult, 
the  ones w ho read  ISKCON World Review and  
answer th e  ads fo r com m ercialized  
devotional service, 
the  ones w ho are  governed  
by a G overning Body C om m ission, 
w ho say they are  b u ild ing  a city in M ayapur 
w hose tem ple  d om e will be taller a n d  g ra n d e r  
than  St. P e te r’s o f  R om e, the  ones w ho are  
m aking a hype a b o u t the  C entenn ial, 
the  ones in Russia, th e  fanatics, 
the  d ea r ones . . .

I t’s with them  I w ant to live and  
n o t o thers. N o o ne  else is 
hom e. In  ISKCON we have 
so m any whimsical fellows 
floating in an d  o u t 
w earing funny hats, read ing  strange 
books aside from  P ra b h u p a d a ’s, 
saying strange things they 
p icked up  from  som ew here,
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like the guy I m et at the  Rom e tem ple, 
with long  hair and  a to p k n o t 
sitting read ing  the new spaper.

Ah, to  w rite from  the  h e a r t as W illiams was able to 
d o  a t th e  e n d  o f  his life. H e  w ro te  to  h is Flossie: 
“A shp hodel, th a t g reeny  flow er.” H e lived a life, th en  
d rew  from  it, living ho n o rab ly  with his wife, it seem s. 
W e w ant to be d e c e n t in  K rsna consciousness, th en

/draw  from  that. O  ISKCON, this is it, o u r life.
I w ould  like to w rite from  th e  h e a r t  a b o u t L ord  

V isnu in V aikun tha  an d  K rsna playing in the  Y am una 
with th e  gopis. I w ould like to  w rite from  the  h e a rt  if I 
cou ld  find  my heart. Why not?

A b ro th e r  w rote m e unassum ingly  and  said, “Usually 
I go  to  In d ia  a t K arttika, b u t  I ’m g lad  I stayed in 
A m erica  this year. I g o t som e w ork d o n e  an d  traveled 
a n d  p re ac h e d  in tem ples. A lthou gh  I d id  n o t increase 
my ja p a  q uo ta , I fe lt happ y  w ith my ch an tin g  o f  th e  
sm all n u m b e r  I do. I was g lad  to  n o te  th a t I fe lt a 
K arttika b o n u s  even w hile o u ts id e  In d ia .” T h a t can 

- h ap p en .
If the  L ord  likes, H e can le t us co n tin u e  to live and  

travel in 1995 exactly as M adh u  has p la n n e d  it. O u r 
tickets as we p urchase  them  (from  d o n a ted  m oney) go 
to  m any places. For exam ple , we m ake a co n n ec tio n  
fro m  I re la n d  to  M ilan. W e a re  c h a n g in g  th a t  to  
D ub lin -M adrid . O therw ise, w e’ll keep  w hat we have 
a rran g ed .

But will we actually be able to follow the itinerary, o r 
will we be s top ped  along  the  way? I t ’s n o  big th ing  for 
K rsna to allow it o r  to  ch an g e  it. As my d ream  said,
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“Pain so ften e r— the  sooner, th e  b e t te r .” As King N rga 
decided , “Give m e my troub les first.”

I am  hopelessly  w an derin g  b u t w an t to  say I h o p e  I 
can  be tru e  to  the  Lord. H e is tru e  to  H is vow (satya- 
vrata), so why n o t m e to my vow?

Log bu rn ing . Page six. 5 A.M.
C hristm as trees . . .
T h e re  you go, back in tim e, to  w hen  you w ent with 

your fa th e r  to  pick o u t a special o n e  from  a special j  place. T h is w asn’t like buying C hris tm as trees from  a 
park in g  lot; we w ent to a p lace th a t was alm ost a village 
in the  woods. It was situated  on  a snowy hill. T hey  sold 
all k inds o f C hristm as item s. We h ad  to go th e re  in o u r 
fa th e r’s car. I was small th en . My fa th e r seem ed  ex p e rt 
in everything, m anly and  strong , an d  I fea red  n o th in g  

j w hen  I was with h im , excep t fear o f  h im — th a t h e  had  
j c re a te d  m e a n d  co u ld  sq u e lch  a n d  sh ap e  m e as he  

liked. T h a t fea r was ju stified , becau se  th a t ’s ju s t  w hat 
he  d id  fo r twenty years o f  my life.

W hen  we cam e h om e w ith th e  tre e , my fa th e r cu t 
o ff th e  to p  a n d  fixed th e  b o tto m  in to  a m etal p la te  

I w ith screws. T h en  he  allow ed my m o th e r , M adeline,
| an d  I to d eco ra te  it. We p laced  small m etal skaters and  
' sledd ers on  co tto n  b en e a th  th e  tree , a g reen  w ooden  
\ fence a ro u n d  it, and  a m irro r fo r th e  ice pond , 
j T h is C hristm as th e re  will be  n o th in g  a t all, n o  con- 
! tac t w ith D enn is dow n th e  hill o r h is ninety-year-old 
/ fa ther. H e ’ll have family over, b u t they w o n ’t ex ten d  

any c h e e r  to us because we d o n ’t d r in k  o r ea t m eat. 
We can have o u r own C hristm as party, m ake an ex tra  
sweet, m aybe, an d  m aybe a p ray er to  Je su s  to  than k  
him  for his kindness and to ask for his blessings.
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O  tide o f  blessed
w ords given by L ord  Krsna,
may I go an d  c h an t—
th a t’s all I have to say. T h e  poem  is an
in n e r landscape,
a p rayer th a t You touch  m e
with Your holy nam e, in my ear,
pain  so ftener— the  sooner, the  better.
“Give m e love,” as rock stars sing . . .
“C an ’t buy m e love,” b u t You can, You can 
in holy nam es w hich I u tte r  dryly, b u t pray. 
T h e  m ind  is impossible.
You know  all this. I t ’s u p  to You, Lord.



Notes #13

All righ t, adm it you have a pain  b eh in d  th e  r ig h t eye 
and  you identify  w ith it. B ut th is d e te rm in e d  lad  will 
still try fo r his six pages.

First, I w ant to  tell you w hat I d ream t:
I g o t in to  a crow ded van. O n e  m an  th rew  ashes o n to  

my shirt. I p u sh ed  his c igarette  ashes back at h im , show
ering  ashes on  his sh irt and  in his face. H e claim ed th a t 
I h ad  b u rn e d  h im  and  becam e angry. H e said he  w ould 
take legal action . I d id n ’t th in k  I h ad  b u rn e d  him , only 
th a t he  was insu lted . T h e  d ream  d rag g ed  on . D evotees 
said they w ere go ing  to  h o ld  a d eb a te  on  Friday n ig h t 
to dec ide  w h e ther I was guilty.

L a ter, th e  angry  m an  cam e to  my h o m e  an d  I sin
cerely  apo log ized , h o p in g  he  w ou ld  be  pacified . H e 
w asn’t. I saw th a t his face was ac tually  b u rn t  in two 
places.

L a te r w hen I awoke, I ad m itted  th a t I h ad  seen  his 
facial b u rn s , b u t in th e  d ream , I m ad e  o u t as if they 
w eren ’t th e re , tha t he  was faking it. My im pression  was

85
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th a t I h ad  show ered  h im  w ith ashes. I h e ld  on  to  my 
story. I also felt I had  to  learn  to  to le ra te  and  d ep e n d  
o n  Krsna.

I asked  M adhu  to take p h o tos o f the  sheep , an d  he 
said, “I t ’s hard to take a p ic tu re  w ithou t sheep  in it.” 

T h e re  is a d ream  quality  to  th e  awake sta te  w hen 
you try to  w rite it dow n. Like d u m b  p eop le , the  d u m b  
sc ribe , a n d  th e  dream -w alk ing , sleep-w alking c lou ds 
dow n a lo n g  th e  g ro u n d , we walk back an d  fo rth  in a 
sm all, m uddy  meadow.

f I am  left a lone  d u rin g  th e  day hours. S upposed  to  be 
jspending my tim e to find my heart, th en  feel som ething  
fo r  L o rd  K rsna a n d  my re la tio n sh ip  w ith H im . I t ’s a 
s im p le  th in g . I c o u ld  g e t o u t  my in d e x  ca rd s  o f  

j Bhagavad-gita verses, o r a t least re m e m b e r frag m en ts  
I . . .  if  o n e  th in k s o f  K rsna a t th e  tim e o f  d ea th , he 

com es to  Me . . .  “I am  in th e  h e a r t  o f everyone, and  
from  Me com e m em ory  an d  fo rgetfu lness.”

T o  go beyond  d ream lik e  b lu r  to  reach  the  p lace o f 
th e  heart. Such a sim ple thing. I try to  have feelings fo r 

j anything—even fear o f h ead  pain  o r  a loneness, o r  joy , 
j even an g e r— an d  th en  I know  I am  e n te rin g  th a t feel

ing  space w ithin myself and  I tu rn  it tow ard Krsna.
As I w rite, D ennis has com e u p  th e  hill an d  is talking 

| w ith  M adhu . We have an  em p ty  gas b o ttle  to  be re 
p laced . Seeing  this scene, th e  cows have com e a ro u n d  
like fat, ugly ch ild ren  in th e  ra in . T hey  th in k  D ennis 
m ig h t have som e slops fo r them . T hey  are  only a few 
fe e t fro m  my w riting  tab le , m o o in g  an d  bellow ing. 

. T hey have th e ir calves with them .
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But they are  m istaken. T h e re  is no  h an d -o u t h e re  as 
far I can  see. T hey  a re  bellow ing in vain. T hey  are  u n 
loved  ch ild ren  on  this farm , this casual c o n c en tra tio n  
jcamp. D ennis keeps his d istance, ju s t moves th em  from  
ione pastu re  to  a n o th e r , throw s them  som e slops un til 
they  are  fat eno u g h  . . .

It tu rn s  o u t th e  cows w ere rig h t. Even as D en n is  
spoke with M., h e  lifted  a red  bucket. They knew  w hat 
it m ean t. Now he  has w alked o ff an d  they have fo l
lowed h im  to w here he is d u m p in g  the  con ten ts  on  the  
g ro u n d . H e ’s w earing  an  o ld  arm y fa tigu e  cap. T h e  
cows go a fte r th e  slop  o n  th e  g ro u n d , an d  th e  calves 
ru n  in circles. T hey  d o n ’t seem  in te re s ted  in th e  slops, 
b u t because  th e ir  m om s a re  excited , they a re  exc ited  
too. Gray, gray day— still n o  parcel from  A m erica.

A fter he  had  successfully co m ple ted  
the  rajasuya-yajria, Y udhisthira 
sat on  a go lden  th ro n e .
D uryodhana visited h im
in his g lorious palace a t In d rap ras th a
and  p o o r D uryo dhana  fell in to  th e  water.
B him asena lau ghed , b u t worse, D raupadI, 
and  D uryodhana was angry. Y udhisthira knew 
D ury o dh ana’s feelings, an d  he tried  to restra in  
the  laugher. L ord  Krsna, the  Suprem e, 
m o tio n ed  th a t they shou ld  n o t be 
stopped  from  laughing  if they liked.
T h a t was the  b eg inn ing  o f enm ity 
which led to such b loodshed .
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A calf go ing  to its m o th e r’s u d d e r—  
the  m o th e r pushes it away.
It is 4 P.M. and  n o t m ilking time?
B ut calves will be calves, 
a n d  they ’re  all beau tifu l 
a lth o u g h  they are  b ee f cows.
Now th ree  calves are
suckling, an d  the m o th ers  try to walk away.
T h e  calves a re  d e te rm in ed . P rab h u p ad a  writes,
‘T h is  is n o t a civilization tha t 
kills the  m o th e r.”
D ennis d o esn ’t get it. H e simply sees
m oney, a G od-sent livelihood,
o r  so h e  thinks. D irt pay fo r the w ork h e  has d on e ,
show ing them  new  pastures, th en  send ing  them  to
slaughter. H e subsists, som ehow ,
o n  this thankless wet land  fo r
a few decades, G od willing.

/ In  th e  T e n th  C an to , C h a p te r  Two, th e  d em ig o d s 
pray. As I read  it, I knew  these  w ere valuable prayers. 
I ’ll go  back  to  th em  again  a n d  again  if I live long  
e n o u g h — b eau tifu l p o em s a b o u t th e  a p p e a ra n c e  o f  
G od. G od  isn ’t vague. H e is K rsna, ap p ea rin g  w ithin  
Devakl. H e  is in every th ing  a n d  every thing  em ana tes  

from  H im . Sri K rsna a p p ea red  a t m id n ig h t in K am sa’s 
house . W e will read  n ex t how  H e was tran sfe rred , and  

* m o re  im portan tly , how H e was actually b o rn  to Yasoda 
(inside inform ation).

K rsna will h an d le  m e as H e likes. T o n ig h t I am  in a 
hurry . C a n ’t stop  because th e  h ead ach e  may overtake
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m e and  I ’ll have to quit. We take it fo r g ran ted  th a t we 
have hea lth  and  life d u ra tio n , b u t w hen tha t assurance 
slips, then  we u n d ers tan d  better.

I may n o t be well en o u g h  to  talk with M. to n ig h t a t 
6. H e to ld  m e last n ig h t o f th e  h u m an  and  friendly  

' feelings he felt while sh op p in g  in K enm are. I told  him  
M erton had  expressed som eth ing  sim ilar w hen he w ent 
in to  Louisville, K entucky o n e  tim e. M onks a re  som e- 

J tim es co ld -h ea rted  an d  u n a b le  to  re la te  to o rd in a ry  
I peo p le  in th e ir  isolation . I t ’s a step  u p  w hen they can

However, they sh o u ld n ’t fall in love, and  if tha t is the  
resu lt o f  o p e n in g  u p  th e  h ea rt, th e n  b e tte r  to  stay in 

) your m o nastery  w ith b lin d e rs  o n — th e  o n e  w ho only 
, goes o u t to d istrib u te  books to  th e  karmis, th en  rushes 

back to  the  tem ple arati, a kanistha-adhikari.
I fall in th e re  som ew here, loving and  n o t loving.
O h, I love myself, 

i I love my G od if I can  find  my h ea rt. H e is in my 
\ h eart, H is recep tio n  room . I focus on  the reco rds left 
I by my sp iritua l m aster in books, m em oirs, tapes— th e  
I stim ulus fo r m em ory, the  co n n ec tio n , an d  the  p u rp o se  

o f serving Sri Krsna and  th inking  o f H im , going to H im , 
o r a t least h op ing  to.

I p lan to salvage from  this
sh o rten ed  day my
offering— the m eaning  o f my
dream : “Pain so ftener— the  sooner, the  b e tte r .”

As I write, he chops the logs in two. 
T his day is short, b u t tom orrow ,
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the re  will be a new one.
I can n o t spend  days as I like,
b u t they are  filled with beau tifu l hours
especially in the m orn ing ,
and  m inu tes twenty at a tim e
here  an d  there .
I read  an d  lost track  o f tim e 
and  th en  paced  the  k itchen  to  chan t. 
T h ere  is m ore  to keep ing  physically a le rt 
and  chan ting  in the  head.
Call o u t to Krsna—
I’m trying.
A nd I ’m grateful.



Notes #14

T hank s to  L ord  K rsna, Bhagavan, th a t I am  free  to  
write, no  head ache . D o n ’t take it lightly th a t I am  alive 
an d  ab le  to fo rm  w ords. D o n ’t sp lu rg e  it away like 
som eth ing  cheap— like k ind ling  g one  up  in flam e, like 
ju n k  m usic, ju n k  food. T h is is the  h um an  form  o f  life. 
T h e re  has b een  e n o rm o u s  waste o f  h u m an  life, a n d  
w ords a re  o n e  o f  th e  w orst ways to e x p e n d  energy . 
People write and  speak so m any things— all nonsense—  
and  even w hen they speak sincerely, it’s so h ard  to find 
u ltim a te  honesty . T h e  V edic lite ra tu re  lead s us to  
tru th , b u t p eo p le  c a n ’t p ick  o u t the  Vedas fro m  th e  
m orass o f books available. I t ’s g e ttin g  worse now  tha t 
we have the  in fo rm atio n  superhighw ay. N onstop  noise 
in this m iserable m aterial world.

So you d o n ’t be  p a r t  o f  it, sonny. You serve an d  get 
th ings stra igh t. You re p e a t them  Vedic m axim s, you 
hear?

In my own words, th a t’s all I ask.
Food for though t.
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P ra b h u p a d a  p re a c h in g  s trong , his voice ro u g h , I 
cou ld  even say raspy. I c a n ’t cap tu re  it all h ere . I w ant 
to  w orship  h im , wanted  to w orship  h im , b u t we were 
kids, wild, p lo ttin g  to  serve fo r reasons o th e r  th an  p u re  
devo tion , b u t fo r p u re  devotion  too. All so m ixed  up. 
We d id n ’t even know  how  bad  we w ere, o r  even how 
g o o d , a n d  we th o u g h t  all o u r  p assions h ad  b een  
subdued . It seem ed  so w hen P rab h u p ad a  was physically 
present.

Even th en  th e re  w ere fights an d  falldowns. H e gave 
us a sim ple p ro g ram  an d  fo u r rules, b u t all th a t tu rn e d  
o u t to be m o re  d ifficu lt th an  we h ad  an tic ip a ted . H e 
to ld  us to p reach  n o n s to p  and  to c h a n t n o n sto p , an d  
to  live to g e th e r nonstop . H e to ld  us to k eep  everything 
ju s t as he established it.

W ho cou ld  u n d e rs ta n d  how  m u ch  fo rce  the  m a te 
rial w orld w ould e x e rt u p o n  us? T hose  w ho rem ain  in 
con tro l in this m o v em en t are  n o t necessarily perfectly  
co rrec t ju s t because they are  able to stay in con tro l.

O ne  th in g  to  be said is th a t we c rea ted  m any fol
lowers, am assed  m u ch  pow er, an d  o u r  way o f life b e 
cam e th a t o f  the  big, re lig ious leader. It cou ld  be th a t 
we were actually  follow ing P rab h u p ad a , an d  fo r th a t 
we will be rew arded.

T h e  L ord , fo rtuna te ly , is bhava-grahi-janardana. H e 
sees o u r inn erm o st h e a rt an d  apprecia tes the  loving es
sence h idd en  b eh in d  an d  am id the  o th e r motives.

I n eed  to see in my own h e a rt the  anarthas, an d  pray 
to  L ord N rsim hadeva to rem ove them . I beg  H im  to do 
m e tha t favor. As fo r ex te rn al d em ons an d  bhutas, jivas  
w ho may attack, fo r th a t I call on  Krsna and  G aurariga.
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If  a d em o n  gives m e tro ub le , I can  to le ra te  it p rovided  
I am  n o t to r tu re d  by my own fear, anger, and  dou b t.

P ra b h u p a d a  was p re a c h in g  in  M ayapur. T h e n  h e  
gave us flat rice, m an go , an d  yogurt. H e w asn’t a fa
natic  a b o u t h ea lth  diets, b u t  w arned  us n o t to  ea t too  
m u ch . “In  th e  sp iritua l w o rld ,” h e  said, “th e re  is n o  
varnasrama-dharma. H ere  in this w orld , you m ust have 
divisions. T h e  w orld has g o n e  to  hell, an d  the  d em on s 
a re  in  charge . T hey  have no  b ra in . T hey  d o  n o t know  
th a t  th e re  is K rsna . . .  all rascals a n d  fools, w h e th e r 
they  b e  so-called g u rus, avataras, bogu s p o litic ian s, 
scholars— all fools an d  rascals. T hey  d o n ’t know  th e re  
is soul o r  G od  o r th a t th e  soul transm ig ra te s— these  
basic things . . . ”

C hristm as is com ing . H ow  m any new  sleep ing  bags 
a n d  w ristw atches an d  jack-in-the-box  p resen ts  do  you 
want? H ow  m any checks a n d  m isuses an d  sm elly fee t 
w ashed in th e  nam e o f  g u ru  w orship  an d  faces sc rap ed  
in  th e  m u d  a  la St. Francis?

H e said th e  hap p iest th in g  is if we go to the  d o o r  o f 
th e  m onastery , cold  an d  hungry , a n d  they b ea t us a n d  
kick us away. We roll o n  th e  g ro u n d  as they  kick us, 
and  th a t is the tim e fo r th e  g rea test happiness.

Wow, he really meant it. H e w an ted  to  be com pletely  
b e re f t o f  m ateria l sense g ra tifica tion  an d  false ego. It 
was St. F rancis w ho observed  C hris tm as fo r th e  first 
tim e w ith a  creche , in im ita tion  o f th e  o rig inal C hrist
m as in B e th leh em . H e h ad  a g en iu s  fo r dev o tio n a l 
em otion.
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, H eavens to Betsy! I c a n ’t slow 
I dow n en o u g h  to say I’m cold  and  the 
j stars a re  out. They never w ent to the  m o o n — 

even o n e  star, a lthough  m illions exist. How can 
they say the re  is n o  life? I swam warm sum m ers 
in th e  canal b eh in d  my p a ren ts ’ hom e in 
Avalon and  looked up  in to  the  im m ense distance 
in the  sum m er o f ’66. O  Swamiji,
I h e a r  your voice even in my paren ta l hom e.
I w an t n o  m ore  LSD, an d  n o  m ore 

to  identify with the 
body. H e had  an oceanic sm ile, bu t 
th e  H arvard  g rad  s tu d en t c o u ld n ’t see it.
No. W e lived in o u r own w orld 
o f  Swami adu lation . We c o u ld n ’t exp ec t them  

1 to  follow us.

H e once  b o u g h t b read  baked  
by karmis an d  tom atoes and  lettuce  
a n d  p e a n u t b u tte r all in a bag 
from  th e  superette .
C am e o u t to the park  in Berkeley, o p en ed  it, 
an d  served it a fter a too  hasty offering  to God. 
W hy do  I rem em b er this stuff?
I ’m talking o f a sankirtana party. I w anted  to go
back  to praise my spiritual m aster
w ho saved these wild kids
and  keeps us serving him  still, even though
w e’re  now  gray-haired and  pot-bellied,
som e m onsters o f ISKCON
leadersh ip .
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Devaki prayed to Visnu to h ide  H im self. She w an ted  
Him to ap p ea r as a baby an d  n o t as fo u r-a rm ed  Visnu."j 
She had  m ixed feelings. Som etim es she add ressed  H im  
as “the S up rem e S ource o f all avataras, th e  so u rce  o f  
the c rea tio n , the  S u p rem e ,” and  som etim es she spoke 
o f m otherly  fear, the  bew ilderm en t o f vatsalya-rasa. She 
is a g reat devotee. I w orship h e r  words. M o th er Yasoda 
is topm ost, b u t th e re  a re  also m any o th e r  d ev o tees 
serving the  L ord  in various capacities. P raying to  th e  
L ord  as th e  c o n tro lle r  o f  tim e a n d  th e  su b s ta n ce  
rem ain ing  after destruc tio n , Devaki says H e rem ains as 
Sarikarsana.

W ho can u n d e rs ta n d  it? We c a n n o t e s tim a te  h e r  
u nd e rs tan d in g , b u t accep t w hat she says as th e  Swami 
has given it to us.

I h ea rd  it even in those  days, typed it happ ily , a n d  
m ailed it back to h im  in C alifornia. T hose  w ere hap py  
days and  I wish to rem em b er them  always. I ’m  gra tefu l, 
a m illion tim es thankful, for w hat I have received. — ^

It is very q u ie t here. N o cars ro a r by, n o th in g  b u t the  
sheep  and  cows. How foolish o f m e to  co n sider leaving 
here  early. In a place like this I can h ea r my japa.

T h e  only p rob lem  is th a t I have b ro u g h t w ith m e my 
loud mind.

A lthough  P rab h u p ad a  can solve th a t o n e  too: s top  
trying to force the  m in d , b u t b rin g  it to  th e  p lace  o f  
feeling. Simple.

S im ple? N o, ex trem e ly  d ifficu lt. It only  so u n d s  
simple.

At least I have h op e . I w an t to  stop  my m in d less  
c h a n tin g . I know  so m e p e o p le , a few, w ho  tak e
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c h a n tin g  very seriously. T hey  actually  know  th a t th e  
n am e  is a p erso n . T hey  pray to  th e  nam e, an d  know  
G o d ’s a p erso n . I w ant to  c h a n t an d  feel som eth ing . 
Have I ever felt anything?

Yes. T h en  it sh o u ld n ’t be h a rd  to  b rin g  feeling  in to  
japa. A t least it sh o u ld n ’t be im possible. It already lives 
w ithin your experience .

\O n ce  in  th e  past I fe lt a d eep  sense o f  g rie f  an d  I 
c ried  all n igh t, sobbing. I c a n ’t say exactly why. I guess I 
was finally  fac ing  rea l d ec a d en c e . My idealism  h ad  
hleen sm ashed. I h ad  lost myself; p eo p le  h ad  ch ea ted  
m e o u t o f myself. I was far from  G od, an d  I knew  th a t 
too. My tears w ere b itte r an d  choking.

T h a t was em o tion . W hat can  I do  with it now? 
P erh ap s  n o th in g  b u t leave it b eh in d . Still, w hatever 

em o tio n  we have felt, we sh o u ld  lea rn  to  feel it fo r 
G od. We m ust p lace ourselves a t H is feet. C lim b o u t o f 
your m in d  an d  e n te r  your own heart. F ind the  softness 
of prayer.

A little song  is w orth  the  m orn  
if I cou ld  w rite I w ould 
th e  w ood b u rn s  an d  the cold fingers 

\ d an ce  u p o n  the  page. H e wants praise, we all 
do , b u t th e  p u re  devotee says,

\ “Give it to  o th e rs  ju s t  w hat they 
w ant, an d  fo r yourself take n o th in g .”
R ather, rem ain  a lone and  free 

j to chan t. N o o n e  will b o th e r  you— you 
\have n o th in g  left to give.
G aura-kisora dasa Babaji sat n ea r  a la trine  
c h an tin g  “R adh e!” and  “G aurariga!”



Notes #15

M. b ro u g h t back  som e typing p a p e r  from  his sh op 
p ing  in K enm are. It was w rapped  in th e  f ro n t page o f 
yesterday’s new spaper. T h e  Irish g o v ern m en t is seeking 
a ra inbow  alliance. F ro n t page p h o to  o f  P rim e M inister 
M ajor w ith  S an ta  C laus. I to ld  M. th a t  I was m o re  
in te re s ted  in K rsna’s politics in Krsna b oo k— killing o f 
Salva an d  D antavakra. M. d id  n o t re sp o n d . T h en  I ask
ed  if h e  ag reed . H e sm iled  an d  said , “Yes, b u t  g rad 
ually.”

H e said  C hris tm as in  Ire la n d  is “to ta l”. W e w ere 
th ink ing  o f staying at a ho te l in S h an n o n  on  D ecem ber 
26th b efo re  flying o u t th e  n ex t day, b u t  th e  ho te ls  are  
c losed  fo r C hristm as. P eop le  g a th e r  w ith th e ir  fam i
lies— alm ost n o  stores o pen . T hey  ea t a n d  g e t d ru n k . 
We will be a lon e  here , o r  by then  A rjuna  dasa will have 
jo in ed  us from  D ublin.

T h e  package still has n o t arrived  from  A m erica. I ’ll 
have to  tu rn  to  a n o th e r  book, since I am  ready to start 
on som eth ing  else.
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Fog wet over window. W hen I w en t o u t a t 3 P.M. to 
walk in th e  m eadow , I n o ticed  a fa in t trail in the  grass 
a ro u n d  th e  p e r im e te r  o f th e  m eadow . I t ’s from  my 
daily walks th e re . T h en  I saw D en n is’ tra c to r com ing  
dow n from  th e  hills, his dog  tra iling . I k ep t on  c ircu
lating and  d id n ’t look in his d irection .

M. o u t sh o p p in g  again  today. W hen  I am  a lon e, I 
th in k  d ifferently . I c a n ’t im agine w hat it w ould  be like 
to  actually  live in a house  by yourself. I will p robably  
never d o  it. I ’d certa in ly  be o ccu p ied  a lo t m o re  with 
co o k in g  a n d  c le a n in g  th an  p rayer, b u t  my silence 
w ould be p u re , the  solitude q u ie t an d  in tense. I already 
live in my own world.

T h eo p h a n  lived in two room s. I th in k  they w ere p art 
o f  th e  m on aste ry , n o t  like K aren  K arp e r w ho lived 
a lone  in th e  woods, a lth ou g h  she had  two friends living 
nearby.

D eath  row, the  p rison—A khm atova writes, 
o f fo rm er Stalinist days. H aid  days and  
Yamaraja days. I have n o t seen death?
D eath  has passed m e by because I
am  a devotee an d  a m em b er o f th e  GBC?

T hese  cows will die. Two weeks until Christm as.
I c a n ’t see o u t the  window,
it’s s treaked  with rain , b u t the  calves
are  frisky.

I read  th a t V asudeva took  K rsna to G okula an d  ex
ch an g ed  H im  fo r the  girl ju s t  b o rn  to Yasoda. T h a t’s
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w hat it says. T h en  he re tu rn e d  an d  the baby girl started  
to cry. Karhsa said, “T his is the  cruel d ea th , b u t I will go 
and  kill it b efo re  it gets m e .” Devaki knew  th a t she and  
Krsna were safe, b u t she piteously p lead ed  fo r Yasoda’s 
child. Karhsa g rabbed  the  in fan t and  tried  to sm ash h e r 
on  th e  s to n e  flo or, b u t Maya-devI s lip p ed  from  his 
grasp an d  flew u p  in to  the  sky. T h e re , she ad m on ish ed  
him  in h e r  e ig h t-a rm ed  form . She co u ld  have k illed  
him  on the spot, b u t she knew Krsna w ould d o  it later.

T h e re  is a p h o to  o f  a b e a rd e d  m an  on  th e  fro n t 
page o f  th e  n ew sp ap er en c irc lin g  my p a p e r  supply. 
H e ’s a perso n  in th e  spotlight. T h e  Irish  g o v ern m en t is 
be in g  re fo rm ed  an d  has p led g ed  to  give q u ick  in fo r
m ation  to those seeking  abortions. It also p ro m ises to 
do  away w ith th e  d ivo rce  law. I know  P ra g h o sa  in 
Wicklow lam en ts this, an d  he  may also n o tice  th a t an  
Irish  foo tba ll p layer was e lec ted  to  th e  all-star team . 
N o th in g  o f  A m erica d id  I find  h ere . Ju s t as well. I am  
like a v isitor from  a n o th e r  p la n e t h e re . T h e  H erald  
Tribune is n o t h e re , the  space craft is n o t  h e re , a n d  I 
am  p reach in g  fo r effect.

Lord  K rsna killed Salva. P u t th a t in y our new spaper. 
Salva had  a m ysterious a irp lan e  th a t cou ld  rem ain  in 
visible, th en  a p p e a r  as m any a irp lan es  a t once . Prad- 
yum na fo u g h t furiously , b u t was eventually  sm ote  on 
th e  b reas t by D yum an, falling  u nco nsc ious. H is ch a r
io teer took  h im  o ff th e  battle fie ld . ‘“O  e u n u ch , O  co
w ard ,’ they  will say o f  m e ,” P rad y u m n a  said  to  th e  
chario tee r.

“No, I d id  n o  w ro n g ,” the  c h a rio te e r said. “It is my 
duty to p ro tec t you .”
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So P rady u m n a  w ashed his m o u th  an d  h ands, took  
up  new  w eapons, an d  re -en te red  the  fray. H is a p p e a r
ance  on  th e  b a ttle fie ld  was like th e  sun driv ing  away 
th e  clouds. H e drove back  th e  o pp o sition  a n d  killed 
m any o f  th e  enem ies. Salva, how ever, was reserved  for 
Krsna.

Salva p layed m any tricks by his mystic art. H e to ld  
Krsna, “Now Your fa th e r has b een  k id n ap p ed . I have 
Your fa th e r  an d  will cu t o ff his head . You c a n n o t stop 
m e .” H e th e n  cu t o ff th e  h ead  o f a m an resem b lin g  
V asudeva, th e n  d isap p ea red . K rsna a p p e a re d  bew il
d e red , b u t  th en  recovered  an d  realized  th a t B alaram a 
was g u a rd in g  Dvaraka. N o h arm  could  com e to  anyone 
w hile B a la ram a was in  ch a rg e . F inally, H e  c u t  o ff 
Salva’s h ea d  after H e dow ned  his a irp lane . T h en  Dan- 
tavakra ru sh e d  forw ard  on  fo o t in an u n co n tro llab le  
fury w ith  h is c lub  lifted  h igh . O n e  by o n e , th e  L ord  
d ism anded  His enem ies and  th e ir friends.

L u n ch  a t a irp o rt, w ith flying tigers, th e  p o r t  o f  no  
re tu rn . T h e  p la n e  will n o t  c rash  b ecau se  I am  a 
devotee an d  a g u ru  w o u ld n ’t have to d ie like tha t. No, 
I am  safe, an d  you too , if you a re  with m e. I g e t special 
trea tm en t.

Yet, they have lost my mail package. Alas.
I guess I am  only a d o t o r speck, o n e  ten -thousand th  

the  size o f  th e  u p p e r  p o rtio n  o f a ha ir— at least to  the  
post office. A fter all, th e  universe weighs only as m uch  
as a single m ustard  seed  o n  th e  h ead  o f A nanta-sesa. 
Even if we w ere all g ran ted  lib era tio n — all o f  us in this 
universe , A nanta-sesa w ould  only be re lieved  o f  o n e
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m u sta rd  seed. It d o e s n ’t m ake any d iffe ren ce  to  the  
Lord  in term s o f quantity. R ather, each  o f  us is special.

Did you know  th e re  a re  a m illion  p eo p le  in state  
prisons in the  U.S.A.?

If we th in k  o f Krsna, we can go to  H im . P rab h u p ad a  
w rote, “You sh o u ld  n o t try to  b r in g  K rsna in to  this 
w orld . T h a t is a very d ifficu lt p ro p o sa l.” T o  achieve 
tha t, V asudeva and  DevakI in th e ir  fo rm er lives h ad  to 
p erfo rm  12,000 years o f tapasya and  ea t only leaves th a t 
fell from  trees. It is m uch  easier to  go to  w here Krsna is 
in the  spiritual world.

W hen P rab h u p ad a  h ea rd  th a t an  e ld e r d iscip le fell 
down he said, “It is m isuse o f  free  will. It can h ap p en  to 
anyone, even o n e  in an exalted  p o sitio n .”

I th in k  o f  these th ings, an d  look  to  use my free  will 
p roperly .

Give us a song.

May the  sisya be faithful
to P rabh up ada . H e w ent to New M ayapur
and  w hen he saw the  room  they h ad
p rep a red  h e  said, “Yes, full
faith  in the  g u ru  is w hat we
n e e d .” W hen som eone praised  h im  he said,
“A disciple can never repay th e  d eb t he owes 
to the  g u ru .” I tho u gh t, “No o n e  can say th a t 
as P rab h u p ad a  can .” At least I ’d b e tte r  n o t 
assert th a t I am  the  tax co llec to r fo r praises 
due  the  Lord. I m ust deflec t praise and  
if I live in a free room , a free-write zone, 
keep  quo ting  sastra and  keep  praying, 
begging  for d irection . May the  rose o f
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Killarney d eco ra te  the K rsna conscious posy. 
May we learn  to serve devotees, 
b ecom e k in d er and  m ore  studious, ready to 
spon taneously  rep ea t w hat the  g u ru  has given 
No h arm  if you w ant to use your own accent. 
No harm .



Notes #16

I cam e to Landscapes m agazine (Brooklyn College) as 
Dr. A le x an d e r’s p e t s tu d en t. S ham e-faced , a dev o tee  
now, I still m ain ta in  the helpless desire to write. I d o n ’t 
w ant to  be p u n ish e d  o r even ju d g e d  fo r it, b u t I ju s t  
h ea rd  th a t Yam araja was p u n ish ed  fo r a sm all m istake 
and  was cu rsed  to  becom e a sudra (V idu ra). P ra b h u 
pad a  said  Y am araja is a GBC, ju s t  as we have twelve 
GBCs in ISKCON. Krsna has twelve GBCs too. T hey are  
known as mahajanas.

As his post is g rea t, so his p u n ish m en t was great. O f 
course, we can say th a t th e  L ord  p la n n e d  to  b en e fit 
Yam araja by allow ing h im  to  b e  p re se n t d u r in g  H is 
pastim es. Yam araja is always so busy p u n ish in g  the  sin
ful tha t he never gets a chan ce  to p reach . V idura was a 
g reat p reacher.

W h at’s my po in t?  I d o n ’t w ant to  be p u n ish e d  fo r 
what seem s n a tu ra l to my heart. If  K rsna d o e sn ’t w ant 
m e to write . . .
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I d o n ’t w ant so m eon e  telling  m e, “You sh ou ld  stop 
writing. It is a leftover from  your puffed-up  zonal guru  
/days. You sh ou ld  stop  pub lish ing  books. W ait ten  years 
.until you m ig h t possibly have som eth ing  valuable to say. 
In th e  m ea n tim e , o ffe r m en ia l services to  th e  devo- 

i tees. ”
M aybe th e  b ro th e r  w ho to ld  m e th a t is righ t, b u t I 

c o u ld n ’t take it from  him — from  them . I n ee d  to work 
o u t these q uestions myself, to deal w ith my own heart, 
an d  n o t have it legislated. It is possible to live o u t o u r 
k arm a fo r K rsna’s p leasure . I f  we a re  successful, it be- 
com es free  o f  reac tion . Yat karosiyad asnasi. . . Do you 

Jhave an  a tta c h m e n t fo r a p a r tic u la r  k in d  o f  work? 
VThen p e rfo rm  th a t w ork fo r K rsna. W rite  yo u r way 
back  to  G odhead .

T h is m o rn in g  a fte r the  w riting  session I awoke and  
said, “I w ant to  g et o u t o f h ere , if possible, an d  spend  a 
few days a t Sam lka Rsi’s house  b efo re  go ing  on  to Glta- 
nagari fo r th e  sem in ars .” T h a t led  to  my d o u b tin g  the 
w hole  p u rp o se  o f  my stay h e re  ( in c lu d in g  d o u b tin g  
you, d e a r  N otes). Why m ake such an  o u tp o u rin g  re 
cord?

O f co u rse , my self-criticism  exactly  e c h o e d  w hat 
o th e rs  have said to  m e, sta rtin g  w hen  I first pub lished  
Journal and Poems. You know, I have so m any critics.

I defy th e ir  o p in io ns quietly  an d  carry on , an d  simi
larly, a lth o u g h  the  sam e voice lives on  w ithin m e, I defy 
th a t too. I d o  believe it’s im p o rtan t to  cu t th ro u g h  the 
hype we have c rea ted  fo r ourselves as devotees and  to 
speak  so m e th in g  h o n est, to  look  a t o u r  fau lts  and  
struggles an d  to adm it tha t they ’re  th e re — signs o f o u r
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im perfec tion . U ntil we do  tha t, we will n o t be able to 
im prove. N o t only tha t, b u t w ith o u t honesty , we will 
n o t find  th e  m eans by w hich to  escape  o u r  anarthas 
in to  Krsna consciousness. Yes, I d o  believe all this. Now 
staring  a t the  flam ing logs an d  red  coals, I know I w on’t 
quit.

O h , h eartb reak , h ea rt attack,
small candle, little trium ph ,
dea th  an d  e te rn a l life— O
T ubby o f  the  com ic books, d ea r diary,
New Age devotee-pada—  
you poke fun  a t yourself, m ake 
faces in the  m irro r as you 
shave your three-day b ea rd  and  
shiver.
This is n ea r K enm are 
after all.

If  Krsna w ould save you like H e 
d id  R u k m in i. . . Ha! You are  no  
q ueen , ju s t
a self-centered  fool. W ho is this 
w hipping  boy always in stage center?
I stare in to  the b u rn in g  logs
and  space o u t an d  what? E xpect a gypsy
w om an to read  my palm  and  tell m e
w hat to  do? No, I have to  th ink  like a m an,
h ea r from  guru , love Krsna,
and  then  decide.

O little town o f B eth lehem  and  small town



106

o f Gul na copog, how still we see th ee  lie, 
while fam ilies g a th e r for turkey and  booze 
and  w hatever vittles they can m anage 
in this wet, p o o r country.
From  th e  critics: th is is n o t  b e fittin g  a g u ru , this 

rom p  th ro u g h  the  bog country. Hey, h e ’s singing like a 
jazz m an! T h is is why h e  deserves to be ho isted  u p  by 
his b ritches (o r dhoti) and  m ade a laughing  stock. H e is 
su p p o sed  to  b e  d ig n ified . H e s h o u ld n ’t b e  w alking 
a ro u n d  in sweat p an ts  with baggy bottom s. W ho does 
he  th in k  h e  is, A lb e rt E inste in  a t P rin ce to n ?  S om e 
o th e r  wayward genius? H e is an arm y m an. H e shou ld  
look sh a rp  a n d  behave accordingly . N o avadhutas al
lowed h ere . W hat are you d o in g  in this bog  coun try  o f 
beaudfu l hills?

T hese  jo k es  ra th e r  than  madhurya jo k es because o u r  
past is sinful.

W itherspoon  dove in to  the  ocean  a n d  cam e up  with 
ten  francs w orth  o f  gold  and  skulls and  skeletons from  
th e  n in e  h u n d re d  p eo p le  w ho d ro w n ed  a t sea w hen 
the  ferry sank go ing  from  F in land  to  Estonia. Will they 
co n tin u e  to dive fo r th e  rem ains? Everything h ap p en s  
by K rsna’s will.

A d ev o tee  accep ts th in gs th a t way. Karhsa tried  to 
p reach , an d  he d id  pretty  well in his discussion o f atmd- 
tattva, g o in g  deep ly  in to  th e  m atter. T h is was a fte r he  
h ad  b ee n  fr ig h te n e d  by th e  ap p e a ra n c e  o f  G oddess 
D urga. P rab h u p ad a  said the  dem on s generally  respect 
D urga o r  Kali, so w hen he realized  th a t it was D urga 
w ho h ad  b een  b o rn  o f DevakI, he realized  DevakI was 
n o t an o rd inary  w om an. H e begged  h e r  forgiveness for
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killing h e r  six ch ild ren . H e said the  k iller is sim ply an 
agen t. A p erso n  is fo rced  to act by karm a, so th e  o n e  
w ho dies is receiving his karm a and  the o n e  w ho kills is 
delivering  it. D o n ’t re g re t w hat h ap p en s  acco rd in g  to 
the  u n a lte rab le  n a tu re  o f  p rovidence.

At the  sam e tim e, Kamsa d id  n o t deny his own guilt. 
T h e re fo re , h e  asked  th e ir  p a rd o n . A nd they gave it, 
because they w ere devotees. T hey  also knew  th a t K rsna 
was safe and  th a t H e w ould eventually kill Kamsa.

A d ream : an in stitu tio n  was d is trib u tin g  a rich  m ilk 
p ro d u c t free  to  qualified  parties. A g ro u p  o f  devotees 
w ent to  g e t som e. I w en t w ith N agaraja P rabh u . (As I 
write now, it rem in d s  m e o f a tiny version o f  c h u rn in g  
th e  m ilk  o cean  a n d  g e ttin g  th e  n e c ta r  fro m  D han- 
v an tari. O r  i t ’s like a W izard  o f  Oz trip  o f  y ou n g  
idealists.) We w ere H are  K rsna devo tees sch em in g  to 
g e t so m eth in g  fo r K rsna. You know, rescu ing  Laksml- 
devl from  Ravana an d  re tu rn in g  H e r to th e  L o rd — a 
p reach ing  mission against the  nondevotees.

T h e  g ro u p  d is trib u tin g  th e  p ro d u c t re q u ire d  rec i
p ien ts to m ee t strict, technical, bureau cra tic  standards. 
We c o u ld n ’t ju s t  go  an d  say, “We are  H are  K rsna devo
tees an d  we w an t th is  p ro d u c t fo r d ev o tio n a l p u r 
poses.” (R em inds m e o f  K rsna’s cow herd  boys go ing  to 
beg  from  th e  yajnic brahmanas.) We w ere su re  to be 
tu rn e d  dow n un less we m ad e  a clever a p p ro a ch  and  
had  the  official papers.

So first we w ent to  P rin ce to n  University in disguise. 
We tried  to g e t th e  p ap e rs  th e re . All we m e t was o n e  
sym pathetic  p erso n  w ho w rote  in his own h an d  on  a 
scrap o f pap er, “D am ato .” H e said it w ould be eno ugh .
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T h e  d ream  w ent on  a n d  o n , an d  in th e  e n d , we 
ap p ro ach ed  the institu tion  officials with a several-quart 
c o n ta in e r  w itho u t a lid. W hen we were d iscovered  to 
be devo tees, we w ere ab le  to  d e fen d  ourselves, show 
o u r  p ap e r, an d  receive a p o rtio n . T hey  gave it to us 
because  they knew we p ro tec ted  cows.

I took  this d ream  as a sign th a t I shou ld  stick it o u t 
h e re  a n d  do  th e  n eed fu l. In  w aking life I sh ou ld  be 
c o n s c ie n tio u s  a n d  w ork  fo r  th e  m o v em en t, g e t 
th ro u g h  the  red  tape an d  achieve my goal. T h a t’s how 
a devo tee works.

0  little town o f B eth lehem  
how sdll we see thee  lie.
You tell the  tru th  an d  h o m e go free 
befo re  the  star-lit eyes.
1 see the  tru th  in nama-kirtana 
a n d  wish to write my way
to please the Lord. I ’ll give this up  
if this is w hat H e says.

B ut if H e gives m e carte blanche,
I ’ll serve H im  in this way,
to  sing an d  ban jo  h o m e my w ords on
du lc im er bejive.

T h e  tim e is nigh, the ch an t is here, 
so give this one  to Jake, m ake poem s 
a-plenty and  serve them  o u t like h o t corn  flakes 
an d  cocoa in cups, like C hristm as ch eer
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in H are Krsna land. We a re  serious an d  this 
is ju s t writing on the  side, 
the  overflow o f ch e e r an d  energy—  
got to harness it.



Notes #17

W ell, my in n e r  storm s o f  d o u b t an d  th e  desire  to  
leave h ere  early has d ied  dow n. I am  now look ing  fo r a 
b re a k th ro u g h . T h a t is, th a t K rsna may reveal to  m e 
w ha t I can  do  to  please H im  m ost. I am  p re p a re d  fo r 
any th ing . In  the  m ean tim e , I d ec id ed  I sh ou ld  go on  
peacefu lly  w ith  my d ev o tio n a l service, re a d in g  an d  
w riting  an d  chan ting  my rounds. T h e  L ord  will indicate 
som eth ing  m ore  w hen H e is ready.

j  In  my rem ain in g  days h ere , I will read  Bhagavad-gita 
s ince I have fin ished all the  T e n th  C anto  volum es I had  
w ith me. T h e re  is n o  shortage o f read in g  m aterial. 
j K rsna fo u gh t and  d efea ted  d em on s, and  th a t seem s 
to b e  my w ork too— killing th e  d em o n s o f  d o u b t an d  
U ncertainty  w ithin me. L ord  Caitanya d efea ted  dem on s 
th ro u g h  the  ch an tin g  o f  the  H are  Krsna m an tra . I am  
^y in g  to follow in His footsteps with my dem ons.

T his m o rn in g  it was ra in in g  w hile I was out. I cam e 
back  with my jack e t soaked. A lthough  I h u n g  it on the
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cha ir, it was still w et w hen I w en t o u t fo r th e  second  
tim e a ro u n d  3 P.M. T h e  rain  h ad  stop p ed , th o u g h , and  
I w en t in to  n a tu re ’s backyard . T h e  stream s from  the  
h ig h  hills w ere fu rio u s— w hite w ater a n d  w aterfalls 
ru sh ing  past. P uddles and  m u d  . . . b u t the  sky c learing  
in a few places. N o th in g  like ac tu a l su n sh in e . As I 
w alked, I fe lt the  b eg in n in g s  o f  a h ead ach e . I sim ply 
ch an ted  H are  Krsna.

No b iting  your lip w hile w riting , an d  n o  h ead ach es 
allowed.

T hey  gave m e so m eth in g  to p u t u p  my nose an d  on 
my h ead  w hen the  pain  com es, b u t I knew  it w o u ld n ’t 
work. I saw th e  d o c to r (in M ayapur) fo r only ten  m in 
utes. A fter tha t, h e  m e t with M adhu, w ho b o u g h t a big 
hau l o f  m ed ic ine , pow ders, a n d  oils. I d o n ’t really b e
lieve in  it, b u t we take th em  u n til they  ru n  o u t a n d  
th a t’s it— until we find  a n o th e r  hoax.

P a rd o n  m e fo r my cynicism . I am  g o in g  to  try 
hypnotherapy  n ex t m o n th , so I shou ld  talk ab o u t being  
gullible.

Rain, tell us, rain, tell us—  
the  pens in a porcelain  cup 
on  the window sill and  m e read ing  
Bhagavatam. T h a t I know. Is the re  
anything else in your life so innately 
Krsna conscious? Yes, I am soul.
T he  m ud  pulls a t m e w hen I walk 
after the  rain , b u t I still cross the  b rook  
if the m u d ’s n o t too  thick.
O r not. I may re trea t.
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O n e  sheep  is b igger than  the rest and  I 
w on der how he (o r she) has becom e so large.
I look down the hill, th ink  o f head in g  back, 
the  pain is also innate.

K rsna, Krsna, son o f N anda,
I wash d ishes after breakfast,
I wash floors, I
look  forw ard to w riting even tho u gh  
this session is ro u g h er than  most.
I adm it it.

K rsna, I look o u t an d  d o n ’t see You, 
b u t am  assured by sta tem ents my 
spiritual m aster m ade. H e p rom ised  us 
we w ould look  o u t the  w indow o n e  day 
a n d  see ourselves lifted 
o ff the  g ro u n d — surprise!
T h e  process works d eep  w ithin me, 
a disciple, an d  I have it,
I am  actually
innately  K rsna conscious.

M aybe the  L ord  will co n tin u e  to give m e a safe pas
sage. I am  a fra id  in my d ream s, an d  im agine  unsafe 
places w here  everything is taken away and  I barely have 
an  id en tity . U sually  my id en tity  is assoc ia ted  w ith 
ISKCON, b u t som etim es no t. I am  still a p riso n e r, if 
only in my dream s.

If  th e  L ord  is go ing  to  p u t m e to  a test w here  the  
basics a re  no  lo n g er available to m e in my w aking life, 
th e n  I ’ll have to  see w hat service I can  offer. H ere  I
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f  have the  luxury to  write book after book , to  have them  
rep ro d u c ed , th en  eventually  pub lish ed . I still have all 
my fingers an d  toes and  friends an d  p rincip les, an d  the 
assurance th a t I have no  m ore  heavy karm a to  live out. 
But I know  I d o n ’t have love o f G od, an d  I d o n ’t know 

j w here my h e a rt is. Som etim es I th in k  th a t o rd ea l w hich 
hasn ’t yet com e will arrive ju s t to  give m e these things.

B ut I say I d o n ’t w ant it; I w on ’t call o u t  fo r it. I am 
afraid . It will com e regardless, o r  p e rh a p s  n o t, as th e  
Lord  desires. T h erefo re , let m e use this p re sen t tim e o f 
peace to  d o  as m u ch  as I can. A nd  le t m e b e  g ra te fu l 
fo r w hatever I have. T h a t’s sensible, isn ’t it?

: T his is my K rsna conscious offering . P ra b h u p a d a  is
! with m e an d  h e  says even w hen it gets difficult an d  d an 

gerou s (as h a p p e n e d  to P rah lad a ), th e  dev o tee  ho lds 
on  to his K rsna conscious chan tin g  w ith devo tion. T h e  

V- L ord  will p ro te c t him .

O h, you b e tte r  w atch o u t 
you b e tte r  n o t cry 
you b e tte r  n o t p o u t 
I ’m  telling you why—
Santa C laus is com ing  to town!

H e sees you w hen y ou’re sleeping, 
he  knows w hen y o u ’re awake 
[sounds like S upersoul o r Yamaraja] 
he  knows if y o u ’ve b een  good  o r bad  
so be good  fo r g ood ness’ sake!

S an ta  C laus a n d  g la d -h an d in g  PM M ajor, S an ta  
C laus an d  th e  c lam m er in the  d e p a r tm e n t store , the
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shop lifting , th e  a rre s t— p u t h im  in to  th e  sto re  office 
u n til th e  cops arrive  w ith h an dcu ffs. L e t h im  feel 
w retched  am o ng  the  w retched.

T h e  crass cops are  ju s t  a few n o tches above th e  low
est. A nd the  city lights, the  cold, the  better-o ff folk, the  
new spapers, sad  stories, sad anim als b e in g  b u tc h e re d  
fo r d in n e r  tables.

You b e t te r  w atch  ou t, you b e tte r  n o t  cry. Nativity 
scenes— I d o n ’t see any o f it this year.

O h  the  C ornw all o f  w ords th a t com e 
w hen a devotee refrains from  vice \
uses the  w ord  “n ice” b u t his h ead  goes \  
back to w hen  he  was lusty, careens an d  re tu rn s \ 
to  sitting  a t a  tab le w ith h erb  tea, \
h an d  g rip p ed  a ro u n d  the  h o t m ug, w arm ed. \
I have to, I \
have to, \
I have to  have som e I
verses to  recite . Dehino ’smin yatha dehe. \
S traight life a n d  n o  traps I
o r in n u en d o es  th a t lead to that rem em b ran ce .
H e w ants to  fo rg e t all th a t stuff forever.
G od isn ’t easy to know, b u t we can obey 
th ro u g h  the sim ple rou tine.

0  heavens an d  spilling stars, all described  
in Bhagavatam, I follow your ligh t and  the 
ways o f  sages o f  yore, my m aster too, 
know ing the m anifest m aterial 
and  unm an ifest m aterial are n o t fo r me.
1 look to spiritual G oloka in his books and
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/  som ehow  it’s th e re , far away 
in the  h e a rt o f ra re  Vaisnavas.
O  R agh unatha , O  Rupa,
O  nam es in which I live, O  my own true  
teacher, Srila P rabh up ada .



Notes #18

S udam a V ip ra’s wife was shivering from  w eak health . 
H is c lo th  was to rn . She u rg ed  him , a lth o u g h  she d id n ’t 
w ant to  d ic ta te  to  h e r  h usb and , to see his fr ien d . “You 
a re  th e  m ost fo r tu n a te  p e rso n  b ecau se  you  a re  a 
personal fr ien d  o f  L ord  Krsna, w ho is th e  h u sb an d  o f 
th e  goddess o f  fo rtune . Please go to  H im  an d  ask fo r a 
little w ealth .”

“I w o n ’t go  to  see K rsna on  th a t acco u n t, b u t since 
she is insisting , I can  take the  o p p o rtu n ity  to  see my 
L o rd .”

Cue: ‘T h e  m ost painfu l adm issions are  the  ones tha t 
will have the  m ost lasting value.”

I d o n ’t know  a b o u t th a t. H ap p y  o n es  last too. 
H appy  is th e  m an  w ho can p o u r w arm , o r  even h o t, 
w ater o n  his body in a cold  b a th ro o m  tub . H appy  is 
the  m an  w hose body steam s w hen the  h o t w ater hits it. 
H e ’s happy  because he  dries o ff as fast as he can while 
h e a rin g  S rila  P ra b h u p a d a  speak ing  in  th a t  to n e  o f
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voice he so m u ch  loves to  h ear, such as w hen h e  was 
d ic ta ting  Krsna b oo k  in 1970. H e ’s happy  because  he 
knows h e  can ru n  o u t o f  th e  b a th ro o m  an d  th ro u g h  
th e  k itchen , w here  h e ’ll s top  a n d  take his m ed ic in e  
m ixed  with honey, an d  th e n  in to  h ere ; happy  because 
he can tu rn  on  th e  gas stove and  sit by this firep lace to 
write. —■

T h a t’s only the  b eg inn ing . H e is happy  in re la tion  to 
th e  L ord  because  h e  is serving H im . I am  n o  S udam a 
V ipra. I d id n ’t go  to  schoo l w ith K rsna, an d  a lth o u g h  
H e p ro bab ly  c o u ld  reco g n ize  m e o n  sigh t, I d o n ’t 
exp ec t th e  sam e recep tio n  S udam a received. Still, I ’m 
fo rtu n a te . Srila P ra b h u p a d a  will recog n ize  m e, as h e  
always has. i

“O h , Satsvarupa, you have com e? H ow  lo n g  have 
you b een  h e re? ”

“I ju s t g o t h e re .”
T h en  h e ’ll m en tio n  to  m e th e  n am es o f  th e  o th e r  

devotees w ho are  p re sen t an d  give m e som e service.
W hat can I say? Will I b rin g  h im  th e  c h ip p ed  r i c e j j f /  

my N otes from  the  last days o f th e  year?

N ine days left an d  this o n e  a lready  ru n n in g  o u t. I 
love th e  way a day grow s a n d  rises, th en  slips in to  a 
valley only to rise again tow ard nightfall. Last days.

Everything com es to us acco rd in g  to o u r  destiny. If  
we receive th e  m ercy to  sp en d  tim e with a p u re  devo
tee, we a re  rece iv ing  m o re  th an  o u r  d ue . P u re  d e 
votional service is beyond fate. It is wholly spiritual.

T h e  dev o tees in  B elg ium  o n ce  p u t  on  a sk it o f  
S udam a V ipra visiting L o rd  K rsna in D varaka. T hey
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p erfo rm ed  it on  the  in d o o r stairs o f  the  castle. T h a t’s a 
d ram atic  staircase, with E u ropean  fixtures. We all sat in 
th e  f ro n t  h a ll, a n d  th e  p as tim e  was p a n to m im e d  
ag a in st re c o rd e d  m usic. N ice costum es, n ice  ac to rs 
a n d  actresses. A W estern  flair. I saw it ju s t  b e fo re  
leaving fo r V rndavana to ce leb ra te  K arttika in 1992.

I w en t to th a t Karttika, h ea rd  w hat I h ea rd , and  still 
confess th a t w hen I c h an t n o th in g  happens. I ju s t  c a n ’t 
pay a tten tion . W hat the hell. You know  too.

W ords com ing  o u t slow this m orn ing . I k eep  looking 
to  see how m any pages I ’ve accum ulated . N eed  to en d  
u p  with six. T h e  poem s seem  hard  to b reak  into .

T h e  fire is also b u rn in g  slow, w hich is lucky since I 
am  alm ost o u t  o f wood.

B ut tim e is n o t  slow— K rsna H im self. Baladeva said 
he  w ants to g e t m e an hourglass. H e th o u g h t it w ould 
b e  fun  fo r m e to  w ork with it. H e sen t m e a  p h o to  and  
an  ad  fo r o n e . T h e  ad  show ed an  o ld , w h ite -ha ired  
co u p le  in  th e ir  sixties, p h o to  m odels, h u g g in g  each  
o th e r  o n  the  b each  w ith the  waves ru n n in g  over th e ir  
ankles. It said, “T im e is ru n n in g .” Yes, i t’s true.

T h e  p arce l th a t was sen t from  A m erica c o n ta in ed  
food  in g red ien ts  and  p re p a re d  food. It also co n ta in ed  
u sed  m icrocassettes a n d  o n e  vo lum e o f  th e  Srimad- 
Bhagavatam. I guess it really is lost in the  mail. M. says a 
hung ry  Irish  postal o r custom s clerk  p robably  o p e n ed  
it an d  a te  the  con ten ts. I find tha t hard  to believe, and  
p re fe r  to  th in k  th a t it has b een  h e ld  u p  som ew here , 
w aiting  fo r us to pay duty  because o f  all th e  tapes o r 
som ething . By now, the prasadam will be stale.
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R ead a p oem  a b o u t Ray C arver w hen  he  was a boy, 
fish ing. H e was m ad  a b o u t ca tch in g  fish. H e m ig h t 
have to becom e a fish in a fu tu re  life since h e  to rtu red  
and  killed so m any o f them . I t ’s possib le. Life is th a t 
cruel. C arver knew h e  was b ein g  c ruel because  he was 
a fte r love a n d  art. N a tu re  d o e sn ’t forgive. H e shou ld  
have know n tha t, a lth o u g h  h e  p ro bab ly  d id n ’t. Igno
rance  abounds.

T h in k in g  o f  a G o d b ro th e r  w ho has left K rsna con 
sciousness. H e knew b e tte r , b u t still tu rn e d  his back on 
V edic k now ledge. I m e t h im  two years ago  in  th e  
B oston tem p le . H e  h ad  b eco m e o bese  a n d  grow n a 
b e a rd . H e  sa id , “I am  now  in to  an  E m e rso n ia n - 
G insberg ian  k in d  o f  ro m an tic  vision o f  reality. T h a t 
includes n o t know ing th e  tru th . I t ’s b e tte r  th an  having 
p a t answ ers.”

W hat a lo t o f  schm altz  th a t  is. Yes, schm altz  an d  
ho rse  m a n u re  a n d  p lain  igno rance . I c a n ’t express it 
all. I ’m n o t used  to speak ing  s tra ig h t becau se  I am  in 
an in stitu tio n  w here  we a re  always very carefu l a b o u t 
e tiq u e tte , a n d  so m etim es b ecau se  o f  my p o sitio n , I 
have to say som eth ing  I d o n ’t com pletely  m ean.

I was angry fo r days a fte r m eeting  th a t b ro th e r , and  
I w rote ab o u t it and  even drew  his p ic tu re . I t m ade  m e 
angry  to  see h im  d ese rtin g  Vedic know ledge fo r o b 
vious ignorance.

But I suppose  he  has his rights. T h is b ro th e r , and  
Ray C arver too , w an ted  to  be tru e  m en  a n d  tru e  
writers. May Krsna save them  both .



Notes #19

Nice w riting session cam e to  m e this m o rn in g  along  
w ith  th e  co nv ic tion  th a t I sh o u ld  w rite  as m u ch  as 
possible.

M. said  o n  C hris tm as Eve h e  will bake som e Irish  
soda b read  an d  fru itcake an d  b ring  th em  dow n th e  hill 
to  D enn is an d  his family. D en n is’ fa th e r is n inety-one 
years old , and  th a t m eans all the  family m em b ers from  
o th e r  parts  o f  Ire la n d  will com e to  observe C hristm as 
a t th e ir place; h e ’s too  o ld  to  travel. W e can o ffer them  
prasadam  if we m ake som eth ing  they can recognize.

D eclaration  from  the  unconscious:
We hereb y  a n n o u n c e  we w ant in. We w an t to  speak 

som etim es a n d  give you b its o f  official rh e to ric  from  
ourselves. W e’re  th e  C oney Island o f the  m ind  filtering  
in from  F erlin g h e tti, th e  filcher. We h ereb y  co n tes t 
th a t  th e  official party  line  som etim es d o e s n ’t m ake 
sen se , a t least in p rac tice . We h ereb y  say th a t  th e  
A m erican nation  is pu trefied , and
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we love Allen G insberg’s
A m erican poetry. We
tell lies and  you are so h u n g  up
on  literal tru th  because you desire rep u ta tio n .
You are a ttached  to estab lish ing  yourself 

as n u m b er one.
W e hereby  declare  in d e p e n d e n ce  from  
your nonsense.
W e w ant to be p u re  devotees o f  Krsna.
F reud  said the  unco nsc iou s is abso rbed  in sex. N ot 

us. We are  looking for sain thood: St. U nconscious.
T o  th e  logs in th e  firep lace  we say, “B urn , baby, 

b u rn .”

Cue: “W rite from  a q u ie t p la c e .” T h a t m ean s 
h ou se  a n d  also th e  inside  o f  m e. D o n ’t b e  fren e tic . 
F ind  th e  self beyond  New York an d  all th a t stuff—th e  
soul. I w ant to w rite from  th ere . P ractice in this q u ie t 
h ou se  so th a t w hen you go  som ew here noisy, you can 
still locate the  quiet, in n e r place.

I had  a h ead ach e  yesterday. I th in k  it s ta rted  a ro u n d  
n in e  o r ten  o ’clock, w hen  I s ta rted  to feel cold. I will 
try to keep  w arm er today.

O  big log, you may be too  big 
to  catch  fire in my firep lace 
and  the  w orld ’s critics may 
po u n ce  u po n  m e and  my poem s.

Trivikram a Swami is in Krakow, and  
he says the p reach in g  th e re  is sweet 
and  he d o esn ’t in tend  to leave. I im agine
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him  enjoying his p reach ing  on b eh a lf 
o f P rab h u p ad a— giving Krsna consciousness 
to  all those in n o cen t p eo p le  with th e ir fair 
faces. As fo r m e, I w ander, 
always w an d er 
to  do  my p reach in g
a t ISKCON tem ples, no  base, occasionally 
w riting fo r BTG, satisfied.

0  L ord  Krsna, please
be kind  an d  b ring  m e to You.
Bypass th a t jo k este r w ho lives 
w ithin  m e an d  wants only to write.
A lthough  som e have said
1 am  playing with sand casdes on 
a (lonely) beach , You know
I am  Yours.



Notes #20

Ju s t as I was a b o u t to start, D ennis drove u p  the  hill 
on  h is tra c to r, M. w ent o u ts id e  to  cu t firew ood, an d  
the  two o f  th em  are  now  talk ing  a few fe e t from  my 
window.

T h e  d ec la ra tio n  o f th e  un co nsc io u s sta tes th a t  we 
w ant to  be ab le  to speak, have a lo t to  say n o  d o u b t, 
b u t  th a t  we d o n ’t possess a c le a r passage th ro u g h  
w hich to say it. I d o n ’t w ant to  m ake fun o f  o r con tro l 
my u n c o n sc io u s  p e r  se. T h e  u n c o n sc io u s  is n o t  a 
deprived  id o r  lib ido  as F reud  w ould have it, o r  an  im 
p ersona l cu ltu ra l o r  racial arche type  as J u n g  states; he 
is a devo tee, an d  h e  a rran ges an  o u tp o u rin g  o f  w ords 
in a w riter, trying to  bypass any co n tam in a tio n  to  let 
o u t the  prim al energy o f  the  heart. Like the  falling rain  
th a t b ecom es c o n tam in a ted  by u n c lean  air, th e  false 
ego an d  th e  co n g lo m era tio n  o f cu ltu re  can affect the  
unconscious, b u t it c a n n o t define  it. T h e  u nconsc ious 
is p a r t  o f  the  self. I w ant to  p lu m b  its d ep th s  a little 
w hen I write.
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W ords o f  th e  dark  and  words 
a web, free
association as far as I can see— 
like cobw ebs across the grass, tiny lacings 

all over the  m eadow  
you see th e ir shiny silver 
strands only in the  m o rn ing  
w hen the  dew  is u po n  them .
W hat can I express o f it?
But w hen Jyotirm ayi P rabh u  asked, “Is it all rig h t to 

take the  gurukula ch ild ren  o u t to show th em  the  p lan ts 
a n d  the  nam es o f  the  p lan ts?” P rab h u p ad a  said, “W hat 
is th e  use o f  it? B etter they know th a t this is a  p lan t and  
th a t  it has a m o th e r  a n d  fa the r. T h e  m o th e r  is th e  
e a r th  a n d  K rsna is th e  fa th e r .” W hen  she suggested  
b iology, h e  said, “W hat is th e  use?” P ra b h u p a d a  was 
aware th a t the  study o f science can lead to atheism .

It  d o e s n ’t look  like th a t  p arce l cam e in  th e  m ail 
today. I co u ld  use  th a t  T e n th  C anto , b u t  . . .  I have 
o th e r  books.

I ’m  so rry  th is  isn ’t m u ch  o f  a su rg e  fro m  th e  
u n co n sc io u s  a fte r  all th e  talk. I t  will com e w hen  it 
wants.

W illiams, a t the  e n d  o f “A spho del,” rem em b ers ligh t 
over d arkn ess— a stro n g  im age. T h en  h e  rem em b ers  
th e  day h e  m a rr ie d  h is Flossie, w hich was also, h e  
writes, a ce leb ra tio n  o f light. A uden  said this is o n e  o f 
the  best4oved poem s in English.

Now th a t I know  that, I still have to walk my own wet 
bog. T oday was sunny b u t puddly , and  w ater d rip p e d  
h ere  and  there .
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’Twas a sunny day in Ire land , n ea r 
Christm as, was qu ie t en o u g h  in 
o u r asrama too. I n o ted  th e  ca lendar: in 
two o r  th ree  days, the  d isap p ea ran ce  day 
o f B hak tisid dhan ta  Sarasvatl T h ak u ra , a fast.
I thought at 6 P.M. when we usually m eet, 
w e’ll read Brahma-sarhhita.
T h en  we a rran g ed  fo r lu n ch  a t n oo n , 
and  re tu rn e d  to o u r  quiet, 
h e  an d  I, n o th in g  big to  arrange.
O n e  cou ld  say we are  n o t even observing 
the Vaisnava holiday with such small 
p repara tio n s, b u t th a t’s how  it is 
in the  Irish countryside— the  
way we live.
N on-events, non-noise, n o  liq u o r bottles and  
no  C hristm as p repara tio ns— n o  killing o f geese 
o r turkeys to roast. It w ould be n ice, tho ugh , 
if we h ad  a few friends a ro u n d , a lth ou g h  
I have n o  m aterial family, o r  cou ld  go to 
a p reach in g  event in a tem ple  w here Ind ians 
in the  W est feel uneasy a t C hristm as 
a n d  go to the  tem ple to find  th e ir  own style 
o f  holiday ch eer
with K rsna and  h o n o r fo r H is devotee,
Jesus Christ.

Well, folks, D ennis arrived  carry ing  th e  parcel from  
A m erica. It finally g o t here! M. cam e rig h t in to  th e  
room  with it an d  I cu t u p  the  box  with scissors (and  cu t 
my th u m b  in the process).
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T h e  package c o n ta in e d  a large n u m b e r o f  m ic ro 
cassettes. It also c o n ta in e d  bags o f  th in gs like b u ck 
w heat flour and  o th e r  flours with w hich M. cou ld  have 
p re p a re d  sw eets a n d  o th e r  o ffe rin g s  fo r th e  last 
Ekadasl. It co n ta in ed  th ree  kinds o f o ffered  sweets, a 
Teachings of Lord Caitanya (an d  w hile we sat o n  th e  
floor, I read  th e  section  w here  B hattacarya eats prasa- 
dam from  L ord  C aitanya’s h an d ).

T h e  p ack age  also  h e ld  th irty  le tte rs , a n d  m ost 
im portan tly , th e  long-aw aited  T e n th  C an to , C hap ters  
6 -1 2 . By re a d in g  th e m , I can  a lm ost c o m p le te  my 
p ro je c t o f  re a d in g  Srim ad-Bhagavatam , th e  B hakti- 
v ed an ta  p u rp o rts , a n d  having selected  ex cerp ts  typed 
u p  in to  a little booklet.

A fter read in g  th e  L ord  C aitanya pastim e, I o p e n e d  
th e  package o f  o ffe red  sweets a n d  we each  a te  o n e , 
a lth o u g h  they  a re  now  sta le  a n d  o ld , a n d  as th e  
B hattacarya states, a re  “prasadam  th a t has com e from  a 
long  d is tan ce .” S udden ly  I rea lized  how im p etu o u s it 
was to  ea t th em  rig h t u n d e r  P ra b h u p a d a ’s a lta r w ith
o u t o ffe rin g  any to  h im . W e s to p p ed  w hat we w ere 
d o in g  an d  I asked M. to  p u t  th e  sweets on  a p la te  fo r 
Srlla P rab h u p ad a . I t  is only by his m ercy th a t we can 
have such fun  an d  rem ain  inn o cen t. I shou ld  n o t have 
overlooked him .

T h e  ran ch  o p e n ed  an d  ten  cowboys w ere shot. Calm  
dow n. T h e  varied news in th e  m ail is b o u n d  to ag itate  
your m ind . I ju s t  g lan ced  a t a new sletter sen t o u t  by 
o n e  swami— a creative a n d  w ild-looking new slette r—  
which says, ‘T h is  issue con tains latest a ttem p t a t w riting 
m o d ern  KC lite ra tu re , m agic carpe ts , an d  N ebraska
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1865!” In  a h an d w ritte n  n o te  en c lo sed , th e  a u th o r  
w rites, “I have b een  p u b lish in g  th is n ew sle tte r since 
1979. I th o u g h t to send you a copy, th ink ing  . . . ”

I am  seeking  to answ er the  le tte rs  n o t  in  a m e c h a n 
ical way, b u t m o re  in the  m o od  a p riest m ust find  w ho 
sits all day in the  confessional if he  is to  have any real 
com passion . T h e  p ries t I h ad  grow ing  u p  w ould  n o t 
look a t m e w hen I spoke my confession, w ould give his 
little p re p a re d  speech , his p rescribed  a to n em en t, th en  
as he was shoving  th e  sc reen  closed  in my face say, 
“Now m ake a g o o d  act o f  c o n tr itio n .” I ’m  su re  n o t all 
p riests a re  like tha t, a n d  I certa in ly  d o n ’t w an t to be 
like th a t w hen I open  the  letters.

A sunny day d u rin g  the  last week before  
Christm as. W o u ld n ’t you know, M. 
is now talking
with a  b ro gu e  as if h e  were a long-tim e 
re s id en t o f  back-country  Kerry.
H e said his g ran d fa th e r c o u ld n ’t u n d e rs tan d  
even a D ublin  accen t, w hat to  speak o f 
som eone from  L o nd on .
A m ericans a re  a Far-W est parish, 
so ju s t im agine.

I can see I am  getting  displaced
by the  co n ten ts  o f  th e  parcel. My poem  songs
cam e from  alone and  now I ’ll have to find
a new way to  go to
Krsna, Krsna, Krsna.

O n the  cover o f  Srimad-Bhagavatam
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T e n th  C anto , Part Two, baby
Krsna is being  b a th ed  by M other Yasoda,
an d  N an da  is there . O n the back cover
K rsna is in T rn av arta ’s arm s
high  over V rndavana.

Im agine being  way u p  th e re  like that,
p erh ap s  in o n e  o f  those W estern tourist gas balloons
over Vraja. I fantasize th a t so m eon e  asked m e to go
an d  I d id , saw R adha-kunda from  u p  there ,
and  G ovardhana.
I tried  to im press the  beauty on  my m ind  b u t 
was too  w orried  a b o u t w here we w ould land.
No, if I was asked, I w ou ldn ’t go in  a gas balloon. 
N e ith e r w ould K adam ba-kanana.
We p re fe r to  stick to duty
on  B haktivedanta Swami M arg. Now h ere  I am, 
far from  V rndavana, b u t  the  b ook  cover shows 
my Krsna h igh in the  sky in a  d e m o n ’s arm s 
soon to p lu m m et an d  lan d  safely.
T his the  C hristm as fo r which I yearned.

Pain b eg inn ing . I never know  exactly w hat b rings it. 
P erhaps this tim e it was the  chill.



Notes #21

Sit like a w arm th-seeking cat an d  gaze in to  th e  fire. I 
have to estim ate  th e  b u rn in g  tim e o f  each  log  a n d  
c a n ’t he lp  b u t g lance  a t th e  few pieces I have left. We 
g et down to such prim itive concerns.

R ead ing . Baby K rsna p layed  o n  th e  b reas t o f  th e  
witch P u tana  after H e  h ad  killed her. H e acted  ju s t  like 
a h u m an  child. W hen H e perfo rm s lilas in th e  h ig h e r 
planets, H e does th ings even m o re  w onderfully. F or the  
e a rth , it is a w o n derfu l th in g  to  kill a w itch. I t  is so 
w onderfu l, b u t th e  scientists an d  we w ho follow  th em  
say the re  are  no  w itches. No o n e  cou ld  be twelve m iles 
long . T h e  sto ries m ig h t s tra in  o u r  c o n d itio n e d  c re 
dulity. O n  the  heavenly p lanets, however, it takes m uch  
m o re  th an  k illing  a w itch fo r so m eo n e  to b e  c o n 
sidered  god-like in His lila. We are  fo rtu n a te  th a t Krsna 
cam e h ere  and  p layed like a h u m an . T h ese  pastim es 
are  easy to read  an d  m o re  attractive than  the  stories o f 
the  o th e r incarnations.

129
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C h a n t a n d  y o u r n e ig h b o rs  an d  co m m u n ity  and  
fam ily will be  p ro te c te d  from  d an g e r , P ra b h u p a d a  
said . P ra b h u p a d a  also  said  w hen  h e  was in New 
M ayapur (in 1976) th a t the  tom ato  was called a foreign 
eggp lan t in In d ia  an d  they never ate them  because they 
reg ard ed  them  as a B ritish in fluence. H e also told  the 
devo tees how  to m ake pu ffed  rice  by h ea tin g  sand, 
th en  throw ing  th e  g ra in s in with the  sand. H e said he 
liked kaucaris. I show ed these various food  re feren ces 
in the  Diary to  M adhu  because I w ant h im  to  know tha t 
even Srlla P ra b h u p a d a  h ad  a to n g u e  a n d  inc lina tions 
fo r food. H e asked his d iscip le to  give h im  a snack at 
9:30 a t n ig h t. H e  w an ted  it. T h e re ’s n o  h arm  if I also 
th ink  o f food. Silly guy.

I ’m ru b b in g  my k nees fo r w arm th  a n d  gazing in to  
th e  firep lace , ask ing  th e  fire  why it c a n ’t be  w arm er. 
I ’ve g o t the  gas h e a te r  o n  too.

O h, haberdashery , I do  seek the th ing  in 
itself, n e ith e r  A m erica. P rabh up ad a  was asked 
som eth ing  a b o u t his being  a ttached  to India.
H e said, “How can  I be  a ttached  to India?
T h a t is n o t sannyasi." Yes, the sannyasi has
no  h o m elan d , n o  a tta ch m en t to
the coun try  w here he was bo rn  an d  raised.
H e may choose to  p reach  to  his coun trym en  
because he knows them  so well, b u t 
th e re  are  o th e r  options.

T hose devotees to  w hom  I gave initiation 
in those first years— ’79, ’80— m ost
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o f them  are  g o n e— N am a Sarik irtana dasa and  
others. T hey  no  lon g er care for m e, o r 
p erhap s they th ink  I d o n ’t care fo r them . If  1 did , 
they reason, I w ould visit the  Brooklyn tem ple  
m ore  often . But they d o n ’t go them selves to 
the  tem ple , ex cep t maybe once 
in a while on  a Sunday night.
Place o f  thieves o r 
excuses.

I answ er letters, always have, and  w ander 
in E urope. I ’ll re tu rn  to New York in a week.
If anyone wants m e, th a t’s w here 
I ’ll be— back in  th e  city o f my 
youth, w here I was full o f  sins an d  misgivings 
and  illusions o f  h o p e  to becom e 
a posth um ou s p o e t living in a g rea t city.
I m et His Divine G race an d  gave it all up.

I set up  a new  n o teb o o k  fo r w hen we travel— a diary 
for 1995. I in te n d  to  begin  w riting  in  it w hen  we m ake 
o u r jo u rn e y  to A m erica on  the  27th. I w ant to  have the 
p resence  o f  m in d  (and  a steady h an d  even in th e  car) 
to find  tru th  in o u r  travels. D o n ’t w ant to  be d ead  to  
w hat is h ap p en in g , o r to  lose the  o p p o rtu n ity  to w rite a 
poem  on  th e  Irish road. Any lines have value. I have to 
think  like tha t— loose verse, loose hope , d o n ’t 

lose hope.
T h e  frac tu re , th e  h am p er, th e  n on sense , th e  g ood  

sense, the  go ing  over the  fear o f  an a irp lan e  crash , the 
seeking sh e lte r  in the  L ord . M ost p eo p le  a re  like m e 
an d  sh a re  th e  sam e fea rs  a n d  h u n g e rs . T h e  only
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d iffe ren ce  is th a t 1 have h ea rd  a b o u t K rsna. I d o n ’t 
know  why I received  this know ledge an d  o th e rs  have 
not.

T o  save ourselves, we q u o te  o u r  au th o rities . We all 
do  th a t too . If  we a re  scientific a n d  h ard -h ead ed , we 
q u o te  the  laws o f n a tu re  an d  its facts a n d  figures. They 
say th is  y ear A m erica  is g o in g  to  have a b o u n tifu l 
Christm as, fo r exam ple. T h e  dollar is a b it s tro ng er and  
p eo p le  will sp en d  w hen they shop . It will, however, be 
an  especially  d ifficu lt year fo r th e  p o o r. T h e  R epub
licans a re  in  pow er an d  th ey ’re  cu ttin g  g o v e rn m en t 
p ro gram s th a t he lp  th e  p o o r— n o  m o re  free  suppers. 
An eighty-seven-year-old m an  was ru m m ag ing  th ro u g h  
the  garbage an d  said, “I lost my sham e long  ago .”

P rab h u p ad a  says (a devotee will q u o te  his authority) 
i t’s all illusion, any h o p e  o f  econ om ic  relief, any m ate
rial h o p e  a t all. T h e re  is n o  h o p e  e x cep t K rsna con 
sciousness. In  K rsna consciousness we can  feed  peop le , 
share  w ealth , spare  anim als from  th e  slaug h te rh ou se , 
an d  live in  such a way th a t we d o n ’t b eco m e  en cu m 
b ered , b u t can  progress tow ard sp iritual perfection .

N o c ig a re tte s  p lease. N o candy-vending  m ach in es 
e ith er. N o blacks o r P uerto  Ricans o r w hite tough  guys 
in the  subway stations. No w hores o r fash ionable  ladies. 
N o m istakes, n o  m issing  te e th , n o  lo o k in g  in the  
cracked  an d  dirty m irro r on  the  gum -vending m achine 
while w aiting fo r the  train . I have b een  away from  NYC 
fo r too  long . Now I p ro bab ly  have an  ex ag g era ted  
n o tio n  o f  ju s t  how  d an g ero u s  th a t  p lace  is, ju s t  as 
som eone  m igh t have w hen he hears the  w ord “Belfast.” 
Yet I know  p len ty  o f  devotees w ho live in Belfast and
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d o n ’t feel the  d an g e r so m uch, a lth ou g h  few w ould go 
down to Falls S treet.

Such wars usually  take p lace  in c e rta in  a reas  o f  a 
city. T h a t’s p robab ly  tru e  o f Sarajevo too. B ut d o n ’t be 
too  sm art. W ar is all over New York. I p re fe r  G lta- 
nagarl, th a t little  cabin  w here I w orsh iped  P rab h u p ad a  
and  w rote  h is b iography, an d  w here  th e  devo tees a re  
friend ly  a n d  calm . O f co u rse , such  an  ex is ten ce  is 
g en tle , w hat I w ant, an d  K rsna seem s to  o ffe r it. I ’m 
g ra te fu l. A t th e  sam e tim e, I know  o u r  H are  K rsna 
m ovem en t is to  fulfill L ord  C aitanya’s p red ic tio n  th a t 
the chan tin g  o f  H are  Krsna will be h ea rd  in every town
a n d  village o f  th e  w orld . I t ’s only a m a tte r  o f  tim e
b efo re  th a t com es tru e , an d  we each  have to  play o u r 
p art in b ring ing  it about.

O h, the  M exican b ean  is a fine bean  
and  I sing a-tart for awhile.
My story I say m ust be u n iq ue  
b u t the  tru th  is th a t I carp.
O h  yes. Hey, d id  I tell you 
we ro d e  the  ferry fo r years, 
happy in sum m er, going to 
Radha-desa o r from  Belgium  to 
Ire land , always hopeful?

Did I tell you I know this w on’t
go on  forever like this,
bu t tha t I h av en ’t felt
irrep arab le  loss
m eaninglessness
in my progressive work?
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No swinging d o o r h ere , n o  sawdust-strewn floor, 
this is no  b a r ripe  with
the  smell o f b eer, p ho tos o f the  trip le  tie a t the 
racetrack  on  the  walls, loud  music, 
and  the  subtle and  gross 
fight fo r sex.

I am  n o t fighting  o ff m adness
while a jazz riff plays th ro u g h  my head.
I have my incan ta tion  an d  I stay in the  harness, 
pulling  my load, a little wagon fo r 
K rsna an d  guru , 
w rapping it up  in th e  canon.
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I d o n ’t w ant to w rite a b o u t myself, o r  do  I? I t ’s all 
rig h t if it is a Krsna conscious thing. I walked, and  it was 
ra in ing . T h e  sh eep  w ere occupying  th e  field I w an ted  
to  c ircum am bulate , so I took  a n o th e r  sm aller o n e  an d  
w en t back  an d  fo rth , back  an d  fo rth . I becam e afra id  
w hen I fe lt th e  p re lu d e  to  a  h ead ach e , so I cam e back  
inside a fter only two rounds.

T h e  days are  w inding  dow n. T om orrow  is th e  d isap
p ea ran ce  o f Srila B h ak tis id d h an ta  Sarasvatl T h ak u ra . 
T om orro w  n ig h t, A rju n a  dasa sh o u ld  arrive to sp en d  
the  last days with us.

I ju s t  fin ish ed  th e  th ird  vo lum e o f Transcendental 
Diary. Read ab o u t Srila P rab h u p ad a  in Paris. H e h ad  to 
go to th e  post office to  sign a reg is te red  le tte r, th en  
w ent to th e  a irp o rt to  ca tch  a p lan e  to T e h ran . T h e  
book ends with . . .

You can read  it fo r yourself.
T o n ig h t we plan to  go over o u r  u p co m ing  itinerary. 

I go t a sweet le tte r from  M atsya-avatara P rabh u  asking
135
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m e to teach a sem in ar this year a t Villa V rndavana. He 
said he knew I h ad  a reason  fo r n o t teach ing  in 1994, 
b u t it was a loss fo r th e  devo tees there . H e ’s read in g  
Italian  translations o f  my books and  likes them . H e is a 
w arm , loving Ita lian  devo tee  in the  ideal sense, like a 
cousin.

I will p ro bab ly  ag ree  to  d o  a sem inar. I w an t to 
p reach .

T o n ig h t w e’ll also go over my G o d b ro th e r’s news
lette r. M adhu  loo ked  a t it an d  c o u ld n ’t p u t it dow n—  
loved the sense o f  hum or.

A Professor C h en iq u e  interview ed P rab h u p ad a  an d  
said h e  finds h is p u rp o r ts  repetitive . T h e  m o re  com 
pac t F rench  lan guag e  d o e sn ’t allow fo r rep e titio n , he 
said. P ra b h u p a d a  said it was th e  Vedic m e th o d  to  re 
p e a t  tea c h in g s  in  o rd e r  to  im p ress  th e m  o n  th e  
hearers.

I also read  som eth ing  a b o u t whimsy. H e said we have 
to  follow  K rsn a’s way a n d  n o t  try to reach  H im  by 
do in g  o u r own th ing. W hen I read  so m eth ing  like th a t 
a ligh t goes o ff in my b ra in  ab o u t w hat I ’m doing. I can  
go over this a m illion tim es, satisfy myself, b u t th a t little 
lig h t will c o n tin u e  to  go  o ff  w henever I h e a r  a b o u t 
com ple te  su rren d e r, giving u p  o u r  own desires, etc. We 
have to re p ea t the  sc rip tu re  w ithou t ad d itio n  o r sub
trac tion , an d  we have to  lea rn  to  live with it, and  with 
w ho we are. I ’m su re  all tho u gh tfu l devotees agon ize 
ov er th e ir  lives like this. W hen  M ike R o b b in s in 
E n g lan d  asked  P ra b h u p a d a  if h e  h ad  any d o u b ts , 
P rab h u p ad a  o p en ed  his eyes wide an d  said, “Doubts? If 
I have doubts, how can I w rite so m any books?”
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C arver w rote  a p oem  a b o u t a day in w hich he  p u t 
o ff w riting  a n d  instead  answ ered  m ail, m ade  p h o n e  
calls, an d  a tte n d e d  to his fam ily’s business. At the  en d  
o f  th e  day, h e  tu rn e d  to  th e  fo ld e r o f  p oem s h e  was 
trying to  w rite, b u t it was too  late. W hen  the  day was 
a b o u t to  start, th e re  h ad  b een  o n e  p o em  th a t h ad  a 
g rip  on  him . H e shou ld  have s ta rted  with that. Instead, 
h e  hesita ted . H e told  him self, “W hat’s o n e  m ore , m ore 
o r less?” T h en  he p lu n ged  ah ead  in to  clearing  away his 
business so th a t o n  a n o th e r  day, h e ’d  be free  to write. 
At th e  e n d  o f  th e  p oem  his w riter-self re b u k ed  him  for 
n o t w riting: “His poem s, shou ld  he  ever p ro d u ce  a n y ,/ 
o u g h t to  be ea ten  by m ice.”

As a read er-c ritic , you can  pass th is  o n e  o ff as an  
am ateu rish  nagg ing— an excuse fo r a p oem , b u t I find  
it sincere an d  moving.

I m en tio n  this because the  o th e r  day I affirm ed  the  
im p o rtan ce  in my life o f  w riting  as m u ch  as possible. I 
d o n ’t w an t to  lose th e  opportun ity .

As I w rite, M adhu  passes by th e  w indow  w ith a load  
o f  wood. H e has only o n e  sw eater, w hich  h e  w ears all 
the  tim e (m aybe sleeps in to o ). H e say h e ’ll wash it a 
few days b efo re  we leave, b u t I am  c o n c e rn e d  th a t he  
n o t look  like a beg g ar from  Ire lan d  w hen  we arrive at 
U.S. C ustom s an d  Im m igration . I to ld  h im  to purchase  
a new sw eater. H e said h e  w ould, b u t  they  d o n ’t have 
good choices in K enm are.

S hort poem s by W illiams and  C hinese and  
so m any o th ers— they w ork h ard  fo r them .
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Stafford said they com e easy and  tim e 
an d  ed ito rs  can decide  la te r if 
they a re  to fly.

M ine . . . oh , you call them  yours,
b u t they d o n ’t belo ng  to you. I t ’s ted ious w hen
a p o e t talks o f  himself. Unless he really
m eans it and  we get inside his
study room  and  his feelings as with
C arver wasting th a t day
o r W illiams com paring  h im self to a p ink
locust, a hearty  p lan t th a t c a n ’t be u p ro o ted .
H e co n sidered  th a t am o ng  poets 
he  is n o  rose, b u t w ho can deny  him  
a place?

Krsna conscious poem s. D evotees d o n ’t even 
like to  read m o d em  poem s. Still, I go  o u t 
on  a lim b an d  try.
I d o n ’t go far en o u g h , I know.
I have to  practice  fo r years.
Som eday, Krsna will let it 
h ap p en .

I h ea r W illiam s’ m eterless voice
ru n n in g  in my own words, an d  C arver’s h ard  stare.
I o u g h t to ge t free, a  m o u th p iece  for
parampara, b u t my gray sw eater scratches
and  my boo ts squelch— n o  m irro r,
b u t th e  sounds from  a house in G reat Kills
still echo , and  the trivia.
D o n ’t w ant to en d  in self-contem pt.
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I ’m going  to en d  this n ig h t ch an tin g  an ex tra  ro u nd . 
T h en  I’ll peek  at the  mail. I d o n ’t have to answer it, ju s t 
look. So litde tim e. At least I read  today and  lived in the 
pages o f the  Bhagavatam.

O  P rab h u p ad a , your 
gray k n it cap and  cadar— 
stylish. I love you.
Please stay with m e despite  my hasty 
bowings and  m um blings, 
these last days o f  my life 
d u rin g  these last days o f  the  year.



Notes #23

D ream t we w ere ru n n in g  from  sex desire in Italy— a 
big g ro u p  o f  devotees. T h e  police  w ere trying to  a rrest 
us, b u t  they  w ere in co m p eten t. T rick ing  maya an d  the  
sex lu res an d  various d em o n s a n d  en ticers an d  beasts 
a n d  police, th o u g h t police, o u r  own agenda.

Yesterday n ig h t a stubby, silver car pu lled  u p  to  the  
house . It was D ennis a n d  his b ro th e r  in his b ro th e r ’s 
car. T hey  knocked  on  th e  d o o r and  M. w ent ou t. T hey  
w anted  to  know  if this car was big en o u gh  to take us to 
S h a n n o n  o n  th e  27th . Yes, M. said, p ro v ided  we p u t 
two full-sized suitcases in the  back seat a long  with m e. 
T h a t m ean s I w o n ’t be  ab le  to  lie dow n d u r in g  th e  
th ree -h o u r trip  to the  a irpo rt.

I ’m sorry C lin ton  b o tch ed  it. R ight from  the sta rt he  
m ad e  a tactical e r ro r  by trying to  allow hom osexuals 
in to  th e  Army. T h e  co u n try  w asn ’t ready  fo r it. H e 
blew it. T h en  he w ent o n  from  th ere , do ing  n o th in g  to
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in sp ire  con fid en ce . Now th e  R epublicans a re  in c o n 
tro l o f  C ongress, so C lin to n  is even m o re  estran g ed , 
w ithou t power. O u r w onderfu l A m erican governm ent.

Ire lan d  has n o  g o v ern m en t a t all. They a re  trying to 
form  o n e  by p atch in g  to g e th e r a coalition , b u t it keeps 
falling a p a rt due  to scandals and  pow er politics.

A n o th e r favorite coun try , Italy, has a sim ilar crisis. 
By Jan u a ry , they will p robab ly  d ism an tle  th e  g ov ern 
m en t. T h e  u n io ns a re  striking, th e  coalition  failed, the  
new lead e r w ho p ro m ised  re fo rm  has h im se lf becom e 
exp osed  in a scandal. W hat g o v e rn m en t is free  o f it? 
Each cou n try  is absorbed  only in its own in tense  pow er 
struggles. I shou ld  k eep  my nose o u t o f it. K eep c lea r 
an d  c lean  so you can o p e n  Srim ad-Bhagavatam  an d  
read.

I d id  p retty  well this m o rn in g  read in g  ab o u t M oth er 
Yasoda’s vision o f th e  universal fo rm  in K rsna’s m o u th  
a n d  a b o u t baby K rsn a’s n au g h ty  activities— stealing  
b u tte r  in  th e  n e ig h b o rh o o d , etc. T h e re  w ere som e 
w o n d e rfu l p u rp o rts . D evo tees sh o u ld  sh a re  th e se  
th ings w ith o thers. T h e  ladies used  to  com e to Yasoda’s 
house  to  com pla in , b u t they  w ere actually  c h u rn in g  
the  n ec ta r  o f  th e ir own love fo r H im  by talk ing  a b o u t 
H is activities. Similarly, we can speak inform ally  a b o u t 
Krsna— w hatever we have read. H is ch ildh o od  activities 
a re  especially  a ttrac tive  to  P ariksit M aharaja , so h e  
w an ted  to  h ea r as m uch  a b o u t them  as possible from  
Sukadeva Gosvaml.

P rab h u p ad a  has given us th e  m eans with w hich to 
dea l w ith ca lam ities in o u r  lives: w hen  we a re  b e 
w ildered  by im m ed ia te  causes (as M oth er Yasoda was
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b ew ildered  w hen she saw th e  universe  in h e r  c h ild ’s 
m o u th ) , we sh o u ld  o ffe r o beisances to th e  S up rem e 
L ord. D o n ’t try to figure  th ings ou t. You c a n ’t. Simply 
bow  to  H im  an d  a c c e p t H is will. A nd  accep t y o u r 
su ffe rin g . P ra b h u p a d a  w ro te  to m e th a t he  h o p e d  
K rsna w ould  p ro te c t m e from  calam ities. I know  H e 
will, especially as I am  d e p e n d e n t on  Him.

D o n ’t d an ce  unless you w ant to.
Now it’s starting  to seep  in, news and  thoughts 
o f  the  w orld beyond this w et patch . W e’ll 
go to  26 S econd A venue, stay in an  ap a rtm en t 
on  the  Lower East Side.
W hat will it be  like, will it be  cold?
Will we see d an g ero u s and  
d e ran g ed  peop le
roam ing  th e  streets? B roken  glass?
C ocaine addicts? I so u n d  like a  tou rist from  the
Midwest. Will it be  cold? You already
asked that. I am  now an  Irish fa rm er in Wellies.
W hen M adhu  p h o n e d  D ennis from  M ayapur,
D. asked,
“W hat’s it like the re  in Ind ia?”
M adhu  rep lied , “H o t!”
“O h ,” D ennis said. W hat cou ld  he imagine?

W hat is my point? O nly th a t I have to 
leave h ere , b u t n o t today. T oday is 
the  d isap pearan ce  day o f 
P ra b h u p a d a ’s G uru  M aharaja. T h e  year 
he  passed away, two weeks b efo re  the end , 
o u r  P rab h u p ad a  w rote him  a le tte r and
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asked, “How can I serve you?” H e received a 
reply w hich fo rm ed  his life. Because o f  th a t o rd er, 
we were saved.

1 have a few le tte rs  to  answ er. O n e  is from  Jayan tI, 
w ho lives in N orth  C aro lina. She is happy  to be th e re , 
co n n ec te d  to a g o o d  gurukula  fo r h e r  son. H o p es  to 
com e to  G lta-nagarl in Ja n u a ry  to  see m e an d  to  be 
w ith h e r  G o d b ro th e rs  an d  G odsisters. In  th e ir  m idst, 
she says, she feels inspired.

G ot a le tte r  from  a d iscip le I hav en ’t h ea rd  from  in 
years. H is wife left h im  w ith th e ir  one-year-old child . 
H e  says h e ’s tak ing  ca re  o f  th e  baby, w ork ing , a n d  
trying to  th in k  o f  th e  Lord. Says h e ’s still chan tin g  H are  
Krsna. O ld  tim es w ith  h im  w hen  he  was y ou n g  an d  
w orked on  a farm — th in k  o f  that.

O n e  le tte r  a fte r  a n o th e r— d iffe re n t w orlds. H ari- 
dasa  o f  G uyana o p e n s  h is le tte r: “A n o th e r  year has 
passed a n d  I have n o t w ritten . I d o n ’t know  w hy.” H e 
w rites o n  th e  o ccas io n  o f  h is  sp ir itu a l m a s te r ’s 
birthday. A nything I say h e re  seem s sn ide o r defensive. 
B etter I w rite a b o u t th e  trials o f  w alking th ro u g h  th e  
m u d  an d  o f w anting  to  w rite simply. O r th e  logs. Som e 
o f them  are  wet, b u t if you p u t them  ato p  b u rn in g  logs, 
they  slowly go u p  in  flam e. I th rew  o n e  o n  th e  fire  
today th a t practically  e x p lo d ed  in to  flam e. B u rn t o u t 
quickly. I t ’s n o t an econom ical way to  h ea t a room .

No, b u t i t ’s a d ream  o f w in te r so litude , D ecem ber- 
aloneness, tha t I con tem plate .

I g e t to nap  at 6:30 this m o rn in g  because th e re  is no  
breakfast. T h en  I can be o u tside  by 7:30, if it’s n o t  too
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dark . I th in k  I ’ll go o u t even if it is. Rain d o e sn ’t stop 
m e because I ’ve go t c lo thes to resist it. I ’ll c h a n t th ree  
ro u n d s, th en  re tu rn  to  th e  fireplace to  c h an t the  rest. 
f In  a d d itio n  to  my re a d in g  a n d  w riting , we have 
m ap p ed  o u t n ex t year a lm ost to  th e  day— alth o u g h  it 
cou ld  always change. I also th o u g h t ab o u t my in itia tion  
policy , especially  fo r th o se  p e o p le  w ho have b een  
asp iring  fo r som e tim e. I d ec id ed  to  m ake twelve m ore  
ex cep tion s, b u t  to  k eep  th e  basic policy o f  n o  m o re  
initiations. T h a t was a big decision fo r me.

I also d ec id ed  to  teach  a full VIHE course in the  fall 
in  V rndavana. Yes, go  to  V rndavana. A nd we p la n n e d  
o u t w hen to  stop to write. I p lan  to visit tem ples in Italy. 
A p roductive  day. Very year-endish.

O f course, I never fo rg e t th a t my life can  be driven  
o u t o f  my body  a t a m o m e n t’s n o tice . P ra b h u p a d a  
th e re fo re  to ld  us to  be satisfied with ea rn in g  only w hat 
com es w ith little  tro u b le . D o n ’t waste tim e. Use y our 
energy  to  a tta in  K rsna consciousness.

W hatever K rsna does is p e rfec t a n d  good . H e may 
steal, co m m it v io lence, kill P u tana , p in ch  th e  babies, 
b reak  b u tte r  an d  y ogu rt pots, b u t  i t ’s all good . W hen 
th e  boys to ld  H is m o th e r  th a t H e ’d b een  ea tin g  d irt, 
H e said, “T hey  a re  lying.” Was H e telling  th e  tru th?  I 
have never fo u n d  out. B ut the  boys a re  n o t liars even if 
they lie. M other Yasoda is beyond B rahm an realization. 
She loves Krsna as h e r  own.

T h e  year ends and  so what? I t’s arb itrary , b u t
tim e is ru n n in g  out,
no  m a tte r how you co u n t it. Say I lived



145

a yuga o r even a century , it w o u ld n ’t 
m a tte r unless I lived for Krsna.

T h e  fire b rings m e peace in body, b u t
I drowse. Discover yourself in  coo ler room s,
in a coo ler b ra in . I am
n o t in Cul na  copog  o r even in D etro it
b u t h e re  w here  my m ind  wants to  be, th in k in g  o f
original Krsna consciousness.



Notes #24

C h arco a l sta in  o n  my knuck les. M adh u  h ea d in g  
dow n th e  hill, s trid in g . H e ’ll m e e t D enn is, w ho will 
drive h im  to th e  K enm are bus sta tion , w here  they will 
p ick u p  the  incom ing  A ijuna  dasa.

I ’m a lo n e  fo r an h o u r  a t least, so I ’m  sneaking  in  a 
th ird  fire , w hich  I w o u ld n ’t d o  if M. w ere h e re  to 
ra tio n  the  fuel.

T hese fires in the  fireplace are  filled with m etaphors. 
T h is fire has small, dry w ood a t its base, ju s t  b eg inn in g  
to sm o ld er on  top  o f th e  r ip p ed  pieces o f  ca rdb o ard . I 
know  it will flare soon , b u t I d o n ’t know  if it will catch  
o n to  th e  large log p ieces (two) th a t I p laced  on top  o f 
them . B ut even if it d o e sn ’t blaze b righ t, it will ch a r the 
logs red  an d  they will sm oke an d  b u rn  slowly dow n to 
ash. T hey  do  w hat they can, acco rd in g  to th e  oxygen 
available to  them  and  w hatever o th e r e lem en ts it takes 
fo r them  to  b u rn . They d o n ’t worry w h e ther it will be  a 
g oo d  show o r a slow b u rn , w h e ther it will b ring  en ou gh  
w arm th . I o u g h t to be like th a t  w ith each  w riting
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opp o rtu n ity . I can be like ag?ii— always eag er to ea t up  
as m u ch  fuel as possib le— b u t d e ta c h e d , accep tin g , 
allowing it to take its course acco rd in g  to the  resources 
available to me.

I d o n ’t have to in tro d u ce  A rjuna dasa to  the reader, 
“L ifetim e D ublin  residen t, ro u g h , s tre e t sm art, physi
cally s tro n g , ea ts twice as m u ch  as m e o r M adhu , 
ap p e a re d  in Ballyferriter Stories." We w ere su rprised  th a t 
w hen  we p h o n e d  him  fo u r weeks ago an d  asked him  to 
jo in  us h e re , h e  said he c o u ld n ’t m ake it. It k ind  o f  
p o p p e d  o u r  balloon , th in k in g  th a t everyone is free  to 
com e an d  live in  o u r  herm itage. Maybe h e  d id n ’t even 
w ant to. It w ould  have m e a n t coo k in g  a n d  c lean in g  
mostly, an d  b e in g  a lone  w ith us. H e w atches m e com e 
an d  go fo r a walk an d  share  w ords each  day. M. and  I 
w ere d isap po in ted  he c o u ld n ’t com e. T h a t w ould have 
left M. free  a n d  we co u ld  have d o n e  interview s re 
calling  th e  le tte rs Srila P rab h u p ad a  w rote  m e in 1970. 
We lost th a t chance, a lthoug h  we h o p e  to do  it later.

Now A rjuna  is com ing  in tim e to  sp en d  the  last five 
days w ith us h ere , C hristm as w eekend. T h en  h e ’ll h e lp  
us close up  this stay by taking som e o f  o u r  belong ings 
back  w ith h im  fo r sto rage  a t his m o th e r ’s p lace  in 
D ublin.

I th in k  th e  w ood is catch ing. Flam es d o n ’t ju m p  tha t 
h igh  from  k in d lin g , d o  they? I ju s t  read  th e  c h a p te r  
“W ild M in d .” L e t y o u rse lf g o  in to  w ild m in d , th e  
eq u iv a len t o f  th e  unco nsc iou s. NG says d o n ’t allow 
th a t o n e  d o t o f  consciousness, w hich is y our p re se n t
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conscious m ind , to tell you th a t you c a n ’t write. Ju s t 
w rite as you want to.

[  D ear L ord  K rsna, I have an  ex tra  fac to r o f  w hich 
/ th ese  w riters a re  n o t  aw are, a lth o u g h  i t ’s th e  m ost 

/ im p o rta n t one. It is th a t I w ant to please the  S uprem e 
/ by w hat I do. I d o n ’t w ant to  waste my h um an  form  o f 

life, w hich shou ld  be u sed  to serve You an d  thu s revive 
my orig inal natu re . T h e re  is m o re  th an  staring  in to  the  
void an d  stepp ing  in to  “wild m in d .” T h ere  is devotional 
m in d , th e re  is s tan d ing  b efo re  G od  w ith the  m in d  in 
th e  h ea rt, m ed ita tin g  on  th e  lo tus fee t o f K rsna an d  
serving His p u re  devotees. W hat about that? How does 

\ th a t fit in  w ith “the  u n co n sc iou s”? How  does th a t fit in 
\w ith  w riting  w hat I w ant, these  n o te s  d u r in g  th e  last 
pays o f the  year?
r A h, now  th a t’s a n ice  fire. Stay w ith it w hile it lasts. 
'W h ere  was I? I was a lo n e, look ing  a t the  sh eep  in the  
d istance , an d  the  g reen , m arshy fields. Now every day, 
w h e th e r  i t ’s ra in in g  o r  n o t, th e  g ro u n d  is pudd ly , 
pock ed  with th e  im prin ts  o f  sh eep  fee t an d  cow prints, 

Vtractor tires and  my own p a tien t tram p.
T h e  m in d  com ing  back  to  the  nam e, th en  going  o ff 

again. W here  is my heart?  D o n ’t I know? T hey  say it’s 
w here my feelings are. T h e  real question  is, “W here are 
my feelings fo r K rsna?” T ake th em  an d  focus on  them , 
O  m ind , b u t you fly o ff an d  th in k  a b o u t this o r th a t—  
how  you will be in New York in a w eek an d  w hat you 
will say to  the  devotees, o r  w hat you will write in th a t 
letter. O r feeling o th e r things.

F ire is b e tte r  th an  a TV show, b u t sim ilar in som e 
ways— a h ea tin g  ab s trac tio n , w ith e n o u g h  glow  an d  
m ov em en t to draw  th e  m ind . I tu rn  away from  it and
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look  o u t th e  w indow. How d iffe re n t th a t is— th e  hill 
an d  th e  b lu e-sta ined  sheep . T h e  fire  is a t h an d  an d  
draws m e in, the  o th e r  view draws m e out. H ere  I am , 
in the  m iddle  o f  it, a jlva  in a body.

I read  again  N arad a ’s speech  to the  two dem igods, 
N alakuvera  an d  M anigrlva. T o  w hom  does th e  body 
belong? You can say a slave’s body belongs to  his m as
ter, o r  it belongs to  the  ea rth  w here  it re tu rn s  a t d ea th . 
O r th e re  a re  also claim ants— o n e ’s fa th e r o r em ployer, 
fo r exam ple. B efore settling  on  w hich c laim ant actually 
owns th e  body, we act as if it is o u r  own. W e com m it 
sins in o rd e r  to please the body; we indu lge in illicit sex 
an d  anim al-killing. I t ’s b e tte r  to  be p o o r an d  n o t able 
to  satisfy bodily dem ands. N arad a  speaks ab o u t poverty 
a n d  its advan tages. T h in k  a b o u t it. W h en  h e  was 
fin ished , N arad a  cursed  them  to beco m e trees a n d  to 
s tan d  in  th e  yard  w here  K rsna w ould  see th e m  o n e  
h u n d re d  celestial years later. G ood  fo rtu n e  fo r th e  two 
b ro th ers .

T h e re  is a gap  betw een w hat I actually w rite a n d  the  
tim e w hen I can la te r see it fo r w hat it is. I c a n ’t see it 
a t th e  tim e because my in n e r  critics an d  censo rs  a re  
too busy jab b erin g . B etter I be  k in d er to myself.

If  th e  m ind  wants to re p o rt w hat N arada  said, th a t’s 
fine. I have n o th in g  else to do  b u t reco rd  it. I accep ted  
the  halava and  cream , d id n ’t I? H e m ade it a little wet, 
b u t a fte r such dev o tio n , I w asn’t a b o u t to  say, “T h e  
halava cou ld  have been  a little d rie r , I d o n ’t m ean  like 
a cake, b u t a little m ore  o u t o f  th e  wet cereal s ta te .” I
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d o n ’t have to be such  a co n n o isseu r o f  halava. I can 
ju s t  take w hat com es.

I like to  p o in t ou t, how ever, th a t P rabh up ada  scru ti
n ized  the  details o f  his m eals. H e knew the d iffe rence  
betw een a sabji a cook  c la im ed’ to have fried  and  a sabji 
steam ed  an d  la te r fried, a fte r the  m oistu re  o f  the  kerala 
h ad  b een  rem oved . H e knew  w hat was good  cooking , 
a lth ou g h  nowadays I h ea r hea lth  experts say som eth ing  
d if fe re n t th an  w hat P ra b h u p a d a  w an ted  in term s o f 
w hat is best fo r d igestion. H e knew w hat he w anted— in 
everything.

T h a t b laze in  th e  firep lace  has b u rn t  up  a lo t o f  
k ind ling . Now i t ’s dying dow n an d  w e’ll have a qu ie t, 
m ellow  glow from  th e  b ig  stuff. I t ’s up  to m e w h e th e r 
to  g e t in  th e re  a n d  revive it, b u t  I d o n ’t have any 
m edium -sized  logs in  th e  house . I ’ll le t it go. T hey  
sh ou ld  be  back  soon  a n d  I ’m  n o t  even su pp o sed  to 
have a  fire  going. If  it gets cold , I ’m  supposed  to  tu rn  
on  th e  gas h ea te r and  roast.

We saved halava fo r A rjuna. H e ’ll be tired  a fte r his 
all-day travel. I t was co o k ed  w ith d ev o tio n  fo r S rila 
B hak tis id dh an ta  Sarasvati T h ak u ra . H e  was on  such a 
h ig h  level. W ould  h e  n o t  c o n c e rn  h im se lf w ith  my 
babblings, even if I w rote straight? S hould  I show him  
my file o f  ap p re c ia tio n s?  N o, b e t te r  I p ray  to  be 
accep ted  a n d  delivered . I re ad  my sp iritua l m a s te r’s 
books. I d o  believe o u r P rab h u p ad a  is your best sp iri
tual son, D ivine G rand  M aster. I am  a small W estern  
follower. You see, I once  lived in M anhattan  an d  tried  
to m ake a living a t w riting . I was look ing  fo r p o st
h um o u s fam e. I was in to  ex p erim en ta tio n . I w anted  to 
b reak  o ld  m olds. I never q u ite  w orked  it o u t o f  my
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system . I su sp en d ed  the  e x p e r im e n t fo r twenty-five 
years; now  I ’m tak ing  it up  in K rsna consciousness. 
W hat will you say? You are  far away, b u t also close. You 
w ant to  see m e c h a n tin g  a n d  h e a r in g  B hagava tam  
u n d e r my g u ru ’s orders. T h a t I am  doing.

I ’m su re  p eo p le  tire  o f my in te rn a l d eb a te s  a b o u t 
w h e ther th e  spiritual au th o rities accep t w hat I ’m trying 
to offer. I ’m  sorry. At least you can know  th a t I go  on 
desp ite  th e  d eb ate . If  you th ink  it’s fru stra tin g  fo r you, 
im agine  w hat i t ’s like fo r m e. We b o th  wish th is guy 
w ould  a c ce p t h im se lf an d  g e t on  w ith  it. B ut, d e a r  
reader, this too  is p a rt o f the  process, this too.

My fire is a  sm olderer. N oble 
heavens to Betsy— rem em b er 
the  days we survived in Boston?
A nd Philadelphia? A nd all the  mistakes, the  
smile I saw Ravlndra-svarupa smile, the 
head ach es m ore  painful, 
w hen I was ho ld ing  everything in,
A G o d b ro th e r d ro p p in g  out, tem ple  
p residen ts fried, Baladeva in h ip -deep  m ud  
trying to  bu ild  a flood b arrie r a ro u n d  
the P otom ac tem ple— rem em ber?  I 
visited a P otom ac colonics c en te r 
and  w hat cam e o u t cost $30. T h e  m an  said,
“D o n ’t ea t ban anas o r m uffins,” an d  his own kid 
was ea ting  a rice cake sm eared  w ith avocado cream . 
H are Krsna— and  w hat else? Read it yourself in the 
sad V olum e 2 o f Journal and Poems. T h a t 
book d elineates my defeat
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at the P otom ac cen ter, my becom ing  
angry with Bhakti-lata fo r being  
late in bu ild ing  th e  Ravana effigy, 
som eth ing  ab o u t K rsna-klrtana and  his wife.
They have never forgiven m e for that, my days o f 
am biguous w ridng  and  living o u t S arm a’s 
reg im en. I t’s all there .

T h e  sheep  like w hite balls o r im itation
sheep  u n d e r  a  C hristm as tree. I am  h o ld in g  o u t here
d u rin g  these  last days o f  isolation, far from  Macy’s
and  the  crim e o f  New York City,
the  m isery to be fo u nd  in T im es Square.
O gen d e  n igh t, keep  me.



Notes #25

D ream : peo p le  accused m e o f w anting a tten tio n . Me 
coun ter-accusing  th em  o f m aking false charges against 
m e. W e w ere in  a m ovie th ea te r. I d id n ’t w atch  th e  
film , b u t  w alked  a ro u n d  in  sea rch  o f  my ja c k e t. 
S to p p ed  to  in q u ire  from  ind iv iduals o r  g ro u p s  o n e  
after an o th e r. Everyone m ade a co m m en t o r  o therw ise 
involved m e in  an  issue o r controversy . N o o n e  was 
particularly  help fu l. N eith e r d id  I have a w orthy cause 
to su pp o rt, aside from  the  personally  im p o rta n t cause 
o f trying to fin d  my jack e t. I w asn’t p re ac h in g  K rsna 
consciousness, n o r  was the  film  a b o u n d in g  w ith K rsna 
conscious imagery.

Now I have aw oken in to  a cold ro o m  a n d  have to 
start cold too. Eyes sleepy. G et up  and  start th e  fire and  
these notes. R esum e life while th e re ’s still tim e.

C hris tian  p rayers: th e  T en  C o m m a n d m e n ts , th e  
L o rd ’s Prayer, Act o f  C on tritio n , A postles’ C reed , Hail 
Mary and  O u r Father, the  missal, small prayers in book,
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Bible, Gospels. We have so m any slokas in Bhagavad-gitd, 
Srimad-Bhagavatam, Caitanya-caritamrta, Brahma-samhita.

Fire roars in the  little log cabin  I bu ilt from  trim m ed  
kindling.

T ra m p o lin e s . . .
K rsna consciousness is c lear all th e  way back. Krsna 

consciousness is constantly  being  u p d a ted  a lth ou g h  it is 
e te rn a l. It d o e s n ’t m a tte r , b u t  we n e e d  it to  be  
a p p lic a b le  to  o u r  own cases. U ltim ate ly , u p d a tin g  
m eans telling  us again  th a t all we n eed  to  know  is th a t 
L o rd  C a itan y a  a c c e p te d  th e  B h agava tam  as m ost 
im p o rtan t. B hak tiv inoda T h ak u ra  accep ted  th e  thirty- 
two-syllable H are  K rsna m an tra  and  to ld  us to  c h a n t it 
c o n s ta n tly . B h a k t is id d h a n ta  S arasv a tl a c c e p te d  
so m e th in g , o u r  P ra b h u p a d a  d e m o n s tra te d  so m e
th in g — a n d  w hat S rila  P ra b h u p a d a  said  to  d o  is ex
trem e ly  im p o r ta n t. W e try to  follow  h im  exactly , 
a lth o u g h  we are  n o t always successful.

B ut why a re n ’t we successful? We have o u r  reasons. 
S o m e tim e s  i t ’s b e c a u se  o f  th e  c h a n g in g  tim es. 
S om etim es we have to  ad m it th a t i t’s ju s t  too  h a rd  to 
su rre n d e r  to  h is com m ands. We are  n o t u p  to it. Som e 
devotees claim  they  a re  do in g  every thing  he  w anted . 
Their p ro b le m  is th a t  som e are  less coopera tive , less 
su rre n d e red , a n d  they c a n ’t m ake them  obey. Som e o f 
those “u n s u r re n d e re d ” souls have b een  d isap p o in ted  
by th e ir  leaders. W hat to  do?

I w rite  th is as if I am  a n eu tra l observer. O n ce  a 
re p o r te r  cam e to  see P rab h u p ad a  from  The Observer. 
P rab h u p ad a  said a fte r awhile, “You a re  suppo sed  to  be 
The Observer, b u t you fail to observe th is”— som e crucial 
p o in t o f  th e  A bsolute T ru th . B etter to  p artic ip a te  than



to w atch w hen it com es to  bhakti. T h a t m eans we have 
to  adm it we are fools b efo re  the  spiritual m aster— fools 
with excuses. D o n ’t be a sp o rtscaste r re tired  from  ac
tive play.

So . . . these last days o f th e  year, look  in to  yourself 
and  keep  read in g  P ra b h u p a d a ’s books.

A rju n a  dasa a rriv ed  safely a n d  to ld  m e th a t th e  
D ublin  tem ple  is enthusiastically  co n d u c tin g  the m ara
tho n . T hey  a re  collecting  fu n ds and  selling books. H e 
said  G irid h a rl dasa is now  tem p le  p re s id e n t a t In is 
R ath, an d  M anu is w orking with h o u seh o lders  on  Gea- 
g lum . A B hakta V ince is th e  p re s id en t in D ublin— new  
g en era tio n . I asked ab o u t Seamus.

“H e ’s cooking. T h ey ’re  trying to talk h im  in to  go ing  
to  Inis R ath .”

S o m eo n e  w rote  an d  said devo tees a re  ex asp e ra ted  
by the  institutionalism .

S o m eo n e  else to ld  m e th a t Jag ad lsa  M aharaja  an d  
his d iscip les b u ilt an  e a rth  h o u se  at S aranagatj using  
only m aterials they cou ld  find  o n  the  lan d  and  w orking 
only w ith th e ir  h an d s  (no  m ach in es). T hey  say i t ’s a 
h um ble  bu ild ing , b u t good , and  w arm  in w inter. They 
say th e re  will soon  b e  w ar a n d  eco n o m ic  co llapse. 
P eople will rush  from  the  cities an d  bu ild  ea rth  hom es 
ju s t  like his. T hey  d o n ’t know  how  they will accom 
m od ate  all the  peop le  w ho will com e.

We ten d  to chuck le  w hen we h ea r  those  things. We 
d o n ’t exp ec t the  im m ediate  end . But w ho knows?

O ne  d ev o tee ’s service sh ou ld  insp ire  a n o th e r ’s, n o t 
cancel a n o th e r ’s. F und-raising  in D ublin— hm m m . To 
myself. We d o n ’t have to  fau ltfind  or feel guilty. We 
each  have o u r service, o u r  n iche.



If  civilization collapses, I w o n ’t know  how to  p ro 
d uce  books. Maybe th e re  will b e  n o  n eed  fo r books a t 
th a t tim e— I m ean, my books. For now, however, this is 
my p reach in g . W e’ll n e e d  so m e th in g  to  read  in o u r  
e a rth  hom es.

E nd  o f th e  year 
an arb itrary  h an d le  
to w atch tim e pass.
I write to  praise Sri Krsna 
and  p lan  a sem inar, “Praising 
Sri Krsna, the  A bsolute T ru th , T h ro u g h  
Srimad-Bhagavatam. ”
W hen I see the  devotees, I ’m  sure  I ’ll be saying, “We 

sh o u ld  fin d  tim e daily to  re a d  sc rip tu re  a n d  to  be 
attentive in japa .”

S o m eo n e  cou ld  say, “Is th a t  really  so im p o rta n t?  
S h o u ld n ’t we bu ild  e a r th  hom es? S h o u ld n ’t we d istri
b u te  books a n d  enco u rag e  o th e rs  to d o  so? We have so 
m uch  work to  d o .”

Yes. N oble activities, like go ing  to C h in a  and  p reach 
ing  in d irec tly  a n d  in  sec re t, d irec tly  a n d  in  p ub lic , 
build ing  in M ayapur, and  

raising funds, 
raising funds, 
raising m ore  funds, 
walking,
C en tenn ia l Padayatra, seeing 
the  mayor, prasadam d istribu tion .
B ut we n eed  som e guy to  tell us to read  the  books 
to c h a n t w ith a tten tio n ,
even if he h im self does it im perfectly, d ream ing
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o f w andering  u n ap p rec ia ted , angry, cold, 
trying to find his jack e t in a 
movie theater.
But h e  chan ts and  reads and  
rem inds us how.

O  dragons sp itting  fire—
NYC C hanukkah  and  Muslims, 
food re lie f am id m uggings— rep orted  
in the new spaper,
stories and  total statistics— O  dragon ,
ride the  S taten Island ferry an d  find  your groove.
Vote fo r the  m an you th in k  will do
the  least harm  an d  w ho prom ises
som e m odicum  o f relief,
an d  dare  we say will be a leader
in these com plicated  times?
All I know is th a t this fire  is the  best I cou ld  com e u p  

with. Still chilly, though .
You like lite ra tu re?  H e re ’s a playbill. T o n ig h t, “T h e  

M essiah” by H andel, followed by “Hari-kirtana B lues” by 
Satsvarupa dasa. T h e  ch ild ren  will p u t  on  a play fo r 
C h ris tm as— n o t A Christmas Carol, b u t  “T h e  Life o f 
D h ru v a  M a h a ra ja .” Yes, th e re  will be p le n ty  o f  
prasadam (as long  as it lasts), and  no, M anu is no  long er 
th e  tem ple  p re s id e n t a t Inis Rath. Yes, T rib h u v an a th a  
P ra b h u  is still p re a c h in g  in Ire la n d , an d  so is th e  
Caitanya Sarasvatl M ath.

So goes the  end-of-the-year news.
Still w aiting  to  h e a r  w h e th e r USAir will still be in 

business after so m any crashes. G ot to know some th ings 
o f this world.
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I have my basic y ea r’s p lan , a n d  w o n ’t be hypo
critical. I am  babb ling  like a cold  b rook , 

alive, sm elling o f 
sacrificial sm oke, stained with 
charco al— b e tte r  check  the  fire.
Angels on  postage stam p and  sixteenth- 
cen tu ry  p rin t o f M adonna a n d  C hild  
to  hera ld  Christm as. I received a few 
b irthday  greetings. Have to 
watch m yself so m inutely  because I ’m a 
clown to  those w ho w ork on  
E arth. Save m e a place 
with p ap e r and  ink. If 
civilization is going o u t like 
a cand le , desp ite  cease-fires a n d  wars, 
w hat else can I do  b u t w rite an d  rep ea t 
w hat my m aster has tau g h t fo r anyone 
w ho will listen?

/Learn the  a rt o f living simply 
[ living alm ost alone 
no  fanfare. Ju st give m e a 
b ro o m  an d  a p lace to  clean , b u t 
n o th in g  too strenuous. I n eed  no  
huge m onastery o r h igh  walls.
Ju s t any p lace to be co n ten t 
and  p roductive with books a n d  pen.
My p repara tio n  for the new m illennium .

We are  all being  ravaged by tim e.
T h e  soul wants to b reak  free.
Krsna kills dem ons and  dances with
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the gopis a t every m o m en t in one  universe 
a fter an o th e r. Why d o n ’t we \  
ten d  to that fire, look for \
that abode, live there} )



Notes #26

Do you know  w hat th is is, Mr. Swami? I d o n ’t w ant 
to p ick  on  you, b u t you com e to  m in d  p robab ly  b e 
cause you a re  m o re  friendly  th an  unfriend ly . Still, you 
d o n ’t know.

In  my m in d , Mr. Swami rep lies, “Yes, I th in k  I know. 
I t ’s w hen you write w hat com es to m ind . A nyth ing .”

You d o n ’t know, how ever, w hat it is to  d o  it all the  
tim e an d  to m ake it your m ain  o ffering  to  P rabhupada. 
You d o n ’t know  th a t you can  w rite y ou r best by th a t 
m e th o d , th a t  you have to  fin d  it, th a t h ea rtfe lt ex 
pression . I t ’s in  you, b u t  you have to  b rin g  it o u t n o t 
th ro u g h  the  intellect, b u t th ro u g h  the  heart.

I t ’s an  a rtis t’s way in K rsna consciousness, a lth o u g h  
I ’m afraid  to  say th a t too  loudly. I im agine m yself as
serting  it to a friend , som eone  w ho cares.

“B ut artists a re  sudras in Vedic society.”
“No, those are artisans. This is d iffe ren t.”
I ’m an artist, a w riter, o n e  w ho ded icates h im self to 

expression . S om eone  said a p o e t is o n e  w ho w rites o f
160



secrets in m usic. You know, verbal m usic, wo 
sounds n o t necessarily rhym ing  o r m etered .

R upa GosvamI was o n  such  a h igh , lib e ra ted  p la t
form . H e was Rupa-m arijarl, com e to  this w orld to give 
us w onderfu l verses in Sanskrit. M any o f his books a re  
only fo r lib e ra ted  persons. H e was a g re a t scholar and  
knew several languages. H e was also a g rea t devotee o f 
L ord  Caitanya. H e w rote Bhakti-rasamrta-sindhu. T h e re  
is n o th in g  to com pare , b u t I th o u g h t I ’d m en tio n  him  
as so m eon e  I d o n ’t even a tte m p t to  follow in term s o f 
w riting. A nd o f cou rse , I c o u ld n ’t d ream  o f im ita ting  
him . I d o  follow, b u t I th in k  you know  w hat I m ean. I 
d o n ’t try to write like him .

D o n ’t worry if I follow th e  style o f th e  nondevotees. I 
am  n o t im itating  them  e ith er. We live a t a certa in  tim e 
an d  I was b o rn  speaking  my m o th e r tongue. W hat else 
d o  I have to  use in K rsn a ’s service? T h a t was th e  
p r in c ip le  ta u g h t by R up a  G osvam I a n d  u p h e ld  by 
B h a k tis id d h a n ta  S arasvatl T h a k u ra  a n d  o u r  S rila  
P rab h u p ad a . W hatever you have, tu rn  it over to Krsna. 
T h is may be a s tran g e  c o n tr ib u tio n , b u t i t ’s w hat I 
have. I o ffer it sincerely, with love.

E nd  o f year, en d  o f fear, L o rd  N rsim ha is h ere . H e 
m ay a p p e a r  in th e  b lack  fo rm  o f  U gra-N rsim ha in 
M ayapur, and  also in a m ild e r brass murti form , m ine  
now  with Baladeva. T h a t Deity has a h a lf  sm ile an d  a 
poin ty  beard?  Can I pray to  H im : “D ear L ord , please 
rem ove my anarthas”? I p led ge  n o t to  be afraid  w hen 
H e starts h au ling  o u t all th e  th ings I th o u g h t I loved, 
th o u g h t w ere valuable, a n d  throw s them  on  the  ju n k  
heap . 1 p rom ise to be grateful.
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I am  happy to have escaped  the  A m erican  scene  at 
th is  tim e o f  year. A d ev o tee  au to m atica lly  escap es 
them . In  my case, I d o n ’t even have to see them .

0  soul o f the  L ord , I am  Your servant. P ra b h u p ad a  
speaks to  all o f  us. H e  says we sh o u ld  give u p  th e  
struggle to be happy. H app iness will com e o f itself, ju s t 
as m isery arrives w ith o u t o u r  sea rch in g  fo r it. I f  we 
w ork h a rd  for happ iness, we c an n o t g e t m o re  th an  o u r 
destiny. T hese  are  th e  p ro fo u n d  tru th s  o f  basic karm a. 
I accep t them . I w ant m ore  th an  happiness in this life.

E xcep t I keep  look ing  in to  th e  fire w hen I sh ou ld  be 
w riting. I ’m  still h ea rin g  th e  echoes o f  C arver’s poem . I 
like th e  section  o f  h is last boo k , w hich c o n ta in s  th e  
p o em s h e  w ro te  a f te r  h e  fo u n d  o u t  h e  h a d  only  
m o n th s  to live. T h e  section  is h ead ed  by a q u o te  from  
R ob ert Lowell: “Yet why n o t  say w hat h a p p e n e d ? ” I go  
fo r th a t too.

Well, th en  w hat h ap p en ed?
1 w elcom ed  A rju n a  d asa  last n ig h t. H e  g la n ce d  

a ro u n d  th e  k itch en  shyly. I asked  M adh u  if h e  h ad  
p re p a re d  prasadam  fo r A rjuna, w ho h ad  b een  fasting  
all day. W hile M adh u  co o k ed , I asked  A rju n a  a b o u t 
D ublin  an d  this and  th a t fo r a while.

I w ent to b ed  b efo re  8  P.M. We have a new  ro u tin e  
o f  h ea rin g  th e  Krsna b oo k  every n ig h t b efo re  tak ing  
rest. I h op e  it helps.

T h en  I rose a t m id n ig h t, before  the  alarm  w ent off. 
You know  ab o u t th a t already.

M aybe som eday I can  com e o u t o f the  c lo se t an d  
follow Lowell’s suggestion to  tell w hat h ap p en ed  really.
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Why avoid it? I wish o th e rs  w ould  also d o  tha t. I 
w ould like to  know  a b o u t the  devotees an d  w hat they 
th ink . I t ’s okay th a t we have m o re  and  m o re  essays on 
devo tional service them es com in g  ou t, b u t w here  a re  / 
the  au thors?  O n e  devo tee  h ad  b een  living at R adha-/ 
D am odara  in V rndavana. H e com piled  a th in  b oo k  o r 
in terview s a b o u t P ra b h u p a d a  staying th e re . It was 
okay— n ice— b u t I w ould  have loved to  read  w hat it 
was actually like fo r h im  to live in those room s, w hat he 
w ent th ro u g h  in his m in d , an d  ab o u t his struggles witmi 
the  institu tio n , etc. T h a t devo tee once  rem ark ed  th a t 
h e  h ad  observed th e  life o f  th e  m onkeys in h is n e ig h 
b o rh o o d . H e  d id n ’t m e n tio n  it in any o f  h is book*. 
Instead  h e  spoke always o f  H in d u  o r G audlya Vaisnava 
cu ltu re  w ithou t a  single d ro p  o f his A m erican  b loodA - 
how  he  is tra n s fo rm in g  h im se lf  in to  a fu ll-fled g ed  
Ind ian  sadhu.

O r is he? Does he  know? I b e t h e  does. B ut h e  may 
think, ‘T h a t  stuff is all ju n k . Why share  it?”

I h av en ’t h e a rd  fro m  T r in id a d ’s g o o d  son Rajarsi 
(o r his wife) in q u ite  awhile. Everyone carries o n  with 
th e ir  lives an d  d o n ’t always feel th e  n ee d  to  w rite  to 
me. Still, I ’m like a m o th e r asking for a le tte r hom e.

O fire o f b ran ch  an d  blogs
b u rn in g  away th e  d ru ff  an d  negative from
my heart. O  fire o f now here,
O fire o f L ord  Caitanya, so m any d ifferen t 
fires. This one  in the  fireplace is 
a m aterial blaze, b u t I see it 
can supply b u rn in g  w ords too.
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Krsna, Krsna, Krsna,
His R adha is n o t far away b u t I have 
no  rig h t to u tte r  H er nam e.
Krsna, my m aster, to ld  m e to u tte r  
H are Krsna as m uch  as possible.
0  L ord , O  M other H ara, please 
save this fallen person.

L ord  Krsna walked b are fo o t in  V rndavana, 
w hich is b e tte r  th an  w earing  slippers 
in Dvaraka. T h e  land  th en  received 
d irec t im prin ts, an d  p u re  devotees 
see the  L o rd ’s fo o tp rin ts  an d  cry.
T h e  nondevo tees th in k  they ’re  crazy.

T h e  aborig ine  girls sm ear kunkuma 
from  the  L o rd ’s feet o n to  th e ir  breasts.
T hey  find  the  dust on  th e  fo rest floor, 
a lth o u g h  they can never com e close 
to  the  Lord. They m ad e  m u ch  o f  H is foo t dust 
an d  loved H im  like that. I can  be like tha t 
too— pick up  a trace o f  devotion  som ew here 
and  feel my h ea rt open .

1 am  g lad  these days a re  com ing  to  an end  an d  th a t I 
can  g e t back in to  ac tion . L o ok ing  forw ard to th e  re 
lease o f  p ressu re  from  my stay h e re . T h e re ’s g ood  in 
b e in g  h e re , an d  I will m iss it, b u t  my o th e r  services 
always await m e. I pray fo r the  stren g th  o f to lerance.

Irish  app les we have. Irish  p o ta to e s  too. P len ty  o f  
them . D ublin  an d  the  ru ra l area— the  d ifference.



O h , bow  dow n a n d  d o n ’t try to  m e a su re  th e  
S u p re m e  L o rd . D o n ’t try to  fin d  o u t  a b o u t H im  
unnecessarily, b u t m ake obeisances befo re  Him. T h a t’s 
how the two b ro th e rs  d id  it w hen they cam e out o f the 
crashed  arjuna trees. T hey  said, “We w ant to serve You 
with all o u r  senses. You a re  th e  S u p rem e. Everything 
com es from  You, O  Krsna, K rsna.”

C hild  K rsna sm iled  an d  th o u g h t, “I delivered  you 
(w ho have add ressed  Me as th e  S u p re m e ), b u t I am 
b o u n d  by th e  ro p es o f M oth er Yasoda an d  c an n o t get 
free .”



Notes #27

R eassuring to  read  P rab h u p ad a  p u rp o rts , which also 
draw  from  th e  previous acaryas. H e exp lains the  Bhag- 
avatam  verse  from  th e  T e n th  C a n to  w h ere  K rsna 
com es o u t in the  m o rn ing , blows His bugle, and  is jo in 
ed  by an un lim ited  n u m b e r o f boys and  calves. P rabh u 
p ad a  q uo tes S an a tan a  G osvam l’s Brhad-Bhagavatamrta, 
saying th a t any th ing  is possib le fo r Krsna, so H e can 
have an u n lim ite d  n u m b e r  o f  cows an d  calves. U n 
lim ited— even the land  can ex p an d  to ho ld  them  all.

D id you know th a t P rab h u p ad a  said he liked the  h ip 
pies because they w ere ren o u n ced , akincana? “It is o ne  
o f  th e  o p u len ces o f a g re a t p e rso n .” T h e  h ip p ies h ad  
only to  be d irec ted , b u t  they w ere b e tte r, he said, than  
th e  In d ian  fam ilies ra ising  th e ir  sons, g e ttin g  th em  
m arried , p rov id ing  som e ed u ca tio n  an d  jo b  tra in ing , 
th e n  c o n s id e r in g  th is  th e  sum  to ta l o f  life. W hen  
P ra b h u p a d a  tried  to  re c ru it  fu ll-tim e devo tees from  
such families, h e  was always d isap po in ted . “W hat do  we
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have to do  with Krsna consciousness? We have to earn  
a n d  keep  o u r  fam ilies.” No re n u n c ia tio n . B etter to be 
a h ipp ie , sm oking m arijuana and  com m itting  petty sins, 
w aiting in New York City to be delivered  and  d irected .

W alked, b u t n o t far because o f  my ankle. Again, the 
sheep  were grazing in the  fields in which I had  p lan ned  
to  walk, so I too k  a n o th e r  p a th . T h e re  are such  
alternatives here , all o f them  g reen  and  soggy.

Back and  fo rth , the  sky
a bit pink.
I th o u g h t o f th e  w ords “d e a r  sky,” as in th e  b ook  

title. T h e  w ords c a n ’t c a p tu re  how  elusive th e  sky’s 
colors are. T h e  w ord “c o lo r” fails to  express the  hues. 
It takes a p a in te r to re p ro d u ce  it.

A nd the  hill in fro n t o f  us is im m ovable. I co u n ted  
th e  re m a in in g  days in d iffe re n t ways. I can  c o u n t by 
saying th a t a f te r  to m o rro w  m o rn in g , th e re  will be  
th ree  full m orn ings left. O n  th e  26th  I will probably  be 
too  busy to  w rite. H ow ever I c o u n t it, i t’s alm ost tim e 
to go.

C au g h t m yself th in k in g  o f  th e  fu tu re  ra th e r  th an  
living in the  p resent. I th o u g h t, “W o n ’t it be nice to be 
in Italy this sp ring?” Maybe D lna-dayardra will be with 
us a t som e poin t, like he was with us w hen we visited St. 
B en ed e tto . W e’re  always lo o k in g  ah e a d , so m etim es 
w ith som e kind  o f rom an tic  ideals— Italy in the spring, 
the  flowers, the  beauty o f  th e  season— m aybe because 
th e  p re se n t reality  always seem s filled  w ith so m any 
practicalities.

G ot a le tte r from  T irth ap ad a  dasa, my disciple (yep) 
in C hina. H e said th a t for the  first tim e in his life he is
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living from  m o m e n t to m o m e n t. H e feels vital an d  
joyful. H e seeks se lf-re lian ce , has trav e led  a lo n e  
th ro u g h o u t Ind ia  w anting  to  learn  to feel strong. H e is 
try ing  to  c o n q u e r loneliness. Each o f us is look ing  to 
live in the present.

T h a t hill still isn ’t go ing  anyw here. N ow ’s th e  p re 
sent; is it joyful?

N o, because  I am  m ed ita tin g  on  New York and  n o t 
living w ith th a t hill, d esp ite  my ex p e rien ce  in  K rsna 
consciousness.

I know  New York will also be a series o f p re sen t m o 
m ents, b u t  each  o f them  will p robab ly  be com plica ted  
by th e  sam e o ld  m ix tu res o f  p ro  an d  con  th in k in g —  
m ine  an d  o th e r ’s. Life isn ’t so sim ple. T h e re  are  always 
th rea ts  o f  d ea th  o r harm . T h e  body’s aches. By seeing 
to  th e  fu tu re  w ith th e  eyes o f  th e  p re sen t, we know  
this— m o re  o f th e  sam e will com e. W hat to  d o  a b o u t it 
now? Pray?

T o  fin d  th e  real K rsna conscious p resen t, we m ust 
b rin g  o u r  a tten tio n  in to  the  h ea rt. We have to give up  
the  search  fo r sense g ratification  if we w ant th e  k ind  o f 
co n cen tra tio n  tha t allows us to  find  Krsna. We c a n ’t be 
seeking the  E ternal while look ing  always fo r th a t w hich 
is fleeting.

A n o th e r  d ev o tee  w ro te  o f  h is  p re a c h in g  in th e  
co u n try  in w hich he was b o rn  an d  raised. H e said h e  
was overco m ing  the  fear o f  th e  inw ard, sp iritual jo u r 
ney. T h a t struck  m e. Yes, I can  see how som eone  w ho 
has always lived fo r th e  o u tw ard  jo u rn e y  may have 
b ec o m e  a fra id  o f  th e  inw ard , n o t  w an tin g  to see 
anarthas an d  dem ons w ithin, to face his lim its instead o f 
passing h im se lf o ff as a c o m p e ten t devotee w ho does



his duty. T h e  inw ard  jo u rn e y  is fea rfu l, in a sense, 
because it re q u ire s  skating  away from  th e  ou tsk irts  o f  
o u r Krsna consciousness and  h ead in g  inwards.

W hatever we feel, we have to  c h a n t  H are  K rsna. 
U nfo rtunately , th e  h e a r t  d o e sn ’t always c o o p era te— o r 
is it th e  m ind? C h a n t anyway. J u s t  try. D esp ite  th e  
d istrac tion , b rin g  th e  m in d  to  th e  nam es. W hy d o n ’t 
we see th e  need?  W e c a n ’t know  any th in g  a t all un til 
we know how to d o  this.

Read an  issue o f the  New York Times 
so instead  o f  chan ting ,
I w en t over th e ir new  unifo rm s 
displayed beautifu lly  in the  blow-up p h o to  
o f th e  New York cop.
H e w ore his new  clubs 
instead o f  the  o ld  billy club, his 
new ligh t (b u t lethal) gun, 
his a rm  stripes fo r each  five years 
th a t h e  has risked his life 
on  the  streets 
o f th e  city.
His u n ifo rm  is now  one-toned .
You cou ld  stop  h im  on  the  stree t 
and  ask d irections.

Officer, can you tell m e w hen the  g u ru  will com e? 
You twerp, you look  like you com e 
from  a d ec e n t family. Why 
ask a question  like that?
C an ’t you see I ’ve g o t a gun  to c o n ten d  
with New York’s worst?
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But officer, you see this stylish th ree -q u arte r 
leng th  coat

I wear? I b o u g h t it a t G reenw ich Village. It shows 
I am  a young  m an with my own tastes.
I t ’s tru e  my fa th e r is cap tain  o f the  fire d ep a rtm en t, 
b u t he is n o t  th e  guru . W hen can I expect 
him  to  arrive?

Look, sonny, I ’ll tell your o ld  m an 
you ’re in a cult. You’re  living in  a d ream  
and  I d o n ’t w ant to  ge t ro ugh  
with you, skinny college kid tha t you are.
G et lost— fast!
New York’s finest.

I walk away, tw irling my fight um brella
and  h ead in g  cautiously by taxi
fo r the  H alf-N ote an d  C harlie  M ingus stand ing
on  the  bar, playing the  d ou b le  bass. I
watch from  a d istance, qu ite  able
to app rec ia te  his music,
n od d in g  my h ead  slighdy,
tap p in g  my foo t a bit, feeling the
intensity, going  with it—
going, going,
gone,
as they used  to  say.

All tha t is over an d  I m et the  gu ru , now 
live in a com plica ted  p resent, 
a full-tim e m em b er o f  ISKCON for
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alm ost thirty  years. W here am I going? O  officer, 
w hom  can I ask? W here is th a t g u ru  
and  w hat has becom e o f 
me?
We go on, we spirit souls, 
u n d e r  the  pow er o f 
the  in trep id , dead  night.

By th e  way, th e  last two lines o f  th a t p o em  a re  a 
d e lib e ra te  b lu ff—w ritten  o ff the  cuff. In  o th e r  w ords, 
they d o n ’t really m ean  anything. W ords th a t cam e and  
I sp it th em  o u t an d  le t them  go because I d id n ’t w ant 
to en d  with som eth ing  cute.

T hey  served lu n ch  tw enty-three m in u tes  late  today. 
U sually th is d o e sn ’t d is tu rb  m e, b u t  today  it d id . H e 
cam e in a t ab o u t 1:05 an d  said it w ould be five m inu tes 
late. As the  tim e w ent by, it began  to rem in d  m e o f  how 
th e  a irlines assure  you th a t  y o u r p lan e  has b ee n  d e 
layed only a few m in u tes w hen w hat they m ean  is a few 
hou rs. In  th e  en d , you feel g ra te fu l th a t a t least they 
d id n ’t cancel the flight (o r in this case, lun ch).

Yes, g ra tefu l. I am  usually  g ra te fu l to b e  alive too. 
T h e  devotees work h ard , so I have no  com plain ts even 
w hen my schedu le  is throw n off.

A ltho ugh  w hen  I m ad e  a c o m m e n t a b o u t th e  late
ness to M., he said, ‘T h e  capatis a re  com in g  o u t good  
tod ay .”

Yes, they were.

A crow in the  a ir betw een  h ere  
and  the hill. We read  last n igh t to
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rem em b er Srila B hak tisiddhanta  
Sarasvatl T h aku ra . T h o u g h t also o f 
Christm as. S hould  we observe it?
In  ISKCON tem ples we d o n ’t, b u t h ere  we are  
in C atholic Ire land , a lone toge ther, and  
C hristm as is a  h ug e  affair to those a ro u n d  us.
Even th e  A m erican devotees go h om e to see 
th e ir p a ren ts— a day o ff from  the  tem ple 
ro u tin e . T hose  on  the  m ara th o n  rest, 
o u r  C hristm as spirit.

T h o u g h t fo r C hristm as, I w ant 
to  feel g ratefu l, like last year. I w ant to 
pray, c h a n t my own ‘Jesus p rayer” 
th e  H are  K rsna m an tra .
I f  only I cou ld  a tta in  the  lotus feet 
o f  G ovinda, surely C hrist w ould be pleased 
an d  I w ould be a tru e  C hristian  w ishing peace and  
goodwill to  all.

F ingers cold, day darken ing , I
c a n ’t u n d e rs tan d  how  easily my day is stolen.
T im e d isappears u n d e r  my hands, 
m in u te  by m inute.

In  the  mail, a le tte r from  a w om an disciple: 
h e r  h u sb an d  is leaving an d  taking th e ir daughter. 
She wants m e to write to h im , b u t I already know  he 
w on ’t care w hat I say. Besides, I am  no  
m arriage  counselor.
A n o th e r le tte r, a n o th e r  w om an: she has 
left h e r  h usband  an d  is d ream in g  o f  death .
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H er b ro th e r  d ied  recently—
she knows som eth ing  o f d ea th — she says sh e ’s ready. 
She has dec ided  to live for the  p resent.
W hat else can we d o  b u t sh e lte r ourselves 
in K rsna’s promises?



Notes #28

D eath  is a spoilsport, b u t life feels trium ph an t. Well, 
th a t’s an  illusion. D eath  steals life (like suffocating  a 
b ab y ).

Yes, and  
no.
Because a fte r life (d ea th ), 
th e re  is a n o th e r  life to b e  lived.
O  Socrates and  the  Vedic sages, 
you always assert th e  tru th . W e a re  n o  atheists th a t 

d o n ’t h e a r  you. We d o n ’t live in  figurative p rison  cells. 
We w ant to face o u r m isery squarely  and  find  o u t w hat 
it is exacdy th a t is deta in ing  us in this world.

L ike today, I was read in g  th e  Bhagavatam — krsna- 
lila— an d  su dd en ly  an o ld  m em o ry  p o p p ed  up. T h e  
m em o ry  w asn’t K rsna conscious, so why d id  I invest 
tim e in it? We w ant to  a tta in  a taste  fo r read in g  the  
Bhagavatam, an d  we w on der why the  spiritual reality is 
still so d istan t fo r us. At least o ne  reason  is tha t we feed 
o th e r  in te rests  sim ultaneously . We really have to give
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the  Bhdgavalam m ore  an d  m o re  a tten tion  until we have 
starved o u t all o th e r  tho u g h ts  an d  interests. We have to 
do  th a t relentlessly— go to th e  Bhagavatam  in a starved 
con d ition  saying, “I ’ll ea t no  o th e r  fo o d .”

T hese  th o u g h ts  lead  m e to  ap p rec ia te  this tim e, this 
house. I am  trying to learn  to serve th e  Bhagavatam, n o t 
ju s t  read  it. I w ant to d istribu te  its co n ten ts  to  the  devo
tees. “T h e re fo re  d is trib u tion  o f  Srimad-Bhagavatam  all 
over the  w orld  is a g rea t w elfare activity . . . ” O n e  way 
to d is trib u te  the  m essage is to  take th e  books o u t o n  
the  s tree t a n d  h an d  them  to  passersby. A n o th e r way is 
to sell th em  to  libraries. A n o th e r way is to  p reach  the 
glories o f  the  Bhagavatam am o ng  th e  devotees.

A rju n a  dasa  d o e s n ’t have a T e n th  C an to  in his 
h om e. I w o n d e r why n o t. S om e dev o tees d o n ’t read  
m uch. T h ey  feel they a re  n o t scholars, b u t p re fe r to 
w ork practically. I w on der w hat th a t m eans.

0  Krsna, killer o f  Agha, 
w hen the  dem igods, m usicians, 
dancers, an d  poets h ea rd  o f Your feat, 
they each  g lorified  You
acco rd in g  to th e ir art.
T h e  tow er o f ivory c rum bled  
and  K rsna conscious poesy 
becam e th e  crown I seek—  
n o t fo r m yself to glory in, 
b u t to h o n o r  You.
After You killed Agha,
1 too  was excited  to h ea r o f A gha’s d ea th ,
and  w hen flowers were strewn from  the  heavens 
I was m oved to glorify You. You killed
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Agha, Baka, and  are killing my 
own anarthas. O  Lord 
in Your m ost attractive fo rm —
You do  kill the  dem on s who 
inh ib it the  play o f  Your gopas.
Please give m e shelter.

B uilding  the  fire. A rjuna  g o t m e a lo t o f k ind ling—  
m o re  th an  I really n eed . I n ee d  m o re  logs, however. 
Fire eats all, as long  as it’s n o t  too  wet.

I have fin ish ed  re a d in g  w hatev er vo lum es o f  th e  
Bhagavatam  a re  in this house. Now I w ant to review it. 
T h e re ’s always m ore  to  read.

A ltho ugh  read in g  isn ’t en o u g h . E verything is based  
on  service. R ead ing  is th e  activity th a t insp ires m e to 
serve, and  in th a t sense, service is th e  by-product o f my 
read in g — because  if o n e  is g o o d  a t sravanam, h e ’ll be 
good  at kirtana.

Service? If  we love Krsna, we will w ant o th e rs  to love 
H im  too.

St. T h e rese  p rayed  like tha t, w an tin g  everyone to  
love the  L ord  w hom  she loved. It was a  n a tu ra l resu lt 
o r  expansion  o f  h e r  personal love fo r God.

Fire roaring , speak to  m e 
tell m e secrets o f su rren der, 
th e  force o f  the  flam e, 
consum ing  selves, 
h um an  pow er, little do  we 
know, it’s o u r  body too  
b u rn in g  on  the pyre.
“O h, b u t sddhus get b u r ie d .” So m uch  the  worse.
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B urn, b u rn , baby 
says the arsonist.
ROTC build ing  up  in flames,
C apitol an d  tow ers o f  pow er . . . 
b u t we are  n o t like that.

We w ant to b u rn  with love 
and  never ru n  o u t o f  wood.
Give us dry w ood b u t even 
w et w ood to  p lace on  this fire 
th a t never goes out.

O  L ord, I used  to con tem pla te  
even as a child— an d  I h it th a t 
p o in t o f  fear, anxiety  again 
an d  again. How could  
G od exist w ithou t a  cause?
A nd if H e d o e sn ’t exist, o r  if H e n eeds 
som eth ing  besides Himself, th en  w hat 
will h ap p en  to  us?
In o th e r  w ords, we need God.
A theists call th a t n eed  a c ru tch . We 
wave them  away.
We already know th a t m u ch  tru th .
G od is w ithou t cause, H e
holds to g e th e r th e  chaos,
gives m eaning  to all
and  the  tiny b ra in  c a n ’t fa thom
Him.
T heology teaches
scientists u n teach  us
and  I simply bow down an d  pray
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th a t H e reveal H im self in my heart.
N o n eed  to d o u b t o r feel anxiety
over m ere  existence.

Cue: “You o u g h t to  th in k  m o re  ab o u t d e a th .”
B rood on  th e  bog. M etaphysics. A good  m on k  keeps 

d ea th  always in the  fo re fro n t o f  his m ind. P rab h u p ad a  
called such th ink ing  “philosophy”.

We Krsna conscious p eo p le  know  tha t philosophy, a t 
least in te llectually : w hatever we try to  enjoy  will b e  
tak en  away from  us a t d ea th . F o r o n e  w ho is b o rn , 
d e a th  is ce rta in , an d  fo r o n e  w ho dies, re b ir th  is ce r
ta in . R eb irth  is m isery. D eath  is m isery. B oth re p e a t 
again an d  again.

T h in k  o f  death .
Yes. D eath  is th e  sp o ilspo rt o f  heed less sense gratifi

ca tion ; it is th e  co ld  fin g ers  th a t  h o ld  us back  from  
illicit sex en jo y m en t o r  any sense g ra tifica tio n  p e r
ta in ing  to this w orld an d  en joym en t o f  false ego.

Sin is th e  absence o f  K rsna consciousness—
absence o f  th e  desire  to  serve th e  Lord.
Be serious, be  grave,
th en  be im m ortal in  Krsna consciousness.

F o r C hris tm as we will h o ld  a sim ple ce leb ra tio n . 
C hristm as falls o n  a  Sunday, so A ijun a  and  M. will cook 
a few ex tra  p rep s an d  o ffer th em  to  Srila P rab h u p ad a , 
w ho observed  every day as “C hris tm as.” H e was o u r  
savior, b u t  he  c ited  C hris t as a  favorite son, a favorite 
exam ple.

I d o n ’t w ant to be p re te n tio u s  a b o u t it, th o u g h . I 
ju s t  w ant to focus on  the  sacred  n a tu re  o f the  day. I d o
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th in k  th a t to call C hrist the  only son is an exaggera ted  
claim , an d  I th in k  they have g ra fted  o n to  his teach ings 
p h ilosop h ies from  A thens. T h e re  is m u ch  specu lation , 
a n d  m any  C h ris tian  d e n o m in a t io n s  have b ec o m e  
c o rru p t over tim e. Still, n o n e  o f  th a t d en ies  th e  tru th  
o f  C h ris t’s life an d  teachings. H e  cam e to teach  love o f  
G od.

W ild d re am  co n ta in in g  m o re  im ages th an  I cou ld  
h an d le . I ’ll tell you a few w hile th e  fire  b u rn s  an d  I 
ten d  to it like a friend.

A cow was struggling  to  give b irth . T h e  cow ’s friends 
(w ere they o th e r  cows?) scream ed, “Calve! Calve!”

T h e n  I w alked  p as t my G o d b ro th e r ,  w ho  was 
b a th in g . I o v e rh eard  h im  say to  so m eo n e  else, “You 
d escrib ed  my life in New York w hen  you said, ‘Ju s t as 
the  nation a l currency  is k ep t so lid  because in New York 
th e  o rig in a l cu rren cy  is k e p t so lid ,’ th a t  is tru e  in 
ISK CO N .” I th o u g h t his w ords w ere boastfu l. Everyone 
has th e ir own p o in t o f  view.

T h e n  I saw d ev o tees h it t in g  b aseb a lls  o u t  o f  a 
stad ium . T h e  balls w ere c o llec ted  by ju n g le  p eo p le , 
w ho covered  th em  and  used  th e m  to  m ake m oney. It 
becam e a wild, con tam in a ted  th in g , the  baseball.

T h en  th e re  was a car acciden t. P eop le  g o t o u t o f  th e  
car to  sc ream  th a t they h ad  b e e n  h it, th e n  they g o t 
b ack  in to  th e ir  ca rs  a n d  ra c e d  o n , p u rs u e d  by 
on lookers. It tu rn e d  o u t th a t p eo p le  w ere faking th e ir  
pain  to  gain  an advantage.

See w hat I m ean?
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Now two days before  C hristm as 
n e a r  e n d  o f  a literary  ’ear 
o f  co rn , 
e a r  o f  p lenty, 
h ea rin g  Bhagavatam 
h ea rin g  Srimad-Bhagavatam 
h ea rin g  H are  K rsna m an tra  
with in n e r  e a r h ea r 
th e  g u ru , P rabh up ada .



Notes #29

S ure is cozy in  h e re  with th a t firep lace  blazing. My 
p leasu re  is short-lived, th o u g h , I know. I will have to 
soon ru n  o u t to th e  b a th ro o m  an d  shiver.

L o rd  K rsna says th a t  if  a t d e a th  we have tro u b le  
c o n tro ll in g  th e  m in d , H e  will c o n tro l  it fo r  us. 
P ra b h u p a d a  w rote  th a t in a p u rp o r t. I believe th em  
b o th  an d  p lan  to appeal to H im  w hen my tim e com es. 
May I have th a t p resence  o f m ind.

I h e a rd  th e  p rayers o f  In d ra  u n til  th e  b a tte r ie s  
started  to  ru n  dow n. H e said, “I am  fool n u m b e r o n e .” 
H e h ad  b een  p resu m p tu o u s an d  h ad  said nasty th ings 
ab o u t K rsna. H e h ad  sen t samvartaka c lo uds to  in u n 
d a te  V rndavana, causing  pain  to  th e  resid en ts. In d ra  
rem in d ed  th e  L ord , “If You th ink  my offense is so g reat 
th a t I c a n n o t b e  forg iven , I wish to  say I am  Your 
e te rn a l servant, so please co n sider m e in th a t way and  
excuse m e .” K rsna is know n in th e  verse krsnas tu 
bhagavan svayam, as H e who fights In d ra ’s enem ies.
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In d ra  was acco m p an ied  by th e  surabhi cow. She too  
p rayed  to  th e  L ord . T h e re fo re , K rsna forgave In d ra  
a n d  said, “D o n ’t fo rg e t th a t I am  su p rem e. All o th e rs  
a re  My servants. T ake your position  on  My b eh a lf.”

W riting  p rac tice  isn ’t m e, d ea r read e r, an d  this isn ’t 
all au tob iography . I am  n o t responsib le  fo r every w ord 
th a t  has d e ta c h e d  itself from  my p en . Still, I wish to 
m ake a C hristm as p resen t o f this book  to you, a lthough  
I c a n ’t en d o rse  every w ord in it. For exam ple:

S p irits o f  risen  th o u g h t a n d  w ords even  w ith o u t 
th o u g h ts  com e from  Vat N in e teen  R um . I s tand  wait
ing  fo r luggage in T rin id ad . I t ’s m e aga in , m e again, 
s tand in g  on  my fee t in th e  fam iliar w orld  with fam iliar 
inconveniences. T rin id ad  has also becom e a  hom e and  
I love to  w rite th e re . W hen  I g e t to  th e  page, m aybe 
w hat h ap p en s  is n o t  w hat I expected , an d  I c a n ’t claim  
th a t everything th a t app ears is w onderfu l to  read. I am  
still look ing  fo r th e  form  I will o ffer in w orship. It takes 
tim e, m aybe a  lifetim e, to find.

In  th e  m ean tim e  I keep  going. T h is is, a fte r all, my 
service. I th in k  o f  m yself as my own reader, b u t th in k  o f 
K rsna in th a t way too . It is fo r H im  th a t  I seek this 
form . It is K rsna w ho has given m e the  ability to write. 
I t  is K rsna w ho has given m e w hatever ta len ts, in te l
ligence, co h e ren ce , w ords, and  beyond  th a t— Himself. 
H e is always there . A nd do  you know what? Krsna is the 
b est free-w riter an d  c o n tro lle r  and  u n c o n tro lle r . I t ’s 
an im m ense world, this.

So, ab o u t th a t Vat N ine teen  R um — I will see it again 
an d  s tand  th e re  again  in ju s t  a few m onths. My w riting 
practice, I hope , will still be with me.
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T h e  fire is b u rn in g . T h e  red  ligh t is on  on  this m a
ch in e. T h e  m en  in this house  a re  co ld , b u t  they have 
th e  k itchen  ran ge  an d  they ’re  p ac ing  by it, ch an tin g  
japa, feed in g  logs in to  it, w earing  p an ts an d  jackets. M. 
will go to  K enm are a t 11 to  m ake a few last p h o n e  calls 
and  to d o  som e shopp ing . H e will also d o  the  laundry. 
T h e  Irish bus system is canceling  all buses on  C hristm as 
Day a n d  m ost buses fo r days a fte r  tha t. We will leave 
D ecem b er 27. I was w orrying a b o u t w h e th e r w e’ll ge t 
to  S h an n o n  on  tim e, th en  d ec id ed  n o t to  worry. Even 
if th e  p lan es  a re  cance led , we can  stay in S h an n o n . 
W e’ll m anage. It will be so m eth ing  to  w rite abou t: on  
the  road  with L ord  Krsna in the  heart.

T h in gs I d o n ’t w ant to fo rget a b o u t o u r  stay here  
the  fire in the  fireplace— a symbol o f  the  

flam e o f  love I wish to feel.
My ro u n d s  h e re , ch an ted  b efo re  th a t fire.
Yes, the  fire here  is a friend. /

Fires sen t from  the L ord— the 
fire in the  belly, in the 
fireplace, The Living Flame of Love.
St. J o h n  o f the  Cross called
o ne  o f  his books by tha t title an d  I know  a fire,
a blaze th a t is n o t  the  sun-god’s,
a lthough  his fire genera tes the universe.
I m ean, the  fire o f love
the gopis feel fo r Krsna. Especially Radha.
L ord  Caitanya felt tha t fire.
Only a devotee willing to go to  hell (fire) 
for Krsna can feed the  fire
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o f  sep ara tion  from  H im  
w hich b u rn s  up  vital a ir and  
leaves him  sleepless.

Life is som etim es p o ig n a n t beyond  w ords. A w riter 
tries to cap tu re  it. Ever read  C hekhovian fiction?

O h , give m e a break.

Flames, flam es o f Irish-setter 
red , I wish I had  a head  
o f  my own th a t loved the  Lord.
D o n ’t w ant to  say “the  L o rd ” in a  righ teous 
way, o r  p re ten tio u s ,
b u t to m ean  it. T h e  p rob lem  with English 
is th a t it ju s t  d o esn ’t fit 
the  h e a rt all the  tim e. Still 
P ra b h u p a d a  chose it 
to  carry  his gift
an d  now it has original m eanings 
m ean t'o n ly  fo r us.
Sufficiendy— You have played 
sufficiently, said M other Yasoda, 
w hen she called in h e r  Krsna.
D ear boy, d ea r 
L ord
0  K rsna, Krsna.

C ue: “W hat a re  y our h o p es  d u r in g  these  last days 
h e re ? ”

H opes? I h o p e  I d o n ’t b loo p , as A stara tha  P rab h u  
said.

1 h o p e  I can keep u p  w hat I am do ing  (these notes).
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/ I h op e  I can read.
I h o p e  we can c o n tin u e  m ak ing  p re p a ra tio n s  fo r 

w ha t’s ah ead , such as the talk I am  sch ed u led  to give at 
26 S econd  Avenue. I ’ve g o t o n e  talk lined  up  w here I ’ll 
read  a verse in th e  c h a p te r  a b o u t th e  arjuna  trees—  

j so m eth ing  ab o u t the  glories o f  being  with the devotees.
T h ose  verses rem in d  m e o f  P ra b h u p a d a  com in g  to 

th e  Low er East Side. W e w ere n o  d if fe re n t th an  th e  
sons o f  K uvera— all d ru nk s a n d  lost in w om en. B ut we 
m ust have b een  blessed because we suffered  only until 
th e  p u re  devotee arrived. H e gave us K rsna’s darsana. I 
was a tree; P ra b h u p a d a  a p p e a re d  to  rescue  m e. I can 
tell o f  that. I t ’s a story I know well. N o regrets.

T h e  fire  . . .  I ’m fired  b u t happy. W hen  I com e o u t 
o f  th is  ro o m  you w o n ’t even  know  w hat I ’ve b ee n



Notes #30

C larity  o f  th o u g h t a n d  fee ling . O n  my own I am  
n o th in g . I ’m  always subject to pride.
/W a lk  th e  bog. I f  I cou ld  see w hat H e w ants o f  m e, 

n o t as a sw ord h an g in g  over my h ead  b u t as a b rig h t 
prom ise. Som eth ing  m ore  is req u ired .

^  I worry th a t I may be selling m yself so m eth ing  in the  
way I am  choosing  to  live th a t is n o t  the  best su rren d er, 
b u t  th is seem s to  be w here  my love is a n d  th e  p lace 
from  w hich I am  able to  give my love. I worry th a t my 
“love” is actually  a tta ch m en t, b u t  w hat can  I do? I t ’s 
w hat feels right. A nd I pray.
/  N o c lear vision com ing. I ’ll have to  wait. I c a n ’t even 
recall now  w hat I th o u g h t was clear yesterday. I have to 
k eep  w riting  in a cold  room , w orking  always to bu ild  

.u p  th e  fire . T h e re fo re , this is n o t only a jo u rn a l, no  
V natter how it appears.

C hristm as in Ire lan d  fo r H are  Krsna devotees: m ost 
go to  In is R ath, w here they have a party, a prasadam  
feast, an d  sing an d  d an ce  befo re  the  D eities o f Radha-
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Govinda. Belfast has a party  too. I t ’s a Sunday, so the ir 
con g rega tio n  can com e o u t an d  observe th e  n a tio n a l 
holiday in a Krsna conscious m ood. W icklow devotees 
have th e ir  own C hristm as observance. We will h o ld  a 
sm all klrtana  th is even in g , C hris tm as Eve, a n d  o n e  
tom orrow  a ro u n d  n o o n  b efo re  o u r  little  feast. T hese 
last qu ie t days, th en  travel.

T h o u g h tfu l th is m o rn in g . Is th e re  a con flic t (sep^ 
a ra te  in te rests) b etw een  dev o tio n a l life a n d  th e  no- 
holds-barred  w riting o f  first thoughts? D oesn ’t seem  so. 
G ot to be willing to  go th ro u g h  a p p a re n t no-sense for
est o f w ords, u n b eco m in g  a serious devo tee, because it 
has its purpose . You d o n ’t expec t to see a Vaisnava (o r 
h is se rv an t) b a b b lin g  n o n se n s e  o r  b r in g in g  u p  
re fe ren ces  from  th e  past. If  h e  d oes go “m a d ,” i t ’s 
u sually  c au sed  by d ire c t , t ra n s c e n d e n ta l  ecstasy, 
separation  from  Krsna, talk ing ab o u t Krsna, etc. T his is 
m o re  a d e libera te  le ttin g  go w ithou t an a p p a re n t goal. 
T h a t’s why it can  be  seen  as d an g ero u s, ju s t  as fire  is 
dangerous.

But I have to  be  tru e  to  the  process, an d  the  process 
itself b eco m es my tru th . T h e  sea rch  fo r tru th  is as 
good, in o n e  sense, as th e  fin d in g  o f  tru th , because  I 
have to  express an d  feel so m uch  sincerity  o f  purpose; 
to find it. I t ’s a vital p a rt o f  my Krsna consciousness. /

I suppose th a t’s the  only wisdom 
I can offer a fter a d ream  
in which a rab b it ap p ea red  
du rin g  a basketball gam e.
O  holy night, C hristm as Eve,
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deliver m e from  m adness.
1 feed  th e  fire to keep  warm 
and  toss o u t this song 
d u rin g  the  last days o f my year:

T h is book cost som ething.
D ear locust, d e a r  diary, th e  m an  gets, u p  in the  

m id d le  o f  th e  n ig h t an d  ra th e r  th an  w rite co m m en ts  
, on  Vaisnava smrti, babb les w hat com es. Does he  avoid 
w hat he  actually sees?

O nly to  a poin t.
B ut h e ’s trying.

T h e  fa ith fu l p roclam ation  
abh o rs  m e w hen i t ’s m ade ju s t  to  so un d  good, 
o r o u t o f dullness, a thoughdess, “I guess 
this is b est,” with n o  drive o f an en tire  
body, m ind , words.
N o faith , an  o un ce  o f  w hich 
is w orth  tons o f faithlessness.

T h ese  last days o f  th e  year I w an t to  be tru e , n o t  
sen tim en ta l, n o t false. I am  n o  St. Francis living in iso
la tion  an d  calling  o u t all n ig h t w ith n o  sleep: “O  my 
G o d !” My acts are  m u ch  little r— a walk, a th o u g h t, .an 
aw areness o f  D en n is an d  h is tra c to r p u n c tu a tin g  my 
so litud e , a ru n n in g  in to  a cold  b a th ro o m  to face my 
b od y ’s needs, th en  the  tak ing  o f  a p en  o r  typew riter, 

\ n ev e r really  k now ing  in adv ance  w hat to  e x p ec t. 
R eading. Looking fo r d ep th .
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/ It has b een  good. I w an ted  to  read  and  d id , w anted  
to  w rite  a n d  d id . C o u ld  have b e e n  b e t te r ,  m o re  
1 prayerful, b u t it was still good.

O  Krsna in my heart, I know You 
are  there . L et the  fools w ho 
d o n ’t believe, spin o u t th e ir  own 
fancies. I call You to counsel 
m e, to show m e w hat to do.
O  L ord  o f fire and  sky an d  land,
L ord  w ho to lera tes m iscreants, 
gives us o u r  way an d  o u r karm a,
You are  incom prehensib le , 
n o t to  be u n d e rs to o d  o r estim ated  by 
m ere  m ortals, no  m a tte r how 
m uch  m oney they possess.
Vedic know ledge is o u r  guide, 
and  th e  exp lanations o f  acaryas 
w ho accep t th e  sam e fare 
o f ecstasy an d  variety 
am o ng  the  devotees.



Notes #31

D ream t we w ere in  a classroom  w ith a liberal teach 
er. A p arad e  was b e in g  h e ld  nearby. T h e  te a c h e r said 
th e re  w ould be  no  m usic b an d s in the  p a rad e  because 
m ost p eo p le  d id n ’t like them . I a rg ued  in favor o f  the  
m usic. My a rg u m e n t h ad  som e w eight, an d  th e  d ec i
sion to  cancel the  b an d s was recon sidered . L ate r in the  
d re a m  I was p lay in g  a  w o o d en  re c o rd e r . G ov inda 
M aharaja  asked if I w ould  like to  buy a flu te  too , b u t 
th en  I realized I w asn’t a  m usician.

O n e  w on ders w here  th e  K rsna consciousness is in 
th e  d ream  life. It appears, som etim es, as an identity, in 
th e  a p p e a ra n c e  o f  a G o d b ro th e r , b u t th a t’s it. It in 
d ica tes th a t a lo t o f  w hat we call the  m en ta l life o f  a 
p erso n  like m e is n o t actually K rsna conscious. O u r life 
is d irec te d  tow ard o th e r  th ings, so th a t com es o u t in 
d ream s. If  we th in k  o f  a p erso n  as m ade up  o f  layers, 
th e n  we w ould  have to  acknow ledge  th a t m any o f 
th o se  layers’ s tra tu m  a re  n o t eng ag ed  in devo tional 
service. T hese d iffe ren t levels ge t d ragged  along  by the
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consc iousness, w ho is con stan tly  p re ac h in g  to  us to  
beco m e a devotee. T h ose  layers of consciousness, how 
ever, are  n o t in them selves devotees, and  they dwell in 
som e p reh is to ric  past, o r even in th e  p resen t, w here  
they g a th e r the silt of m en ta l activities n o t focused  on  
p leasing Krsna. No w onder we are  still suffering.

W hen  I awake with these  d ream s still fresh  in my 
m in d , som etim es I w ant to  give m yself th e  b en e fit o f  
th e  dou b t. I know th e re  was something Krsna conscious 
in th a t d ream  w here  I insisted  th a t th e re  sh ou ld  be 
m usic in th e  p arad e . If  I cou ld  u n co ver m ore  w h a t’s 
actually  h a p p e n in g , I th in k  I w ould  fin d  th e  K rsna 
conscious p u rp o rt. I t ’s n o t usually obvious, how ever, 
b u t  I tru s t th a t  my d es ire  to  be K rsna con sc iou s is 
s tro ng  en o u g h  th a t th is p u rp o se  is a t work. T h e re fo re , 
I try to  b rin g  the  richness o f  the  d ream  im agery  in to  
my w riting in hopes th a t the  p u rp o r t will appear.

I looked  a t the sixth c h a p te r o f Bhagavad-gitd ea rlie r 
th is m o rn in g  an d  o p e n e d  to  th e  verse sta ting  th a t the  
m in d  is the  fr ien d  if we can c o n q u e r it an d  the  w orst 
enem y if we canno t. I th in k  a b o u t th is o ften , because  
th e  k ind  o f w riting I am  d o in g  seem s to be cu ltu rin g  an 
u n co n tro lled  m ind. T h e  fact is, how ever, tha t my m ind  
is already o u t o f con tro l. T h e re  a re  various m etho d s to 
con tro l it. O ne  m e th o d  is to  tell it again an d  again  to 
c h a n t  H are  K rsna, to  m e d ita te , to  re a d  S rim ad-  
Bhagavatam. We can tell the  m ind  to  speak purely  an d  
to th ink  p u re  tho ugh ts— n o  garbage.

T h e  p roblem  is, the  m ind  can n o t always follow those 
instructions. T h erefo re , we som etim es have to trea t the 
m ind  differently. We som etim es have to listen and  trust 
a n d  w rite  dow n w hat it says— at least t h a t ’s my



192

prem ise— an d  try to  find  the  p a tte rn s  in how it works. 
Personally , I am  try ing  to  lea rn  to  use th e  m in d ’s 
m uscles to engage  in K rsna conscious w ork. T h e n  the  
m ind  m igh t actually th an k  m e th a t I have given it a way 
to assert itself fo r a useful purpose

T h a t c h a p te r  also describes how  a yogi is above the  
duality  o f  h ea t an d  cold, happ iness an d  distress, h o n o r  
a n d  d ish o n o r. T h is is so m eth in g  we achieve relatively 
easily in  Krsna consciousness, P rab h u p ad a  says.

W ait a m in u te , is it really th a t easy? It d o e sn ’t ap p ea r 
to be  so in my case.

B ut it is relatively easy, an d  it can be don e . I f  we move 
th e  m in d  from  its in te re s t in  sense g ra tifica tion  to  ab
so rp tion  in Krsna . . .

I t ’s w orth  trying for.

I sang a  sim ple Vaisnava song, n o t afraid  th a t it cam e 
o u t like o th e r  p oem s I fo u n d  in  the  Vyasa-puja book. 
Do an o ther?

R oaring fire— well, call it m erry 
if tha t helps— giving h ea t 
from  ju s t  a few sticks o f 
kindling,

/ an d  I look  dow n on  it?
I wish to be a devotee an d  write 
poem s, to see them  uncu rl like 
a rib bo n  o f flam e an d  to b u rn  u p  like 
a mid-sized log.
O  P rab h up ad a , I wish I could  

\ w rite stra igh t o f  G ovinda an d  the devotees in 
\ V raja because
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tim e is precious— m ine 
and  o th e r ’s.

H e says in th e  sixth  c h a p te r  p u rp o r t  th a t  if we 
directly  engage ourselves in devo tional service, we are  
in “practical samadhi." I w o n d er w hat P ra b h u p a d a  in 
ten d ed  w hen he said that. I th ink  o f the  things I used  to 
d o — sh o p p ed  fo r incense  at th e  b est p rice  in C am 
bridge, found  pho tocopy ing  a t 2£ a page, p h o to co p ied  
P ra b h u p a d a ’s le tte rs an d  sen t them  to  th e  five o th e r  
ISKCON cen te rs , w en t h o m e  to  th e  s to re fro n t a n d  
paid  th e  e lectric  bill, th e  h ea tin g  bill, ta lked  w ith th e  
a rtis ts , ta lk ed  w ith P rad y u m n a , g a th e re d  w ith  th e  
d ev o tees fo r kirtana  a n d  a le c tu re  even w hen  I o r  
o th e rs  d id n ’t w ant to, pu lled  dow n the  b lin d  over th e  
fro n t d o o r— always busy in K rsna’s service. I can  still d o  
all those things, b u t w here is my m in d ’s samadhis? As I 
write this, I realized I have been  up  since m idnight. S.

Anyway, those m em ories are o f th e  d is tan t p ast ana \ 
my samadhi is still to  com e, so w hat was this year like? i) 
d id  lots o f  w riting. I read  steadily. T h a t in itself is an 
ach ievem ent. I had  a g oo d  year o f  tu rn in g  to P ra b h u 
p ad a  a n d  away from  o th e r  c o n n e c tio n s . T h a t  was 
significant for me. W an dered  a ro u n d  E u ro p e  an d  h ad  
my tee th  p u lled  o u t in the  spring . W rote stories. B rief 
trip  to India. A good  year all in all. N

A lthough  we have ’95 p la n n e d  out, I am  quick  to  say 
we will have to see w hat actually  h ap p en s . W e c a n ’t 
tru st fate, and  P rov idence is cruel. O r so the  gopis say. 
T hey  never exp ec ted  th a t A kru ra  (w hose n am e m eans 
“n o t  c ru e l”) w ould  com e su d d en ly  an d  take K rsna 
away.
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ISKCON devotees, A m ericans and  E u ro p ean s  w ho 
live in Ind ia , d o n ’t have to th ink  abo u t Christm as. They 
a re  rem o ved  from  it, an d  n o  o n e  th e re  b o th ers  to  re
m in d  them . T hey  have m o re  than  en o u g h  to  c o n ten d  
w ith a t Diwali in  B om bay o r  d u r in g  D urga-pu ja  in 
C alcu tta .

W e in th e  W est— are  we b e tte r  th an  those in In d ia  
try ing to  b eco m e In d ian ized  sadhus? We a re  n o t seen 
as sadhus in  th e  W est. W e a re  m arg ina l p eo p le , no  
d iffe re n t to  som e th an  th e  im m igrants, hom osexuals, 
radicals, im poverished— cultists, they call us. R ejected , 
b u t to le ra ted  by this g ran d  country.

B ut why speak  o f  A m erica? I ’m  rarely  th e re . W ell, I 
m ig h t be, I m igh t be. Say M. c o u ld n ’t g e t in to  A m erica 
a n d  I d id . I m ig h t have to  stay in  my own co u n try  
w ithou t him .

Do you really dislike A m erica so?
If  I h a d  to  live th e re , I w ould  stay away from  th e  

nond ev o tees, w ho seem  w orse th an  n on d ev o tees else
w here . I ’d  stay a t th e  cab in  a t G lta-nagarl a n d  travel 
in to  nearby  cities to p reach . I could do  that.

I have n o  g rip e s  ag a in st th e  A m erican  devo tees. 
D evotees a re  a b o u t th e  sam e everyw here. T h e  A m er
icans have tro u b les  a n d  see sh rinks an d  g e t d ivorces 
like anyw here  else. O r  m aybe they d o n ’t d o  those  
things in  India, I d o n ’t know.

I ’m  ju s t  saying I d o n ’t like to be with n ondevo tees. 
T h e  sastra says th a t’s a healthy  idea. I ju s t  read  it this 
m o rn in g : a yogi sh o u ld  live in seclusion. P ra b h u p a d a  
defines “seclusion” as n o t living with those w ho are  n o t 
Krsna conscious.
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We look to them  only to  m ake a g ood  im pression on 
th em , to  give them  K rsna consciousness in a way th a t 
they will take it.

Cue: “Ask L ord  Krsna to reveal H im self.” Do I dare? 
Is it w rong? Pray to  H im , “D ear L o rd  K rsna, sarvarh 
khalv idarh brahma: You a re  everyw here, b u t  th a t does
n ’t m ean  You are n o t a p erso n  u n to  Yourself. I too  am 
p a r t o f  You.” I love my body because the  soul is w ithin, 
a n d  I love th e  soul b ecau se  it is p a r t  o f  K rsna. T h a t 
m ean s I love You. E veryone is seek ing  You in Your 
d iffe ren t m anifestations, b u t  few seek You directly.

L et my song n o t be time-wasting
o r b o red , speculating , id le gu itar
strum m ing, myself in th e  cen te r
o f  my im aginary universe. L et it be  a song
praising  Krsna w ho killed A gha, Baka— all o f them ,
D antavakra with his fu rious club,
B ana with his tho usan d  arm s,
an d  w ho defea ted  god  In d ra  w hen  he  fo rgo t
w ho was m aster.
B rahm a also forgot, an d  m e 
and  like m oths flying in to  flam e 
H e rek indles o u r
rem em b ran ce , o n e  way o r  an o th e r.



Notes #32

I was som ew here  talk ing  w ith devo tees an d  it was 
snow ing. G lta-nagari dasa a n d  a w om an devotee were 
exp la in in g  to  m e th a t we u n d e rs ta n d  only superficially 
th a t th e  d em igods a re  in ch a rg e  o f  the  w eather. Glta- 
n ag a ri dasa was a llu d in g  to  th e  idea  th a t beyond  the  
perso ns are  im personal forces, w hich a re  m ore  im p or
tant. T hey  said, “You have to lea rn  the  philosophy th o r
oughly. In  the  beg inn ing  we lea rn ed  it too quickly.”

I u n d e rs to o d  they w ere go ing  beyond  P ra b h u p a d a ’s 
books. I was p repa rin g  to reply w hen I woke up.

Sun o u t a n d  th e  grass sh im m erin g  with ligh t and  
dew. F ields w ith d e e p  ru ts  from  trac to rs  and  cow s’ 
hooves. I t ’s too  m uddy to go in to  n a tu re ’s backyard, so 
I m ay n ev e r go back  th e re  aga in . It d id n ’t seem  
im p o rtan t. T h e  tigh t field w here I c ircu m am b u la te  is 
g o o d  e n o u g h , a b it s lop ing , b u t m ostly even, g reen , 
a n d  a lo n e . I go ro u n d  an d  ro u n d . N o th in g  special. 
Why c a n ’t I ever feel any th ing  in hari-nama? I have read

196



the  hook  ab o u t b rin g in g  th e  m ind  in to  th e  h ea rt, but 
never do  it.

T h e  crows a re  jum py. You ju s t  m ove tow ard  the  
w indow  an d  they fly away from  a field  two h u n d re d  
fee t away. T h e  cows d o n ’t m ove. Brown h ills an d  
g reen . M. gave D enn is th e  Irish  soda b read  h e  baked  
along  with a fru itcak e  a n d  said, “H appy  C h ris tm as .” 
D ennis asked if we w an t to  re n t the  p lace n ex t year. 
No, d o e s n ’t look  like it. W e’ve h ad  e n o u g h  o f  his 
co n d em n ed  sh eep  an d  wet bog. I t ’s b een  n ice, b u t we 
w on’t be back.

T h in k in g  o f  duty . I u sed  to  w ork a t th e  W elfare 
office w hile ru n n in g  th e  Boston tem ple . P ra b h u p a d a  
to ld  m e to. I was deep ly  satisfied w ith h is o rd e r  an d  
tried  to  live by it. N o o u ts id e r cou ld  u n d e rs ta n d  how 
happy I was to  obey. I th o u g h t it was th e  only way to 
survive in Krsna consciousness.

Now I live w itho u t th a t assu rance  o f  P ra b h u p a d a ’s 
d irect an d  o ng o in g  o rd ers  as I age.

I know he knows, however, w hat I am  doing.
I p re fe r  to serve P ra b h u p a d a  in sep ara tio n  ra th e r  

than  to take on  a new  and  en tang lin g  re la tion sh ip  with 
a siksd-guru. O n e  resu lt o f accep ting  a siksd-guru is th a t 
you can no  lo n g e r  c o n c e n tra te  sing le -m ind ed ly  on  
your one  spiritual m aster. I will n o t take a new  re la tion 
ship, b u t go seek my spiritual m aster in his books.

It is ju s t daw ning  on  m e tha t I have fin ished  a read 
ing assignm ent th a t lasted ab o u t a year. I am  n o  long er 
ob liged  to c o n tin u e  g o in g  system atically th ro u g h  the  
Bhagavatam. W hat to  do  next? 1 suppose I’ll go back to 
the  First C anto  with a plan to m ine lectures from  it.
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But I d o n ’t w ant to read  only to feed  lectures. 1 am 
looking  for nou rishm en t. Like a starved calf sucking on 
h e r  m o th e r’s teat, I m ust read  P ra b h u p a d a ’s books.

T h e  difficulty in read in g  while p rep a rin g  for lectures 
is th a t you find  y ou rse lf advocating  so m eth in g  to  an 
a u d ien c e  th a t you d id n ’t necessarily  let y o u rse lf feel 
first.

B lue-stained sheep  o n  C hristm as Eve 
kirtana fo r us m ortal h um an  beans 
a t 6 to n igh t in the  kitchen.
It will be a black n ig h t outside, an d  I ’ll 
sing the  lead  for h a lf an h o u r, then  h an d  it 
over to M. I know 
th e  d o ld ru m s w on’t fly o ff a t once,
I ’ll be  ro lling  my eyes and  b ra in , b o red  p erhaps 
o f  o u r  little effo rt 
to  rem em b er Krsna 
in His nam e.
D o n ’t w ant to  feel th e  en fo rced  cho ru s 
to  w hich I m ust resp ond  
o r lose the  beat.
B ut I w ant to sing
while the  nad on  sings and
drinks th e ir grog and  jok es th e ir Christm as
jokes, pulling  the ir politics to g e th e r for
a fter th e  holiday w hen they will go for the  kill
in the  m arketp lace o f desire.

W e a re  defin itely  tu rn in g  o u r  faces tow ard travel. M. 
is w ork ing  o n  trim m in g  th e  travel box fo r th e  P ra
b h u p a d a  murti. R igh t now, P ra b h u p a d a  is u psta irs
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bein g  fitted  fo r th e  foam  th a t will go aga inst his body 
w hen h e ’s in th e  case. I am  g ra te fu l h e  lets m e carry 

i him . I am  fo rtu na te . I d o n ’t follow strict piija  rules, b u t 
I try to keep  a stan d ard  o f w orship.

T h e  m ain  th ing  is tha t he is always with m e. I massage 
him  daily, I w ho was fo rtu n a te  e n o u g h  to o n ce  tou ch  
his body in this way. T h o u g h t o f  it again  today. I m ust 
have b ro u g h t h im  his breakfast an d  lu n ch  h u n d re d s  o f 
tim es, b u t  I d o n ’t rem em b er so m any details o f  th a t—  
c a n ’t re m e m b e r  how  it was. I d o  re m e m b e r  th e  
m assage. M .’s fitting  him  an d  in th ree  days w e’ll be  on 
th e  ro ad , h im  in th e  box  w ith in  th e  b lack  bag, th e  
b lack  bag  in th e  re a r  seat o f  th e  car, w ith  m e in my 
arms, then  in the  a irplane.

/  Blue sky. W hite c loud  puffs o n  h ill— b lu e  an d  w hite 
beau ty  beyo nd  expression  this m ild  C hris tm as Eve in 
Eire.

A p ic tu re  postcard , frozen  stiff.
C arver w rites a lo t a b o u t d ea th . T h en  h e  w rote  his 

own poem , “W hat th e  D octo r S aid ,” w hen  h e  was to ld  
he w ould d ie soon from  lung  cancer. H e w rote o n e  last 
book  a fte r tha t. Now I ’ve h ea rd  th a t Kowit is teach in g  
C arver to  M exican kids in a S o u th e rn  C a lifo rn ia  col
lege. I n o  lon ger write to him .

I have en o u g h  fire ligh ters to  last m e u n til T uesday 
m o rn ing . N e ith e r o f  us w ant to stay h e re  any lo n g er 
th an  that. We are  ready to fly to New York an d  Boston. 
Ready fo r it as w e’ll ever be. Both a little ill, b u t feeling  
righ t ab o u t the  upcom ing  travels.
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T oday I th o u g h t o f  these “N otes” and  loved them . It 
seem ed  my w hole p u rp o se  to rem ain  h ere  was to write 
them .

I ’m ju s t  a guy, n o t w ith a wife, n o t w ith news th a t I 
have c a n c e r a n d  am  go in g  to  d ie . T h a t may com e, 
la ter. F inish this b oo k  a n d  th en  s ta rt a n o th e r . W rite 
while you can.

W ent to  bed  a t 6 P.M. last n igh t 
feeling  sorry fo r crows an d  cows— I ’m 
a sensitive sort, you know, w ho takes 
long  walks, a lth ou gh  this tim e I d id n ’t, 
seen enough , I guess, 
o f  the  river S heen  in pre-dawn light.

G od, G od, the  holy nam es,
the  early m o rn ing — G unagrah i Swami w rote
ab o u t th a t in his hom age,
like m e, an d  o th e rs  too.
H e said the  early m o rn ing  h o u rs  are special 
w hen  he com m unicates with P rab h u p ad a  and  
writes in his
jo u rn a l, then  p reaches all day,
look ing  forw ard to  th e  n ex t early m o rn in g
w hen h e  can be with the  N am e. I d id n ’t know  him
like that. H e d id n ’t m en tion
cand leligh t. I t ’s an ex tra  to  have
the  fireplace, the  logs burn ing .
You sit n ea r it because you have
no  o th e r hea t
no  o th e r  light. T h e  candles
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som ehow  ho ld  your m ind , you could  say,
and  d o n ’t d istrac t from  the chan ting .
A reco rd  o f  that.

D ennis an d  his d o g  have th e  sh eep  b u n c h e d  u p  in 
o ne  c o rn e r  o f  th e  field . I t ’s in c red ib le  th e  way they 
con tro l th em  th ro u g h  fear. T h e  dog  isn ’t even a big 
one, b u t h e ’s an  e x p e rt sh eep -h e rd er, an d  D enn is in 
his cap an d  p u rp le  an d  black jack e t, his sligh t slouch, 
also knows w ha t h e  is d o ing . H ere  h e  is sp e n d in g  
C hristm as Eve as if it w ere any o th e r  d a rk e n in g  a fte r
noo n , sloshing a ro u n d  afte r the  beasts w hom  he p ro b 
ably hates (a lth o u g h  he lives o ff th em ). I w o n d er w hat 
they th in k  o f  him ? I know  th ey ’re  a fra id  o f  h im , al
th o u g h  I ’m su re  if he  cam e o u t w ith a load  o f  food , 
they w ould  com e begg ing . H e knows they have little  
brains and  believes they have n o  soul. H e may n o t even 
be sure w he th er he has a soul.

I ’m an eyewitness.
Yeah, h im  too. H e g lanced  in here . P robably d o e sn ’t 

have a very h ig h  o p in io n  o f  m e e ith e r— an A m erican  
with m oney, a m em b er o f  th a t s trange  cult, n o  lo n g er 
an Irish C atholic . Says h e ’s w ridng  a book. W hat k ind  
o f  a book  only  th e  Devil can say. S o m eth in g  fo r his 
religious m em bers.

Aye, th a t d ream  o f a snowy C hristm as Eve a n d  m e 
ea ting  snow  as if it w ere cu s ta rd  ice c ream . S ense 
g ratification . T h a t w asn’t a p ro p h e tic  d ream  describ 
ing my life h e re  because h e re  the  chairs a re  stiff an d  
the a ir cold. My h ead  is achy, an d  I have w ork to  do.
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I ’m also a chan te r. My sw eatshirt is being  w ashed, sweat 
pan ts too, an d  th a t’s the  story.

H appy C hristm as. “M erry Krsna an d  a H appy  Yuga,” 
she said , a n d  la u g h e d , as I ex ited  th e  G lta-nagari 
tem ple  room . T h o se  tim es a re  co m ing  u p  again  real 
soon . A er L ingus will take us th e re . B ut I ’ll tell to 
m orrow ’s tale tom orrow . T his o n e  en d s here .
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12:10 A.M. My m id n ig h t Mass is underw ay. N o  pew 
sitting, ju s t  flo o r sitting  by th e  fire  I will b u ild . M erry 
Christm as.

I was with a  g ro u p  o f  m en , a sarikirtana party, staying 
at a fash ionable m otel d u rin g  the  off-season. I p ro d d ed  
th em , “We have to  leave early  in  th e  m o rn in g ,” a n d  
w hen  they w ere n o t  ready , I left w ith o u t th em . O nly  
a n o th e r  d ream . In  my sleep  I ro cked  back  a n d  fo rth , 
m aking  the  e ffo rt to  wake so I cou ld  w arn  th e  o th e rs  
th a t we had  b een  iden tified .

C o u ld n ’t do  kirtana last n ig h t d u e  to headachy  head .
T ook  rest by 7 P.M.
I am  en titled  to tell o f  a life, b u t let it be enc irc led  by 

a halo.
Really?
I was search ing  in a d ream  fo r books o f  “tu rn ed -o n  

lite ra tu re  w here  w riters finally discover w hat they w ant
203
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to say, som eth ing  w hich edifies o r expresses the  h e a rt .” 
I w on dered  w hat I actually m ean t by that. I ’m tired  o f 
sta tin g  it, p e rh a p s , b u t  I ’m lo o k in g  fo r K rsna c o n 
sciousness achieved an d  good

news o f  bhagavata-dharma
p u rif ie d  in  ISKCON a n d  grow ing . T h e  Pandavas 

re tu rn e d  from  exile.
“T u rn ed -o n ” w riting im plies tha t a devotee is m aking 

in n e r  as well as o u te r  kirtana. T h a t’s how  he celebrates 
Christm as, with q u ie t huzzahs an d  hallelu jahs, acknowl
edg ing  th e  b ir th  o f  C hrist, th a t he is the  savior w ho will 
e n d u re  all suffering  to  relieve m a n k in d ’s sins. It m eans 
he knows h e  c a n n o t u n d e rs ta n d  th e  ways o f  G od, b u t 
he  app rec ia tes th em  as they ap p ea r in his own life and  
the  lives o f  o thers.

T h en  he tu rns, even on  C hristm as, to  find  his tru e r  
kirtana acco rd ing  to  the  Bhagavatam an d  Gita pu rpo rts . 
I f  he  d oes ever reach  a fu r th e r  stage in w riting  an a 
logous dream s, o r if this m id n ig h t scratch ing  (m idn ight 
Mass) is a lread y  w hat h e ’s loo k in g  fo r, th e n  p lease, 
L ord , ap p ea r. P lease m anifest. T h a t’s w hat h e  m eans 
by “tu rned -o n  w riting ”— th a t cry.

Race w ith th e  clock— tim e ru n n in g  ou t. I to ld  you 
w hat we a re  d o in g  now— closing up  shop. V acuum ing  
th e  rugs, b ak in g  th e  b re ad , m ak in g  sweets fo r the  
p lane. W orry if w e’ll g e t th e re  on tim e and  I tell myself, 
“O h , even if we d o n ’t, I can w rite a b o u t the  day in my 
travel d iary .”

W ho w ent to Mass d runk?
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M. says they d o  th a t in Ire la n d , th e n  com e back  
th ro u g h  th e  streets with a fa in t holiness, to sit a ro u n d  
the fireside and  o p en  th e ir gifts. T h e  kids have to keep  
up  th e ir e n d  by fe ign ing  p leasu re  (o r actually feeling  
it) w ith th e ir  toys an d  g ift-w rapped  p la id  sh irts  an d  
pajam as from  “M om and  D ad .”

It’s over soon enou gh .

0  Krsna, I do  seek K rsna consciousness in my life. I 
write “w hat com es” an d  am  em barrassed  by it, b u t also 
g lad  I can  be h o n e s t a n d  u n p re te n tio u s  w hile p rac 
tic ing  K rsna consciousness. T h a t’s im p o r ta n t to  m e. 
Because o n e  can  b ecom e artificial o r  b lin d  w hile p re 
su m ing  to  p rac tic e  K rsna co n sc io u sn ess  a n d  teach  
o thers. O n e  can b eco m e hypocritical. I d o n ’t w an t to 
en tire ly  fo rg e t my sinful p as t as lo n g  as it still affects 
me.

Finally, I w an t to  do  w hatever You w ant m e to  do, 
b u t i t’s n o t easy to  qualify m yself to receive such d irec t 
d ic tation  from  You w ithin my heart.

You seem  to wish m e well in my p re se n t course. O r 
do  You laugh at m e in my foolishness?

Am I crazy? At least I am  in Your service, o r  asp iring  
fo r that, even with my headachy  head .

H ickory dickory dock—  
a clock n ea r K enm are rep o rts  
fou r m inu tes after 1 to my eyes and
1 pray by read ing  an d  reciting  
the sacred  H are  Krsna 
m an tra .
Clock hands m ove tow ard C hristm as
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dawn. T h e  w ood b u rn s and
I am  q u ie t an d  a t peace,
willing and  eager to  go o u t
to  m ee t a n d  lec tu re  on b eh a lf
o f  Sri K rsna on  the  o rd e r
o f  th e  Swami, w hom  I m et in th a t very
sto re fro n t in New York.

O kay, c lo se  th is  o u t. S ig n e d  a n d  d e liv e re d —  
C hristm as consciousness with w ord  play— a com pelling  
d ream  o f  a search  an d  a vision fo r th e  advanced  stage 
in  d ev o tio n a l w riting  w hen  an  a u th o r  w rites th a t fo r 
w hich  h e  was c re a te d , a lth o u g h  m o re  in fo rm al an d  
d irec t, c a rrie d  o n  waves o f  sincerity  a n d  insp ira tio n . 
T h a t’s a d ream .

F or now , sitting  on  a vacuum ed  rug , co n trite , w ords 
strewn like seeds.

N o snowfall here .
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Sad tale o f  h u m an  life. We H are  K rsnas d o n ’t really 
escape th e  tragedy o f  it, n o r  th e  w ork o f  trying to  help . 
I t ’s ju s t  th a t  o u r  sp iritu a l m aster, S rila  P ra b h u p a d a , 
w an ted  us to  h e lp  by living in  ISK CO N  a n d  staying 
focused  o n  th e  sp iritu a l reality. R e lie f fro m  samsdra  
com es only  fro m  K rsna con sc iousness. T h e re  is n o  
o th e r  know ledge; n o  o th e r  hope.

Saw h ead lig h ts  a t 3 A.M. a n d  w o n d e re d  w hat they 
were doing. All pow er to them .

T h e  yogi sees th e  S up rem e L o rd  in  th e  h e a r t  o f  all, 
n o t only in the  h earts  o f devotees. All living e n d u es  are 
essentially sp iritual, b u t they have allowed them selves to 
b eco m e  covered . T h e  an im als a re  cov ered , a n d  the  
anim al-like m en , b u t  th e  soul is p re se n t nevertheless. 
T h e  S upersou l, w ho acco m p an ies th e  ind iv idual soul, 
d o e s n ’t b eco m e  affec ted  by o u r  a p p a re n t  chan ges. 
H e ’s n e u tra l th e  way a m o th e r  is n e u tra l, k in d  to all 
h e r  ch ild ren , b u t n o t  really sh a rin g  th e ir  tr iu m p h s o r 
despair. A yogi can u n d e rs tan d  this.
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Okay, stop  looking down at your own fingernails and  
d o n ’t m o o n  unnecessarily  in to  th e  fire. Move along. 
S now storm s. T h e  a irp lan e  over th e  A nd es sudden ly  
d ro p p e d  fifteen  feet, then  recovered  itself. H e w rote in 
his n ew sle tte r, “D eath  is serio us b u sin ess .” T h en  he 
w ent on  to  P eru  and  p reach ed  to scientists and  o thers. 
I read  it too.

I re ad  th e  soul, the  m ind , th e  p e rso n — h e  n eed s to 
s u rre n d e r  to  Krsna.

T h is is Sunday and  I c a n ’t say any th ing  m ore. We will 
have kirtana a t n oo n , th en  a feast. T h e  yogi d o e sn ’t care 
fo r sense dem ands. H e is gosvami, n o t godasa. W hich am 
I?

H e d o e s n ’t take th e  cou rse  o f  im possib le  yoga b u t 
p rac tices  bhakti. Samadhi is easily achieved . W ell, i t ’s 
possible, anyway, w hereas in  hatha-yoga it is im possible. 
You en g a g e  y ou r senses in K rsn a’s service. F ind  o u t 
w hat H e  w ants you to do, o ffer H im  food , an d  ea t only 
w hat H e  re tu rn s . Sm ell th e  in cen se , use y our legs to 
walk to  th e  tem ple.

T h is is especially  fo r those w ho may n o t  be in the 
re n o u n c e d  o rd e r  and  w ho a re  ob liged  to  be active in 
th e  w orld. L earn  how to  use your senses in His service. 
I re ad  th a t  in  th e  Gita, sixth  c h a p te r . K rsna teach es 
astanga-yoga, b u t as you read  th e  p u rp o rts , you realize 
th a t  all th e  p u rp o se s  o f  yoga a n d  m o re  can  be 
ach ieved  th ro u g h  th e  p ractice  o f  bhakti. T h a t is also 
K rsna’s conclusion  in the  last verse o f the  chap ter.

I t ’s C hristm as, b u t this is tu rn in g  o u t to  be a h ard  
o n e  to  w rite. No sled ru n n e rs  over th e  snow, no  snow,
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no  sled, n o  ligh t an d  dark . In  this h o u se  we have a 
cheery  fire and  no  grog.

So, you say you ’re having a h ard  tim e w riting. T h a t’s 
because  you w o n ’t accep t th e  little  life o f th e  th in gs 
go ing  th ro u g h  your h ead . You w ant it to  be  worthy. 
You th ink  (o r som eon e  may tell you) th a t you o u g h t to 
be silen t fo r days a t a stre tch , w ithou t w riting, an d  th en  
you can say so m eth ing  m o re  concise—ju s t  a few lines 
befo re  you die, a sutra, a p roverb . But I’ve g o t to keep  
w riting. I w ant it all to be worthy.

A little tingle o ff an d  on  in my rig h t fo re h ea d — the 
signal from  the ligh thouse. S om eone th o u g h t he  cou ld  
m ake it go away th ro u g h  hypnosis an d  o th e r  fo rm s o f 
pain  co n tro l, b u t do  you know  what? N o th in g  works, 
n o th in g  at all.

T h e  day a fter A udrey H ep b u rn  d ied , T iffany’s (who 
used  to  pay h e r  to  m o del th e ir  jew elry) ran  a tribu te- 
advertisem en t in the  Neiu York Times. It h ad  h e r  nam e, 
A udrey H ep b urn , the  year o f  h e r  b irth , and  the  year o f 
h e r  d ea th , then  these words: “O u r huck leberry  f r ie n d .”

I th o u g h t o f  tha t while walking on  the  bog the  o th e r 
day an d  it m ade m e shiver. T h e n  I th o u g h t, “W hy n o t 
t ra n s fe r  these  fee lin gs to  K rsna?” I do sh iver w ith 
em o tio n  som etim es, so why c a n ’t I shiver in re la tion  to 
G od?

I ’m w orking on it. I th in k  it’s possible. If you can do 
it fo r one , why n o t the  o ther?  T h e  b en efit o f d o in g  it in 
re la tio n sh ip  with K rsna is im m easurably  g re a te r  than  
e m o tio n s  invested  in tem p o ra ry  m a tte r . T o  invest 
feelings in so m eth ing  n o t d irectly  K rsna conscious is a 
waste o f time.
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My friend , the fire, is b u rn in g  bright. Many cen turies 
ago  St. F rancis w rote the  poem , “H ailing  th e  F ire fo r 
B u rn in g  B rig h t.” H e saw it as com ing  from  G od. Sees 
G od in n a tu re , in the  essential e lem ents, w ater and  fire 
an d  sky and  so on.

B otde  o f  w ater, w arm th o f room ,
passage o f  dm e,
this re tre a t is used  up. We w on’t be back.

A d rie n n e  R ich m akes h e r  p ro p a g a n d a  fo r c lea r
h e a d e d  te n d e rn e s s , th e  “r ig h t  o f  lesb ian s  to  live 
to g e th e r” she  calls it. P itiful falling  sh o r t th a t is, a n d  
everyone else. T h e  g oo d  m an , th e  P re s id en t w ith o u t 
scand al, dy ing  an d  re m e m b e rin g  h is wife. O r WCW 
re m e m b e rin g  his wife a t th e  e n d , secu lar, G od c o n 
scious . . . th e  fire  b u rn in g . T h e  yogi sees K rsna in  all 
beings and  all beings in Him.

I can  m ake p ro p a g an d a  too , b u t  I d o n ’t choo se  to  
do  so. I d o n ’t use th a t w ord  m u ch  anyway. B ut su re , I 
w an t to  estab lish  Krsna. R em em ber the  C atholic p riest 
saying th a t th e  C om m unists w ork h a rd  a n d  we sh ou ld  
w ork h ard e r?  T h a t stru ck  m e. I guess I n ev er h e a rd  
anyone give c red it to  the  evil-doers th a t way, c red id n g  
th em  fo r b e in g  even b e tte r  w orkers th an  the  C atholics 
a n d  A m erican  arm ies. I guess I th o u g h t th a t n o t only 
w ere we b e tte r  th an  the  C om m ies in th e  m oral sense 
(in  every  se n se ), b u t  of course we m u st b e  b e t te r  
w orkers. It scared  m e to  even have to  co n s id e r th a t 
they cou ld  b eco m e in flu en tia l an d  effective. I h a d n ’t 
th o u g h t o f  it tha t way.
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By th a t logic, w hat else? C ou ld  they  take away o u r 
country? U nth inkab le .

P re s id e n t  E ise n h o w e r, J o e  L o u is, heavyw eigh t 
ch am p , a n d  I d id n ’t stay u p  la te  to see it, b u t Dewey 
lost to  T ru m an  in a close p residen tia l race 

T hom as Dewey, m ustache, 
s laug h ter on  T e n th  A venue (on  reco rd ) and  
“S ugar B lues” m u ted  tru m p e t 
a raised  surface p ain tin g  
o f  som e place in Italy.
D u tch  boys, D utch  
boys and  girls on  the  wall!
Fake long  reeds in a vase on  th e  floor
in A un t J o ’s house . .  . my m em ories and
yours are  a  m u tual r ig h t in  a  d em ocra tic  country.
W e can do  as we like. O h?
P rab h u p ad a  says no. W e m ust w ork 

u n d e r  the  m odes 
o f  m ateria l n a tu re .
Still, I am  allow ed to  be  a  m e m b e r o f  th e  K rsna 

consciousness m ovem ent. It is n o t  against th e  law. I am  
allow ed  to  be a  Boy S cou t, a  gay b a r  a tte n d e e , a 
h o u se h o ld e r , a sign p a in te r , to  d rin k  liq u o r, o r  to  
c h a n t H are  Krsna.

B ut if we clash, the  cops will com e an d  so rt it out. 
T h om as Dewey an d  lettuce.
It can  be proved
in th e  Bhagavad-gitd verse th a t
all persons are  red uc ib le  to  five g re a t e lem en ts  and  

subelem ents and  tha t the  soul is above them , b u t below 
the S uprem e C ontro ller.
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A little poem  for the
m an in the  fire. A little m an is there
singing
happy a n d  warm. You d id n ’t know 
a person  cou ld  live in fire, d id  you?
Well, i t ’s true. H e d o e sn ’t b u rn  because
his body is also o f fire— his head
is aflam e with brilliance
and  his tho u g h ts  ten d e r fire-thoughts,
his parts fire parts, his
soul ablaze.
We live o n  land  and  sea (fish).
A poem  lives in the  air, on 
p ap er, an d  rhym es o r d o esn ’t, 
goes hom e on Christm as Eve—  
th a t p o em , o r stays to ch an t 
H are  Krsna, 
dividing the lines 
with h eartb reak .
T h e  ways o f  G od becom e know n to  m an 
th ro u g h  revelation  and  the  p u re  
devotees explanations.

C hristm as m itten , G od in Christ.
No sled o r  snow in Ire land , n o  buses today. 
Walk this little p atch  o f land 
and  answ er last le tters in pouch.
You are  a nobody  an d  a som ebody—
Steven the  T errib le , Ivan
the  h u n ch b ack — playing with words.
B etter to  be silent?
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I feel now th a t th is book  has b een  a p erfo rm an ce . 
Maybe I d id n ’t feel this previously, b u t now. Is th a t so 
terrible?

W hat do  I m ean  by “p e rfo rm a n c e ”? Do I m ean  an 
in te n d e d , d e lib e ra te  com m u nication ?  Is n ’t th a t w hat 
Vyasa does, a n d  S ukadeva G osvam i, in th e  Srimad- 
B h a g a va ta m ? Is n ’t th a t  w ha t L o rd  K rsna d o es  in 
Bhagavad-gitd?

Why d o n ’t you  w an t to  co m m u n ica te?  P e rh a p s  I 
should  ask that question .

Okay. I tried  to  fo rg e t th a t I ’m com m u n ica tin g  with 
o th e rs  so th a t I cou ld  discover fo r m yself w hat I w ant 
to w rite w ithou t th e  p ressu re  to perfo rm . I d o n ’t have 
to exp lain  it h e re — n o t now. I ’m w riting  this n o te  be
tw een my sc h e d u le d  sessions b ecau se  I sensed  the  
p e rfo rm a n ce  sy n d ro m e h ad  c a u g h t u p  w ith m e. In 
o th e r  w ords, th e  b oo k  has b een  w ritten , an d  I d o n ’t 
th ink  I w ant to  co n tin u e  it any longer. I w asn’t posing 
o r try ing to c rea te  a literary  effect w hen  I to ld  you
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a b o u t D enn is and  his sheep  o r o u r  life h ere . I t ’s good 
th a t th a t w asn’t a pose. I called  it The Last Days of the 
Year, b u t  d id n ’t try to  m ake my w ords fit in to  a m old  
su itab le  fo r a year-end  m o od . T h e  w riting , in th a t 
sense, was n atu ra l. I th in k  the  re a d e r  will b en e fit from  
that. I f  now  I feel m yself reach ing  fo r a  Christm as-day 
effect o r  a last-day-before-we-leave effect, I d o n ’t w ant 
it.

You cau g h t him  
an d  h e  cau g h t you 
in the  web o f his m ind  
w ished he  w ere—
som ew here else in  Krsna consciousness.
H e accep ts h im self as a
p articu la r soul an d  reaches
o u t to  you, shyly
b u t definitely
w anting  to  touch
your K rsna consciousness.
S om eth ing  like that.



Notes #36

Srila P ra b h u p a d a  was w ith us. W e w ere all c row ded  
in to  a  k itchen  an d  h e  was affec tio na te  w ith each  o f  us. 
I was receiv ing h is a tten tio n  in  a n o th e r  room . T h en  he  
em b raced  B hagavan dasa. T h e n  h e  w alked o u t o f  the/ 
ro om  an d  past m e. I th in k  h e  said, “D o n ’t p u t  o n  airs.’ 
A t th a t m o m e n t (in  th e  d ream ) I was th in k in g  to  my
self, “I ’m  c h a n tin g  H are  K rsna a n d  try ing  to  b e  sin 
ce re .” Yet he  said it. Was I p u ttin g  o n  airs?

Maybe P rab h u p ad a  d o e sn ’t u n d e rs ta n d  how  I ’m  try-\ 
ing  to  b e  serious. B ut if h e  said it, th e n  I m u st accep t it 
and  find  a  way to live up  to  his words.

B ut w hat does h e  m ean? D oes h e  m ean  I shou ld  n o t 
try to  be serious? I sh ou ld  ju s t  be  a reg u la r fella and  live 
life fo r w hat it is tem porarily?

No, I know h e  d o e sn ’t m ean  that. J
A nd th a t’s all . . . D o n ’t p u t  o n  airs. H e  left m e to 

m ull it over. Well, th a t’s w hat I ’m saying in these  Notes] 
isn ’t it? I ’m telling  m yself n o t  to  be schm altzy ju s t  be
cause i t ’s C hristm as an d  th e  e n d  o f  th e  year a n d  ju s t
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because I have b een  in a h erm itag e  and  am  now  going  
to face New York City. D o n ’t p u t on  airs as if you live in 
a private w orld  o f  n u rsin g  w ounds, a daily bog  walk, o f 
prayer, o f  everything else.

\ R ather, be in prayer. I m ean , look fo r it, ch an tin g , I
\  m ean , by th e  firep lace , an d  read , read , and  d o n ’t tail

I o ff ju s t  because y o u ’re  leaving ideal circum stances.
I Face every thing  th a t is to  com e. I ’ll be  d o d g in g  my 
I G o d b ro th e r s ’ in q u ir ie s  as to  w h ere  I ’ve b e e n  all 

/ m o n th , d od g in g  th e  bu lle ts o f shock  from  b e in g  back 
in  New York City, h o p in g  to  d o d g e  th e  h u r t  in  my 
head , w hich h a s n ’t g on e  away a lth ou g h  I have dod g ed  
so m uch. I h o p e  to  d od g e  th e  desire  fo r a tten tio n , the 
desire fo r resp ect an d  praise, and  dodg e  . . .

Ju s t d o n ’t p u t on  airs. W hen I sit in th e  s to re fro n t
a n d  they exp ec t m e to say so m eth ing  to u ch in g  a b o u t 

\ my exp eriences w ith the  Swami, I shou ld  ju s t  do  w hat I 
can , as a w orkm an  does w hat h e  can. P ra b h u p a d a  is 
rem ind ing  me.

I o n ce  w en t to  a classical m usic c o n c e rt  w ith  my 
sister fo r p ian o  an d  o rchestra . T hey  played re c o rd e d  
m usic over speakers. T h e re  w ere n o  live m usicians p re 
sen t. T h e re  was even a p ian o  on  stage. I se ttled  in 
anyway to  h ea r th e  m usic, cozy beside my charm in g  sis
ter. T h e re  w ere m any peop le  in th e  aud ience.

S uddenly  the  co n ce rt was in te rru p te d  as the  o rches
tra  arrived  a n d  gave a p o p  re n d itio n  o f th e  classical 
com po sition . T hey  m ad e  it ligh t a n d  com ical. I t  was 
em barrassing . I h ea rd  p eo p le  exclaim ing, “Hey, w hat 
a re  they  d o in g ? !” S om e p e o p le  lau g h ed . All w ere 
astounded . A nd tha t was ju s t the  beginning .
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A t o th e r  p arts  in the  classical co m po sitio n , p eo p le  
cam e o n  stage and  ham m ed  it u p  with corny  collegiate 
songs. I was so d is tu rb ed  I w an ted  to  leave, b u t  we 
d id n ’t.

T h is was a d ream . W hat do  you m ake o f  it?
W ell, I th in k  the serious m usic rep re sen ts  my desire 

to p ractice  serious Krsna consciousness. T h e  collegiate 
am ateu rism  rep re sen ts  my d o u b ts  a b o u t th e  p ersonal 
free-w riting I do. I am  em barrassed , b u t I c a n ’t stop.

H m m m . A nd my sister and  my too-close re la tionsh ip  
with her?

T h a t obviously rep resen ts  a la ten t m ateria l desire to 
ex p erien ce  th e  coziness o f  a  w om an. It seem s to  fit in, 
d o e s n ’t it? I m ean , i t ’s w rong , isn ’t it, to  d ream  o f a 
w om an, even if she is your sister? Maya.

Anyway, th e  w hole th in g  is w eird— g o in g  to  a co n 
c e rt o f  p ip ed  in music. W here  is th e  real stuff? D oes it 
m ean  I am  trick in g  m yself o r  b e in g  trick ed?  T h e  
p ro fo u n d  m usic  th a t  I w an t to  a p p re c ia te  is n o t  
available. It has b een  h in dered .

T h e  music I seek is actually K rsna consciousness in its 
p u re  state. It com es from  th e  classical com posers, the  
M ozart a n d  B eethoven  o f  th e  G audlya trad itio n , o u r  
P ra b h u p a d a  an d  the  previous acaryas. I am  h am p e red  
from  b ein g  a tru e  aficionado because  o f  my nonsense, 
the  am a teu r jokes and  my o th e r  hankerings.

B ut w ait a m in u te . How do  you know, M r. D ream  
S pecialist, th e  m usic o f my own soul, my own p u re  
d esire  to  be K rsna conscious? W hy p u t m e dow n so 
m uch  th a t it com es o u t tha t K rsna consciousness is the  
sub lim e th in g  an d  my h ard -fo u g h t, lon g , d ev elo ped  
w riting  proclivity com es o u t to  be a co llege  b uffoon
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with his sister beside him? Is tha t fair? Maybe the  mayic 
e lem en ts a re  ju s t  th e  m ateria l w orld tem p tin g  m e. My 
in ten tio n s  a re  righ t. I w anted  to  leave, d id n ’t I? T his 
m ateria l w orld  is a n o n sen se  p lace, falsely advertised , 
and  as soon as I see it, I w ant to g et out.

Yeah, b u t you d id n ’t get out.
Well, i t ’s ju s t  a d ream . It was even c u t off, o r I c a n ’t 

re m e m b e r  th e  rest. I d o  re m e m b e r  th a t  I was e n 
am ored  by my sister . .  .

Now I ’m  awake, d es iring  to go back  to G od h ead . I 
h op e  to  take this d ream  in a way th a t will be  useful for 
my serious life so th a t I can h ea r an d  d e lig h t the  self in 
service to H is Divine G race as h e  actually is, the  L ord  as 
H e actually is, w ithou t be in g  m isrep resen ted  an d  fool
ed  by an  inatten tive p laything o f  a w om an.

A nd so, d ea r  read e r, we are  closing out.

r  I w an t to  be  as se rious as possib le. T h a t inc lud es 
w hat I w rite. I t  has b een  a year fo r w riting . T h a t’s a 
n eu tra l s ta tem en t, n o  ego  involved. I w rote a  lo t espe
cially in th e  secon d  h a lf  o f  the  year— o n e  tim ed  b ook  
a fte r  a n o th e r . I tr ie d  to  im provise  a n d  th ro u g h  it, 
search  fo r K rsna consciousness. As I said in a d ream  a 
few days ago , m aybe I will fin d  a b o o k  in  w hich  I 
suddenly  b reak  th ro u g h  to  a new  inform ality  th ro u g h  

y w hich  I will carry  th e  vision o f  w hat I have always 
\ w an ted  to  ex p ress b u t h av e n ’t b e e n  ab le  to. E ach  
V ^uthor sh ou ld  w rite the  book he m ost w ants to  read.

But how? F or now  it seem s I sh o u ld  w rite my way 
tow ard it, book  a fte r  book , from  Ballyferriter Stories to



219

Progresso to The Story of a Retreat to  The Karttika Papers to 
In Search of the Grand Metaphor to this one. I

Mr. L ittle  B ird, em p ty ing  th e  o cean  in y o u r beak / 
Mr. W riting Process dovetailed  in K rsna consciousness. 
Mr. P oe t w ho stabs h im se lf in  th e  back, Mr. D ream s, 
d ream s, I w an t to  see you  re a d in g  y o u r sp ir itu a l 
m aste r’s books and  . . . /

T h e  d ialogue con tinues. S
T h e re  is no  way out. s '
K eep chan tin g  
by cand le ligh t o r 
otherwise.

“I w ant to be as serious as possib le,” he  said, 
ho ld ing  up  a glass o f C hristm as c ider (u n sp ik ed ).
H e a te  p lenty  o f  sweets— o ne  a  ta r t with
a custard  cen ter, an o th e r, a  shapely sweet ball, th en
h o t delicious halava m ade ju s t  rig h t
with a tinge o f  orange. Yes, h e  wants
to  be as serious
as possible.

W alked on  the  bog (can ’t th in k  
o f  a n o th e r  n am e fo r it) a near-last tim e 
and  felt myself sinking in to  the  soft earth , 
the  sun  blazing overhead  an d  rain  
a n d  dark  all a t the sam e tim e.
Good-bye to this place.
W ithout even saying it I feel it com ing.
A nd o ne  o f  these days,
Pow! R ight in the  kisser.
K rsna will give it to you. (H e already is.)
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A ngels o f mercy, Krsna, this s inner
beseeches you, walking the  lane, a lthough  I
m um ble  an d  n o t
clearly and  yearningly u tte r
Your holy nam es.
Still, T h o u  a rt with me,
You com fo rt m e tho u gh  I walk 
in  th e  shadow  o f  the  valley o f death .
You are  with m e
an d  P rab h u p ad a  is w ith m e as we go o u t to  m ee t 
th e  duties 
he  has o rdained .



Appendix

I w rote  these  cues each  day a fte r th e  actual “N o tes” 
session. T h e  cues w ere to  h e lp  m e g e t o ff to  a g o o d  
s ta rt th e  n e x t tim e I w en t to  w rite . H ere  a re  som e 
excerpts:

A ccept loneliness an d  aloneness.
A ccept obscurity.
Be positive th a t y ou ’ve com e h ere  to write.
Your them es in  “N o tes” do  fit in to  a fo rm  since they 

are the  last days o f  the  year, each  one.
D o n ’t g e t angry an d  quit.
Go to  write, honestly, and  y ou’ll see— it will be w orth  

it. It will ap p ro ach  Krsna consciousness as you do.

A serious practice, n o t ju s t  m aking noise, a ruckus.

C a n ’t p lan  a h e a d  m u ch , b u t  w rite  w ith o u t sense 
gratification .
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H ow  can  I be m yself a n d  yet b e  an  o b e d ie n t  
devotee?

How can I be h o n est and  yet n o t talk o f the  past, the  
w orld, my senses, etc?

O r, if I d elibe ra te ly  o m it my faulty se lf a n d  speak  
only sastra, how can th a t keep  my in te rest an d  honesty?

I especially b ro ke  th ro u g h  w hen I saw th a t The Last 
Days of the Year does have an in h e re n t connectedness.

I also felt solace read in g  Forgetting the Audience and  
seeing how  I was facing things then.

I have to  accep t th a t th is is my service. D o n ’t com 
p lain . M ake th e  b est o f  it a n d  pray th a t K rsna will see 
g ood  in  it.

T his is your life. It is all you have. M ake the  best o f  it.

W hen you a re  stuck, pause an d  rest, th en  start again.

R e m e m b er to  go  b ey o n d  p e rfo rm a n c e , b u t  n o t  
beyo nd  com m u nication . N o t beyond K rsna conscious
ness.

A re you a fra id  o f  so m eth ing ?  A fraid  to  w rite  o f  
som ething? W rite o f  that.

" W h a t was a n ice  m o m e n t today? A n im p o r ta n t  
tho ugh t?

M ake a p rayer to  K rsna w itho u t b ein g  afra id  it will 
be th e  sam e o ld  th ing . D o n ’t care  th a t M urray said I
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“w rap it u p  in th e  c a n o n .” I do  th a t— m ake a w hole 
can o n  poem .

S tart a song-poem , o n e  o f  my own, w ith w ords, and
 .b reak  your h ea rt. D o n ’t w ait fo r so m eth in g  b e tte r  to

com e. T h a t is also the  basis o f  darin g  to be guru .

W h at w ould  P ra b h u p a d a  th in k  o f  w ha t you  a re  
doing?

C an ’t con tro l th e  m ind.

W ant to  be a w riter.

Be serious an d  K rsna conscious.

D esire  to  w rite free  o n  o n e  h an d , yet be  so b e r so 
th a t a t the  tim e o f  d ea th  I w o n ’t be  th in k in g  o f  th ings 
o th e r  th an  Krsna conscious. How to resolve this?

U se m e th o d s  like lists, d ia lo g u e  w ith  im a g in ed  
persons, interviews, spoofs.

Be carefu l you d o n ’t m isuse yo u r free  will a n d  fall 
dow n in  the  nam e o f free-w riting. H ow  to assure you 
w on ’t d o  that?

Is free-w riting a g ood  th in g  to  be doing? I t ’s w hat I 
do. W hen I raise the d o u b t I reply in  my favor.

Seem s I ’ll go forw ard a n d  ask L o rd  K rsna to  d irec t 
m e clearly how to please H im  best, how this jiva  shou ld  
su rren d er.
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S erious ab o u t it— believe tru th  can com e th ro u g h  in 
this way.

I c o u n t on  my o th e r activities to be solid sadhana.
I w an t to  be a serio us d ev o tee  b u t  dovetail th is 

writing.

T h e  m o re  pain fu l adm issions a re  th e  ones th a t will 
have lasting  value, such as w hen  you m e n tio n e d  th a t 
th e  b o o k  d is trib u tio n  m a ra th o n  is g o in g  o n  an d  you 
a re  n o t partic ip a ting  in it.

O r  w hen  you adm it poverty  o r tu rn  to  sim ple p lea
sures a n d  p ercep tio ns while w alking in the  rain. O r you 
tell us w hat y ou’ve b een  read ing . D o n ’t be afraid  to tell 
us fro m  th e  sm allness o f your life. I t ’s b e tte r  than  b ea t
ing  a ro u n d  the  bush  and  b e in g  too  shy even to  adm it 
th a t you  a re  happy  a b o u t lu n ch  an d  little  things. Tell 
us tho se  little  th ings. T ell us o f  y our K rsna, w hat you 
know.

W rite from  q u ie t p lace (ex te rn a l an d  w ith in ). W hat 
do  I m ean  by that?

H appy  to  write. Tell us m o re  o f  that.

C lean floor . . .
k eep  well, life is precious and  g reat
a n d  you can write, write
as m uch  as possible.

T h e  m ain  th in g  is to  b reak  th ro u g h  sincere ly— 
sincerity in the  w riting process. Speak the  honest tru th .
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I t’s ju s t  th a t I c o u ld n ’t th ink  o f w hat to  say. I seem ed 
stuck in th e  im m ed ia te  p re sen t. W h at else is there?  
Well, the re  is the past in ISKCON, th o u g h t, an d  so on. I 
can ran ge  out.

E ach  day tell w hat you  have re a d  in S rim a d -  
Bhagavatam.

Do classic free-w riting, w hatever w ords p o u r out.

I t ’s n o t ju s t  a space filler— write w hat is im p o rtan t to 
you.

W hat d id  I feel today? How d id  I co n tac t Krsna?

T o n ig h t I said I o u g h t to  th in k  a b o u t d ea th  w hen I 
write.

I w ro te  p o em  frag m en ts  an d  I d o n ’t care  if they 
d o n ’t have cu te  endings.

I a d m it th is is ju s t  p rac tice  a n d  has n o  d irec tio n  
excep t the  n a tu ra l one. G ood. K eep w riting  like that.

I first to ld  d ea r  read er, ‘T h is  is n o t m e. W hat follows 
is n o  holds b a rred , so watch o u t.”

Krsna, Krsna
V-day— d o n ’t worry.
Try to see clearly (o r recall w hen I d id ).

A dm it shortcom ings, b u t be happy with yourself.
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S eem s like I said every th ing  already— th a t we are  
leaving h e re , w hat we will d o  n ex t year, an d  so on. If 
you c a n ’t th in k  o f  m o re  th a n  th a t, e n d  th e  w hole 
th ing. O r m ake each  o n e  shorter.

I w ant to  be as Krsna conscious as possible.




